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TO THE
Right Honourable,

Lord RADCL d VI E,

My Lord,

Hefe Mifcellany Poems, are by
many Titles yours. ‘The firft
' they claim from your accept-

tanc¢of my Promife to prefene
- them to you; before fome of them were
yet in being.  The reft are deriv’d from
| your own Merit, the exa@nefs of your
Judgment in Poetry, and the candour of
your Nature; cafic to forgive fome trivial
faults when they come accompanied, with
countcrvailing Beauries,Bur after all ch ough
thefe are your equitable claims to a Dedi. il
cation from other Poets, yer I muft ac. . M
knowledge a Bribe in the cafc, which is '
your parcicular liking of my Verfes.  *Tis
. . A




The Dedication.

2 vanity common to all Writers, to over-
value their own Produétions; and “uis bet=
ter for me to own this failling n my {elf,
chan the World to do it for me. For what
other Reafort have I fpentymy. Life in fo
unprofitable a Study @ Why am I grown
Old, in fecking fo barren 2 Reward as
Fame? The fame Parcs and Application,
which have madé me a Potr, might Have
raisd me to any Honours of the Gown,
which are often given to Men of as little
Learning and lefs Honefty than -my, felf.
No. Government has cver been, or evet can
be, whercin Time-fervers, and Blockiicads
will not be uppermoft. ., The Perfon$iare
only chang’d, but the fame juglings 1n
State, the fame Hypocrifie in Religion, the
Game Sclf-Intereft, and Mif-mannagement,
will zemain for ever. Blood and Mony will
+1.vifh’d i all Ages, only for the Pre-
ferment of new Faces,  with old Confci-
ences. Thereis too often a Jaundifein the
Eyesof Great Mengthey fee not thofe whom
they raife, n the fame Colours with other
Men.. All whom they affect, look Golden
to- them;  when. the Gilding 1s only, 1o
therr




| The Dedication:
cheir own diftemper’d Sight. - Thefe Con-|
fiderations, have given 'me a kind of]
Contempt for thofe who' have rifen by §
unworthy ways.” ' 1'am not afham’d to be i}
Little, when I f¢é chem fo Infamoufly Great. §
Neither, do' ¥ krow, why the Name of g
Poct fhould be Difthonourable come; - 1f T §i}§
am truly one,” as'I hope Tam; for I will il
never do any thing, that fhall dithonour 1c. ii§
"The Notions of Morality are known to all §j
Men : None can pretend Ignorance of thofe §il
Idea’s which are In-born in Mankind : and §§
if I fee ‘one thing, and practife the contra- il
ry, I muft be Difingenuous,not to acknow-
ledge a clear Truch, and Baft to Act againft §i§
the light of ‘my own Confcience. * For the
Repurtation of ‘my Honcfty, no' Man can |
queftion it, who has any of his own:  For §§
that of my Poctry,it fhall cither ftand by its H
own Merit; or fall for -wanc of it. 1l §8
Wiiters are ufually the fharpeflt Cenfors: |
For they (as the beft Poct; and' the beft [
Patron faid), -when in'the full perfection of |l
decay, turn Vinegar, and come again in [l
Play. . Thus:che corruption of a Poet, - 1s il
the Generatien.of .a:Criticks Frincan of a Sl
| A 4 Critnck |



The Dedication,

Critick 1n the general acceptation of this
Age: For formerly they were quite another
Species of Men. They were Defendors
of Poets, and Commentators on their
Works: to Illuftrate obfcure Beauties ; to
placc fome paffages in a better light, to
redeem others from malicious Interpreta-
tons : to help out an Author’s Modetty,
who 1s not oftentatious of his Wit; and, in
fhort, to fhicld him from the Ill-Nature of
thofe Fellows, who were then call’d Zoili,
and Momi, and now take upon themfelves

ther Zoilus, nor he who endeavourd to
defame Virgil, ‘were ever Adopred into the
Name of Criticks by the Ancients : what
their Reputation was then, we know s and
B cheir Succeflours in this Age deferve no
8l Dbctter.  Arc our Auxiliary Forces turn’d
our Enemues?  Are they, who, at beft, are
but Wits of the Second Order, and whofe
only Credit amongft Readers, 15 what they
obrain'd by being fubvervient to the Fame
ot Writers, are thefe become Rebels of
Slaves, and Ufurpers of Subjeéts ; or to
fpeak 1n the moft Honourable Terms of

them

the Venerable Name of Cehfors. But nei- . |




© - nefs? Whart labour wou'd it coft them to i

 The Dedication,

them, are thev from our Seconds, become |
Principals againft us? Does the Ivy un- §
dermine the Oke, which fupports its weak- i}

put in a better Line, than the worft of §il|
thof¢ which they expunge in a True Poet 2 §i;
Petronius, the greateft Wit perhaps of all £l
the Romans, yet when his Envy prevail’d Bif
upon his Judgment, to fall on Lucan, he §
fell himfelf in his accempt : © He perform®d §§
worfc in his Effay of the Civil War, than §!
the Authour of the Pharfalia: and avoid- {1}
ing his Errours, has made greater of his §if
own, Fulius Scaliger, wou’d nceds turn
down Homer, and Abdicatc him, after the §
pofleflion of Three Thoufand Years: Has §
he fulcceeded in his Atcempt ? He hasindeed §
fhown us fome of thofe Imperfeétions in §
him, which are incidentto Humane Kind ; 8
But who had not rather be that Homer than §
this Scaliger ? You {ce the fame Hypercritick, 88
when he endeavours to mend the beginning §3
of Claudian, (a faulty Poet, and Living in £
a Barbarous Age ;) yet how fhort he comes §iF
of him, and fubftitutes fuch Verfes of his 8L B
own, as deferve the Ferula. What a Cen: §i§
3 fure WL
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fure has he made of Zucan; that he rather
fcems to Bark than Sing : Wou'd any but
'a Dog,” have made fo fnarling a Compari-
fon? One wou’d have: thought, he had
-|Learn’d Laun, as latc as they tell us he did
'Greeck.  Yer he cameoft;” with a pace®rua,
by your goodleave, Lucan 5 he calld him
not by thofe outrageous Names, of Fool,
Booby, and Blockhcad : He had fomewhat
more of good Manners, - than his Succef-
fours, as he had much more Knowledge.
We have two forts of thofc Gentlemen, 1n
our Nation: Some of them proceeding with
a {ceming modecration and pretence of Re-
{pect, to the Dramatick Writers of the laft
Age, only fcorn and vilifie the prefent Po-
ets, to fec up their Predeceflours.  Butthis
' is only 1n appearance ; for their real defign
55 nc-tﬁing lefs, than to do Honour to any
| Man, befides themfelyes.  Horace took no-
tice, of fuch Menin his Age: - Nou Ingeniis
faver ille, Sepultis 5 noftra [ed impugnat 5 nos
noftraque lividus odit. “Tis notwith an ul-,
rimate intention to pay Reverence to the
Manes of Shakefpear, Fletcher, and Ben 7ohn- .
(on, that they commend their, Wiiings, buc
to
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to throw Dirt on the Writers of this Age: i}
Their Declarationis onc thing, and their: ji§
Practice is anocher, - By a feeming venera- i
tion to our Fathers, they wou’d thraft oue fi§
us their Lawful Iffue, and Govern us them-'f#iif
{elves, under a fpecious pretence of Refor- fiHl
mation. If they could compafs their 1n- i
cent, what wouw'd Wit and Learning get by §ik
fuch a change? If weare bad Poets, they Ril
are worfe, and when any of their woful pie- I
ces come abroad, the difference 1s fo great §
berwixt them and good Writers, that there §i§
need no Criticifims on our part to' decide §i§
it. When they defcribe the Writers of this Sl
Age, they draw'fuch monitrous figures of §il
them, as refemble none of us: Our pre- i
tended Pictures are fo unlike, that s cvi- §i8
dent we never fate tothem ;* They are all i
Grotefque ; the products of their wild Ima- H
ginations, things out of Nature, fo far from§i§
being Copy’d from us, that they refemblch ¥
nothing that ever -was, or ever can be. But
chere is another forc of Infects, more ve-fill

nomous than the forfher.  Thofe who ma§i§é
nifeftly aim at the deftruction of our Poc ]

. tical Church and State. - 'Who allow no ”
b gk chin ol




‘ The Dedicatipn,

thing to their Country-Men, either of this
or of the former Age. Thefe attack the
Living by raking up the Afhes of the Dead.
‘Well knowing that if they can fubvert their
' Oniginal Title to the Stage, we who claim
iunder them, muft fall of courfe. Peace be

Ben Johnfor: None of the Living will pre-
fume to have any competition with them:
as they were eur Predeceffours, fo the

were our Mafters.  'We Trayl our Plays
under them: bu, (as at che Funerals of ‘a
Turkifb Emperour,) our Enfigns are furl’d,
or dragg’d upon the ground, in Honour to
the Dead ; fo we may lawfully advance
our own, afterwards, to thow that we fuc-
ceed : If lefs in Dignity, yet on the fame
@l Foot and Title, which we think too, we
ran maintain, againft the Infolence of our
>wn Janizaries.  If [am the Man, as [ have
tealon to believe, who am feemingly
Jourted, and fecrelly Undermin’d : 1 think
(hall be able to defend my felf, when I
m openly Attacqu’d. “And to fhew befides,
hat the Greek Writers only gave us the

finifh'd

to the Venerable Shades of Shakefpear, and = |

tudiments of a Stage, which they never -
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 felf a Criick of the Genuine fore, who have | |

* the former Age amongftus, were without i

. the leifure nor the means for fuch an Un- §i|

< of an Injur’d Man, who will be telling his |

“The Dedication, i
finith’d. ‘That many of the Tragedies in i}

Comparifon beyond thofc of Sophocles and il
Euripides. But at prefent, 1 have neither Ji¢

dertaking.. ’Tis ill going to Law for am §}!
Eftate, with him who 1s 1n pofleffion of it, §
and enjoys the prefent Profits, to feed his Jif
Caufe. But the quantum mutatus may be Ji§
remember’d in duc time. Inthe mean while B
I leave the World to judge, who gavethe §i§
Provocation. i

This, my Lord, is, I confefs, a long di- §i¥
greflion, from Mifcellany Poems to Modern 318
Iragedies : ButI have the ordinary Excufc §if

Tale unfeafonably to his Betters. Though S
at the fame time, I am certain you are fo i
ooda Friend, as to takea Concern in all i
things which belong to one who fo truly £
Honours you. And befides, being your

Read the beft Authours, in their own Lan-
guages, who perfectly dittinguith of their
feveral Merits, and in general prefer them
to the Moderns, yer, I know, you judge

| for §
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- The Dedication.
for the Eﬂgfffb Tragedies, againft the Greek

' and Latin, aswell asagainft the French, Ita-
“lian and Spamfb of thefe latter Ages.  In-
' deed there s a vaft difference, betwixt. ar-
| guing like Perault, 1n bclnlf of. the French

Poets, '1ga1nﬂ Hmﬂer and Virgil, and be-
twixt giving the Englifb Poets: their un-

. doubted due, of cxcclhng LEfchylus,  Euri-
. pides,and Sﬂpr’mdes For if we or our greater
. Fathers, have not yet brought thiel Brara.
. to anabfolute Perfection, yet at leaft we

have carried 1t much farther than thofe An-
cient Greeks ; who beginning from a Chorus,
coud never totally exclude it, as we have
done, who find 1t an unprofitable incum-

: branc-‘: without any neceflity of Entertain-
i ing It among,ﬂ us ; and without the polli+

| bility of eﬁ’lbllﬂnng it here, unlefs it were

i fupported by a Publick Chargfr Neither:
: can we accept of thofe Lay-Bifhops, as fome
' call them, who under pretence of reform-
. ing the Stage, woud intrude themfelves'

upon us, as our Superiours,being indeed in-
competent Judges of what 15 Manners,
what Religion, and leaft of all, what 1s Po-
ctry and Good Senfe. I can tell them in

behalf




The Dediciiion,

behalf of all my Fellows, that when they i
come to Exercife a Junifdi€ion over us, il
~ they fhall have the Stage to themftlves,  as §

. they have the Lawrel. Aslitcle can kgrant,
that the Fremch Dramatick Writers, excel
the Englifb : Oum Authours as far furpafs
them 1n Genius, as our Souldiers Fxcel fif
theirs in Courage: Tis true, in Conduct
they furpafs us cither way: Yet that pro-
ceeds not fo much from their greaterKnow-
ledge, as from the differénce of Tafts in
the two Nations. They content themfeclyes
with athin Defign, without Epifodes, and ' il
manag'd by few Perfons. Our Audience B
will. not be pleas'd, but with varicty of Ac- i
cidents, an Underplot, and many Actours.
They follow the Ancients too fervilely, in
the Mechanick Rules, and we affume too
much Licenfe to our felves, in keeping
them enly in view, at too great a diftance.

|- But if our Audiénce had their Tafts, our
Poets could more eafily comply with them,
than the #rench Writers cou’d come up to
the Sublimity of our Thoughts, or to the

difficulc variety of our Defigns. Howe.

- veritbe, I dare effablifh it fora Rule of

| | Practice

&
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' Practice on the Stage, that we are bound
| to pleafe thofe, whom we pretend to En-
| tertain: And that at any price, Religion
| and Gond Manncrs only excepted. nd
| 1 care not much, if 1 give this handle, to
' our bad Illicerate Poctalters, for the de-
' fence of their SCRIPTIONS as they call
" them. There is a fort of Merit in delight-
. ing the Spectatours ; which isa Name morc
. proper for them; than that of Auditours :
' Or elfe Horace is in the wrong, when he
| commends Lucilius for it. But thefe com-
. mon places 1 mean to Treat at greatcr lei-
fure: Inthe mean time, {ubmitang chat lic-
tle | have faid, to your Lordfhip's Appro-
! bation,. or your Cenfure, and chufing ra-
i ther to Entertain you this way, as you are
| a2 Judge of Writing, than to opprefs your

 Modeity,with other Commendations;swhich
. though they are your due, yet wou'd not

. be equally recev'd, in chis Saurical, and |

. Cenforious Age. That which cannot with-
out Injury be deny’d to you, 1S the eafinefs
| of your Converfation, far from Affeckation
. or Pride: not dcnyiriﬁ even to Enemies,
their juft Praifes. And this, if | wow'd dwell
on

A S

&




The Dedication.

on any Theme of chis Nawre, is noj |
. yulgar Comsendation to your- Lordih:p. il
. Without Flattery, my Lord, you have itinf
. your Nature, to be a Patron and Encou- jii
rager of Good Pozts, but your Fortune has i
not yet put inco'your Hands the opportu- §il
nity of exprefling it. What you will be Bi§
hercafter, may b: more than guefs’d, by §if
what you are at prefent.  You maintain the i
Character of a Nobleman, without chac i
Haughtnes  which generally atcends too i
many of the Nobility, and when you Con- §#
verfe with Gentlemen, you forger not thac fig
you have been of their Order. You arc §i#
Marryed to the Daughter of a King, who, §if
amongft her other high Perfe@ions, has de- B
riv’d from him a Charming Behaviour, a Bl
winning Goodnefs, and a Maj:ftick Perfon, §i8
The Mufes and the Graces are the Orna- i}
. ments of your Family. While che Mufc Sings, §
‘ the Grace accompanies her Voice: even the B#
Servants of the Mules have fometimes had £
the Happinefs to hear her; and to receive Bl
- thewr Infpirations from her. b i
~_ T'will not give my flf che liberty of go- §il
ing farther; for’ts fo fweet to wandzc in il
_ B -
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a pleafing way, thac I fhou'd ncver arrive
tatmy Journcysend. To kecp my felf from
btlnﬂ‘ belated in my Letter; and tiring
your Attﬂnnan [ muft recurn to the place
I where I was feceing out. - 1 humbly. Dedi-. .
| cate to your Lordfhip, my own Labours
! 1n this Mifcellany - *"u; the fame time, not
| arrogating to my (If the Pl‘l‘.?llt.dgﬂ of In-
fcribing to you, the Works of others who
are joind wich me, 1n this underraking 3
over which I can prct;nd no right.  Your
Lady and You have done methe favour, to,
hear me Read my Tranflations of Owid:

' And you both feem’d not to be difpleasd
with chem.  Whether it be the parnality of
an Old Man to his Younge(t Child, Iknow
. not: Butthey apprar to me the beft of all
\ my Endeavours in thiskind. - Perhaps . this
. Poet, 1s more eafic to be Tranﬂatecl than
i fome others, whom I have lately attcmpted
+ Perhaps too, he was more according tomy
| Genius. He is certair ly more palarable to
- the Reader, than any. of the Roman Wits;
 though fome of them are more lofty, fome
' more Inftructive, and others more¢ Coirect.

| He had Learning enough to make him
equal

=
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equal to the beft. But as his Verfe came|
eafily, he wanced the toyl of Application|
to amend it. Hec 1s often luxuriane, both |
in his Fancy and Expreflions; and as 1t has §i§i
lately been obferv’d, not always Natural, 1f §i§
Wit be pleafantry, hchas ic toexcefs: but §
if it be propriety, Lucretius, Horace, and i
above all Virgi/ are his Superiours. 1 have
faid fo much of him already, 1n my Preface i
to his Heroical Epiftles, that there remains
lictle to be added in this place. For my
own patt, | have gndeavour’d to Copy his
Character what I cou’d in chis Tranflation,
even perhaps, farther than I fhou'd have B8
done ; to his very Faults.  Mr. Chapman 1n
his Tranflation of Homer, profc{ics to have B
done it fomewhat paraphraftically; and
that on fec purpofe: his: Opinion being,
thara good Poct is to be Iranflated inthat
manner. I remember not the Reafon which
he gives for it: But I fuppofc it is, for fear
of omitting any of his Excellencies:  fure I
am, that if it be a Faulr, ‘us much more
pardonable, than that of thof:, who run
into the other extream, of a liceeral, and
¢clofe Tranflazion, where che Poctis confin’d
B 2 | fo
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,ﬂjl,l'o ftreightly to his Author’s Words, that
'he wants elbow-room, to exprefs his Elegan-
‘cies. He leaves him obfcure ; he leaves
!hlm Profe, where he found him Verfe.
' And no better than thus has Ozid been ferv’d
’f by the fo much admir’d Sandys. This is at
' Jealt the 1dea which I have remaining of his
- Tranflation'; for 1 never Read him fince |
' was a Bov. They who take him upon Con-
 tent, from the Praifes which cheir Fachers
' gave him; may inform theirJudgment by
| Reading him again: And fee, (if they un-
. derftand the Original) what'is become of
| Ovid’s Poerry, in his Verfion; whether it
| be not all, or the greateft part of it cvapo-
¢ gated. But'this proceeded from the wrong
i Judgment of the Age in which he Livid:
| They neither knew good Verfe, nor lov'd
i it; they werc Scholars "us true,  but they
. were Pedants. And for a jult Reward of their
- Pedantick pains, all their Tranflacions want
+ to be Tranflated, into Bnglilb.

