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" ooke’s Eoition.

As when the people of the northern zone
¥ind the approach of the revolving fun,

Pleas’d and reviv'dy they fee the new-born light,
And dread no more eternity of night:

Thus we, who lately, as of flummer's heat,
Have felt a dearth of poetry and wit,

oOnce fear'd Apollo would return no more

From warmer climes to an ungrateful fhore,
But you, the favourite of the tuneful nine,
Have made the God in his full luitre fhine
Qur night have chang'd into a glorious day 5
And reach’d perfedtion in your firlt effay.

So the young eagle, that his force would tryy

Faces the fun, and towersit to the flopes====""__
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Let Garth, with tharp but falutary {pleen,
As mufic gentle, but as lightning keen,
In phyfic's mock folemnity appear,

Or with corredt dejeriptions charin your ear,

Anon, Epiftle to a Lady,

iLonoon ¢

PRINTED AND EMEBELLISHED
Under the Direéftion of
L. COOKE,






LIFE OF GARTH.

SAMUEL GARTH was defcended from a good family
in Yorkfhire, and, having been inftructed in claflical
learning at a fchool in his own country, he became a fcho-
lar of Peter-houfe College, in Cambridge, where he profe-
cuted his ftudies till he commenced Doctor of Phyfic, in
the month of July, 1691. '

On his coming to London, in order to follow his pro-
feffion, he palled his examination before the College of
Phylicians, on the 12th of March, 1692, and was admitted
a Fellow on the 26th of July in the fame year.

By the elegance of his manners, and the attraction of
his converfation, -he acquired fo great a degree of perfonal
cfteem as to obtain a very extenfive practice, and, asit is
recorded in a pamphlet of thofe times, had the favour and
un};‘lﬁdence of one political party, as Radcliffe had of the
other.

Garth was univerfally refpected as a man of exemplary
benevolence, which, doubtlefs, difpofed him to concur with
the majerity of the college, in adopting a propofition for a
fub{cription among the members, to accommodate the poor
with medicines at prime cofit, by preparing themin a proper
dilpenfatory for that purpofe. The following account of
that humane and truly benevolent inftitution, from the

en of Dr. Johnfon, is highly deferving of notice.

“ Whether,” fays that excellent writer, * what Temple
{ays be true, that phyficians have had more learning than
the other faculties, I will not ftay toinquire; but I believe
every man has found in phyficians great liberality and dig-
nity of fentiment. very prompt effufion of beneficence and
willingnefs to exert a }ru::rative art, where there is no hope
of lucre. Agreeably to this charadter, the college of phy-
ficians, in July 1687, publifhed an edicét, requiring all the
fellows, candidates, and licentiates, to give gratuitous ad-
vice to the neighbouring poor.

¢« This edict was fent to the Court of Aldermen, and a
queition being put to whom the appellation of poor fhould
be extended, the College anfwered, thac it thould be {uf-
ficient to bring a teftimonial from a clergyman officiating in
the parith where the patient refided.

“ After a yecar’s experience, the phyficians found their
charity fruftrated by fome malignant oppofition, and ren-
dered, in a great degree, vain, by the high price of phyfic ;
they therefore voted, in Auguft 1688, that the laboratory
of the college thould be accommodated to the preparation
of medicines, and another room prepared for their recep-

A 3



vi LIFE OF GARTH, |
tion ; and that the contributors to the expenee fhould ma-
nage the charity.

¢ It was now expeted that the apothecaries would have
undertaken the care of providing medicines; but they took
another courfe:—thinking the whole defign pernicious to
their intereft, they endeavoured to raife a faction againik
it in the college, and found fome phyficians mean enough
to folicittheir patronage, by betraying to them the counfel:
of the college, 'T'he greater part, however, enforced, by
anew edict in 1694, the former order of 1687, and fent it to
the Mayor and Aldermen, who appointed a committee to
treat with the college, and fettle the mode of adminiftering
the charity.

¢ It was defired by the Aldermen, that the teftimonials of
churchwardens and overfeers fhould be admitted, and that
all hired fervants, and ail apprentices to handicraftfmen,
{hould be confiderced as poor. This likewife was granted by
the college.

** It was then confidered who fhould diftribute the me-
dicines, and who fhould fettle their prices. The phyficians
procured fome apothecaries to undertake the dilpenfation,
and offcred that the warden and company of the apothe-
caries fhould adjuft the price. This offer was rejected, and
the apothecarics who had engaged to aflift the charity were
confidered as traitors to the company, threatened with the
impofition of troublefome offices, and deterred from the
performance of their engagements. The apothecaries ven-
tured upon publicoppofition, and prefented a kind of remon-
ftrance againit the defign, to the committee of the city,
which the phyficians condefcended to confute ; and at laft
the traders feem to have prevailed among the fons of trade,
for the propofal of the college having becn confidered, a
paper of apprebation was drawn up, but poftponed and
forgotten.

“‘T'hephyficians ftill perfifted,and, in 1696, a fubfcription
was raifed by themfelves according to an agreement pre-
fixed to the difpenfary. The poor were for a time fupplicd
with medicines; for how leng a time, I know not. 'lhe
medical charity, like others, began with ardour, but foon
remitted, apd at laft died gradually away. :

“ About the time of the fubfeription begins the ation of
the Dijpenfary. ‘The poem, as its fubjeét was prefent and
popular, co-uperated with paffions and prejudices then pre-
valent, and with fuch auvxiliaries to its intrinlic merit, was
univerfally and liberally applauded. It was on the fide of
charity, againft the intrigues of intereft, and of regular
learning againtt licentious ufurpation of medical authority,



LIFE OF GARTH, . vii
and was therefore naturally favoured by thofe who read
and can judge of poetry.”

"The poem was dedicated to Anthony Henley, Efq. and
had commendatory verfcs before it, by Charles Boyle, af-
tcrwards Farl of Orrery, and others, and went through
three impreflionsin the courfe of a few months.

In 1697 our author fpoke the Harveian Oration before the
cellege in Warwick Lane, ¢ to thc great fatisfaction of the
auditors, and his own honour,” as is exprefled in the re-
gifter of the college. The applaufe with which it was re-
ceived by the college, was confirmed by the public, who, in
this inftance, teltified almoft an equal admiration of the
poet, who expofed, in the moft elegant fatire, the mean-fpi-
rited intrigues of the falfe brethren of the faculty, and of the
orator, who ridiculed, with juft {piritand inimitable humour,
the mifchievous knaver}r ntl the multifarious clafles of infa-
mous empirics. In the Harveian Oration he introduced an
animated apoftrophe to King William, and an eloquent
encomium on the bl fiings of the revolution.

On the death of Dryden in 1701, he performed 2 memo-
rable act of generofity and tenderneis, in providing a fuit-
able interment to his {hamefully abandoncd corple, which
he caufed to be brought to the College of Phyficians, pro-
pofed and encouraged a fubfcription for defraying the
expence of a funeral, pronounced an oration over the great
poet’s remains, and afterwards attended the folemniry frona
Warwick Lane to Weltminfter Abbey. For thisteftimony
of refpect to the remains of Dryden, the memory of Dr.
Garth will be revered, by the admirers of the great father
of Englifh poetry, to latelt pofterity,

In 1703 Dr. Garth was clected one of the cenfors of the
Coliege of Phyficians, and the following year, being a
zealous ailertor of the principles of the Revolution, he be-
came a member of th: Kit- kat-elub, which confifted of a
number of noblemen and gentlemen diflinguithed by a
warm zeal for the fuccciiion in the Heule of Hanover. This
club rceeivedits name from one Chriftopher Kat, a paftry-
cook, who, living near the tavern in King-Street, Wefi-
miniter, where they met, ferved them with many articles
which cenftituted the more luxurious and ornamental parts
of their couvivial entertainments. Old Jacob Tonfon, the
bookfeller, was their {ccretary, and the portraits of all the
original members of the ciub, painted by Kneller, were long
in the pofiefiion of his family at Barn-elms.

In concert with l.ord Halifax, and other members of the
club, who recommended lovalty and liberty by the attrac-
tive influence of wit and picafantry, our author furnifhed 2
number of epigrams, and little improptus, which added to .
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the hilarity of their meecings, and rendered him a very en-
tertaining and defirable companion ; and thus he enjoyed
with great moderation, the funfhine of court favour, during
the adminiftration of Lord Godolphin., In 1710, when the
reins of government fell into other hands, he addrefled to
his patron a fhort poem, which was feverely criticifed by
Prior in the Examiner, a paper {<t up in defence of the new
miniftry, apd fo fuccefsfully defended by Addifen in the
W big Examiner, that Dr. Johnfon, who was no friend to
the party, declares, it ought to be preferved for the fake of
the vindication. Indeed, it was univerfally ackrow-
ledged to refleét additional honour on the poet and the
verfes.

In 1711 he wrote a dedication for an intended edition of
Lucretius, to the Eleétor of Hanover; and-at the acceflion
of that Prince to the Britith throne, his merits were ac-
knowledged and rewarded. He was knighted with the
fword of hishero Marlborough, made phyfician in ordinary
to the king, and phyfician-gencral to the army.

In 1715 he publifhed a poem entitled Claremont, addrefifed
to the Earl of Clare, afterwards Duke of Newecaltle, on
his giving that name to his beautiful and magnificent villa,
near Efher in Surrey, He then undertook an edition of
Ovid’s Metamorphofes, tranflated by feveral hands, to
which he contributed a verfion of the fourteenth book, and

refixed a critical and recommendatory preface.

Thiswas his laft work. His health now vifibly declined,
which cauled a general concern. Granville, afterwards
Lord Lanfdowne, though of the oppolfite party, teitified his
fenfibility in ftrains worthy of Waller—

¢ Machaon fick! in every face we find;
« His dangeris the danger of mankind,”’ &e.

He died Jan. 18, 1717-18, and was interredin the church
of Harrow-on-the-Hill. -

The perfonal character of Garth was focial and liberal.
His benevolence was as active as it was extenfive. His
hand and heart went together, a circumftance more valu-
able than all the luftre that genius can confer. He com-
municated himfelf through a very wide extent of acquaint-
ance, and though firmin a party, ata time when firmnefs
includsd virulence, yet he imparted his kindndis to thofe
who were not fuppofed to favour his principles. He was
an carly encourager of Pope, and was at once the friend of
Addifon and Granville.

“ The beft natured of men,” fays Pope, in one of his
letters,  Sir Samuel Garth, has left me in the trueft con-
cern for his lofs. FHis death was very heroical, and yet un~
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affccted enough to have made a faint or philofopher famous,
But ill tongues and worle hearts have branded his lait mo-
ments, as wrongfully as they did his life, with irreligion.
You muft have heard many tales upon this fubject : but if
ever there was a good Chriftian, without knowing himf{elf
to be fo, itwas Dr, Garth.” :

Dr. Johnfon fays, that ¢ Pope declared himf{elf convinced
that Garth died in the communion of the church ef Rome,
baving been privately convinced ; and further obferves,
that it is remarked, by Lowth, late Bifhop of Lendon, a
prelate eminently learned, that thereis lefs ciftance than is
thought between fcepticifm and popery, and that a mind,
wearied with perpetual doubt, willingly [eeks repofle in the
bofom of an infallible church;” an obfervation very conge-
nial to the religious principles of John/lon.

His poems were colle¢ted and printed by Tonfon,among
¢ The Works of the Minor Poets,”” in two volumes, duo-
decimo, 1749. The Difpenfaryand Claremont are {ufficiently
known and admired, particularly the Diftenjary, of which it
is obferved, that it is only inferior in humour, difcrimi-
nation of character, and poetical ardour, to the Rape of the
Lock.” His Claremont is in the manner of Ovid, and has
many of the beauties and defects of his favourite author.

« His poetry,”’ fays Dr. Johnfon, ‘¢ has been praifed at
leaft equal to its merits. In the Difpenfary there is a ftrain
of fmoocth and free verfification, but few lines are eminently
elegant. No paflages fall below mediocrity, and few rile
much above it. The plan feems fermed without jult pro-
portion to the fubject; the means and end have no necef-
fary connexion. Refnel, in his prefice to Pope’s Effay,
remarks, that Garth exhibits no difcrimination of chas
racters ; and that what any one fays might with equal pro-
priety have been faid by another. The general defign is
perhaps open to criticifim ; but the compofition can {cldom
be charged with imaccuracy or negligence. The author
never flumbers in felf-indulgence; hisfull vigour is always
exerted ; fearce a line is left unfinifhed; noris it ealy to
find an exprcflion ufed by conltraint, or a thought imper-
fectly exprefled. It was remarked by Pope, that the
Difgenfary had been corrected in every edition, and that
¢very change was an improvement.”

His tranflations and petty picces have nothing in them
very remarkable; but, upon the whole, candour muft ac-
knowledge, that Dr. Garth was refpectable asa poet, but
infinitcly more fo as a man,



THE DISPENSARY.
A POEM.
IN SIX CANTOS.

% ...Hanc veniam petimufque damufque viciffim.”
Hﬂil"; I:f! ﬂl'f!apﬂ!h

TO ANTHONY HENLY, ESQ.

A man of your charaller can no more prevent a dedi-

cation, than he would encourage one; for merit,
like a virgin®s blufbes, is flll mof} difcovered, avhen it
labours mofl to be concealed.

1t is hard, that to think well of you, fbould be but juf-
tice, and to tell you fo, fhould be an offence 5 thus, rather
than wiolate your modefly, 1 muft be wanting to your
other wirtues ; and, to gratify one good quality, do wrong
to a thoufand. |

The world generally meafures our efteem by the ardour
of our pretences ; and il fcarce beliewe that fo much
zeal in the beart can be confifient with fo much faintnefs
i the expreffion ; but wben they refleét om your readinefs
to do good, and your induffry to bide it ; on your paffion to
oblige, and your pain to hear it owned ; they will conclude
that acknowledgments would be ungrateful to a perfon
who even feems toreceivve the obligations be confers.

Bur though 1 fhould perfuade myfelf to be filent upon all
occafions ; thofe more polite arts, which, till of late, hawve
languifbed and decayed, awould appear under their pre=
Jent advantages, and own you for one of their generous
refforers 5 infomuch, that fculpture now breathes, paint-
ing [peaks, mufic ravifbes ; and as you belp to refine
our tafle, you diftinguifb your own.

Your approbation of this poem, is the only exception to
the opinion the «world bas of your judgment, that ought
to relifh nothing o much as what you write yourfelf :
but you are refolved to forget to be a criticy by remem-
bering you are a friend. To fay more, cwould be un-
eafy to you ; and to fay lefs, would be unjuft in

Your humble Serwant.



PREFACE. xi

SINCE the following poem in a manner ftole into the

world, I could not be furprifed to find it incorredt, tho’
I can no more fay I was a itranger to its coming abroad,
than that I approved of the publifher’s precipitation in do-
ing it; for a hurry in the execution generally produces a
leifure in reflection ; fo when we run the falteft, we ftumble
the ofteneft. However, the errors of the printer have not
been greater than the candour of the reader : and ifl could
but fay the fame of the defeéts of the author, he would need
ne jultification againit the cavilz of fome furious critics,who
[am fure would have been better pleafed if they had mct
with more faults.

‘Their grand objection is, that the fury Difeafe is an im-
proper machine to recite characters, and recommend the
example of prefent writers : but though I had the authority
of fome Greck and Latin poets, upon parallcl inftances, to
juitify the defign; yet, that I might not introduce anything
that feemed inconfiftent, or hard, I f{tarted this objection,
myfcif, to a gentleman, very remarkable in this fort of
criticifm, who would by no means allow that the coentri-
vance was forced, or the condudct incongruous.

Difcafe is reprefented a fury, aswell as Envy : fheisima- ,
gined to be forced, by an incantation, from her recefs ; and,
to be revenged on the exorcift, mortifies him with an in-
troduction of feveral perfons eminentin an accomplifhment
he has made fome advances in.

Nor is the compliment lefs to any great genius mentioned
there; fincea very fiend, who naturally repinesat any ex-
cellency, is forced to confefs how happily they have all {uc-
ceeded.

Their next objedlion is, that I have imitated the Lutrin
of Monfieur Boilcau. 1 muft own, [ am preud of the im-
putation ; unlefs their quarrel be, that I have not done it
encuzh : but he that will give himfelf the trouble of ex-
amining, will find I have copicd him in nething but in two
or three lines in the complaint of Molefle, Canto Il. and in
onein his firft Canto; the fenfe of which line is entircly his,
and I could wifh it were not the only good one in mine.

I have fpoke to the moit material objections I have heard
of, and fhall tell thefe gentlemen, that for every fault they
pretend to find in this poem, I will undertake to thew them
two. One of thefe curious perfons does me the honour to
fay, he approves of the conclufion of it; but I {uppole it is
upon no other reafon, but becaule it is the conclufion.—
However, I {hould not be much concerned not to be thought
excellent in an amufement I have very little practifed hi-
therto, nor perhaps ever fhall again. :



xii PREFACE.

Reputation of this fort is very hard to be got, and very
ealy to be lolt 5 its purfuit is painful, and its pofleflion urn-
fruitful : nor had 1 ever attempted any thing in this kind,
till, finding the animofities among the members of the
College of Phyficians increafing daily, (notwithftanding the
frequent exhortations of our worthy prefident to the cone
trary) I was perfuaded to attempt {fomething of this nature,
and to endeavour to rally fome of our difaffedted members
into a fenfe of their duty, who have hitherto moft obfti-
nately oppofed all manner of union; and have continued
{o unreafonably refractory, that it was thought fit by the
college, to reinforce the oblervance of the {tatutes by a bond,
which fome of them would not comply with, though none
of them had refufed the ceremony of the cuftomary oath 3
like fome that will truit their wives with any body, but not
any one with their money. I'was {orry to find there could be
any conftiturion that was not to be cured without poilon,
and that there fhould be a profpeét of eifecting it by a lefs
grateful method than reafon and perfuafion.

‘I'be original of this difference has been of fome ftanding,
though it,did not break out to fury and excefs, until the time
of erecting the difpenfary, being an apartment in the col-
lege, fet up for the relief of the fick poor, and managed ever
ﬂ::ic?_ with an integrity and difintereft fuitable to fo charitable
a defign. :

If any perfon would be more fully informed about the
particulars of {o pious a work, I refcr him to the treatife, fet
torth by the authority of the prefident and cenfors, in the
year 1697, It is called «“ A fhort Account of the Proceedings
of the College of Phylicians, London, in relation to the.
fick Poor.” 'T'hereader may there not only be informed
of the rife and progrefs of this fo public an undertaking, but
alfo of the concurrence and encouragement it met with from
the beft, as well as the moft ancient members of the foei-
ety, notwithftanding the vigorous oppofition of a few men,
wlio thought it their intereit to defeat fo laudable a defign.

The intention of this preface is not to perfuade mankind
to enter into our quarrels, but to vindicate the author from
being cenfured for taking any indecent liberties with the
faculty he has the honour to be a member of. If the fatire
may appear direéted at any particular perfon, it is at [uch
only as are prefumed to be engaged in difhonourable con-
federacies for mean and mercenary ends, againit the dig-
nity of their own profeffion. But if there be no fuch, then
thele characters are but imaginary, and, by confequence,
ought to give no offence.

‘I'he defeription of the battle is grounded upon a feud that
happened in the difpenfary, betwixt a member of the col-
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lege, with his retinue, and fome of the fervants that attended
there to difpenfe the medicines ; and is {o far real, though
the poetical relation be fiétitious. T hope nobody will think
the author too indecently reflcéting through the whole, who,
being too liable to faults himfelf, ought to be lefs {fevere
vpon the mifcarriages of others. There is a charalter in
this trivial performance, which the town, 1 find, applics to
a particular perfon : itis a refleétion which I fhould be forry
fhould give offence, being no more than what may be faid of
any phyfician remarkable for much practice. The killing
of numbers of patients is fo trite a piece of raillery, that it
ought not to make the leaft impreflion either upon the
rcader or the perfon it is applied to, being one that | think
in my cenfcience a very able phyfician, as well as a'gentle-
man of extraordinary learning. IfI am hard upon any one,
it is myreader : but fome worthy gentlemen, as remarkable
for their humanity as their extraordinary parts, have taken
care to make him amends for it, by prefixing fomething of
their own.

1 confifs thofe ingenious gentleman have done me 2 great
honour ; but while they defign an imaginary panegyric upon
me, they have made a real one vpon themfelves, ana by
faying how much this fmall performance exceeds fome
eﬁhf:rs, they convince the world how far it falls fhort of
thelrs,

B



THE COPY OF AN INSTRUMENT,

SUBSCRIBED BY
THE PRESIDENT, CENSOR, MOST OF ‘THE ELECTS, SENIOR
FELLOWS, CANDIDATES, &c. OF THE COLLEGE OF PHYSICIANS

In Relation to the Sick Poor.

HEREAS the feveral orders of the College of Phyficians, London, for
prefcribing medicines gratis to the poor fick of the cities of London
and Weltminfter, and parts adjacent ; as alfo propofils made by the faid col=
lege to the Lord Mayor, Court of Alfermen, and Common Cocuncily of Lon-
don, in purfuance thereof; have hitherto been ineffeétual, for that no method
hath been taken to furnifh the pour with medicines for their cure at low and
reafonable rates ; we, therefore, whofe names are here under-written, fel-
lows and members of the 1aid College, being willing effettually to promote
fo great a charity, by the counfel and good liking of the prefident and college,
declared in their comitia, hereby (to wit, each of us feverally and apart, and
not the cne for the other of us) do oblige ourfelves to pay to Dr. Thomas Bur-
welly, fellow and eleét of the faid college, the fum of ten pounds apiece of
lawful money of Englandy, by fuch proportions, and at fuch times, usto the
razjor part of the fubfiribers here thall feem moft convenient: which money,
when received by the faid Dr. Thomas Burwell, is to be by him expended in
preparing and delivering medicines to the poor at their intrinfic value, in fuch
manner, and at fuch times, and by fuch orders and dire¢tions, as by the ma-
ior part of the {ubferibers hereto fhall, in writing, be hereafter appointed and
direfted for that purpofe.
In witnefs whereof we have hereunto fet our hands and feals, this twenty-

feccnd day of December, 1696.

Tho. Millington, Prefes,

Tho. Burwell Eleét and
Cenfor.

Sam. Collins, Eleft,

Edw. Browne, Elect.

Rich. Torlefsy Eleét. and
Ceafor.

Edw. Hulfe, Elect.

“fho. Gill, Cenfor.

will. Dawesy Cenfor.

Jo. Hutton,

Roh. Brady.

Hans Sloane,

Rich. Morton.

John Hawys.

Chs Harel,

David Hamilton.

Hen. Morelii.

Walter Harris.
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THE DISPENSARY.

CANTO I,

PEAK, goddefs ! fince ’tis thou that beft canft tell,
How ancient Jeagues to modern difcord fell
And why phyficians were fo cautious grown
Of others’ lives, and lavifh of their own ;
How by a journey to th’ Elyfian plain 5
Peace triumph’d, and old time return’d again.
Not far from that moft celebrated place,
Where angry * juftice thews her awful face;
Where little villains muft {fubmit to fate,
That great one’s may enjoy the world in ftate; 10
There ftands a + dome, majeftic to the fight,
And fumptuous arches bear its oval height ;
A golden globe, plac’d high with artful kill,
Seems, to the diftant fight, a gilded pill :
This pile was, by the pious patron’s aim, 15
Rais’d for a uie as noble as its frame
Nor did the learn’d fociety decline
The propagation of that great defign ;
In all her mazes, Nature’s face they view'd,
And, as fhe difappear’d, their fearch purfu’d. 20
Wrapt in the thade of night the goddefs lies,
Yet to the learn’d unveils her dark difguife,
But fhuns the grofs accefs of vulgar eyes.
Now fhe unfolds the faint and dawning ftrife,
Of infant atoms kindling into life ; ; 25
How ducdtile matter new meanders takes,
And flender trains of twifting fibres makes;
And how the vifcous feeks a clofer tone,
By juft degrees to harden into bone ;
While the more loofe flow from the vital urn, 30
And in full tides of purple ftreams return ;
How lambent flames from life’s bright lamps arife,
And dart in emanations through the eyes ;
How from each fluice a gentle torrent pours,
‘T'o flake a feverith heat with ambient thowers; 3§
Whence their mechanic powers the f{pirits claim;
How great their force, how delicate their frame ;
* Old Bah‘cy, + The College of Phyficians.
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16 GARTH’S POEMS.

How the fame nerves are fathion’d to fuftain
The greateft pledfure and the greateft pain;
Why bilious juice a golden light puts on, 40
And floods of chyle in filver currents run;
How the dim fpeck of entity began
‘T extend its recent form, and ftretch to man;
‘T'o how minute an origin we owe
Young Ammon, Czfar, and the great Naflau; 45
Why paler locks impetuous rage proclaim,
And why chill virgins redden into flame ;
Why Envy oft’ transforms with wan difguile,
And why gay Mirth fits fmiling in the eyes;
All ice why Lucrece ; or Sempronia, fire ; e
Why Scar{dale rages to furvive deflire 3
When Milo’s vigour at th' Olympic’s fhown,
Whence tropes to Finch, or impudence to Sloane ;
How matter, by the vary’d fhape of pores,
Or 1deots frames, or {olemn fenators. 55

Hence *tis we wait the wondrous caule to find,
How body ats upon impaffive mind ;
How fumes of wine the thinking part can fire,
Paft hopes revive, and prelent joys infpire ;
Why our complexions oft our foub.gierr:lare, 69
And how the paflions in the feature are ;.
How touch and harmony arife between
Corporeal figure, and a form unfeen ;
How quick their faculties the limbs fulfil,
And att at every {ummons of the will ; 6§
With mighty truths, myfterious to defery,
Which in the womb of diftant caules lie.

But now no grand inquiries are delcry’d,
Mean faltion reigns where knowledge fhould prefide,
Feuds are increas'd, and learning laid afide. 70
Thus fynods oft concern for faith conceal,
And for important nothings thew a zeal :
The drooping iciences negleéted pine,
And Pezan’s beams with fading luftre thine,
No readers here with heic looks are found, . fi8
Nor eves in rheum, thropgh midnight-watching,

drown'd ;



THE DISPENSARY, 17
The lonely edifice in {weats complains
That nothing there but {ullen filence reigns.
This place, fo fit for undifturb'd repofe,
The God of Sloth for his afylum chole ; 80
Upon a couch of down in thefe abodes,
Supine with folded arms he thoughtlefs nods ;
Indulging dreams his godhead lull to eale,
With murmurs of foft rills, and whifpering trees :
The poppy and each numbing plant difpenfe &
Their drowzy virtue, and dull indolence;
No paffions interrupt his eafy reign,
No problems puzzle his lethargic brain :
But dark oblivion guards his ptaceful bed,
And lazy fogs hang lingering o’er his hea& G0
As at full length the | pamper’d monarch lay,
Battening in eale, and {lumbering life away ;
A fpiteful noite his downy chains unties,
H'ﬂl‘ea forward, and increafes as it flies.
Firlt, fome to cleave the ftubborn *ilint engage, 93
Till, urg’d by blows, it {parkles into rage:
Some temper lute, fome {pacious veflels move ;
Thefe furnaces ereét, and thofe approve ;
Here phials in nice difcipline are fet,
There gallipots are rang ’d in alphabet. 100
In this place, magazines of pllIs you {py :
In that, like forage, herbs in bundles lie;
W hile lifted peftles, brandifh’d in the an,
efcend 1n peals, and civil wars declare.
Loud ftrokes, with pounding fpice, the fabric rend,
And aromatic clouds in {pires alcend. 106
So when the Cyclops o’er their anvils fweat,
- And fwelling finews echoing blows repeat,
From the volcanos grofs eruptions rife,
And curling fheets of {inoke obfcure the fkies. 110
The flumberi ing God, amaz’d at this new din,
Thrice frove to rife, and thrice funk down again,
1.iftlefs he ftretch’d, and gaping rubb’d his eyes,
Then falter’d thus betwmt half words and fighs :

# The building of the difpenfary,
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18 GARTH'S POEMS.

How impolent a deity am [ | 11§
With godhead born, but curs’d, that cannot diel
Through my indulgence, mortals hourly fhare
A grateful negligence, and eafe from care.

Lulld in my arms, how leng have I with-held
The northern monarchs from the duity field ! 129
How I have kept the Britifh fleet at eafe,

From tempting the rough dangers of the feas !
Hibernia owns the mildnels of my reign,

And my divinity’s ador’d in Spain.

I {wains to fylvan folitudes convey, 125
Where, ftretch’d on mofly beds, they wafte away

In gentle joys the night, in vows the day.

What marks of wondrous clemency I've thown,

Some reverend worthies of the gown can own:
Trmmphant plenty, with a cheerful grace, 130
Baiks in their eyes, and {parkles in their face.
How fleek their looks, how goodly is their mien,
When big tluey ftrut behind a double chin!
Each faculty in blandithments they lull,

Afpiiing to be venerably dull;

No learn'd debates moleft their downy trance,
Or difcompole their pompous ignorance ;

But, undifturb’d, they loiter life away,

So wither green, and bloffom in decay ;

Deep {unk in down, they, by my s_:;entl-:: care, 148
Avoid th’ inclemencies of morning air,

And leave totatrer’d * crape the dmdgen}r of prayer.

Urim+ was civil, and not void of [enle,

Had humour, and a courteous conficlence =

So {pruce he moves, fo gracefully he cocks, 145
T he hallow’d rofe declares him orthodox :

He pafs’d his ealy hours, inftead of prayer,

In madrigals, and phlll}rﬁnfr the fair ;

Conftant at feafts, and each decorum. knew,

And, foon as the defert appear’d, withdrew ; 165G
Always obliging, and without r.-:ﬂ':nce,

And ftancy’d, for his gay impertience.

Iig

% See Boileau’s Lutrin. + Dr. Atterbury.



THE DISPENSARY.
But fee how ill-miftaken parts fucceed ;
He threw off my dominion, and would read ;
Engag’d in controverfy, wrangled well !
In convocation language could excel;
In volumes prov’d the church without defence,
By nothing guarded but by Providence ;
How grace and moderation dilagree ;
And violence advances charity.
Thus writ till none would read, becoming foon
A wretched {cribbler of a rare buffoon.
Mankind my fond propitious power has try’d,
Too oft to own, too much to be deny’d.
And all T afk are fhades and filent bowers,
To pafs in foft forgetfulnefs my hours.
Oft have my fears fome diftant villa chofe,
O’er that guietus where fat judges dofe,
And lull their cough and confcience to repofe :
Or, if fome cloifter’s refuge I implore,
Where holy drones o’er dying tapers fnore,
‘The peals of Naffau’s arms thefe eyes unclofe,
Mine he molefts, to give the world repole,
That eafe I offer, with contempt he flies,
His couch a trench, his canopy the fkies.
Nor climes nor feafons his refolves control,
Th’ equator has no heat, the ice no pole.
With arms refiftlefs o’er the globe he flies,
And leaves to Jove the empire of the fkies.
But, as the flothful god te yawn begun,
He thook off the dull mift, and thus went on :
*Twas in this reverend dome I fought repofe,
Thefe walls were that afylum I had chofe.
Here have Iruld long undifturb’d with broils,
And laugh’d at heroes, and their glorious toils.
My annals are in mouldy mildews wrought,
With eafy infignificance ot thought.
But now {fome buly, enterprifing brain
Invents new fancies to renew my pain,
And labours to diffolve my eafy reign,
With that, the god his darling phantom calls,
And trom bis faltering lips this meffage falls ;

9
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Since mortals will difpute my power, I'll try
Who has the greatelt emplre, they or I.
Find envy out, fome prince’s court attend, 193
Moft likely there you’ll meet the famifh’d fiend ;
Or where dull critics authors’ fate foretel ;
Or where ftale maids, or meagre eunuchs dwell;
Tell the bleak fury what new projeéts reign
Among the homicides of Warwick -lane : 200
And what th’ event, unlefs fhe ftrait inclines
To blalt their hopes, and baffle their defigns.
More he had {poke, but fudden vapours rife, |
And with their filken cords tie down his eyes. 204

CANTO IL

OON as the evening veil’d the mountains heads,
And winds lay hufh’d in fubterranean beds ;

Whilft fickening flowers drink up the filver dew,
And beaux for fome aflembly drefs anew ;
The city faints to prayers and play-houfe hafte ; g
‘The rich to dinner, and the poor to reft:
Th’ officious phantom then prepar’d with care
To flide on tender pinions through the air.
Oft” he attempts the {ummit of a rock,
And oft’ the hollow of fome blafted ﬂak: 10
At length appmachmg where bleak Envy lay ;
The hiffing of her {fnakes proclaim’d the way.

Beneath the gloomy covert of an yew,
That taints the grals with fickly fweats of dew ;
No verdant beauty entertains the fight, 13
But baneful hemlock, and cold aconite ;-
In a dark grot the baleful haggard la}r,
Breathing black vengeance, and infefting day.
But how deform’d, and worn with fpiteiul woes,
When Accius has applaufe, Dorfennus fhews. 20
The cheertul blood her meagre cheeks forfook,
And bafilitks fate brooding in her look ;
A bald and bloated toad-ftool rais’d her head ;
The plumes of boding ravens were her bed ;
From her chapp’d noltrils fcalding torrents fall, 2
Aund her funk eyes hoil o’er in floods of gall,
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Volcanos labour thus with inward pains,
While feas of melted ore lay wafte the plains.
Avround the fiend, in hideous order, {ate
Foul bawling Infamy, and bold Debate ; 30
Gruff Difcontent, through Ignorance mifled,
And clam’rous Faétion, at her party’s head ;
Reftlefs Sedition, ftill diffembling Fear,
And {ly Hypocrify, with pious leer.
Glouting with fullen {pite, the tury fhook 15
Her clotted locks, and blafted with each look ;
Then tore, with canker'd teeth, the pregnant f{crolls,
Where Fame the alts of demi-gods enrols ;
And, as the rent-records in pieces fell,
Each ferap did fome immortal ation tell. 40
This thew'd how, fix'd as fate, Torquatus ftood,
That the fam’d paflage of the Granic flood ;
The Julian eagles here their wings difplay,
And there, like fetting ftars, the Decii lay ;
This does Camillus as a god extol, 45
That points at Manlius in the Capitol ;
How Cocles did the T'yber’s furges brave,
How Curtius plung’d into the gaping grave.
Great Cyrus here the Medes and Perfians join,
And there th’ immortal battle of the Boyne, 50
As the light meflenger the fury {py’d,
Awhile his curdling blood forgot to glide ;
Confufion on his fainting vitals hung,
And faultering accents flutter’d on his tongue ;
At length, affluming courage, he convey’d gl
His errand, then he fhrunk into the fhade.
The hag lay long revelving what might be
The bleft event of fuch an embafly ;
Then blazons in dread {miles her hideous form ;
Solightning gilds the unrelenting ftorm. 6o
Thus fhe :—Mankind are bleft, they riot flll
Unbounded in exorbitance of ill.
By devaftation the rough warrior gains,
And farmers fatten moft when famine reigns ;
For fickly feafons the phyficians wait, 65
And politicians thrive in broils of ftate ;
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The lover’s ealy when the fair one fighs,
And gods f{ubfift not but by facrifice.
- Each other being fome indulgence knows :
Few are my joys, but infinite my woes. 70
My prelent pain Britannia’s genius wills,
And thus the fates record my future ills,
A heroine fhall Albion’s {ceptre bear,
Wi itharms fhall vanquifh earth,and heaven with prayer.
She on the world her clemency fhall fhower, 75
And only to prelerve exert her power.
Tyrants fhall then their impious aims forbear,
And Blenheim’s thunder more than Ztna’s fear.
Since by no arts I therefore can defeat
The happy enterprifes of the great, 8o
I’ll calmly ftoop to more inferior things,
And try if my lov'd fnakes have teeth or ftings.
She faid ; and ftraight fhrill Colon’s* perfon took,
In morals loole, but moft precife in look.
Black-friars annals lately pleas’d to call 25
Him warden of apothecaries-hall:
And, when fo dignify’d, did not forbear
That operation thCh the learn’d declare
Gives colics eale, and makes the ladies fair.
In trifling fhow his tinfel talent lies ; 90
And form the want of intelle¢t fupplies.
In afpect grand and goodly he appears,
Rever’d as patriarchs in primzval years.
Hourly his learn’d impertinence affords
A barren fuperﬂuity of words ; 9§
The patient’s ears remorfelefs he affails,
Murders with jargon, where his med’cine fails.
The fury thus affluming Colon’s grace,
So flung her arms, fo fhuffled in her pace.
Onward fhe haftens to the fam’d abodes, 100
Where Horofcopet invokes th’ internal gods :
And reach’d the manfion where the vulgar run,
For ruin throng, and pay to be undone.
This vifionary various projeéts tries,
And knows that to be rich is to be wife. 10§
# Lee, an apothecary. 4 Dr Barnard.
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By ufeful cbiervations he can tell
The facred charms that in true fterling dwell ;
How gold makes a patrician of a flave,
A dwarf an Atlas, a Therfites brave,
It cancels all defets, and in their place 110
Finds fenfe in Brownlow, charms in Lady Grace;
It guides the fancy, and direts the mind ;
No bankrupt ever found a fair one kind.

So truly Herofcope its virtues knows,
To this lov’d 1dol ’tis, alone, he bows ; 11§
And fancies fuch bright heraldry can prove,
The vile plebeian but the third from Jove.

Long has he been of that amphibious fry,
Bold to prefcribe, and bufy to apply.
His fhop the gazing vulgar’s eyes employs, 120
With foreign trinkets, and domeftic toys.
Here mummies lay, moft reverendly ftale ;
And there the tortoife hung her coat of mail ;
Not far from fome huge fhark’s devouring head,
The flying fith their finny pinions fpread ; 125
Aloft in rows large poppy heads were ftrung,
And near a {caly alligator hung ;
Inthis place, drugs in mufty heaps decay’d ;
In that, dried bladders and drawn teeth wene laid.

An inner room receives the numerous fhoals, 130
Of fuch as pay to be reputed fools.
Globes ftand by globes, volumes on volumes lie,
And pIEIl'IEtEI.I‘j? fchemea amufe the eye.
“The fage, in velvet chair, here lolls at eafe,
To promife future l'tﬁﬂlth for prefent fees ; 115
Then, as from tripod, folemn fhame reveals,
And what the ftars know nothing of, foretels,

One atks how (oon Panthea may be won,
And longs to feel the marriage fetters on ;
Others, convinc’d by melancholy proof, 140
Inquue when courteous fates will ﬂrlke them off.
Some, by what means they may redrefs their wrong
%"nfsnhthgra the pofleflion keep too long.
And fome would know the iffue of their caufe,
And whether gold can folder up its flaws. 145
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Poor pregnant Lais his adviee would have,
To lofe by art what fruitful nature gave;
And Portia, old in expeltation grown,
Laments her barren curfe, and begs a fon;
Whilft Iris his cofmetic wafh would try, 150
‘To make her bloom revive, and lovers die.
Some afk for charms, and others philters choofe,
To gain Corinna, and their quartans lofe.
Young Hylas, botch’d with ftains too foul to name,
In cradle here renews his youthful frame ; 153
Cloy’d with defire, and furfeited with charms,
A hot-houfe he prefers to Julia’s arms,
And old Lucullus would th® arcanum prove,
Of kindling in cold veins the {parks of love.
Bleak Envy thefe dull frauds with pleafure fees, 160
And wonders at the fenfelefs myfteries.
In Colon’s voice fhe thus calls out aloud
On Horofcope, environ’d by the crowd : :
Forbear, torbear, thy vain amufements ceale,
Thy woodcocks from their gins awhile releafe; 163
And to that dire misfortune liften well,
W hich thou fhouldft fear to know, or I to tell.
*T1is true, thou ever walft efteemed by me
The great Alcides of our company.
When we, with noble {corn, refolv’d to eafe 170
QOurfelves from all parochial offices ;
And to our wealthier patients left the care
And draggled dignity of {cavenger ;
Such zeal in that affair thou didit exprefs,
Nought could be equal, but the great fuccefs, 175
Now call to mind thy generous prowefs paft,
Be what thou fhouldit, by thinking what thou waft ;
The faculty of Warwick-Lane defign,
If not to ftorm, at leaft to undermine.
‘Their gates each day ten thoufand night-caps crowd,
And mortars utter their attempts aloud. 181
If they fhould once unmatk our myftery,
Each nurie, ere long, would be as learn’d as we ;
Our art expos’d toev’ry vulgar eye;
And none, in complaifance to us, would die. 185
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What if we claim their right t’affaffinate,
Nuft they needs turn apothecaries ftraight ?
Prevent it, gods | all ftratagems we try,
To crowd with new inhabitants your fky.
*Tis we who wait the Deftinies® command,
To purge the troubled air, and weed the land.
And dare the college infolently aim
‘To equal our fraternity in fame ?
Then let crab’s eyes with pearl for virtue try,
Or Highgate-hill with lofty Pindus vie ;

So glow-worms may compare with Titan’s beams,
And Hare-court pump with Aganippe’s ftreams.

Our manufaétures now they meanly {ell,
And their true value treacheroufly tell
Nay, they difcover too, their {pite is fuch,
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That health, than crowns more valued, cofts not much ;

Whilft we muft fteer our conduét by thele rules,

To cheat as tradelmen, or to ftarve as fools.

At this fam’d Horofcope turn’d pale, and ftraight

In filence tumbled from his chair of ftate :
The crowd in great confufion fought the door,
And left the magus fainting on the floor;
Whilft in his breaft the fmy breath’d a ftorm,
Then lought her cell, and re-afflumed her form.,
‘Thus from the fore aithu:.mgh the infeét flies,
It leaves a brood of maggots in difguile.

Cfhcious Sqmrt* in halte forfook his {hop,
To fuccour the expiring Horofcope.
Oft he ciiay d the magus to reftore,
By falt of fuccinum’s prevailing power;
Yet ftill fupine the {olid lumber lay,
An image of {carce animated clay ;
Till fﬁt::s, indulgent when difafters call,
By Squirt’s nice hand apply’d a urinal.
The wight no fooner did the ftream receive,
But rous’d, and blefs’d the ftale reftorative.
The {prings of life their former vigour feel ;
Such zeal he had for thar vile utenfil.

So when the great Pelides Thetis found,

20§
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He knew the {ea-weed fcent, and th’ azure gﬂddﬁfb own’'d,

% Dr. Barnard'’s man,
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CANTO IIIL

ALL night the fage in penfive tumults lay,

Complaining of the {low approach of day ;
Oft’ turn’d him round, and ftrove to think no more
Of what fhrill Colon faid the day before.

Cowflips and poppies o’er his eyes he {pread, 5

And Salmon’s works are laid beneath his head.

But thofe blefs’d opiates ftill in vain he tries,

Sleep’s gentle image his embraces flies :

T'umultuous cares lay rolling in his breaft,

And thus his anxious thoughts the fage expreft. 10
Oft has this planet roll’d around the fun,

Since to confult the fkies I firft begun :

Such my applaufe, fo mighty my fuccefs,

Some granted my predictions more than guefs.

But, doubtful as I am, I’ll entertain 15

T'his faith, there can be no miftake in gain.

For the dull world muft honour pay to thofe,

‘Who on their underftanding moft impofe.

Firft man creates, and then he fears the elf ;

T hus others cheat him not, but he himfelf; 20

He loathes the fubftance, and he loves the fhow;

You’ll ne’er convince a fool, himlelf is {o:

He hates realities, and hugs the cheat,

And ftill the only pleafure’s the deceit.

So meteors flatter with a dazzling dye, 2§

Which no exiftence has, but in the eye,

As diftant profpeéts pleale us, but when near,

We find but defert rocks and fleeting air ;

From ftratagem to ftratagem we run,

And he knows moft who lateft 1s undone. 30
Mankind one day ferene and free appear ;

The next, they're cloudy, fullen, and fevere ;

New paflions new opinions ftill excite ;

And what they like at noon they leave at night.

They gain with labour what they quit with eafe ; 35

And health, for want of change, becomes difeale :

Rebligion’s bright authority they dare,

And yet are flaves to fuperftitious fear.

£ R A e
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They counfel others, but themfelves deceive,
And though they’re cozen’d ftill, they ftill believe, 40

So falfe their cenfure, fickle their efteem,

This hour they worfhip, and the next blafpheme,

Shall I then, who with penetrating fight
Infpect the fprings that guide each appetite ;

W ho with unfathom’d fearches hourly pierce 45
The dark recefles of the univerfe ;

Be aw’d, if puny emmets would opprefs ;

Or fear their fury, or their name carefs ?

If all the fiends that in low darknefs reign

Be not the fictions of a fickly brain, £2
That profpeét, the difpenfary they call,

Before the moon can blunt her horns, fhall fall.

With that, a glance from mild Aurora’s eyes
Shoots through the cryftal kingdoms of the fkies.
The favage kind in forefts ceafe to roam, 55
And fots, o’ercharg’d with naufeous loads, reel home ;
Drums, trumpets, hautboys, wake the flumbering pair,
Whilft bridegroom fighs, and thinks the bride lefs fair;
Light’s cheerful fmiles o’er th’ azure wafte are [pread,
And mifs from inns of court bolts out unpaid ; 6o
The fage, tranfported at th’ approaching hour,
Imperioufly thrice thunder’d on the floor ;

Ofhcious Squirt that moment had accefs,
His truft was great, his vigilance no lefs.
To him thus Horofcope: 65

My kind compaflion in this dire affair,

Which is more light, fince you aflume a fhare ;
Fly with what hafte you us’d to do of old,
When clyfter was in danger to be cold ;
With expedition on the beadle call, 70
To fummon all the company to th” hall.
Away the friendly coadjutor flies,
Swift as from phial fteams of harts-h orn rife,
The magus in the interim mumbles o’er
Vile terms of art to fome infernal power, 75
And draws myfterious circles on the floor.
. But from the gloomy vault no glaring fpright,
- Afcends, to blaft the tender bloom of light.
| €2
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No myftic founds from hell’s detefted womb
In dufky exhalations upwards come. 8o
And now to raife an altar he decrees,
To that devouring harpy call’d Difeafe :
Then flowers in canifters he haftes to bring,
The wither’d product of a blighted {pring;
With cold {olanum from the Pontic thore, 85
The roots of mandrake and black hellebore ;
T'he griper fenna, and the puker rue,
The {weetener {affatras are added too ;
And on the ftruétuie next he heaps a load
Ot fulphur, turpentine, and maftic wood ; 50
Gums, foflils too, the pyramids increas’d ;
A mummy next, once monarch of the eaft ;
Then from the compter he takes down the file,
And with prefcriptions lights the folemn pile.
Feebly the flames on clum{y wings alpire, 93
And finothering fogs of linoke benight the fire,
With forrow he beheld the fad portent,
Then to the hag thele orifons he {ent :
Difeafe! thou ever moft propitious power,
Whofe kind mdulgence we difcern each hour! 100
Thou well canft boalt thy numerous pedigree,
Begot by Sloth, maintain’d by Luxury.
n gilded palaces thy prowels reigns,
But flies the humble fheds of cottage {wains.
To you fuch might and energy belong, 105§
You nip the blooming, and unnerve the ftrong.
The pur ple conqueror in chains you bind,
And are to us your vaffals only kind.
If, in return, all diligence we pay
To fix your empire and confirm your {way, 110
Far as the weekly-bills can reach around,
From Kent-ftreet end, to fam’d St. Giles’s pound ;
Behold this poor libation with a [mile,
And let aulpicious light break through the pile.
He fpoke ; and on the pyramid he laid 115§
Bay leaves and wpers hearts, and thus he {aid :
As thele confume in this mylterious fire,
So let the curs’d difpenfary expire!
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And as thofe crackle in the flames and die,
So let its veflels burft, and glaffes fly ! 120
But a finifter cricket ftraight was heard ;
The altar fell, the offering difappear’d.
As the fam’d wight the omen did regret,
Squirt brought the news the company was met.