1f I Flatter not my felf, or if my Friends
| have noet Flatter'd me, Ihave given my
. Author’s Senfe, for the moft pare craly:
' for to miftake fometimes, is incident to all

Men ¢
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Men : And not to follow the Dutch Com4
mentatours alwaics, may be forgwven to a
Man, who thinks them, in the general, hea il
vy grofs-witted Fellows 5 fit only to glofsii
on their own dull Poets.  But I leave a far-§i
ther Sadre on their Wit, till I have a betterfii
opportunity, to fhew how much I Loveil
and Honour them. Ihave likewife accempeif
ed to reftore Owid to his Native {weetnefs,gi§
eafinefs, and fmoothnefs; and to give myj!
Pocery a kind of Cadence, and, as we callj
it, a run of Verfe, as like che Original, as}!
the Englif/b can come up to the Latin. Asil
he fcldom ufes any Synalephas, fo 1 have en-§i
deavour’d to avoid them, as often as IR
cou’d: Ihave likewife given him his owng#l
wrns, both on the Words and on thelll
Thought:Which I cannet fay are inimitable, S
becaufe 1 have Copyed them : and fo mayfli
others, if they ufe the fame diligence: Butfil
certainly they are wonderfully Graceful inf %
this Poet, Since I have Nam’d the Synalepha§i
which is thecutting off one Vowel, imme-§8i
diatcly before another, I will give an Ex-§i8
-ample of it, from Chapman's Homer whic i
: 14 B 3 lies E

|
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iﬂrcs before me; for the benefit of thofe
‘who underftand not the Latine Profodia.
;5-,Tis inthe firft Line of the Argcument to
ithe Firft Iiad. |

Apollo’s Prieft to tl’ Argive Fleet doth bring, &c.

— o

| There we {ce he makes it not the Argive,
but th’ Argizve, to thun thefhock of the two.
‘Vowels, immediacelyi following each other.
‘But in his Second. Argument, n the fame

:Page, he gives a bad Exampic of the quite

contrary kind':

Alpha the Prayr of ChryfesSings:
o The Army's Plague, the Strife of Kings:
In thefc word the Armies, the ending with
fia Vowcl, and Armies beginning with ano-
‘ther Vowel, without cutting off the firlt,
isvhich by it had been th’ Armies, there re-
‘mains 2 moft horrible ill-founding-gap. be-
ewixt thole Words. 1 cannot fay, that I
have cvery way obferv'd the Rule of'this
Synalepha, in my Tranflation; ; but wherefoe-
wver 1 have not, “us afault in found: ! The
I ‘ French
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| |
 Fiench and Italians have made 1t an inviola 4%
ble Precept in their verfification ; thereinfold
lowing the fevere Example of the Lating
Pocts. Our Countrymen have not ycoil
Reform'd their Poetry fo far 5 but contendgiid
themiclves with following the Licentiousil
Practice of the Greeks; who though theygi}
lometimes ule Syralepha’s, yet make no diffi-§§
culty very often, to found onc Vowcl upon@if
another; as Homer docs, 1n the very fir{thi
line of AJP,’JQ Moy aede Qe ITnamadew A=
o256, ’Tistrue, indeed, thatin the fccondiiy
line, in thefc words wwes Ay, and =An
tsmeer, the Synalepha in revenge is twice ob-iil
ferv’d. But it becomes us, for the ke offiil§
Euphény, rather Mufas colere [everiores, with Sl
the Romans 5 than to give inco the loofenc(siil
of the Grecians.
I have tird my felf, and haye been fum-fi§
mon’d by the Prefs to fend away this Dedi-
cation 5 otherwife | hadexpos'd fome otherfis
faults, which aredaily committed by ou
Englifh Pocts ; which, with care and ob-§ll
(ervation, might be amended. For after all i
our Language is both Copious, Significant
and Majettical; and niight be reduc’d 1ot il
B 4 : |
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[ The Dedication.
i more harmonious found. But for want
pi;Bf Publick Encouragement, in this fron
\dge, weare fo far from making any pro-
‘grefs in the 1mprovement of our Tongue,
that in few years, we fhall Speak and Write
i.'as Barbaroufly as our Neighbours,
| Nowwithftanding mv hafte, I cannot for-
bear totcll your Lordfhip, that there are
two fragments of Homer Tranflated in this
Mifcellany . one by Mr.C ongreve (whom 1
‘cannot mention without the Honour which
1s due to his Excellenc Parts, and that entire
Affection which | bear him ;) and the other
] by my fIf. Both the Suojects are pathe-
jtical; and 1am fure my Friend has added
‘to the Tendernefs which he found in the
"Original ; and, without Flattery, furpafs'd his
jAuthor.Yet I muft nceds fay chis in reference
{to Homer, that he 1s much more capable of
sexciting the Manly Paflions, than thofe
of Grief and Pitv.” To caufe Admiration,
1 indeed the proper and adequate defign
lof an Epick Poem : And in that he has Fx-
cell'd even Virgil. Yet, without prefuming to
Arraign our Mafter, I may venture to af
(firm, thar he is fomewhat too Talkative,
- o and




The Dedication,

and more than fomewhat too digreffive; |
This is fo manifeft, that it cannot be deny’d, §
" in that licele parcel which I have Tranflated, g
- perhaps too literally : There Andromache n i}
the midft of her Concernment, and Fright §i§
for Hefor, runs off hex Biafs, to tell him a §§i
Story of her Pedigree, and of the lamen- jii§
table Death of her Father, her Mother, B
and her Seven Brothers. The Devil was Jif
in Hedor, if heknew not all this matter, as §if
~well as fhe who told it him; for the had been §

his Bed-fellow for many Years together : §#
And if he knew it, then it muft be confe(s’d, i
that Homer in this long digreflion, has ra- §i§
ther given us his own Character, than that §ig
of the Fair Lady whom he Pamnts. His §i
Dear Friends the Commentators, who ne- §il§
ver fail him at a pinch,will needs excufe him, §if
by making the prefent Sorrow of Andromache, |
to occafion the remembrance of all che paft : i
But others think that (he had cnough to do §§
with that Gricf which now opprefs'd her, §%
without running for affiftance to her Family. F§
Virgil, T am confident, wou'd have omic- i
ted fuch a wo.k of fupererrogation. But Ml
Virgil had the Gift of exprefling much
n

)
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1n little,and fometimes in filence: For though
;Et he yielded much to Homer 1n Invention,
| he more Excell’d him in his Admirable Judg-
| fnent. He drew the Paffion of Dido fgr
1| Eneas, 1n the moft livcly and moft natural

‘f; Colours that are imaginable: Homer was
| ambitious enough of moving pity ; for he

B = =

o

| has_attempted cwice on the fame fubjeé&t
| of Heflor’s death: Firlt, when Priam, and

' Hecuba beheld his Corps, which was drag'd
| after the Chariot of Achilles; and thenin
' the Lamentation which was made over
| him, when his Body was redeem’d by
V' Priam ; and the fame Perfons again be-
wail his death with a Chorus of others
' to help the cry.. But if this laft excice
| Compaffion in you, as I doubt not but
1 it will, you are morcoblig'd to the Tran-
" flatour than the Poct, For Homer, as 1
! abferv'd before, can move rage better
| than he can pity : He ftirs up che iraf-
| cible appetite, as our Philofophers call ic,
| he provokes to Murther, and the deltru.
&ion of God’s Images; he forms and
cquips_thofe ungodly Man killers, whom
. we Pocts, when we flacter them, call He-
TIRORS ¢
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roes ; a race of Men who can never enjoy: |
~ quiec in themfelves, ’ull they have taken 1t g
" from all the World. This is Homer's |

Commendation, and fuch as itis, the Lo- §iil
vers of Peace, or at leaft of more mode- §i
rate Heroifm, will never Envy him. Buc i
let Homer and Virgil contend for the Prize il
of Honour, betwixt chemfelves, Iam faus- Jil
fied they will never have a thirdConcurrent. §if
I with Mr. Congreve had the leifare to ‘Tran= §
{late him, and the World the good Nature §
and Juftice, to Encourage him inthat No- §8
ble Defign, of which he is more capable §
than'any Man I know. The Fatl of Mul~ B
grave, and Mr. Waller, two the beft Judges §il
of our Age, have aflur’d me, that they B8
coud never Read over the Tranflation of B
Chapman; without incredible Pleafure, and K
extreme Tranfport. This Admiration of §
theirs, muft needs proceed from the Author |8
himfelf: For the Tranflator has thrown
him down as low, as harfh Numbers, 1m-~ §
proper Anglifb, and a monftrous length of §S
Verfe cou’d carry him.What then wou'd he Bl
appear in the Harmonious Verfion, of one Jf§
of the beft Writers, Living in a much bet- {8
: (il |
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ter Agethan was the laft 2 I mean for verfi-
fication, and the Art of Numbers; for in
| the Drama we have not arriv’d to the pitch
| Of Shakelpear and Ben Fohnfon. Burt here,
| my Lord, I am forc’d to break off abruptly,
| without endeavouring ata Compliment 1n
the clofe. This Mifcellany, 1s without di-
| fpuce onc of the beft of the kind;which has hi-
| therto been extant in our Tongue. At leaft,
| as Siv Samuel Tuke has faid before me, a
| Modeft Man may praife what's not his
{ own. My Fellows have no nced of any
. Protection, but I humbly recommend my
| parcof it, asmuch asit deferves, to your
. Patronage and Acceptance, and all the reft
. to your Forgivenefs.

LT oW
X

|

|

i
I
|
L5

ey

| I I am

I My Lord,
r- Your Lord/bip’s moft

Obedient Servant,

John Dryden.
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[eellany Poems, . they were fo wery kindly

receivd, that I had long before now  En=

deavour'd to obtain a Third, had I not al=
moft ever fince the Publifbing of the Second been
Solliciting the Tranflating of Juvenal, and Perfius.
Soon after the Publifbing of that Book I waited upon
[everal Gentlemen to ask their Opinion of a T bird
Mifcellany, who encourag'd me to endeavour it, and
bave confiderably help'd me in it.

Many wvery Ingentous Copies were fent to me
upow my giving publick motice of this Defign ; bat
bad I Printed 'em all, the Book wod'd have fuwelld
to too great a bulk, and "I muft have delay'd the
Publifbing of it 'till mext Term: But thofe- omit-
ted, fball upon Order from the Authors be reflored ;

or

| i %Awiﬁg ﬁrrm.friy Printed two Parts of Mi=




‘The Bookfeller to the Reader.

or-if the Gentlemen will be pleasd to flay 23/]

mext year, I Jball take it as a favour to infert
them in another Mifcellany, which I then intend,
' if I find by the Sale that this proves as Entertain-
| » g as the former. :

Several Reafons encourage me to Proceed upon
the endeavouring a Fourth Volume : As, That I
bad affurance of many Copies from Perfons now out
of England ; which, though not yet arrivd, I am
confident will be fent in a fhort time, and they come
from fuch Hands, that I can have no reafon to
doubt of their being very much efteemi'd.

I would likewife willingly try if there could be an
Anmual Mifcellany, which I believe might be an ufe-
ful diverfion to the Ingenious. By this means care
would be taken to preferve ev'ry Choice Copy that
appears ; whereas I bave known [everal Celebrated
Pizeces fo autterly loft in three or four years time
after they were written, as mot to be recoverable by
all the fearch I cou'd make. after ’em,

I was for fome years together poffeff of feveral
Poems of Sir Carr Scrope’s, written with his ows
Hand, which I in vain of late ffrove to recover ;
for as I forgot to whom [ lent ’em, . fo I believe the
Perfon to whom they were lent does not remember
where they were borrowed :  But if the prefeat Pof-
felfour of them reads this, I beg their being
returnd.

If




The Bookfeller to the Reader.

If I [bould go on with the Defign of an Annual
Mifcellany, after I bave procur'd fome Stock to pro-
ceed upon, I will give Publick Notice of it. And I
hope the Gentlemen who approve of this Defign, will
promote it, by fending fuch Copies as they judge will
be acceptable. ‘

Your very humble Servant

JACOB TONSON.
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Ovid’s Metamorphofcs.

OF Bodies chang’d to various Forms I fing:

Ye Gods, from whom thefe Miracles did
: ‘ . (fpring,
. Infpire my Numbers with Ceeleftial heat ;

' Till I, my long laborious Work compleat :
And add perpetual Tenour to my Rhimes,

Deduc’'d from Nature’s Birth, to Cefar's Times,

ba Hf:ﬁnfc the Seas, and this Terreltrial Ball,
And Heav’ns high Canopy, that covers all,
One was the Face of Nature ; if a Face,

Rather a rude and indigefted Mafs:
By A
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's Lump, unfafhion’d, and unfram’d ;
jorring Seeds; and juftly Chaos nam'd.
No Sun was lighted up, the World to view;

N6 Moon did yet her blunted Horns renew:

Nor yet was Earth fufpended in the Skye;

Nor pois'd, did on her own'Foundations lye:

Nor Seas about the Shoars their Arms had thrown;
But Earch and Air and Water were 1n one.

Thus Air was void of light, and Earth unftable,

And Waters dark Abyfs unnavigable.

' No certain Form, on any was impreft;

All were confus'd, and each difturb'd the reft.

For hot and cold, were in one Body fixt ;

And foft with hard, and light with heavy mixt.

But God or Nature, while they thus contend,

To thefe inteitine Difcords put an end: driv'e,
Then Barth from Air, and Seas from Earth were

And groffer Air,funk from Aiherial Heav'n,  Thus
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Thus difembroil’d, they take their praoper place ;
The next of kin, conriguoufly embr ce;

And Foes are funder'd, by a larger fpace.

The force of Fire aféendu‘i fir{t on high,
And took its dwelling in the vaulied Skie:

Then Air fucceeds, in lightnefs next to Fire;
Whofe Atoms from unactive Earth retire.

Earth finks beneath, and draws a numerous throng
Of pondrous, thick, unweildy Seeds along.

About her Coafts, unruly Waters roar;

And, rifing ona ridge, infult the Shoar.

Thus when the God, what ever God was he,
Had form'd the whole, and made the parts agree,
That no unequal portions might be found,

He moulded Earth into a fpacious round:

Then with a breath, he gave the Winds to blow;

And bad the congregated Waters flow.

B3
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He adds the ronning Springs, and ftanding Lakes ;
'‘And bounding Banks for winding Rivers makes. g
Some part, in Earth are fwallow’d up, the moft

In ample Oceans, difimbogu’d, are loft.
He fhades the Woods, the Vallies he reftrains
1 With Rocky Mountains, and extends the Plains.

And as five Zones th’ Atherial Regions bind,
| Five Correfpondent, are to Earth aflignd :
‘The Sun with Rays, direétly darting down,

l| Fires all beneath, and fries the middle Zone :

The two beneath the diftant Poles, complain

Of endlefs Winter, and perpetual Rain.

Betwixt th’extreams, two happier Climates, hn]d
The Temper that.panakes of Hot and Cold.
The Feilds of liquid Air, inclofing all,

Surround the Compafs of this Earthly Ball:
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The lighter parts, lye next the Fires above;
The grofler near the watry Surface move:

Thick Clouds are fpread, and Storms engenderY!
ki

|
And Thunders Voice, which wretched Mortals

there,

fear, H

And Winds that on their Wings,cold Winter bear}
Nor were thofe bluftring Brethren left at large,
On Seas and Shoars, their fury to difcharge:
Bound as they are, and circumfcribd in place,
They rend the World, refiftlefs, where they pafs;
| And mighty marks of mifchief leave behind;
| Such is the Rage of their tempeftuous kind.
' Firft Eurus to the rifing Mora is fent,
,E (The Regions of the balmy Continent ;)

And Eafterr Realms, where eatly Perfians run,

S Sl = A
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To greet the bleft 3ppcaranﬁe of the Sun.

B4 Weflward,
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Weftward, the wanton Zephyr wings his flight s
Pleas’d with the remnants of departing light:
Fierce Boreas, with his Of-fpring, T(lues forth
T'invade the frozen Waggon of the Norzh.

i'  While frowning Aaffer, fecks the Southern Sphere ;

And rots with endlefs Rain, th’unwholfom year.

High ore the Clouds and empty Realms of wind,

| The God 2 clearer fpace for Heav'n defign’d;
{8  WihereFields of Light, and liquid Zther flow ;
I

I Purg'd from the pondrous dregs of Earth below.

Scarce had the Pow’r diftinguifh’d thefe, uhar
fireight
The Stars, no longer overlaid with weight,
Exert thewr Heads, from underneath the Mafs ;
..f;-nd upward fhoot,and kipdle as they pafs,

PJ‘?CE
.a‘ {ive ;_.:.ffht ad{)rn t*]ur HEdv nly”

Then,

A

i And with c

-
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T hen, every void of Nature to fupply,

| ~ With Forms of Gods he fills the vacant Skie :
New Herds of Beafts, he fends the plains to fhare:4
New Colonies of Birds, to people Air :

And to their Oozy Beds, the finny Fifh repair.

A Creature of a more Exalted Kind
Was wanting yet, and then was Man defign’d:
Confcious of Thought, of more capacious Breaft,
For Empire form’d, and fit to rule the reft:
Whether with particles of Heav’nly Fire

‘The God of Nature did his Soul Infpire,

Or Earth, but new divided from the Skie,

And, pliant, {till, retain’d the Atherial Energy -

| Which Wife Prometheus tetper'd into pafte, (caft
And mixt with§iving Streams, the Godlike Image
Thus, while the mute Creation downward bend
Their Eight, and tn;.) their Earthy Mother tend,

Man
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Man looks aloft; and with ere@ed Eyes
Beholds his own Hereditary Skies.
From fuch rude Principles our Form began ;

And Earth was Metamorphos'd into Man,

The Golden Age.

The Golden Age was firft; when Man yet New,
No Rule but uncorrupted Reafon knew :

And, with a Native bent, did Goed purfue.
Un-forc'd by Punifhment, un-aw'd by fear,
His words were fimple, and his Soul fincere :
Needlefs was written Law, where none oppreft :

The Law of Man, waswritten in his Breatt:

No fuppliant Crowds, before the Judge appear'd, + _

No Court Erected yet, nor Caufewas heard;

But all was fafe, for Confcience was their Guard.

The

-
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. The Mountain Trees in diftant profpe@ pleafe,

Ere yet the Pine defcended to the Seas :

E're Sails were fpread, new Oceans to explore :
And happy Mortals, unconcern’d for more, %

Confin'd their Wifhes to their Native Shoar.

. No walls,were yet ; nor fence,nor mote nor mownd,

'« Nor Drum was heard,nor Trumpetsangry found :

Nor Swords were forg'd ; but void of Care and
2 S (Crime,
The foft Creation flept away their time.

The teeming Earth, yer guiltlefs of the Plough,

And unprovok’d, did fruitful Stores allow :

Content with Food, which Nature freely bred,
On Wildings, and on Strawberries they fed ;
Cornelsand Bramble-berries gave the reft,

And falling Acorns, furnifht out a Feaft.

The Flow’rs un-fown, in Fields and Meadows
| reignd:

And Weftern Winds, immortal Spring maintain’d.

In
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In following years, the bearded Corn enfud,

From Earth unask'd, nor was that Earth renew’d.
From Veins of ‘Vallies, Milk and Near broke;
And Honey fweating through the pores of Oak.

The Silver Age.

But when Good Satarne, banifh'd from above,
Was driv’'n to Hell, the World was under Fove.
Succeeding times a Silver Age behold,

Excelling Brafs, but more excell'd by Gold.

Then Summer, Autumn, Winter, did appear:

And Spring was but a Seafonof the Year.

The Sun his Annual courfe obliquely made,

Good days contracted, and enlarg’d the bad.

Then Air with fultry heatsbegan toglow ;

The wings of winds,were clogg'd with Ice andSnow;
~ And
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And fhivering Mortals, into Houfes driv’n,

| Sought fhelter from th’ inclemency of Heav'ns
Thofe Houfes, then, were Caves, or homely Shecis; -
With twining Oziers fenc'd ; and Mofs their Beds.
Then Ploughs, for Seed, the fruitful furrows broke,
And Oxen labour’d firft, beneath the Yoke.

The Bragen Age.

To this carhe next in courfe, the Brazen Age:
| A Warlike Offspring, prompt to Bloody Rage,

| Nﬂtlrﬁpinus yet—

The Iron Age.

Hard Steel fuccecded then:

i

' And ftubborn as the Mettal, were theMen.
Truth,
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Truth, Modefty, and Shame, the World forfook;
Fraud, Avarice, and Force, their places took.
Then Sails were fpread, to every Wind that blew. |
Raw were the Sailors, and the Depths were new
Trees rudely hollow’d, did the Waves fuftain ; ‘ '
E're Ships in Triumph plough'd ehe watry Plain.

Then Land-marks, limited to each his right:
For all before was common, as the light. I
Nor was the Ground alone requird to bear
Her annual Income to the crooked fhare,

But greedy Mortals, rummaging her Store,
Digg'd from her Entrats firft the Jrecious Oar ;
Which next to Hell, the prudent Gods had laid ;

And that alluring ill, to fight difplaid.
Thus curfed Steel, and more accurfed Gold

Gave mifchief birch, and made that mifchief bold ;

And '.
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| And double death, did wretched Man invade
By Steel affaulted, and by Gold betray’d.

Now, (brandifh’d Weapons glittering in their
hands,)

Mankind is broken loofe from moral Bands;

'Ne Ri:ghts of Hofpitality remain :

"The Gueft by him who harbour’d him, is flain.
The Son in Law purfues the Father’s life ;

The Wife her Husband murders, he the Wife.
The Step-dame Poyfon for the Son prepares ;

| The Son inquircs into his Father’s years.

Faith flies, and Piety io Exile mourns ;

‘And Juftice, here oppreft, to Heav'fi returns.

The Gyants War.

Nor were the Gods themfelves more fafe above ;
Againft beleaguer'd Heav'n, the Gyants move :
Hills
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Hills pil’d on Hills, on Mountains, Mountains lie; °
To make their mad ‘approaches to the Skie.

Till Fove, no longer patient, took his time
T’avenge with Thunder their audacious Crime
Red Light'ning plaid, along the Firmament,
And their demolith’s W orks to pieces rent. .
Sing’d with the Flames,and with the Bolts transfixt
with Native Earth,their Blood, the Monfters mixt:
The Blood, indod with animating heat,

Did in th’ Impregnant Earth, new Sons beget :

They,like the Seed from which they fprung,accurft;

Againft the Gods, Immortal Hatred nurft.
An Impiods, Krrogant, and Cruel Brood

Exprefling their Original from Blood.

Which,when the King of Gods beheld from high;

(Withal revolving in his memory,

What
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What he himfelf had found on Earth of late,
Lycaon's Guilt, and his Inhuman Treate,)

He figh'd; nor longer with his Pity ftrove ;

~ But kindl'd to a Wrath becoming Jove :

Then, calld a General Council of the Gods;
Who Summond, Iffue from their Bleft Abodes,
And fillth’Affembly, with a fhining Train.

A way there i3, in Heavens expanded Plain,
Which when the Skies dre clear, is feen below,
And Mortals, by the Name of Milky, know.
The Ground-work is of Stars; through which the
Lyesopen to the Thunderer’s Abode ; yivoud
The Gods of greater Nations dwell around,
And onthe Right and Left, the Palace bound ;

The Commons where they can, the Nobler fort

With Winding-doors wide open, front the Court,

C This
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This Place, as far as Earth with Heav’n may vie,
I dare to call the Loovre of the Skie.

When all were plac'd, in Seats dittin@&ly known,
And he, their Father, had aflum’d the Throne,
Upon his Iv’ry Sceptre firft he leant,

Then fthook hisHead, that fhook the Firmament:
Air, Earth, and Seas, obey’d th’ Almighty nod:
And with a gen’ral fear, confefs’d the God.

At length with Indignation, thus hé broke

His awful filence, and the Pow’rs belpoke.

I was not more concern’d in that debate
Of Empire, when our Univerfal State
Was putto hazard, and the Giant Race
Our Captive Skies, were ready to imbrace :
For tho' the Foe wasfierce, the Seeds of all

Rebellion, fprung from one Original ;
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Now, wherefoever ambient waters glide,
All are corrupt, and all muft be deftroy’d.

Let me this Holy Proteftation make,

By Hell, and Hell's inviolable Lake,
I try’d whatever in the God-Head lay :
| But gangreen’d Members, muft be lopt away, g
Before the Nobler Parts, . are tainted to decay.
There dwells below, a Race of Demi-Gods,
Of Nymphsin Waters, and of Fawns in Woods :
Who, tho not worthy yet, in Heav'n to live,

- Let’em, at leaft, enjoy that Earth we give.

Can thefe be thought fecurely lodg'd below,
When I my felf, who no Superior know,
I, who have Heav'n and Earthat my command,

Have been attempted by Lycaon’s Hand 2

At this 2 murrhur, thro  the Synod went,
And with one Voice they vote his Punifhmeat.
C2 Thus,
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Thus, when Confpiring Traytors dar’d to doom
The fall of Cefar, and in him of Rome,
The Nations trembled, with a pious fear ;

All anxious for their Earthly Thunderer :

Nor wastheir care, O Cefar! lefs efteem’d

By thee, than that of Heav'n for fove was deem’d.
Who with his Hand and Voice, did firft reftrain
Their Murmurs, then refum'd his Speech again.
The Gods to filence were composd, and fate

With Reverence, due to his Superior State.

Cancel your pious Cares; already he
Has paid his Debt to Juftice, and tome.
Yet what his Crimes, and what my Judgments
were,
Remains for me, thus briefly to declare.
The Clamours of this vile degenerate Age,
‘The Cries of Orphans, and th’ Oppreflor’s Rage
N v Hac!
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‘Had reachd the Stars ; T will defcend, faid I,

In hope to prove this loud Complainta Lye.

Difguis'd in Humane Shape, I Travell'd round

The World, and more thanwhat T hear’d, I found.

O'’re Meznalus | took my (teepy way,

By Caverns infamous for Beafts of Prey :

_ Then crofs'd Cyllene, and the piny fhade

More infamous, by Curft Lycaon made.

Dark Night had cover'd Heav'n and Farth, before

I enter’d his Unhofpitable Door.

Juft at my entrance, I difplay’d the Sig-n

That fomewhat was approaching of Divine.

The proftrate People pray; the Tyrant grins;

And, adding Prophanation to his Sins,

I'll ery, faid he, andifa God appear

To prove his Deity, fhall coft him dear.

Twas late;the Gracelefs Wretch, my Death prepares,

When I fhoud foundly Sleep, oppreft with Cares:
G Oy This

L]
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Thisdire Experiment, he chofe, to prove

If I were Mortal, or undoubted Fove :

But firft he had refolv’d to tafte my Pow'’r ;

Not long before, butin a lucklefs hour

Some Legates, fentfrom the Moloffian State,
Were on a peaceful Errant come to T'reat:

Of thele he Murders one, he boilsthe Flefh ;
And lays the mangl'd Morfels in a Difh:

Some part heRoafts; thenfervesit up, fo dreft,
And bids me welcome to this Humane Feaft.
Mov'd with difdain, the Table I o’re-turn'd;
And with avenging Flames, the Palace burn’d.
The Tyrant in a fright, for fhelter, gains

The Neighbring Fields, and fcours along the

plains.

Howling he fled, and fain he wou'd have fpoke ;

But Humane Voice, his Brutal Tongue forfook.

About
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About his lips, the gather'd foam he churns,
And, breathing flaughters, {till with rage he burns,
But on the bleating Flock, his fury turns.

His Mantle, now his Hide, with rugged hairs
Cleaves to his back, a famil’d face he bears.
His arms defcend, his fhoulders fink away,

To multil;ly his legs for chace of Prey.

He gmﬁis a Wolf, his hoarinefs remains,

And the fame rage in other Members reigns.
His eyes ftill fparkle in a narr'wer [pace:

His jaws retain the grin, and violence of face.

This widsa fingle ruine, but not one

|5 Deferves fo juft a punithment alone.

Mankind’s 2 Monfter, and th’ Ungodly times
Confedrate into guilt, are {worn to Crimes.
All'are alike involv'd in ill, and all

Mauft by the fame relentle(s Fury fall,
C 4

)

(
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Thus ended he; the greater Gods affent ;
By Clamours urging his fevere intent ;
The lefs fill up the cry for punithment.
Yet ftill with pity, they remember Man ;

And mourn as much as Heav’nly Spirits can.

They ask, when thofe were loft of humane birth,

" What he wou'd dowith all this walte of Earth:

It his difpeopl'd World, he would reﬁgl{
Tﬂ-Bcaﬂs, a mute, "and more ignoble Line}
Neglected Altars muft no longer fmoke,

If none were left to worfhip and invoke.

To whom the Father of the Gods reply’d,

Lay that unneceffary fear afide. g
Mine be the care, new People to provide. '
I will from wondrous Principles ordain

A Race unlike the firlt, and try my skill again.

Already
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Already had he tofs'd the flaming Brand ;
And rolld the Tuander in his fpatious hand; %
Preparing to difcharge on Seas and Land:

But ftopt, for fear thus violently driven,

The Sparks fhould catch his Axle-tree of Heav'n.

Remembring in the Fates, a time when Fire
Shoud to the Battlements of Heav'n afpire.
And all hrs blazing Worlds above fhoud buin;
And all th’ inferiour Globe, to Cinders turn. '
His dire Artil’ry thus difmift, he bent |
His thoughts ‘t:::- fome fecurer Punifhment.
Concludes to pour a Watry Deluge down;

And what he durft not burn, refolves to drown.

The Northern breath, that freezes Floods,he binds

~ With all the race of Cloud-difpelling Winds:

The South he loos'd,who Night and Horror brings;

And Foggs are fhaken from his flaggy Wings. -

From
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24 The THIRD P ART

From his divided Beard, two Streams he pours,
His head and rhumy eyes, diftill in thowers.
With Rain his Robe and heavy Mantle flow :
And lazy mifts, are lowring on his brow ;

Still as he fwept along, with his clench’s fift

He fqueez’d the Clouds,th’ imprifon’d Clouds refift
The Skies from Pole to Pole, with peals refound ;

And fhow’rs inlarg’d, come pouring on the ground.

- Then, clad in Colours of a various dye,

Funonian Iris, breeds a new fupply ;

To feed the Clouds: Impetuous Rai}l defcends ;
‘The bearded Corn, beneath the Burden bends:
Defrauded Clowns, deplore their perifh’d grain ;

And the long labours of the Year are vain.

Nor from his Patrimonial Heav'n alone

Is Jove content to pour his Vengeance down,

Aid

e ——
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Aid from his Brother of the Seas he craves ;

To help him with Auxiliary Waves.

The watry Tyrant calls his Brooks and Floods,
Who rowl from moffie Caves (their moift abodes;)
And with perpetual Urns his Palace fill :

To whom in breif, he thus imparts his Will.

Small Exhortation needs; your Pow’rs em-
ploy :
And this bad World, fo Jove requires, deftroy.
Let loofe the Reias, to all your watry Store:

Bear down the Damms, and open every door.

The Floods, by Nature Enemies to Land,
And proudly fwelling with their new Command,
Remove the living Stones, that ftopt their way,

And guibing from their Source, augment the Sea.

Then
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26 The THIRD P ART

Then, with his Mace, their Monarch ftruck thez

Ground : ,
With inward trembling , Earth receiv’d the l‘
; . (wound; (
And rifing ftreams a ready paffage found.
Th' expanded Waters gather on the Plain :
They flote the Fields, and over-top the Grain ; I

Then ruthing onwards, with a fweepy fway,
Bear Flocks and Folds, and laB'ring Hinds away.
Nor fafe their Dwellings were, for, fap’d by Fleods, E
Their Houfes fell upon their Houfehold Gods.

- The folid Piles, too ftrongly built to fall,

High o're their Heads, behold a watry Wall ;
Now Seas and Earth were in confufion loft ;

A World of Waters, and without a Coaft,

One climbs 2 Cliff; one in his Boat is born |

And Ploughs above, where late he fow’d his Corn.

Others
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Others o're Chimney tops and Turrets row,
' And drop their Anchors, on the Meads below :
Ordownward driv'n,they bruife the tender Vine,
Or toft aloft, are knock’t againft a Pine.
And where of late, the Kids had cropt the Grafs,
The Montters of the deep, now take their place.
Infulting Nereids on the Cities ride,
And wondring Dolphins o're the Palace glide.
On leaves and mafts of mighty Oaks they brouze;
And their broad Finns, entangle in the Boughs.
The frighted Wolf,now fwims amongft the Sheep 5
The yellow Lyon wanders in the déep :
His rapid force, no longer helps the Boar :
The Stag {wims fafter, than he ran before.
The Fowls, long beating on their Wings in vain,
Defpair of Land, and drop into the Main.
Now Hills and Vales, no more diftin&ion know ;

And levell'd Nature, lics opprefs'd below.
The
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2.8 The THIRD PART

The moft of Mortals perifh in the Flood:

The fmall remainder dies for want of Food.

A Mountain of ftupendous height there {tands
Betwixt th’ Athenian and Beotian Lands,
The bound of fruitful Fields, while Fields they were,
But then a Field of Waters did appear:
Parnaffus is its name; whofe forky rife
Mounts through the Clouds, and mates the lofty

. Skies.
High on the Summet of this dubious Cliff, (Skies

sDeucalion wafting, moord his little Skiff

He with his Wife were only left behind

Of perith’d Man ; they two, were Humane Kind.
The Mountain Nymphs and Themis they adore,
And from her Oracles relief implore.

The moft upright of Mortal Men was he ;

The moft fincere and holy Woman, fhe.
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When Fupiter, furveying Earth from high,

Beheld it ina Lake of Water lie,

That where fo many Millions lately livid,

But two, the beft of either Sex furvivd;
. He loos'd the Northern Wind ; fierce Boreas flies
| To puff away the Clouds and purge the Skies:
Serenely, while he blows, the Vapours, driven,
Difcover Heav'n to Earth, and Earth to Heav'n.
The Billows fall, while Neprune lays his Mace

| On the rough Seas, and fmooths its furrow’d face.

| Already Zriton, at his call appears,
Above the Waves ; a Tyrian Robe he wears ; %

‘And in his hand a crooked Trumpet bears.

| The Soveraign bids him peaceful founds infpire;
. And give the Waves the fignal to retire.
His writhen Shell he takes; whofe narrow vent
. Grows by degrees into a large extent,
Then
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Then gives it breath ;the blaft,with doubling found,

Runs the wide Circuit of the World around :
The Sun firft heard it, in his early Eaft,
And met the rattling Eccho’s in the Weft.
The Waters, liftning to the Trumpets roar;

Obey the Summons, and forfake the Shoar,

A thin Circumference of Land appears;
And Earth, but not at once, her vifage rears.
And peeps upon the Seas from upper Grounds ;
The Streams,but juft contain’d within their bounds,
By flow degrees into their Channels crawl :
And Earth increafes, as the Waters fall.
In longer time the tops of Trees appear ;

Which Mud on their difhonour'd Branches bear.