Nigh where Fleet-ditch defcends in fable fireams,
To wath his footy Naiads in the Thames; 126
There ftands a ftruéture on a rifing hill,
Where Tyros take their freedom out to kill.
Some pictures in thefe dreadful thambles tell,
How, by the Delian god, the Python fell ; 130
And how Medea did the philtre brew,
That could in ZEfon’s veins young force renew ;
How mournful Myrrha for her crimes appears,
And heals hyfteric matrons ftill with tears ;
How Mentha and Althea, nymphs no more, 13§
Revive in facred plants, and health reftore ;
How fanguine fwains their amorous hours repent,
When pleafure’s paft, and pains are permanent ;
And how frail nymphs oft, by abortion, aim
To lole a [ubltance to preferve a name. 140
Soon as each member in his rank was plac’d,
The affembly Diafenna* thus addrefs’d :

My kind confederates, if my poor intent,
As ’t1s fincere, had been but prevalent,
We here had met on fome more fafe defign, 14§
And on no other bufinefs but to dine ;
The faculty had ftill maintain’d their fway,
And int’reft then had bid us but obey ;
T'his only emulation we had known,
Who beft could fill his purfe, and thin the town. 150
But now from gathering clouds deftruétion pours,
Which ruins with mad rage our halcyon hours :
Mifts from black jealoufies the tempeft form,
Whilft late divifions reinforce the ftorm.
Know when thefe feuds, like thofe at law, were paft,
The winners will be lofers at the laft, 156

# Gilfirop, an apothecary.
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Like heroes in fea-fights we feek renown ;

To fire fome hoftile thip we burn our own.
Whoe'er throws dult againft the wind, defcries
He throws it, in effet, but in his eyes.

That juggler which another’s fleight will thew,

But teaches how the world his own may know.
Thrice happy were thofe golden days of old,
When dear as Burgundy ptifans were fold ;.
‘When patients chofe to die with better will,
Than breathe, and pay th* apothecary’s bill ;
And, cheaper than for our affiftance call,
Might go to Aix or Bourbon fpring and fall.
Then priefts increas’d, and piety decay'd,
Churchmen the church’s purity betray’d,

Their lives and doétrine flaves and atheifts made.

The laws were but the hireling judge’s fenfe
Juries were {way’d by venal evidence.
Fools were promoted to the council hoard,
Tools to the bench, and bullies to the fword.
Penfions in private were the {enate’s aim
And patriots for a place abandond fame.

But now no influencing art remains,
For Somers has the feal, and Naffau reigns ;
And we, in {pite of our relolves, muit bow,
And fuffer by a reformation too.
For now late jars our praétices deteft, .
And mines, when once difcover’d, lofe effeét.
Diflentions, like [mall ftreams, are firft begun,
Scarce {een they rife, but gather as they run:
So lines that from their parellel decline,
More they proceed, the more they ftill disjoin.
*T'is therefore my advice in hafte we fend,
And beg the faculty to be our friend :
Send fwarms of patients, and our quarrels end.
So awful beadles, if the vagrant treat,
Straight turn familiar, and their falces quit.
¥n vam we but contend, that planet’s power
Thofe vapours can difperfe it rais’d before.
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"As e prepar’d the milchief to recite, 196
Keen Colocynthus* paus’d, and foam’d with fpite.
Sour ferments on his thining furface {fwim,
Work up the froth, and bubble o’er the brim :
Not beauties fret {o much if freckles come,
Or nofe fhould redden in the drawing-room ; 200
Or lovers that miftake th’ appointed hour,
Or in the lucky minute want the power.

Thus he—Thou {candal of great Pzan’s ait,
At thy approach the {prings of nature ftart,
The nerves unbrace ; nay, at the fight of thee, 203
A fcratch turns cancer, itch a leprofy,
Could’ft thou propofe that we, the friendsof fates,
Who fill church-yards, and who unpeople ftates,
Who baffle nature, and difpofe of lives,
Whilft Ruflel+, as we pleafe, or ftarves or thrives,
Should e’er fubmit to their defpotic will, 211
Who out of confolation fearce can kill ?
The towering Alps fhall fooner fink to vales,
And leeches, in our glafles, {well to whales ;
Or Norwich trade in inftruments of ftcel, 215
And Birmingham in ftuffs and druggets deal ;
Alleys at Wapping furnith us new modes,
And Monmouth-fireet Verfailles with riding-hoods !
The fick to th® hundreds in pale throngs repair,
And change the gravel pits for Kentith airi 220
Qur properties muft on our arms depend ;
*T'is next to conquer, bravely to defend.
*Tis to the vulgar death too harfh appears ;
The ill we feel is only inour fears.

T'o die is landing on fome filent {hore, 225
Where billows never break, nor tempefts roar;
Ere well we feel the friendly ftroke, ’tis o’'er.
The wife through thought th* infults of death defy ;
The fools through bleft infenfibility.
"Tis what the guilty fear, the piouscrave; 230
Sought by the wretch, and vanquifh’d by the bravs.
It eafes lovers, {ets the captive free,
And, though a tyrant, offers liberty.

® Dare, ap apcthecary, + A celebrated un-dertakerof funerals
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Sound but to arms, the foe fthall foon confefs
Our force increafes, asour funds grow lefs ; 235
And what requir’d fuch induftry to raile,
We’ll fcatter into nothing as we pleafe,
Thus they’ll acknowledge, to annihilate
Shews no lefs wondrous puwer than to create.
We'll raife our num’rous cohorts, and oppofe 240
The feeble forces of our pigmy foes ;
Legions of quacks fhall join us on the place,
From great Kirleus down to Doctor Cafe.
S5 hm]gh fuch vile rubbifh fink, yet we fhall rife;
Direltors ftill lecure the gr eateft prize. 245
Such poor fupports ferve only like a ftay ;
"The tree once fixd, its reft is torn away.
So patriots, in time of peace and eale,
Forget the fury of the late difeafe ;
On dangers paft ferenely think no mure, 250
And curfe the hand that heal’d the wound before.
Arm, therefore, gallant friends, tis honour’s call ;
Or let us boldly fight, or bravely fall !
To this the feflion feem’d to give confent,
Much hik’d the war, but dreaded much th’ event.
At length, the growing difference to compofe, 256
Twa brothers, nam'd Afcarides*, arofe,
Both had the vclublllty of tongue,
In meaning faint, but in opinion ftrong.
To {peak rhry both affum’d a like pretence ; 260
The elder gam 'd his juft pre -eminence.
Thys he: *Tis true, when privilege and right
Are once invaded, lmnum bids us fight.
EBut, ere we once engage in honour’s caufe,
Firft know what honour is, and whence it was. 263
Scorn’d by the balfe, ’tis courted by the brave ;
The hero’s tyrant, and the coward’s {lave ;
Born in the noily camp, it lives on air,
And both exifts by hope and by defpair ;
Angry whene’er a moment’s eafe we gain, 270
And reconcil’d at our returns of pain,

» The Pearces, apothecarics,
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It lives when 1n death’s arms the hero lies ;
But when his fafety he confults, it dies.
Bigoted to this idol, we difclaim
Reft, health, and eafe, for nothing but a name. 273
I'hen let us, to the field before we move,
Know if the gods our enterprife approve.
Suppofe th” unthinking faculty unveil
What we, through wifer condu&, would conceal :
Is’t reafon we fhould quarrel with the glafs 280
That fhews the monitrous features of our face ?
Or grant fome grave pretenders have of late
Thought fit an innovation to create ;
Soon they’ll repent what rathly they begun :
Though projects pleafe, projettors are undone. 285
All novelties muft this fuccels expett,
When good, our envy; and when bad, neglett :
Ifreafon could direét, ere now each gate
Had borne {fome trophy of triumphal itate ;
Temples had told how Gieece and Belgia owe 290
Troy and Namur to Jove and to Naffau.
Then, fince no veneration is allow’d,
Or to the real, or th® appearing good ;
The project that we vainly apprehend ‘
Motft, as it blindly rofe, as vilely end. 295
Some members of the faculty there are,
Who intereft prudently to oaths prefer.
Our friendthip, with feign’d mr::, they pﬂjrly court,
And boaft, their politics are our fupport
Them we'll confult about this enter p:m, 300
And boldly exccute what they advile.
But from below, while {uch relolves they teok,
Some Auram Fulminans the fabric fhook.
“The champions, daunted at the crack, retreat,
Regard their fatety, and their rage forget. 303
So when at Bathos earth’s big mﬁpu 1o {trove
To fcale the fkies, and wage a war wit ]Dve,
Soon as the afs of old Silenus bray’d,
The trembling rebel in confufion ﬂa:{'., 309
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CANTO IV,

NOT far from that frequented theatre,
Where wandering punks each night at five repair 3
Where purple emperors in bufkins tread,
And rule imaginary worlds for bread :
Where Bently*, by old writers, wealthy grew, 5
And Brifcoe* lately was undone by new ;
There triumphs a phyfician of renown,
T'o none, but fuchas ruft in health, unknown.
None e’er was plac’d more fitly, to impart
His known experience, and his healing art. 10
When Burgels deafens all the liftening prefs
With peals of moft feraphic emptinels ;
Or when myfterious Freeman mounts on high,
To preach his parifh toa lethargy ;
This Efculapius waits hard by, to eafe 15
"T'he martyrs of fuch Chriftian cruelties.

Long has this darling quarter of the town,
For lewdnefs, wit, and gallantry, been known.
All forts meet here, of whatfoe’er degree,
To blend and juftle into harmony. 20
The critics each adventurous author {can,
And praife or cenfure as they like the man.
‘The weeds of writings for' the flowers they cull ;
So nicely taftelefs, fo correftly dull!
The politicians of Parnaflus prate, 2
And poets canvas the affairs of ftate ; '
The cits ne’er talk of trade and ftock, but tell
How Virgil writ, how bravely Turnus fell,
The country-dames drive to Hippolito’s,
Firft find a (park, and after lofe a nofe, 30
The lawyer for lac’d coat the robe does quit,
He grows a madman, and then turns a wit.
And in the cloifter penfive Strephon waits,
Till Cloe’s hackney comes, and then retreats ;
And if th’ ungenerous nymph a fhaft lets fly, 15
More fatally than from a fparkling eye,
Mirmillot, that fam’d opifer, is nigh.

* Two Bookfellers, 4+ Dr. Gibbons.
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The trading tribe oft thither throng to dine,

And want of elbow-room fupply in wine."

Cloy’d with variety, they furfeit there, 40

Whilft the wan patients on thin gruel fare,

> Twas here the champions of the party met,

Of their heroic enterprife to treat,

Each hero a tremendous air put on,

And ftern Mirmillo in thefe words begun : 45
*Tis with concern, my friends, I meet you here ;

No grievance you can I-:naw, but Imuft thare,

"Tis plain, my intereft you’ve advanc’d fo long,

Each fee, though I was mute, would find a tongue.

And, inreturn, though I have ftrove to rend 50

Thofe ftatutes, which on oath I thould defend;

Such arts are trifles to a gen’rous mind :

Great fervices as great returns fhould find.

And you’ll perceive, this hand, when glory calls,

Can brandifh arms as well as urinals. 55
Oxford and all her pafling bells can tell,

By this right arm what mighty numbers fell.
hllﬂ' others meanly aftk whole mﬁnths to flay,

I oft difpatch’d the patwnt in a day

With pen in hand 1 pufh’d to t'mt degree, 6o

I {carce had left a wretch to give a fee.

Some fell by laudanum, and lome by fteel,

And death in ambuth lay in every pill.

For, fave or flay, this privilege we claim,

Though credit fuffers, the reward’s the (ame. Cg
What, though the art of healing we pretend.

He that defigns it leaft, is moft a friend.

- Into the right we err, and muft confefs

To overfights we often owe [uccels.

Thus Beflus got the battle in the play ; 70

His glorious cowardice reftor’d the day.

So the fam’d Grecian piece ow’d its defert

T'o chance, and not the labour’d ftrokes of art.
Phyficians, if they’re wife, thould never think

Of any arms but fuch as pen and ink : 75

But th’ enemy, at their expence, fhall find

When honour calls, I'll {corn to ftay behind,
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He faid : and feal’d th’ engagement with a kifs,
Which was return’d by younger Afcaris* ;
Who thus advanced : Each word, Sir, you impart,
Has fomething killing in it, like your art. 31
How much we to your boundlefs friendthip owe,
Our files can {peak, and your prefcriptions thew.
Your ink defcends in fuch exceflive thowers,
*Tis plain you can regard no health but ours. 85
‘W hilit poor pretenders puzzle o'er a cafe,
You but appear, and give the coup de grace.
O that near Xanthus’s banks you had but dwelt,
When Llium firft Achaian fury felt!
‘T'he horned river then had curs’d in vain 90
Young Peleus’s arm, that chok’d his ftream with flain ;
No trophies you had left for Greeks to raife ;
“Thewr ten year’s toil, you’d finifh’d in ten days.
Fate fmiles on your attempts; and, when you lift,
in vain the cowards fly, or brave refift. BY0 lgs
‘Then let us arm, we need not fear fuceefs ;
No labours are too hard for Hercules.
Our military enfigns we’ll difplay ; |
Conqueft purlues, where courage leads the way.
Tothis defign fbrill Querpot did agree, 100
A zealous member of the faculty ;
His fire’s pretended pious fteps he treads,
And, where the doftor fails, the faint (ucceeds.
A conventicle flefh’d his greener years,
And his full age the righteous rancour fhares. 10§
‘Thus boys hatch game eggs under birds of prey,
‘T'o make the fowl more furious for the fray.

Slow Carus} next difcover’d his intent,
With painful paufes muttering what he meant.

His {parks of life, in {pite of drugs, retreat, 110

So cold that only calentures can heat.

In his chill veins the {luggith puddle flows,

And loads with lazy fogs his {able brows.

Legions of lunatics about him prefs ;

His province is loft reafon to redrefs. 11§

* Mr, Parrct, + Dr, Howe, T Dr. Tyfen.
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So when perfumes their fragrant {cent give o'er,
Nought can their odour, like a jakes, reftore.
When for advice the vulgar throng, he’s found
W ith lumber of vile books befieg’d around.
The gazmg throng acknowledge their furprife,
And, deaf to reafon, ftill confult their eyes.
Wf:ll he perceives, the world will often find,
To catch the eye is to convince the mind.
Thus a weak ftate by wife diftruft inclines

T'o numerous ftores, and ﬂ:r,nfrth in m'w*:zmes.

So fools are always moft pmfu[q: of words,
And cowards never fail of longeft {words.
Abandon’d authors here a refuge meet,

And from the world to duft and worms retreat.
Here dregs and fediment of auétions reign,
Refufe of fairs, and gleanings of Duck-lane.

And up thefe walls much Gothic lember climbs,

With Swils philofophy and Runic rhymes.
Hither, retriev’d from cooks and grocers, come

Mede's works entire, and endlels reams of Blume.

Where would the long neglected Collins fly,

If bounteous Carus (hould refufe to buy ?

But each vile {cribbler’s happy on this {core :

He’ll find fome Carus {till to read kim o’er.
Nor muft we the obfequious Umbra* {pare,

Who foft by nature, yet df:clar d for war.

But when fmne rival power invades a right,

Flies feton flies, and turtles turtles fight,

Elfe courteous Umbra to the laft had been

Demurely meek, infipidly ferene.

W ith him, the prefent ftill {ome virtues have :

The vain are {prightly, and the ftupid grave ;

The flothful neghgent, the foppifh neat,

The lewd are airy, and the fly difcreet ;

A wren an eagle, ababoon a beau;

Colt+ a Lycurgus, and a Phocion RnweI.
Heroic ardour now th’ aflembly warms,

Each combatant breathes nothing but alarms. ,

# Dr. Gould, 4+ sir H. Dutton %ﬂt. 3 Mr, Anthony Rowes
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For future glory while the fcheme is laid,
Fam'd Horofcope thus offers to diffuade : I
Since of each enterprife the event’s unknown,
We’ll quit the iwmd and hearken to the gown.
Nigh lives Vagellms*, one repured long
For ftrength of lungs, and pliancy of tongue.
For fees, to any form he moulds a caulfe, 160
The worft has merits, and the beft has flaws.
Five guineas make a criminal to day,
And ten to-morrow wipe the ftain away.
Whatever he affirms is undeny’d,
Milo’s the lecher, Clodius th® homicide; 165
Cato pernicious, Cataline a {aint,
Orford f{ufpefted, Duncomb innocent.
To law then, friends, for ’tis by fate decreed,
Vagellius and our money fhall fucceed.
Know, when I firlt invok’d difeafe by charms 170
To prove propitious to our future arms,
1!l omens did the facrifice attend,
Nor would the Sibyl from her grot afcend.
As Horofcope urg’d farther to be heard, .
He thus was interr 11p.ed by a bard : } : 175
In vain Rt magic myfteries you ufe
Such founds the Sib yls facred ears abufe.
Thefe lines the p'l]f: divinity fhall raife
Suth is the power of found, and force of lays. [clafh,
¢t Arms meet wit arims, fauchions with fauchions
¢ And fparks of fire firuck out from armour flath. 13«
¢ Thick clouds of duft contending wariiors raie,
““ || And hideous war o’er all the region brays.
¢ Some raging ran with huge Herculean clubs,
¢ Some mafly balls of brafs, fome mighty tubs 183
¢¢ Of cinders bore.—
< @ Naked and half-burnt hills with hkieous wreck
oL Hffright the fkies, and fry the ocean’s back.” -
As we went rumbling on, the fury ftraight
Crawl’d in, her limbs could fcarce fupport her weight.
# 51 Barth, Shower, + Sir Richard Blackmaore.

T King Arthur, p. j07. Il King Arthur, p 327.
% Prince Arthur, p. 130, iy o :
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A rueful rag her meagre forehead bound, 191
And faintly “her furr’d lips thefe accents found :
~ Mortal, how dar’ft thou with f{uch lines addrefs
My awful feat, and trouble my recefs ?
In Effex marfhy hundreds is a cell, 195
Where lazy fogs and drizzling vapours dwell :
Thither raw damps on drooping wings repair,
And fhivering quartans fhake the fickly air.
There, when fatigu’d, fome filent hours I pafs,
And {ubftitute phyﬁmans in my place. 200
Then dare not, for the future, once rehearfe
The d:f‘m]ance of {uch untuneful verfe ;
But in your lines let energy be found,
And learn to rife in fenfe, and fink in found.
Harfh words, though pertinent, uncouth appear ; 205
None pleafe the fam:jr who offend the ear.
In fenfe and numbers if you would excel,
Read Wycherley, confider Dryden well.
In one, what vigorous turns of tancy fhine ! 210
In th’ other Syrens warble in each line.
If Dorfet’s fprightly Mufe but touch the lyre,
‘The Smiles and Graces melt in [oft defire,
And little Loves confefs their ametous fire.
The gentle Ifis claims the ivy crown, 21§
To bind th’ immortal brows of Addifon.
As taneful Congreve tries his rural ftrains,
Pan quits the woods, the liftening fawns the plains ;
And Phllﬂmt_I, in notes like his, cﬂmplalm.
And Britain, fince Paufanias* was writ, 220
Knows Spartan virtue, and Athenian wit,
When Stepney paints the god-like aéts of kings,
Or, what ﬂpolic} diftates, Prior fings ;
The banks of Rhine a pleas’d attention fhew,
And filver Sequana forgets to flow, 22§

Such juft examples carefully read o’er 5
Slide without falling ; without ftraining foar.
Oft though your ftrokes furprife, you fhould not choofe
A theme fo mighty for a virgin mufe.

# Paifanias, written by Mr. Norton,
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Long did Apelles his tam’d piece decline ; 210
His Alexander was his laft defign.
*T'is Montague’s rich vein alone muft prove,
None but a Phidias fhould attempt a Jove.

The fury paus’d, till, with a frightful found,

A rifing whirlwind burft th’ unhallow’d ground. 23s
Then {he—thedeity we Fortune call,

Tho’ diftant, rules and influences all.

Straight for her favour to her court repair;

Important embailies atk wings of air.

Each wondering ftood ; but Horolcope’s great foul,
T'hat dangers ne’er alarm, nor doubts control, 241
Rais'd on the pinions of the bounding wind,

Cut-flew the rack, and leit the hours behind.

The evening now with bluthes warms the air,

The fteer refigns the yoke, the hind his care; 250
The clouds above with golden edgings glow,

Ard falling dews refrefh the earth below ;

T he bat, with footy wings, flits through the grove,
The reeds {carce ruftle, nor the afpines move,

And all the feather’d folks forbear their lays of love.
Through the tranfparent region of the fkies, 256
Swift as a wifh, the miflionary flies :

With wonder he {urveys the upper air,

And the gav gilded meteors {porting there ;

How lambent jellies, kindling in the night, 270
Shoot through the ther in a trail of light ;

How rifing iteams in th’ azure fluid blend,

Or fleet in clouds, or foft in thowers defcend ;

Or, if the ftubborn rage of cold prevail,

In flakes they fly, ortall in moulded hail § 264
How honey dews embalm the fragrant morn.

And the fair oak with lufcious {weats adorn ;

How heat and moifture mingle in a mafs,

Or beich in thunder, or in lightning blaze ;

Why nimble corrufcations lirike the eye, 270
And bold tornados blufter in the fky ;

Why a prolific Aura upwards tends,

Ferments, and in a living fhower defcends ;

i i
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How vapours, hanging on the towering hills,
In breezes figh, or weep in warbling rills ; ‘27§
Whence infant winds their tender pinions try;
And river geds their thirfty urns fupply.
The wondering fage purfues his airy flight,
And braves the chill unwholefome damps of night ;
He views the traéts where luminaries rove, 280
To fettle feafons here, and fates above; =~ =
The bleak Ar&turus ftill forbid the feas,
The ftormy Kids, the weeping Hyades ;
The thining lyre, with ftrains attraéting more
Heaven's glittering manfions now than hell’s before.
Glad Caffiopeia circling in the {ky, 286
And each fair Churchill of the galaxy.
Aurora, on Etefian breezes borne,
With blufhing lips breathes out the {prightly morn :
Each flower in dew theiv fhort-liv’d empire weeps, 290
And Cynthia with her lov’d Endymion fleeps.
As through the gloom the Magus cuts his way,
Imperfeét objeéts tell the doubtful day ;
Dim he difcerns majeftic Atlas rife,
And bend beneath the burden of the fkies ; 295
His towering brows aloft no tempefts know,
Whilit lightning flies, and thunder rolls below,
Diftant from hence, beyond a walte of plains,
Proud Teeneriff, his giant brother, reigns ;
With breathing fire his pitchy noitrils glow, 200
As from his fides he thakes the fleecy fnow,
Around this hoary prince, from watery beds,
His fubjeét iflands raife their verdant heads;
‘The waves fo gently wath each rifing hill,
The land {eems floating, and the ocean ftill. 30§
Eternal {pring, with (miling verdure, here
Warms the mild air, and crowns the youthtful year,
From cryftai rocks tranfparent rivulets flow ;
The tuberofe ever breathes, and violets blow,
‘T'he vine undrefs’d her {welling cluiters bears, 110
The labouring hind the mellow olive cheers ;
Blofloms and fruit at cnce the citron fhews,
And, as fhe pays, difcovers ftill {he owes,
D 4
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The orange to her fun her pride difplays,

And gilds her fragrant apples with his rays. 318
No blafts e’er difcompofe the peaceful fky,
The {prings but murmur, and the winds but figh.
“T'he tuneful fwans on gliding rivers float,

And warbling dirges die on ev’ry note.

Where Flora treads, her Zephyr garlands flings, 320
And fcatters odours from his purple wings ;

Whilft birds from woodbine bowers and jelmine groves
Chant their glad nuptials and unenvy’d loves.

Mild fealons, rifing hills, and filent dales,

Cool grottos, filver brooks, and flowery vales, 323
Groves fill’d with balmy fhrubs, in pomp appear,
And fcent with gales of {weets the circling year.

Thefc happy ifles, where endlefs pleafures wait,

Are ftyl’d, by tuneful bards, The Fortunate.

On high, where no hoarfe winds nor clouds refort, 330
The hood-wink’d goddefs keeps her partial court.
Upon a wheel of ammethyft fhe fits,

Gives and refumes, and {miles and frowns by fits.

In this ftill labyrinth, around her lie

Spells, philters, globes, and fchemes of palmiftry :
A figil In his hand the gip{y bears, 346
In th® other a prophetic fieve and fheers.

The dame, by devination, knew that foon
The Magus would appear—and then begun

Hail facred feer! thy embally I know : 349

Wars muft enfue, the fates will have it fo.

Dread feats fhall follow, and difafters great,

Pills charge on pills, and bolus bolus meet :

Both fides fhall conquer, and yet both fhall fail ;

T'he mortar now, and then the urinal, 143
To thee alone my influence I owe ;

Where pature has deny’d, my favours flow,

135 I that give, {o mighty is my power,

Faith to the Jew, complexion to the Moor.

{ am the wretch’s wifh, the rook’s pretence, 350

‘The fluggard’s eale, the coxcomb’s providence,

Sir Scrape-quill, once a {upple fmiling flave,

Locks lofty uow, and infolently grave;
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Builds, fettles, purchafes, and has each hour
Caps from the rich, and curfes from the poor. 355
Spadillio, that at table ferv’d of late,
Drinks rich Tockay himfelf, and eats in plate;
Has levees, villas, miftrefifes in ftore,
And owns the racers which he rubb’d before.

Souls heavenly borne my faithlefs boons defv ; 36e
The brave is to himfelfa deity,

Though bleft Aftrea’s gone, fome foil remains
Where fortune is the flave, and merit reigns.

The Tiber boafts his Julian progeny, '
Thames his Naflau, the Nile his Ptolomy. 365
Iberia, yet for future fway defign’d,

Shall, for a Hefle, a greater Mordaunt find,
‘Thus Ariadne in proud triumph rode ;

She loft a hero, and fhe found a god, 369
CANTO V.
“II-IEN the ftill night, with peaceful poppies
crown’d,

Had fpread her ihad}r pinions o’er the ground ;
And flumbering chiefs of painted triumphs dleam,
While groves and ftreams are the foft virgin’s theme;
The iurges gently dafh again(t the fhore, 5
Flocks quit the plains, and gally-ﬁaves the oar ;
Sleep fhakes its downy wings o’er mortal eyes ;
Mirmillo is the nnl}r wretch it flies ;
- He finds no refpite from his anxious grief ;
Then feeks from this foliloquy relief. ¢
Long have I reign’d unrival’d in the town,
{)ppre{k"d with fees, and deafen’d with renown.
None e’er could die with due folemnity,
Unlefs his p *ffpi}lt firft was ﬁgn ’d by me.
My arbirmw bounty’s undeny’d ; £§
I give reverfions, and for heirs pmwde
None could the tedious nuptial ftate fupport,
But I, to make it eafy, make it fhort,
I {et the difcontented matrons free,
And randem hufbands from captivity, 20
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Shall one of fuch importance then engage
In noily riot and in civil rage ?
No: I'll endeavour ftraight a peace, and fo
Preferve my character and perfon too.

But Difcord, that itill haunts with hideous mien
Thofe dire abodes where Hymen once hath been,
O’crheard Mirmillo’s anguifh; then begun
In peevifh accents to exprefs her own :

Have I fo often banifh’d lazy peace
From her dark folitude, and lov’d recefs ?

Have I made South and Sherlock difagree,
And puzzle truth with learn’d obfcurity ?
And does the faithful Fergulon profefs

His ardour ftill for animofities ?

Have I, Britannia’s {afety to enfure,
Expos’d her naked, to be moft fecure ?
Have T made parties oppofite, unite,

In monftrous leagues of amicable {pite,

To curle their country, whilft the common cry
Is freedom ; but their aim, the miniftry ?
And fhall a daftard’s cowardice prevent
The war, fo long I've labour’d to foment ?
No, ’tis refolv’d, he either fhall comply,
Or I'll renounce my wan divinity, |

With that the hag approach’d Mirmillo’s bed,
And taking Querpo’s meagre fhape, fhe {aid :

At noon of night I haften, to difpel
Thofe tumults in your penfive bofom dwell.

I dreamt but now I heard your heaving fighs,
Nay, faw the tears debating in your eyes.

O that *twere but a dream ! but threats I find
Lour in your locks, and rankle in your mind.
Speak, whence it is this late diforder flows,

T'hat fhakes your foul, and troubles your repofe.
Miftakes in praétice fcarce could give you pain ;
Too well you know, the dead will ne’er complain.

What looks difcover, faid the homicide,
Would be a fruitlefs induitry to hide.

My fafety firft I muft confult, and then
I'll ferve our {uffering party with my pen.
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All fhould, reply’d the hag, their talent learn ;
The moft attempting oft the leaft difcern.

Let Peterborough fpeak, and Vanburgh write,

Soft Acon court, and rough Cecinna fight

Such muft fucceed ; but, when th’ enervate aim 63
Beyond their force, they ftill contend for fhame.

Had Colbatch printed nothing of his own,

He had not been the Saffold of the town.

Afles and owls, unfeen, their kind betray,

If thefe attempt to hoot, or thofe to bray. 70
Had Welley never aim’d in verfe to pleale,

We had not rank’d him with our Ogilbys.

Still cenfures will on dull pretenders fall;

A Codrus fhould expet a Juvenal,

11l lines, but like ill paintings, are allow’d, 78
To fet off, and to recommend the good.

So diamonds take a luftre from their foil 3

And to a Bentley *tis we owe a Boyle.

Confider well the talent you poflefs ;

To firive to make it more, would makeitlels: 8o
And recolleft what gratitude is due,

To thole whofe party you abandon now.

To them you owe your odd magnificence,

But to your ftars your magazine of {enfe.

Hafpt in a tombril, awkward have you thin’d, g5
With one fat flave before, and none behind.

Then hafte and join your true intrepid friends,
Succels on vigour and difpatch depends.

Labouring in doubts Mirmillo ftood : then faid,
*Tis hard to undertake, if gain difluade ; 90
What fool for noify feuds large fees would leave ?
Ten harvetts more would all I wifh for give.

True man! reply’d the elf ; by choice difeas’d,
Ever contriving pain, and never pleas’d.

A prefent good they flight, an abfent choofe ; 95
And what they have, for what they have not, lofe,
Falfe prolpetts all their true delights deftroy,

Refolv’d to want, yet labouring to enjoy.

In reftle(s hurries thoughtlefsly they live,

At fubftance oft unmov’d, for thadows grieve.  1c0
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Children at toys, as men at titles, aim;
And in effect both covet but the {ame.
This Philip’s fon prov’d in revolving years ;
And ficlt for rattles then for worlds fhed tears,
The tury fpoke ; then in a moment fir’d 108
‘The hero’s breaft with tempefts, and retir’d.
In boding dreams Mirmillo {pent the night,
And frig htful phantoms danc’d before his fight,
Till the pale pimadb clos’d their eyes of hofht
At length grey morn glows in the caftern ﬂues, 110
The larks in raptures thmugh the =ther rife,
The azure mifts {cud o’er the dewy lawns,
The chaunter at his early matins yawns,
The amarinth opes its leaves, the lys its bells,
And Progne her complaint of Tereus tells. 11§
As bold Mirmillo the grey dawn defcries,
Arm’d cap-a-pee, where honour calls, he flies,
- And finds the legions planted at their poft ;
Where mighty Querpo fill’d the eye the moft.
His arms were made, if we may credit fame, 120
By Mulciber, the Mayor of Birmingham.
Of temper’d ftibium the bright fhield was caft,
And yet the work the metal far {urpafs’d.
A foliage of the vulnerary leaves,
Grav’d round the brim, the wondering fight deceives.
Around the centre fate’s bright trophies lay; 126
Probes, faws, incifion knives, and tools to flay.
Emboft upon the field, a battle ftood
Of leeches {pouting heemorrhoidal blood.
The artift too exprefs’d the folemn ftate 120
Of grave phyficians, at a confult met ;
About each {ymptom how they rl1fagree,
But how unanimous in cafe of fee.
Whilft each affaffin bis learn’d colleague tires
With learn’d impertinence, the fick expires. 13§
Beneath this blazing orb bright Querpo fhone,
Himlelf an Atlas, and his fhield a moon.
A pettle for his truncheon led the van,
And his high helmet was a clofe-ftool pan.

|
|
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His creit an IbiS, brandifhing her beak, 140
And winding in loole folds her (piral neck.
This when the young Querpoides beheld,
His face in nurie’s breaft the boy conceal d
Then, peept, and with th® effulgent helm would play,
And as the monfter gap"d wauld fhrink away. 145
Thus fometimes joy prevail'd, and fometimes fear ;
And tears and finiles alternate paffions were.

As Querpo towering ftood in martial might,
Pacific Carus fparkled on the right.

An oran outang o’er his fholders hung, 150
His plume contfels’d the capon whence it {prung.

His motley mail {carce could the hero bear,
Haranguing thus the tributes of I:he: war :

Fam'd chiefs, .

For prefent triumphs born, defign’d for more, 153
Your virtue I admire, your valour more.

It battle be refolv’d, you’ll find this hand

Can deal out deﬂm}r, and fate command.

Our foes in throngs fhall hide the crimfon plain,

And their Apollo interpofe in vain, 16a -
Though gcdb themfelves engage, a Diomed

With eq!e cnuid fhew a deity can bleed.

But war’s rough trade thould be by fools profelt,
The trueft rubbifh fills a trench the beit.

Let quinfies throttle, and the quartan fhake, 165
Or dropfies drown, and gout and cholics rack :

Let {fword and peftilence h}r walfte, while we

Wage bloodlefs wars, and fight in theory,

Who wants not merit, needs not arm for fame ;

The dead I raife my chw'l.h}r proclaim 170
Difeafes baflled, and loft health reftor’d,

In fame’s brtqht lift my viftories record.

- More lives from me their prefervation own,

Than lovers lofe if fair Cornelia frown.

Your cures, fhrill Querpo cry’d, aloud you tell,
But wifely your mifcarriages mnceal 176
Zeno, a prieft, in Samothrace of old, :
Thus realon’d with Philopidas the'bold :
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Immortal gods you own, but think them blind
To what concerns the ftate of human kind. 180
Either they hear not, or regard not prayer;
That argues want of power and this of care,
Allow that wifdom infinite muft know ;
Power infinite muft act. << I grantit fo.”
Hafte ftraight to Neptune’s fane; furvey with zeal
The walls. ¢ What then ?* reply’d the infidel. 186
Obferve thofe numerous throngs in effigy,
The gods have fav'd from the devouring fea.
¢ *Tis true, their pitures that efcap’d you keep,
¢¢ But where are theirs that perifh’d in the deep?”” 190
Vaunt now no more the triumph ot your fkill,
But, though unfee'd, exert your arm, and kill.
Our fcouts have learn’d the pofture of the foe ;
In war furprifes fureft conduét fhew.

But fame, that neither good nor bad conceals, 193
That Pembroke’s worth, and Crmend’s valour tells ;
How truth in Burnet, how in Cavendifh, reigns,
Varro’s magnificence with Maro’s ftrains ;
But how at church and barall gape and ftretch,
If Winnington but plead, or South or Only preach ;
On nimble wings to Warwick-lane repairs, 201
And what the enemy intends, declares.
Confufion in each countenance appear’d,
A council’s call’d, and Stentor* firft was heard ;
His labouring lungs the thron’d praetorium rent, 20§
Addrefling thus the paffive prefident :

Machaon{, whofe experience we adore,
Great as-your matchlels merit, is your power :
At your approach, the bafiled tyrant death
Breaks his keen fhafts, and grinds his clathing teeth,
T'o you we leave the conduét of the day ; 211
What you command, your vaffals muft obey.
If this dread enterprife you would decling,
We'll fend to treat, and ftifle the defign.
Eut, if my arguments had force, we’d try 215
To humble our audacious foes, or die;

% Dr. Goodzll + Sir Thomas Millington,
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Our fpite, they’ll find, to their advantage leans ;
The end is good, no matter for the means,
So modern cafuifts their talents try,
Uprightly for the fake of truth to lie. 220
He had not finifh'd, till th’ out-guards defcry’d
Bright columns move in formidable pride ;
The pafling pomp fo dazzled from afar,
It feem’d a triumph, rather than a war.
‘Though wide the front, though grofs the phalanx grew,
It look’d lefs dreadful as it nearer grew. 226
The adverfe hoft for aétion ftraight prepare ;
All eager to unveil the face of war,
‘Their chiefs lace on their helms, and take the field,
And to their trufty {quire refign the fhield : 21@
To paint each knight, their ardour, and alarms,
Would afk the mufe that fung the frogs in arms.
And now the fignal fummons to the fray ;
Mock falchions flath, and paltry enfigns play.
Their patron god his filver bow-ftrings twangs; 235
Tough harnefs ruftles, and bold armour clangs ;
T'he piercing caultics ply their fpiteful power ;
Emetics ranch, and keen cathartics {cour
The deadly drugs in double dofes fly;
And peftles peal a martial fymphony. 240
Now from their level'd fyringes they pour
The liquid volley of a miflive fhower.
Not ftorms of {leet, which o’er the Baltic drive,
Pufh’d on by northern gufts, fuch horror give.
Like fpouts in fouthern feas the deluge broke, 246
And numbers funk beneath th’ impetuous ftroke.
So when Leviathans difpute the reign
~ And uncontroll’d dominion of the main ;
From the rent rocks whole corai groves are torn,
And ifles of fea-weed on the waves are borne, 250
Such watery ftares from their {fpread noftrils fly,
*Tis doubtful which is fea, and which is iky.
Ang now the ftaggering braves, led by defpair,
Advance, and to return the charge prepare,
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Fach feizes for his thield a {pacious fcale, 255
And the brafs weights fly thick as fhowers of hail.
W hole heaps of warriors welter on the ground,
With gally-pots and broken phials crown'd ;
Whilft empty jars the dire defeat refound.

Thus when fome ftorm its cryital quarry rends, 260
And Jove in rattling fhowers of ice defcends,
Mount Athos fhakes the forefts on his brow,
Whilft down his wounded fides frefh torrents flow,
And leaves and limbs of trees o’erfpread the vale below.

But now, all order loft, promifcucus blows 265
Confus’dly fall ; perplex d the battle grows.
From Stentor's* arm a mafly opiate flies,
And ftraight a deadly fleep clos’d Carus’ eyes.
At Colont great Sertorius Buckthorn flung,
Who with fierce gripes, | like thofe ufdfath was ﬂung 3
But with a dauntlefs and difdainful mein, 278§
Hurl’d back fteel pills, and hit him on the fpleen.
Chiren] attack’d Talthibius with fuch mlght,
One pafs had paunch’d the huge hydropic knight,
Who ftraight retreatﬁd to evade the wound, 2758
But in a fiood of apozem was drown’d. '
This Pfylas]| faw, and to the viétor faid,
Thou fhalt not long furvive th’ unwwldy dead,
Thy fate fhall follow ; to confirm it, fwore,
By the image of Priapus, which he bore : 280
And rais’d an eagle-itone, invoking loud
On Cynthia, le*uung o’er a filver cloud :

Great queen of night, and emprefs of the feas,
If faithful to thy rmdmght myfteries,
If, ftill -::bfer-.rant of my early vows, 235_
Thefe hands have eas’d the mourning matron’s throes,
Direét this rais’d avenging arm aright ;
So may loud cymbals aid thy labouring light.
He faid, and let the ponderous fragment ﬁ}r
At Ch:mn, but learn’d Hermes put it by. 290

Though the haranguing god furvey’d the wat',
That day the mufes® fons were not his care; -

% Dr. Goodall againft Dr. Tylon. + Dr. Birch,
¥ Dr. Gill againft Dr, Ridley. |l Dr. Chamberlain.
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Two friends, adepts, the Trilmegilts by name,
Alike their features, and alike their flame ;

As fimpling near fair T'weed each fung by turn,
The liftening river would neglet his urn.
Thofe lives they fail’d to refcue by their fkill,
Their mufe could make immortal with her quill
But learn’d inquiries after nature’s ftate
Diffolv’d the league, and kindled a debate.

The one, for lofty labours fruitful known,
Fill'd magazines with volumes of his own.

At his once-favour’d friend a tome he thiew,
‘That from its birth had flept unleen till now;
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Stunn’d with the blow, the batter’d bard retir’d, 303

Sunk down, and in a fimile expir’d.

And now the cohorts fhake, the legions ply,
The yielding flanks confels the viétory.
Stentor, undaunted {till, with noble rage
Sprung through the bat*le, Querpo to engage.
Fierce was the onfet, the difpute was great,
Both could not vanquifh, neither would retreat ;
Each combatant his adverfary mauls,

With batter’d bed-pans, and ftav’d urinals,
On Stentor’s creft the ufual cryftal breaks,
And tears of amber gutter’d down his cheeks ;
But whilit the champion, as late rumours tell,
Defign’d a fure decifive ftroke, he fell :

And as the victor hovering o’er him ftood,
With arms extended, thus the {uppliant fued ;
When honour’s loft, tis a relief to die;

Death’s but a fure retreat from infamy.
But to the loft it pity might be fhown,
Reflect on young Querpoides thy fon ;
Then pity mine, for fuch an infant grace
Smiles in his ‘eyes, and flatters in his face.
¥f he was near, compaflion he’d create,
Or elfe lament his wretched parent’s fate.
‘Thine is the glory, and the field is thine j
To thee the lov’d Difpenfary I refign.

At this the viétors own fuch ecftafies,
As Memphian priefts if their Ofiris {neeze ;
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Or champions with Olympic clangor fird ;
Or fimpering prudes with [prightly Nantz in(pir’d ;
Or f{ultans rais’d from dungeons to a crown ; 335
Or fafting zealots when the fermon’s done.

Awhile the chief the deadly ftroke declin’d,
And found compaffion pleading in his mind.
But whilft he view'd with pity the diftrefs’d,
He {py’d Signetur* writ upon his breaft. 149
Then tow’rds the fkies he tofs’d his threatening head,
And, fir'd with more than mortal fury, faid:

Sooner than I'll from vow’d revenge defift,
His Holinefs fhall rurn a Quietett ;
Janfenius and the Jefuits agree, 14§
‘The inquilition wink at herefy.
Warm convocations own the church fecure,
And more confult her doftrine than her power,

With that he drew a lancet in his rage,
To punéture the ftill fupplicating fage. 350
But while his thoughts that fatal firoke decree,
Apollo interpos’d in form of fee.
The chief great Pzan’s golden treffes knew,
He own'd the god, and his rais’d arm withdrew,

Thus often at the Temple-ftairs we’ve feen, 35§
Two tritons, of a rough athletic mein,
Sourly difpute fome quarrel of the flood,
With knuckles bruis’d, and face befinear’d in blood ;
But, at the firft appearance of a fare,
Both quit the fray, and to their oars repair. 360

The hero fo his enterprize recalls,
His fift unclinches, and the weapon falls.

# Thofle members of the collegs that obferve a late ftatute, are called by
the apothecaries “* Signetur men,”
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CANTO VI.

‘ N ?HTLE the fhiill changor of the battle reigns,

33

Aufp icious Health appear d on zephyr’s wmgﬁ

She feem’d a chemb moft divinely bright,

More foft than air, more gay than morning-light,

A charm fhe takes from each excelling fair,

And borrows Carlifle’s thape, and Grafton’s air,

Her eyes like Ranelagh’s their beams difpente,

With Churchill’s bloom, and Berkley’s innocence ;

On Iris thus the differing beams beftow

The dye, that paints the wonders ot her bow ;
From the fair nymph a vocal mufic falls,

As to Machaon thus the goddefs calls :

i g

Enough th’ achievement of your arms you've thown,

You feek a triumph you fhould blufh to own.

Hatte to the Elyfian ficlds, thofe bleft abodes,
Where Harvey fits among the demi-gods.
Confult that facred fage, he'll foon difclofe
‘The me*hod that muft mollify thefe woes.

Let Celfus* for that enterprize prepare,
His conduét to the fhades fhall be my care.

Aghai’c the heroes ftood diffolv’d in fear,

A form (o heavenly bright they could not bear ;
Celfus, alone unmov’d, the fight beheld,
‘The reft in pale confufion left the field.

So when the pygmies, marfhal’d on the plains,
Wage puny wartagainft th’ invading cranes ;
The puppets to their bodkin fpears 1epau,
And fcatter’d feathers flutter in the air ;

Bat, when the bold mlpi.rﬂl bird of Jove
Stoops on his founding pinions trom above,
Among the brakes the fairy nation crowds,
And the Strimonian {quadron feeks the clouds.

And now the delegate prepares to go
And view the wonders of the realms below ;
Then takes Amomum for the golden bough.

% Di. Baleman,
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Thrice did the goddefs with her facred wand

The pavement ftrike ; and firaight at her command
T'he willing furface opens, and defcries

A deep delcent that leads to nether fkies.

Hygeia to the filent region tends ;

And with his heavenly guide the charge defcends.
Thus Numa, when to hallow’d caves retir'd,

Was by /Egeria guarded and mf{pir’d.

Within the chambers of the globe they {py |
The beds where fleeping vegetables lie, 45
Till the glad fummons of a genial ray
Unbinds the glebe, and calls them out to day.

Hence pancies trick themfelves in various hue,

And hence jonquils derive their fragrant dew ;

Hence the carnation and the bathful rofe 9
Their virgin blufhes to the morn difclofe ;

Hence the chafte lily rifes to the light,

Unveils her fnowy breafts, and charms the fight ;
Hence arbours are with twining greens array’d,

T" oblige complaining lovers with their fhade; 535
And hence on Daphne’s laurel’d forehead grow
Immortal wreaths for Phoebus and Naffau.

The infeéts here their lingering trance furvive:
Benumb’d they feem’d, and doubtful if alive.