At length the World wasall reftor'd to view ;
But defoldte, and of a fickly hue:
Nature
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Nature beheld her felf, and ftood aghaft,
A difmal Defart, and a filent wafte.

Which when Deucalion, with a piteous look
Beheld, he wept, and thus to Pyrrba fpoke:
Oh Wife, oh Sifter, oh-of all thy kind
The beft and only Creature left behind, %
By Kindred, Love, and now by Dangers joyn’d,
Of Multitudes, who breath'd the common Air,
We two remain ; a Species in a pair:
¥he reft the Seas have [wallow’d : nor have we
Ev’n of this wretched life a certainty.
The Clouds are fill above ; and, while [ fpeak;

A fecond Deluge, o’re our heads may break.

i T ey~ < il

Shou'd I be foatch’d from hence, and thou remain,
Without relief, or Partner of thy pain, %

How cow'd’ft thou fuch a wretched Life fuftain?

- T~ ol R -
') T

D Shou'd
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Shou'd I be left, and thou be loft, the Sea
That bury’d her I lov'd, fhou'd bury me.

Oh cou’d our Father his old Arts infpire,

And make me Heir of his informing Fire,

That fo I might abolifht Man retricve,

And perifht People in new Souls might live.

But Heav'n is pleas'd, norought we to complain,
That we, th’ Examples of Mankind, remain.

He faid ; the careful couple joyn their Tears;

And chen invoke the Gods, with pious Prayers.
Thus, in Devotion having easd their grief, @
From Sacred Oracles, they feck relief.

And to Cephyfus Brook, their way purfue:

The Stream was troubl’d,but the Foord they knew ;
With living Waters, in the Fountain bred,

They fprinkle firft,their Ga rments,and lheirHead,g

Then took the way, which to the Temple led.

The
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~ The Roofs were all defi’d with Mofs, and Mire,
The Defart Altars, void of Solemn Fire.
- Before the Gradual, proftrate they ador'd;

The Pavement kifs'd, and thus the Saint implor'd.

O Righteous Themis, if the Pow’rs above
By Pray’rs are bent to pity, and to love,
if humane Miferies can move their mind ;
If yet they can forgive; and yet be kind,
Tell, how we may reftore, by fecond birth,
Mankind, and People defolated Earth,
| | Then thus the gracions Goddefs, nodding, faid ;
4 Depart, and with ycur Veftments veil your head:
! And ftooping lowly down, with loofn’d Zones,
' Throw each behind your backs, yeur mighty
Mother’s bones.
;’nma,z’d the pajr, and mute with wonder ftand,
Till Pyrrba firft refus'd the dire command;
D 2
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Forbid it Heav'n, faid fhe, that T fhou’d tear

Thofe Holy Reliques from the Sepulchre:

They ponderd the myfterious words again,

For fome new fence; and long they fought in vain :
At length Deucalion clear’d his cloudy brow,

And faid, the dark Znigma will allow

A meaning, which if well I underftand,

From Sacriledge will free the Gods Command:

" 'This Earth our mighty Mother is, the Stones

In her capacious Body, are her Bones.

Thefle we muft caft behind : with hope and fear
The Woman did the new folution hear:

The Man diffides in his own Augury,

And doubts the Gods ; yet both refolve to try.
Defcending from the Mount, they firft unbind
Their Vefts,and veil'd,they caft the Stones behind ;
The Stones (& Miracle to Mortal View,

But long Tradition makes it pas for true)

Did
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Did firft the Rigour of their Kind expell,
And, fuppl’d into foftnefs, as they fell,

”i['hr:n fwell'd,and fwelling,by degrees grew warm
~ And took the Rudiments of Humane Form.
Imperfect fhapes : in Marble fuch are feen
When the rude Chizzel does the Man begin;;
While yet the roughnefs of the Stone remains,
Without the rifing Mufcles, and the Veins.
The fappy part;, and next refembling juice,
Were turn’d to moifture, for the Bodies ufe:
Supplying humou}s, blood, and nourifhment;
The reft, (too folid to receive.a bent;)
Converts to bones ; and what was once a vein
Its former Name, and Nature did retain.

By help of Pow’r Divine, ia little fpace

What the Man threw, affum’d 2 Manly face; %

And what the Wife, renew’d the Female Race.

D 3 : Hence
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Hence we derive our Nature; born to bear

Laborious life ; and harden'd into care.

‘The reft of Animals, from teeming Earth
Producd, in various forms receiv’d their birth.
The native moifture, in its clofe retreat,
Digefted by the Sun’s &therial heat,

As in a kindly Womb, began to breed:

Then {well'd, and quicken'd by the vital feed.
And fome in lefs, and fome in longer fpace,
Were ripend into form, and took a feveral face.
Thus when the Nile from Pharian Fields is fled,

2 nd feeks with Ebbing Tides, his ancient Bed,
The far Manure, with Heav’nly Fire is warm’d ;
And crufted Creatures, asin Wombs are form’d ;
Thefe,when they turn the Glebe the Peafants find ;

Some rude ; and yet unfinifh’d in their Kind :

Short




of MISCELLANT POEMS. 37

—

Short of their Limbs, a lame imperfe& Birth ;

One h;alf alive ; and one of lifelefs Earth.

For heat and foifture, when in Bodies joyn'd,
The temper that refults from either Kind
Conception makes; and fighting tll they mix,
Their mingl’d Aroms in each other fix.

Thus Nature’s hand, the Genial Bed prepares,

With Friendly Difcord, and with fruitful Wars.

From hence the furface of the Ground,with Mud
And Slime befmear'd, (the fxces of the Flood)
Receiv'd the Rays of Heav'n ; and fucking in
The Seeds of Heat, new Creatures did begin :
Some were of fev'ral forts produc’d before,

But of new Monfters, Earth created more.

Dia i Unwillingly
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Unwi!lingl}r, but yet fhe brought to light
Thee, Python too, the wondring World to fright, %
And the new Nations, with fo dife a fight:

So monftrous was his bulk, fo Iarge a fpace

Did his vaft Body, and long Train embrace.
Whom Phabus basking on a Bank efpy’d ;
E're now the God his Arrows had net try’d

But on the trembling Deer, or Mountain Goat;

At this new Quarry ; he prepares to fhoot.

- Though every Shaftrook place, he fpent the Store

Of his full Quiver ; and twas long before

Th' expiring Serpent wallow’d in his Gore. .
Then, to preferve the Fame of fuch a deed,

For Python flain, he Pyzhian Games decreed.
Where Noble Youths for Maﬂfrﬂlip fhou'd ftrive,

To Quoit, toRun, and Stecds and Chariots drive :

The
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| The Prize was Fame: In witnefs of Renown
‘An Oaken Garland did the Victor crown.

| The Lawrel was not yet for Triumphs born; |

| But every Green, alike by Phzbus worn, 2
Did with promifcuous Grace, his flowing Locks a-g |

dorn.

The Transformation of Daphne -
mto a Lanrel.

The firlt and faireft of his Loves, was fhe
Whom not blind Fortune, but the dire decree
Of angry Cupid forc'd him to defire:
Daphze her name, and Peneus was her Sire.

Swell'd with the Pride, that new Succefs attends

Hé fees the Stripling; while his Bow he bends

And thus infults him ; thou lafcivious Boy,

Are Arms like thefe, for Children to employ?

Know
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Rnow fuch atchivements are my proper claim ;
Due to my vigour, and unerring aim:

Refiftle(s are my Shafts, and Python late

In fuch a feather'd Death, has found his fate.
Take up thy Torch, (and lay my Weapons by)
With that the feeble Souls of Lovers fry.

To whom the Son of Fenus thus replyd,

_ Phebus thy Shafts are fure on all befide,

But mine on Phabus, mine the Fame fhall be

Of all thy Conquefts, when I conquer thee. .

He faid, and foaring, fwiftly wing'd hisflight:
Nor {topt but on Parnaffus airy height.
Two diff rent Shafts, he from his Quiver draws;
One to repel defire, and one to caufe.

One Shaft is pointed with refulgent Gold ;

To bribe the Love, and make the Lover bold :

One
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One blunt, and tipt with Lead, whofe bafe allay
Provokes difdain, and drives defire away.

The blunted bolt, againt the Nymph he dreft:
But with the fharp, transfixt 4pefo’s Breaft.

Th enamour’d Deity, purfues the Chace;
The fcornful Damfel fhuns his loath'd Embrace :
In hunting Beafts of Prey, her Youth employs ;
And Phabe Rivalsin her rural Joys.

With naked Neck fhe goes, and Shoulders bare;
And with a Fillet binds her flowing Hair.

By many Suitors fought, fhe mocks their pains,
And ftill her vow'd Virginity maintains.
Impatient of a Yoke, the name of Bride

She fhuns, and hates the Joys fhe never try'd.
On Wilds and Woods the fixes her defire :

Nor knows what Youth and kindly Love infpire.

Her
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Her Father chides her oft; thou ow’ft, fayshe,
A Husband to thy felf, a Son to me.

She, likea Crime, abhors the Nuptial Bed :

She glows with blufhes, and fhe hangs her head.

~ Then cafting round his Neck her tender Arms,

Sooths him with blandithments, and filial C.i.larms:
Give me, my Lord, the faid, to live and die

A fpotlefs Maid, without the Marriage Tye.

“Tis but a fmall requeft; I beg no more

Than what Diana’s Father gave before.
g

"The good old Sire, was foftn’d to confent ;

But faid her Wifh wou'd prove her Punifhment
For fo much Youth, and fo much Beauty joyn’d
Opposd the State, which her defires defign’d.

Hopes what he fecks, with flattering fancies fed :

The God of light, afpiring to her Bed g

Andis, by his own Oracles mif-led.
And
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And as in empty Fields, the Stubble burns,

Or nightly Travellers, when day returaos,

Their ufelefs Torches, on dry Hedges throw,
That catch the Flames, and kindle all the row,

So burns the Ged, confuming in defire,

And feeding in his Breaft a fruitlefs Fire :

Her well-turn’d Neck he view’d (her Neck was bare)
And on her Shoulders her dithevel'd Hair,

Oh were it comb'd, faid he; with what-a grace
Wou'd every waving Curl, become her Face!

He view'd her Eyes, like Heavenly Lamps that
He view’d her Lips,too {weet to view alone, (fhoas,
Her taper Fingers, and her panting Breaft;
He praifes all he fees, and for the reft %
. Believes the Beauties yet unfeen arc beft :

Swift as the Wind, the Damfel fled away,
Nor did for thefe alluring Speeches ﬂay':
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Stay Nymph, he cry’d, I follow not a Foe,
Thus fromthe Lyon, tripsthe trembling Doe;
Thus from the Wolf the frightn’d Lamb removes,

And, from purfuing Faulcons, fearful Doves,

Thou fhunn’(t a God,and fhunn’{t aGod that loves.

Ah, left fome thorn fhou'd pierce thy tender foet;
Or thou thou'd'tt fall in flying my purfui!

To fharp uneven ways thy fteps decline;
Abate thy fpeed, and I will bate of mine.
Yet think from whom thou doft [o rafhly fly ;
Nor bafely born, nor Shepherd’s Swain am 1.
Perhaps thou know'ft not my Superior State ;
And, from that ignorance, proceeds thy hate,
Me Claros; Delphos, Tenedos obey,

Thefe Hands the Patareian Scepter fway.

The King of Gods begor me: What fhall be,

Or is, orever was, in Fate, I fee,
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Mine is th’ invention of the charming Lyre ;
Sweet notes, and Heav'nly numbers { infpire.
Sure is my Bow, unerring is my Dart;

But ah more deadly his, who pierc'd my Heart.
Med cine is mine ; what Herbs and Simples grow
In Fields and Forrﬁﬂs, all their pow'rs I know ; g
Aod am the great Phyﬁci#n call'd, below.

Alas that Fields and Forrefts can afford

No Remedies to heal their Love-fick Lord!

To cure the pains of Love, no Plant avails :

| And his own Phyfick; the Phyfician fails.

She heard nort half; % furioufly fhe flies;
And on her Ear, th’imperfect accent dies.
Fear gave her Wings ; and as fhe fled, ghe wind
Increafing, fpread her flowing Hair behiad :
And left her Legs and Thighs expos'd to view;

Which made the God more eager to purfue.
The
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46 The THIRD PART

The God was young, and was too hotly bent
To lofe his time in empty Compliment.

But led by Love, and fird with fuch a fight,
Impetuoufly purfu'd his near delight?

Aswhen th’ impatient Greyhound flipt from far,
Bounds o’re the Glebe to courle the fearful Hare,
She in her {peed, does all her fafety lay;

And he with double fpeed purfues the Prey;
O're-runs her at the fitting turn, and licks

His Chaps in vain, and blows upon the Flix,
She fcapes, and for the neighbring Covert ftrives,
And gaining fhelter, doubtsif yet fhe lives:

If little things with great we may compare,

~ Such was ghe God,- and fuch the flying Fair.

She urg’d by fear, her feet did fwiftly move ;

But he more fwiftly, who was yrg'd by.Love.

He
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- He gathers ground upon her in the chace:

Now breaths upon her Hair, with nearer pace;
And juft is falt’ning on the with'd Embrace.

The Nymph grew pale, and in'a mortal fright,
Spent with'the labour of fo long a flight

And now defpairing, caft a mournful look
Upon the Streams of her Paternal Brook:

Oh help, fhe cry’d, in this extreameft need,

If Water Gods are Deities indeed :

Gape Earth, and this unhappy Wretch intomb ;
. Or change my form,whence all m} {orrows come.
Scarce had fhe finifh'd, when her Feet fhe found
Benumm’d with cold, and faften’d to the Ground:
A filmy rind about her Body grows;

Her Hair to Leaves, her Arms extend to Boughs::
The Nymph is all into a Lawrel gone :

The fmoothnefs of her Skin, remains alone

E



48 The T!_-’;-__"RD PART

Yet széu.r' loves her ftill, and cafting round

Her Eole, his Arms, fome little warmth he found.

The Tree ftill panted in th’ unfinifh’d part:

Not wholly vegetive, and heav’d her Heart.
‘He fixt his Lips upon the trembling Rind ;

It fwervd afide, and his Embrace declin’d.

To whom the God, becaufe thou can’ft not be

My Miftrefs, 1 efpoufe thee for my Tree

Be thou the prize of Honour and Renown ;

The deathlefs Poet, and the Poem crown,

Thou fhalt the Roman Feftivals adorn,

And, after Poets, be by Vi@ors worn.

Thou fhalt returning Cefar’s Triumph grace;

When Pomps fhall in a long Proceffion pafs.

Wreath'd on the Pofts before his Palace wait 3
P And be the facred Guardian of the Gate.

Secure
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Secure from Thunder, and unharm’d by Fove,
Unfading as th’ immortal Pow’rs above :

'~ And as the locks of Phzbus are unfhormn,

So fhall perpetual green thy Boughs adorn.

The grateful Tree was pleas’d with what he fed;
And fhook the fhady Honours of her Head.

The Transformation of 10
into a Heyfar,

An ancient Forrelt in 7heffalia grows ;
Which Zempe’s pleafing Valley does inclofe:
- Through this the rapid Peneus takes his courfe ;
From Pindus rowling with impetﬁous force :
Mifls from the Rivers mighty fall arife;
And deadly damps inclofe the cloudy Skies:
Perpetual Fogs are hanging o're the Wood; Y
And founds of Waters deaf the Neighbourhood.

E 2 Deep
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Daep, In a Rm:ky Cave, he makes abode: |
(A Manfion proper for a mourning God.) |
Here he gives Audience ; iffuing out Decrees
To Rivers, his-dependant Deities.

On this occafion hither they refort ; i

Yo pay.their homage and to make their Court,
All doubtful, whether to congratulate
His Daughter’s Honour, or lament her Fate,
Spercheus, crownd with Poplar, firft appears;
Then old Apidanus came crown'd with years:
Enipeus turbulent, ;f};-fpirrzﬂs tame ;
And Aus, laft with lagging Waters came,
Then, of his Kindred Brooks, a numerous throng,
Condole his lofs; and bring their Urns along,.
Not one was wanting of the watry Train,

“hat fill d his Flood, or mingl'd with the Main :
But rachus, who in his Cave, alone,

Wept not anothers loffes. but his own,
F
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For his dear Zo, whether ftray’d, or dead,

To him uncertain, doubtful tears he fhed.

He foughther through the World;but fought in vain,

And no where finding, rather fear’d her flain.
Her, juft retﬁrning from her Father’s Brook,

Fove had beheld, with a defiring look:

And oh fair Daughter of the Flood, he fed,

Worthy alone of Feve’s Imperial Bed ;

Happy whoever fhall thofe Charms poflefs ;

The King of Gods, nor is thy Lover lefs,

Invites thee to yon cooler Shades; to fhun

The fcorching Rays of the Meridian Sun.

Nor fhalt thou tempt the dangers of the Grove

Alone, without a Guide ; thy Guide is Fove.

No puny Pow’r, but he whofe high Command

Is unconfin’d, who rules the Seas and Land

And tempers Thunder in his awful hand.

e Oh
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Oh fly not; (for fhe fled from his Embrace,)
O're Lernd's Paftures, he purfu’d the Chace:
Along the Shades of the Lyrnzan Plain;

At lengeh the God, who never asks in vain,

Involv’d with Vapours, imitating Night, 2

Both Air and Earth ;and then fupprefs'd her flight{
And mingling force with Love enjoy’d the fuIlS
delight. |

Mean time the jealous Fuxo, from on high,
Survey'd the fruitful Fields of Arcady :
And 'wonder’d that the mift thou'd over-run

The face of Day-light, and obfcure the Sun.