From winter’s tury hither they repair, 6o
And ftay for milder fkies and fofter air,

Down gle cells oblcener reptiles creep,

Where | nutes and painted lizards fleep ;
Where fhiver{ng fnakes the fummer folftice wait:
Unfurl their painted folds, and flide in ftate. 65
Here their new form the numb’d herucz hide

Their numerous feet in flender bandage ty’d :

Soon as the kindling ear begins to rife,

This upftart race their native clod defpife,

And proud of painted wings attempt the fkies. 2"

Now thofe profounder regions they explcre,

Where metals ripen in vaft cakes of ore.
Here, {ullen to the fight, at large is [pread
‘The dull unweildy mafs of fumpifh lead.
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There, glimmering in their dawning beds, are feen 75
The light aiFlrmg feeds of {prightly tin.
The copper {parkles next in ruddy ftreaks ;
And in the gloom betrays its gidwing cheeks.
The filver then, with bright and burnifh’d grace,
Youth and a blooming' luftre in its face, o
To th® arms of thole more yielding metal flies,
And in the folds of their embraces lies.
So clofe they cling, fo ftubbornly retire,
T heir love’s more violent than the chymift’s fire,
Near thefe the delegate with wonder {pies 85
Where floods of living filver ferpentife’;
Where richeft metals their bright looks put on,
And golden ftreams through amber channels run:
Where light’s gay god defcends, to ripen gems,
And lend a luftre brighter than his beams., ge
Here he obferves the fubterranean cells,
‘Where wanton nature fports in idle fhells.
Some helimeides, fome conical appear:
'Thefe, mitres emuhte, thole turbans are,
Here marcafites in various figure wait, 9%
To ripen to a true metallic fate :
Till drops that from impending rocks defcend
Their fubﬂance petrify, and progrefs end.
Nrgh, livid feas of kindled fulphur flow,
-’-"Lnd whilf enrag’d, their fiery furges glow, 100
Convulfions in the labouring mountains rife,
And hurl their melted vitals to the fkies.
He views with horror next the noily cave,
Where with hoarfe dins imprifon’d tempefts rave ;
Where clamorous hurricanes attempt their flight, 105
Or, whirling in tumultuous eddies, fight,
The warring winds unmov'd Hygeia he*nd
Brav’d their loud jars, but much for Celfas fear’d.
Andromeda {o, whilft her hero tought,
Shook for his danger, but her own Fc:ur::rﬂt.. 110
And now the goddefs with her charge delcends,
Whilft fearce one cheertul glimple their fteps befriends.
Here his forfaken feat old Chaos keeps ;
And undifturb’d by form, in filence {leeps ;
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A gnifly wight, and hideous to the eye. 1 381
An awkward lump of thamelefs anarchy.
With fordid age his features are defac’d :
His lands unpeopled, and his countries wafte.
To thefe dark realms much learned lumber creeps
"T’here copious Morton {afe in filence fleeps ; 120
W here mufhroom libels 1n oblivion lie,
And, foon as born, like other monfters, die.
Upon a couch of jet, in thefe abodes,
Dull night, his melancholy confort, nods.
No ways and means their cabinet employ ; 123
But their dark hours they walte in barren joy.
Nigh this recefs with terror they {urvey
Where death maintains his dread tvrannic {way.
In the clofe covert of a cyprefs grove,
Where geblins frifk, and airy {peétres rove,’ 130
Yawns a dark cave, with awful horror wide,
And there the monarch’s triumphs are delcry’d ;
Confus’d, and wildly huddled to the eye,
The beggar’s pouch and prince’s purple lie ;
Dim lamps with fickly rays fcarce feem to glow; 133
Sighs heave in mournful moans, and tears o’erflow ;
Reftle(s anxiety, forlorn delpair,
And all the faded family of care ;
Old mouldering urns, racks, daggers, and diftrefs,
Make up the frightful horror of the place. 140
W ithin its dreadful jaws thole furies wait,
Which execute the harfh decrees of fate.
Febris is firft: the hag relentlefs hears
The virgin’s fighs, and fees the infant’s tears.
In her parch’d eye-balls fiery meteors reign ; 54%
And reftlefs ferments revel in each vein.
Then hydrops next appears among the throag ;
Bloated and big, fhe flowly fails along.
Bat, like a mifer, in excels fhe’s poor,
And pines for thirft amidft her watery ftore. 150
Now loathfome Lepra, that offenfive {pright,
With foul eruptions ftain’d, offends the fight ;
Still deaf to beauty’s foft perfuading power ;
Nor can bright Hebe’s charms her bloom fecure.
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Whilft meagre Pthifis gives a filent blow, 155
Her [trokes are {ure, but her advances flow :

No loud alarms, nor fierce affaults are fhewn ;

She ftarves the fortrefs firft, then takes the town,
Behind ftood erowds of much inferior fame,

Too numerous to repeat, too foul to name ; 160
The vaffals of their monarch’s tyranny,

Who, at his nod, on fatal errands fly.

Now Celfus, with hisglorious guide invades
The filent region of the fleeting fhades;

Where rocks and rueful deferts are defery’d, 168
And fullen Styx rolls down his lazy tide ;

Then fhows the ferry-man the plant he bore,

And claims his paffage to the turther thore.

T'o whom the Stygian pilot, {miling, faid,

You need no paflsport to demand our aid, 170
Phyhcians never linger on this ftrand :

Old Charon’s prefent ftill at your command.

Our awful monareh and his confort owe

To them the peopling of the realms below,

T'hen in his {warthy hand he grafp’d the oar, 17§
Receiv’d his guefts aboard, and thov’d from fhore,

Now, as the goddefs and her charge prepare

To breathe the fweets of foft Elyfian air,

Upon the left they {py a penfive fhade,

Who on his bended arm had rais’d his head ; 180
Pale grief {at heavy on his mournful look ;

To whom, not unconcern’d, thus Celfus {poke:

Tell me, thou much affli¢ted fhade, why fighs
Burft from your breaft, and torrents from your eyes »
And who thofe mangled manes are, which fhow 125
A fullen fatistaftion at your woe ?

Since, faid the ghoft, with pity you'll attend,
Know I'm Guaicum*, once your firmeft friend ;

And on this barren beach in difcontent
Am doom’d to ftay, till th’ angry powers relent. 190 .
Thofe fpeftres, feam’d with fcars, that threaten there,
The viétims of my late ill conduét are,

# Dy, Morton,
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T'hey vex with endlefs clamours my repofe:
This wants his palate, that demands his nole:
And here they execute ftern Pluto’s will, 155
And ply me every moment with a pill.

Then Celfus thus : O much-lamented {tate !
How rigid is the fentence you relate !
Methinks T recolleét your former air, |
But ah ! how inuch you’re chang’d fromwhat you were |
Infipid as your late ptifans you lie, 205
That once were {prightlier far than Mercury. :
At the {ad tale you tell, the poppies weep,
And mourn their vegetable fouls a fleep ;
The unétuous larix, and the healing pine, 205
Lament your fate in tears of turpentine.
But ftill the offspring of your brain fhall prove
The grocer’s care, and brave the rage of Jove:
When bonfires blaze, your vagrant works fhall rife
In rockets, till they reach the wondering fkies. 210

It mortals ere the Stygian powers could bend,
Intreaties-ro their awful feats I'll fend. '
But, {ince no human arts the fates diffuade,
Direét me how to find blefs’d Harvey’s fhade.
In vain th’ unhappy ghoft ftill urg’d his ftay ; 11§
Then, rifing from the ground, he thew’d the way.
Nigh the dull fhore a fhapelefs mountain ftood,
"‘T'hat with a dreadful frown, furvey’d the flood.
Its tearful brow no lively greens put on;
No frifking goats bound o’er the ridgy ftone, 120
To gain the fummit the bright goddefs try’d ;
And Celfus follow’d, by degrees his guide.

Th” aicent thus conquer’d, now they tour on high,
And talte th* indulgence of a milder fky.
Loofe breezes on their airy pinions play, 225
Soft intant blofloms their chafte odours pay,
And rofes blufh their fragrant lives away.
Cool ftreams through flowery meadows gently glide ;'
And, as they pafs,their painted banks they chide.
Thefe blifstul plains no blights nor mildews fear, 230
‘L'he flowers ne’er fade, and fhrubs are myrtles here,



THE DISPENSARY. 5

The morn awakes the tulip from her bed ; "
Ere noon in painted pride fhe decks her head,
Rob'd in rich dye fhe triumphs on the green,
And every flower does homage to their queen. 23§
So, when bright Venus rifes from the flood,
Around the throngs the wondering Nereids crow’d 5
The Tritons gaze, and tune each vocal fhell,
And every grace unfung, the waves conceal.
 The delegate obferves, with wondering eyes, 240
Ambrofial dews defcend, and incenfe rife 3
Then haftens onward to the penfive grove,
‘The filent manfion of difaftrous love.
Here jealoufy with jaundic’d looks appears,
And broken ﬂumbers, and fantaftic fears. 245
The widow’d turtle hangs her moulting wings,
And to the woods in mournful murmurs fings.
No winds but fighs there are, no floods but tears :
Each confcious tree a tragic fignal bears.
Their wounded bark records fome broken vow, 2:0
And willow-gariands hang on every bough.

Olivia here 1n folitude he found,
Her down caft eyes fix’d on the filent ground :
- Her drefs neglected, and unbound her hair,
She {eem’d the dying image of defpair. 255
How lately did this celebrated thing
Rlaze in the box, and (parkle in the ring;
“T'ill the green ficknefs and love’s force b*.trav “d
“T'o death’s remorfelels arms th* unhappy maid

All o’er confus’d the guilty lover ftood, 260
The light forfook his eyes, his cheeks the bl-::-r;d
An icy horror fhiver’d in his look,

As to the cold complexion’d nymph he fpoke :

Tell me, dear thade, from whence fuch anxious gare,
Your looks diforder’d, and your bofom bare ? 265
Why thus you Ianguiﬁl like a drooping flower,
Crufh’d by the weight of (ome relentlefs fhower ?
Your languid looks your late ill-conduét tell ;

Oh that, inftead of trafh, you’d taken fteel ! 269

Stabb’d with th’ unkind reproach, the coenfcious
Thus to her late infulting lover (aid : [maid.
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When ladies liften not to loofe defire,
You ftyle our medeity our want of fives
Smile or forbid, encourage or reprove,
You ftill find reafons to believe we love; 27g
Vainly you think a liking we betray,
And never mean the peevith things we fay.
Few are the fair-ones of Rufilla’s make,
Unafk’d fhe grants, uninjur’d fhe’ll forfake :
But feveral Czlias, feveral ages hoaft, 230
‘That like, where reafon recommends the moft.
Where heavenly truth and tendernefs confpire,
Chalke paflion may perfuade us to defire.

Your fex, he cry’d, ascuftom bids, behaves ;
Intorms the tyrant ties {uch haughty flaves 28g
To do nice conduét right, you nature wrong ;
Impulfes are but weak, where reafon’s ftrong.

Some want the courage ; but how few the flame!
They like the thing, that ftartle at the name.

The lonely pheenix, though profefs’d a nun, 290
Warms into love, and kindles at the {un;

Thofe tales of {picy urns and fragrant fires

Are but the emblems of her {corch’d defires.

Then, as he ftrove to clafp the fleeting fair,

His empty arms confels’d th’ impaflive air. 293
Frcm his embrace th® unbody’d {petre flies,
And, as fhe mov’d, fhe chid him with her eyes.
They haften now to that delightful plain,
Where the glad manes of the blefs’d remain
Where Harvey gathers fimples, to beftow, 300
Immortal youth or heroes’ thades below,
Soon as the bright Hygeia was in view,
The venerable fage her prelence knew :
Thus he—
Hail, blooming goddefs | thou propitious power, 304
Whole bleflings mortals more than life implore |
With {o much luftre your bright looks endear,
That cottages are courts where thofe appear.
Mankind, as you vouchfafe to {mile or frown,
Finds eale in chains, or anguifh in a crown, 316
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With jult refentment and coutempt you fee
The foul diffenfions of the faculty ;
How your fad fickening art now hangs her head,
And, once a {cience, 1s become a trade.
Her {ons ne’er rifle her myfterious ftore, 31§
But ftudy nature lefs, and lacre more.
Not {fo when Rome to th’ Epidaurian rais’d
A temple, where devoted incenie blaz’d.
Oft father Tiber views the lotty fire :
As the learn’d fon is worthipp’d like the fire ; 320
The fage with Romulus like honours claim '
The giit of life and laws were then the fame.
I thow'd of old, how vital currents glide,
And the meanders of the refluent tide.
Then, Willis, why {pontaneous actions here, 225
And whence mvnluntal} motions there : ;
And how the {pirits, by mechanic laws,
In wild careers tumultuous riots caule.
Nor would our Wharton, Bates, and Gliffon, lie
In the abyfs of blind obfcurity. 330
But now {uch wondrous fearches are fereborn,
And Pean’s art is by divifions torn,
Then let your charge attend, and I’ Il expmln
How her Joft health’ your fcmnce may regain. -
Hafte, and the matchlefs Atticus addrefs, 335
From Heaven and great Naflau he has the mace.
T'h” opprefs’d to his afylum f(till repair
Arts he fupports, and learning is his care,
He lottens the harfh rigour of the laws, 139
Blunts their keen edge, and grinds their harpy claws ;
And graciouily he cafts a pitying eye
On the (ad ftate of virtuous poverty.
Whene’er he {peaks, Heaven! how the liftening throng
Dwells on the melting mufic of his tongue!
His arguments are emblems of his mien, 145
Mild, but not faint, and forcing, though ferene :
And, when the power of eloqu{:nce he’d try,
Here lightning ftrikes you ; their {oft breezes figh.
To him you muft your fickly ftate refer,
Your chartcr claims him as your vifiter, 135
¥
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Y our wounds he’ll clofe, and fovereignly reftore
Your fciénce to the height it had before.

Then Naffau’s health fhall be our glorious aim,

His life fhall be as lafting as his fame.

Some princes’ claims from devaftations {pring ;
He condefcends in pity to be king ;

And, when amidit his olives plac’d he ftands,
And governs more by candour than commands ;
Ev’'n then not lefs a hero he appears,

Than when his laurel diadem he wears.

Would Pheebus, or his Granville, but infpire
Their facred vehemence of poetic fire ;

To celebrate in fong that godlike power,
Which did the labouring univerfe reftore:
Fair Albions cliffs would echo to the ftrain,
And praif¢ the arm that conquer’d, to regain
Theearth’s repole, and empire o’er the main.

Still may th’ immeo:tal man his cares repeat,
‘T'o make his bleflings endlels as they’re great
Whli”ﬁ malice and ingratitude confefs.

They ve firove for ruin long without fuccefs.
When, late, Jove's eagle from the pile fhall rife
To bear the viétor to the boundlefs fkies,

A while the god puts off paternal care,
Neglects the earth, to give the heavens a ftar.
Near thee, Alcides, hall the hero {hine;

His rays refembling, as his labours, thine.

Had fome fam’d patriot, of the Latian blood,
Like Julius great, and like Oétavius good,

But thus preferv’d the Latian liberties,
Afpiring columns foon had reach’d the fkies :
Loud Io’s the proud capitol had fhook,
And all the ftatues of the gods had fpoke.

No more the fage his raptures could purfue:

He pausd ; and Celfus with his guide withdrew,
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CLAREMONT.
Addreffed to
THE RIGHT HON. THE EARL OF CLARE,
AFTERWARDI DUKE OF NEWCASTLE.
¢ oe.Dryadum fylvas, faltufque fequamur

¢¢ Intaftos; tua, Mecenas, haud mollia juffa.”
Firgil,

PREFACE.

HEY that ba'v;ﬁen thofe tawo excellent poems of Cooper’s Hilly
and Windfer- Foresty, the one by Sir ; Denbam, the other
by Myr. Pspe, will fbew a great dea! of candour if they approve o
this. It awas written, upon giving the name of Claremont, to u willa
now belonging to the Farl of Clare. The fituation is fo agreeable and
Jurprifing, that it inclines one to think fome place of this nature put
Owid at firft upon the flory of Narciflus and Ecko. It is probable be
bad obferwed [ome [pring arifing among [} cwoods and rocks, where eches
avere beard, and jome flower gending over the fiream, and by confe-
quence reflected from it  After reading the flory in the third book of
the Metamorphofes, it is cbuious to object (as an ingenious friend bus
already done ) that the renewing the charms of a nympb, of which
Owid bad difpoffe[fed ber,
$ cemecnes- vox tantum atque offa fuperfunt,”

15 too great a <violation of poetical authority.  Idare [ay the gentleman
who is meant, would bawe been wwell pleafed to have found no faults.
There are not many authors one can [ay the [ame of : experience fbevs
us ewery day that there are woriters wko cannot bear a brother frould
Jucceed, and the only refuge from their indignation is by being inconfi-
derable s upon awbich refleftion, this thing ought to bave agretence 1o
their fawour.

They wwho quould be more informed of wwbat relates to the ancient
Britons, and the Druids their priefls, may confult Pliny, Owid, and
the utber claffic authors that bawe mentioned them.

— ==

CLAREMONT,

THAT frenzy has of late poffefs’d the brain!
Though few can write, yet fewer can refrain,

So rank our foil, or bards rife in {uch {tore,
Their rich retaining patrons {carce are more.
The laft indulge the tault the firft commir ; 5
And take of ftill the offal of their wit.
So thamelefs, fo abandon’d are their ways ;
They poach Parnaflus, and lay fhares for praife,

| O
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None ever can without admirers live,

Who have a penlion or a place to give. 10

Great minifters ne’er fail of great deferts ;

The herald gives them blood, the poet parts.

Senfe is of courle annex’d to wealth and power;

No mufe is proof againft a golden (hower.

Let but his lordfhip write fome poor lampoon, 15

He’s Horrac’d up in doggrel like his own :

Or, if to rant in tragic rage he yields,

I'alfe fame cries—Acthens ; honelt truth—Moorfields.

Thus fool’d, he flounces on through floods ef ink ;

Flags with full {ail, and rifes but to fink. 20
Some venal peps {o proftitute the bays;

Their panegyric lafh ; their fatires praifes

So naufeoufly, and [o unlike, they paint,

N s an Adonis ; M r, a {ant.

Metius with thofe fam’d heroes is compar’d, 25

That led in triumph Porus and Tallard.

But fuch a fhamele(s mufe muft laughter move,

That aims to make Salmonius vie with Jove.

To form great works, puts fate itfelf to pain ;
E’en nature labours for a mighty man, 10
And, to perpetuate her hero’s fame, '

She ftrains no lefs a poet next to frame.

Rare as the hero’s, is the poet’s rage ;

Churchills and Drydens rife but once an age.

With earthquakes towering Pindar’s birth begun; 13
And an ecliple produc’d Alcmena’s fon.

The fire of gods o’er Pheebus cait a fhade;

But, with a hero, well the world repaid.

No bard of bribes fhould proftitute his vein ;

Nor dare to flatter where he thould arraign. 40
To grant big Thrafo valour, Phormio fenfe,
Should indignation give, at lealt offence.

I hate fuch mereenaries, and would try
From this reproach to reicue poetry. _
Avpoliv’s fons fhould fcorn the fervile art, 45
And to court-preachers leave the fulfome part.

What then—You’ll fay, Muft no truc iterling pafs,
Becaufe impure allays fome coin debale §

e
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Yes, praife, if juftly offer’d, I"ll allow ;
And, when I meet with merit, {cribble too. 50
The man who’s honeft, open, and a friend,
Glad to oblige, uneafy to offend ;
Forgiving others, to himfelf fevere ;
Though earneft, eafy ; civil, yet fincere ;
Who feldom but through great good-nature errs; 55
Detefting fraud as much as flatterers,
*Tis he my mufe’s homage fhould receive ;
It T could write, or Holles could forgive.
But pardon, learned youth, that I decline
A name fo lov’d by me, fo lately thine. 6o
When Pelham you refign’d what could repair
A lofs fo great, unlefs Newecaltle’s heir?
Hydafpes, that the Afian plains divides,
From his bright urn in pureft cryftal glides ;
But, when new gathering ftreams enlarge his courfs,
He’s Indus nam’d, and rolls with mightier force ; 66
In fabled floods of gold his current flows,
And wealth on nations, as he runs, beftows.

Direét me, Clare, to name {fome nobler mule,
That for her theme thy late recels may choole; 70
Such bright deferiptions fhall the fubject drefs ;

Such vary’d fcenes, fuch pleafing images,

That fwains fhall leave their lawns and nymphs their
bowers,

And quit Arcadia for a feat like yours.

But fay, who fhall attempt th” adventurous part 75
Where Nature borrows drefs from Vanburgh’s art ?
1f, by Apollo taught, he touch the lyre, .

Stones mount in columns, palaces afpire,
And roeks are animated with his fire.
*Tis he can paint in verfe thofe rifing hills £o
Their gentle vallies, and their filver rills ;
Clofe groves, and opening glades with verdure {pread,
Flowers fighing fweets, and thrubs that balfam bleed ;
With gay variety the profpet crown’d,
And all the bright herizon {miling round. g3
Whilft T attempt to tell how ancient fame
Records from whence the villa took its name.

F 3
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In times of old, when Britith nymphs weie knowit
To love no foreign falhions like their own ;
When drefs was monftrous, and fig-leaves the mode,
And quality puton no paint but woad ; 9K
Of Spanifh red unheard was then the name;
(For cheeks were only taught to blufh for {hame ;)
No beauty, to increale her crowd of {laves,
Rofe out of wath, as Venus out of waves ; 95
Not yet lead comb was on the toilet plac’d ;
Nor yet broad eye-brows were reduc’d by pafte ;
No fhape-fmith fet up thop, and drove a trade
To mend the work wife providence had made ;
Tires were unheard of; and unknown the loom, 100
And thritty filk-worms fpun for times to come ;
Bare limbs were then the marks of modefty ;
And like Diana were below the knee.
The men appear’d a rough, undaunted racey
Surly in fhow, unfafhiond in addrefs ; 105
Upright in altions, and in thought fincere ;
And ftriétly were the fame they would appear.
Honour was plac’d in probity alone ;
For villains had no titles but their own.
None travel’d to return politely mad ; 110
But ftill what fancy wanted, reafon had.
Whatever nature afk’d, their hands could give ;
Unlearn’d in fealts, they only eat to live.
No cook with art increas’d phyficians” feesy
Nor ferv'd up death in foups and fricafees ; 115
Their tafte was, like their temper, unrefin’dy
I'or looks were then the language of the mind.

Ere right and wrong, by turns, fet prices bore ;
And confcience had its rate like common whore
Or tools to great employments had pretence ; 129
Or merit was made out by impudenee ;
Or coxcombs look’d affuming in affairs ;
And humble friends grew haughty minifters ;
In thofe good days of innocence, here ftood
Of oaks, with heads unfhorn, a folemn wood, 12§
Frequented by the Druids, to beltow
Religious honeurs on the Miffcltoe. -
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The naturalifts are puzzled to explain
How trees did firft this franger entertain;
- Whether the bufy birds ingr aft it there ; 130
Or elfe fome deity’s myfterious care,
As druids thought; for, when the blafted oak
By lightning falls, this plant efcapes the ftroke.
So, when the Gauls the towers of Rome defac’d,
And flames drove forward with outrageous wafte, 145
Jove's tavour’d capitol uninjur’d fteod :
So {acred was the manfion of a ged.

Shades honour’d by this plart the Druids chofe,

Here, for the bleeding victims, altars rofe.
To Hermes oft they paid their {acrifice ; 140
Parent of arts, and patron of the wife.
Good rules in mild perfuahons they convey’d ;
Their lives confirming what their le€lures faid.
None violated truth, invaded right ;
Yet had tew laws; but will and appetite. 145
The people’s peace they ftudied and profefs’d
No politics but public interett.
Hard was their lodging, homely was their food ;
Forall their luxury was doing good.

. No mitred prieft did then with princes vie, 14§G
Nor o’er his mafter claim fi:lpremacy -
Nor were the rules of faith allow’d more pure,
Forbeing leveral centuries oblcure,
None loft their fortunes, forfeited their blood,
For not believing what none underitood. 155
Nor fimony, nor finecure, were known ;
Nor weuld the bee work honey for the drone.
Nor was the way invented to difmifs
Fair Abigails with fat pluralities.

~ But then, in fillets bound, a hallowed band 160
Taught how to tend the flocks, and till the land ;
Could tell what murrains in what moenths begun,
And how the {eafons travel’d with the fun;
When his dim orb feem’d wading through the air,
They told that rain on dropping wings drew near; 1645
And that the winds their beliowimg throats would try;
W hen reddening clouds reflect his blood-fhot eye ;
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All their remarks on nature’s laws require
More lines than would e’en Alpin’s readers tire,

This feét in facred veneration held
Opinions, by the Samian fage reveal’d ;
‘That matter no annihilation knows,
But wanders from thefe tenements to thofe ;
For when the plaftic particles are gone,
They rally 1n fome fpecies bke their own :
The felf-{fame atoms, if new jumbled, will
In feas be reftlefs, and in earth beftill;
Can, in the trufile, furnifth out a featt,
And nauleate, in the fealy fquill, the tafte.
Thofe falling leaves, that wither with the year,
Will, in the next, on other ftems appear.
The fap, that now forfakes the burfting bud,
In fome new fhoot will circalate green blood.
The breath to-day that from the jafmine blows,
Will, when the feafons offer, {cent the rofe ;
And thofe bright flames that in carnations glow,
fire long will blanch the lily with a fhow.

They hold that matter muft be ftill the lame,
And varies but in figure and in name ;
And that the {foul not dies, butthifts her feat,
New rounds of life to run, or paft repeat.
Thus, when the brave and virtuous ceafe to live,
In bemgs brave and virtuous th-:fv revive.
Again thall Romulus in Naflau ragn
Great Namur in a Brunfwick prince, ordain
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Good laws,and haleyon years fhall huth the world again,

The truths of old traditions were their theme ;
Or gods defcending in a2 morning dream.
Pafl alts they cited ; and to come, foretold ;
And could events, not ripe for fate, unfold:
Beneath the thady covert of an oak,
In rhymes uncouth, prophetic truths they {poke.
Attend then, Clare ; nor is the legend long ;
"Yhe ftory of thy villa is their fong.

The fair Mnntana, of the fylvan race,
Was with each beauty®blefs’d, and every grace.
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CLAREMONT. 6y
His fire, green Faunus, guardian of the wood ;
His mother, a fwift Naiad of the flood.
Her filver urn fupply’d the neighbouring ftreams,
A darling daughter of the bounteous Thames. 210

Not lovelier feem’s Narciflus to the eye ;

Nor, when a flower, could boaft more fragrancy :

His fkin might with the down of {wans compare ;
More {mooth than pearl ; than mountain inow more
In fhape fo poplars or the cedars pleafe ; [fair :
But thofe are not -{o ftraight, nor gracetul thefe; 216
His flowing hair in unfore’d ringlets hung ;

Tuneful his voice ; perfuafive was his tongue ;

The haughtieft faw {carce heard without a wound,
But funk to {oftnefs at the melting found. 210

The fourth bright luftre had but juft begun
To fthade his bluthing cheeks with doubtful down,
All day he rang’d the woods, and fpread the toils.
And knew no pleafures but in {ylvan fpoils.

" In vain the nymphs put on tach pleafing grace; 225
Too cheap the quarry {eem’d, too fhort the chace
For, though poffeffion be th’ undoubted view,

To feize is far lefs pleafure than purfue,

Thole nymphs that yield too foon their charms impair,
And prove at laft but defpicably fair. 230
His own undoing, glutton love decrees,

And palls the appetite he meant to pleafe.

His flender wants too largely he fupplies ;

Thrives on fhort meals, but by indulgence dies.

A grot tiere was, with hoary mois o’ergrown, 23¢
Reugh with rude fhells, and arch’d with mould’rin
Sad filence reigns within the lonefome wall, [flone;
And weeping rills but whiiper as they fall 5
The clafping 1vies up the ruin creep;
~ And there the bat and drow{y beetle fleep. 240

T his cell {ad Echo chofe, by love betray’d,

A fit retirement for a mourning maid.

Hither, fatigu’d with toil, the iylvan flies,

To fhun the calenture of {ultry fkies ;

But feels a fiercer flame : love’s keeneft dart 245
Finds, through his eyes, a paffage to his heart.
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Penfive the virgin fate, with folded arms,
Her tears but lending luftre to her charms.
With pity he beholds her wounding woes ;
But wants himfelf the pity he beitows. 250
Oh! whether of a mortal born, he criesy
Or fome fair daughter of the diftant fkies ;
That, in compaflion, leave your cryftal fphere,
To guard fome favour’d charge, and wander here ;
Slight not my fuit, nor too ungentle prove ; 255
But pity one, anovice yet in love.
If words avail not, {ee my {uppliant tears;
Nor difregard thole dumb petitioners.
From his complaint the tyrant virgin flies,
Aflerting all the empire of her eyes. 260
Full thrice three years he lingers out, in grief,
Nor feeks from fleep, or fuitenance, relief.
T'he lamp of life now calts a glimmering light ;
‘T'he meeting lids his fecting eyes benight,
What force remains the haplels lover tries ; 265
Invoking thus his kindred deities :
Halte, parents of the flood, your race to mourn ;
With tears replenifh each exhaufted urn;
Retake the life you gave ; but let the maid
Fall a juft viétim to an injur’d fhade. 270
More he endeavour’d ; but the accents hung
Half form’d, and ftepp’d unfinifh’d on his tongue.
For him the graces their fad vigils keep ;
Love broke his bow, and wifh’d tor eyes to weep.
What gods can do, the mournful faunus tries ; 275
A mount ereéting where the fylvan lies.
T he rural powers the wond’rous pile furvey,
And pioufly their different honours pay. j
Th* aicent with verdant herbage Pales {pread,
And nymphs, transform’d to laurels, lent their fhade. .
Her ftream a Naiad from the bafis pours; 283
And Flora ftrews the fummit with her flowers.
Alone Mount Latmos claims pre-eminence,
When filver Cynthia lights the world from thence.
Sad Echo now laments her rigour more 183
Than for Narciffus her looie flame before.
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Her flefh to finew fhrinks, her charms are fled ;
All day in rifted rocks fhe hides her head,
Scon as the evening thews a {Ry ferene,
Abroad fhe ftrays, but never to be feen ; 290
And ever, as the weeping Naiads name
Her cruelty, the nymph repeats the {fame;
With them fhe joins, her lover to deplore,
And haunts the lonely dales he rang'd before.
Her fex’s privilege fhe yet retains ; 295
And, though to nothing wafted, voice remains.
So fung the Druids—then, with rapture fir’d,
Thus utter what the Delphic god nipir’d ;
Ere twice ten centuries fhall fleet away,
A Brunfwick prince fhall Britain’s fceptre fivay. 300
No more fair liberty fhall mourn her chains ;
‘The maid is refcu’d, her lov’d Perfeus reigns.
From Jove he comes, the captive to reftore ;
Nor can the thunder of his fire do more.
Religion fhall dread nothing but difguife; 305
And Jultice need no bandage for her eyes.
Britannia {miles, nor fears a foreign loid,
Her fafety to fecure, two powers accord,
Her Neptune’s trident, and her monarch’s {word.
Like him, fhall his Auguftus fhine in arms, 310
Though captive to his Carolina’s charms.
Ages with future heroes the fhall blefs,
And Venus once more found an Alban race.

Then fhall a Clare in honour’s caule engage :
Example muft reclaim a gracelefs age 5 115
Where guides themftlves, for guilty views, miflead,
And lawa, e'en by the legiflators, bleed ;

His brave contempt of {tate thall teach the proud,
None but the virtuous are of noble blood ;

For tyrants are but princes in difguife, 320
Though {prung by long defcents from Prolemies.
Right he fhzll vindicate, good laws defend ;

T'he firmeft patriot, and the warmelt friend.

Great Edward’s order early he fhall wear,

New light reftoring to the fully'd ftar. 325
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Oft will his leifure this retirement choofe,
Still finding future {ubjeéts for the mufe 5
And, to record the fylvan’s fatal flame,
T'he place fhall live in fong, and Claremont be the name.

TO THE LADY LOUISA LENOX:

WITH OVID’sS EPISTLES.

I*\I moving lines thefe few epiftles tell
What fateattends the nymph that likes too well :
How faintly the {uccefsful IC‘JEl'b burn,
And their negletted charms how ladies mourn,
The fair, }'cm "Il ind, when foft entreaties fail, 5
Adflert their uncﬂntg:{’ced right, and rail. ,
Too foon they liften, and refent too late ;
*Tis fure they love, whene’er they ftrive to hate.
Their fex or proudly fhuns, or poorly craves ;
Commencing tyrants, and concluding flaves. 10
In different breafts, what different paffions glow !
Ours kindle quick, but yours extinguifh flow.
The fire we boalt with force uncertain burns,
And breaks but out as appetite returns :
But yours, like incenfe, mounts by foft degrees, 15
And in a tragrant flame conlumes to pleafe. |
Your [ex, in all that can engage, excel 5
And ours in patience, and perfuading well.
Imperial Nature equallv decrees : |
You have your pride, apd we our perjaries. 20
Though form’d to conquer, yet too oft you fall,
By giving nothing, or by granting all.
‘But, Madam, leng will your unpratis’d years
Smile at the tale of lovers® hopes and fears.
Thoughe infant graces footh your gentle heurs, 2
More foft than fighs, more fweet than breathing flowers
Let rath admirers your keen lightning fear ;
*Ws br 1ght if diftant, but deftroys if near
The time ere long, if verle pri:fage, will come,
Your charms fhall open in full Brudenell bloom. 20
All eyes fhall gaze, all hearts {ball homage vow,
And not a lover languith but for you.
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The mufe thall ftring her lyre, with garlands crown’d
And each bright nymph thall ficken at the found.

So, when Aurora firft falutes the fight, 35
Pleas’d we behold the tender dawn of light ; '
But, when with riper red fhe warms the fkies,
In circling throngs the wing’d muficians rife,
And the gay groves rejoice in fymphonies.
Fach pearly flower with painted beauty fhines,
And every ftar its fading fire refigns. ' 41

TO RICHARD EARL OF BURLINGTON,
WITH OVID'S ART OF LOVE. v

My Lorbp,
UR poet’s rules, in eafy numbers, tell,
He felt the paffion he defcribes fo well.
In that [oft art fuccelsfully refin’d,
Though angry Cefar frown’d, the fair were kind,
More ills from love than tyrant’s malice flow ; 5
Jove’s thunder firikes lefs fure than Cupid’s bow,  °
Ovid both felt the pain and found the eafe;
Phyficians ftudy moft their own difeafe.
The praltice of that age in this we try,
Ladies would liften then, and lovers lie. 10
Who flatter’d moft the fair were moft polite, '
Each thought her own admirer in the right ;
To be but faintly rude was criminal,
But to be boldly fo aton’d for all.
Breeding was banifh’d for the fair ones’ fake, I§
‘The fex ne’er gives, but {uffers ours thould take,
Advice to you, my lord, in vain we bring ;
The flowers ne’er fail to meet the blooming {pring.
Though you poffefs all nature’s gifts, take care ;
Love’s queen has charms, but fatal is her fpare. 20
On all that godde(s her falle fmiles beftows ;
As on the feas fhe reigns, from whence fhe rofe,
Young Zephyrs figh with fragrant breath, foft gales
“3uide her gay barge, and {well the filken fails :
_4ach filver wave in beauteous order moves, 25
/ Fair as her bofom, gentle as her doves ;
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But he that once embarks, too furely finds
A f{ullen fky, black ftorms, and angry winds ;

Cares, fears, and anguifh, hovering on the coaft,
And wrecks of wretches by their folly loft. 18
When coming time fhall blefs you with a bride,

Let paffion not perfuade, but reafon guide ;

Inftead of gold, let gentle truth endear ;

She has molt charms who is the moft fincere,

Shun vain variety, 'tis but difeafe ; 35
Weak appetites are ever hard to pleale.

The nymph muft fear to be inquifitive ;

*T'is for the fex's quiet to believe.

Her air an eafy confidence muft thew,

And fhun to find what the-would dread to know ; 4e
Still charming with all arts that can engage,

And be the Juliana of the age, 42

TO THE DUCHESS OF BOLTON.

ON HER STAYING ALL THE WINTER IN THE COUNTRY.

E ASE rural conquefts, and fet free your fwains,
To Dryads leave the groves, to nymphs the plains,
In penfive dales alone let Echo dwell,
And each {ad figh fhe hears with ferrow tell.
Hafte, let your eyes at Kent’s Pavillion* thine, 5
It wants but ftars, and then the work’s divine.
Of late fate only tells of yielding towns,
Of captur’d generals, and protected crowns :
Of purchas’d laurels, and of battles won,

Lines forc’d, ftates vanquifh'd, provinces o’errun, 1e

And all Alcides’ labour fumm’d in one.

The brave muft to the fair now yield the prize,
And Englith arms {ubmit to Englith eyes :
In which bright lift among the firlt you ftand 5
Though each a goddefs or a Sunderland. 55

# A Gallery at St. James's,
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TO THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH,

ON HIS VOLUNTARY BANISHMENT.

O, mighty rrince, and thofe great nations fee,
Which thy vi€torious arms before made free 4
View that fam’d column, where thy name engrav’d
Shall tell their children who their empire fav’d ;
Point out that marble where thy worth is thewn, §
To every grateful country but thy own.
O cenfure undeferv’d ! unequal fatel
Which ftrove to leflen him who made her great :
Which pamper'd with {uccefs, and rich in fame,
Extoll’d his conquefts, but condemn’d his name. 10
But virtue is a crime when plac’d on high,
‘Though all the fault's in the beholder’s eye ;
Yet he, untouch’d, as in the heat of wars,
Flies from no danger but domeftic jars,
Smiles at the dart which angry envy fhakes I3
And only fears for her whom he forfakes :
He grieves to find the courlfe of virtue crofs’d,
Bluthing to [ee our blood no better Joft ;
Difdains in faftious parties to contend,
And proves in abfence moft Britanma’s friend, 20
So the great Scipio of old, to fhun
That glorious envy which his arms had won,
Far from his dear ungrateful Rome retii’d,
Prepar’d, whene’er his country’s caule requir’d,
To fhine in peace or war, and be again admir’d. 23

TO THE EARL OF GODOLPHIN.

HILST weeping Europe bends beneath her ills,
And, where the fword deftroys not, famine kills ;
Our ifle enjoys, by your fuccelstul care,
The pomp of peace, amid the woes of war.
So much the public te your prudence owes, [
You think no labours long for our repofe ;
Such conduét, fuch integrity, are thewn,
“There are no coffers empty but your own,

G2
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From mean dependence merit you retneve, .
Unafk’d you offer, and unfeen you give ; 10
Your favour, like the Nile, increafe beftows,

And yet conceals the fource from whence it flows.

No pomp, or grand appear ance, you approve :

A people at their eafe 1s what you love; ;

To leflen taxes, and a nation fave, 15

Are all the grants your fervices would have,

T'hus far the ftate-machine wants no repair,

But moves in matchlefs order by your care

Free from confufion, fettled and ferene ;

And, like the univerfe, by {prings unfeen, 28

; But now fome ftar, finifter to our prayers,

Contrives new [chemes, and LE“S you from affairs ; :

No anguifh in your looks, or cares appear,

But how to teach th’ unpractis’d crew to fteer.

Thus, like a vi&tim, no conftraint you need, 25

To expiate their offence by whom you bleed,
Ingratitude’s a weed af every chme,

It thrives too faft at firft, but fades in time.

The god of day, and your own lot’s the fame;

The vapours you have rais’d, obfcure your flame: 4o

But though you fuffer, and awhlie retreat, |

Your globe of light looks larger as you fet. 32

ON HER MAJESTY"S STATUE

IN §T. PAVL’S CHURCH YARD.

EAR the vaft bulk of that ftupendous frame,
Known by the Gentiles® great apoftle’s name ;

With grace divine great Anna’s feen to rife,
An awtul form that glads a nation’s eyes ;
Beneath her feet four mighty realms appear, 5
And with due reverence pay their homage there.
Britain and Ireland {eem to own her grace,
And e’en wild India wears a {miling face.

But France alone with downcaft eyes is feen, {
The f{ad attendant of fo good a queen : 10
Un rateful country! to forget fo foon,

All that great Anna for thy fake has dons :
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When {worn the kind defender of thy caufe,
Spite of her dear religion, {pite of laws ;
For thee fhe fheath’d the terrors of her {word, i
For thee fhe broke her general—and her word :
For thee her mind in doubtful terms fhe told,
And learn’d to {peak like oracles of old.
For thee, for thee alone, what could fhe more ?
She loft the honour fhe had gain’d before ; 1%
Loft all the trophies, which her arms had wWon,
(Such Cz(ar never knew, nor Phlhp s fon})
Refign’d the glories of a ten year’s reign,
And fuch as none but Marlborough's arm could gain.
For thee in annals fhe’s content to fhine,
Like other monarchs of the Stuart line. 26

ON THE NEW CONSPIRACY, 1716.

HERE, where, degenerate countrymen—how
high
Will your fond tul‘ and your madne(s fly ?
Acre {cenes of death 'wd fervile chains fo dear,
To fue for blood and bondage every year,
Like rebel Jews, with too much freedom curft, 5
To court a change, though certain of the worft ?
There 1s no clunate which you have not fought,
Where tools of war and vagrant kings are bought ;
O I noble paflion, to your country kind,
To crown her with——the refufe of mankind. ie
As if the new Rome, which your {chemes unfold,
Were to be built on rapine, like the old,
W hile her afylum openly prc-w-‘ies
For every ruffian every nation hides.
Will you ftiil tempt the great avenger’s blow, 13
And forc& the bolt which he is loath to throw?
Have there too few already bit the plains,
‘T'o make you feek new Preftons and Dumblains 2
If vengeance lofes its effeéts (o faft,
Yet thole of mercy, fure, thould longer laft. 29
Say, is it rafhnels or defpair provokes
Your harden’d hearts to thefe repeated ftrokes ?
. G 3
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RE ly :=—Behold, their looks, their fouls declare,

“1]1 pale with gmlt, and dumb with deep defpair.
- Hear then, you fons of blood, yourdeftin’d fate, 25

Hear, ere you fin too foon, repent too late.

Madly you try to weaken George’s reign,

And ftem the ftream of providence in vain.

By right, by worth, by wonders, made our own, ,

The hand that gave it fhall preferve his throne. . 30

As vain your hopa:s to diftant times remove,

To try the {econd or the third from Jove ;

For *tis the nature of that facred line,

To conquer monfters, and to grow divine. 34

ON THE KING OF SPAIN.

ALLAS, deftruétive to the Trojan line, |
Raz'd the proud walls, though built by hands
divine :
But Love’s bright goddefls, with pmpltmus grace,
Preferv’d a hero, and reftor’d the race. |
Thus the fam’d empire where the Iber flows,

Fell by Eliza, and by Anna rofe. 6
VERSES | X
WRITTEN FOR THE TOASTING GLASSES
OF THE

KIT-KAT-CLUB. 1703.

LADY CARLISLE.

CARLISLE $ @ name can every mufe mfpu"e 3
To Carlifle fill the glafs, and tune the lyre.
With his lov’d bays the god of day fhall crown
A wit and luftre equal to his own.

~ THE SAME. .
~ At once the fun and Carlifle took their way, 5
To warm the frozen north, and kindle day ;
The flowers to both their glad creation ow’d,
Their virtues hé, their beauties fhe beﬁuw do
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LADY ESSEX.

The braveft hero, and the brightelt dame,

- From Belgia’s happy clime Britannia drew ; 10
One pregnant cloud we find does often frame

‘The awful thunder and the gentle dew.

THE SAME.

To Effex fill the {prightly wine;
The health’s engaging and divine.
Let pureft odours fcent the air, 15
- And wreaths of roles bind our hair:
In her chafte lips thefe blufhing lie,
And thofe her gentle fighs fupply.

LADY HYDE.
The god of wine grows jealous of his art,
He only fires the head, but Hyde the heart. 20
The queen of love looks on, and fmiles to fee
A nymph more mighty than a deity.

ON LADY HYDE IN CHILD-BED.

Hyde, though in agonies, her graces keeps,

A thoufand charms the nymph’s complaints adorn; ™
In tears of dew fo mild Aurora weeps, 25
But her bright offspring is the cheerful morn.

LADY WHARTON.

When Jove to Ida did the gods invite,
And in immortal toafting pafs’d the night,
With more than neétar he the banquet blefs’d,
For Wharton was the Venus of the feaft, 10 -
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PROLOGUE

TO THE
MUSIC MEETING IN YORK-BUILDINGS.

‘ N J7HERE mufic and more powerful beauties reign,
| Who can fupport the pleafure and the pain?
Here their foft magic thole two Syrens try,

And if we liften, or but look, we die.

Why fhould we then the wondrous tales admire, 5
Of Orpheus® numbers, or Amphion’s lyre ;

Of walls ereted by harmonious fkill,

How mountains moy’d, and rapid ftreams ftood ftill!
Behold this fcene of beauty, and confeis

‘T'he wonder greatery and the fittion lefs, . 10
Like human viftims here we {tand decreed

To worfhip thole bright altars where we bleed.

Who braves his fate in fields, muft tremble here ;
Triumphant love more vaffals makes than fear.

No fation homage to the fair denies ; I5
The right divine’s apparent in their eyes.

That empire’s fix'd, that's founded in defire ;

Thole flames, the veftals guard, can ne’er expire. 18

PROLOGUE

TO THE
CORNISH SQUIRE, A COMEDY,.

V HO dares not plot in this good-natur’d age?
Each place is privileg’d except the ftage;

There the dread phalanx of reformers come,

Sworn foes to wit, as Carthage was to Rome

Their ears [o fanttify’d, no {cenes can pleale, 5

But heavy hymns or penfive homilies :

Truths, plainly told, their tender nature wound,

Young rakes muft, like old patriarchs, expound ;

The painted punk the profelyte muft play,

And bawds, like fille-dewotes, precure and pray. 10
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How nature is inverted! foon you'll fee
Senates unanimous, and fects agree,
Jews at extortion rail, and monks at myﬁery
Let charaéters be rer{entﬂd true,
An airy finner imakes an awkward prue. : 15
With force and fitting freedom vice analgn ;
Though pulpits flatter, let the ftage {peak plain.
If Verres gripes the poor, or Nanius write,
Call that the robber, this the parafite.
Ne’er aim to make an eagle of an owl 5 20
Cinna’s a {tatefinan; Sydrophel a topl,
Our cenfurers with want ot thought difpenfe,
But tremble at the hideous fin of fenfe.
Who would not {uch hard fate as ours bemoan,
Indiéted for fome wit, and damn’d for none ? 25
But if, to-day, fome fcandal fhould appear,
Let thole precife Tartuffs bind o’er Moliere.
Poet, and Papiit too, they’ll furely maul,
There’s no indulgences at Hicks’s-hall.
Gold only can their pious {pite allay, 30
They call none criminals that can but pay ;
The heedlefs fhrines with victims they invoke,
They take the fat, and give the gods the fmoke. 33

PROLOGUE

Spoken at the opening of the Queen's Theatre in the
Hay.market.

UCH was our builder’s art, that, {oon as nam’d,
This fahric, like the infant world, was fram'd.
The architeét muft on dull order wait,
But ’tis the poet only can create,
Done elfe, at pleafure, can duration give: 5
When marble fails, the mufes’ ftruftures live.
The Cyprian fane is now no longer feen,
Though {acred to the name of love’s fair queen.
E’en Athens {carce in pompous ruin ftands,
Though finifh’d by the learn’d Minerva’s hands, 10
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Move fure prefages from thele walls we find,
By beauty* founded, and by wit defign’d,

In the good age of gholtly ignorance,
How did cathedrals rife, and zeal advance |
"The merry monks faid orifons at eafe, 15
Large were their meals, and light their penances ;
Pardons for fins were purchas’d with eftates,
And none but rogues in rags died reprobates.
But now, that pious pageantry’s no more,
And ftages thrive, as churches did before : 20
Your own magnificence you here {urvey,
Majeftic columns ftand, where dunghills lay,
And cars triumphal rife from carts of hay.
‘Swains here are taught to hope, and nymphs to fear,
And big Almanzor’s fight mocks Blenheim’s here. 25
Defeending goddefles adorn our {cenes,
And quit their bright abodes for gilt machines.
Should Jove, for this fair circle, leave his throne,
He'd meet a lightning fiercer than his own.
Though to the {un his towering eagles rife,
"They {carce could bear the luftre of thefe eyes. 21

EPILOGUE

TO THE

TRAGEDY OF CATO,

HAT odd fantaftic things we women do !
Who would not liften when young lovers woo ?
What ! die a maid, yet have the choice of two !
Ladies are often cruel to their coft ;
To give you pain, themfclves they punith moft, 5
Vows of virginity fhould well be weigh’d ;
T'oo oft they’re cancell’d, though in convents made.
‘Would you revenge fuch rafh refolves—you may
Be {pitetul—and believe the thing we fay;
We hate you, when you’re eafily {2id nay. 30
How needlefs, if you knew us, were your fears!
Let love have eyes, and beauty will have ears,

 Lady Suaderland,
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Our hearts are form’d as you yourlelves would choofe :
Too proud to afk, too humble to refufe :
We give to merit, and to wealth we fell ; 15
He fighs with moft {uccefs that fettles WL
The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix;
*Tis beft repenting in a coach and fix.
Blame not our conduét, fince we but purfue
Thofe lively leflons we have learn’d from you : 20
Your breafts no more the fire of beauty warms,
But wicked wealth ufurps the power of charms,
What pains to get the gaudy thing you hate,
To fwell in fhow, and be a wretch in ftate! :
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow ; 25
E’en churches are no fanétuaries now ; ] :
There golden idols all your vows receive ;
She is no goddefs who has nought to give.
Oh may once more the happy age appear,
When words are artlefs, and the thoughts fincere; 30
When gold and grandeur were unenvy'd things,
And courts lefs coveted than groves and {prings,
Love then fhall only mourn when truth complains,
And conftancy feel tranfport in its chains;
Sighs with fuccefs their own [oft anguifh tell, e
.ﬂnd eyes fhall utter what the lips conceal: |
Virtue again to its bright {tation climb,
And beauty fear no enemy but time :
The fair fhall liften to defert alone,
And every Lucia find a Cato’s fon. 40

A 5.0 L L:O6 LY,
OUT OF ITALIAN,

COULD he whom my diffembled rigour grieves,
But know what torment to my foul it gives ;
He’d find how fondly I return his flame,
And want myfelf the pity he would claim,
¥mmortal gmdsl why has your doom decreed 5
T'wo wounded hearts with equal pangs fhould bleed ?
Since that great law which your tribunal guides,
Has join’d in love whom deftiny dwides 3

2




MISCELLANIES, 85
Repent, ye powers, the injuries you caufe,
Or chaage our natures, or reform your laws, 16
Unhappy partner of my killing pain,
Think what I feel the moment you complain,
Each figh you utter wounds my tendereft part,
So much my lips mifreprefent my heart.
When from your eyes the falling drops diftil, 15
My vital blood in every tear you {pill :
And all thofe mnurnf'u{agnnies I hear,
Acre but the echoes of my own delpair, 18

AN
IMITATION OF A FRENCH AUTHOR.

Cﬂ.N you count the filver lights

That deck the ikies, and cheer the mights

Or the leaves that ftrow the vales,

When groves are ftript by winter gales ;

Or the drops that in the morn L
Hang with tranfparent pearl the thorn ;

Or bridegroom’s joys, or miler’s cares,

Or gamelter’s oaths, or hermit’s prayers 3

Or envy’s pangs, or love’s alarms,

Or Marlborough’s alts, or n’s charms ? 10

ANACREONTIC EPISTLE TO MR. GAY,
ON HIS POEMS.

HEN fame did o’er the fpacious plain
The lays fhe once had learn’d repeat ;
All liften’d to the tuneful ftrain,
And wonder’d who could fing fo {weet.
Twas thus. The graces held the lyre, 5
The harmonious frame the mufes ftrung,
The loves and {miles compos’d the choir,
- And Gay tranfcrib’d wha;Ithbus fung. 3



26 GARTHL'S POEMS.

TO THE
MERRY POETASTER,
AT SADLER’S HALL IN CHEAPSIDE.

UN WEILDY pedant, let thy awkward mufe
With ceniures praife, with flatteries abufe.

T'o lafh, and not be felt, in thee’sanart:

T'how ne’er mad’ft any, but thy {chool-boys, fmart.
‘Then be advis’d, and feribble not again ; g
Thou’rt fathion’d for a flail, and nct a pen.

If B I's immortal wit thou would'ft decry,
Pretend ’tis he that writ thy poetry.

‘Thy feeble fatire ne’er can do him wrong ;

Thy poems and thy patients live not long. 12
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LIFE OF BROOME.

B

ILLIAM BROOME, the author of the fol-

lowing Poems, was born in Chefhire, but of
the time and place of his birth, or the incidents of
the early part of his life, no authentic intelligence can
be obtained,—further than that he was educated upon
the foundation at Eaton, and {ent by his friends from
thence to St. John's College, Oxford ; where, by their
affiftance, he was maintained till he entered into or-
ders. He had acquired at College the reputation of
being an excellent Greek fcholar, and difcovered fuch
a propenfity for verfifying, that his intimate. acquain-
tance familiarly called him the Poet ; but he evinced
very little knowledge of men and manners, till by en-
tering into focial life, he thook off the ruft of the
{chools.

The firft work of importance which he undertook,
was a profe tranflation of Homer’s Iliad, in conjunc-
tion with Ozell and Oldifworth, but what part of the
verfion was allotted to him, or what benefit accrued
from the joint labours of the tranflators is not known,
though, in the opinion of Toland, a ltterary charaéter
of eminence in that day, it was held fuperior to the
production of Pope.

Broome was afterwards introduced at Sir John
Cotton’s, at Madingly in Cambridgethire, to the ac-
quaintance of Pope, who entertained fo high an opi-
nion of his abilities, that he engaged him to felet ex-
tracts from Euftathius, for notes to the tranflation of

the Iliad ; and in the volume of Poems publifhed un-
A 3



6 LIFE OF BROOME.
der the title of ¢ Pope’s Mifcellanies,”” feveral of his
early pieces was inferted.

But Pope and Broome were to be yet more clofely
connelted ; for the fale of the Iliad being very rapid,
it gave encouragement to a verfion of the Odyfley ;
and Pope, to eafe himfelf of the toil, obtained the af-
fiftance of Fenton and Broome,* and taking only half
the work upon himfelf, divided the other half between
his coadjutors, gave four books to Fenton and eight
to Broome. Fenton’s books we have enumerated 1n
his life ; the fecond, fixth, eighth, eleventh, twelfth,
fixteenth, eighteenth, and twenty-third, fell to the lot
of Broome, together with the burden of writing all
the notes.t+ The aflociates executed their parts with
fuch ability, that even the judges of Poetry have ne-
ver been able to diftinguith their books from thofe of
Pope.

Dr. Johnfon remarks, that as this tranflation is a
very important event in poetical hiftory, the reader has.
a right to know upon what grounds the narration re-
{pecting the tranflation of the Odyfiey, being the joint
work of Pope, Broome, and Fenton, is eftablithed ;
and therefore makes the following obfervations :

¢¢ That the verfion was not wholly Pope’s was al-
ways known. He had mentioned the afliftance of two
friends in his propofals ; and at the end of the work
lome account is given by Broome of their different
parts ; which, however, mentions only five books as

* Rufthead relates that Fenton and Broome had already begun The
fiyfiey, butthat Fope liked better to have them confederates than rivals.

The original copy of Pope’s and Fenton’s books are in the Mufeum.
ton’s bocks have few alterations by Pope. Eropme's have nct been found j
it is 1aid Pope complained of the tremble he had ia corredting thams



LIFE OF BROOME. 7
written by the coadjutors ; the fourth and twentieth
by Fenton ; the fixth, the eleventh, and the eighteenth
by himfelf; that Pope in an advertifement prefixed af-
terwards to a new volume of his works, claimed only
twelve. A natural curiofity,”” continues the Dottor,
¢¢ after the real conduét of [0 great an undertaking,
incited me to inquire of Dr. Warburton, who teld
me in his warm language, that the relation given in
the note was ¢ a lie,” but he was not able to alcertain
the feveral fhares. The intelligence which Dr. War-
burton could not afford me, I obtained from Mr. Lang-
ton, to whom Mr. Spence had imparted it.

¢ The price at which Pope purchafed this affift-
ance was three hundred pounds paid to Fenton, and
five hundred to Broome, with as many copies for his
friends as amounted to one hundred pounds more.

‘The payment made to Fenton I know not, but by
hearfay. Broome’s is very diftinétly told by Pope in
a note to the Dunciad.* It is evident, that according
to Pope’s own eftimate, Broome was unkindly treated.
If four books could merit threee hundred pounds, eight
books and all the notes, equivalent at leaft to four, had
certainly a right to more than fix,

¢¢ Broome probably confidered himfelf as injured,
and there was for fome time more than coldnefs be-
tween him and his employer. He always {poke of
Pope as too much a lover of money; and Pope pur.
fued him with avowed hoftility, for he not only named

* Whoever imatines this a farcafm on the other ingenious perfon (Mr.
EBroome) is furely miftaken: the opinion gur Author had of him was fuf=
f'lu:l:-’:milyr fhewn by his jeining him in the undertaking of The Qdyfley, in
Which Mr. Broome, having engaged without any previous agreement, dif=
charged his part fo much to Mr. Pope’s fatisfa@ion, that he gratified him
with the full fum of sccl, and a prefent of all the books for which his ows
intereft could procure him fubfcribers, to the value of icol, more.
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him difrefpe&fully in the ¢ Dunciad,’ but quoted him
more than once in the ¢ Bathos,” as a proficient in
the ¢ Art of Sinking ;' and in his enumeration of the
different kinds of Poets diftinguifhed for the profound,
he reckons Broome among ¢ the parrots who repeat
another’s words in such a hoarfe, odd tone, as makes
them feem their own.” I have been told,” fays the
Doltor, ¢ that they were afterwards reconciled : but
I am afraid their peace was without friendthip.”

In 1727 he publifhed his Mifcellaneous Poems, with
a dedication to Lord Townfhend, dated January 16,
1726, being at that time Reftor of Sturfton in Sﬁﬂ'ﬂlk,
where he married a wealthy widow, a circumftance that
enabled him to take the degree of doftor of laws,when
the King vifited Cambridge in 1728.

In x733, he was prefented by the Crown to the
Reftory of Pulham, in Norfolk, which he held with
Oakley Magna, in Suffolk, given him by Lord Corn-
wallis, to whom he was chaplain, and who added the
Vicarage of Eye in Suffolk ; he then refigned Pulham,
and retained the other two. Towards the clofe of his.
life, he amufed himfelf with tranflating fome Odes of
Anacreon, which were publithed in the Gentleman’s
Magazine, under the fignature of ¢ Cheffer.”

He died at Bath, November 16, 1743, and was in-
terred in the Abbey Church.

The charalter of Broome was amiable and refpec-
table, though he never rofe to a very high dignity in
the church. At college he was univer(ally beloved ;
and in more advanced life he was diftinguithed by his
exemplary obfervance of the focial and domeftic duties,
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and his piety and diligence in the exercife of his cleri-
cal funétions. He is mentioned by the author of the
- ¢ Sacred and Prophane Hiftory Conneéted,’® under the

title of ¢“ the ingenious annotator on the Englith Homer,

whofe real worth, as well as learning, makes it a
plealure to me,”” f{ays the author, ¢ to fay that I can
call him my friend.”> As a poet, his compofitions are
charalterifed by corretnefs of j:udgment, elegance of
di&tion, and harmony of numbers, rather than by
force of genius, or livelinefs of fancy, though they are
not deftitute of either. His tranflations poffefs much
merit, as they are {imooth, claffical, and {pirited, and
moft of his original pieces are entitled to approbation,
either for the ideas they communicate, or the language
in which they are expreffed. Dr. Warton thinks that
the books he tranflated for Pope, in the Odyfley, are
inferior to thofe of Fenton ; but notwithftanding the
opinion of that critic, it is to be obferved, that the
judges of poetry have never been able to diftinguith his
books from thofe of Fenton and Pope.
¢ Of Broome,™ lays Dr. Johnfon, ¢ though it can-
not be [aid that he was a great poet, it would be unjuft
to deny that he was an excellent verfifier; his lines are
{mooth and fonorous, and his diétion is felet and ele-
gant. His rhymes are fometimes unfuitable, as in one
of his poems he makes breath rhyme to birth in one
place and to earth in another. Thofe faults occur but
feldom; and he had fuch powers of words and numbers
as fitted him for tranflation; but in his original works
recolleétion feems to have been his bufinefs more than
invention. His imitations are fo apparent, that it is
part of his reader’s employment to recal the verfes of
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fome former poet. Sometimes he copies the moft po-
pular writers, for he feems fcarcely to endeavour at
concealment, and fometimes picks up fragments in ob-
{fcure corners. His lines to Fenton,

“¢ serene, the fting of pain thy thoughts beguile,
¢t And make afflictions objects of a fmile,”

brought to my mind fome lines on the death of Queen

Mary, written by Barnes, of whom I fhould not have
expected to find an imitator ;

¢ Butthou, O Mufe, whofe fweét nepenithean tongue

£+ Can charm the pangs of death with deatilels fong 3

&4 Canft ffinging plagues with ealy thoughts beguile,

Y Make pains and tortures ohjects of a fmele.”

¢ To detect his imitations were tedious and ufelefs,

what he takes he feldom makes worfe, and he cannot
be thought a weak man whom Pope chole for an affo-
ciate, and whofe co-operation was confidered by Pope’s
enemies as fo important, that he was attacked by Hen-

ley with this ludicrous diftich,

¢t pope came off clean with Homer, but they fay
¢ Broome went before, and kindly fwept the way.”




DEDICATION,

TO THE RIGHT HONOURAELE

CHARLES LORD VISCOUNT TOWNSHEND,

Late one of bis Majefty’s Principal Secretaries of State, and Knight of the Moft
; Noble ﬂrder of the Gartery &'¢, !

My LoRp,

BEG leave to publith the following poems undey

your 1Ix:!ﬂ:rcmagf:.- a prefent, I confels, unworthy of
it, and of little value, excepting what gratitude gives
it : but, I fear, it may be efteemed a boaftrather than an
aknowledgment, or at beft an oftentatious kind of gra-
titude, to tell the world that I havereceived the higheft
obligations from the Lord Townfhend : itisan hﬂ'dGUl
to be regarded by a perfon of fo diftinguifhed a charac-
ter: Iam proud of it, and, not being of a nature to be
content with a filent gratitude, am not deterred from
owning it, thoughit be liable to be mifcalled vanity.

You have, my Lord, the happinefs to enjoy what
that great ftatefman ﬁfalﬁi.ghmn, who held the fame
office which you fill with fo much honour, fiequently
wifhed, but never obtained: a retirement from bufi-
nefs in the declenfion of life, to enjoy age in peace and
tranquillity : this laft ation [peaks you truly great ;
for that perfon who by a voluntary retreat, could in-
duftrioufly renounce all the grandeur of the world, muf
evidently have a foul above it.

‘Tully in his Tufculum was never more 11;1pp}, than
the Lf:-rd. Townfhend in his Rainham :

bk ma. Where '“H._]E‘-ﬂ.'lﬂﬂ"}" phm
&t Pure nature reigns where varied views from views
4 Diffufive profpedts yield # : here thagg'd with woods,
L. Yere rich with harveft, and th ere white with flocks,
¢ And 2]l the gay horizon frmi:,s around
it Full of thy genius ! Lo ! between yon groves
* The domeé with ealy grandeur, like the foul
Lt of its great matter, rifing cveriooks
LL The fubjeét regions, and comimands the charms
£ 0f many a pleafing landfcape to the eye
¢ pelightful change ! here groves of loftied} thade
Lt wave their proud tops, and f'::lrm of fatelielt view
& A {ylvan theatre ! w mle nature’'s hand
t: Pours forth profufe, o’er hilly o’er vale, o'eir lawn
¢ Her choicef bleflings: fee ! where yonder lake
¢t spreads its wide liouid plain : now ftands unmoved,
¢« Pure as th® expanfe of heaven, and heaven reflects
“ From its broad glittering mirror j now with LEVEE

# See Mr. Thomfon's excellent pogms.
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8 curl’d gently by the breeze, filutes the flowers

*® That grace its banks ! in ftate the (howy {wans
Arch their proud necksy and fowls of various plume

L& Innumerous, native or exotic, cleave

*¢ The dancing wave ! while o’er the adjoining lawns

& Obverted to the fouthern fums, the deer

“ wide fpreading graze, or ftarting bound away

¢ Incrowds, then turning, filent fand and gaze

€L Such are thy beauties Rainham, fuch the haunts

& Of angels in primazval guiltlefs days,

“ When man imparadis’d convers’d with God.”

This, my Lord, is buta faint piture of the place
of your retirement, which no one ever enjoyed more
elegantly: no part of your life lies heavy upon you ;
there is no unealy vacancy init ; itisall filled up with
ftudy, exercife, or polite amufement: here you fhine
in the moft agreeable, though not moft ftrong and daz-
zling light : in your public ftation you commanded ad -
miration and honour; in your private, you attratt
love and efteem : the nobler parts of your life will be
the fubject of the hiftorian; and the aétions of the great
ftatefman and patriot will adorn many pages of our fu-
ture annals : but the affeltionate father, the indulgent
mafter, the condefcending and benevolent friend, pa-
tron, and companion, can only be defcribed by thofe
who have the pleafure and happinefs to fee you aét
in all thofe relations: I could with delight enlarge
upon this amiable part of your charaéter; but am
fenfible that no portion of your time is {o ill {pent as
in reading what I write. I will therefore only beg the
honour to fubfcribe myfelf,

My Lord,
Your Lordfhip’s moft obliged,
And moft obedient {ervant,
Pulbam in Norfolk, 1739. WiLLiaM BROOME.

s ™ v bt il



PREFACE.

AM very fenfible that many hard circumitances
attend all authors : if they write ill, they are fure
to be ufed with contempt ; if well, too often with
envy. Some men, even while they 1mplﬂ1.rtth+:mﬁflveﬂ
with the fentiments of others, rail at their benefaftors,
and while they gather the fruit, tear the tree that bore
it. I muit confefs, that mere idlenels indueed me to
write ; and the hopes of entertaining a few idle men,
to publifh. I am not fo vain as not to think there are
many faults in the enfuing poems ; all human works
muft fall fhort of perfeftion; and therefore to ac-
knowledge it, is nmo humility : however, I am not
like thofe authors, who, out of a falle modefty, com-
plain of the imperiections of their own works, yet
would take it very ill if the world fhould believe them :
I will not add h}pncrlfy to my other faults, or att fo
abfurdly as to invite the reader to an entertainiment,
and then tell him that there is nothing worth his eat-
; I have furnifhed out the table according to my
beﬂ: abllltlﬁq, if not with a Iplendid elegance, yet at
feaft with an innocent varlet}r.

But fince this is the laft time that I thall ever, per-
haps, trouble the world in this kind, I will beg leave
to ipeak fomething not as a poet, but a critic ; that it
my eredit fhould fail as a pecet, I may have recourfe
to my remarks upon Homer, and be pardoned for my
indufiry as the annotator in part upon the Iliad, and
entirely upon the Odyfiey.

I will therefore Dﬂ:ﬁl a few things upon criticifim in
general, a ftudy very nchffar}', but fallen into con-
tempt Ehwugh the abufe of it, At the reftoration of
learning, it was pmuculallj,r neceflary ; authors had
been l{;hE buried in obfcurity, and cc:nleqm:ntly had
contraSted fome ruft thr ough the i ignorance and barba-
rifm of preceding ages : it was therefore very requ:-
fite that they fhould be polifhed by a critical hand, and

B



14 PREFACE, :
reftored to their original purity : in this confifts the
office of critics ; but, inftead of making copies agree-
able to the manufcripts, they have long inferted their
own conjectures ; and from this licenfe arife moft of
the various r._admrrs, the burdens of modern editions ;
whereas books are like piftures, they may be new
varnifhed, but not a feature is to be 'ﬂtr:red and
every ftroke that is thus added, deftroys in fome de-
oree the refemblance, and the original is no longer an
Homer or a Virgil, but a mere ideal perfon, the
creature of the editor’s fancy.  Whoever deviates
from this rule, does not corieét, but corrupt his an-
thor: and therefore, fince moft books worth reading
have now guud n"n}ufﬁunb, it"is a folly to devote tcm
much time to this branch of criticifin ; it is ridiculous to
make it the {upreme bufinefs of life to repair the ruins
of a decayed word, to trouble the world with vain
niceties about a letter, or a i'}rll"hi\u, or the tran{'puﬁr
tion of a phrafe, when the prefent reading is fufficiently
intélligible. Tlﬁr_ie learned triflers are mere weeders of
an author ; they colieét the weeds tor their own 'l‘ﬁ:‘,
and permit others to gather the herbs and flowers: it
would be of more advantage to mankind, when once
an author is faithfully publifhed, to turn our thoughts
from the words to the fentiments, and make them morg
eafy and intelligible. A ikill in verbal eriticifim is in
reality but a kil in guefling, and confequently he is
the belt critic who gueffes beft : a mighty attainment |
and yet with what pomp is a trivial alteration ufhered
into the world! Such writers are like Caligula, who
raifed a mighty army, and alarmed the whole world,
ant] then led it to gather cockle-fhells. 1In thort,
the queftion is not what the author might have {aid,
but what he has aétually faid ; it is not whether s dif-
ferent word will agree with the fenfe, and turn of the
period, but whether it was ufed by the author; ifit
was, it has a good title ftill to maintain its poft, and
the authority of the manufcript ought to be followed
rather than the fancy of the editor : for can a modern
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be a better judge of the language of the pureft of thr.-
ancients, than thole ancients who wrote it in the greateft
purity ? or if he could, was ever any author fo happy
as always to choofe the proper word ? Experience fhows
the nnpmﬂibiht}r Befides, of what ufe is verbal cri-
ticifm when once we have a faithful edition ? it em-
barrafles the reader inftead of giving new light and
hinders his proficiency by engrofling his time; and
calling off the attention from the author to the editor ;
it ircreafes the expence of books, and makes us pay
an high price for trifles, and often for abfurdities. I
will {mljr add, with Sir Henry Saville, that various
lections are now grown fo voluminous, that we begin
to value the firft editions of books as moft correét, be-
caufe leaft correfted.

There are other critics who think themfelves oblig-
ed to fee no imperfections in their author: from the
moment they undertake his caufe, they look upon him
as a lover upon his miftrefs ; he has no faults, or his
very faults improve into beauties : this, indeed, is a
weil-naturmi error, but ftill blameable, becaule it

nifguides the judgment. Such critics aét no lefs er-
mneouih}r, than 2 judge who fhould refolve to acquit
a perfon, whether innocent or guilty, who comes be-
fore him upon his trial. It is frequent for the partial
critic to praife the work as he likes the author ; he
admires a book as an antiquary a medal, folely from
the impreffion of the name, and not from the intrinfic
value : the ED‘Jph of a favourite writer thall be more
efteemed than the fineft gold of a lefs 1cceptab]e au-
thor : for this reafon many perfons have chofen to
publith their works without a name, and by this me-
thod, like Apelles, who ftood unfeen behind his own
Venus, have received a praife, which perhaps might
have been denied if the author had been vifible.

But there are other critics who aét a contrarv part,
and condemn all as criminals whom they try: they
dwell only on the faults of an author, and endeavour

B 2
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to raife a reputation by difpraifing every thing that
other men praife ; they have an antipathy to a thining
charalter, like fome animals, that hate the f{un only
becaufe of its brightnels : it is a crime with them to
excel : they are a kind of Tartars in learmng, who,
feeing a perfon of dlﬁmgmfhed qualifications, imme-
diately endeavour to kill him, in hopes to attain juft
fo much merit as they deftroy in their adverfary. I
never look into one of thefe critics but he puts me in
mind of a giant in romance : the glory of the giant
confifts in the number of the limbs of men whom he
has deftroyed ; that of the critic in viewing

b oeeea---Disjefti membra Poete,™ HOR.

If ever he accidentally deviates into praile, he does it
that his enfuing blame may fall with the greater weight 3
he adorns an author with a few flowers, as the ancients
thofe vi€tims which they were ready to facrifice : hc
ftudies criticifm as if it extended only to difpraife ;
pratice, which, when moft fuccefsful, is leaft dtfra-
ble _ A painter might juftly be thought to have a per-
ver{e imagination, who fhould delight only to draw
the deformiiies and diftortions of human nature,
which, when executed by the moft mafterly hand,
ftrike the beholder with moft horror. It is ufual with
envious critics to attack the writings of others, be-
caufe they are good ; they corftantly prey upen the
faireft fruits, and hope to {pread their own works
uniting them with thofe of their adverfary. But this
is like Mezentius in Virgil, to joina dead carcale to
a living body ; and the only effet of it, to fill every
well-natured mind with deteftation : their malice be-
comes impotent, and, confrary to their defign, they
give a teftimony of their enemy’s merit, and fhow him
to be an hero by turning all their weapons againft him
fuch critics are like dead coals ; they may blacken,
but cannot burn. Thefe writers bring to my memory
a paffage in the Iliad, where all the inferior powers,

the Picbs Superm, or rabble of the {ky, are fancied
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to unite their endeavours to pull Jupiter down to the
earth: but by the attempt they only betray their own
inability ; Jupiter is {till Jupiter, and by their una-
' vailing efforts they manifeft his fuperiority.

Modefty is effential to truecriticifim: no man has a
title to be a diftator in knowledge, and the f{enfe
of our own infirmities ought to teach us to treat others
with humanity. The envious critic ought to canﬁdm,
that if the authors be dead whom he cenfures, it is in-
humanity to trample uvon their athes with infolence ;
that it is {:l‘uﬁlt}r to fummon, implead, and condemn
them with rigour and animofity, when they are not
ina capacity to anfwer his unjuftallegations : If the au-
thors Le alive, the common laws of fociety obllge us
not to commit any outrage againft another’s reputation ;
‘we ought modeﬁly to eenvince, not injurioufly infult ;
and C(}nh.n.i for truth, not vi€tory : and yet the envi-
ous critic is like the tyrants of old, who thought it
not enough to conquer, unle(s their enemies were made
a public fpettacle, and {hagnﬂl in triumph at their
chariot wheels : but what is fuch a trmmph but a
barbarous infult over the calamities of their fellow
creatures ? the noife of a day, purchafed with the
mifery of nations ? However, I would not be thought
to be pleading for an exemption from eriticifm; I
would only have it circumferibed within the rules of
candour and humanity : writers may be told of their
ervors, provided it be with the decency and tendernefs
of afriend, not the malice and paiiion of an enemy :
boys may be whipped into {enfe, but men are to be
guided with reafon.

1t we grant the malicious critic all that he claims,
and allow him to have proved his adverfary’s dulnefs,
and his own, acutenefs, yet, as long as there is virtue
in the world, modeft dulm.ﬂ:, will be preferable to
learned arrogance : Dulnels may be a misfortune, but
arrogance is a crime ; and where is the migh ty advan-
tage, if, while he difcevers more learning, he is found

to have lefs virtue than his adverfary ? and, though he
B3
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be a better critic, yet proves himfelf to be a worfe man?
Befides, no one is to be envied the fkill in finding fuch
faults as others are fo dull as to miftake for beauties.
What advantage is fuch a quickfightednefs even to
the poffeffors of it ? It makes them difficult to be plea-
{fed, and gives them pain, while others receive a plea-
fure : they refemble the fecond-fighted people in SCGt-
land, who are fabled to fee more than other perfons ;
but all the benefit they reap from this privilege, is to
difcover objelts of horror, ghofts, and apparitions.

But it is time to end, though I have too much rea-
fon to enlarge the argument for candour in criticifm,
through a confcionfnels of my own deficiency : I ham:
in reality been pleading my own caufe, that if T appear
too guilty to obtain a pardon, I may find fo much
mercy from my judges, as to be condemned to fuffer
without inhumanity : But whatever be the fate of thefe
works, they have proved of ufe to me, and been an
agreeable amufement in a conftant Ibhtude Provi-
dence has been pleafed to lead me out of the great roads
of lite, in a private path : where, though we have lei-
fure to choofe the fmootheft way, yet we are all fure
to meet many obftacles in the journey: I have found
poetry an imacent companion, and fupport from the
fahguhs of it ; how long, or how fhort, the future fta-
ges of it are to be, as it is uncertain, foit is a folly to
be over-folicitous about it ; he that lives the langeﬂ
has but the finall privilege of creeping more leifurely
than others to his grave ; what we call living, is in re-
ality but a longer time of dying: and if thele verfes
prove as fhort-lived as their author, it is a lofs not
worth regretting ; they only die, as they were born,
in obfcunty.

o
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MISCELLANIES.

A POEM

ON THE SEAT OF WAR IN FLANDERS,
CHIEFLY WITH RELATION TO THE SIEGES:

WITH THE PRAISE OF PEACE AND RETIREMENT.
WRITTEN IN 17104

Humbly inferibed to fobn Holt, Efg. of Redgrawe-Hall in Suffolk.

Seceffus mei non defidiz nomen, fed tranquillitatis accipiant, PLIN,

HHPPY thou Flandria! on whofe fertile plains
In wanton pride luxurious Plenty reigns ;
y had Heav’'n beftow’d one blefling more,
ﬂnd plac’d thee diftant from the Gallic power :
" But now in vain thy lawns attraét the view, 5
They but invite the victor to fubdue :
War, horrid War ! the fylvan {cene invades,
And angry trumpets pierce the woodland thades,
Here fhatter’d tow’rs, proud works of many an age,
Lie dreadful monuments of human 1age 10
There palaces and hallow’d domes dlip;&y
Majeftic ruins awful in decay !
The very duft, tho’ undiftinguifh’d tred,
Compos’d perhaps fome hero great and good,
Who nobly for his country loft his blood. 15
Ev’n with the grave, the haughty fpoilers war,
And Death’s dark manfions wide difclofe to air ;
O’er kings and faints infulting ftalk, nor dread
To (purn the athes of the glorious dead.

See the Britannic Lions wave in air ! 20
See mighty Marlb’reugh breathing death and war !
From Albion’s fhores at Anna’s Eugh commands
The dauntlefs hero pours his martial bands ;

As when in wrath ftern Mars the Thund’rer fends
To fcourge his foes, in pomp the god defcends, 25
He mounts his iron car, with fury burns,

The car fierce-rattling thunders as it turns;

Gloomy he gra{ps his adamantine fhield,

Ad fcatters armies o’er th’ enfanguin'd field s
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With delegated wrath thus Marlb’ r-::-ugh glows, 30
In vengeance ruthing on his country’s foes. '

See round the hottile tow’rs embattled ftands

His banner’d hoft, embody’d bands by bands !

Hark ! the fhrill trumpet fends a mortal {ound,

And prancing horfes fhake the folid ground ; 35
The furly drums beat terrible afar

With all the dreadful mufic of the war :

From the drawn {words effulgent flames arife,

Flath o’er the plains, and lighten to the fkies ;

The heaven’s above, the fields and floods beneath, 40
Glare formidably bright, and fhine with death ;

In fiery ftorms defcends a murd’rous fthow’r, :
Thick flath the lightnings, fierce the thunders roar :
As when in wrathful mood Almighty Jove

Aims his dire bolts red-hifling from above, 45
Thro’ the fing’d air with unrefifted fway

The forky vengeance rends its flaming way,

And while the firmament with thunder roars,

From their foundations hurls imperial tow’rs ;

So rufh the globes with many a fiery round, 5o
Tear up the rock, or rend the ftedfaft mound s

Death fhakes alctt her dart, and o’er her ptey

Stalks with dire joy, and marks in blood her way ;
Mountains of heroes flain deform the ground,

"The fhape of man halt bury’d in the wound. e

And lo! while in the thock of war they clcfe,
While fiwords meet fwords and foes encounter foes,
The treach’rous earth beneath their footfteps cleaves,
Her entrails tremble, and her bofom heaves ;
Sudden in burits of fire eruptions rife, 6o
And whirl the torn battalions to the fkies. [found,
Thus earthquakes, rumbling with a thund’ nnf*
Shake the firm world, and rend the cleaving ground
Rc:cks, hills, and groves, are toft into the ik},
And in one mighty ruin nations die. 6
See, thro® th® incumbei’d air the pond’ rous bomb
Bears l’ﬂ'lg"l‘?lnﬂb of death within its womb!
‘The glowing orb difplays a bhﬂ‘lg train,
And darts bright horror thro® th’ ethereal pliin

by
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MISCELLANIES. ZY
It mounts tempeftuous, and with hideous found* 7o
Wheels down the heavens, and thunders o’er the ground !
Th’ imprifon’d deaths rufh dreadful in a blaze,
And mow a thoufand lives a thoufand ways ;
Earth floats with blood, while fpreading flames arifef
From palaces and domes, and kindle half the fkies. 75
Thus terribly in air the comets roll,
And fhoot malignant gleams from pole to pole :
*Tween worlds and worlds they move, and from their
Shake the blue plague, the peftilence, and war. [hair
But who is he who ftern beftrides the plain, 8o
Who drives triumphant o’er huge hills of {lain,
Serene, while engines from the hoftile tow’r
Rain from their brazen mouths an iron thow’r,
While turbid fiery moke obicures the day,
Hews thro’ the deathful breach his defp’rate way ?
Sure Jove delcending joins the martial toil ! 36
Or is it Marlb’rough or the great Argyle ?
Thus when the Grecians, furious to deftroy,
Levell’d the ftruétures of imperial Troy,
Here angry Neptune] hurl’d his vengeful mace, GO
There Jove o’erturn’d it from its inmoft bafe ;
Tho’ brave, yet vanquifh’d, the confels’d the odds:
Her fons were heroes, but they fought with gods.
Ah ! what new horrors rile ? indeep arra
The [quadrons form ; aloft the ftandards pﬁl}" ;
The captains draw the fword ; onev’ry brow
Determin’d Valour lours ; the trumpets blow.
See ! the brave Briton delves the cavern’d ground
Thro’ the hard entiails of the ftubborn mound,
And, undifmay’d by death, the foe invades 100
Thro” dreadful horrors of infernal fhades !
Invain the wall’s broad bale deep-rooted lies ;
In vain an hundred turrets threat the fkies!

VARIATIONS,
* Ev'n the ftern fouls of heroes feel difmay,
Proud temples nod, afpiring towers give way ;
Dreadful it mounts, tempeit’ons in its flight 3
It finks, it falls ; earth groans beneath its weight !
Th® imprifon’d deaths ruth out in finoke and fire ;
The mighty bleed 3 heaps cruth’d on heaps expire *
+ The barricrs burity wide-{preading flames wrife.
Meptunus muros, magnog 3 €émota tridenti
Fundamenta gatit, &c, Firg. A,

95
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Lo! while at eafe the bands immur’d repofe,
Nor carelefs dream of fubterranean foes, AT 1 Y
Like the Cadmaean hoft, embattled fiwvarms
Start from the eaith, and clath their founding arms,
And, pouring war and flaughter from beneath,
Wrap tow’rs, walls, men, in fire, in blood, indeathl
So fome fam’d torrent dives within thecaves 110
Ofﬂp’ning earth, ingulf‘d with all his waves :
High o’er the latent fiream the fhepherd feeds
His wand’ring flock, and tunes the {prightly reeds,
/T1ill from fome 11ftLd chafim the billows rile,
And foaming burft tumultuous to the fkies ; i3
Then roaring dreadful o’er the delug’d plain,
Sweep herds “and hinds in thunder to the main,
Bear me, ye {riendly Pow’rs | to gentler fcenes,
"T'o thady bow’rs and never-fading-greens,
Where the fhrill trumpet never fcunds alarms, 120
Nor martial din is heard nor clath of arms.
Hail, ye loft feats! ye limpid fprings and floods!
Ye flow’ry meads! ye vales! and mazy woods !
Ye limpid floods ! that ever murm’ring flow,
Ye verdant meads! where flow’rs eternal blow, 1235
Ye fhady vales! where zephyrs ever play,
Yewoods ! where little warblers tune their lay.
Here grant me, Heav’'n! toend my pﬁaceﬁli’days,
And fteal myfelf from life by flow decays ;
Draw health from food the Lcmp rate garden yields,
From fruit or herb, the bounty of the fields ; 131
Nor let the loaded table groan beneath
Slain animals, the horrid feaft of death:
With age unknown to pain or forrow bleft,
To the dark grave retiring as to reit ; 135
While gently with one figh this mortal frame
Diflolving, turns to afthes, whence it came ;
While my freed {oul departs withouta groan,
And joyful wings her flight to worlds unknown.
Ye gloomy grots | ye awful {olemn cells! ) TR0
Where holy thnught{y 1 Contemplation dwells,
Guard me from fplendid cares a:nd tirefome {tate,
That pompous mifery of being great!

o .
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Happy if by the wile and learn’d belov’d,
But happieft above all if felf-approv’d ! 345"
Content with eafe, ambitious to defpile
Hiuftrious vanity and glorious vice !
Come thou, chafte Maid ! here ever let me ftray,
While the calm hours fteal unperceiv’d away ;
Here court the Mules, while the {un on high 150
Flames in the vault of heaven, and fires the tky ;
Oz while the night’s dark wings this globe furround,
And the pale moon begins her folemn round,
Bid my free foul to ftarry orbs repair,
Thofe radiant worlds that float in ambient air, 155
And with a regular confufion ftray
Oblique, direét, along th’ aerial way ;
Or when Aurora ftom her golden bow’rs
Fixhales the fragrance of the balmy flow’rs,
Reclin’d in filence on a mofly bed 160
Confult the learned volumes of the dead ;
Fall’n realms and empires in deflcription view,
Live o’er paft times, and build whole worlds anew ;
Or from the burfting tombs in fancy raife
T'he fons of Fame, who liv'd in ancient days. 165

And lo! with ha up"nty ftalk the warrior treads !
Stern legiflators fr c:wmnql;ft their heads !
¥ fee proud vi€tors in triumphal cars,

Chiefs, kings, and heroes, feam’d with glorious fears !
Or liften till the raptur’d foul takes wings, 170
While Plato reafons, or while Homer fings.

Charin me, ye Sacred Leaves !#* with lottier themes,
With op’ nms{ heavens, and angels reb’d in flames :
Ye reftlefs pafiions ! while I read be aw’d :

Hail, ye myiterious oracles of God ! 175
_Hcrf: I behold how infant Time began,
How the duft mov’d and quicken’d into man ;
Here thro’ the flow’ry walks of Eden rove,
Court the foft breeze, or range the {picy grove; 179
There tread on hallow’d ground where angels trod,
And rev'rend patriarchs talk’d as friends with God ;

# The Holy Scriptures,

3



24 MISCELLANIES,
Or hear the voice to {lumb’ring prophets giv’'n,
Or gaze on vifions from the throne of heaven.

But nobler yes, far nobler fcenes advance !
Why leap the mountains ? why the forefts dance? 1835
Why flathes glory from the golden {pheres ?
Rejoice, O Earth! a God ! a God appears |
A God! aGod! deflcending angels fing,
And michty feraphs thout, Behold your King !
Hail, virgin-born ! Lift, lift ye blind ! your eyes; rgo
Sing, O ye dwmb ! and, O ye dead ! arife ;
Tremble, ye gates of hell ! in nobleft ftrains
Tell it aloud, ye heav’ns ! the Saviour reigns |

Thus lonely thoughtful may I run the race
Of tranfient life in no unufeful eafe ! 19§
Enjoy each hour, ner, as it fleets away,
Think life too fhort, and yet too long the day ;
Of right obfervant, while the foul attends
Each duty, and makes heaven and angels friends.
And thou, fair Peace ! from the wild floodsof war 200
Come dove-like, and thy blooming olive bear.
Tell me, ye victors ! what ftrange charms ye find
In conqueft, that deftruction of mankind ?
Unenvy’d may your laurels ever grow,
That never flourith but in human woe, 206
If never earth the wreath triumphal bears,
Till drench’d in heroes® blood or orphan’s tears !

Let Ganges from afar to flaughter train
His {able warriorson th’ embattled plain ;
Let Volga’s fons in iron {fquadrons rife, 210
And pour in millions from her frozen fkies ;
Thou, gentle Thames ! flow thou in peaceful ftreams ;
Bid thy bold fons reftrain their martial flameés :
In thy own laurels’ thade, great Marlb’rough ! ftay,
There charm the thoughts of conquer’d worlds away.
Guardian of England ! born to fcourge her foes, 216
Speak, and thy word gives half the world repofe.
Sink down ye hills ! eternal rocks fubfide !
Vanifh, ye f%::rts! thou, Ocean ! drain thy tide ;
We [afety boaft, defended by thy fame, 220
£ind armiesw-in the terror of thy name |
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Now fix o’er Anna’s throne thy victor blade ;
War, be thou chain’d ! ye ftreams ot blood, be ftay’d !
Tho®> wild Ambition her juft vengeance feels,
She wars to lave, and where fhe ftrikes fhe heals. 223
So Pallas with her javelin imote the ground,
And peaceful olives flourifh from the wound. 227

A DIALOGUE
BETWEEN A LADY AND HER LOOKING-GLASS,
While fbe bad the Green-ficknels.
THE gay Ophelia view’d her face
In the clear cryftal of her glafs ;
The lighting from her eye was fled,
Her cheek was pale, the rofes dead.
Then thus Ophelia with a frown— 5
¢ Art thou, falie thing ! perfidious grown ?
¢¢ T never could have thought, I {wear,
¢¢ To find fo great a flanderer there.
¢« Falfe thing ! thy malice I defy ;
¢ Beaux vow I'm fair—who never lie. 19
¢¢ More brittle far than brittle thou
¢ Would ev'ry grace of woman grow
¢¢ Tf charms fo great {o foon decay,
¢¢ The bright poffeflion of a day!
But this I know, and this declare, 15
¢¢ ‘That thou art falfe, and T am fair.”
The Glais was vex’d to be bely’d,
And thus with angry tone reply’d :
¢¢ No more to me of faliehood talk,
¢¢ But leave your oatimeal and yecur chalk, 20
¢ *Tis true you're meagre, pale, and wan ;
¢¢ The reafon is you’re {ick for man.”—
While yet it {poke, Ophelia frown’d,
And dafh’d th® offender to the ground :
With fury from her arm it fled, 25
And round a glitt’ring ruin {pread ;
When lo! the parts pale looks difclofe ;
Pale looks in ev’ry fragment rofe ;
Avround the room inftead of one
An hundred pale Ophelias thone, 30
C ,
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26 MISCELLANIES;
Away the frighted virgin flew,
And humbled, from herfelf withdrew.
THE MORAL.

Ye beaux ! who tempt the fair and young
With fnuff and nonfenfe, dance and fong ;
Y'e men of compliment and lace |
Behold this image in the glafs ;

The wondrous force of flatt’ry prove

T'o cheat fond virgins into love : |
Tho’ pale the cheek, yet fivear it glows
‘W ith the vermilion of the rofe :

Praife them—for praife is always true,
Tho” with both eyes the cheat they view.
From hateful truths the virgin flies,

But the falie fex is caught with lies.

POVERTY AND POETRY.
TWAS fung of old how one Amphion

Could by hlS veries tame a lion,

And Ly his &1ange enchanting tunes
Make bears or wolves dance rigadcons.
His fongs could call the timber down,
And form it into houle or town ;
But it is plain that in thefe times
No houle is rais’d by poet’s rhymes ;
They for themfelves can only rear
A few wild caftles in the air:
Poor are the brethren of the bays,
Down from high ftrains to ekes and ayes.
The Mules too are virgins yet,
And may be—till they portions f‘e

Yet ftill the doating rhymer dreams,
And fings of Helicon’s bright ftreams ;
But Helicnn, for all his clatter,
Yields only uninfpiring water.
Yet ev'nathirft he fweetly fings
Of neftar and Elyfian fprings.

What dire malignant planet fheds,
Yebards! his influence on your heads 2
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MISCELLANIES,
Lawyers, by endlefs controverfies,
Confume unthinking clients’ purfes :
As Pharaoh’s kine, which firange and odd 1s,
Devour’d the plump and well-fed bodies,

The grave phyfician, who by phyfic,
Like Death, difpatches him that is fick,
Purfues a fure and thriving trade ;
Tho’ patients die the doétor’s paid
Licens’d to kill, he gains a palace,

For what another mounts the gallows,

In fhady groves the Mules ftray,

And love in ﬂDW ry meads to play ;
An idle crew ! whofe only trade is
To fhine in trifles, like our ladies ;

in dtemng, dancing, toying, ﬁngmg‘,
While witer Pallas thrwr.a by fpinning
‘Thus they gain nothing to bequeath
Their vot’'ries,.but a laurel wreath.

But Love rewards the bard : the fair
Attend his fong and eale his care.
Alas! fond youth ! your plea you urge ill
W ithout a jointure, tho> a Virgil.
Could you like Pheebus fing, in vain
You nobly fiell the lofty ftrain :

Coy Daphne flies ; and you will find as
Hard hearts as her’s i your Belinda’s.

But then fome fay you purchafe fame,
And gain that envy’d prize, a name :
Great recompenfe! like his who fells
A diamond for beads and bells.

Will fame be thought fuflicient bail
T'o keep the poet trom the jail ?

Thus the brave foldier in the wars
Gets empty praile and aking fcars;

Is paid with fame and wooden legs,
And, ftarv’d, the glorious vagrant begs.
L2
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THE COMPLAINT.

CLELIA TO DAMONS

I WHO was once the glory of the pla‘n,

The faireft virgin of the virgin train,

Am now (by thee, O faithlels man ! betray’d)

A fall'n, a loft, a miferable maid !

Ye winds ! th?.t witnels to my deep delpair,

Receive my fighs, and waft them thro’ the air,

And gently breathe them to my Damon’s ear !

Curs’d, ever curs’d, be that unlucky day

W hen trembling, fishing, at my feet he lay!

I trembled, figh’d, and look’d my heart away.

Why was h:: tmm d ye Pow’rs ! his fex’s pride,

T oo falfe to love, too fair to be deny’d ?

Ye heedlels virgins ! gaze not on his eyes ;

Lovely they are, but the that gazes dies |

O tly his voice, be deat to all he fays !

Charms has his voice, but charming it betrays !

At ev’ry word, each motion of his eye,

A thoufand lnve:, are born, a thoufand lovers die.
Say, gentle }ouhai ve blels’d Arcadian fwains,

Inhabitants of thefe delightful plains,

Say by what muntmn, in what roly bow’r,

Reclinies my charmer in the noontide hour ?

To you, dear fuglhve where’er you ftray,

wild wnh delpair, impatient of delay,

Swift on the wings of eager love I fly,

Or fend my foul #ill {wifter ina figh !

I"d then inform you of your L;eha s cares,

And try the eloquence of female tears :

Fearlels I'd pals where Delolation reigns,

Tread the wild walte, or burning Ly bian plains ;

Or where the North his furious pinions tries,

And howling hurricanes embroil the (kies |

Should all the monfters in Getulia bred

Oppole the paflage of a tender maid,

Dauntlefs, if Damon calls, his Czlia {peeds

Thre all the monfters that Getulia breeds !

|
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MISCELLANIES. 29

Bold was Bonduca, and her arrows flew
Swift and unerring from the twanging yew :
By love infpir’d, I'll teach the fhaft to fly ;
For thee I'd conquer, or at leaft would die! 40
If o’er the dreary Caucafus you go,
Or mountains crown’d with everlafting fnow,
Where thro® the freezing fkies in ftorms it pours,
And brightens the dull air with fhining fhow’rs ;
Ev’'n there with you I could fecurely reit, 45
And dare all cold but in my Damon’s breaft,
Or fhould you dwell beneath the fultry ray
Where rifing Pheebus ufhers in the day,
There, there I dwell ! Theu, Sun! exert thy fires ;
Love, mighty Love! a fiercer flame infpires. 50
Or if, a pilgrim, you would pay your vows
Where Jordan’s ftream in {oft meanders flows,
I'll be a pilgrim, and my vows I'll pay
Where Jordan’s ftreams in foft meanders play.
Joy of my foul! my ev’ry wifh in one ! 55
Why muft Ileve, when loving I'm undone ?
Sweet are the whifpers of the waving trees
And murm’ring waters, curling to the breeze ;
Sweet are foft flumbers in the thady bow’rs,
‘When glowing {uns infeft the fultry hours : 6o
But not the whifpers of the waving trees,
Nor murm’ring waters, curling to the breeze ;
Not fweet foft flumbers in the fhady bow’rs,
When thou art abfent, whom my foul adores!
Come, let us feek fome flow’ry fragrant bed ; 65
Come, on thy bofom reft my love-fick head ;
Come, drive thy flocks beneath the ifhady hills,
Or foftly flumber by the murm’ring rills.
Ah! no; he flies ; that dear enchanting he
Who'e beauty fteals my very felf from me ! 70

Yet wert thou wont the garland to prepare
To crown with fragrant wreaths thy Czlia’s hair;
When to the lyre fhe tun’d the vocal lays,
Thy tongue would flatter, and thine eyes {peak praife ;
And when fmooth-gliding in the dance the mov'd, 75
&Ik thy falfe bofom if it never lov'd 2
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90 MISCELLANIES.