No Nat'ral caufe fhe found, from Brooks, or Bngs,
Or marfhy Low lands, to produce the Fogs:
Then round the Skies the fought for Fupiter ;
Hcr faltl*lefs HLaband but no Jove was thereg

—

Sufpeing
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Am much miftaken, or am much betray’d

With fury fhe precipitates her flight: il
Difpels the fhadows of diffembled Night 3 g {4

And to the day reftores his native light.

Th® Almighty Leacher, careful to prevent

The confequence, forefeeing her delcent,
Transforms bis Miftrefs in a trice ; and now

In Io's place appears a lovely Cow. :
Sodlick her skin, fo faultlefs was her make,

Ev'n Jano did unwilling pleafure take

To fee fo fair a Rival of her Love;

And what fhe was, and whence, enquird of Fove:
Of what fair Herd, and from what Pedigree ?
The God, half caught, was forc’d upona lye:

And faid fhe fprung from Earth; fhe took the word,

And begg’'d the beauteous Hey far of her Lotd.

E 4 What
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What fhould he do, ‘twas equal thame to Fove.
Or to relinquifh, or betray his Love;

Yet to refule fo flight a Gift, wou'd be

But more t’ increafe his Confort’s Jealoufie :
Thus fear and love, by turns his heart affail’d ;
And {tronger love had fure, at length prevail'd:
But fome faint hope remain’d, his jealous Queen
Had not the Miftrefs through the Heyfar feen.
The cautious Goddefs, of her Gift poffeft,

Yet harbour'd anxious thoughts within her breaft ;
As fhe who knew the falthood of her Fove ;

And jaftly fear’d fome new relapfe of Love.
Which to prevent, and to fecure her care,

To trufty 4rgus, fhe commits the Fair.

The head of Argus (as with Stars the Skies)

Was compafs'd round, and wore an hundred eyes.

But .




‘But two by turns their lids in {lumber {teep ; %

~ And drove her back, and ty’d her to the Stall.
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The reft on duty ftill their {tation keep ;
Nor cou’d the total Conftellation fleep.
Thus, ever prefent, to his eyes and mind,
His Charge was {till before him, tho’ behind.
In Fields he fuffer'd her to feed by Day,

But when the fetting Sun, to Night gave way,

The Captive Cow he fummon’d witha cail ;

On Leaves of Trees, and bitter Herbs fhe fed,
Heav’n was her Canopy, bare Earth ber Bed:

So hardly lodg’d, and to digeft her Food,

She drank from troubl’d Streams, defil'd with Mud,
Her woeful Story, fain fhe wou'd have told

With hands upheld, but had no bands to hold.
Her head to her ungentle Keeper bow’d,

She ftrove to fpeak, fhe fpoke not, but fhe low'd:

5

Affrighted
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Affrighted with the noife, fhe look'd around,

And feemd t’ inquire the Author of the found.

Once on the Banks where often fhe had play’d,

(Her Father’s Banks) fhe came, and there furvey’d

Her alter'd vifage, and her branching head;

- And ftarting, from her felf fhe wou'd have fled.

Her fellow Nymphs, familiar tc her eyes,
Beheld, but knew her not in this difguife.
Ev'n Tnachus himfelf was ignorant ;

And in his Daughter, did his Daughter want.
She follow'd where her Fellows went, as fhe

‘Were ftill 2 Partner of the Company :

They ftroke her Neck, the gentle Heyfar ftands,
And her Neck offers to their ftroaking Hands.
Her Father gave her Grafs; the Grafsthe took ;
And lick’d his Palms, and caft a piteous look;
And in the language of her eyes, fhe fpoke.

She




of MISCELLANT POEMS. 57

She wou'd have told her rame, and ask’t relief,
But wanting words, in tears fhe tells her grief.
Which, with her foot fhe makes him underftand ;

And printsthe name of Jo in the Sand,

Ah wretched me, her mournful Father cry’d, ]
She, witha figh, to wretched me reply’d ;
About her Milk-white neck, his arms he threw ;

And wept, and then thefe tender words enfue.
And art thou the, whom I have fought around
The World, and have at length fo fadly found?

So found is worfe than loft : with mutual words
Thou anfwer'ft not, no voice thy tongue affords:
But fighs are deeply drawn from out thy breaft
And fpecch deny'd, by lowingis exprefsd.
Doknowing I, prepar’d thy Bridal Bed;

With empty hopes of happy Iffue fed.
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—— e

But now the Husband of 2 Herd muft be

e

Thy Mate, and bell'wing Sons thy Progeny.
Oh, were I mortal, Death might bring relief;
But now my God-head, but extends my grief:
Prolongs my woes, of which noend I fee,
And makes me curfe my Immortality!

More had he faid, but, fearful of her ftay,
The Starry Guardian drove his Charge away,
To fome freth Pafture; on a hilly height

He fate himfelf, and kept her fill in fight.

The Eyes of Argus Transform’d inte

a Peacock’s Tram.-

Now Fove no longer cou’d her fuff rings bear ;
But call'd in hafte his airy Meffenger,
The Son of Maya, with fevere decree

To kill the Keeper, and to fet her free.
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Wich all his Harnefs foon the.God was fped,

| His flying Hat was faftned on his Head,

Wings on his Heels were hung, and in his Hand,
He holds the Virtue of the Snaky Wand.

The liquid Air, hismoving Pinions wound,

And, in a2 moment, fhoot him on the ground,

| Before he came in fight, the crafty God

His Wings difmifs'd, but ftill retain’d his Rod :
"That Sleep procuring Wand, wife Zfermes took,

But made it feem to fight, a Shepherd’s Hook.

With this, he did a Herd of Goats controul ;

Which by the way he met, and {lily ftole.

Clad like a Country Swain, he Pip'd and Sung;
| And playing drove his jolly Troop along.

With plealure, Argus the Mufician heeds ;

But wonders much at thofe new vocal Reeds,
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*"E . And whofoere thou art, my Friend, faid he,

Up hither drive thy Goats, and play by me: g E

:' This Hill has browz for them, and fhade for thee ; !

Lil] The God, who was with eafe induc’d to climb, I
Began Difcourfe to pafsaway the time ; . !
And ftill betwixt, his Tuneful Pipe he plyes ; “

And watch’d hisHour, to clofe the Keeper’s Eyes. |

|\ Withmuch ado, he partly kept awake ; 5

| Not fuff ring all his Eyesrepofe to take: ]

; || Andaskd the Stranger, who did Reeds invent, |
And whence began fo rare an Inftrument ? [

L S

—_ 2
—

The Transformation of Syrinx
| into Reeds.

Then Hermes thus ; a Nymphof late there was,
Whofe Heav'nly Form, her Fellows did furpafs.

The




A Crown of Pine, upon his Head he wore;
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The Pride and Joy of Fair Arcadia’s plains,
Belov'd by Deities, Ador’d by Swains :

Syrinx her Name, by Sylvans oft purfu’d,

Asoft fhe did the Luftful Gods delude:

The Rural, and the Woodland Pow'rs difdain’d ;
With Cynthia Hunted, and her Rites maintain’d :

Like Phale clad, even Phaebe’s felf fhe feems, __
So Tall, fo Streight, fuch well proportion'd Limbs: . -f: |

The niceft Eye did no diftin&ion know, ‘
But that the Goddefs bore a Golden Bow, %
Diftinguifh'd thus, the fight fhe cheated too.
Defcending from Lyceus, Pan admires

The Matchlefs Nymph, and burns with new De-

{ires.

And thus began her pity to implore.
But e’re he thus began, fhe took her flight
So fwift, the wasalready outof fight,

. A
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Nor ftay’d to hear thé Court{hip of the God j

But bent her courfe to Ladon's gentle Flood:

There by the River ftopt, and tyr’d before ;

Relief from water Nymphs her Pray’rs implore.
Now while the Luftful God, with fpeedy pace,

Juft thought toftrain herina ftrict Embrace, 2 _

He fill'd his Arms with Reeds, new rifing on theg-

place.

And while he fighs, his ill-fuccefs to find,

The tender Canes were fhaken by the wind ¢

And breath’d a mournful Air, unhear'd before ;

That much furprizing Pan, yet pleasd him ﬁwre.

Admiring this new Mufick, thou, he fed

Who car’(t n8t be the Partner of my Bed,

At leaft fhalt be the Confort of my Mind

And often, oftento my Lips be joynd.
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He form’d the Reeds, proportion’d as they are,
Unequal in their length, and wax'd with Care, %

They ftill retain the Name of his Ungrateful Fair.

~ While Hermes pipd and fung, and told his tale,
"The Keeper’s winking Eyes began to fail ;

And drowfie flumber, on the lids to creep,

*Till all the Watchman was, at length, afleep.
Then foon the God, his Voice and Song fuppreft ;
And with his pow’rful Rod, confirm'd his reft :

Without delay his crooked Faulchion, drew,

And at one fatal ftroak, the Keeper flew.

Down from the Rock, fell the diffever'd head,
Opening its Eyes in Death ; and falling bled:
And mark'd the paffige with a crimfon trail ;
Thus Argus lies in i&i:ces cold and pale:

And all his hundred Eyes, with all their light,

Are clos'd at once, in one perpetual night.
F Thefe
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Thefe Funo takes, that they no more may fail,

And fpreads them in her Peacock’s gaudy tail.

Impatient to revenge her injur'd Bed
She wreaks her anger, on her Rival’s head; . |
With furies frights her, from her Native Home;
And drives her gadding, round the World to roam.
Nor ceas'd her madnefs and her flight, before
She touch’d the limits of the Pharian Shore.

At length, arriving on the Banks of Nile,
;iVeary’d with length of ways, and wornwith toil,
She laid her down; and leaning on her Knees,
Invok'd the Caufe of all her Miferies : h
And caft her languithing regdrdsﬂabuve

For help from Heav'n and her ungrateful Fove,
She figh'd, fhe wept, fhe low’d, ’twasall fhe cou'd
And with unkindnefs feem’d to tax the God.
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Laft, with an humble Pray’r, fhe begg'd Repofe,
Or Death at leaft, to finifh all her Woes.

Jove heard her Vows, and with a flatt’ring look,

In her behalf, to jealoug Funo fpoke.
He caft his Arms about her Neck, and fed,

Dame reft fecure ;. no more thy Nuptial Bed
This Nymph fhall violate ; by Styx I {wear,
And every Oath that binds the Thunderer.

The Goddefs was appeas'd; and at the word

Was o to her former fhape reftord,

The rugged Hair began to fall away ;

The fweetnefs of her Eyes did only ftay;

" Tho' not fo large ; her crooked Horns decreafe 3 I }
The widenefs of her Jaws and Noftrils ceafe: I
Her Hoofs to Hands return, in little {pace:
The five long taper Fingers take their place.
And nathing of the Heyfar now is feen,
Befide the native whitenefs of the Skin.

F 3

Ere@ed
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Erected on her Feet fhe walks again;

And Two the duty of the Four [uftain.

She tries her Tongue; her filence foftly breaks,

And fears her former loyings when fhe fpeaks:
1: A Goddefs now, through all th’ Egyptian State:

And ferv'd by Priefts, who in white Linnen wait,

Her Son was Epaphus, at length believd

Hill The Son of Jove, and as a God receivd :

i With Sacrifice ador'd, and publick Pray’rs,

! i He common Temples with his Mother fhares,
{111l  Equalinyears and Rival in Renown

| With Epaphus, the youthful Phaetos %
i LikeHonour claims; and boafts his Sire the Sun.
His haughty Looks, and his afluming Air

The Son of 7fs cou'd no longer bear :

Thou rak’ft th y Mother’s word, too far, faid he,
I And haft ufurpd thy boafted Pedigree.

Go
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Go bafe Pretender to a borrow’d Name.

Thus tax’d, he blufh’d with anger, and with thame;
But fhame reprefs’d his Rage: the dauated Youth
Soon fecks his Mother, and enquires the truth:
Mother, faid he, this Infamy was thrown

By Epaphus on you, and me your Son.

He fpoke in publick, told it to my face;

Nor durft I vindicate the dire difgrace:

Even I, the bold, the fenfible of wrong,
Reftrain’d by thame,was forc’d to hold my Tongue.
To hear an open Slander is & Curle; |

But not to find an Anfwer, is a worfe.

If I am Heav'n-begot, affert your Son
By fome fure Sign : and make my Father kncwn%
Toright my Honour, and redeem your own.

He f2id, and faying caft his arms about:

Her Neck, and begg’d her to refolve the Doubt.

F 3 "Tis
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"Tis hard to judge if Climene were movd
More by his Pray’r, whom fhe fo dearly lov'd,
Or more with fury fir'd, to find her Name
Traduc'd, and made the fport of common Fame.
She ftretch’d her Arms to Heav’n,and fix’'d her Eye_s
On that fair Planet, that adorns the Skies
Now by thofe Beams, faid fhe, whofe holy Fires
Confume my Breaft, and kindle my defires ;

By him, who fees us both, and chears our fight,
By him the publick Minifter of light,

I fwear that Sun begot thee ; if I lye

Let him his chearful Influence deny ;

Let him no more this perjur’d Creature fee ;

And fhine on all the Wnr]d? but only me:

If fill you doubt your Mother’s Innocence,

His Ealtern Manfion is not far from hence,

With
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With little pains, you to his Leve go,

And from himfelf, your Parentage may know.
With joy, th’ ambitious Youth, his Mother heard,
And eager, for the Journey foon prepard.

He longs the World beneath him to furvey;

To guide the Chariot ; and to give the day.
From Meroe’s burning Sands, he bends his courfe,
Nor lefs in Zudia, feels his Father’s force :

His Travel urging, till he camé in fight;

And faw the Palace by the Purple light.

The End of the Firft Book of Ovid’s
Metamorpholes.

F 4
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THE FEABLE

IPHIS and IANTHE
From the

Ninth Boek of the Mctamorphofs.
Enghfh’d by Mr. Dryden.

T HE Fame of this, perhaps, through Crete had

~ flown:
But Creze had newer Wonders of her own,
In Zphis chang'd : For, near the Groffian bounds,
(As loud Report the Miracle refounds)
At Pheffus dwelt a man of honeft blood :
But meanly borp, and not fo rich as good; %
Efteem'd and lov'd by all the Neighbourhood.

. Who
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Who to his Wife, before the time affign'd

| For Child-birth came; thus bluntly fpoke his mind.

If Heav'n, faid Lygdus, will vouchfafe to hear ;
I have but two Petitions to prefer: %
Short pains for thee; for mea Sonand Heir.

Girls coft as many throws, in bringing forth
Befides when born, the Ticts are little worth.
Weak puling things, unable to fuftain

Their fhare of Labour, and their Bread to gain.
If, therefore, thoua Creature {halt produce

Of fo great Charges, and fo little Ule,

(Bear witnefs Heav'n, with what reluancy,) 5i |

Her haplefs Innocence 1 doom to dye. |
He faid, and tears the common grief difplay it |

Of him who bade, and her who muft obey..

Vet Telethufz Qill perfifts to fiad,

Fit Arguments to movea Father’s mind:
T’ extend
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T extend his Wifhes to a larger fcope ;
And in one Veflel not confine his hope.
Lygdus continues hard : her time drew near, _
And fhe her heavy load cou’d fearcely bear:
When flumb'ring, in the latter fhades of Night,
Before th’approaches of returning light,
She faw, or thought the faw, before her Bed
A glorious Train, and Zfs at their head:
Her Moony Horns were on her Forehead plac'd,
And yellow Sheaves her fhining Temples ‘grac'd :
A Mitre, fora Crown, fhe wore on high:
The Dog and dappl'd Bull were waiting by ;
Ofyris, fought along the Banks of Nile;
The filent God : the facred Crocodile :
And, laft, a long proceffion moving on,
With Timbrels, that affift the lab’ring Moon.
Her flumbers feem’d difpell'd, and, broad awake,

She heard a Voice, that thus diftin@ly fpake.

My
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My Votary, thy Babe from Death defend ;

Nor fear to fave whate’re the Gods will fend.
Delude with Art, thy Husband’s dirg Decree ;
When danger calls, repofe thy truft on me: %
And know thou haft not ferv’d a thanklefs Deity.
This Promife made; with Night the Goddefs fled :
With joy the Woman wakes, and leaves her Bed:
Devoutly lifts her fpotlefs hands on high;

' And prays the Pow’rs, their Gift to ratific.

Now grinding pains proceed to bearing-throws, -
Till its own weight the burden did difclofe. «|li4R

*Twasof the beauteous Kind: and brought to light

With fecrefie, to fhun the Father’s fight.

Th’ indulgent Mother did her Care employ ;
And pafs'd it on her Husband for a Boy-
The Nurfe was confcious of the Fact alone:

The Father paid his Vows, as for a Son.
And
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And call'd him Zphis, by a common Name

Which either Sex, with equal right may claim.
Zphis, his Grandfire was; the Wife was pleas’d,
Of half the fraud, by Fortune’s favour easd:

The doubtful Name was us’d without deceit,

And Truth was coverd with a pious Cheat.
The Habit fhew'd a Boy, the beauteous Face

With manly fiercenefs mingld Female grace.

Now thirteen years of Age were {wiftly run,
When the.fond Father thought the time drew on g
Of fettling in the World, his only Son,

Janthe was his choice; fo wondrous fair

Her Form alone with Zphis cou’d compare ;

A Neighbour’s Daughter of his own Degree;

And not more bleft with Fortunes Goods than he.

They
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They foon efpous’d;for they with eafe werejoyn'd,
Who were before Contraéted in the Mind.
Their Agethe fame, their Inclinations too:
And bred together, in one School they grew.
- Thus, fatally difpos’d to mutual fires,
They felt, before they knew, the fame defires.
Equal their flame, unequal was their care;
One lov’d with Hope, one languifh’d in Defpair.
The Maid accus'd the lingring days alone:
For whom fhe thought 2 man,fhe thought her own.