And ftill her eye fome little luftre bears,

If {wains {peak truth—tho’dimm’d for thee with tears !

But fade each grace fince he no longer fees

Thofe charms for whom alone J with to pleafe!  8a
But whence thefe fudden {ad prefaging fears,

Thefe rifing fighs, and whence thefe flowing tears ?
Ah'! left the trumpet’s terrible alarms

Have drawn the lover from his Czlia’s charms,

To try the doubttul field, and fhine in azure arms ! 835

Ah ! canit thou bear the labours of the war,

Bend the tough bow, or dart the pointed {pear ?

Defift, fond youth ! let others glory gain,

Seek empty honour o’er the furgy main,

Or theath’d in horrid arms rufh du:afiful to the plain,

Thee, fhepherd ! thee the pleafurable woods, 91

The painted meadows and the cryftal floods,

Claim and invite to blefs their {weet abodes :

There fhady bow’rs and fylvan fcenes arife,

There fountains murmur, and the (pring fupplies g5

Flow’rs to delight the fmell or charm the eyes.

But mourn, ye fylvan {cenes and fhady bow’rs !

Weep all ye fountain’s ! Languifh all ye flow’rs !

If in a defert Damon but appear,

To Calia’s eyes a delert is more fair 100

Than all your charms; when Damon is not there!

Gods ! what foft words, what {weet delufive wiles,

He boafts ! and oh ! thofe dear undoing miles !

Pleas’d with cur ruin to his arms we run:

To be undone by him, who would not'be undone ? 103

Alas! I rave. Ye fwelling torrents ! roll

Your wat’ry tribute o’er my love-fick foul :

To cool my heart your waves, ye oceans ! bear :

Oh! vain are all your waves, for love is there !
But ah! what fudden thought to frenzy moves 110

My tortur’d foul ?—Perhaps my Damon loves :

Some tatal beauty, yic.ldinfr all her charms,

Detains the lovely traitor from my arms.

Blaft her, ye fkies! let inftant vengeance feize

Thole gudty charms, whofe crime it is to pleafe! 315

l [




MISCELLANIES, 31
" Damon is mine !—Fond maid ! thy fears fubdue :
Am I not jealuus, and my charmer true?
O Heaven! from jealouly my bofom fave,
Cruel as death, infatiate as the grave !

Ye Powers! ufall the ills that ever curft 120
Our fex, fure man, diffembling man! is wortt.
Like froward boys, a while in wanton play,
He fpm ts with hearts, then throws the toys away :
With {pecious wiles weak woman he affails, 124
He {wears, weeps, imiles, he flatters, and prevails ;
Then in a moment, when the maid believes,
The perjur’d traitor tr iumphs fcorns, and leaves,
How oft my Damon {wore th’ all-feeing {un
Should change his courfe, and rivers backward run,
Ere his fond heart thould range, or faithlefs prove 130
To the bright objeét of his fedfaft love !
O! inftant change thy courfe, all-feeing fun !
Damon is falfe ; ye rivers ! backward run.

But die, O ertchLd C=lia! die. In vain
Thus to the fields and floods you breathe your pain.
The tear is fruitlefs, and the tender figh, 136
And life a load.—Forfaken Czlia ! die.
Fly fwifter, time ! O ipeed the joytul Lour !
Receive me, grave !—then I fhall love no more.
Ah'! wretchhd maid ! {o {ad a cure to prove ; 140
Ah ! wretched maid ! to fly to death from love.
Yet oh ! when this poor frame no more thall live,
Be happy, Damon ! may not Damon gricve?
Ah me! I'm vain : my death cannot appedr
Worth the vaft price of but a {ingle tear, 14§
Forlorn, abandon’d, to the rocks I go,
But they have learn’d new cruclties of yous
Alonc relenting Echo with me mourns,
And faint wlrh grief fhie fcarce my fighs returns.
Then Sighs adieu | ye nobler p: Tions rife | 150
Be wile, fond mzid !—but who in love is wife ?
I rage, Ir ail, the extremes of AngEr Prove ;
Nay, almoft hate—then love tliee beyond love !
Plt}r, kind Heavei ! and right an m_]m "d maid :
Yet oh ! yet fpare the d"m decelver’s head ! Y

Loy
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It from the fultry funs at noontide hours

He feeks the covert of the breezy bow’rs,
Awake, O South ! and where my charmer lies,
Bid roles bloom, and beds of fragrance rife ;
Gently, O gently ! round in whifpers fly, 160
Sigh to his fighs, and fan the glowing fky.
If ¢’er the waves he cuts the liquid way,
Be ftill, ye #vaves ! or round his veflel play.
And you, ye winds ! confine each ruder breath,
Lie hufh’d in filence, and be calm as death ; 165
But if he ftay detain’d by adverle gales,
My fighs fhall drive the thip, and fill the flagging fails.
ON THE DEATH OF MY DEAR FRIEND
MR. ELIJAH FENTON, 1730.
........... ¢ Calentem

¢ Debita fparzes lacryma favillam
¢ vatis amici.™

A S when the King of Peace and Lord of Love

- Sends down fome brighter angel from above,

Pleas’d with the beauties of the heavenly gueft,

A while we view him in full glory dreft :

But he, impatient from his heaven to ftay, 5

Soon difappears, and wings his airy way:

So didft thou vanifh, eager to appear

And fhine triumphant in thy native {phere,
Yet hadft thou all that virtue can beftow,

All the good praftile, and the learned know, 10

Such holy rapture as not warms, but fires,

‘While the foul feems retiring, or retires :

Such tranfports as thofe faints in vifion fhare,

‘Who know not whether they are rapt thro’ air,

Or bring down Heaven to meet them ina pray’r. 13
O early loft! yet ftedfaft to furvey |

Envy, difeafe, and death, without difimay ;

Serene, the fting of pain * thy thoughts beguile,

And make afflitions, objets of a {mile :

So the fam’d patriarch on his couch of ftone 20

Enjoy’d bright vifions from the eternal throne. [pleafe,
Thus wean’d from earth, where pleafure {carce can

Thy woes but haften’d thee to heaven and peace ;
# The gout,

'
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MISCELLANIES. 73
As angry winds, when loud the tempeft roars,
More {wiftly fpeed the veflel to the fhores. 25

O may thefe la}'s a lafting luftre fhed
Q’er thy dark urn, like lamps that grace thedead !
Strong were thy t‘mught’s, yet reafon bore the fway ;
Humble, yetlearn’d; tho’ innocent, yet gay
So pure of heart, that thou might'ft fately thow 30
Thy inmoft bofom to thy bafelft foe ;

Careleis of wealth, thy blifs a calm retreat,

Far from the infults of the fcornful great ;

‘Thence looking with difdain on proudeit things,
Thou deemed’ft mean the pageantry of kings, 35
Who build their pride on trapgmgb ot a throne,

A painted ribband or a glitt’ring {tone,

Uteleflly bright! ° J‘.“was thine the foul to raife

To nobler objeéts, fuch as angels praile ;

To live tomortals® empty tame a foe, 40
And pity human joy and human woe ;

To view ev'n [plendid vice with gen’rous hate ;

In life unhh.m ith’d, and in death tedate ;

Then confcience, fhmmg with a lenient ray,

Dawn’d o’er thy foul, and promis’d endlefs day. 45
So from the fetting c-rb of Pheebus fly

Beams of calm light, and glitter to the fky.

W here now, O ! whexe fhall I true trlenfiihip find
Among the treach’rous race of bafe mankind ?
Whnm, whom confult in all th® uncertain wa}rs 50
Of various life, fincere to blame or p;:n
O friend! O! faliurr in thy ftrength of }fears,

Warm from the :mltmrr foul receive theie tears !

O woods | O wilds! Oev 'ry bow'ry fhade !

So often vocal by his mufic made, 55
Now other {ounds—ifar other founds! return,

And o’er his hearfe with all your echoes mourn !|—
Yet daie we grieve that {oon the paths he trod

‘T'o heaven, and lett vain man ftor {aints and God ?

"T'hus in the theatre the {cenes untold 60
A thoufand wonders giﬂrmub to behold,

And herc or there as the machine ex EIldS
A hero rifes, or a god defcends ;
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But foon the momentary pleafure flies, -
Swift vanifhes the god, or hero dies. 635
Whﬂe were ye, Muﬁ:a ! by what fountain ﬁde,
What river, {porting when your fav’rite dy'd ?
He knew by verfe to chain the headlong floods,
Silence loud winds, or charm attentive woods ; |
Nor deign’d but to high themes* to tune the firing,
To fuch as Heaven might hear, and angels fing : 71
Unlike thofe bards whcr, uninform’d to play,
Grate on their jarring pipes a flathy lay,
Each lme difplay’d united ftrength and eale,
Form’d like his manners to inftruét and pleafe. 75

So herbs of balmy excellence preduce
A blooming ﬂuw& and {alutary juice ;
And while each planta fmiling grace reveals,
Ufefully gay, at once it charms and heals.

Tranfcend ev'n after death, ye great! in fhow, 8o
Lend pomp to athes, and be vain in woe :
Hire {ubftitutes to mourn with formal cries,
And bribe unwilling drops from venal eyes ;
While here {'ﬂcerlty of grief appears,
Silence that fpeaks, and Elﬂquence in tears ; 35
While, tir’d of life, we but confent to live
To fthow the world how really we grieve.
As fome fond fire whofe only fon lies dead,

111oft to comfort makes the duft his bed,
Hangs o’er his urn, with frantic grief deplores, 9o
And bathes his clay-cold cheek with copious fhow’rs ;
Such heart-felt pangs on thy fad bier attend, -
Companion ! brother! all in one—my friend !
Unlefs the foul a wound eternal bears,
Sighs are but air, but common water tears: . g5
The pmud relentle{s weep in flate, and fhow
Not {orrow, but magn-ﬁcmca of woe.

Thus in the fountain, from the iculptor’s hands,
With imitated life, an image ftands ;
From rocky entrails thro” his ftony eyes ‘100
The mimic tears in {treams inceffant rife

# Mr. Fenton intended to write upon moral fubjedts,
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Unconfcious, while aloft the waters flow
The gazers® wonder and a public thow,

Yehallow’d Domes! his {requent vifits tell,
Thou court where God himlelf delights to dw 11; 105
Thou Myftic T able and thou hely Feaft!
How often have ye {een the facred gueft ?
How oft” his foul with heavenly manna fed,
His faith enliven’d, while his fin ‘e’n dead ?
Whie lit’ning mm—:l& heard f{uch i®prures rife 110
As when they hymn th® A Imighty charms the fkies,
But where, now ‘where, without the body’s aid,
New to the heav’ns, fubfifts thy <re:1:iu thade ?
Glides it beyond our grols imper fedt ky,
Pleas’d high o'er ftars from woild to world to fly, 1135
And fearle(s marks the comet’s dreadiul blaze
While monarchs quake and trembling nations gaze ?
Or holds deep converle with the mighty dead,
Champions of virtue, who for virtue bled ? ;
Or joins in concert with angelic E]lﬂ-ifb, 120
Where hymning feraphs found their golden 1}'1&5,
Where raptur d faints unfading crowns in wreath,
Triumphant o’er the world, o’er fin and death ?
O may the thought his fr -..mi s devotion raife !
O may he imitate as well as praife! i
Awake, my heavy foul! and upward fly,
Speak to the [aint, and meet nim in the jkjr,
Andafk the certain way to rife as hign. 128

ON THE
BIRTHDAY OF A GENTLEMAN

WHEN THREEE YEARS OLD,

WAKE, fweet Babe! the {fun’s emerg‘ing ray
That gave you, birth renews the happy day:
Calmly ferene, and glorious to the view,
He marches forth, and ftiives to look like you.
Fair beauty’s bud! when time fhall ftretch thy {pan,
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to"man,



16 MISCELLANIES,
What plenteous fruits thy bloffoms fhall produce,
And yield not barren arnament, but u1-::-!
E’en now thy {pring a rich increafe prepares
To crown thy riper growth and manly years. 10
Thus in the kernels intricate diiguiie,
In miniature a little orchard lies ;
The fibrous labyrinth by juft degrees
Stretch their fwol'n cells, replete with future trees;
By time evolv'd the ipreadlnv branches rife, 15
Yield their rich fruits, and fhoot into the fkies.
O lovely babe! what luftre thall adorn
Thy noon of beauty when {o bright thy morn ?
Shine forth advancing with a brighter ray,
And may no vice o’ercloud thy future day ! 20
With nobler aims inftruét thy foul to glow
Than thole gay trifles, titles, wealth, and thow,
May valour, wiidom, learning crown thy days!
Thole fools admire—thefe heav'n and angels praife¥*.
With riches bleft, to heav’n thofe riches lend, 23
The poor man’s guardian, and the good man’s friend :
Bid virtuous Sorrow [mile, {corn’d Merit cheer,
And o’er Aflition pour the gen’rous tear.
Some, wildly lib'ral, fquander, not beftow,
And give unprais’d, becaufe they give for thow. 30
To {anttify thy wealth on worth employ
Thy gold, and toa bieﬂing turn the toy.
Thus off rings from th’ unjuft pollute the fkies;
The good turn {inoke into a facrifice.
As whenan artift plans a fav’rite draught, 35
The ftructures rife refponfive to the thought,

ADDITION.

# To brace the mind to dignity of thought,
To emulate what godlike Tully wrote,
Be thisthy early with ! The garden hreeds,
Jfunmim at leaft bll.t g iudy weeds;
And ft %burn youth, by culture un'"ut-uu ds
Lies wildly barren or put gayly rude:
Yet as fome Phidias gives the marble life,
While Art with Nature holds a dubious firife,
Adorns a rock with graces not its own,
And calls a Venus from the rugeed Gones
£o culture aids the human foul to rife,
To fcorn the fordid earth, and mount the fkies,
‘Till by degrees the noble gueft refines,
Claims her high birthrighty and dmncl}r ihines,

|
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A palace grows beneath his forming hands,
Or worthy of a god a temple frands : ‘
Such is thy rifing frame, by heav’'n defign’d
A temple worthy of a godlike mind;
Nobly adorn’d, and finifli’d to dilplay
A fuller beam of heaven’s ethereal ray.
May all thy charms increafe, O lovely boy!
Spare them, ye Pains! and age alone deftroy
So fair thou art, thatif great Cupid be
A child, the god might boaft to lock like thee!
W hen yeung Iulus® forjn he deign’d to wear,
Such wete his fmiles, and fuch his winning air.
E’en Venus might mittake thee for her own,
Did not thy eyes proclaim thee not her {on ;
‘T'hence all the lightning of thy mother’s flies,
A Cupid grac’d with Cytherea’s eyes! |

Yet ahi how fhort a date the Pow’rs decree
To that bright frame of beauties and to thee!
Pals a tew days, and all toy beauties fly !
Pafls a few years, and thou, alas! fhaltdies

Then all thy kindred, 4ll thy friends fhall {ee,

37

40°
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With tears, what now thou art, and they muit be;

A pale, cold, lifelefs, lum p of earth deplore :
Such fhalt thou be, and kings {hall be no more!

But oh! when ripe for death, Fate calls thee hence,

Sure lot of ev’ry mortal excellence;

When, pregnant as the womb, the teeming earth
Refigns thee quicken’d to thy f{econd birth,

Rife cloath’d with beauties that fhall never die,
A faint on earth, an angel in the fky!

6o
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ON THE BIRTHDAY OF
MR. ROBERT TREFUSIS,

EBang three Yearsold March22, 1710-11%.

V HY, lovely babe! does flumber feal your eyes?
See, fair Aurora blufhes in the fkies :
‘The fun, which gave you birth, in bright array
Begins his courfe, and ufhers in theday:
Calmly ferene, and glorious to the view, 5
He marches forth,” and ftrives to look like you.
Fair Beauty’s bud ! when time fhall ftretch thy {pan,
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man,
How fhall cach fwain, each beauteous nymph, complain!
For love each nymph, for envy ev'ry fwain? 10
What matchlefs charms fhall thy full noon adorn
When foadmir’d, {o glorious, is thy morn!
So glorious is thy morn of life bégun,
That all to thee with admiration run,
Turn Perfians, and adore the rifing fun. 15
So fair art thou, that if great Cupid be
A child, as poets fay, f{ure thou art he.
Fair Venus would miftake thee for her own,
Did not thy eyes proclaim thee not her fon ;
There all the lightnings of thy mother’s fhine, 20
Their radiant glory and their {weetnefs join
‘T'o fhew their tgatal pow’r and all their charms in thine.
If fond Narciffus in the eryftal flood
A form like thine, O lovely infant! view’d,
ell might the flame the pining youth deftroy :
Excefs of beauty juftify’d the boy. 26

# This Poem is on the fame {ubje& with the preceding, but differs from
it materially. Tt is apparently the original one, and preferves the name and
date: the other is enlarged, and moure highly pnIiIhed. We print it from the
fourth volume of Nicho)'s Collection of Poems, publifhed in 1780,



MISCELLANIES, 19
- ON AYLOWER

WHICH BELINDA GAVE ME FROM HER BOSOM.

LOVELY offspring of the May !
Whence flow thy balmy odours, {ay ?

Such odours——not the orient boalfts,
Tho® Paradife adorn’d the coafts.
O! f{weeter than each flower that blooms 5
This fragrance from thy boiom comes!
Thence, thence, fuch fweets are {pread abroad
As might be incenfe for a god!

When Venus ftood conceal’d from view,
Her (on the latent* goddefs knew, 10
Such fweets breath’d round! and thus we know
QOur other Venus here below.

But fee, my faireft! fee this flow’r,
This thort-liv’d beauty of an hour!—
Such are thy charms I—yet zephyrs bring 15
The flow’r to bloom again in {pring;
But beauty, when it once declines,
No more to warm the lover thines.
Alas! inceflant fpeeds the day
W hen thou {hall be but common clay! 20
When I who now adore may fee
And ¢’en with horror ftart from thee !

But ere, fweet gift! thy grace confumes,

how thou my fair one how fhe blooms;

Put forth thy charms——and then declare 25
Thylelf lefs (weet, thyfelf lefs fair;
Then fudden, by a £w1ﬁ, decay, g

Let all thy bcautles fade away,

And let her in thy glafs defcry

How youth and how frail beauty die. 30
Ah! turn, my charmer! turn thy eyes;

See how at once it fades, it dies!

While thine—it gaily pleas’d the view,

Unfaded as before it grew,

# Ambrofizque comz divinum vertice edoerm
Spiravere. Firg,
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40 MISCELLANIES.
Now from thy bofom doom’'d to {tray,
" T'is only beauteous in decay.

So the fweet [melling Indian flow’rs,
Griev’d when they leave thofe happier fhores,
Sicken and die away in ours :
So flow’rs in Eden fond to blow
In Paradife would only grow.

Nor wonder, faireft! to furvey
The flow’r {o fuddenly decay.
Too cold thy breaft; nor can it grow*
Between {uch little hills of fhow.

I now, vain Infidel! no more
Deride th’ Egyptians, who adore
The rifing herb and blooming flow™r:
Now, now, their convert I will be,
O lovely flow'’r ! to worthip thee.

But if thou’rt ong of their {ad train

Who dy’d for love and cold difdain, -

Who, chang’d by fome kind pitying pow’r,
A lover once +, art now a flow’r:

O pity me! O weep my care!

A thoufand thoufand pains I bear;

I love, I die, thro’ deep defpair!

ON A MISCHIEVOUS WOMAN.

.FR(}M peace and focial joy Medufa flies,
And loves to hear the ftorm of anger rife.
Thus hags and witches hate the {miles of day,
Sport in loud thunder, and in tempefts play.

THE ROSEBUD.

TO THE RIGHT HON. LADY JANE WHARTON.

UEEN of Fragrance, lovely Rofe!
The beauties of thy leaves diiclofe ;
'The winter’s paft, the tempefts fly,
Soft gales breathe gently thro’ the fky ;
VARIATION.

# ==arraas how could'it grow 7
+ See Ovid's Metamorphofes.

35

40

45

£o

4




MISCELLANIES.

‘The lark, fweet warbling on the wing,
Salutes the gay return of {pring;
The filver dews, the vernal thow’rs,
Call forth a bloomy wafte of flow’rs ;
The joyous fields, the fhady woods,
Are cloath’d with green, or fweil with buds:
Then hafte thy beauties to difclole,
Queen of Fragrance, lovely Rofe!

Thou, beauteousflow’r! a welcome guet,
Shalt flourith on the fair one’s breafl,
Shalt grace her hand or deck her hair :
The flow’r moft fweet! the nymph moft fair!
Breathe foft, ye winds! be calm, ye tkies!
Arife, ye flow’ry race! arife,
And hafte thy beauties to difclofe,
Queen of Fragrance, lovely Rofe!

But thou, fair nymph! thﬁ rfelf furvey
In this fweet offspring of a day.
That miracle of face muft fail ;
Thy charms are {weet, but charms are frail :
Swift as the fhort-liv’d flow’r they fly ;
At morn they bloom, at ev’ning die.
Tho’ ficknefs yet a while forbears,
Yet time deftroys what ficknefs {pares.
Now Helen lives alone in fame,
And Cleopatra’s but a name,
Time muil‘ indent that heav’nly brow,
And thou muft be what they arenow.

This moral to the fair diiclofe,
Queen of Fragrance, lovely Role!

THE COQUETTE.

'ILLIA with UhCDl‘tLPEE{{ fway
Like Rome’s {am’d tyrant reigns,
Beholds adoring crowds obey,
And herges pmud to wear :wrchams}
Yet ftoo,;s, ike him, to ev’ry prize,

BuI} to murdw beaux and fies.
D3
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She aims at ev’ry trifling heart,
Acttends each flatterer’s vows,
And, like a pifture drawn with art,
A lc-ok on all that gaze beftows.

O! may the power wh-:; lovers rules

Grant rather feorn than hope with fools! 12

Miitaken nymph! the crowds that gaze
Adore thee into thame;

Unguarded beauty is difgrace,

And coxcombs when they plaiff: defame.

O! fly fuch brutes in human fhapes, |
Nor like th* Egyptians worfhip apes ! 18

COURAGE IN LOVE.

Y eyes with floods of tears o’erflow,

My bolom heaves with conftant woe;
Thofe eyes which thy unkindnefs fwells,
‘That bofom where thy image dwells!

How could I hope fo weak a flame [ 4

Could ever warm that matchlefs dame,
When none Elyfium muft behold
W ithout a radiant bough of gold ?
>T'is her’s in fpl'l'“ll‘fﬂ to Thine ; g
At diltance to admire is mine ; 10
Doom’d like th” enamour’d youth * to groan
Fora new goddefs form’d of ftone.
While thus I {poke, Love’s gentle pow’r
Delcended from th® ethereal bow’r; |
A quiver at his fhoulder hung, . 15
A fhd.f't he grafp’d, and bow unﬁrung
All Nature own’d the genial god, \
And the fpring flourifh’ d where he trod :
My heart, no firanger to the gueft,
Flutter'd and labour'd in my breaft ; | 2@
When with a {nile that kindles joy
E’en in the gods, began the boy :
¢ How vain thee tears! is man decreed
¢¢ By being abjelt to fucceed ?

# Telydurus, who pined to ¢eath for the love of a beautiful ftatue,

|
i
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¢ Hop’ft thou by meagre looks to move ?
¢ Arewomen frighten’d into love ?
¢¢ He moft prevails who nobly dares;
¢¢ In love an hero as in wars:
¢¢ E’en Venus may be known to yield,
¢¢ But “tis when Mars difputes the field.
¢¢ Sent from a daring hand my dart,
¢¢ Strikes deep into the fair one’s heart.
¢¢ To winds and waves thy cares bequeath ;
¢¢ A fighis but a wafte of breath.
¢ What tho’ gay youth and ev’ry grace
¢¢ That beauty boafts adorn her face ?
¢¢ Yet goddefles have deign’d to wed,
¢¢ And take amortal to their bed ;
¢¢ And heaven, when gifts of incenle rife,
¢t Accepts it, tho’ it cloud their fkies.

¢¢ Mark how this marygold conceals
¢¢ Her beauty, and her bofom viels 3
¢¢ How from the dull embrace fhe flies
¢ Of Phoebus, when his beams arife,
¢¢ But when his glory he difplays,
¢ And darts around his fiercer rays,
¢¢ Her charms fhe opens, and receives
¢¢ The vig'rous god into her leaves."

THE PARTING,
A SONG,

Set by Dr. Tudway, Profeffor of Muficin Cambridge.

WHEN from the plains Belinda fled,
The fad Amintor figh’d,

And thus, while ftreams of tears he fhed,
'T'he mournful thepherd cry’d;

¢ Move flow, ye Hours! thou, Time! delay;
¢¢ Prolong the bright Belinda’s ftay:

¢ But you, like her, my pray’r deny,

“ And cruelly away ye fly.

¢ Yet, tho® fhe flies, the leaves behind
¢ Her lovely image in my mind ;

43

19

4@

45



a4 MISCELLANIES,
¢¢ O fair Belinda! with me ftay,
¢ Or take thy image too away. 12

¢¢ See how the fields are gay around,

¢¢ How painted flow’rs adorn the ground !

¢ As if the fields, as well as I, :

¢« Were proud to pleafe my fair one’s eye. 16

¢¢ But now, ye fields! no more be gay ;

¢¢ No more, ye flowers! your charms difplay ;

¢ *Tis defert all now you are fled,

¢¢ And Paradife is where you tread.” 2@

Unmov’d the virgin flies his cares

To fhine at court and play;

To lonely thades the youth repairs, _
To weep his life away, “ 24

TO THOMAS MARRIOT, ESQ.

I prefix your name to the following poem as a monument of the long
and fincere friendflbip I bawe borneyou. I am [enfible you are too good
a judge of poetry to approve it 5 boawever, it will be a te imw?' 0
my rei’nfﬁ. You conferred obiigations upon me wery early in life, almoft
as foon as I wwas capable of receiving them. May thefe Verfes on
Death long [urviwe my own, and remain a memorial of our friendffip
and my gratitude ben I am no more.

- | WILLIAM EROOME
P ——
A POEM ON DEATH.

Tis oidey & 70 (v pév Est uarBaveiv,
To xarhayeiy 0t G}F. A Evurie.

FOR Elijah’s car, to wing my way
O’er the dark gulf.of Death, to endlefs day!
A thoufand ways, alas! frail mortals lead
To her dire den, and dreadful all to tread!
See! in the horrors of yon houfe of woes, 5
Troops of all maladies the fiend enclofe !
High on a trophy rais’d of human bones,
Swords, {pears, and arrows, and fepulchral ftones,
In horrid ftate fhe reigns! attendant ills _ _
Befiege her throne, and when fhe frowns fhe kills. 10
I
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Thro’ the thick gloom the torch red-gleaming burns,
O’er fhrouds, and f(able palls, and mould’ring urns;
While flowing ftoles, black plumes, and fcutcheons,
Anidle pomp around the filent dead. [{pread
Unaw’d by pow’r, in common heaps the flings 15
‘The fcrips of beggars and the crowns of kings.

Here gales of fighs, inftead of breezes, blow,
And ftreams of tears for ever murm’ring flow
T'he mournful yew with {olemn horror waves,
His baleful branches fadd’ning e’en the graves: 2.0
Around all birds oblcene, loud {creaming fly,
Clang their black wings, and fhriek along the fky:
The ground perverfe, tho’ bareand barren breeds
All poifons foes to life, and noxious weeds ;
But blafted frequent by th” unwholeiome fky, 25
Dead fall the birds, the very poilons die!

Full in the entrance of the dreadful doors,
Old Age half vanifh’d to a gholt, deplores ;

Propp’d on his crutch, he drags, with many a groan,
"The load of life, yet dreads to lay it down. 10
There, downward driving an unnumber’d band,

Intemp’rance and Difeafe walk hand in hand ;
Thefe Torment, whirling with remorfelels (way
A {courge of iron, lathes on the way.

There frantic Anger, prone towild extremes, 33
Grafps an enfanguin’d fword, and heaven blafphemes ;
There heart-fick Agony diftorted ftands,

Writhes his convulfive limbs and wrings his hands:
There Sorrow droops his ever-penfive head,

And Care ftill toffes on his iron bed. 40
Or mufing, faftens on the ground his eye,

With folded arms, with ev’ry breath a figh :

Hydrops unweildy wallows in the flood,

And Murder rages, red with human blood :

With Fever, Famine, and affliétive Pain, 45
Plague, Peftilence, and War, a dilmal train!

Thele and a thouland more the fiend furround,
Shrieks pierce the air, and groans to groans refound.
O heav’ns ! is this the paffage to the fkies

That man muit tread, when man your fav’rite dies ?
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Oh for Elijah’s car, to wing my way ST ¢
O’er the dark gulf of Death, to endlefs day !
Confounded at the fight, my fpirits ﬂed
My eyes rain’d tears, my very heart was dead;
I wail’d the lot of man, that all would thun, 31
And all muft bear that breathe beneath the fun.
When lo! an heavenly form, divinely fair,
Shoots from the ftarry vault thro’ fields of air,
And, {wifrer than on wings of lightning driv’n,
At once feerns here and there, in earth and heaven! 6o
A dazzling brightnefs, in refulgent ftreams,
Flows from his locks inwreath’d with funny beams ;
His rofeate cheeks the bloom of heaven difplay,
And from his eyes dart glories more than day ;
A robe of light condens’d around him fhone, 65
And his loins glitter’d with a ftarry zone;
And while the lit'ning winds lay hufh’d to hear,
Thus fpoke the v1ﬁc~n, amiably fevere! ;
i Vam man! wouldft thou E{C"Lpe the common lot,
“ To live, to fuffer, die, and be forgot ? | 7@
¢ Look back on ancient times, primeval }ears,
« All, all are paft! a mighty void appears!
¢ Heroes an kings, thole gods of earth, whofe fame
¢¢ Aw’d half the pations, now are but a name
- The great in arts or arms, the wife, the jult, ' 73
¢¢ Mix with the meaneft in congenial duft! '
¢ E’en [aints.and prophets the fame paths have trod,
¢¢. Ambafladors of heav’n, and friends of God! .
“ And thou, wouldit thou the gen’ral fentence fly|
¢¢ Mofes is dead !. thy Saviour deign’d to die! 8o
¢¢ Mortal ! in all thy a&s regard thy end ;
€¢ Livewell the time thc-u liv’ft, and Dtath‘s thy friend.
¢¢ Then curb each rebel thought againit the fky,
¢ And die refign’d, O man! ordain’d to die."
Headded not, but {pread his wings in flight, . 835
And vanifh’d inftantin a blaze of light.
Abafh’d, atham’d, I cry, ¢¢ Eternal Pow’r !
¢ I yield ; T wait refign’d th® appointed hour.™
Man, foolifh man! no more thy foul deceive ;
To die is but the [ureft way to live. - go
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When age we afk, weafk it in our wrong,
And pray our time of {uff 'ring may be long;
The naufeous draught and dregs of life to drain,
And feel infirmity and length of pain.
What art thou, Life! that we thould court thy ftay ? 95
A breath one fingle galp muft puff away !
A fhort-liv’d flow’r, that with the day muft fade !
A fleeting vapour, and an empty fhade!
A ftream that filently but fwittly glides,
To meet eternity’s immeafur’d tides! - 100
A being loft alike by pain or joy !
A fly can kill it, or a worm deftroy !
Impair’d by labour, and by eafe undone,
Commenc’d in tears, and ended in a groan'
E’en while I write, the tranfient now is paft, 105
And death more near this (entence than the laft !
As fome weak ifthmus feas from f{eas divides,
Beat by rude waves and fapp’d by rufhing tides,
Torn from its bafe no more their fury bears,
At once they clofe, atonce it difappears : 110
Such, fuch is life! the mark of mifery plac’d
.Between two worlds, the future and the paft:
To time, to ficknefs, and todeath a prey,
It finks, the frail poffeflion of a day!

As fome fond boy, in {port, along the thore 115
. Builds from the {ands a fabric of an hour,
Proud of his fpacious walls and ftately rooms,”
He ftyles the mimic cells imperial domes,
The little monarch f{wells with fancy’d fivay,
Till fome wind rifing puffs the dome away ; 120
So the poor reptile, man! an heir of woe!
‘The lord of earth and ocean! fwells in thow !
He plants, he builds; aloft the walls arife;
The noble plan he finithes, and—dies :
Swept from the earth, he fhares the common fate, 123
His fole diftinftion now to rot in ftate !
‘I'hus buly to no end, till, out of breath,
Tir'd we lie down, and clofe up all in death!

Then blefs’d the man whom gracious heaven has led
Thro’ life’s blind mazes to th’ immortal dead! 130
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Who fafely landed on the blifstul fhore,
Nor human folly feels, nor frailty more!

O Death! thou cure of all our idle ftrife, ®
End of the gay or ferious farce of life!
With of the juft, and refuge of the oppreft ! 13§

Where poverty and where e’en kings find reft!

Safe from the frowns of pow’r, calm thoughtiul hate,

And the rude infults of the fcornful great, '

The grave is {acred! Wrath and Malice dread

‘To violate its peace and wrong the dead. 140

But, Life! thy nameis Woe ! to death we fly

To grow immortal——into life we die!

Then witely heaven in filence has confin’d

The happier dead, left none fhould ftay behind.

What tho” the path be dark that muft be trod, 145

Tho’ man be blotted from the works of God,

Tho’ the four winds his {catter’d atoms bear

To earth’s extremes thro’ all th”> expanie of air ?

Yet buriting glorious from the filent clay,

He mounts triumphant to eternal day. 150
So when the fun rolls down th® ethereal plain,

Extinct his {plendors in the whelming main,

A tranfient night, earth, air, and heav'n, invades,

Eclips d in horrors of furrounding fhades,

But foon emerging with a frefher ray

He ftarts exultant and renews the day. 156
PROLOGUE,
TO MR. FENTON’S EXCELLENT TRAGEDY MARIﬂM‘H‘I.

WHEN breathing ftatues mould’ring wafte away,

And tombs, unfaithful to their truft, decay,

The Mufe rewards the {uff 'ring good with fame,

Or wakes the profp’rous villain into thame ;

To the ftern tyrant gives fititious pow’r 5

To reign the reftlefs monarch of an hour.
Obedient to her call, this night appears

Great Herod rifing from a length of years ;

A name enlarg’d with titles not his own,

Servile to mount, and favage on a throne; 10

e
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Yet oft a throne is dire Misfortune’s feat,
A pompous wretchedne(s and woe in ftate!
But fuch the curfe that from ambition {prings!
For this he flaughter’d half a race of kings: .
But now reviving in the Britifh {cene,
He looks majeftic with a milder mien ;
His features {often’d with the deep diftrefs
Of love, made greatly wretched by excels
From luft of pow’r to jealous fury toft, '
‘We fee the tyrant in the lover loft.
O Love! thou {fource of mighty joy or woe!
Thou fofteft friend, or man’s moft dang’rous foe !
* Fantaftic pow’r! what rage thy darts in{pire*
When too much beauty kindles too much fire!
Thofe darts to jealous rage ftern Herod drove ;
It was a crime, but crime of too much love,
Yet if condemn’d he falls—with pitying eyes
Behold his injur’d Mariamne rile!
No fancy’d tale: our op™ning [cenes difclofe
Hiftoric truth, and {well with real woes.
Awful in virtuous grief the queen appears,
And ftrong the eloquence of royal tears ;
By woes ennobled, with majeftic pace
She meets misfortune, glorious indifgrace!
Small is the praife of beauty when it flies
Fair Honour’s laws; at beft but lovely vice.
Charms it like Venus with celeftial air?
E’en Venus is but {candaloufly fair:

But when ftriét honour with fair features joins,
Like heat and light at once it warms and fhines.
Then let her fate your kind attention raife,
Whofe perfeét charms were but her fecond praifet.

Beauty and Virtue your proteftion claim :
Give tears to Beauty, give to Virtue fame.

- VARIATIONS.
* What pangs, éc,
4 Then let her fate your juft attention raife,
Whofe perfet graces were but {econd praife.
1
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THE
CONCLUSION OF AN EPILOGUE.
To Mr. Southern’s laft Play,

CALLED MONEY THE MISTRESS.

HERE was a time when, in his younger years,

Our author’s fcenes commanded fmiles or tears ;
And tho® beneath the weight of days he bends,
Yet like the fun he thines as he defcends : 4
Then with applaufe, in honour to his age,
Difmifs your vet’ran foldier of the ftage* ;
Crown his laft exit with diftinguifh’d praife,
And kindly hide his baldnefs with the bays+. 3

VARIATION.

# From the ftage,
4+ Alludifg to a vote of the Roman Senate, by which they decreed Cafara

crown of laurel to cover his baldnefs.




EPISTLES.
M
EPISTOLA
AD AMICUM RUSTICANTEM,
Scripta Pere ineunte Cantab, 170g,

ECQQID ablenti tibi cura Granta ?
Ecquid antiqui memor es fodalis!
Chare permultis, mihi preter omnes
Chare, Georgi.

Cernis ! ut mulcet levis aura campos!
Uut rofa dulci, violifque terram
Flora depingit, Zephyrufque blandis
Ventilat alis ! '

Tarde, quid ceflas? Age Rozinantis
Terga confcendans eques* ingementis,
Ten€ ruralis Galataea duris

Detinet Ulnis?

Digne fuccendi meliore flamma —
Sive + Clariflam, Juvenumve curam
Philliden mavis, placeatve, quondam
Pulchra, Lycoris.

Tarde, quid ceffas ? tibi multa virgo
Splendidos lzdit lacrymis ocellos,

Et tibi fruftra ad fpeculum comarum
Circinat orbes !

‘Te frequens votis revocat fophiftes,
Dum Johannenft madidus lyzo,

De tubis haurit, revomitque dulcem
Undique nubem.

uin velis {eribam quid habet novorum
Granta ¢ Marlburus {poliis onuftus,
Gallicas fudit prop€ | Scaldis undam
Strage Phalangas,

# Obeflo fuit corpore, £
4 Tres elega ntes apud Cantabrigiam Puellz.
¥ Juxta Ald enardum,

La
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0! triumphalem gladium recondas!
Ite vos laurus fanie rubentes !

Sis memor pacis, viridique cingas
‘T'empora Myrto!

Huc ades diviim atque hominum voluptas
Mollé [ubridens, Verius! huc forores
Gratiz ! longum vale O Minerva!
Afpera Virgo !

Barbaro tandém fatiata, ludo _
Agidem ponas, gladiumque; caftam
Virginem dirus gladivs,. feroxque
Dedecit Agis.

Flagitas noftre quid agunt camoenze ?
Uror infelix! mihi me Belinda

Suarripit! Collum O! niveum, O! Puelle
Suave labellum!

Ah! ut obliquo afpiciens ocello
Torruit peftus >—neque tu furoris
Iefcius blandi! tibi fzevit imis
Flamma medullis !

Tu tamen felix ! cohibere triftes
Thu potes curas! * Cerealis hauftus
Ef tibi, prefens relevare diro
Peltora Juétu,

Corticem aftriétum pice cum reducis,
Audin, ingenti tonat ut boatu
Fumidus! fummo ruit ut lagenz
Spumeus ore !

Cernis! ut vitro nitet invidendo
Aureum neftar! comes it facetus
Cui jocus, quocum Venus et Cupido
Spicula tingunt.

Jam memor charz, cyathum coronas,
Virginis :~plenum video!—ah! caveto
L* Anglice, bottled ales

40

60
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Dextra né quaffet mal€é, dum laborat
Pondere dulci! ba

Euge !—ficcafti bené, fortiterque !~

Hinc adeft curze medicina! fuaves

Hinc tibi fomni, et tibi fuaviora

Somnia fomnis ! 68

Hos bibens fuccos, nihil invidebis

Ttalis, quamvis cyathi Falerno

Dulcé nigrefcant, neque Gallicanze

Laudibus uve! 72

Hic Johannenfi latitans {uili

Grunnio, fcribens fitiente labro,

Aut graves hauftus, inimica Mufis

Pncula, duco. 76

TO MRS, EE1Z. M——T,
ON HER PICTURE, 1716.

WONDROUS Art! that graee to fhadows gives!
By whofe command the lovely phantom lives!
Smiles w1th her fmiles! the mimic eye inftils
A real frame! the fancy’d lightning kills!
‘Thus mirrors catch the love-infpiring face, 5
And the new charmer grace returns for grace.
Hence fhall thy beauties, when no more appears
Their fair pc}ﬂ'eﬂ'gr, fhine a thoufand years ;
By age uninjur’d, future times adorn,
And warm the hearts of millions yet unborn, 10
'Who, gazing on the portrait with a figh,
Shall grieve fuch perfett charms could ever die.
How would they grieve if to fuch beauties join’d
‘The paint could fhew the wonders of thy mind !
O Virgin! born th’admiring world to grace, 13
‘Tran{mit thy excellence to lateft days ;
Yield to thy lover’s VOWS, and then fhall rife
A race of beauties conq’ring with thine eyes,

Who reigning in thy charms from death fhall {ave
That lovely torm, and tri lII‘IPh o’er the grave. 20
Thus when thro” age the rofe-tree’s charms decay,
When all her fading beauties die away,

Ej
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A blooming offspring fills the parent’s place
With equal fragrance and with equal grace,

Butah! how fhort a date on earth is giv’n 25
To the moft lovely workmanthip of heaven! '
Too foon that cheek muft ev’ry charm refign,

And thole love-darting eyes forget to fhine;

While thoufands weeping round with fighs furvey
What once was you—now only beauteous clay! 30
E’en from the canvafs fhall thy image fade,

And thou reperith in thy perifh’d fhade !

Then may this verfe to future ages fhow

One perfelt beauty fuch as thou art now ! ¢
May it the graces of thy {oul difplay 35
Till this world finks, and funs themfelves decay, '
When with immortal beauty thou fhalt rife,

Torfhine the lovelieft angel in the fkies. 38

TO BELINDA,
ON HER SICKNESS AND RECOVERY.

URE never pain {uch beauty wore,
Or look’d {o amiable before!
You graces give to a difeafe,
Adorn the pain, and make it pleafe!
Thus burning incenfe fheds perfumes 5
Still fragrant as it ftill confumes. '
Nor can e’en ficknefs, which difarms
All other nymphs, deftroy your charms :
A thoufand beauties you can {pare, .
And ftill be faireft of the fair. 1@
But fee! the pains begin to fly;
Tho® Venus bled the could not die :
Sce the new pheenix point her eyes,
And lovelier from her afhes rife.
Thus rofes when the ftorm is o’er 15
Draw beauties from th’ inclement thow’r.
Welcome, ye Hours! which thus repay
What envious Sicknels ftole away ;
Welcome as thofe which kindly bring
And uther in the joyous fpring, e
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That to the fmiling earth reftore

The beauteous herb and blooming flow’r,
And give her all the charms fhe loft

By wintry ftorms and hoary froft.

And yet how well did the {uftain
And greatly triumph o’er her pain!

So flow’rs, when blafting winds invade
Breathe fweet, and beautifully fade.

Now in her cheeks and radiant eyes
New bluthes glow, new lightnings rife ;
Behold a thoufand charms {ucceed,

For which a thoufand hearts muft bleed !
Brighter from her difeafe fhe thines,
As fire the precious gold refines.

‘Thus when the filent grave becomes
Pregnant with life as fruitful wombs,
When the wide feas and fpacious earth
Refign us to our fecond birth,

Our moulder’d frame, rebuilt, afflumes
New beauty, and for ever blooms,

And, crown’d with youth’s immortal pride,
We angels rife who mortals dy’d.

TO BELINDA,
ON HER APRON EMBROIDERED WITH
ARMS AND FLOWERS.

HE lift'ning trees Amphion drew
To dance from hills where once they grew,
But you exprefs a pow’r more great;
The flow’rs you draw not but create*,

Beheld your own creation rife,

And finile beneath your radiant eyes :

*T'is beauteous all! and yet receives

Faom you more graces than it gives.
VARIATION.

# The lovely Flor: paints the earth,
And calls the morning How'rs to birth,
But you difplay a pow’r more great;
She calls furth fiow'rs, but you crests.

3
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But fay, amid the fofter charms
Of blooming flow’rs, what mean thefe arms ?
So round the fragrance of the rofe
The pointed thorn to guard it grows, iz

But cruel you who thus employ,

Both arms and beauty to deftroy!

So Venus marches to the fray,

In armour formidably gay. 16

It is a dreadful pleafing fight!

The flow’rs attract, the arms affrights

The flow’rs with lively beauty bloom,

T'he arms denounce an inftant doom. . 20

Thus when the Britons in array

Their enfigns to the fun difplay,

In the fame flag are lilies fhown,

And angry lions fternly frown :

On high the glitt’ring ftandard flies,

And conquers all things—like your eyes, 26

TO BELINDA AT THE BATH.

W?'HILE in thefe fountains bright Belinda laves,
She adds new virtues to the healing waves:

Thus in Bethfeda’s pool an angel ftood,

Bade the foft waters heal, and blefs’d the flood ;

But from her eye fuch bright deftrution flies,

In vain they flow ; for her the lover dies. 6

No more let Tagus boaft, whofe beds unfold

A fhining treafure of all-conq’ring gold ;

No more the Po*, whofe wand’ring waters ftray

In mazy errors thro’ the ftarry way:

Henceforth thefe {prings fuperior honours fhare ;
‘There Venus laves, but my Belinda here. 12

“¢ ~-_--Eridanum cernes in parte locatum celi. Tull, in Ar,
€ Gurgite fidereo fubterluit Uriena. Claud.
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TO THE RIGHT HON.

CHARLES LORD CORNWALLIS,
Baron of Eye, Warden, Clief fuflice, and Suflice in Eyre of all bis
gfaj}?y s F orefts, Cgﬂﬁs, PZrﬁ a;d arrﬁu on fbe'}_:ﬁwrgﬁdﬂ of
FeAt.
dapov Tor 870 O/dwp

Mt Odyfley, Lib. xv.

THOU! whofe virtues fanétify thy ftate,
O great without the vices of the great!
Form'd by a dignity of mind to pleale,
To think, toalt, with elegance and eafe | *
Say, wilt thou liften while I tune the ftring, 5
And {ing to thee who gav’ft me eale to fing ?
Unikill’d in verfe, I haunt the filent grove,
Yet lowly thephierds fing to mighty Jove,
And mighty fove attends the fhepherds vows,
And gracious what his fuppliants afk beftows : 10
So by thy favour may the mule be crown’d,
And plant her laurels in more fruitful ground ;
The gratetul mufe thall in return beftow
Her tpreading laurels to adorn thy brow.

Thus, guarded by the tree of Jove, a flow’r 1
Shoots from the earth, nor fears th’ inclement fhow’r,
And when the fury of the ftormis laid,

Repays with f{weets the hofpitable fhade. .
Severe their lot who when they long endure
The wounds of Fortune late receive a cure! 20
Like thips in florms o’er liquid mountains toft,
Ere they are fav’d muft almeft firlt be loft;
But you with {peed forbid diftrels to grieve 3
He gives by halves+ who hefitates to give.
Thus when an angel views mankind diftreft 25
He feels compaflion pleading in his breaft ;

ADDITION.
% Firm to thy king and to thy country brave ;
Loyal, yet free; afubject, net a flave ;
Say. dfc.
, '} The Lord Cornwaliis in a molt obliging manner recommended the author
% the Rectory of Pulham.
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Inftant the heav’nly guardian cleaves the fkies,
And pleas’d to fave on wings of lightning flies*,
Some the vain promiles of courts betray,
And gaily itny.nrr they are pleas’d to ftray; 38
The flatt’ring nothing itill deludes their eyes,
Seems ever near, yet ever diftant flies :
As perfl},&ﬂes prefent the objeét nigh,
Tho’ far remov’d from the miltaking eye,
Againft our reafon fondly we believe, i3
Aflift the fraud, and teach it to deceive s
As the faint tr.wel ler, when night invades,
Sces a falfe light relicve the ambient fhades,
Pleas’d he beholds the bright delufions play, =
But the falfe gmde fhines only to betray ; 40
Swift he puriues, but {till the path mli’cakes, |
O'’er dang’rous marfhes or thro® thorny brakes ;
Yet obftinate in wrong, he toils to ftray
With-many a weary firide o’er many a painful way.
So man puriues the phantomof his brain, 43
And buys his difappointment with his pain:
At length when years invidioufly deﬂ'ruy
The pow'r to tafte the long-expetted joy,
Then Fortune envious fheds her golden ﬂmw i S
Malignly fmiles, and curfes him with fteres. 50
Thus o’er the urns of friends departed weep
The mourntul kindred, and fond vigils keep ;
Ambrofial ointments o’er their athes fhed,
And featter ufelefs rofes on the dead ;
And when no more avail the world’s delights, 55
The {picy odours and the {olemn rites,
With fruitlefs pomp they deck the fenfelefs tombs,
And wafte protufely floods of vain perfumes. 58

ADDITION.

# Few know to afky or decently rcI:"‘WE,
And fewer k1l with dignity to give:
If earn’d by fatt’ry, gifts of higheft price
Arz not a bounty, but the pay of vice,
Bome Wﬂti]j." lavis h., yet no friend uhta:u,
Nor are they gen'rons, but abfurd and vain.
some give with furly pride and boift’rous hands,
As Jove pours rainin thunder o'er the lands,
whenmerit pleads, you meetit and embrace,
And give the favour luftre by the grace ;
£0 Phebus to his warmth a glory joins
Blelfing the world, 2ud while he Lieifes (hingse
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TO THE HONOURAELE

MRS. ELIZABETH TOWNSHEND,
AFTERWARDS LADY CORNWALLIS,

@1 ber Piffure at Raméam, drawn by Mr. Farwas, Painter te
ks Majefly.

——TOEPIET T '}"Ulﬂﬂ-lxb"ﬂ

Eidds v ide Qpivas.  Odyffey, Lib. xviii.

AH cruel hand ! that could fuch pow'r employ
To teach the piftur’d beauty to deftroy !
Singly fhe charm’d hefore, but, by his fkill,
The living beauty and her likenefs kill !
Thus when in parts the broken mirrors fall, 3
A face in all is feen, and charms in all!
Think then, O faireft of the fairer race!
What fatal beauties arm thy heavenly face,
‘Whofe very thadow can {uch flames infpire!
We fee ’tis paint, and yet we feel “tis fire. 10

See, with falfe life the lovely image glows,

And ev’ry wondrous grace tranipl*ntcd fhows 3
Fatally fair the new creation rmcrn&.,

Charms in her thape, and multiplies our pains;
Hence the fond y:mth that eale by ablence found, 135
Views the dear form, and bleeds at ev’ry wound.
“Thus the bright Venus, tho’ to heaven the foar'd,
Reign’d in her image, by the world ador’d.

O wondrous pow’r of mingled light and fhades!
Where beauty with dumb eloquence perfuades; 26
Where paflions are beheld in piéture wrought,

And animated colours look a thought !

Rare art! on whofe command all nature waits!

It copies all Omnipotence creates !

Here crown’d with mountains earth expanded lies, 25
There the proud feas with all their billows rife.

If life be drawn, refponfive to the thought,

The breathing figures live throughout the dmun‘ht
T'he mimic bird in fkies fititious moves,

Or fancy’d bealts in imitated groves : 30
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E’en heaven it climbs ; and from the furnnng hands
An angel here and there a Townthend ftands! ;
Yr:t, painter! yet, tho’ art with nature ﬁmre,

Tho’ e’en the lovely phantom feem alive,
Submit thy vanquifh’d art, and own the draught . 35
Tho” fair, defeftive, and a beauteous fault! i
Charms fuch as her’s, inimitably great,
He only can exprefs that can create.
Couldit thou extraét the whiteneis of the fhow,
Or of its colours rob the heavenl} bow, 40
Yet would her beauty triumph o’er thy fkill,
Lovely in thee, herfelf more lovely fall.
Thus in the limpid fountaia we defi:l)r
The faint refemblance of the glitt’ring fky; ;
Another fun difplays his leflen’d beams, 45
Another heaven adorns the enlighten’d ftreams ;
But tho’ the {cene be fair, yet high above
Th” exalted fkies in nobler beauties move ;
There the true heaven’s eternal lamps dilplay
A deluge of inimitable day. 50

AN EPISTLE
TO MY FRIEND MR. ELIJAH FENTON,
Author of Mariamney a Tragedy, 1726.

HY art thou flow to firike th® harmonious !hcll
Averfe to fing who know’ft to fing fo well ?
If thy proud mufe the tragic bufkin wears,
Great Sophocles revives and re-appears,
While regularly bold fhe nobly fings 5
Strains worthy to detain the ears of kings.
If by thy hand th® Homeric lyre be ftrung*,
The l}rre returns fuch founds as Homer {ung.
‘The kind compulfion of a friend obey,
And tho’ relutant fwell the lofty lay, 10
Then lift’ning groves once more thall catch the found,
While Grecian mufes fing on Britifh ground.

« Mr. Fenton tranflated four be k of the ody{ley,
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"Thus calm and filent thy own Proteus* roves '
Thro’ pearly mazes and thro® coral groves;
But when emerging from the azure main, - 18
Coercive bands the unwilling god conftrain, "
Then heaves his bofom with prophetic fires,
And his tongue fpeaks {ublime what heaven infpires.,

Envy tis trse with barb’rous rage invades .
What e’en fierce lightning {pares, the laurel fhades ;
And critics, biafs’d by miftaken rules, . 21

Like Turkifh zealots, rev'rence none but fools.
But praife from fuch injurious tongues is fhame ;
They rail the happy author into fame ;
Thus Pheebus thro’ the zodiac takes his way, 25
And rifes amid monflters into day.
Oh vilenefs of mankind! when writing, well
Becomes a crime, and danger to excel !
While, noble {corn! my friend fuch infults fees,
And flies from towns to wiids, from men to trees. 30
Free from the luit of wealth and glitt’ring [nares
That make th’ unhapp}r great in lmre with cares,
Me humble joys in calm retirement pleafe,
A filent happinefs and learned eafe.
Deny me grandeur, heaven! but goodnefs grant: 33
A king is lefs iluftrious than a faint.
Hail, holy Virtue! come, thou heavenly guef’c*
Cﬂme, fix thy pleafing empire in my breaft !
Thou know’{t her influence, friend! thy cheerful mien*
Proclaims the innocence and peace within: 40
Such j joys as none but fons of Virtue know
Shine in thy face, and in thy bofom glow.
So when the holy mount the pmphet trod,
And talk’d familiar as a friend with God,
Celeftial radiance every feature fhed, 45
And ambient glories dawn’d around his head.
Sure what the unthinking great, miftaken, call
Their happinefs is folly, ﬁ:-lly all!

# See the frory of Proteus, odyfiey, lib. iv. tranflated by Mr. Fentnn*
VARIATION,
¥ Thou feel'’t her pow'ry my t‘rjtﬁld' &c,
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Like lofty mountains in the clouds, they hide
Their haughty heads, but fwell with barren pride ; 5o
And while low vales in ufeful beauty ke,
Heave their proud naked fummits to the tky.
In honour as in place, ye great tranfcend ;
* An angel fall’'n degenerates to a fiend.
Th* all-cheering fun is honour’d with hs fhrines ¢35
Not that he moves aloft but that he fhines.
Why flumes the ftar on Walpole’s* gen’rous breaft?
Not that he’s higheft, but becaufe he’s beft ;

Fond to oblige ; in blefling others, bleft.
©  How wond’rous few, by avarice uncontroll’d, 6o
Have virtue to fubdue the thirft of gold!
* The fhining dirt the fordid wretch enfnares
To buy with mighty treafures mighty cares :
Blindly he courts, milguided by the will,
A {pecious good, and meets a real ill. 63
So when Ulyfles plough’d the furgy main,
When now in view appear’d his native reign,
His wayward mates th® ZAoliant bag unbind,
Expelting treafures, but out rufh’d a wind;
The {udden hurricane in thunder roars, 70
Buffets the bark, and whirls it from the fhores.

O heaven! by what vain paffions man is {way'd!
Proud of his reafon, by his will betray’d,
Blindly he wanders in purfuit of vice,
And hates confinement tho’ in Paradife; 5
Doom’d, when enlarg’d, inftead of Eden’s bow’rs,
To rove in wilds, and gather thorns for flow’rs:
Between th’ extremes direét he fees the way,
Yet wilful fwerves, perverlcly fond to ftray !

Whilft niggard fouls indulge their craving thirft, 8e
Rich without bounty, with abundance curft,
‘The prodigal purfues expenfive vice,
And buys difthonour at a mighty price.
On beds of ftate the fplendid glutton fleeps,
While ftarving Merit unregarded weeps ; 35

* The Right Hon, Sir Robert Walpole, created Knight of the moft neblg
srder of the Garter, 1726.

1 See Qdyfley X. ver, 40,
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Mis ill-plac’d bounty while {fcorn’d Virtue grieves,
A dog, a fawning [ycophant, receives;
And cringing knaves or haughty firumpets thare
What would make Sorrow imile, and cheer Defpair.

Then wouldft thou fteer where Fortune fpreads the
Go flatter Vice! for {eldom flatt’ry fails ; [fails?
Soft thro’ the éar the pleaiing bane diftils : g2
Delicious poifon! in perfumes it kills ! ;
Be all but virtuous. O! unwile to live
Unfathionably good and hope to thrive ! 95
‘Trees that aloft with proudelt honours rife
Root hell-ward, and thence flourith to the fkies.

O happier thou, my friend ! with eafe content,
Bleft with the confcience of a life well {pent,
Nor wouldft be great, but guide thy gather’d fails 100
Safe by the fhore, nor tempt the rougher gales ;
For fure of all that feel the wounds of Fate
None are completely wretched but the great,
Superior woes fuperior ftations bring ;
A peafant {leeps while cares awake a king. 105
Who reigns muft {uffer! crowns with gems inlaid
At once adorn and load the royal head.
Change but the fcene, and kings in duft decay,
Swept from the earth the pageants of a day ;
There no diftinétions on the dead await 110
But pompous graves and rottennefs in ftate.
Such now are all that thone on earth before ;
Calar and mighty Marlb’rough are no more!
Unhallow’d fect o’er awful Tully tread,
And Hyde and Plato join the vulgar dead ; 114
And all the glorious aims that can employ
The fouls of mortals muft with Hanmer die.
O Compton*! when this breath we once refign
My duit fhall be as eloquent as thine.

Tl that laft hour which calls me hence away, 120
To pay that great arrear which all muft pay,
O! may I tread the paths which faints have trod,
Who knew they walk’d before th’ all-feeing God!

» The Right Hon $ir Speacer curri?mn, speakerof the Houfe of Commens,
=
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Studious from ways of wicked men to keep,
Who mock at vice while gr1evmg angels weep.

Look down on royal flaves, and pity kings.

More happy ! laid where trees with trees entwin’d
In bow’ry arches tremble to the wind,

With innocence and thade like Adam bleﬁ
While a new Eden opens in the breaft!

Such were the fcenes defcending angels trod,

In guiltlefs days, when man convers’d with God.

Then fhall my lyre to loftier founds be ftrung,
Infpir’d by Homer*, or what thou haft fung:
My muie 1'10111 thine fhall catch a warmer ray,
As clouds are brighten’d by the god of day.
So trees unapt to bear, by art refin’d,

With thoots ennobled of a gen’rous kmd
High o’er the ground with fruits adt}pred rife,
And lift their ipreading honours to the fkies.

TO MR. POPE,
ON HIS WORKS, MDCCXXVI.

ET vulgar fouls triumphal arches raife
And [peaking marble to record their praife,

Or carve with fruitlefs toil, to fame unknown,
The mimic feature on the breathing ftone;
Mere mortals, {ubjeft to Death’s total {way,
Reptiles of earth, and beings of a day ;
*T1s thine on ev’ry heart to grave thy praife,
A monument which worth alone can raife;
Sure to furvive when time fhall whelm in duft
The arch, the marble, and the mimic buft;
Nor till the volumes of th’ expanded fky
Blaze in one flame, fhalt thou and Homer die,
When fink together, in the world’s laft fires,
What heaven created and what heaven infpires.

If aught on eartlw when once this breath is fled,
With human tran{port touch the mighty dead,

# Dr, Broome tranflated eight books of the Ddyiiey.

125
Come talte, my friend! the joys retirement brings,

130

135

14X

10

R
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Shakefpeare! rejoice ; his hand thy page refines ;
Now ev’ry fcene with native brightnefs fhines :
Juft to thy fame, he gives thy genuine thought ;
So Tully publith’d what Lucretius wrote : 20
Prun’d by his care, thy laurels loftier grow,
And bloom afrefh on thy immortal brow, .
Thus when thy draughts, O Raphael ! time invades,
And the bold figure from the canvafs fades,
A rival hand recals from ev’ry part 25
Some latent grace, and equals art withart
Tran(ported we furvey the dubious firife,
While the fair image ftarts again to life,
How long untun’d had Homer’s facred lyre
Jarr’d grating difcord, all extinét his fire ? 30
‘This you beheld, and taught by heaven to fing,
Call’d the loud mufic from the founding ftring.
| Now wak’d from flumbers of three thoufand years,
' Once more Achilles in dread pomp appears,
Tow’rs o’er the field of death as fierce he turns, 33
Keen flafh his arms, and all the hero burns;
His plume nods horrible ! his helm on high
W ith cheeks of iron glares againft the fky ;
With martial ftalk, and more than mortal might,
He ftrides along ; he meets the gods in fight : 40
Then the pale Titans, chain’d on burning floors,
Start at the din that rends th® infernal fhores:
Tremble the tow’rs of heaven, earth rocks her coafts,
And gloomy Pluto fhakes with all his ghofts.
To ev’ry theme refponds thy various lay ; 45
Here pours a torrent, there meanders p{ay.
Sonorous as the ftorm thy numbers rife,
Tofs the wild waves, and thunder in the fkies ;
Or fofter than a yielding virgin’s figh,
‘The gentle breezes breathe away and die. 50
How twangs the bow when with a jarring {pring
The whizzing arrows vanith from the ftring !
When giants ftrain fome rock’s vaft weight to thove
The flow verfe heaves, and the clogg’d words fcarce
But when from high itro!ls with many a bound, [move ;
Jumping it thund’ring whirls and rufhes to the ground :
A F j
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Swift flows the verfe when winged lightnings fly, 57
Dart from the dazzled view, and flath along the iky.
Thus, like the radiant god who fheds the day,
The vale you paint, or gild the azure way; - 6o
And while with ev’ry theme the verfe complies,
Sink without grov’ling, without rathnefs rife,
Proceed, great bard! awake th’ harmonious ftring ;
Be ours all Homer ; ftill Ulyfies fing.
E’en I, the meaneft of the mufes’ train, Gs
Inflam’d by thee, attempt a nobler ftrain ; '
Adventrous waken the Mzonian lyre,
Tun’d by your hand, and fing as you infpire.
Soarm’d by great Achilles for the fight,
Patroclus conquer’d in Achilles’ might. 70
Like theirs our friendfhip ; and I boaft my name
To thine united, for thy friendfhip’s fame.
How long Ulyfles, by unikilful hands
Stript of his robes, a beggar trod our lands,
Such as he wander’d o’er his native coaft, 75
Shrunk by the wand and all the hero loft*;
O’er his fmooth fkin a bark of wrinkles {pread,
Old age difgrac’d the honours of his head,
Nor longer in his heavy eye-ball fhin’d
The glance divine forth-beaming from the mind: 8o
But you, like Pallas, ev’ry limb infold
W ith royal robes, and bid him fhine in gold :
Touch’d by your hand his manly frame improves
With air divine, and like a god he moves. :
This labour pait of heavenly fubjett fing, s
While hov’ring angels liften on the wing,
T'o hear from earth fuch heart-felt raptures rife,
Ais when they fing fufpended hold the fkies ;
Or nobly rifing in fair Virtue’s caufe,
From thy own life tranferibe th’ unerring laws; 9o
Teach a bad world beneath her {way to bend :
‘T'o verfe like thine fierce {favages attend,
And men more fierce. 'When Orpheus tunes the lay,
E’en fiends relenting hear their rage away. 94
# gee the 16th Odyiley ver, 186 and 470, :
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TO MR. A. POPE,
WHO CORRECTED MY VERSES,

IF e’er my humble mufe melodious fings.

*T'is when you animate and tune her firings;

If e’er the mounts ’tis when you prune her wings,

You, like the fun, your glorious beams dilplay,

Deal to the darkeft orb a Lr:endlv ray, 5

And clothe it with the luftre of the da
Mean was the piece, unelegantly wmught,

The colours faint, llreo'uhl the draught ;

But your commanding much your nicer art,

Rais’d ev'ry ftroke, and hrighten’{l ev'ry part. 10

So when Luke drew the rudiments of man,

An angel finith’d what the {aint began ;

His wondrous pencil, dipt in heavenly dyes,

Gave beauty to the face, and lightning to the eyes.
Confus’d it lay, arough unpolith’d mafs ; 15

You gave the royal ﬁ:amp, and made it pals ;

Hence e’en Deformity a beauty grew:

She pleas’d, fhe charm’d, but pieas’d and charm’d by

‘Tho’ like Prometheus I thf* image frame, [you.

You gave the life, and bring the heavenl y flame. 20
Thqs when the Nile diffus’d his wat” I'y train

In ftreams of plenty c’er the fruitful plain,

Unfhap&n forms, the refufe of the fiocod,

Iffu’d imperfeét from the teeming mud ;

But the great fource and parent of the t.h}' ST

Fafhion’d the creature, and inform’d the clay*

ADDITION.

# Tonobler themes thy mufe triumphant foars,
Mounts thro' the tracks of airand heaven explores,
Say, has fome feraph tun’d thy facred lyre,

Or deign’d to touch thy ! allnw’{'iq s with fire?
For furefuch founds exaltth’ immortal firing
As heaven aprroves and raptur’d angels fing,
Ah! how I liften while tih? immurrahlzy
Liftsme from earth zbove the Solar Way !

Ah! how I look with fcorn on pompous Crownsy
And pity monarchs f‘m their {plendid thrones ! !
While, thou my guiile, T trace ail Nature’s laws
By juft fra 1?1:;::-*1 to the Sov 'reign Caul t’.‘l o
Pleas’d I furvey how varying fchemes unite
Worlds with the atdms, wg,:.h. with the mite,
And end in Eud, high thron'a aboye all heighty
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Weak of herfelf, my mufe forbears her flight,
Views her own lownefs and Parnaflus’ height ;
But when you aid her fong and deizgn to nod, '
She fpreads a bolder wing, and feels the prefent god, 30
So the Cumaean prophetefs was dumb,
Blind to the knowledge of events to come ;
But when Apollo in her breaft abode,
She heav’d, fhe fwell’d, fhe felt the rufhing god ;
Then accents more than mortal from her broke,
And what the god infpir’d the prieftefls {poke, 36

TO A LADY
PLAYING WITH A SNAKE.

IT is a pleafing direful fight!

At once you charm us and affright !

So heaven deftroying angels arms

With terror dreadful in their charms! 4

Such, fuch was Cleopatra’s air,

Lovely, but formidably fair!

When the griev’d world impoverifh’d loft

By the dire afp its nobleft boatft. g

Aw’d by your guardian’s dang’rous pow’r,
At diftance trembling we adore ;

At diftance once again behold

A ferpent guard the blooming gold. iz

Well pleas’d and harmlefs, lo! he lies,

Bafks in the funfhine of your eyes ;

Now twiits his fpires, and now unfurls

‘T'he gay confufion of his curls. ib

ADDITION.

Who fees, as Lord of all, with equal eye

Now a proud tyrant perifh, then a fiy,

Methinks I view the Patriarch’s ladder rife,

Its bate on earth, its fummit in the fkies 3

Each wondrous ftep by glorious angels trod,

And heaven unfolding to the throne of Ged.

Be this thy praife! T haunt the lovely bow’r,
sport by the {pring, or paiot the blooming flow'r§
Nor dares the muie attempt an arducues height, &cs
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Ohi happy on your breait to lie,
As that bright ftar that gilds the tky*,
Who ceafing in the {pheres to fhine,
Would for your breaft his heaven refign.

Yet oh! fair virgin! caution take

Left fome bold cheat affume the (hake,
When Jove compreft the Grecian dame+
Aloof he threw the lightning’s flame ;
On radiant fpires the lover rode,

And in the tnake conceal’d the god.

TO A LADY OF THIRTY.

O more let youth its beauty boaft,
l S———-—n at. thirty reigns a toaft,
And like the {fun as he declines,
More mildly but more {weetly fhines.

‘The hand of T'ime alone difarms
Her face of its fuperfi’ous charms,
But adds for every grace refign’d
A thouiand to adorn her mind,

Youth was her too inflaming time,

‘This her more habitable clime;

How muft fhe then each heart engage
Who blooms like Youth, is wife like Age!

Thus the rich orange-trees produce
At once both ornament and ufe;
Here opening bloffloms we behold,
‘T'here fragrant orbs of ripen’d geld,
# The Scorpion,
+ Olympias, motner of Alexander fhe Great,

Z0
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THE
WIDOW AND VIRGIN SISTERS,

BEING A LETTER TO THE WIDOW IN LONDON.

WHILE Delia fhines at Hurlothrumbo,
And darts her fprightly eyes at fome beau,
‘Then, clofe behind her fan retiring,
Sees thro® the fticks whole crowds admiring,
You fip your melancholy coffy, : 5
And at the name of man cry O fy!
Or when the noify rapper thunders
Say coldly—*¢¢ Sure the fellow blunders !
¢¢ Unfeen, tho’ pecr on peer approaches ;
¢¢ James, I'm abroad !—Bu: learn the coaches.” 10
As fome young pleader, when his purle is
Unfll’d thro® want of controverfies,
Attends until the chinks are fill’d all
The aflizes Weftminfter and Guildhall,
While graver lawyers keep their houfe, and 15
Colleét the guineas by the thoufand ;
Or as fome tradefmen thro’ thow-glaffes
Expofe their wares to each that paffes,
‘Toys of no ufe! high priz’d commodities
Bought tono end ! eftates in oddities ! 20
Others with like advantage drive at
Their gain from ftorchoufes in private:
Thus Delia fhines in places general,
Is never mifling where the men are all ;
Goes ¢’en to church with godly airs, 28
"T'o meet good company at pray’rs,
Where fhe devoutly plays her fan,
Looks up to heaven, but thinks onman:
You fit at home, enjoy your coufint,
While hearts are offer’d by the dozen. 30
O! born above your {fex to rife,
With youth, wealth, beauty, titles—-wife!
O lady bright! did ne’er you mark yet,
In country fair or country market,
# MIS, Seveeeesthl,
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A beau whofe eloquence might charm ye, 38
Enlifting foldiers for-the army?
He flatters ev’ry well-built youth,
And tells him ev'ry thing but—truth
He cries ¢ Good friend | I'm glad I hap’d in
“ Your company ; you’ll makea captain!” 49
He lifts—but finds thefe guady thows
Soon chang’d to furly looks and blows.
*Tis now, ¢ March, rafcal! what d'ye grumble ?**
Thwack goes the cane! ¢ I'll make you humble.”
Such weddings are : and I refemble *em 45
| Almoft in all points to this emblem.
' While courtihip lafts tis ¢ Dear!™ ’tis ¢ Madam{**
¢ The fweeteft creature fure fince Adam!
¢ Had I the years of a Methufalem,
“ How in my charmer’s praife I'd ufe all ’em! 50
¢ O take me to thy arms, my beauty!
¢¢ I dote, adore, thy very fhoe-tyel™
They wed—but fancy grown lefs warming,
Next morn he thinks the bride lefs charming :
He fays, nay fivears, ¢ My wife grows old in 55
¢¢ One fingle month;*” then falls to {colding :
¢ What, Madam! gadding ev’ry day ?
¢ Up to your room ; there ftitch or pray!”

Such proves the marriage-ftate! but for all
Thele truths you’ll wed, and fcorn the moral, 6o
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TO A

GENTLEMAN OF SEVENTY,

WHO MARRIED A LADY OF SIXTEEN#.

HAT woes muft fuch unequal union bring,
When hoary Winter weds the youthful Spring ?
You, like Mezentius], in the nuptial bed
Once more unite the living and the dead. 4

4 It was printed in the firlt edition of his poems, 1727.

4 ** The living and the dead at his command =
¢ Were coupled face to fuce and hand te hand.”” B
Dryden's Firg, ABn, i




PARAPHRASES.

HABBAKRUK
CHAP. I1I. PARAPHRASED.
A1 0de writtenin 1710, as an Exercife at St. Fobu's College in

Cﬂm.ﬁria’gf.

'\ HEN, ina glorious terrible array,
From Paran’s tow'ring height th’ Almighty took

Borne on a cherub’s wings he rode, | his way,
Intolerable day proclaim’d the God ;
No earthly cloud §

Could his effulgent brightnefs fhroud ;

Glory, and Majefty, and Power,

March’d in a dreadful pomp before ;

Behind a grim and meagre train,

Pining Sicknefs, frantic Pain, Yo
Stallk’d wildly on! with all the difmal band

Which heaven in anger {ends to fcourge a guilty land.

With terror cloth’d, he downward flew,
And wither’d half the nations with a view
Thro’ half the nations of th” aftoni(h’d earth 15
He fcatter’d war, and plagues, and dearth!
And, when he {poke,
The everlafting hills from their foundations fhook ;
The trembling mountains, by a lowly nod,
W ith reverence firuck, confefs’d the Gaod. 20
On Sion’s holy hill he took his ftand,
Grafpiug omnipotence in his right hand ;
Then mighty earthquakes rock’d the ground,
And the fun darken’d as he frown’d.
He dealt affliétion from his van, z2g
And wild confufion from his rear,
‘They thro® the tents of Cuihan ran,
"The tents of Cufhan quak’d with fear,
And Midian trembled with defpair.
I {ee his fword wave naked in the air ;* 10
VARIATION,
#® I fee hisCword wave with redoubled ire
Ah! has it fet the very clouds on fire ?

The clouds burlt down in deluges of how'ra,
Fierce lightning flames, vindictive thugder roars.
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It fheds around a baleful ray ;

The rains pour down, the lightnings play,
And on their wings vindiétive thunders Bear.

‘When thro’ the mighty flood

He led the murm’ring crowd, 38
What ail’d the rivers that they backward fled ?

Why was the mighty flood afraid ?

March’d he againft the rivers ? or was he,

Thou mighty flood ! difpleafed at thee ?

"The floed beheld from far 40
The Deity in all his equipage of war ;

And lo! at once it burits, indiver{e falls

On either hand ! it fivells in cryftal walls !

Th’ eternal rocks difclofe! the tofling waves

Rufh in loud thunder from a thoufand caves ! 45
Why tremble ye, O Faithlefs ! to behold f
The opening deeps their gulfs unfold ?

Enter the dreadful chafims | *tis God who guides
Your wondrous way ! the God who rules the tides !
And lo ! they march amid the deaf ning roar 50
Of tumbling feas! they mount the adverfe fhore !
Advance, ye chofen tribes ! Arabia’s fands,

Lonely uncomfortable lands,

Void of fountain, void of rain,

Oppole their burning coafts in vain ! 55
See the great Prophet ftand

Waving his wonder-working wand !

He ftrikes the ftubborn rock, and lo !

The ftubborn rock feels the Almighty blow!

His ftony entrails burft, and rufthing torrents flow !

"Then did the Sun his ﬁei‘y courfers ftay,* | 61
And backward held the falling day ;

VARIATION,

* Ah! whatnew fcenes unfold, what voice T hear?
Sun ! ftand thou fill ; thou, Moon ! thy courfle forbear,
AR !-==-=5un! thy wheels ohedient ftay,
Doubling the fplendours of the wondrous day 3 - ,
The nimble-footed minutes ceafe to run,
And urge the lazy hourson:
Time hangs his unexpanded wings,
Anda all the fecret fprings
'That carry on the year
Stopt in their full career:
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"The nimble-footed Minutes ceas’d to run,
And urge the lazy Hours on:
Time hung his unexpanded wings,
And all the fecret [prings
That carry on the year
Stopt in their full career :
Then the aftonifh’d moon
Forgot her going down,
And paler grew
The difmal {cene to view,
How thro’ the trembling Pagan nation
Th> Almighty ruin dealt and ghaftly defolation.

But why, ah! why, O Sion! reigns
Wide wafting Havock o’er thy plains ?
Ah me ! deftruétion is abroad ;
Vengeance is loofe, and wrath ﬂ-::.-rn Gﬂd I
Sec ! hofts of fpoilers leize their prey !

See ! Slaughter marks in blood ‘us way !
See ! how embattled Babylon,

Like an unruly delusrt, rufhes on !

Lo! the field with millions {warms!!

I hear their thouts, their clathing arms !
Now the cﬂnﬂlf’tmg hotts eng: gage

With more than mortal 1;10131

Oh Heaven'! I faint—I L;i«.

The yielding pow’rs of Ifrael fly——

Now banner’d hofts {urround the walls
Of Sion | now fhe finks, fhe falls——

Ah, Sion! how for thee I mourn !

What pangs for thee I feel !

Ah ! how art thou become the Pagan’s {corn,
Lovely unﬂa.pp} Ifrael !

A fhiv’ring damp invades my heart,

A trembling horrer fhoots through ev'ry part

VARIATION:

At once th' aftonith’d moon

Forgets her going down,

And paler grows

To view th’ amazing train of woes,

While thro' the rrf.mhlmg Pagan nation

Th' Almighty ruin deals and ghattly defolation,
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My ﬂnddh}ﬁ frame can fearce fuftain
Th* oppreffive load I undergo :
Speechlefs I figh ; the envious woe
Forbids the very pleafure to complain ;. 100
Forbids my fault’ring tongue to tell
What pangs for thee I feel,
Lovely, unhappy Ifrael!

Yet tho’ the fig-tree hould no burden bear,

"Tho’ vines delude the promife of the year ; 103
Yet tho’ the olive thould not yield her oil,

Nor the parch’d glebe reward the peafant’s toil ;

Tho’ the tir’d ox beneath his labours fall,

And herds in millions perith from the ftall ;

Yet fhall my grateful firings 118
For ever praife thy name,

For ever thee proclaim,

Thee, everlafting God ! the mighty King of kings ! 113

FART OF THE
XXXVIII. AND XXXIX. CHAPS. OF JOB

PARAPHRASED.,

NOW From the {plendor of his bright abode
On wings of all the winds th’ Almighty rode,
And the loud voice of thunder fpoke the God.
Cherubs and feraphs from celeftial bow’rs,
Ten thoufand thoufand bright ethereal pow’rs, 5
Miniftrant round their radiant files unfold,
Arm’d in eternal adamant and gold !
Whirlwinds and thundrous ftorms his chariot drew
Tween worlds and worlds, triumphant as it flew :
He ftretch’d his dark pavilion o’er the floods, 10
Bade hills fubfide, and rein’d th’ obedient clouds,
Then from his awful gloom the Godhead [poke,
And at his voice affrighted Nature thook.

Vain Man ! who boldly with dim reafon’s ray
Vies with his God, and rivals his full day !  J4
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But tell me now, fay how this beauteous frame#*
Of all things from the womb of Nothing came,
When Nature’s Lord, with one Almighty call,
From no-where rais’d the worlds capacious ball ?
Say if thy hand direts the various rounds 20
Of the vaft earth, and circumicribes the bounds ?
How orbs oppos’d to orbs amid the {ky
In concert move, and dance in harmony ?
What wondrous pillars their foundations bear,
When hung felf-balanc’d in the fluid air? 28
Why the vaft tides {fometimes with wanton play
In thining mazes gently glide away ;
Anon, why [welling with impetuous ftores
Tumultuous tumbling thunder to the fhores ?
By thy command does fair Aurora rife, 10
And gild with purple beams the blufhing fkies ?
The warbling lark falutes her cheerful ray,
And welcomes with his fong the rifing day ;
The rifing day ambrofial dew dittils,
Th’ ambrofial dew with balmy odour fills 35
The flow’rs, the flow’rs rejoice, and Nature fmiles.
Why Night, in fable rob’d, as daylight fades,
O’er half the nations draws her awful fhades ?
Now peaceful Nature lies diffus’d in eafe,
A folemn ftillnefs reigns o’er land and feas. 40
Sleep fheds o’er all his balm ! to fleep refign’d
Birds, beafts, lie huth’d, and bufy humankind.+
No air of breath difturbs the drow{y woods,
No whifpers murmur from the filent floods !
The moon fheds down a filver-ftreaming light; 45
And glads the melancholic face of Night;

VARIATIONS.

#* Eut tell me, Mortal ! when th" Almighty faid
Be madey ye worlds | how worlds atonce were made ?
When hofts of angels, wrapt in wonder, {ang
His praile, as order from dilorder {prung.

4 No more the monfters of the defert roar,
boubling the terrors of the midnight hour,
The fowl, the fifhes; to re:Pnﬁ: refign’d,
Ally alllie hufh’dy and buty humankind.
The fainting murmur dies vpon the floodsy
And fighing breezes lull tﬁl;u: drow(ly wopds,

G 3
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Now clouds {wift-fkimming veil her fully'd ray,
Now bright fhe blazes with a fuller day.*
‘T'he ftars in order twinkle in the fkies, :
And fall in filence, and in filence rife ; .
Till, as a giant ftrong, a bridegroom gay,
The Sun {prings dancing thro’ the gates of Day :
He fhakes his dewy locks, and hurls his beams
O’er the proud hills, and down the glowing ftreams :
His fiery courfers bound above the main, 55
And whirl the car along the ethereal plain
The fiery courfers and the car difplay
~ A ftream of glory and a flood of day.
Did e’er thy eye defcend into the deep ?
Or haft thou feen where infant tempelts fleep ? Go
Woas e’erthe grave or regions of the night
Yet trod by thee, or open’d to thy fight ? -
Has Death difclos’d to thee her gloomy itate,
The ghaftly forms, the various woes, that wait
In terrible array before her awful gate ? 63
Kanow’ft thou where darknefs bears eternal fway,
Or where the fource of everlafting day ?
Say, while the driving hail with ruthing found i
Pours from on high and rattles on the ground ?
Why hover fnows, down-wav'ring by degrees, 70
Shine from the hills, or glitter from the trees ?
Say, why in lucid drops the balmy rain
With fparkling gems impearls the fpangled plain? -
Or, gath’ring 1n the vale, a current flows, '
And on each flow’r a fudden {pring beftows 2 75
Say, why with gentle fighs the ev'ning breeze
8alutes the flow’rs, or murmurs thro’ the trees ?
Or why loud winds in ftorms of vengeance fly,
Howl o’er the main, and thunder in the fky ?
Say, to what wondrous magazines repair 8o
The viewlels Seings when {erene the air,
Till, from their dungeons loos’d, they roar aloud,
Upturn whole oceans, and tofs cloud on cloud;

VARIATION,
* New bright fthe blazesy and fupplies she day.
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While waves encount’ring waves, in mountains driv’n,
Swell to the ftarry vault, and dafh the heaven ? 3
Know’{t thou why comets threaten in the air,
Heralds of woe, deftruétion, and defpair,
The plague, the {word, and all the forms of war ?
On ruddy wings why forky lightning flies,
And rolling thunder grumbles in the fkies ? 90
Say, can thy voice, when f{ultry Sirius reigns,
And funs intenfely glowing cleave the plains,
‘I'h’ exhaufted urns of thirity {prings {upply,
And mitigate the fever of the ftky ?
Or, when the heavens are charg’d with gloomy clouds,
And hali the fkies precipitate in floods, 96
Chafe the dark horror of the ftorm away,
Reftrain the deluge, and reftore the day ?
By thee does Summer deck herfelt with charms,
Or hoary Winter lock his frozen arms ? 109
Say if thy hand inftruét the rofe to glow,
Or to the lily give unfully’d fhow ;
Teach fruits to knit from blofloms by degrees,
Swell into orbs, and load the bending trees,
Whofe various kinds a various hue unfold, 10§
With crimfon blufh, or burnifh into gold ?
Say, why the fun arrays with fhining dies
The gaudy bow that gilds the gloomy fkies ?
He from his urn pours forth his golden ftreams,
And humid clowds imbibe the glitt’ring beams ; 110
Sweetly the varying colours fade or rife,
And the vaft arch embraces half the fkies.
Say, didit thou give the mighty feas thew bars,
Fill air with fowl, orlight up heaven with ftars,
Whole theufand times ten thoufand lamps diiplay
A friendly radiance, mingling ray with ray ? 11§
Say, canft thou rule the courlers of the fun,
Or lath the lazy fign, Bootes, on ?
Dott thou inflruét the eagle how to fly,
‘I'o mount the viewlefs winds, and tow’r the fky ? 120
On_{ounding pinions borne, he {oars, and fhrouds
His proud alpiring head among the clouds ;
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Strong-pounc’d and fierce he darts upon his prey,
He fails in triumph thro’ the ethereal way,
Bears on the fun, and baiks in open day. 12§
Does the dread king and terror of the wood,
‘The lion, from thy hand expect his food ?
Stung with keen hunger from his den he comes,
Ranges the plains, and o’er the foreft roams ;
He fnuffs the track of beafts, he fiercely roars,* 1330
Doubling the horrors of the midnight hours ;
With fullen majefty he ftalks away,
And the rocks tremble while he feeks his prey ;
Dreadful he grins ! he rends the {avage brood
With unfheath’d paws, and churns the {pouting blood.
Doft thou with thunder arm the gen’rous horfe, 136
Add nervous limbs or fwiftnefs for the courfe ?
Fleet as the wind, he thoots along the plain,
And knows no check, nor hears the curbing reign ;
His fiery eye-balls, tormidably bright, 140
Dart a fierce glory and a dreadful light;
Pleas’d with the clank of arms and trumpets’ found,
He bounds, and prancing paws the trembling ground ;
He fhuffs the promis’d battle from afar,
Neighs at the captains® fhouts and thunder of the war ;
Rous’d with the noble din and martial fight, 146
He pants with tumults of fevere delight ;
His [prightly blood an even courfe difdains,
Pours from his heart, and charges in his veins;
He braves the {pear, and mocks the twanging bow,
Demands the fight, and rufhes on the foe, 151

CHAP. XLIII. OF ECCLESIASTICUS

PARAPHRASLED.

HE fun that rolls his beamy orb on high,

Pride of the world, and glory of the fky,
Illuftrious in his courfe, in bright array
Marches along the heavens, and {catters da
O’er earth, and o’er the main, and thro’ th’ ethereal way.

VARIATION.

#* He mocks the beating ftorms and wintry thow'rs,
Making night hideous as he fteraly rears.
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e in the morn renews his radiant round, 6
And warms the fragrant bofom of the ground ;
But ere the ncon of day in fiery gleams
He darts the glory of his blazing beams ;
Beneath the burnings of his fultry ray 10
Eaith to her centre pierc’d admits the day ;
Huge vales expand where rivers roll’d before,
And leflin’d feas eontra& within their thore.

O Pow'r fupreme ! O high abeve all height!

Thou gav'ft the {un to fhine, and thou art light. 1§
‘W hether he falls orriles in the fkies,

He by thy voice is taught to fall or rife ;

Swiftly he moves, refulgent in his fphere,

And mealures out the day, the month, and year ;

He drives the hours along with flower pace, 20
The minutes rufh away, impetuous in their race ;

He wakes the fiow’rs that fleep within the earth,

And calls the fragrant infants out to birth ;

The fragrant infants paint th® enamell’d vales,

And native incenfe loads the balmy gales ; 25
‘The balmy gales the fragrancy convey

‘T'o heaven, and to their God an offering pay.

By thy command, the moon, as daylight fades,
Lifts her broad circle in the deep’ning fhades ;
Array’d in glory, and enthron’d in light, 30
She breaks the lolemn terrors of the night ;

Sweetly inconftant in her varying flame,

She changes ftill, another, yet the fame !

- Now in decreale by flow degrees fhe fhrouds

Her fading luftre in a veil of clouds ; 335
Now at increafe, her gathering beams difplay

A blaze of light, and give a paler day;

T'en thoufand ftars adern her glitt’ring train,

Fall when fhe talls, and riie with her again,

And o’er the deierts of the fky unfold 40
‘Their burning {pangles of fiderial gold :

Thro® the wide heavens fhe moves ferenely bright,
Queen of the gay attendants of the night;

Orb above orb in {weet confufion lies,

And with a bright diforder paints the fkies. 45
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The Lord of Nature fram’d the thow'ry bow,

Turn’d its gay arch, and bade its colours glow ;

Its radiant circle compafies the fkies,

And {weetly the rich tintures faint and rife ;

It bids the herrors of the ftorm to ceafe, 50
Adorns the clouds, and makes the tempeft pleafe.

He, when deep-rolling clouds blot out the day,
And thund’rous ftorms a {olemn gloom difplay,
Pours down a wat’ry deluge from on high,

And opens all the {luices of the fky ; g6
High o’er the fthores the ruthing furge prevails,

Burfts o’er the plain, and roars along the vales ;
Dafhing abruptly dreadful down it comes,

‘Tumbling thro" rocks, and toffes, whirls, and foams ;
Mean time, from ev’ry region of the fky 6o
Red burning bolts in forky vengeance fly ;

Dreadfully bright o’er feas and earth they glare,

And burfts of thunder rend th> encumber’d air:

At once the thunders of th” Almighty found,

Heav'n lours, defcend the floods, and rocks the ground !

He gives the furious whirlwind wings to fly, 66
To rend the earth, and wheel along the tky;

In circling eddies whirl’d, it roars aloud,

Drives wave on wave, and dafhes cloud %;1 cloud :
Where’er it moves it lays whole forefts low, 70
And at the blaft eternal mountains bow ;

While tearing up the fands, in drifts they rife, -
And half the deferts mount the burden’d fkies.

He, trom ®rial treafures, downward pours
Sheets of uniully’d fhow in lucid fhow’rs ; e
Flake after flake, thro® air thick-wav’ring flies,
T'ill one vaft fhining wafte all Nature lies ;

‘T'hen the proud hills a virgin whitene{s fhed,

A dazzling brightnefs glitters from the mead ;

The hoary trees reflect a filver thow, 3o
And groves beneath the lovely burden bow.

He from loofe vapours with an icy chain /
Binds the round hail and moulds the harden’d rain;
The ftony tempeft with a rufhing found :
Beats the firm glebe refulting from the ground 5 85
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Swiftly it falls, and as it falls invades
The rifing herb, or breaks the {preading blades ;
While infant flow’rs that rais’d their bloomy heads,
Crufh’d by its fury, fink into their beds.
When {tormy winter from the frozen north 9@
Borne on his icy chariot iffues forth,
The blafted groves their verdant pride refign,
And billows harden’d into cryftal fhine :
Sharp blows the rigour of the piercing winds,
And the proud floods as with a breaft-plate binds; g5
Ev'n the proud feas forget in tides to roll
Beneath the freezings of the northern pole ;
There waves on waves in folid mountains rifc,
And Alps of ice invade the wond’ring kies,
While gulfs belowand flipp’ry vallies lie, 109
And with a dreadful brightnefs pain the eye:
But if warm winds a warmer air reftore,
And fofter breezes bring a genial fhow’r,
The genial thow’r revives the cheerful plain,
And the huge hills flow down into the main. 10§
When the {eas rage and loud the ocean roars,
When foaming billows lafh the founding fhores,
If he in thunder bid the waves fubfide,
The waves obedient fink upon the tide,
A fudden peace controls the limpid deep, 110
And the ftill waters in {oft filence fleep :
‘Then heaven lets down a golden-fireaming ray,
And all the broad expanfion flames with day ;
In the clear glafs the mariners defery
A fun inverted and a downward fky. 115
They who advent’rous plough the wat’ry way
The dreadful wonders of the deep furvey ;
Familiar with the ftorms their {ails unbind,
Tempt the rough blaft, and bound before the wind :
Now high they mount, now fhoot into a vale, 120
Now {mooth their courfe, and fcud before the gale.
There rolling monfters, arm’d in fcaly pride,
Flounce m the billows, and dath round the tide
There huge Leviathan unwicldy moves,
And thro® the waves a living ifland roves 125
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In dreadful paftime terribly he {ports,
And the vaf’c ocean {carce his weight fupports ;
Where’er he turns the hoary deeps divide,
He breathes a tempelt and he {pouts a tide !

Thus, Lord ! the wonders or earth, fea, and air,
Thy boundlefs wiidom and thy power declare ; 113
Thcuu, high in glory, and in might ferene,

Seeft and mov’{t all, thyfelf unmov’d, unfeen,

Should men and angeib join in fongs to raife

A grateful tribute equal to thy praife, 133
Yet far thy glory would their praife outfhine, |
Tho® men and angels in the {ong thould join :

For though this r:ai th with fkill divine is wrought,
Above the guefs of man or angel’s thought,

Yet in the {pacious regions of the fkies, 140
New [cenes unfold, and worlds on worlds arife :
There other orbs round other funs advance,

Float on the air, and run their myftic dance ;

And yet the pow'r of thy Almighty hand

Can build another world from ev’ry {and ; 145
And though vain man arraign thy high decree,
Still this is juft ! what is, that ought to be.* 147

% FEvidently wreng, but fo in edit. 1779, The line is not in edit, 175¢,
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DAPHNIS AND LYCIDAS.
A PASTORAL,

They fing the different {uccels and abfence of their Laves,

%o the Right Hon. the Lord Vifcount Towwnfbend, of Rainbam is
Narfoff Knight of the maft noble Order of the G arrer, and Prin-
cital Secretary of State to bis Majefly.

...... & gylve funt Confule dign=."" Firg.
DAPHNIS.

OW calm the ev’ning ! fte the falling day
Gilds ev’ry mountain with a ruddy ray !