But Jphis bends beneath a greater grief;

As fiercely burns, buthopes for no relief.

Ev’n her Defpair, adds fuel to her fire;
A Maid with madoefs does a Maid defire.

And, fcarcerefraining tears, alas, faid fhe,

What iffue of my love remains for me!
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How wild a Paffion works within my Breaft, :
With what prodigious Flames am I poffeft ! 1
Cou’d I the Care of Providence deferve, ]

Heav'n muft deftroy me, if it woud preferve.

And that’s my Fate; or fure it wou'd have fent |!

Some ufual Evil for my punifhment: |
Not this unkindly Curle; to rage and burn )
Where Nature fhews no profpe of return. |

Nor Cows for Cows confume with fruitlefs fire,
Nor Mares when hot, their fellow Mares defire : !
The Father of the Fold fupplies his Ewes; |
The Stag through fecret Woods his Hind purl’ues:Z,
And Birds for Mates, the Males of their uwnS! 1
Species chufe, |

Her Females Nature guar&s from Female flame,
And joyns two Sexes to preferve the Game: %

Wou'd I were nothing, or not what Tam!
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| Crete fam’d for Monfters wanted of her Store;
F Till my new Love produc’d one Monfter more.
| The Daughter of the Sun a Bull defird,

And yet ev'n then, a Male, a Female fir'd:
Her paffion was extravagantly new;

| But mine is much the madder of the two.
| To things impoffible fhe was not bent ;

But found/ the Means to compafs her [ntent.

To cheat his Eyes, the took a different {hape :
Yet ftill fhe gain'd a Lover, and a leap.
Show'd all the Wit of all the World cc:;ni’pire,

| Shouw'd Dedalus affitt my wild defire,

| What Art can make me able to enjoy,

. Or what can change Janthe to a Boy 2
Extingtifh then thy paffion, hopelefs Maid,
And recolle& thy Reafon for thy aid.

| Know what thou art, and love as Maidens ought ;
l1 And drive thefe Golden Wifhes from thy thought.
| | Thou
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Thou canft not hope thy fond defires to gain;

Where Hope is wanting, Withes are in vain.

And yet no Guards, againft our Joys confpire ;
No jealmis Husband, hinders our defire :
My Parents are propitious to my Wifh
And fhe her felf confenting to the blifs.
All things concur, to prolper our Defign:
All fhings to profper any Love but mine.
And yet I never can enjoy the Fair:
“Tis paft the Pow’r of Heav’n to grant my Pray'r.
Heav’n has been kind, as far as Heav'n can be;
Our Parents with our own defires agree,
But Nature, ftronger than the Gods above,
Refufes her affiftance to my love.
She fets the Bar, that caufes all my pain:

One Gift refus'd, makes all their Bounty vain.

And
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And now the happy day is juft at hand,
To bind our Hearts in Fymen's Holy Band :
Our Hearts, but not our Bodies: thus, accursd,

In midft of water, I complain of thirft.
Why com’ft thou, Funo, to thefe barren Rites,

To blefs a Bed, defrauded of delights?
Or why fhoud Hymer life his Torch on high,

To fee tvwo Brides in cold Embraces lye 2 5i 1R

Thus love-fick Zphis her vain Paffion mourns : T

With equal ardour fair Zantke burns®
invoking Zymen's Name and Funo's Pow'r

To fpeed the work, and hafte the happ} hour.

She hopes; while Zelethufa fears the day ;
And ftrives to interpofe fome new delay :
Now feigns 2 ficknefs, now is in a fright
Fof this bad Omen, or that boding fight.
G
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But having done whate're fhe cou’d devife,
And empty'd all her Magazine of lies,
The time approach'd: the next enfuing day
The Fatal Secret ‘muft to light betray.

Then Zelethufa had recourfe to Pray’r,

She and her Daughter with difhevell'd hair:
Trembling wich fear, great Zfis they ador'd;
Embrac'd her Altar, and her aid implor’d.

Fair Queen, whodoft on fruitful Egypr {mile,
Who fway’ft the Sceptre of the Pharian Ile, g
And fev’n-fold falls of difimbogueing Nile ;
Relieve, in this our laft diftrefs, fhe faid,

A fuppliant Mother, and a mouraful Maid.

Thou Goddefs, thou wert prefent to my fight ;
Reveal'd I faw thee, by thy own fair light:
I faw thee in my Dream, as now I fee

'With all thy marks of awful Majefty: -
The
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| The Glorious Train, that compafs’d theearound ;

| And heard the hollow Timbels holy found,

Thy Words I noted, which I {iill retain;

| Itet not thy Sacred Oracles be vain.

. That Iphis lives, that T my felf am free
From fhame and punifhment, T owe to thee.
On thy Protetion, all our hopes depend:

. Thy Counfel fav'd us, let thy Pow'r defend.

| Her tears purfu’d her words ; and while fhe fpoke
The Goddefs nodded, and her Altar iimuk:

The Temple doors; as with a blaft of wind,
Were heard to clap; the Lunar Horns that bind
The brows of Ifis, cafta blaze around;

The trembling Timbrel, made a murm'ring found.

Some Enpes thefe happy Omens did impart;

Forth went the Mother with a beating Heart:
G z Not

]
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Not much in .f”ear, nor fully fatisfi'd ;

But Zphis follow’d with a larger ftride :

The whitenefs of her Skin forfook her Face;
Her looks cmbsidn’di with an awful Gracde; *#
Her Features and her Strength together grew s
And her long Hair, to curling Locks withdrew.
Her fparkling Eyes, with Manly Vigour fhone,
Big was her Voice, Audacious was her Tone:
The latent Parts, at length reveal’d, began

To fhoot, and fpread, and burnifh into Man.
The Maid becomesa Youth; no more delay
Your Vows, but look, and confidently pay. .
Their Gifts, the Parents to the Temple bear:
The Votive Tables, this Infcription wear ;

Iphis the Man, has to the Goddefs paid,

The Vows that Zphis offerd, when a Maid.

Now,
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Now, when the Star of Day had fhewn his face,
Venus and Funo with their Prefence grace
‘Ehé Nuptial Rites, and Hymen from above
Defcending to compleat their happy Love:
The Gods of Marriage, lend their. mutual aid ;

And the warm Youth enjoys the lovely Maid.
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LHE ‘EABKE

Neliitctntil 8
POLYPHEMUS,

AND

GALATEA,

From the
Thirceenth Book of the Metamorphofes,

By Mr. DRYDEN.
GALATEA relates the Story.
CI3, the Lovely Youth, whofe lofs I mourn,
A trom Faunus and the Nymph 8 yymethis born,
Was both his Parents pleafure: but, to me
Was all that Love cou'd make a Lover be.

The .
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The Gods our Minds in mutual Bands did joyn ;
I was his nn!}; Joy, as he was mine.

Now fixteen Summers the fweet Youth had feen;
And doubtful Down, began to thade his Chin:
When Polyphemas firlt difturb'd our Joy ;

And lov’d me fiercely, as Ilov'd the Boy.

Ask not which paffion in my Soul was high'r,

My laft Averfion, or my firft Defire:

Nor this the greater was; nor that the lefs:
Both were alike ; for both were in excefs.

Thee, Penus, thee, both Heav'n and Earth obey ;
Immenfe thy Pow’r, and boundlefs is thy Sway.
The Cyclops, who defi'd th’ Atherial Throne,
And thought no Thunder louder than his own,
The terrour of the Woods, and wilder far i
Than Wolves in Plains, or Bears in Forrelts are,

Th’ Inhumane Hoft, who made his bloody Feafts

"On mangl'd Members, of his butcher'd Guefts,
G 4 Yet
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86 The THIRD PART

Yet felt the force of Love, and fierce Defire,
And burnt for .me, with unrelenting Fire.
Forgot his Caverns, and his woolly care,
Affum’d the foftnefs of a Lover’s Air ;

And comb'd,with Teeth of Rakes,hisrugged hair. -
Now with a crocked Sythe his Beard he fleeks;
And mows the ftubborn Stubble of his Cheeks :
Now, inthe Cryftal Stream he looks; to try |
His Simagres, and rowls his glaring eye.

His Cruelty and thirft of Blood are loft ;

And Ships fecurely fail along the Coaft.

The Prophet Zelemus (arrivid by chance
Where Zina's Summets to the Seas advance,
Who mark'd the Tra&s of every Bird that flew,
And fure Prefages from their flying drew,)
Foretold the Cyclops, that @lyfis hand
In his broad eye, fhoud thruft a flaming Brand.

The
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The Giant, with a fcornful arin reply d,

Vain Augur, thou Hafk falfely prophefid;
Already Love, his flaming Brand has toft ;
Looking on two fair Eyes, my fight I loft.

Thus, warn’din vain, with ftalking pace he {trode,

And ftamp’d the Margine of the briny Flood,

With heavy fteps: and weary, fought agen,

The cool Retirement of his gloomy Den.

A Promontory fharp’ning by degrees;
Ends in a Wedge, and over-looks the Seas :
On cittier fide, below, the water flows ;
This airy walk, the Giant Lover chofe.
Here, on the midft he fate: his Flocks, unled,
Their Shepherd follow’d, and fecurely fed.
A Pine fo burly, and of length fo vaft,

That failing Ships requird it for a Mait,
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He weilded for a Staff: his fteps to guide :

But laid it by, his Whiftle while he try'd.

A hundred Reeds, of a prodigious growth,
Scarce made a Pipe, proportion’d to his mouth :
Which, when he gaveit wind, the Rocks around,
And watry Plains, the dreadful hifs refound.

I heard the Ruffian-Shepherd rudely blow
Where, in a hollow Cave, I-fat below;
On Aeis bofom I my head reclin’d :

And ftill preferve the Poem in my mind.

Oh lovely Galatea, whiter far
Than falling Snows, and rifing Lillies are;
More flowry than the Meads, as Cryftal bright,
Erelt as Alders, and of equal height:
More wanton than a Kid, more {leck thy Skin

Than Orient Shells, that on the Shoresare feen.

Than
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Than Apples fairer, when the boughs they lade,

Pleafing as Winter Suns or Summer Shade :
More grateful tothe fight, than goodly Planes ;
And fofter to the touch, than down of Swans;
Or Curds riew turn’d: and fweeter to the tafte
Than fwelling Grapes, that tothe Vintage hafte:
More clear than Ice, or running Streams, that {tray
Through Garden Plots,but ah more {wift than they. .
Yet, Galatea, harder to be broke,
Than Bullocks, unreclaim’d to bear the Yoke, %
And far more flubborn,than the knotted Oak :
Like fliding Streams, impoffible to hold;
Like them fallacious, like their Fountains cold.
More warping than the Willow, ta decline
My warm Embrace, more brittle than the Vine;

Immoveable and fixt in thy difdain;

Rough as thefe Kocks, and of a harder grain.
More
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More violent than is the rifing Flood;
And the praisd Peacock is not half fo proud.
Ficrce 3s the Fire, and fharp as Thittles are,
And more outragious than a Mother-Bear -
caf as the billows to the Vows I make;
And more revengeful, than a trodden Snake,
In fwiftnefs fleeter, than the flying Hind ;
Or driven Tempefls, or the driving Wind.
All other faults, with patience I can bear ;

Buc iwifenels is the Vice I only fear.

Yetif you knew me well, you wou'd not thun

My Love, but to my with’'d Embraces run:

Wou d languiith in your turn, and court my ftay ;

And mucl repent of your unwife delay.

e e
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My Palace, in the living Rock, is made
By Nature’s hand; a fpacious pleafing Shade: %
Which neither heat can pierce, nor cold invade.
My Garden fill'd with Fruits you may behold,
And Grapes in clufters, imitating Gold;
Some blufhing Bunches of a purple hue:
And thefe and thofe, areall refervd for you.
Red Strawberries, in fhades, expcecting {tand,

Proud to be gather'd by fo white a hand.

Autumnal Cornels, latter Fruit provide;

And Plumbs to tempt you, tarn their glofly fide:
Not thofe of common kinds ; but fuch alone
As it Ph@acian Orchards might bave grown :
Nor Cheftauts fhall be wanting to your Food,
Nor Garden-fruits, nor Wildings of the Wood ;
The laden Bouglis for you alone fhall bears

And yours fhall be the product of the Year.
The
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The Flocks you fee, are all my own : befide
The reft that Woods, and winding Vallies hide ; I
And thofe that folded in the Caves abide. (
Ask not the numbers of my growing Store ;
Who knows how many, knows he has no more, ]
Nor will I praife my Cattel, truft oot me ;
But judge your felf, and pafs your own decree::
Behold their fwelling Dugs; the fweepy weight
OF Ews that fink beneath the Milky fraight s
Inthe warm Folds, their tender Lambkins lye ;
Apart from Kids, ¢hat call with humane cry.
New Milk in Nut-brown Bowls, is duely; ferv'd
For daily Drink; the reft for Cheefe referv’d.
Nor are thefe Houfe- hold Dainties all my Store :
The Fields and Forrefts will afford us more 3 %
The Deer, the Hare, the Goat, the Salvage Boar,

All
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- All forts of Ven'fon ; and of Birds the beft;

A pair of Turtles taken from the Neft.

1 walk’d the Mountains, and two Cubs I found,
(Whofe Dam had left em on the naked ground,)
So like, that no diftinction c.ﬂu’d be feen:
le So pretty, they were Prefents for a Queen;
And fo they fhall; I took ’em both away ;
And keep, to be Companions of your Play.

Oh raife,fair Nymph,your Beauteous Face above
The Waves ; nor fcorn my Prefents, and my Love:
Come, Galatea, come, and view my face;

I late beheld it, in the watry Glafs; g
And found itlovelier than I fear’d it was.

Survey my towring Stature, and my Size:
Not Fove,the Fove you dream that rulesthe Skies

Bears fuch a bulk, or is fo largely fpread:

. My Locks, (the plenteous Harveft of my head)
|

Hang
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Hang o’re my Manly Face ; and dangling down
As with a thady Grove, my fhoulders crown.
Nor think, becaufe my limbs and body bear

A thick fet underwood of briftling hair,

My fhape deform’d; what fouler fight can be
Than the bald Branches of a leaflefs Tree?

Foul is the Steed, without a flowing Main :
‘And Birds without their Feathers and their Train.
Woonl decksthe Sheep ; and Man receives a Grace
From bufly Limbs, and from a bearded Face:
My forehiead, witha fingle eye isfilfd,

Round as a Ball, and ample asa Shield.

"The Glorious Lamp of Heav'n, the Radiant Sun
Is Nature's eye; and is content with one:

Add, that my Father fways your Seas, a;ld I
Like you am of the watry Family.

I make you his, 1n making you my own ;

You Iadore; and kneel to you alone:
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Jove, with his Fabled Thunder I ﬂcfpife,

And only fear the lightning of your eyes.

Frown not, fair Nymph ; yet I cou’d bear to be
Difdain’d , if others were difdain'd with me.

But to repulfe the Cyclops; and prefer

The Love of Acis, (Heav'ns) I canriot bear.
But let the Stripling pleafe himfelf; nay more,
Pleafe you, tho’ that’s the thing I moft abhor; .
The Boy fhall find, if €re we cope in Fight, -
Thefe Giant Limbs, endw’d with Giant Might.
His living Bowels; from his Belly torn, -
Andfcatterd Limbs, fhall on the Flood be born:
Thy Flood,ungrateful Nymph,and fate fhall find |
That way for thee, and 4cis to be joy n'd.

For oh I burn with Love, and thy Difdaia
Augments at once my Paflion, and my pain.
Tranflated E¢»a flames withio my Heart,

And thou, Inhumane, wilt not cafe my fmart,
H Lament-
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Lamenting thus in vain, he rofe, and ftrode

i i With furious paces to the Neighbring Wood::

i | IJ . Reftlefs his feet, diftracted was his walk s
§ . | Mad were his motions, and confus’d his talk.

i # i Mad as the vanquifh'd Bull, when forc’d to yield

;.i His lovely Miftrefs, and forfake the Field.

iE

il
i Thus far unfeen Ifaw: when fatal chance el
1 |
i His looks direting, witha fudden glance,
S
{

i 1 ! #eisand I, were to his fight betray’d;

‘PE Where nux:ght fufpecting we fecurely play’d.
From his wide mouth, a bellowing cry he caft
{ z; Ifee, 1fee; but this thall be your laft:

i A roar fo loud made £Et#a to rebound ;
{11 And all the Cyclops labour'd in the found.
il Affrighted with his monftrous Voice, I fled,

Pr—

And in the Neighb'ring Ocean, plung’d my head.
' Roor
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Poor Acis turn’d his back, and help, hecry’d;
Help, Galatea, help, my Parent Gods,

And take me dying, to your deep Abodes.
The Cyclops follow’d: but he fent before

A Rib, which from the living Rock he tore,
Though but an Angle reach’d him of the Stone,
The mighty Fragment was enough alene

| Tocrufh all Acis; "twas to0 late to fave,

But what the Fates allow’d to give, I gave:

That Acis to his Lineage fhould return;

And rowl, among the River Gods, his Urn.
Straight iff'd from the Stone, a Stream of blood ;
Which loft the Purple, minghng with the Flood.

| Then, like a troubl'd Torrent, it appeard:

The Torrent too, in listle fpace was clear’d.

"The Stone wascleft,and throughthe yawning chink,

New Reedsarofe on the new River’s brink.

—
— —

H 2
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The Rock, from out its hollow Womb, difclos'd
A found like Water in its courfe oppos’d.

When, (wondrous to behold,) full in the Flood,
Up ftartsa Youth, and Navel high he ftood.
Horns from his Temples rife; and either Horn
Thick Wreaths of Reeds,(his Native growth) adorn.
Were not his Stature taller than before,

His bulk augmented, and his beauty more :

His colour blue, for 4cis he Iﬁight pafs:

And Acis changd into a Stream he was.

But mine no more; he rowls along the Plains

With rapid motion, and his Name retains.

N
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Mr. HOBS.

i Written by
| The E. of MULGRAV'L.

.; SUCH is the mode of thefe cenforious days,
The Att is loft of knowing how to praife ;

| Poets are envious 0ow, and Fools alone

Admire at Wit, becaufe themfelves have nonc.
Yet, whatfoe’re is by vain Criticks thought,
Praifing is harder much, than finding fault;
Tn homely pieces ev'n the Dutch excel,

l! Tralians only can draw Beauty well.

As Strings alike wound up, fo equal prove,

That one refounding makes the other move;
H 3 From




100 The THIRD PART

SR

From a like caule Satyrs have pleas'd fo much,
We fimpathize with each ill- natur’d touch :
And, as the fharp In fection fpreads about,
The Reader's Malice helps the Writer out.
To blame, is eafie; to commend, is bold ;
Yet, if the Mufe infpires it, who can hold 2
To Merit we are bound to give applaufe,

Content to fuffer in fo juflt a Caufe.

While in dark Tgnorance Men lay afraid
Of Fancies, Ghofls, and ev'ry empty Shade;
Great ZZobs appear’d, and by his Reafon’s light
Put fuch Fantaftick Forms to thameful flight:
Fond is their fear, who think we needs muft b
Jo Vice enflav'd, if from vain Terrours free ;
The Wife and Good Morality will guide,

And Superfticion all the World befide.
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In other Authors, tho the fenfe be geod,
| *Tis not fometimes o eas'ly underftood,
That Jewel oft unpolith'd has remain'd,
Some words fhou'd be left out, and fome explaind :
So that in fearch of fenfe we either ftray,

Or elfe grow weary in fo rough a way :

But here bright Eluquenccdnés always fmile

In fuch a choice, yet unaffeced flile,

As does both Knowledge and Delight impart,
The force of Reafon with the Flow’rs of Art;
Clear as a beautiful tranfparent Skin,

Which never hides the Blood, yet holds it in:
Like a delicious Stream it gver ran,

As fmooth as Woman, but as ftrong as Man.

B.:cau himfelf, whofe Univerfal wit
Does admiration through the World beget,
H 4 Nt
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Not more his Age’s Ornament is thought,

Nor has more credit to his Country brought.

While Fameis young, too weak to fly away,
Envy purfues her, like fome Bird of Prey ;
But once on wing, then all the dangers ceafe,

Envy her felf is glad to be at peace;

‘Gives over, weary'd with fo high a flight,

Above her reach, and fearce within her fight :
He, to this happy pitch arrivid at laft,
Might have look'd down with Pride, on Dangers
o (pafl
But fuch the frailty is of Humane Kind,
Men toil for Fame, which no Man lives to find;
Long rip'ning under ground this China lies ;

fame bears no Fruit, till the vain Planter dies.

2 T And
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And Nature, tird with his unufual length
-Of life, which p;it her to her utmoft ftrength,
So vaft a Soul unable to fupply,
To fave her felf, was forc'd to let him die.
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| ON THE |
DEATH
Of the LEARNED

Mr. 7OHN SELDEN

O fell the Sacred SybiZ, when of old :

A~ lofpird with more than Mortai Breaft cou’d f

; : hold
The gaziog Multitude ftood doubtful by o, '.

Whether to call it Death, or Extafie:

She filent lies, and now the Nations find

No Oracles but the ILeaves the left behind. ;

Monarch of Time and Arts, who travel'dt ore r
New Worlds of Knowledge, undefery’d before, ‘
And haft on Everlafting Columns writ
The utmoft Bounds of Learning and of Wit. |
Had'(t
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Had’(t thou been more like us, or we like thee,
We might add fomething to thy memory.
"Now thy own Tongues muft fpeak thee, and thy
Praife
Be from thofe Monuments thy felf did'ft raife;
And all thofe * Titles thou did'lt once difplay
Muft yield thee Titles greater far than they.

Time which had Wings till now, and was not
‘ To have a Being but by being gone, LEHOWE
| You did arreft his Motion, and have lent
A way to make him fixt and permanent ;

Whilft by your Labours Ages paft appear,

r—

And all at once we View 2 Plato’s year.

T e —

Adions and Fables were retrievd by you;

All that was done, and what was not done too.

Lo

* Titles of Hondir. :
Which
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Which in your Breaft did comprehended lye,

As in the Bofom of Eternity ;

You purg’d Records and * Authors from their ruft,
And fifted Pearls out of Rabinick duft.

By you the + 8yrian Gods do live and grow

To be Immortal, fince you made them fo.
Infcriptions, Medals, (| Statues look frefh ftill,
Taking new Brafs and Marble from your Quill;
Which fo unravels time, that now we do

Live our own Age, and our Forefathers too,
And, thus enlarg’d, by your difcoveries, can

Make that an Ell, which Nature made a_Span.

If then we judge, that to preferve the State
Of things, is every moment to create, -
The World’sthus half your Creature,whilft it ftands

Refcu’d to memory by your Learned Hands.

* Edmerusy Fleta, t Dediis Syris. | Marmora Arandeliana.

And
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And unto you, now fearlefs of decay,

Times paft owe more, than Times to come can

F oy

How nﬁght youclaim yourCountry’sjuft applaufe,
When you ftood fquare and upright as your Caufe
In doubtful times, nor ever would forego

Fair Truth and Right, whofe Bounds you beft did

know.

. You in the Tow’r did {tand another Tower,

Firm to your felf and us, whilft jealous Power
Your very Soul imprifon’d, that no thought

By Books might enter, nor by Pen get out;

And, ftrip'd of all befides, left you confin’d

To the one Volume of your own vaft Mind ;
There Vertue and ftri& Honour paft the Guard,

Your only Friends that could not be debarr'd ;
And
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And dwelt in your Retirement ; arm’d with thefe

You ftood forth more than Admiral of our Seas.

Your Hands enclos'd the * Watry Plains, and thus

Was no lefs Fence to them, than they to us;

Teaching our Ships to conquer, while each fight

Is but 2 Comment on thofe Books you write.

No foul Difgraces, nor the worft of things,

1 | Made you like him (whofe Anger AHomer fings)

Slack in your Country’s Quarrel, who adore

Their Champion now, their Martyr heretos *

fore:

Still with your felf contending, whethier you
Cou’d bravelier fuffer, or cou’d bravelier do.

We ask not now for Anceftors, nor care

' I Tho Selden do nor Kindred Boaﬁ, nor Heir, |

L.
e en

% Mare Clawfum,
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' Such worth beft ftands alone, and joys to be
To th’ felf at once both Founder and Pofterity.
As when old Nilus who with bounteous Hows
Waters an hundred Nations as he goes,

Scattering rich Harveft keeps his Sacred Head
Amongft the Clouds {till undifcovered.

Be't now thy Oxford’s Pride, that having gone
Through Eaft and Weit, no Art, nor Tongue un-

known ;
' Laden with Spoils thouhang'ft thy Armsup here,

But fet'flt thy great Example every where.

Thus when thy Monument fhall it felf lie dead,

And thy * own Epitaph no more be read,
L]

it e— T

% His Epitaph made By him[elf in the Temple Chappel.

When
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When all thy Statues fhall be worn out fo,
T'hat even Selden thould not Selder know 3

Ages to come fhall in thy Vertue fhare :
He that dies well makes all the World-his Heir:

R.B. 7. Co. Oxon,

Decemb. 19. 54.
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AGAINST

Immoderate G R I _E F.

TO
A young LADY weeping.
In_Imitation of CASIMIRE.
By Mr. TALDEN.
COu’d mournful Sighs, or floods of Tears pre-
i The ills, unhappy Men lament : frers
| Cou’d all the anguith of my Mind,
| Remove my Cares, or make but Fortune kind;
Soon I'd the grateful Tribute pay,

|
It - And weep my troubl’d Thoughtsaway :

To Wealth and Pleafure every Sigh prefer,

| _And moreé than Gems efteem each falling Tear:
] . '
2, Bug
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Z.

But fince infulting Cares are moft inclin'd
To triumph o're ¢h’ affti@ted Mind:
'Since Sighs can yield us no Relief]

And Tears, like fruitful Showers, but nourith Grief ;
Then ceale, fair Mourner, to complain,
Nor lavifh, fuch bright Streams, in vain:

 But flill with chearful thoughts thy Cares beguile,

And tempt thy better Fortunes with a Smile.

3.
The generous Mind is by its Sufferings known,

Which no AffliCtion tramiples down :

But when oppreft will upward move,

Spurn down its clog of Cares, and foar above. |
Thus the young Royal Eaglet trys 1
On the Sua-beams his tentler eyes : |

And if he fhrinks not ac th’ offcafive lighe,

He's thea for Empire fit,and takes his foaring fight.
- @ 4. %ho'

L]
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4.
Tho’ Cares affault thy Breaft on every fide,
Yet bravely ftem th’ impetuous Tide:
No tributary Tears to Fortune pay,
Nor add to any lofs a nobler Day.
But with kind hopes fupport thy mind,
And think thy better Lot behind :
Amidft affliGions let thy Soul be great,
. And (how thou dar’{t deferve a better State.
w ,
i Then, lovely Mourner, wipe thofe Tears away,
And Cares that urge thee to decay :
Like Ravenous Age thy Charms they wafte,
Wrinkle thy ynuthful Brow, and blooming Beauties
But keep thy looks,and mind {erene, (olalls _
All gay without, and calm within:
For Fate is aw'd, and adverfe Fortdnes fly,

A chearful look, and an unconquer d Eye.
’ | Ia TO
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TO THE

Returning S U N.

."';r

By 7 H.

WElcome thou glorious Spring of light, and
heat,

Where haft thou made thy long Retreat ?

What Lands thy warmer Beams poffeft,
What happy Zfadian Worlds thy fruitful Prefence
bleft »
Where deep in the dark bofom of the Ground,
Thy wondrous Operation’s found,
Even there thy Beams the Earih refine,
And mix, and ftamp thy Luftre through the

. dazling Mine.
S'ca
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Since thy retreat fo far from our cold Ifle,
She never wore a lovely Smile,
No joy her wither'd Brow adorn'd,’

In dark unlovely Days, and in long Nights fhe

mournd.
The poor dejected Beafts hung down their heads,
And trembled on their naked Beds;

No footfteps of green life remain,

But dying Fields,and Woods,and a bare,bleaky Plain.

The drooping Birds were filent in the Groves,
~ They quite forgot their Songsand Loves,
Their feeble Mates fate fullen by,
We thought the feather'd World refolv’d their Kind

| {how’d die.
,'! But fee the Land revives at thy approach,
She blooms and quickens at thy touch,

| Her kindled Atoms life receive, -
o ftir and live,

Mixt -

The Meadows,and the Groves,begint
13
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Mixt with thy Beams the Southern breezes blow,
And help the fproutng: Births below,
The Infant Flowers in hafte appear,
And gratefully return Perfumes to the kind Air.
The Trees, and Fieldsagen look frefh and gay,
- The Birds begin their fofter Play,
Thou haft their Life, Inay more, their Love
reftor'd,
Their late, and early Hymos praife thee, their wel-

come Lord.

The fpreading Fire glides through the Plains, and
- Woods,

It even pierces the cold Floods :
The duller Brutes feel the foft Flame,

The Fithes leap for joy,and wanton in their Stream,

AGAINST




Perfon of HONOUR.

| SINCE all muft certainly to Death refign,
: | Why fhould we make it dreadful, or repine?
| How vain is Fear where nothing can preveot

The lofs, which he, that lofes, can’t larfient.

I 4
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The Fear of Death is by our Folly brought,

We fly th’ acquaintance of it, ina thought ;
From Something into Nothing is a change
Grown terrible, by making it fo {trang,é.’

We always thou’d remember, Death is fure,
What grows familiar moft, we beft endure ;
For Life and Death fucceed like Night and Day,
And neither gives encreafe, nor brings decay.
No more or lefs by what takes Birth or dies,
And the fame Mafs the teeming World fupplies.
From Death we rofe to Life ; 'tis but the fame,
Through Life again to pafs, from whence we came.
With thame we fee our Paffions can prevail,

Where Reafon, Certainty, and Vertue fail.

Honour, that Empty Name, can Death defpife,
Scorn'd Love to Death as to a Refuge flies, g

£nd Somew waits for Death with longing Eyes.
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| Hope triumphso'rethe thought of Death, and Fate

Cheats Fools, and flatters the Unfortunate.

Perhaps, deceiv'd by Luft-fupplying Wealth,
New enjoy’d Pleafures, and a prefent Health,
| Wefearto lofe, whata fmall time muft wafte,
Till Life it felf grows the Difeafe at laft :
Begging for Life, we beg for more decay,
And to be long a dying only pray.

No juft and temperate thought can tell us why;
We fhould fear Death, or grieve for them that die;
The Time we leave behind, is ours no more,

Nor our concern, than Time that was before.

~ ’Twere a fond fight, if thofe that. ftay behind

For the fame paffage, waiting for a wind
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To drive them to their Port, fho’ud on the Shore
Lamenting ftand, for thofe that went before.

We all muft pafs through Death’s dead Sea of
To reach the Haven of Eternal Light. (nght
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THE

DREAM:

The Death of the moft Noble
and Virtwous Lady,

Elizabeth Seymour,

| Mother to His Grace the
| Duke of Somerfet.

BY

Mp. 71 4 Y B.OT

IF RighteousSoulsin their blefsdManfions know,

Or what we Do, or Suffer here below,
And any leifure from their Joys can find,
To vifit thofe whom they have left behind,

To
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To view our endlefs Griefs, our groundlefs Fears,
Our hopelefs Sorrows, and our fruitlefs Tears,
With pity, fure, they fee the kind miftake,
Which weeping Friends at their departure make :
They wonder why at their Releafe we grieve,

And mourn their Death, who then begin to Live.

Tir'd with the Care and Sorrow of the day,
1 In filent night the fad Mecenas lay,

His mind ftill lab’ring with the deadly weight

Of his dear Parent’s much lamented Fate ;

Till weary Nature with its Load oppreft,

Compos'd the tempeft of his troubled Breaft, g
And borrow’d from his Grief fome time for reft :

WhenSleep (Death’s Image) to his fancy brought
The hourly Objec of his waking Thought;
And lo! his Mother’s awful Shade appears,

Not pale and ghaftly, as the fullen Fears

P
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| Of brain-fick Minds their difmal Phantomes paint,.
| But bright and joyful as a new-made Saint.
' A Crown of Glories fhone around her Head;

| She fmil'd, and thus the happy Spirit faid.

Hail, Noble Son, whom pow rful Fates defign

To fill the Glories of thy mighty Line,
' In whom the Good is mingled with the Great,
. As generous Light unites with a@ive heat :
" For thee I thought Life pleafant, and for thee
| | after Death endur’d this World to fee,
And leave a while the Dwellings of the Bleft,
Where Heav’nly Minds enjoy Eternal Reft;
Where having reach’d the Univerfal Shore,

I fear the Winds and Billows now no more;

No more in anguith draw a painful Breath,

Nor wreftle with that mighty Tyrant, Death,

Whe
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Who cannot boaft he gave the Fatal blow,

I conquer'd Sin, from whence his Pow’r did flow +
The proud Infulter-threatn’d me in vain, |
For Heav'n increas’d my Patience with my Pain,
Till my unfetter’d Soul at laft took Wing,

| The Grave its Conqueft loft, and Death its Sting.

No longer then thefe Pious Sorrows fhed,
Nor vainly think thy happy Parent dead;

Whofe deathlefs Mind from its weak Prifon free,

Enjoys in Heav'n its Native Liberty :
I foon diftinguifh’d in that blifsful Place

Thy God-like Anceftors, a numerous Race;

There plac’'d among 'the Stars, in them I fee

A Glorious Deftiny referv’d for thee.

Then weep no more; ev'n here T fill furvive

In thee, and in thy Virtuous Fair I live :
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'1{faw her happy Mother fhine on high, |
| A brighter Spirit ne're adorn’d the Skie ;

With Joy fthe met meat the Cryftal Gate, Susiy
And much enquir'd her beauteous Daughter’;%
She Wifh'd her there; but Heav’n ordains it late,

i And long defers her Joys, that the may be

: A mighty Bleffing to this World, f.md Thee.

| Long fhall fhe live, and Ages yet to come

. Shall blefs the happy Burden of her Womb:
Still fhall her Off-fpring, with her Years, increafe,
With both, her Virtues, and thy Happinefs.

|

Inall thy Race the wondring World fhall ind
The Noble Image of each Parent’s Mind.
Thus blefs’d in her and hers, thou fhale receive

_ The richeft Bounties Heav'n and Earth can give.
Nor fhall my Care be wanting to your aid,
My faithful Spirit fhall hover o're thy head, S

And round thy lovelyFair alargeProtection (pread
Till
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Till crown'd with Years and Honours here below,
And ev'ry Gift kind Nature can beftow,

You both retire to Everlafting Reft,

And late increafe the Joysand number of the Bleft.