¥n gentle fighs the foftly whi{p’ring breeze
qalutes the flow® rs, and waves the trembling trees,
Hark ! the night-warhler from yon vocal boughs [;
Glads ev'ry valley with melodious woes :
Swift thro’ the air her rounds the fwallow takes,
Or fportwe fkims the level of the lakes ;
The tim’rous deer, {wift-ftarting as they graze,
Bound off in crewds, then turn again and gaze. I®
Eee how yon {wans, with fnowy pride elate,
Aixch their high necks and fail along in ftate ! |
"Thy frifking flocks fafe-wand'ring crop the plain,
And the glad [ealon claims a glad{ome ftrain,
Begi u—Ye Echoes ! liften to the fong, Y3
ﬂnd,_ with its {weetnefs pleas’d, each note prolong.

Lyc. Sing, Mufe!—and O, may Townfhend deign te
What the Mufe fings ! to Townfhend this is due, [view
Whoe, carrying with him all the world admires,
From all the world illaftrioufly retires, 20
And calraly wand’ring in his Rainham, roves
By lake, or [pring, by thicket, lawn, or groves,
W here verdant hl“b, or vales, where fountains ftray,
Charm ev'ry thought of idle pomp away ;
Unenvy'd views the {plendid toils of ftate, 2§
In private happy, as in public great.

‘[hus godlike Scipio, onwhofe cares reclin’d
T be burden and repole of half mankind,

o



26 PASTORALS. '
Left to the vain their pomp, and calmly ﬁray d
The world forgot beneath the laurel fhade; 30
Nor longer would be great, but void of firife,
Clos’d in foft peace his eve of glorious life.

Feed round, my goats' ye theep in fafety graze ;
Ye winds ! breathe gently, while I tune my lays.

The joyous fpring draws nigh ; ambrofial thow’rs
Unbind the earth, the earth unbinds the flow’rs ; R
The flow’rs blc-w [weet, the daffodils unfold '
The fpreading glories of their blooming gold.

DAPH. As the gay hours advance the bluffums fhoot,
‘The knitting blofloms harden into fruit ; 49
And as the autumn by degrees enfues,

The mellowing fruits dii‘play their ftreaky hues.

LYC. When thewinds whilftle and the tempeft roars,
When foaming billows lafh the founding fhores,

The blooming beauties of the paftures die, 45
And in gay heaps of fragrant ruin lie. [binds

DAPH. Severe the ftorms when fhudd’ring winter

The earth; but winter yields to vernal winds.
O Love ! thy rigour my whole life deforms ;
More cold than winter, more fevere than ftorms ! 50

LYC. Sweet is the {pring, and gay the fummer hoursy
When balmy odours breathe from painted flowrs ;
But neither [iveet the {pring, nor {ummer gay,

When fhe I love, my chumer' is away.

DAPH. To favage rocks, thro” bleak inclement fkies,
Deaf as_thole rocks, from me my fair one flies : 56
0 V:rgm' ceale to ﬂy, th” inclement air
May hurt thy charms—but thou haft charms to {pare !

Lyc. I love, and ever fhall my love remain
The faireft, kindeft virgin of the plain; 6o
With equal pdm{)ﬂ her foft bofom glows,

Feels the fweet pains, and fhares the heavenly woes.
paPH. With a feign’d paffion fhe I love beguiles,

And gayly falle the dear diffembler fmiles ;

But let her ftill thofe bleft deceits employ, 65

Still may fhe feign, and cheat me into joy.

LYC. Onyonder bank the yielding nymph reclin’d ;
Gods! how traniported I and the how kind !
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There rife, ye flow’rs ! and there your pride difplay,
There fHed your odours where the fair one lay! = 70
. DAPH. Once as my fair one in the roly bow’r

In gentle flumbers pafs’d the noontide hour, =

Soft T approdch’d, and, raptur’d with the blifs,

At leifure gaz’d, then ftole a frlent kifs.

She wak’d ; when confcious fmiles, but ill repreft, 7¢
Spoke no difdain.—Was ever {wain {o bleft !

Lyc. With fragrant apples from the bending bougl

In [port my charmer gave her fivain a blow ;

‘Fhe fair offender; of my wrath afraid,

Fled till 1 feiz’d and kifs’d the blooming maids = 8o
She fml"d, and vow’d if thus her crimes [ pay,

She would offend a thotfand times a-cray. |

DAPH. O’er the fteep mountainand the pathlefs mead
From my embrace the lovely fcorner fled,

But ftumbling in the flight, by chance the fell: = 83
I faw—but what—her lover will not tell.

~ LyC. From me my fair one fled, diffembling play,
And in the dark conceal’d the wanton lay ;

But laugh’d, and thew’d by the direfting {found

She only hid mn fecret to be found. 90

DAPH. Far hence to happier climes Belinda ftrays,
But in my breaft her Jovely image ftays:

O to thele plains again, bright Nymph ! repair,
Or from my breaft tar hence thy image bear.

LyYC. Come, Delia! come ; till Delia blefs thefe feats,
Hide me, ye groves, within your dark retreats : 95
In hollow groans, ye winds, around me blow ;

Ye bubbling fountains, murmur to my woe.

DAPH. Where'er Belinda roves, ye Zephirs! play ;
Where’er fhe treads, ye flow’rs, adorn the way; 100
From fultry funs, ye groves, my charmer keep ;

Ye bubbling fountains, murmur to her fleep.

Lyc. If ftreams fmooth wand’ring, Delia, yield de-
If the gay rofe or lily pleafe thy fight, [light,
Smooth ftreams here wander, here the rofes glow, 105
Here the proud lilies rife to thade thy brow.

papPH. Aid me, ye Mufes, while I loud proclaim
What love infpires, and fing Belinda’s name :

H 2
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Waft it, ye breezes; to the hills around,

And fport, ye echoes, with the fav'rire found. 148
LYc. Thy name, my Delia, fhall improve my foag;

"The pleafing labour of my ravifh’d tongue :

Her name to heaven propitions Zephyrs bear!

And breathe it to her kindred angels there, o
DaPH. But fee! the night difplays her ftarry train,

Soft filver dews impear] the glitt’ring plain ; 116

An awful horror fills the gloomy woods,

And bluifh mifts rife from the fmoking floods :

Hafte, Daphnis | * hafte to fold thy woolly care; 7119

‘T'he deep’ning fhades imbrown th® unwholefome air.

A PASTORAL TO A YOUNG LADY,
Upon ber leaving and return to the Country.

DAMON.
AY, while each fcene fo beautiful appears, |
Why heaves thy bofom, and why fiow thy tears ? .

See from the clouds the {pring defcends in fhow’rs,
The painted vallies laugh with rifing flow’rs ;
Smooth flow the floods, {oft breathe the vernal airs; 3
The {pring, flow’rs, floods, confpire to charm our cares.

FLORUS. But vain the pleafure which the feafor
The laughing vallies or the painted fields.  [yields,
No more, ye floods, in filver mazes flow,
Smile not, ye flow’rs, no more foft breezes blow! 1o
Far, Damon, far from thefe unhappy groves
The cruel lovely Rofalinda roves.

paM. Ah! now I know why late the op’ning buds
Clos’d up their gems, and ficken’d in the woods ;
Why droop’d the lily in her fnowy pride, i5
And why the rofe withdrew her fweets, and dy’d.
For thee, fair Rofalind ! the op’ning buds -
Clos’d up their gems, and ficken’d in the woods ;
For thee the lily thed her fnowy pride,
For thee the rofe withdrew her {weets, and dy’d. 20

FLOR. See where yon vine in foft embraces weaves
Xer wanton ringlets with the myrtles leaves ; i

VARIATION,
% Hafte, Lycidas ! to fold, &c.




PASTORALS, 2o
There tun’d fweet Philomel her fprightly lay,
Both to the rifing and the falling day
But fince fair Rofalind forfook the plains, 25
Sweet Philomel no more renews her ftrains ;
With forrow dumb, fhe difiegards her lay,
Nor grects the riﬁﬂg nor the falling day.

DAaM. Say, O ye winds, that range the diftant {kies,
Now {well’d to tempefts by my rifing fighs, 30
Say, while my Rofalind deferts thefe thores,

How Damon.dies for whom his foul adores.

FLOR. Yemurm'ring fountains, and ye wand’ring
That vifit various lands thro’ various roads, [floods,
Say, when ye find where Rofalind refides, 35
Say how my tears increaie your {welling tides.

- DpaM. Tell me, I charge you, Oye Sylvan {wains,
Who range the mazy grove or flow’ry plains,
Befide what fountain, in what breezy bow )
Reclines my charmer in the noontide hour ? 40

FLOR. Soft, I adjure you by the tkipping fawns,
By the fleet roes that bound along the lawns,

Soft tread, ye virgin-daughters of the grove,
Nor with your dances wake my fleeping love.

pAM. Return, O virgin ! and if proud difdain 43
Arm thy fierce loul, return, enjoy my pain :

If pleas’d thou view’ft a faithful lover’s cares,
Thick rife, ye fighs ! in floods defcend, ye tears!

FLOR. Return, O virgin ! while in verdant meads
By iprings we fport, or dream on flow’ry beds, 50
She weary wanders thro’ the defert way,

The food of wolves, or hungry lions” prey.

pDaM. Ah! fhicld her, heav’'n! your rage, ye beafts,
Thofe are not limbs for favages to tear!  [forbear !
Adieu, ye meads ! with her thro® wilds I g0, 55
O’er burning fands or everlafting fhow ;

With her I wander thro® the defert way,
The food of wolves, or hungry lions’ prey.

rLOR. Come, Rofalind! before the wintry clouds
Frown o’er th® aerial vault, and ruth in floods; 6o
Ere raging ftorms howl o’er the frozen plains ;

Thy charms may fuffer by the ftorins or rain,
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paM. Come, Rofalind | O come! then infant flow’rs
Shall bloom and fmile, and form their charms by yours:
By you the lily fhall her white compofe, 63
Your blufh fhall add new blufhes to the rofe ;
Each flow’ry mead and ev’ry tree fhall bud,
And fuller honours clothe the youthful wood.

FLOR. Yet, ah! forbear tourge thy homeward way

While fultry funs infeft the glowing day : 70
The fultry funs thy beauties may impair—
Yet hafte away, for thou art now too fair. [play 1

paM. Hark! from yon bow’r what airs foft-warbled
My foul takes wing to meet th’ enchanting lay.
Silence, ye nightingales !—attend the voice ; 75
While thus it warbles all your fongs are noile,

FLOR. See from the bow’r a form majeftic moves,
And {moothly gliding, fhines along the groves !
Say, comes a goddefs from the golden {pheres ? 79
A goddels comes, or Rofalind appears ! [day 3

pAM. Shine forth, thou fun! bright ruler of the
And where fhe treads, ye flow’rs, adorn the way :
Rejoice, ye groves, my heart, difinifs thy cares ;
My goddefs comes ! my Rofalind appears ! 84




ODES.

MELANCHOLY, AN ODEL,

Occafioned by the Death of a beloved Daughter, 1723

ADIEU vain mirth and noify joys,
Ye gay defires, deluding toys !
Thou, thoughtful Melancholy, deign
‘T'o hide me in thy penfive train.

If by the fall of murm’ring floods,
Where awful thades imbrown the woods,
Or it where winds in caverns groan

‘Thou wand’reft filent and alone ;

Come, blifsful Mourner! wifely fad,

In forrow’s garb, in fable clad,

Henceforth thou, Care, my hours employ :
Sarrow ! be thou henceforth my joy.

By tombs where fullen {pirits ftalk,
Familiar with the dead I walk,

While to my fighs and groans by turns
From graves the midnight echo mourns,

Open thy marble jaws, O tomb !

Thou earth, conceal me in thy womb ;
And you, ye worms ! this frame confound,
Ye brother reptiles of the ground.

O life! frail offspring of a day !

>Tis puff’d with one thort gafp away !
Swift as the fhort-liv’d flow’r it flies :
It [prings, it blooms, it fades, it dies !

With cries we uther in our birth,

With groans refign our tranfient breath ;
- While round, ftern minifters of fate !
Pain, and Dileafe, and Sorrow, wait,

While childhood reigns, the {portive boy
Learns only prettily to toy ;

And while he roves from play to play,
The wanton trifles life away,
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When to the noon of life we rife,
The man grows elegant in vice ;
To glorious gullt in courts he climbs,
Vilely judicious in his crimes.

When youth and ftrength in age are loft,
Man feems already halt a ghott ;

W ither’d and wan, to earth he bows,

A walking holpital of woes !

O happinefs ! thou empty name!!

Say, art thou bought by gold or fame ?
What art thou, gold ! but fhining earth 2
Thou, common fame! but commen breath ?

If virtue contradiét the voice

Of public fame, applaule is noife.
Ev’n victors are by conqueft curft :
The braveft warrior is the worit,

T ook round on all that man below
Idly calls great, and all is fhow :
All, to the coffin from our birth,
In this vaft toyfhop of the earth.

Come then, O friend of virtuous woe,
With folemn pace, demure, and flow !
Lo! fad and ferious I purfue

Thy fteps—Adieu, vain world ! adieu.

THE COY;
AN ODE.
OVE is a noble, rich repatft,
But feldom fhould the lover tafte 3
‘When the kind fair no more reftrains,
The glutton [urfeits and difdains.

To move the nymph he tears beftows ;
He vainly fighs, he falfely vows :

The L'+ta::;1r::r deceive, the vows betray 3
He conquers, and contemns the prey.

Thus Ammon’s fon with fierce delight
Smil'd at the terrors of the fight ;
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The thoughts of conqueft charm’d his eyes ;
He conquer’d, and he wept the prize.

Love, like a profpe&, with delight
Sweetly deceives the diftant fight,
Where the tir'd travellers furvey
O’er hanging rocks a dang’rous way,

Ye fair ! that would vittorious prove, .
Seem but half kind when moft ye love :
Damon purfues if Calia flies,

But when her love is born, his dies.

Had Danae the young, the fair,
Been free and unconfin’d as air ;
Free from the guards and brazen tow’r,
She’d ne’er been worth a golden thow'r.
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IMITATIONS.

o e ]

PART OF THE TENTH E0OK OF

THE ILTIADS OF HOMER,
IN THE STYLE OF MILTON.

OW high advanc’d the night ; o’er all the hoft
Sleep fhed his fofteft balm : reftlefs alone
Aatrides lay, and cares revolv’d on cares.

As when with rifing vengeance gloomy Jove
Pours down a wat’ry deluge, or in ftorms 5
Of hail or fnow commands the gorey jaws
Of war to rear, thro” all the kindling fkies
With flaming wings on lightnings lightnmg‘s play ;
So, while Atrides meditates the war,

Sighs atter highs burft from his man]y breaft, i0
And fhake his inmoft foul : round o%er the fields

- To Troy he turns his eygs, and rcund beholds

A thouiand fires blaze dreadiul ! thro’ his ears

Pafies the direful iymphony of war,

Of fife or pipe, and the leud hum of hofts 15
Strikes him di‘may’d ; now o’er the Grecian tents

His eyes he rolls ; nnw from his roval head

Rends the fair curl in iacrifice to Jove,

And his brave heart heaves with imperial woes.

Thus groans the thoughtful king ; at length refolves
To feek the Pylian fage, in wile debate 23
To ripen high c‘aﬁgns, and frem the {word
Preferve his banded legions. Pale and fad
Uprofe the menarch ; inftant o’er his breaft :
A robe he threw, and on his royal feet 28
Glitter’d the embroider’d fandals ; o’er his back
A dreadfvl ornament, a lion’s fpoils,

With hideous grace down to his ancles hung 3
Fierce in his hand he graip’d a glitt'ring fpear.

With equal care was Menelaus tols d 30
Sleep from his tr;mplf,a fled : his gen’ I-'.'.u!:- heart
Felt all his people’s woes, who in his caufe
Stemm’d the proud main, and nobly ftood in arms
Confronting death. A leopard’s {potted {poils
Terrific clad his limbs ; a brazen helm 35



IMITATIONS. 58

Beam’d on his head, and in his hand a fpear,
Forth from his tent the royal Spartan firode,
‘To wake the king of men: him wak’d he found
Clalping his polifh’d arms : with rifing joy
The heroes meet ; the Spartan thus began : 40

¢ Why thus in arins, my Prince! Send’{t thou fome
¢ To view the Trojan hoft # alas ! I fear [ipy

¢¢ Left the moft dauntlefs {ons of glorious war
¢ Shrink at the bold defign. This tafk demands
¢ Afoulrefolv’d to pafs the gloom of night, 43
¢ And *midft her legions (earch the pow’rs of Troy.”
¢¢ O Prince ] he cries, ¢ in this difaftrous hour
€¢ Greece all our counfel claims ; now, now demands
“ Our decpeft cares. The Pow’r Omnipotent
¢¢ Frowns on our arms, but fmiles with alpe&t mild 50
¢ On Heétor’s incenfe. Heavens ! what {on of fame
¢ Renown’d in ftory ¢’er fuch deeds achiev’d
¢¢ In a whole life as in one glorious day
¢ T'his fav’rite of the fkies ? and yetaman!
¢ A mortal! born to die ! but fuch his deeds 55
¢ As future Grecians (hall repeat with tears
¢ To children yet unborn.—But hafte, repair
¢ To Ajax and Idomeneus ; we wake
¢¢ QOurfelf the Pylian fage ; to keep the guards
¢ On duty be his care ; for o’er the guards 6a
¢¢ His fon prefides nofturnal, and in arms
¢ His great compeer, Meriones the bold.”
¢ Bvt {ay,” rejoins the Prince, ¢ thefe orders borne,
¢ There fhall I ftay, or, meafuring back the fhores,
¥ To theereturn ?—¢ No more return,”” replies
The King of Hofts, ¢ left treading diff rent ways 66
¢ We meet no more ; for thro’ the camp the ways
¢¢ Lie intricate and various ; but aloud
¢ Wake ev’ry Greek tomartial fame and arms ;
¢ Teach them to emulate their godlike fires, 70
¢¢ And thou a while forget thy royal birth,
¢ And fhare a foldier’s cares, The proudeft king
¢ Is but exalted duft ; and when great Jove
¢ Call’d us to life, and gave us royal pow’r,
¢ He gave a fad pre-eminence of woes,” 75
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He fpoke, and to the tent of Neftor turns

His ftep majeftic. On his couch he found

The hoary warrior ; allaround him lay

His arms, the fhield, the {pears, the radiant helm,
And f{cart of various dye : with thefearray’d, o
The rev’rend father to the field of fame

Led his bold files ; for with a brave difdain,

Old as he was, he {corn’d the eafe of age.

Sudden the moenarch ftarts, and half uprais’d,

Thus to the King aloud : ¢ What art thou ? fay. 83
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Why in the camp alone ? while others fleep

Why wand’reft thou ob{cure the midnight hours ?
Seck’{t thou fome centinel or abfent friend ?

Speak inftant !—Silent to advance is death.”

¢ O pride of Greece!” the plaintive King returns,
Here in thy tent thou Agamemnon view’ft, 91
A prince the moft unhappy of mankind :

Woes I endure which none but kings can feel,
Whichne’er will ceafe until forgot in death ;
Penfive I wander thro® the damp of night, 95
Thro’ the cold damp of night, diftre(s’d, alone,
And fleep has grown a ftranger to my eyes :

The weight of all the war, the load of woes

That prefles ev'ry Greek, united falls

On mme—the cares of all the hoft are mine ; 100
Grief difcompofes and diftraéts my thoughts ;

My reftlefs panting heart, as if it ftrove

To force its prifon, beats againit iy fides ;

My ftrength is fail’d, and ev’n my feet refufe

To bear {o great a load of wretchednefs ! 103
¢¢ But if thy wakeful cares (for o’er thy head
Wakeful the hours glide on) have aught matur’d
Uleful, the thought unfold. But rife, my friend !
Vifit with me the watches of the night, 109
Left tir’d they fleep while Troy with all her war
Hangs o’er our tents, and now, perhaps ev'n now,
Arms her proud bands. Arife, my friend! arife.”
To whom the Pylian. ¢ Think not, mighty King
Jove ratifies vain HeCtor’s haughty views ;
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¢ A fudden, fad reverfe of mighty woes .18
¢ Waits that audacious viétor. when in arms
¢ Dreadful Achilles thines. But now thy fteps
¢ Neftor attends : be it our care to wake
¢¢ Sage Ithacus, and Dioraed the brave,
¥ Meges the bold, and in the race renown’d 120
. ¢ Oilean Ajax : to the fhips that gunard
¢ Qutmoft the camp fome other ipeed his way
¢¢ To raife ftern Ajax and the Cretan king.
¢ But love nor rev'rence to the mighty name
¢¢ Of Menelaus, nor thy wrath, O K'ng ! 12§
¢¢ Shall ftop my free rebuke. Sleep is a crime
“ When Agamemnon wakes ; on him it lies
€ To fhare thy martial toils, to court the peers
¢ To aét the men: this hour claims all our cares.’

L Reiewe, rejeins the king, ‘¢ tor tuture hours 130
¢ Thy gen’ ous anger, Seems the royal youth
¢ Remifs ? it is not thro’ indolence of foul,
¢ But deference toour pow’r; forour commands
¢ He waits, and follows wihen we lead the way.
¢ This night, dildaining reft, his fteps he bent 133
¢ To our pavilion : now th’ illuftrious peers, '
¢ Rais’d at his call, a choién fynod ftand
¢ Before the gates. Hafte, Neftor, hafte away.”

To whom the fage well pleas’d, ¢ In fuch brave
¢ No Greek will envy pow’r, With loyal joy [hands_
¢ Subjeéts obey when men of worth command.” 141

He added not, but o’er his manly hreaft
Flung arich robe ; beneath his royal feet
‘The glitt’ring fandals thone ; a foft large veft,

Florid with purple wool, his aged limbs 145
Graceful adorn’d; tipt with a ftar of brafs,

A pond’rous lance he gra{p’d, and ftrode away

To wake fage Ithacus. Aloud his voice

He rais’d ; his voice was heard, and from his tent
Inftant Ul}rﬂ't.s fprung. ¢ And why,” he cry’d, 130
¢ Why thus abroad in the chill hours of night ?

¢ Whatnewdiftrefs invades ?"—¢¢ Forgivemy cares,”
Reply’d the hoary fage ; ¢ for Greece I wake;

B GIEECE and her dangers bring me to thy tent s
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¢ But hafte, our wakeful peers in council meet: 155
¢ This, this one night determines flight or war.”
Swift at the word he feiz’d his ample fhield,
And ftrode along ; and now they bend their way
To wake the brave Tydides : him they found
Stretch’d on the earth, array’d in fhining arms, 160
And round his brave companions of the war :
Their thields fuftain’d their heads ; ereét their {pears
Shot thro’ th’ illumin’d air a ftreaming ray,
Keen as Jove’s lightning wing’d athwart the fkies.
Thus {lept the chief ; beneath him on the ground 1635
A favage bull’s black hide was roll’d, his head
A fplendid carpet bore 5 the flumb’ring king
The Pylian gently with thefe words awakes : 168
¢ Rife, fon of T'ydeus! ill a whole night’s reft[ Troy
¢¢ Suits with the brave; and {leep’ft thou while proud
¢¢ Hangs o’er our tents, and from yon joinixg hill
¢¢ Prepares her war? Awake, my friend, awake.’”
Sudden the chief awoke, and mildly gave 173
This foft reply : ¢ O! cruel to thy age,
¢ Thou good old man! ne’er wilt thou, wilt thou ceafe
¢ Toburden age with cares ? has Greece no youths
¢ To wake the peers ? Unweary’d man! to bear 177
¢ At once the double load of toils and years!™’ :
¢¢ *Tis true,’ he cry’d, ¢ my fubjeéts and my fons
¢ Might eafe a fire and king ; but reft’s a crime 180
€¢ When on the edge of fate our country ftands :
¢ Ere yet a-few hours more have run their courfe,
¢ Important {pace! Greece triumphs or Greece falls !
¢¢ But fince an old man’s care thy pity moves,
¢ Hatfte, gen’rous youth ! with {peed to council call
¢¢ Meges the brave, and in the race renown’d 186
¢ Oilean Ajax.””—Straight the chief obey’d,
Straight o’er his fhoulders flung the fhaggy fpoils
Of a huge tawny lion ; with dire grace
Down to his feet they hung ; fierce in his hand 190
He gralp’d a glitt’ring {pear, and join’d the guards.
Wakeful in arms they fat, a faithful band !
* As watchful dogs proteét the fleecy train
When the ftern lion, furious for his prey,
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Rufhes thro’ crathing woods, and on the fold 195
Springs from fome mountain’s brow, while mingled
Of men and hounds alarm ; to ev’ry found [cries
Faithful they turn ; fo thro’ the gloom of night
They caft their view, and caught each noife of Troy.
Now met th’ illuftricns {ynod ; down they fat, 200
Down on a {pot of ground unftain’d with blood,
Where vengeful Heétor from the flaughter ftay’d
His murd’rous arm, when the dark veil of night
Sabled the pole ; to whom thus Neftor fpoke :
¢ Lives there a fon of Fame {o nobly brave 204
¢ That Troyward dares to trace the dang’rous way
¢“ To feize fome ftraggling foe, or learn what Troy
¢ Now meditates ? to pour the flood of war
¢¢ Fierce on our fleet, or back within her walls
¢¢ Lead her proud legions ? O | what fame would crown
¢ The hero thus triumphant, prais’d o’er earth - 21z
¢ Above the fons of men ! and what rewards
¢¢ Should he receive ! from ev’ry grateful peer
¢ A fable ewe and Jamb, of higheft worth
¢ Memorial, to a brave heroic heart 215
¢ The nobleft prize! and at the focial feaft
¢ Amongft the great be his the feat of fame.”
Abafh’d they fat, and ev’n the brave knew fear.
Not fo Tydides ; unappall’d he rofe,
And nobly {poke: ¢ My foul, O rev’rend Sage! 220
¢ Fires at the bold defign ; thro” yon black hoft
¢¢ Vent’rous I bend my way ; but if his aid
¢ Some warrior lend, my courage might arife
¢ To nobler heights : the wife by mutual aid
¢¢ Inftruét the wile, and brave men fire the brave.” 223
Fierce at the word up ftarted from the ground
¢ The ftern Ajaces, fierce bold Merion rofe,
¢ And Thrafymedes, fons of war ; nor {at
"T'he royal Spartan, nor great Neftor’s heir,
Nor greater Ithacus ; his manly heart 230
Swelld at the view of fame.—Elate with joy
Atrides faw ; ¢ and O thou beft of friends !
¢¢ Brave Diomed 1" he cries, ¢ of all the peers
¢ Chufe thou the valianteft : when merit pleads
Iz
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¢¢ Titles no deference claim: high birth and ftate 233
¢ To valour yield ; and worth is more than pow'r."”

Thus fearing for his brother {poke the king ;

Not long, tor Diomed difpels his fears. :

¢“ Since free my choice, can I forget my friend,
€¢ The man for wildom’s various arts renown’d, 2460
¢ The man whofe dauntless foul no toils difmay,
¢« Ulyfles! lov’d by Pallas? thro® his aid,
€ 1'ho’ thouland fires oppofe, a thoufand fires
¢ Oppote in vain ; his witddlom points the way.”

¢ Nor praile nor blame,’” the hero ftraight replies.;

““ You tpeak to Greeks, and they Ulyfles know. 246
¢ But hatte, fwirt roll the houes of night ; the mora
¢ Already haftens to difplay her beams,

¢ And in the vault of heav'n the ftars decay.”

Swift at the word they (heath their manly limbs
Horrid in arms; a two-edg’d (word and (hield 158
Neftor’s bold ion o ftern Tydides gave ; |
A tough bull’s hide his ample helmet form’d ;

No cone adorn d it, and no plumy creft

Wav'd in the 2ir ; a quiver and a bow, 255

And a huge faulchicn, great Ulyfles bears,

The gift of Merion ; on his head an helm

Of leaiher nodded, firm within, and bound

W ith many a thong ; without, in dreadful rows,

The fnowy tufks or a huge favage boar 260

Grinn’d horrible! Thus arm’d, away they ftalk

Undaunted. O’er their heads the martial maid

Sends on the right an hern ; the ambient gloom

Conceals him from the view, but loud in air

They hear the clangour of his founding wings: 2635

Joytul the profperous fign Ulyfles hail’d, .

And thus to Pallas : ¢“ Offspring of dread Jove,

¢ Who hurls the burning bolts, O guardian Pow’r !

¢ Prefent in all my toils, who view’ft my way

¢ Where’er I move, now thy celeftial aid; 270

¢ Now, goddefs! lend : may deeds this night adorn,

¢¢ Deeds that all Troy may weep ! may we réturn

& In fafety by thy guidance, heav’nly maid !"’
Tydides caught the word ; ¢ And O " he eries;



. IMITATIONS, 1e1
“ Virgin armipotent ! now grant thy aid 275
¢ Asrtomy fire. He, by the gulfy flood
¢ Of deep Alopus, left th’ embattled bands
¢¢ Of Greece in arms, and to imperial Thebes
¢“ Bore terms of peace : but as from haughty Thebes
¢ Alone he journey’d, deeds, heroic deeds ! 280
¢¢ His arm achiev’d, for Tydeus was thy care s
¢ Thus guard his offspring, O ftern queen of arms !
¢¢ So fhall an heifer on thy altars bleed
“ Young and untam’d ; to thee her blood I pour, 284
¢ And pont her lunar horns with burnifh’d gold.”
Thus pray the chiefs, and Pallas hears their pray’r:
Then like two lions, thro’ the shades of night,
Dauntlefs.they ftride along, and hold their way
Thro’ blood and mangled limbs, o’er arms and death ;
Nor pafs they far ere the fagacious eye* 290
Of Ithacus difcerns a diftant foe
Coafting from T'roy, and thus to Diomed :
¢¢ See o’er the plain fome Trojan bends this way,

¢“ Perhaps to fpoil the flain ; or to our hoft
¢¢ Comes he a {py ? beyond us o’er the field 295
“¢ *T'is beft he pafs, then fudden from behind '
¢¢ Rufh we precipitant ; but if in flight
¢ His altive feet prevail, thy {pear employ
¢ T'o force him on our lines, left hid in thades,
¢ Thro’ the dufk air, he re-efcape to Troy.” 308

Then couching tothe ground, ambufh’d they lay
Behind a hill ot flain : onward the fpy
Inceflant mov’d ; he pafs’d, and now arofe
The fierce purfuers. Dolon heard the found
Of trampling feet, and panting, lift'ning flood. 303
Now reach’d the chiefs within a jav’lin’s throw,
Stern foes of Dolon! fwift along the thores
He wing’d his flight, and fwitt along the fhores
They fill purfu’d ; as when two fkilful hounds
Chale o’er the lawn the hare or bounding roe, 219
Still from the fhelt’ring brake the game they turn,
Stretch ev’ry nerve, and bear upon the prey ;
So ran the chiefs, and from the hoft of Troy

* V. 339

13



102 IMITATIONS.

Turnd the fwift foe : now nigh the fleet they flew,

Now almoft mingled with the guards, whenlo! 31§
The martial Goddefs breath’d heroic flames

Fierce on Tydides” foul : the hero fear’d

Left fome bold Greek fhould interpofe a wound,

And ravifh half the glories of the night. 319

¢¢ Furious he fhook his lance, and ¢ Stand,’” he cry’d ;

¢¢ Stand, or thou dy’ft ;** then fternly from his arm

Launch’d the wild {pear : wiltul the jav’lin err’d,

But whizzing o’er his thoulder deep in earth

Stood quiv’ring, and he quaking ftopp’d aghatt :

His teeth all chatter’d, and his flack knees knock’d ;

He feem’d the bloodlef(s image of pale fear. 326

Panting the spy they leize, who thus with tears

Abjeét intreats: ¢ Spare me, O {pare I” he cries ;

¢ My hoary fire your mercy fhall repay,

¢¢ Soon as he hears I draw the vital air, 310

“ With ample wealth, with fteel, with brafs, with

To whom Ulyfies artfully : ¢ Be bold ; [gold.”

¢ Far hence the thought of death ; but inftant fay

“ Why thus alone in the ftill hours of night,

¢ While ev'ry eye is clos’d ? to {poil the flain 335

¢ Com’it thou rapacious ? or fome nightly {py

“ By Hector fent ? or has thy vent’rous mind

¢ Impell’d thee to explore our martial bands
- ¢ By Heétor fent, and by rewards undone,”

Returns the {py, (ftill as he {poke he thook) 140

¢¢ I come unwilling : the refulgent car '

“ He promis’d, and immortal fteeds that bear

‘“ To fight the great Achilles. Thus betray’d,

“ Thro’ the dun fhades of night I bend my way

“« Unprofp’rous, to explore the tented hoit 145

¢ Of adverfe Greece, and learn if now they ftand

¢¢ Wakeful on guard, or vanquifh’d by our arms,

¢¢ Precipitant delert the fhores of Troy.”

T'owhom with {miles of fcorn the fage returns: 349
¢ Bold were thy aims, O youth! but thofe proud fteeds,
¢¢ Reftive, difdain the ruK: of vulgar hands.
¢¢ Scarce ev'n the goddefs-born, when the loud din
¢ Orf battle roars, fubdues them, to the «ein

'p‘i'!
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¢¢ Reluftant. But this night where He&or fleeps
¢¢ Faithful difclose ; where ftand the warrior’s fteeds ;
¢ Where lie his arms and implements of war; 356
¢ What guards are kept noflurnal. Say what Troy
¢¢ Now meditates; to pour the tide of fight
¢¢ Fierce on our fleet, or back within her walls [cries,
¢¢ Transfer the war ?” ¢ To thefe demands,”” he
‘¢ Faithful my tongue fhall fpeak. The peers of Troy
¢¢ Heftor in council meets ; round Ilus’ tomb 362
¢¢ Apart from noile they ftand ; no guards furround
¢¢ The fpacious hoft ; where thro’ the gloom yon fires
¢¢ Blaze frequent, Trojans wake to guard their Troy ;
¢¢ Secure th’ auxiliars fleep ; no tender cares 366
¢ Of wife or fon difturb their calm repoie ;
¢¢ Safe fleep their wives and fons on foreign fhores,”’
¢¢ But {ay, apart encamp th” auxiliar bands,”
Replies the fage, ¢¢ or join the pow'rs of Troy?” 370
¢¢ Along the fea-beat fhores,” returns the {py,
“¢ 'The Leleges and Carians ftretch their files 5
¢¢ Near thefe the Caucons, and Pelalgian train,
¢¢ And Pceons, dreadful with the battle-bow,
«¢ Extended lie ; on the Thymbrcean plain 175
¢« The Lyfans and the Myfians in array
¢¢ Spread their deep ranks; there the Mxonian bands,
¢¢ And Phrygians, range the fiery fteeds of war,
¢¢ But why this nice inquiry ? if your way
¢ Vent’rous you bend to fearch the hoft of Troy, 330
¢¢ There, in yon outinoft lines, a recent aid,
¢ The Thracians lie, by Rhefus led, whole fieeds
¢¢ Qutfhine the fhow, outfly the winged winds :
¢« With glitt’ring filver plates and radiant gold
¢ His chariot flames ; gold forms his dazzling arms,
¢¢ Arms that may grace a god !—But to your tents
¢¢ Unhappy me convey ; or bound with chains, 537
¢¢ Faft bound with cruel chains ! {ad on the fhores
¢¢ Here leave me captive till you fafe return,
¢ And witnefs to the truth my tongue unfolds.”” 190
To whom ftern-frowning Diomed replies :
¢ Tho’ every fyllable be ftamp’d with truth,
¢¢ Dolon! thoudy’ft. Wouldft thou once more ret
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¢ Darkling a {py, or wage, a nobler foe,
¢ New war on Greece? Traitor! thou dy’ft, nor more
¢¢ New war thou wageft, nor return’ft a (py.” 396
He {poke terrific, and as Dolon rais’d
Suppliant his humble hands, the trenchant blade
Sheer thro® his neck defcends ; the furious blow 399
Clcaves the tough nerves in twain ; down drops the
And mutters unintelligible founds. [head,
Straight they defpoil thedead ; the wolf’s grey hide
They feize, the helm, the {pear, and battle-bow ;
Thefe, as they dropp’d with gore on high in air,
Ulyfles rais’d, and to the martial maid 408
Thus lowly confecrates : ¢ Stern pow’r of War!
¢¢ Virgin armipotent ! receive thefle arms ;
¢¢ Propitious to my vows, thee, Goddefs ! thee
¢¢ Chiefly I call ; diret our profperous way
¢¢ To pierce the Thracian tents, to feize the fteeds
¢ Of Rhelus, and the car that flames with gold.”” 41x
T 'hen fierce o’er broken arms thro” ftreams of bloed
They move aleng ; now reach the Thracian bands,
All hufh’d in {leep profound ; their fhining arms
Rang’d in three ranks along the plain around, 41§
Illumin’d the dun air: chariot and horfe
By every Thracian ftood : Rhefus their king
Slept in the centre of the circling bands,
And his proud fteeds were rein’d behind his car.
With joy Ulyfies thro’ the gloom defery’d 420
The {fleeping King ; ¢¢ And lo!"” he cries, * the fteeds !
¢ Lo! Diomed, the chief of Thrace, this night
¢¢ Defcrib’d by Dolon. Now, O! now thy ftrength
¢¢ Dauntlefs exert ! losfe thou the furicus fteeds,
¢¢ Or while the fteeds I locfe, with flaught’ring hands
¢¢ Invade the foldiery.”” He {poke, and now 426
The queen of arms inflam’d T'ydides’ foul
‘With all her martial fires : his reeking blade
On ev'ry fide dealt fate. Low hollow groans
Murmur’d around ; blood o’er the crimfon field 430
Well’d from the flain. As in bhis nightly haunts
‘The {urly licn rufhes on the fold
©f fheep or goat, and rends th” unguarded prey,
I
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%0 he the Thracian bands : twelve by his [word

Lay breathlefs on the ground : behind him ftood 435
Sage Ithacus, and as the warrior flew,

Swift he remov’d the {lain, left the fierce fteeds,

Not yet inur’d to blood, thould trembling ftart,
Impatient of the dead. Now o’er the king

He whirls his wrathful blade, now furious gores 440
His heaving cheft. He wak’d not, but a dream

By Pallas {ent, role in his anxious thoughts ;

A vifionary warrior frowning {tood

Faft by his head, and his aerial fword

Plung’d thro” his lab’ring breaft. Meanwhile the fteeds
The {age unbinds, and inftant with his bow 446
Drives thro’ the fleeping ranks ; then to his friend
Gave fignals of retreat : but nobler deeds

He meditates, to drag the radiant car,

Or lift it thro’ the threefold ranks, up-borne 450
High on his fhoulders, or with flaughtcr ftain

Th’ enfanguin’d field ; when lo ! the martial maid
Down rufhes from the battlements of heav'n,

And fudden cries, ¢¢ Return,brave chief ! return,

¢¢ Left from the fkies fome guardian pow’r of Tro

¢¢ Wrathful defcend, and roule the hoftile bands.” 456
- Thus ipeaks the warrior queen ; the heav’nly voice
Tydides owns, and mounts the fiery fteeds,

Obfervant of the high command: the bow

Sage Ithacus apply’d, and tow’rds the tents 467
Scourg’d the proud fteeds : the fteeds flew o’er the plain.
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FROM THE ELEVENTH BOOK OF
THE ILIADS OF HOMER,

IN MILTON'S STYLE.

TOW gay Aurora from Tithonus” bed
Rofe in the orient, to proclaim the day

To godsand men. Down to the Giecian tents
Saturnian Jove fends Difcord, red with blood ;
War in her hand fhe grafps, enfigns of war. 5
On brave Ulyfles’ thip fhe tcok her ftand,
The centre of the hoﬁ' that all might hear
Her dreadtul voice. Her dreadful voice the rais’d 3
Jarring along the rattling fhores it ran
To the fleet’s wide extremes ; Achilles heard, 10
And Ajax heard, the found. With martial fires
Now ev’ry bofom burns ; arms, glorious arms,
Fieice thr;,r demand, The noble Orthian fong
Sweils ev'ry heart: no coward thoughts of flight
Rife in their fouls, but blood they breathe and war. 15

Now by the trench® profound, the charioteers
Range their proud.fteeds ; now car by car difplays
A diretul tront ; now o’er the trembling field
Rufhes th’ tmhartlﬂi foot: noile rends the fkies,
Noife unextinguifh’d.  Ere the beamy day i e
Flam’d in th” aerial vault, ftretch’d in the van
Stood the bold infantry: the rufhing cars
Form’d the decp rear in battailous array.
Now from his heav’ns Jove burls his burning bolts,
Foarie mutt’ring thunders grumble in the fky, 26 4
While from the clouds, inftead of rr*ﬂrmng dews,
Huge drops of blood diftain the crimi{on ground ;
Fatal p*ﬂiﬂ e, that in that dreadful day-
The grezt fhould bleed, imperial heads lie low !
Meantime the bands of Troy in proud array 3@
Stand to their arms, and from a rifing ground
Breathe furious war, Here gathering hofts attend
‘The tow’ring Heétor; there zefulgent bands
Surround Polydamas ; ZEneas there

* V.49,
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Marfhals his dauntlefs files ; nor unemploy’d 15
Stand Polybus, Agenor great in arms,
And Acamas, wholie frame the gods endow’d
With more than mortal charms. Fierce in the van
Stern Heclor fhines, and fhakes his blazing fhield,
As the fierce dog-ftar with malignant fires 40
Flames in the front of heaven, then loft in clouds
Veils his pernicious beams, from rank to rank
So Heétor ftrode. Now dreadful in the van
Advanc'd his [un-broad fhield ; now to the rear
Switt ruthing difappear’d : his radiant arms 45
Blaz’d on his limbs, and, bright as Jove’s dire bolts,
Flath’d o’er the field, and lighten’d to the fkies.

As toiling reapers, in fm‘nf: {pacious ficld,
Rang’d in two bands, move adverfe, rank on rank,
Where o’er the tilth the grain in ears of gold 50
Waves nodding to the breeze, at once they bend,
At once the topmua harveft {wells the ground ;
' So rufh to battle o’er the dreadful field
Hoft againft hoft. They meet, they clofe, and ranks
Tumblﬂ on ranks, No thoughtsappear of flight, g
None of difmay. Dubious ineven {cales
‘The battle hangs : not fiercer ravenous wolves
Difpute the prey. The deathful fcene with joy
Difcord, dire parent of tremendous woes !
Si.ll‘i.f{:‘}'b exultant. Of th’ immortal train 6o
Difcord alone defcends, aflilts alone
The horrors of the field. In peace the gods
High in Olympian bowers on radiant thrones
Lament the woes of man; but loud complaints
From ev’ry god arofe: Jove favour’d Troy; 6s
At partial Jove they murmur’d: he, unmov’d,
All heaven in murmurs heard : apart he fat
Enthron’d in glory. Down to earth he turn’d
His ftedfaft eye, and from his throne furvey’d
The rifing tow’rs of Troy, the tented thores, 70
The blaze of arms, the ih}rcr and the flain,

While with his morning wheels the god of day
Climb’d up the fteep of heaven, with equal rage
In murd’rous forms the fhafts from hoft to hoft
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Flew adverfe, and in equal numbers fell 75
Promifcuous Greek and Trojan, till the hour
When the tir’'d woodman in the fhady vale
Spreads his penurious meal, when high the fun
Flames in the zenith, and his finewy arms
Scarce wield the pond’rous ax, while hunger keen 3&
Admonifhes, and naturefpent with toil
Craves due repaft—then Greece the ranks of Troy
With horrid inroad goar’d. Fierce from the van
Sprung the ftern king of men*, and breathing death,
Where in firm battle Trojans band by band &5
Embcedy’d ftood, purfu’d his drﬂadful way :
His hoft his ftep attends. Now glows the war ;
Horle treads on horfe, and man encount’ring man,
Swells the dire field with death. The plunging fteeds
Beat the firm glebes ; thick duft in rifing clouds g0
Darkens the iLy ; mdlgr-ant o'er the plain i
Atrides ftalks ; death ev’ry ftep attends.
As when in fome huge foreft fudden flames
Rage dreadful, when rough winds aflift the blaze,
From tree to tree the ﬁE‘l}F torrent rolls, 98
And the vaft foreft finks with all its groves
Beneath the burning deluge ; fo whole hofts
Yield to Atrides’ arm : car againft car
Ruth rattling o’er the field, and thro’ the ranks
Unguided broke, while breathlefs on the ground 100
Lay the pale chariotecrs, in death deform’d
To their chafte brides iad fpectacles of woe,
Now only grateful to the fowls of air.

Meantime, the care of Jove, great Heétor ftood
Secure in {cenes of death, in ftorms of darts, 108
In{laughter and alarms, in duft and blood.

Still Agamemnon ruthing o’er the field
Leads his bold bands ; whole hofts before him fiy :
Now Illus” tomb they pai‘s, now urge their way
Clofe by *he fig-tree thade : with fhouts the king' 1:0
Purfues the foe inceflant : duft and blood,

Blood mix’d with duit, difdains his murd’rous hands.
¥ Agamemnon, v. 136,

3
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As when a lion, in the gloom of night,

Invades an herd of beeves, o’er all the plains
Trembling they fcatter, furious on the prey 115
The gen’rous favage flies, and with fierce joy
Seizes the laft, his hungry foaming jaws
Churn the black blood, and rend the p'mtm prey :
Thus fled the foe, Atrides thus purifu’d,
And ftill the hindmoft flew. They ﬂ'mn their cars -
~ Fell headlong, for his javelin, wild for blood, 121
Rag’d terribly. And now proud Troy had fall’n;
But the dread fire of men and gods defcends
Terrific from his heav’ns ! His vengetul hand
Ten thoufand thunders grafps. On Ida’s heights 123
He takes his ftand ; it fhakes with all its groves
Beneath the god : the god [ufpends the war. 127

MONS. MAYNARD IMITATED.
TO THE RIGHT HONOURAEBLE THE LOED COENWALLIE,
HILE paft its noon the lamp of life declines,
And age my vital flame invades,
Faint and more faint as it deicends it fhines, ;
And haftes, alas ! to {et in fhades. 4

Then fome kind pow’r fhall guide my ghoft to glades
Where, feated by Elyfian {prings,

Fam’d Addifon attunes to patriot fhades

His lyre, and Albion’s glory fings. 8

There round majeftic fhades and heroes® forms

Wi ll throng, to learn what pilot guides,

Watchtul, Britannia’s helm thro’ faftious fcrms,
And curbs the murm’ring rebel tides. 12

I tell how Townfhend treads the glorious path

That leads the great to deathlefs fqzne,

And dwell at large on {potlefs Englith faith,

. While Walpole 15 the fav’rite theme. 16

How, nobly rifing in their country’s caufe,

T'he ftedfatt arbiters of right

Exalt the juft and good to guard her laws,

And call forth merit into light. 28
e .
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A loud applaufe around the echoing coaft
Of all the pleas’d Elyfium flies.—
¢ But, friend, what place had you, replies fome ghott,
¢ When merit was the way to rife ? 24

¢¢ What deanery or prebend thine declare ?*

Good Heav’'ns ! unable to reply,

How like a ftupid idiot I fhould ftare ?

An an{wer, good my Lord, fupply. 28
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- AN EXPLICATION
OF THE BATTLE BETWEEN THE GODS AND GIANTS.,

T 1s the opinion of many learned men, that the fa-

ble of the Battle betweeen the Gods and the Giants
is a phyfical allegory, invented by the ancients, not
only to denote the war between the fuperior and in-
ferior elements in their original chaos, but in particu-
lar to exprefs the nature of the winds enclofed in the
bowels of the earth, which, ftruggling for enlarge-
ment, have been fuppofed to be the caufes of earth-
quakes and other dreadful commotions: but the al-
legory is not to be confined folely to the winds ; the
{ubterraneous fires are likewile denoted by it, which,
burfting from the earth (as from Aitna and Vefuvius)
as it were, affault the fkies, and war with the fupe-
rior elements. Thefe are the Titans, that hurl rocks
againft the Gods ; thefe are the Jupiter and I'ypho-
eus of the Ancients ; for Jupiter, in their mythology,
conftantly reprefents the {uperior element. Virgil is
{carce more than a true hiftorian in his defcription of

AEtna :

Interdum f{copulos, avulfaq ; vifcera montis

Erigit eruftans, liquefa¢taq j faxa fub auras

Cum gemitu glomerat, --c-.a
That poet direétly applies thefe commotions to one
of the Giants, who is fabled to have warred with hea-
ven; an argument that he underftood that fiction to be
a phyfical allegory.

" Fama eft, Enceladi femuftum fulmine corpus

Urgere mole hac, ingentemyq ; infuper .4~ tham

Impofitam, ruptis flammam expirare Caminis :

Et, fefflum quoties mutat latus, intremere omnem

Murmure Trinacriam. ZEn. i,
This interpretation will give great light to the fol-
lowing tranflation from Hehod’s Theogony.

When we read that the earth and the poles fhook in
the conflit, this we eafily folve from the nature of
earthquakes, and the violence of lightning and thunder, -
When rocks and hills are faid to be removed by the gi-
ants, it is literally true, asappears from thebeftdefcrip-

2
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tion of burning mountains. When thofe monfters are
feigned to be buried beneath them, we are to under-
ftand that the lodgment of fubterraneous fires is in the
entrails of mountains, and muft be fo according to true
philofophy ; for the internal fires, by a continual ra-
refaction and expanfion of the enclofed air, heave up
the ground till it fwells into a mountain, or breaks out
into fiery eruptions. Thus alfo, when we read of the
firuture beneath the earth framed by Neptune, from
whence all rivers and fountains rife, we are to have re-
courfe to the opinions of the Ancients, who imagined
that not only fountains, but rivers were fed by fecret
channels from the ocean, that is, from WNeptune, the
god of it. By the waters that float in the air are meant
the vapours exhaled from the feas, &c. which fall in
hail, fnow, dew, or rain. When Jupiter is faid to
blaft Typhoeus with lightning, we are taught a piece
of natural philofophy, viz. that the mines of fulphur
lodged in the earth are fired by lightning, which occa-
fions violent eruptions ; or, as the fable exprefles it, a
war between Jupiter and Typhoeus. The allegory
further adds, that ftorms are raifed by Typhoeus : and
it 1s a certain truth that from the chafms and vents on
the tops of burning mountains, a continual wind if-
fues forth, occafioned by the rarefation of the enclofed
air, which confequently afcends and breaks out with
viclence. And indeed, the winds were anciently ima-
gined to rife from the earth; hence the poets feigned
that ABolus kept them imprifoned in 2 dungeon, and
when he let them out, they caufed ftorms and hurri-
canes. Thus Virgil :

-==----=~=Hic vafto Rex .Folus Antra

Luétantes ventos, Tempeftatefque fonoras

Imperio premit,

From this explication the reader will not be fur-

prifed when he fees the defcription of the variety of
noifes uttered by Typhoeus :

Now bellowing like a favage bull they roar,
Or angry lions, in the midnight hour, &c.

They happily reprefent the dreadful uproar made by
the violence of the fiery e¢ruptions, and the hundred
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mouths of the giants mean only the number of the
vents through which they iffue at one time. It is not
difficult to explain why the day and the night are ima-
gined to refide alternately behind Atlas, and why he
is feigned to fupport the heavens. Atlas is an ex-
ceeding high mountain, and for that reafon is fabled to
fuftain the {pheres ; and becaufe fuch high hills inter-
cept the beams of the fun, the night and the day are
faid to refide behind them. And thus we ftill defcribe
the beginningand conclufion of the day, by faying the {un
rifes above the eaftern, or finks behind the weftern hills.

Milton has not only made great ufe of Hefiod’s bat-
tle of the Gods in his war between the good and bad
angels in his Paradife Loft, but almoft literally tran-
flated the foregoing incident ;

-=====—=There is a cave
Within the mount of God, faft by his throne,
Where light and darknels in perpetual round
Lodge and diflodge, &c.

Homer, in the xxi. book of the Iliad, has defcribed
a battle between the gods perhaps lefs fuccelstully than
other incidents of his inimitable poem. Hefiod, upon
comparifon, will be found here, and here only, equal
- if not fuperior, to that poet in fublimity. What lecms
chiefly blameable in Hefiod is his want of variety : al-
moft all his images are drawn from thunder, earth-
quakes, and conflagrations; which, however noble,
offend the reader by a too frequent repetition ; whereas
Homer abounds with a greater variety, which arifes
from the greater fertility of his invention.

I will only add that the four cardinal winds, which
are faid to be of a gentle nature, and to be [ent fromhea-
ven, are defcribed in that manner to denote the tran-
quillity of the fuperior regions ; and that when the poet
tells us that Jupiter fubdued the Titans, and reigned
in peace, he weans that the fuperior elements, after their
original confli¢t in the chaos, gained their natural fta-
tion, and continue in tranquillity ; or, in other words,
that whatever commotions the inferior elements may
occafion in the fuperior, yet at laft they fettle into or-
der and harmony. K 3



TRANSLATIONS.

THE BATTLE
OF THE

GODS AND TITANS.
From the Theegony of Hefiod, with a Defeription of Tartarusy, &e. |

g
sy O GiAtryorpTOy EyEipoy
Iavres, &G @soy. 666.

OW founds the vault of heav’n with loud alarms,
And gods by gods embattling, rufh to arms
Here ftalk the Titans of portentous fize,
Burft from their dungeons, and affault the fkies ;
And there, unchain’d from Erebus and night, 5
Auxiliar giants,* aid the gods in fight.
An hundred arms each tow’r-like warrior rears,
And ftares from fifty heads amid the ftars:
‘T'he dreadful brotherhood ftern frowning ftands,
And hurls an hundred rocks from hundred hands :
The Titans rufh’d with fury, uncontreli’d ; 1Y
Gods funk on gods, or giant, giant roll’d.
Then roar’d the ocean with a dreadful found,
Heaven fhook with all its thrones, and groan'd the
Trembled th® eternal poles at ev’ry firoke, [ground ;
And frighted hell from its foundation fhook : 16
Noife, horrid noife, th’ aerial region fills,
Rocks dath on rocks, and hills encounter hills ;
Thro’ earth, air, heav’n, tumultuous clamours rife,
And fhouts of battle thunder in the fkies ; 28
Then Jove omnipotentdifplay’d the god, |
And all Olympus trembled as he trod.
He gralps ten thoufand thunders in his hand,
Bares his red arm, and wields the forky brand ;
Then aims the bolts, and bids his lightnings play; =25
They flath, and rend thro® heav’n their flaming way.
Redoubling blow on blow, in wrath he moves, °
The fing’d earth groans, and burns with all her groves:
] *  Fgeom, Cottus, Gyges. porn
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The floods, the billows, boiling, hils with fires,
And bick’ring flame, and fmould’ring {moke afpires.
A night of clouds blots out the golden day ; 31
Full in their eyes the writhen lightnings play :
Ev’n Chaos burns. Again earth groans, heav’n roars,
As tumbling downward with its fthining tow’rs ;
Or burft this earth, torn from her central place, 335
With dire difruption from her deepeft bale.
Nor flept the wind ; the wind new horror forms,
Clouds dafh on clnuds before the outrageous Pmrms,
. While tearing up the fands, in drifts they rife,
. And half the deferts mount th’ encumber’d fkies. 40
At once the tempeft bellows, lightnings fly,
"The thunders roar, and clouds involve the fky.
Stupendous were the deeds of heav’nly might,
What lefs, when gods confli€ting, cope in fight ?
Now heav'n its foes with horrid inroad gores, 45
And flow, and four, recede the giant pow’rs.
Here ftalks ZEgeon, here fierce Gyges moves,
There Cottus rends up hills with all their groves :
"Thefe hurl’d at once againft the Titan bands, 49
‘T hree hundred mountains from three hundred hands,
And overfhadowing, overwhelming bound
W ith chains infrangible beneath the ground.
Below this earth, ﬁr as earth’s cn::-nﬁnes lie,
Thro {pace unmtaiiu"d from the ftarry iky,
Nine days an anvil of enormous weight 55
Down ruthing headlong from th’ aerial height
Scarce reaches earth, thence tols’d in giddy rounds,
Scarce reaches, in nine days, th” infernal bounds ;
A wall of iron of ftupendous height
Guards the dire dun geons, black with threefold night ;
High o’er the horrers of th” eternal fhade, 61
The ftedfaft bale of earth and feas is laid ;
There, in coercive durance, Jove detains
The groaning Titans in afHlictive chains;
A feat of woe, remote from cheerful da}r, 63
Thro’ gulphs impaffable, a boundlefs way.

Above thefe realmns a brazen ftruGture ftands

With brazen portals, fram’d by Neptune’s hands ;
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Thro® chaos to the occan’s bafe it fwells,
There ftern ZEgeon with his giants dwells, 70
Fierce guards of Jove, from hence the fountains rife
That wath the earth, or wander thro’ the fkies,
That groaning, murmur thro’ the realm of woes,
Or feed the channels where the ocean flows ;
Colleéted horrors throng the dire abodes, 75
Horrid and fell, detefted ev’n by gods.
Enormous gulf, immenie the bounds appear,
Watteful and void, the journey of a year ;
Where beating ftorms, as in wild whirls they fight,
Tofs the pale wand’rer, and retols thro’ night. 8o
The pow’rs immortal, with affright furvey
T'he hideous chafm, and [eal it up from day.

Hence, thro’ the vault of heav’n huge Atlas rears
His giant limbs, and props the golden {pheres.
Here fable night and here the beamy day 85
Lodge and diflodge, alternate in their {way. -
A brazen port the varying pow’rs divides ;
When day forth iffues, here the night refides ;
And when night veils the fkies, oblequious day,
Re-entering, plunges from the ftarry way. go
She from her lamp, with beaming radiance bright,
Pours o’er th” expanded earth a flood of light ;
But night, by fleep attended, rides in fhades,
Brother of death, and all that breathes invades 3
From her foul womb* they {prung, refiltlefs pow’rs,
Nurs’d in the horrors of Tartarean bow’rs, g6
Remote from day, when with her flaming wheels
She mounts the fkies, or paints the weftern hills.
With downy footfteps fleep in filence glides
O’er the wide earth, and o’er the {pacious tides, 100
The friend of life, death unrelenting bears
An iron heart, and laughs at human cares :
She makes the mould’ring race of man her prey,
And ev’n th® immortal pow’rs deteft her fway.

Thus fell the Titans,+ from the realms above, :as
Deneath the thunders of almighty Jove ;

« Of night, + dz0,
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T'hen earth, impregnate, felt maternal woes,
And fhook thro® all her frame with teeming throes :
Hence rofe Typhoeus, a gigantic birth,
A moniter fprung from Tartarus and EEI.I th, 119
A match for gods in might, on high he fPreads,
From his hu% trunk, an hundred dr agons” heads,
And, from an hundred mouths, in vengeance flings
Envenom’d foam, and darts an hundred ftings.
Horror terrific frowns from ev’ry brow, 11§
And like a furnace his red eye-balls glow ;
Fires dart from ev’ry creft, and, as he turns,
Keen {plendours flath, and all the giant burns.
Whene’er he {peaks, in echoing thunders rife
An hundred voices, and aflright the fkies ; 129
Unutterably fierce, the bright abodes
Frequent they fhake, and terrify the gods:
Now hﬁllnwmg, like a favage bull, they roar,
Or angry lions in the midnight hour ;
Now yell like furious whelps, or hifs like fhakes, 123
The rocks rebound, and ev’ry mountain fhakes ;
He hurl’d defiance *gainft th’ immortal pow’rs,
And heav’n had feiz’d, with all its fhining tow’rs,
But, at the voice of Jove, from pole to pole
Red llsrhtnmga flath, and raging thunders rc:ll 130
Rattling o’er all th’ pranfun of the fkies,
Bolt after bolt o'er earth and ocean flies.
Stern frowns the god amidil the lightnings” blaze,
Olympus fthakes from his eternal bafe;
Trembles the earth ; fierce flame involves the poles,
Devours the ground, and o’er the billows rdils : 136
Fires from Typhoeus flath : with dreadful found
Storms rattle, thunderrolls, and groans the ground,
Above, bcluw the conflagration roars ;
Ev’n the feas, kindled, burn thro’ all their thores : 14@
Deluge of fire, earth rocks her tott’ring coafts,
And gloomy Pluto fhakes with all his n‘hopta 3
Ev'n tm: pah, Titans, chain’d on bu:nmb floors,
Start at the din that rends the infernal thores ;
Then, in full wrath, Jove all the god applies, 145
And all his thupders burft at once the fkies,
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And rufthing gloomy from th> Olympian brow,
He blafts the giant with th’ Almighty blow;
The giant, tumbling, finks beneath the wound,
And with enormous ruin rocks the ground. 150
Nor yet the lightnings of th® Almighty ftay,
Thru the fing’d earth they burft their burning way ;
Earth kmdhng inward, melts in all her caves,
And hifling, floats with fierce metallic waves ; ¢
As iron fufile from the furnace flows, 1535
Or molten ore with keen effulgence glows,
‘When the dire bolts of Jove ftern Vulcan frames,
In burning channels roll the liquid flames.

Thus melted earth, and Jove from realms on high f
Plung’d the huge giant to the nether fky. 160
Then from Typhoeus {prung the wmds that bear

Storms on their wings, and thunder in the air ;

But from the gods defcend, of milder kind,

The eaft, the wef’t the Inuth and boreal wmd

Thefe, in foft WhliPErb, breathe a friendiy breeze, 1635

Play thro’ the groves, or {port upon the feas ;

They fan the fultry air with cooling gales,

And waft from realm to realm the flying fails ;

The reft in ftorms of founding whirlwinds fly,

Tofs the wild waves, and battle in the iky, 170

Fatal to man, at once all ocean roars,

And fcatter’d navies bulge on diftant fhores ;

Then thund’ring o’er the earth they rend their way,

Grafs, herb, and flow’r, beneath their rage decay ;

While tow'rs and dﬂmes, vain boafts of human truft,

Torn from their inmoft bafe, are whelm’d in duft. 176
Thus heav'n aflerted its eternal reign

O’er the proud giants and Tlitanic train;

And now in peace the gods their Jove obey,

And all the thrones of heav’n adore his fway. 180
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THE LOVE OF JASON AND MEDEA,

FROM APOLLONIUS RHODIUS, B. ITI, V. 743.
No piy tmer’ dwi yaiay dys wiQag, &c.
dnbertigement.

The tranflator bas taken the libertyy in the follozving wverfion from
the Argorautics of Appollomius, as well as in the Story of Talus, to omit
qubatever bas riot an immediate relation to the fuljeét, yet bopes that a
due cormexion is not qvaniing 3 and that the reader wvillnot be difpleafed
with thefe fbort [ketches from a poet wko is affirmed to Le every where
[fueblime by no lefs a crinc than Longinusy and from whom many wverfes
are borrowed by fo great a poet as Virgil,

NOW rifing fhades a folemn gloom difplay

O’er the wide earth, and o’er th’ ethereal way ;
All night the failor marks the Northern Team,

And golden circlet of Orion’s beam ;

A deep repofe the weary wand’rer thares, 3
And the faint watchman fleeps away his cares;

‘E’en the fond mother, while all breathlefs lies

Her child of love, in flumber feals her eyes:

No found of village-dog, no noife, invades

The death-like filence of the midnight fhades. 10
Alone Medea wakes ; to love a prey,

Reftlefs fhe rolls, and groans the night away.

Now the fire-breathing bulls command her cares 5

She thinks on Jafon, and for Jafon fears :

In {ad review on horrors horrors rife ; 15
Quick beats her heart; from thought to thought fhe
As from replenifh’d urns with dubious ray [flies :

The {unbeams dancing from the furface play,
Now here now there the trembling radiance talls,
Alternate flathing round th’illumin’d walls; 20

. Thus flutt’ring bounds the trembling virgin’s blood, -

And from her thining eyes delcends a flood.

Now raving with refiftlefs flames fhe glows,

Now fick with love, fhe melts with {ofter woes :

The tyrant gad, of ev'ry thought pofleft, 28
Beats in each pulfe, and ftings and rack her breait.
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Now fhe refolves the magic to betray
To tame the bulls, now yield him up a prey..
Again the drugs difdaining to fupply,
She loathes the light, and meditates to die: 1@
Anon repelling with a brave difdain
The coward thought, fhe nourifhes the pain.
Thus toft, retoft, with furious ftorms of cares
On the cold ground fhe rolls, and thus with tears :

¢ Ah me! where’er I turn before my eyes 33
€ A dreadful view: on forrows forrows rife!
¢ Tols’d in a giddy whirl of ftrong defire,
¢¢ I glow, I burn, yet blels the pleafing fire!
““ O had this {pirit from its prifon fled,
¢ By Dian fent to wander with the dead, ie
¢¢ Ere the proud Grecians view'd the Colchian fkies,
¢ Ere Jafon, lovely Jafon! met thefe eyes.
¢ Hell gave a thining mifchief to our coaft ;
¢ Medea faw him, and Medea’s loft.—
¢ But why thefe forrows ? if the powrsonhigh 45
¢¢ His death decree, die, wretched Jafon! die.
¢¢ Shall I elude my fire ! my art betray ?
¢ Ahme! what words fhall purge the guilt away?
¢ But could T yield—O whither muft I run
¢ To find the man—whom virtue bids me fhun? . g0
¢¢ Shall T, all loft to thame, to Jafon fly ?
¢ And yet I muft—if Jafon bleeds I die!
¢ Then, Shame! farewel : adieu for ever, Fame!
¢ Hail, black Difgrace! be fam’d for guilt my name!
““ Live, Jafon! live; enjoy the vital air; 4
¢ Live thro” my aid, and fly where winds can bear!
‘¢ But when he flies, ye Poifons! lend your pow’rs !
¢¢ That day Medea treads th” infernal fhores ! :
¢ Then, wretched maid! thy lot is endlefs fhame ;
¢¢ Then the proud dames of Colchis blaft thy name:
¢ T hear them cry—¢ The falfe Medea’s dead 61
~ # Thro’ guilty paffion for a firanger’s bed ;
¢¢ Medea, carelefs of her virgin fame,
¢ Preferr’d a ftranger to a father’s name!”
€¢ O may I rather yield this vital breath 6g
¢ Than bear that bafe difhonour, worfe than death!”

! - o = = .., -
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Thus wailed the fair, and feized with horrid joy
Drugs foes to life, and potent to deftroy ;
A magazine of death! Again fhe pours
From her {woln eye-balls tears in thining fhow'rs; 7e
With grief infatiate, and with trembling hands,
All comfortlefs, the cafk of death expands :
A fudden fear her lab’ring foul invades,
Struck with the horrors of th’ infernal fhades :
She ftands deep-mufing with a faded brow, 75
Abiorpt in thought, a monument of woe!
While all the comforts that on life attend,
The cheerful converfeand the faithful fr 1end
By thought deep-imag’d in her bofom play,
Endearing life and charm defpair away. 2o
Th’ all-cheering funs with f{weeter light arife,
And ev’ry objeét brightens to her eyes :
‘Then from her hand the baneful drugs fbe throws,
Confents to live, recover’d from her woes ;
Refolved the magic virtue to betray, 83
She waits the dawn, and calls the lazy day.
Time feems to ftand, or backward drive his wheels;
"The hours fhe chides, and eyes the eaftern hills.
At length the dawn with orient beams appears,
The fhades difperfe, and man awakes to cares. 9®
Studious to pleafe, her graceful length of hair
With art fhe binds, that wanton’d with the air ;
From her foft cheek fhe wipes the tear away,
And bids keen lightnings from her eyes to play;
From limb to limb refrefhing unguents pours, 95
Unguents that breathe of heaven in copivus fhow’rs.
Her robe fhe next a umes ; bright claips of gold
Clofe to the lefs’ning waift the robe infold ;
Down from her fivelling loins the reft unbmmd
Floats in rich waves redundant o’er the ground : 1ce0
Laft, with a thining veil her cheeks fhe fhades,
IT"hen fwimming fmooth alung magnificently treads.
Thus forward moves the faireft of her kind,
Blind to the future, to the prefent blind,
Twelve maids, attendants on her virgin bowr, 103
Alike unconicous of the bridal hour,
L
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Join to the car the mules, dire rites to pay;
To Hecate’s black fane the bends her way :
A juice the bears whofe magic virtue tames
( Thro® fell Perfephone) the rage of flames ; 110
It gives the hero, ftrong in matchlefs might,
To ftand {ecure of harms in mortal fight ;
It mocks the [word ; the {word without a wound
Leaps as from marble fhiver’d to the ground :
She mounts the car*; nor rode the nymph alone ; 11§
On either fide two lovely damfels thone :
Her hand with {kill th’ embroider’d rein controls,
Back fly the ftreet. as {witt the chariot rolls.
Along the wheel-worn road they hold their way,
The domes retreat, the finking tow’rs decay. 120
Bare to the knee fuccinét a damiel train
Behind attends, and glitters tow’rd the plain.
As when her limbs divine Diana laves
In fair Parnethius, or th> Amnefian waves,
Sublime in royal ftate the bounding roes 12§
Whirl her bright car along the mountain brows,
Swift to her fane, in pomp the goddefs moves,
The nymphs attend that haunt the thady oroves,
Th’ Amnefian fount or filver-ftreaming rills,
Nymphs of the vales or Oreads of the hills, 130 A
The fawning beafts before the goddefs play,
Or trembling, favage adoration pay;
Thus on her car {fublime the nymph appears,
The crowd falls back, and as the moves reveres :
Swift to the fane aloft her courfe fhe bends, 13§
The fane the reaches, and to earth defcends ;
Then to her train—¢ Ah me! I fear we ftray,
¢ Mifled by Folly to this lonely way !
“ Alas! fhould Jafon with his Greeks appear,
¢ Where fthould we fly? I fear, alas! I fear! 140
¢¢ No more the Colchian youths and virgin train
¢¢ Haunt the cool thade, or tread in dance the plain.
¢¢ But fince alone—with {ports beguile the hours;
¢ Come, chaunt the fong, or pluck the blooming flow’rs ;
¢ Pluck ev’ry fweet to deck your virginbow’rs!™ 14§

» 863,
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Then warbling foft* the lifts her heavenly voice,
But fick with mighty love, the fong is noile
She hears from ev'ry note a difcord rife,
Till, paufing, on her tongue the mufic dies s
She hates each object, ev'ry face offends 150
In ev’ry wifh her foul to Jafon fends
With fharpen’d eyes the diftant lawn explores,
To find the objeét whom her foul adores :
At ev'ry whifper of the pafling air
She ftarts, fhe turns, and hopes her Jafon there. 153
Again fhe fondly looks, nor looks in vain;
He comes, her Jafon fhines along the plain!
As when, emerging from the wat’ry way,
Refulgent Sirius lifts his golden ray,
He fhines terrific, for his burning breath 160
Taints the red air with fevers, plagues, and death;
Such to the nymph approaching Jalon thows,
Bright author of unutterable woes!
Bet%re her eyes a fwimming darknefs fpread,
Her flufh’d cheek glow’d, her very heart was dead ;
No more her knees their wonted office knew, 166
Fix’d without motion, as to earth the grew,
Her train recedes ; the meeting lovers gaze
In filent wonder and in ftill amaze :
As two fair cedars on the mountain’s brow, 170
Pride of the groves ! with roots adjoining grow,
Eret and motionlefs the ftately trees
Awhile remain, while {leeps each fanning breeze,
Till from th® Zolian caves a blaft unbound
Bends their proud tops, and bids their boughs refound ;
Thus gazing they, till by the breath of love 176
Strongly at length infpir’d, they {peak, they move;
With {miles the lovefick virgin he furvey’d,
And fondly thus addrefled the blooming maid:

¢¢ Difmifs, my fair, my love, thy virgin fear; 3%e
“ Tis Jafon fpeaks, no enemy is here.
¢ Man, haughty man, is of obdurate kind
“ But Jafon bears no prouc inhuman mind,
¢ By gentleft manners, [ofteft arts, refin'd,

* 947
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“ Whom wouldft thou fly? -Stay, lovely virgin, ftay!
‘¢ Speak ev'ry thought ; far hence be fears away. 186
¢ Speak, and be truth in ev’ry accent found!
¢ Dread to deceive ; we tread on hallow’d ground*.
““ By the itern pow’r who guards this facred place,
‘¢ By the illuftrious authors of thy race; 190
“ By Jove, to whom the ftranger’s caufe belongs,
“¢ "T'o whom the [uppliant, and who feels their wrongs ;
¢ O guard me, fave me, in the needful hour |
“ Without thy aid, thy Jafon is no more;
‘¢ T'o thee a fuppliant, in diftrefs I bend, 195
‘¢ To thee a firanger, and who wants a friend 1
€ Then, when between us feas and mountains rife,
¢¢ Medea’s name fhall found in diftant ikies ;
“¢ All Greece to thee thall owe her heroes’ fates,
¢ And blefs Medea thro’ her hundred ftates : 200
““ The mother and the wife, who now in vain
¢ Roll their {ad eyes faft-fitreaming o’er the main,
“¢ Shall ftay their tears ; the mother, and the wite,
€¢ Shall blefs thee for a fon’s or hufband’s life!
“ Fair Ariadne; {prung from Minos’ bed, 205
¢ Sav'd the brave Theleus, and with Thefeus fled ;
¢¢ Forfook her father, and her native plain,
““ And ftemm’d the tumults of the furging main;
¢ Yet the ftern fire relented, and forgave
¢ The maid, whofe only crime it was to fave; 219
¢ E’en the juft gods forgave: and now on high
¢¢ A ftar fhe fhines, and beautifies the fky.
¢ What bleflings then fhall righteous heaven decree
‘¢ For all our heroes fav’d, and fav’d by thee?
¢¢ Heaven gave thee not to kill, fo foft an air, 215
¢¢ And Cruelty fure never looked fo fair!™

He ceas’d; but leit fo charming on her ear

His voice, that lift'ning fhll fhe feem’d to hear:
Her eye to earth fhe bends with modeft grace,
And heaven in fmiles is open’d in her face: 229
A glance fhe fteals, but rofy bluthes {pread
O’er her fair cheek, and then fhe drops her head

# The Temple of Hecate.
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A thoufand words at once to fpeak the tries
In vain—but {peaks a thoufand with her eyes.
‘Trembling the fhining cafket fhe expands,
Then gives the magic virtue to his hands ;
And had the power been granted to convey
Her heart—had given her very heart away.

Lj
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THE STORY OF TALUS,

FROM APPOLLONIUS RHODIUS, BOOK IV, V, 162g¢
] ] - !
Hi.@. b} mers Bl ;.xjhﬁu, ave o nAubey 25 ;ip
L1
AvuBy, &,
The following werfes from Appollonius will appear wery extrava-
: %:z[m, wnlefs we bawve recourfe to their allegorical mearing. ~Plato in bis
inos thus qurites : ¢ Talus and Rbadamantkus were the affiflants
Minos in the execution of s laws. It qvas the office of Talus toifs
all parts gf Crete thrice ewery year, to enforce them wvith the utinof} [ewe-
cvaty.  The poet alludes to this cuftom in thefe words :

¢ Fierce guard of Crete! who thrice each year explores
%t The trembling ifle, and ftrides from fhores to fhores.™

¢ Talusis fabled to be formed of Errajs, becaule the lazws wwhich e
carried wwith bim on bis circuit wwere engraven ufon brazen tables. It
is not improlable but the fable of the burfling the wein aboe the ankle
of Talus, by which be died, arofe from the manner of funifbment praec- |
ti[ed by kim, qubich was by opening a wein above the ankies of crinunals,
by aoiich they bled to death.”

THE ev'ning ftar now lifts, as daylight fades,

His golden circlet in the deep’ning fhades :

Stretch’d at his eafe, the weary lab’rer fhares

A fweet forgetfulnefs of human cares :

At once in %lence fink the {leeping gales, 5

The maft they * drop, and furl the flagging fails ;

All night, all day, they ply the bending oars

Tow’rd Carpathus, and reach the rocky fhores;

Thence Crete they view emerging from the main,

The queen of ifles ; but Crete they view in vain; 19

There Talus, whirling with refiftlels fway

Rocks fheer uprent, repels them from the bay ; :

A giant, {prung from giant race, who took :

Their births from entrails of the ftubborn oak ;

Fierce guard of Crete! by Jove affiftant giv’n 15

To legiflators + ftyl’d the fons of heaven:

To mercy deaf, he thrice each year explores

The trembling ifle, and ftrides from thores to fhores :

A form of living brafs! one part beneath

Alone he bears, a path to let in death, 2@
# Argonauts. + Minos and Rhadamanwhps,
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Where o’er the ankle fwells the turgid vein,
Soft to the ftroke, and fenfible of pain.

And now her magic {pells * Medea tries,
Bids the red fiends, the dogs of Orcus, rife;
That ftarting dreadful from th’ infernal fhade, 2§
Ride heaven in {torms, and all that breathes invade.
Thrice fhe applies the power of magic prayer,
Thrice hell-ward bending mutters charms in air;
Then, turning tow’rd the foe, bids mifchief fiy,
And looks deﬁru&ion as the points her eye ; 30
Then {peétres, rifing from Tartarean bowers
Howl round in air, or grin along the fhores;
While, tearing up whole hillst, the giant throws, -
Outrag’ous, rocks onrocks, tocrufh the foes ;
But, frantic as he ftrides, a fudden wound, 35
Burfts the life vein, and blood o’erfpreads the ground ;
As from the furnace in a burning flood
Pours molten lead, fo pours in ftreams his blood ;
And now he ftaggers as the {pirit flies ;
He faints, he finks, he tumbles, and he dies. 46
As fome huge cedar on a mountain’s brow
Pierc’d by the fteel, expects the final blow,
A while 1t totters with alternate {way,
Till frefh’ning breezes thro’ the branches play, 44
Then, tumbling downward, with a thund’ring found,
Falls headlong, and o’erfpreads a breadth of ground ;
So, as the giant falls, the ocean roars,
Outftretch’d he lies, and covers half the fhores. 4%

% Ver, 1665, 1 ver. 1679.
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HORACE,. ODE 1.

 TRANSLATED.

ACENAS! whofe iiigh Iinéage fprings

From a long race of ancient kings,
Patron and friend! thy honour’d name
At once is my defence and fame.

There are who with fond tranfport praife
The chariot thund’ring in the race,
Where conqueft won and palms beftow’d
Lift the proud mortal toa god.

The man who courts the people’s voice,
And dotes on offices and noife,

Or they who till the peaceful fields,

And reap what bounteous Nature yields,
Unmov’d the merchant’s wealth behold,
Nor hazard happinefs for gold ;
Untempted by whole worlds of gain

To ftem the billows of the main.

The merchant, when the ftorm invades,
Envies the quiet of the fhades ;

But foon relanches from the thore,
Dreading the crime of being poor.

Some carele(s wafte the mirthful day
With gen’rous wines and wanton play,
Indulgent of the genial hour
By fpring, or rill, or fhade, or bow’r.

Some hear with joy the clanging jar
Of trumpets, that alarm to war,

While matrons tremble at the breath
That calls their fons to arms and death.

The (portfman, train’d in ftorms, defies
The chilling blaft and freezing fkies
Unmindful of his bride, in vain
Soft Beauty pleads: along the plain
T'he ftag he chafes, or beguiles
The furious bear into his toils.

For you the blooming ivy* grows,
Proud to adorn your learned brows ;

# Te DoStarum Hederz, &c.
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Patron of letters you arile,
Grow to a god, and mount the fkies,

Humbly in breezy fhades I ftray,
Where fylvans dance, and fatyrs play, e
Contented to advance my claim,
Only o’er men without a name ;
Tranferibing what the mufes fing
Harmonious to the pipe or ftring,

But if indulgently you deign 4.5
To rank me with the lyric train,
Aloft the towering mufe fhall rife
On bolder wings, and gain the fkies, 4P
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SIXTEEN ODES OF ANACREON,

ODE XV. HAPPY LIFE.

THE wealth of Gyges I defpife;
Gems are ufelefs glit'ring toys 2
Gold I leave, and (uch vain things,
To the low aim and pride of kings.

Let my hair with unguents flow, Wi
With rofy garlands crown my brow ; |
T'he prefent moment I enjoy,

Doom’d in the next perhaps to die.

Then, while the hour ferenely fhines
Tofs the gay die, and quaff thy wines ; e
But ever, in the genial hour
T'o Bacchus the libation pour,

Left Death in wrath approach, and cry,
¢ Man!—taite no more the cup of joy.” 14

ODE XVI.
THE POWER OF BEAUTY:

OME fing of Thebes, and fome deftroy
In lofty numbers haughty Troy:

I mourn, alas! in plaintive ftrains,
My own captivity and chains.

No navy, rang’d in proud array,
No foot, no horfeman, arm’d to {lay, &
My peace alarm! far other focs,
Far other hofts, create my woes 3
Strange, dang’rous hofts ! that ambufh’d lie
In ev’ry bright love-darting eye;
Such as deftroy when beauty arms
‘I'o conquer, dreadful in its charms! iz

# Firft publithed in the Gent, Mag. and afterwardsinferted in the ranfia-
tians of Anacieon, publithed by Mz, Fawkes,
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ODE XX.
TO HIS MISTRESS.

HE gods o’er mortals prove their {fway,
And fteal them from themlelves away;
"Fransform’d by their almighty hand,
Sad Niobe an image ftands ;
And Philomel, upborne on wings,
Thro” air her mournful ftory fings.
Would heav’n, indulgent to my vow,
‘The happy change I wifh, allow;
The envy’d mirror I would be,
That thou might’ft always gaze on me;
And could my naked heart appear,
Thou’dft fee thyfelf—for thou art there.
O! were I made thy folding veft,
"That thou might’{t clafp me to thy breaft !
Or turh’d into a fount, to lave
Thy naked beauties-in my wave!
Thy bofom-cinéture I would grow,
To warm thy little hills of (now
Thy mntment, in rich fragrant ftreams
To wander o’er thole beautecus limbs;
hy chain of fhining pearl—to deck,
ﬂ_nﬂ' clofe embrace thy graceful neck :
A very fandal T would be
To tread on—if trod on by thee!

ODE XXIV. IMITATED.

LAS! alas! I fee each day
Steals me from myfelf away;

And ev'ry ftep of life T tread,
I fpeed to mingle with the dead.
How many years are pait, my friends,
I know, and there my knowledge ends s
How many years are ftill in ftore,
I neither can, nor would explore.
Then, fince the hours inceffant fly,
They all fhall find me crown’d with joy,
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To thofe, my cares I here bequeath,
‘Who meanly die for fear of death,
And daily with affiduous ftrife
Contrive to live, accurs’d with life,

Then, Care, begone! I'd dance and play; 15

Hence, with thy ferious face away !
I'll laugh, and whilft gay wine inflames,
I’ll court the laughter-loving dames,
And ftudy to rehign my breath
In ecftaly, and fmile in death. 20

ODE XXV. IMITATED.

RING me, O bring the enliv’ning draught,
Lenient of grief, and anxious thought!

"Then Care retires, atham’d to thow
His downcaft eye, and faded brow.
I banith bus’nels to the great, 5
‘T'o all that curle, yet covet ftate.

Death naltes amain ; then who would run
To meet what moft he ftrives to thun?
Or antedate the dreadful day
By cares, and aid the fiend to flay ? 10
If tears could bribe his dreadtul pow’rs,
I"d weep, and blefs the precious thow’rs ;
But let our lot be joy or woe.
Alike he {peeds to ftrike the blow.

Then crown the bowl !~—vye Sorrows, fly
To kill fome wretch who wants to die. 16

ODE XXXI.

THE PLEASING FRENZY.

NOW bring, by all the pow’rs divine,
Bring me a bowl of rofy wine;
A mighty bowl of wine I crave;
‘When wine infpires “tis {weet to rave.
In frantic rage Alcmzon drew 5
His falchion ; and his mother flew* :
* Eryphile,
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Oreftes in a furious mood,
Raving, fhed his mother’s blood *.
Dreadful, fober madmen, they!—
None, harmlefs drunkard ! none I flay, )
The blood of grapes I only crave ;
I quaff it, and ’tis fweet to rave.

Alcides frantic grafp’d his bow,
"His quiver rattled, ftor’d with woe :
Stern Ajax fhook his glitt’ring blade, 15
And broad his fevenfold fhield difplay’d ;
Dangerous madman ! how he drew
His {word, and hofts in fancy flew !

I, peaceful I, no falchion wield ;
I bend no bow, I poife no fhield : 20
The flow’ry garland crowns my hairs,
My hand the pow’rful goblet bears ;
The pow’rful goblet, nobly brave,
T drain, and then ’tis {weet to rave. 24

ODE XXXVI,
TﬁLK not to me of pedant rules ;

| I leave debates to learned feols,

. Who folemnly in form advile,

! At beft impertinently wife. .

; To me more pleafing precepts give, 5

| And teach the {cience how to live;

To bury in the friendly draught,

Sorrows that {pring from tco much thought ;

‘To learn loft leffons from the fair,

How life may glide exempt from care. 10

Alas! T'm old! Ifee my head,

W ith hoary locks by Time o’erfpread ;

Then mftant be the goblet brought,

To make me young—at leait in thought.

Alas! inceffant fpeeds the day 15

When I muft mix with common clay,

When I muft tread the difmal fhore,

And dream of love and wine no more, s
% Clytemneftra.

M
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ODE XXXVII.
THE SPRING. ’

EE, winter’s paft! the feafons bring
Soft breezes with returning {pring, ;

At whofe approach the graces wear |
Frefh honours in their flowing hair ; "
The raging feas forget to roar; 5
And, fmiling, gently kifs the fhore;
The fportive duck in wanton play
Now dives, now rifes into day ;
The cranes from freezing fkies repair,
And failing float to warmer air : 10
Th’ enlivening funs in glory rife,
And gayly dance along the fkies.
The clouds difperfe, or if in fhow'rs
They fall, ’tis to awake the flow’rs.
See, verdure clothes the teeming earth, 15
T he olive ftruggles into birth ;
The fwelling grapes adorn the vine,
And kindly promife future wine :
Bleft juice! already I inthought

Quaft an imaginary draught. 23
ODE XLVIII.
GAY LIFE.

IVE me Homer’s tuneful lyre,
Let the found my breaft infpire !
But with no troublefome delight
Of arms and heroes flain in fight
Let it play no conquefts here, 4
Or conquefts only o’er the fair.
Boy, reach that volume—book divine!
The ftatutes of the god of wine !
He, legiflator, ftatutes draws,
And I, hisjudge, enforce his laws, 19
And, faithful to the weighty truft,
Compel his vot’ries to be juft,
5




TRANSLATIONS.
Thus, round the bowl impartial flies
Till to the {prightly dance we rife :
We frifk it with a lively bound,
Charm’d with the lyre’s harmonious found,
Then pour forth with an heat divine
Rapturous {ongs that breathe of wine.

ODE L.
THE HAPPY EFFECTS OF WINE,

EE, fee, the jolly god appears,
His hand a mighty goblet bears;

W ith fparkling wine full-charg’d, itfl ows,
The fov’reign cure of human woes,
Wine gives a kind releafe from care,
And courage to {fubdue the fair,
Inftruéts the cheerful to advance,
Harmonious in the {prightly dance.
Hail, goblet! rich with gen’rous wines ;
See, round the verge a vinebranch twines :
See, how the mimic cluiters roll,
As ready to refil the bowl !

W ine keeps its happy patients free
From ev’ry painful malady;
Our beit phyfician all the year,
Thus guarded no difeafe we fear,
No troublefome difeafe of mind,
Until another year grows kind,
And loads again the fruitful vine,
And brings again our health—new wine,
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ODE LII.

GRAPES OF THE VINTAGE.,

O! the vintage now is done,
& And black’ned with th’ autumnal fun,
‘The grapes gay youths and virgins bear,
The {weeteft produét of the year!
Tnvats the heav’nly load they lay,
And fwift the damfels trip away ;
The youths alone the wineprefs tread,
For wine’s by fkilful drunkards made :
Meantime the mirthful fong they raife,
I6! Bacchus to thy praife;
And eyeing the bleft juice, in thought
Quaff an imaginary draught.

Gayly thro’ wine the old advance,
And doubly tremble in the dance:
In fancy’d youth they chant and play,
Forgetful that their locks are grey.

Thro’ wine the youth compleats his loves;
He haunts the filence of the groves,
Where ftretch’d beneath the embow’ring fhade
He {pies fome love-infpiring maid ;
On beds of rofy {weets fhe lies,
Inviting fleep to clofe her eyes :
Faft by her fide his limbs he throws,
Her hand he prefles—breathes his vows,
And cries, ¢ My love! my foul! comply
¢¢ This inftant, or, alas! I die.”

In vain the youth perfuafion tries;
In vain her tongue at leaft denies:
Then [corning death, thro’ dull defpair
He ftorms th’ unwilling willing fair ;
Blefling the grapes that could difpenfe
‘The happy, happy, impudenee.
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ODE LIIIL
THE ROSE.

OME, lyrift! tune thy harp, and play

Refponfive to my vocal lay ;
Gently touch it while I fing
The rofe, the glory of the {pring.

To heaven the rofe in fragrance flies,
The {weeteft incenfe of the fkies.
Thee, joy of earth! when vernal hours
Pour forth a blooming wafte of flow’rs,
The gayly-fimiling graces wear
A trophy in their flowing hair
Thee, Venus, queen of beauty loves,

And, crown’d with thee, more graceful moves,

In fabled fong and tunefyl lays,
Their fav’rite rofe the Mufgs praife,
‘To pluck the rofe the virgin-train
W ith blood their pretty fingers ftain,
Nor dread the pointed terrors round
That threaten and infliét a wound,
See how they wave the charming toy,
Now kils, now fnuff the fragrantjoy!

The rofe the poets ftrive to praife,
And for it would exchange their bays;
O! ever to the {prightly teaft
Admitted, welcome, pleafing gueft!
But chiefly when the goblet flows,
And rofy wreathes adorn our brows.

Lovely, fmiling rofe!" how fweet
The objeét where thy beauties meet !
Aurora with a bluthing ray
And rofy fingers {preads the day:
The graces more enchanting thow
When rofy bluthes paint their fnow
And ev’ry pleas’d beholder feeks
The rofe in Cytherea’s cheeks.
When pain affliéts or ficknefs grieves
Its juice the drooping he;:t&t relieves

3

137

19

15

e

i3

o Ay

1%

33



138 TRANSLATIONS.
And, after death, its odours fhed
A pleafing fragrance o’er the dead :
And when its with’ring charms decay,
And finking, fading, die away,
Triumphant, o’er the rage of time
It keeps the fragrance of its prime.

Come, lyrift! join to fing the birth

Of this fweet offspring of the earth.
When Venus from the ocean’s bed
Rais’d o’er the waves her lovely head ;
When warlike Pallas fprung from Jove
Tremendous to the pow’rs above,
To grace the world the teeming earth
Gave the fragrant infant birth ;
And ¢ This,” fhe cry’d, ¢ I this ordain
¢ My fav'rite queen of flow’rs to reign!’*

But firft the affembled gods debate
The future wonder to create :
Agreed at length, from heaven they threw
A drop of rich neftareous dew ;
A bramble-ftem the drop receives,
And ftraight the rofe adorns the leaves.

The gods to Bacchus gave the flow’r,

To grace him in the genial hour,
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ODE LVI.

GROWN YOUNG.

'\WHEN fprightly youths my eyes {urvey
I too am young and I am gay ;
In dance my attive body fwims,
And fudden pinions lift my limbs.
Hafte, crown, Cybzba, crown my brows
With garlands of the fragrant rofe!
Hence, hoary age !—I now am ftrong,
And dance a ynuth among the young.
Camethen, my fr iends | the goblet drain;
Blefs’d juice '—1I feel thee in each vein.
See how with aétive bounds I {pring,
How ftrong and yet how fweet I fing!
How bleft am I, who thus excel
In pleafing arts of trifling well.

ODE ‘LY,

THE MARK.

THE ftately fteed expreflive bears
A mark imprinted on his hairs

The turban that adm ns the brows,
Of Afia’s fons, the Parthian fhows;
The marks betray the lover’s heart
Deeply engrav’d by Cupid’s dart:

I plainly read them in his eyes
‘That looks too foolith or too wife.
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ODE LVI.

LAS! the pow’rs of life decay;
My hairs are fall’'n, or chang’d to grey ;
The fmiling bloom and youthful grace
Is banifh’d from my faded face.
Thus man behoids with weeping eyes e
Himfelf half dead before he dies. .
For this, and for the grave I fear,
And pour the never-ceafing tear.
A dreadful profpeét ftrikes my eye ;
1 foon muit ficken, foon muft die; 10
For this the mournful groan I thed,
I dread—alas! the hour I dread!
What eye can ftedtaftly furvey
Death and its dark tremendous way ?
For foon as Fate has clos’d our eyes 13
- Mandies—for ever, ever dies !
All pale, all fenfelefs, in the urnj
INever, ah! never to return! 13
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Crh I doXly,
TO APOLLO.

f YNCE mote, not uninfpir’d, the ftring
I waken, and {pontaneous fing.
No Pythick laurel-wreath I claim,
That lifts Ambition into fame:
My voice unbidden tunes the lay ;
Some god impels, and I obey.
Liften, ye grove !—The mule prepares
A facred fong, in Phrygian airs,
Such as the {wan expiring fings -
Melodious by Cayfter’s {prings,
While lift'ning winds in filence hear,
And to the gods the mufic bear.
Celeftial mufe! attend, and bring
Thy aid, while I thy Pheebus fing:
To Pheebus and the mule belong
The laurel, lyre, and Delphic {ong.
Begin, begin. the lofty ftrain
How Pheebus lov’d, butlov'd in vain;
How Daphne fled his guilty lame,
And fcorn’da god that offer’d thame.
W ith glorious pride his vows fhe hears,
And heav'n, indulgent to her pray’rs,
To laurel chang’? the nymph, and gave
Her foliage to reward the brave.
Ah! how on wings oi love convey'd
He flew to clalp the panting maid !

Now, now, o’ertakes!—but heaven deceives

His hope—he feizes only leaves.

Why fires my raptur’d breaft? ah! why?

Ah! whither ftrives my foul to fly ?
I feel the pleafing frenzy ftrong,
Impulfive to fome nobler fong :

Let, let the wanton fancy play,

But guide it, left it d2vious firay.
But oh! in vain, my mufe denies
Her aid, a flave to lovely eyes.
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Suffice it to rehearfe the pains
Of bleeding nymphs and dying fwains,
“Nor dare to wield the fhafts of Love
'That wound the gods and conquer Jove,

I yield ; adieu the lofty ftrain!

Y am Anacreon once again ;
Again the melting fong T play
Attemper’d to the vocal lay.
See! fee! how with attentive ears
The youth imbibe the neétar’d airs,
And quaff, in flow’ry fhades reclin’d,
My precepts to regale the mind.
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