She fpoke : her Fellow-Angels all around
With joyful Smiles the happy Omen own’d ;
All blefs'd the Noble Pair, and took their fight

To the bright Regions of unfading Light.
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Praife of Light.
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I,

Pﬂrent of Day!whofe beauteous Beams of Lig’ntq
Spring from the darkfom Womb of Night :
And midft their Native horrours thow,

| Like Gems adorning of the Negro's Brow.
| K Not
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Not Heaven’s fair Bow can equal thee,

In all its gaudy Drapery :

Thou firft Effay of Liglt, and pledge of Day ! .
That uther'ft in the Sun, and ftill prepar’ft his way.
2.
Rival of Shade, Eternal Spring of Light!
| Thou art the Genuine Source of it:
From thy bright unexhautted Womb,
The beauteous Race of Days and Seafons come.
Thy Beauty Ages cannot wrong,
But fpight of Time thou’rt ever young:
Thou art alone Heavens modeft Virgin light,
Whofe FaceaVeil of bluthes hides from human fight.
3. .
Like fome fair Bride thou rifeft from thy Bed,
And doft around thy Luftre fpread : *
Around the Univerfe difpenfe

New life to all, and quick’ning irfluence,

With
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{ With gloomy Smiles thy Rival Night
Beholds thy glorious dawn of Light:
Not all the Wealth fhe views in Mines below,
Can match thy brighter Beams,or equal Luftre fhow.
4.
At thy approach Nature eres her head,
| The fmiling Univerfe is glad :
The drowfie Earth and Seas awake,
And, from thy Beams, new life and vigour take.
When thy more chearful Rays appear,
Even Guilt and Women ceafe to fear:

. Horrour, Defpair, and all the Sons of Night,
Retire before thy Beams,and take their hafly flight.
5

To Thee, the grateful Eaft their Alcars raife,

| And fing with early Hymaos thy praife:
Thou doft their happy Soil beftow,

Inrich the Heav’ns above, and Earth below.
K 2 Thou
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Thou rifeft in the fragrant Eaft,
Like the fair Phaznix from her balmy Neft :
No Altar of the Gods can equal Thine,

e

4 & The Air is richeft Incenfe, the whole Land thy
i | (Shrine.
' But yet thy fading Glories foon decay,

Thine’s but a2 momentary ftay:

Too foon thow'rt ravithe from our fight,
Bore down the ftream of day, and overwhelm’d

with light. »

Thy Beams to their own ruin hafte,

They’re fram’d too exquifite to laft :

Thine is a glorious, buta fhort-liv'd State,
Pity fo fair a Birth fhould yield fo foon to Fate.
{ ?.

| Before the Almigﬁt}* Artit framd the Skie,

Or gave the Earth its Harmony :
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His firft Command was for thy Light, il
| He viewd the lovely Birth, and blefied it. L
| In purple Swadling: bands ztﬂtfugg ing lay, | ;_
Not yet maturely bright for Day : 1
Old Chaos then a chearful Smile put on,
And from thy beauteous Form, did firft prefage its | H

| 3 (own. E;

i Let there be Light, the Great Creator faid,

His Word the a&ive Child obeyd:
Night did her teeming Womb difclofe, §
And then the blufhing Morn,its brighteft Off-fpring §
rofe. |
A while the Almighty wond’ring view'd,
And then himfelf pronounc'd it good: | I.
With Night, faid He, divide the Imperial Sway, =:’

Day.



Mr. ALDEN.

I.
| ARK?\:.’ESS, thou firft kind Parent of usall,
1 D Thou art our great Original :
Since from thy Univerfal Womb,
Does all thou fhad’it beiou;', thy numerous Off-
{pring come.

L

Thy wondrous Birth is even to Time unknown,

Or like Eternity thou’dft none:
Whilft
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Whilft Light did its firft Being owe
Unto that awful Shade, it dares to rival now.
! ;
Say in what diftant Region doft thou dwell!
To Reafon inacceffible :
From Form, and duller Matter, free,
Thou foar’ft above the reach of Man’s Philofophy.
4
| Involv’d in thee, we fir{t receive our breath,
‘ Thou art our Refuge too in Death:
| Great Monarch of the Grave and Womb,

Where ¢'re our Souls fhall-go, to thee our Bodies
(come.

; 5’,

| The filent Globe is ftruck with awful fear,

I When thy Majeftick Shades appear:
Thou doft compofe the Air and Sea;

And Eartha Sabbath keeps,Sacred to Reft,and Thee-

K 4 6. In
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6.
In thy ferener Shades our Ghofts delighe,

And court the umbrage of the Night:
In Vaults, and gloomy Caves, they ftray,
But fly the Mornings beams, and ficken at the day.
3 _
Tho folid Bodies dare exclude the light,
Nor will the brighteft Ray admit :
No Subftance can thy Force repel,
Thou reign’ft in depths below, doft at the Center
g (dwell.
The fparkling Gems, and Oar in Mines below,
| To thee their beauteous luftre owe:
Tho form'd within the Womb of Night,
Bright as their Sire they thine, with Native Raysof |
! (Fight. |
When thou doft raife thy venerable head,
And art in genuine Night array’d: |

Thy
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Thy Negro Beauties then delight,

Beauties like pollifh’d Jeat, with their own Darknefs
(bright.

10,
Thou doft thy Smiles impartially beilow,
And know’ft no difference here below:

All things appear the fame by thee,

Tho' Light diftin&ion makes, thou giv’{l Eqaality:
1T
Thou Darknefs art the Lovers kind retreat,
And doft the Nuptial Joys compleat :

Thou doft infpire them with thy Shade,

Giv'ft vigour to the Youth, and warm'it the yicld-

| (ing Maid.

| ¥2.

Calm, as the bleft above, the Ancorites F!well,
Within their peaceful gloomy Cell:

Their minds with Heav’nly Joys are fill'd,
The Pleafures Light deny,thy Shades for ever yield.

13. In
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I;.
In Caves of Night, the Oracles of old,
Did all their Myfteries unfold -
Darknefs did firft Religion grace,
Gave terrours to the God,and reverence to the place.
14 |
When the Almighty did on Zore’ ftand,
Thy Shades inclos'd the Hallow’d Land :
In Clouds of Night, he was array’d,
And venerable Darknefs his Pavillion made.
1.
When he appear'd arm’d in his Power and Might,
He vail'd the beatifick Light: |
When terrible with Majefty, i
In tempefts he gave Laws, and clad himfelfin Thee.
16.

E're the Foundation of the Earth was laid,

Or brighter Firmament was made :
E're
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E’re Matter, Time, or Place were known,

| Thou Monarch Darknefls fway’dit thefe {pacious
: (Realms alone.
| 17.

' But now the Moon, (tho’gay withborrow'd th-[)
! Invades thy fcanty Lot of Night:
By Rebel Subjeis thou'rt betray;d,
| The Anarchy of Stars depofe their Monarch fhade.
}: 18.
| Yet fading Light its Empire muft refign,
And Nature’s Power fubmit to Thine:
An Univerfal ruin fhall ere& thy Throne,

| And Fate confirm thy Kingdom,evermore thy own.
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’]
|
|

AN E-AS }

HIS
Meeting with DID 0|
In the N1
ELTZIAN FIELDS. |

Being a

Tranflation of part of the fixth Book|
of Virgils Aneids, beginning|
at Hic quoque durus A=-{
mor, &. i

By Mr. WO LSLET.

ERE thofe, who by Love’s Cruelty havedy’dy |
H Thick Myrtle Groves, and dark Retire- |
ments hide ; |
Vex'd with old Griefs, and pale withlong Defpairs,
Death cannot free them from their lafting Cares.

Among
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Lﬁmﬂng the Trees Pafiphae does appear,
;Pbedm, and Procris, and Evadne, here,

ad Eriphyle makes unpity’d moan,

YPointing to Wounds, that ftill accule her Son.

For her loft Honour, Ceneus mourns in vain,

By Death transform’d to her own Sex again.

iﬂnd Laodamia, with the numerous throng

Ot haplefs Lovers, weepiog gocs along,

Among the reft forfaken Dido, round

The Defart wanders, with a gaping Wound,

Whom foon as near the Zrejan Hero drew,

And that upbraiding injur'd Ghoft through ghm-
mering, Shadows knew.

1 (As he who fees by the faint gloomy Light

4 A rifing Moon half hid in Clouds and Night)

Straight into Tears his penitent Pity broke,

"} And to her, in the kindeft terms of Love unfeignd

he fpoke.
The
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The killing News that did my flight purfue
I find, alas, (unhappy Queen) is true!
Your mark {till freth upon your Breaf? 1 fee,
That bleeding Wound you gave your felf for Me.
Ah, ’tis too true! Iwasth’ unlucky Caufe = |
Of your hard fate! curs'd wretched Man! I was.
By all the Gods, '..x.?hn rule above, I vow, |
And by that Faith (if any be) which Sacred is |

below,

Compell'd, and threaten'd, fad, and difcontent,
From your lov'd Shore, and dear Embrace, I went : |
That awful Pow’r, whofe high Will to obey,
Even now thro’ thefe Infernal Shades and difmal '
 paths I ftray; f*
Thro' endlefs Night, and unknown Defart Lands

Force me, delaying, by his dread Commands.

Nof
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, Nor cou’d I think the lofs of me wou'd touch
| Y-our Heart fo deep!—You valu’d me too much!
i Oh ftay, and take not from my Eyes, unkind,
| A Face for ever prefent to my mind!
Whom do you fly ? fee him you held fo dear!

| Hisjuft defence and laft farewel do not refufe to hear.

With fuch foft words th’ affliced Hero ftrove

| To footh her Anger, and revive her Love.
" While rifing Sighs oft ftopt him as he fpoke,

Ei And falling tears the tender accents broke.

14 The Queen, who fill refented his laft flight,

| .| Now turns her Eyes from his unwelcome fight,
| Andonthe ground,with fad remembrance ftrook,

|
*: She fix'd a fullen and deje@ed look.

1
|l',r

1' | Deaf
'!
'.
j
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Deaf tn.his Vows, regardlefs of his Tears,
Hard as a Rock her once kind Heart appears,
And his vain Courtfhip unconcern’d fhe hears.
Frowning at length, averfe to all he faid,
Into the thickeft of the Wood fhe fled ;
Where her firft Love attra@s her juft defires,
Shares all her Gricfs, and{burns in equal Fires.

Wounded afrefh with that reproachful fight,
Afar the Prince purfues her fcornful flight,
And long lamenting her unhappy Fate,

With fruitlefs Sorrow pities her too late.

;
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QOut of the

ITALIAN
Lk
FULVIO TESTI

Tyl
Count Montecuccolr.

AGAINST

' Pride upon fudden Advancement.
Rufcelletto. Orgogliofo, &c.

I.
! Roud and foolith noifie Stream !

I PWha to fome muddy Plafh thy Birth doft owe,
' . Which cafually a Brook became,

Affifted by the Rain, and melting Snow :

1 Tho now thou boafts thy fwelling Tide,

Auguft will foon behere,and end thy fbort-liv'dPride,
L
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i (Thames
The Thames, great King of Floods! the
With peaceful Courfe haftes gently to the Main;
Yet He upon his filent Streams
The talleft Veflels does with eafe fuftain :

And while ﬁne Summer Thee devours, J

His Flood fhall ne’re decreafe, not Time contra& his
(Shores.

%
Thou foam’ft, and boil'lt along the Plain,

The Flocks, and Shepherds threatning by the way ;.
Through borrow’d Waters balely vain,
Lifc'ft up thy head, and do'ft regardlefs ftray,
Troubled, Oblique, and this alone,
Thy noifie Pride is 44 which thou canft call Thy
(own.
oo . ;
I know, Sir, you may well admire,
To hear me Reafon with a deaf’ning Stream,

L
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But thus the Mufe oft firikes the Lyre,

When the'd moft Lofty, and Majeftick feem,
And in Myfterious Numbers throwd

Deep Oracles, too decp, for the unthinking Croud.
5.
While thus I fpake; there did appear,

’

Phabus the God of every tuneful Lay,
A Lawrel crownd his beamy Hair,
Which with a brighter Light improv’d the Day ;

And thus he, what I faw, applyd,

Mortal

Short is th incertain Reign, and Pomp of i I
- (Pride. {4

6.
New turns, and changes cvery day,
Are of inconftant Chance the conftant Aris,
Soon fhe gives, foon takes away,
She comes, embraces, faufeates you, and parts;
.But if fhe ftays; or if fhe goes, '

The wife Man little Joy, or little Sorrow fhows. [
L 2 7. Good
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e
Good is the Pilot, who preferves

i 1 | His fhatter'd Vel on the Stormy Main;

But he no leafs applaufe deferves,

4 Who tears the Flattery of the Watry Plain

Who never trufts the faireft Gale,
But dreads to be o'refet, and fpreads but little Sail.
3.
Of all the Heroes known of old,
I honour moft Azarhocles's Name
Who, tho’ he made the fpatkling Gold
In polifh'd Goblets on his Table flame:
To temper, and rebate its Ray,
Te mixt his Father’s Trade, the good old Potter’s
(Clay.
9.
While thus the Charming God went on,
And fixt 1n Wonder, and Delight I ftood :

Behold !
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Behold ! the Upftart Stream was gone,

No drop remain’d of its infulting Flood :

gyt the worft Cattle of the Plain, (da it il
aain. REs

Trod o're the thirfty Sand, and fpurn’d is with dit- i
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Suffenus ifte, Pare, quem probé niffi
L 2 d

The fame. Hand as the former.

Al SzzFFENm whom you know, the Witty,
i The Gay, the Talkative, and Pretry ;

_ -E'i And, all his Wonders to rehearfe,

? *l The ZHING which makes a World of Verfe,

Fm certain I fhou'd not bely him,

To fay he has feveral thoufands by him,
- ” ¥t none deform’d with Cfi:tick blot,
il  Or wrote oa Vellom to rub out.
Royal Paper! Scarlet Strings /

£uided Backs! and fuch fine things!

it
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The Gay Suffenus, and the Pretty :
ts the dulleft, heavieft Glown,

So alterd, he can fcarce be knowr.
This is ftrange! that he who now
Cou’d fo flatter, laugh, and bow,
So much Wi, fuch breeding {how,
Shou'd be fo ungenteel 3 Wight,

Whenever he attempts tO Write,

And yet the Wretch is ne're fo pleasd,

Faith, Sir, ware all deceiv'd alike,
All Labour in the fame miftake,
Wor is the beft of Men fo clear
From every Folly, but fomewhere
Seill the Suffenus will appear.

Quickly we others Errofs find,
n Load behind.

But {ee not our ow
| s

But——When you read ’em, then the witty,

with this madnels Giz'd.

VA
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Out of the

L N Bl 5 A

Same Hand as the former.

Hile here for the fair Amarillis I die,
| %’ % She o're Rocks, and o’re Streams from

~my Paffion does fly ;

O bring her, kind Zenys ! bring her here back again,
And the beft of my Heifars on thy Alzar lies flain -
But if {he’s appeas’d; if to Love the incline,

Takeall my whole Herd, my little Herd isall thine.

1iV]=
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Invitation into the

COUNTRY
‘ IN
Imitation of the 34th EP1G.
OF

CATULLUS

By the fame Hand as the former.

GO-——-— for I'm impatient grown,
Bid him leave the noific Town.

Charge him he no longer ftay,

But with hafte devour the way.
Tho’ a thoufand times he’s ftaid
By that fond, bewitching Maid :

. Tho' fhe fummon all her Charms,
. Kifs him, prefs him in her Arms.

Let him not the Syrex mind,

Tears are Water, Sighs ares Wind.
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Tell him how kind Nature here,
Drefies up the Youthful Year,

Strowing on the thoughtlefs Hours,

Opening Buds, and new-born Flow'rs;

Tell him underneath this Shade,

Innocence and Mirth are laid ;

Not without forbidden Claret, | ‘
Books or Mufick, if he'll hear it. |

See the Lawrel, and the Vine,

Round about that Arbour twine, E

So we Wit, and Pleafure joyn;

So Horace, and Anacreon meet |

The Jolly God, within that Seat |
Thus from Noife and Care fet free, "

The fnares of Beauty we defie.

Let him them no lenger ftay,

But with hafte devour the way.
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On Mrs. Arabella Hunt
| Singing.
'PINDARIC ODE,
By Mr. CONGREVE

—

|

ﬁ‘ l Et all be hufht, each fofteft Motion ceafe,
Be every loud tumultuous Thought at Peace,

And ev'ry ruder Gafp of Breath

. Be calm, as in the Arms of Death.
. And thou moft fickle, moft uneafie Part,

Thou reftlefs Wanderer, my Heart,

Be ftill ; gently, ah gently, leave,
. Thou bufie, idle thiog, to heave.
Stir not a Pulfe ; and let my Blood,
That turbulent, unruly Flood,
Be foftly ftaid: -

Let me be all, but my attention, dead,
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Go, reft, y'unneceffary Springs of I.i‘ﬁe,
Leave your officious Toil and Strife ;
For T wou'd hear her Voice, and try
If it be poffible to dye.

I1.

Come all ye Love-fick Maids and wounded Swains. |

3

And liften to her Healing Strains.
A wondrous Balm, between her Lips (he wears,
Of Sov'reign Force to foften Cares :
‘Tis piercing as your Thoughts, and melting as
' (your Tears:
And this, through evry Ear The does impart,
(By tuneful Brearh diffus’d) to ev’ry Heart.
Swiftly the gentle Charmer Flies,
And to the tender Grief foft 4ir applies,
Which, warbling My ftick Sounds,
Cements the bleeding Panter’s Wounds.
‘But ah! beware of clam’rous Moan -

Let no unpleafing Murmur or harth Groan,

Your

I\

d
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| Your {lighted Loves declare :
 Your very tend'reft moving Sighs forbear,
For even they will be too boiftrous here.
| Hither let nought but  Sacred Silence come,

And let all fawcy Praife be dumb.

| 1L
lll Andlo! Silence himfelf is here;
15] Methinks I fee the Midnight God appear,
? In all its downy Pomp aray'd,
Behold the rev’rend Shade

| An ancient Sigh he fits upon,
| Whofe Memory of Sound is long fince gone,
': And purpofely annihilated for his Throne:
Beneath two foft traniparent Clouds do meet,
In which he feems to fink his fofter Feet.
A melancholy Thought, condens’d to e,

Stol'n from a Lover in Defpair,

Like
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Defcending Angels cull the thinneft Lir /
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Like a thin Mantle, ferves to wrap

In Fluid Folds, his viftonary Shape.

A wreath of Darknefs round his Head he wears,
Where curling Mifts fupply the wanll: of Hairs :
While the ftill Vapors, which from Poppies rif, |
Bedew his hoary Face, and lull his Eyes. |
V.
But hark! the heav’nly Sphere turns round,
And Silence now is drown’d
In Extafy of Sound,
How on a fuddain the ftill 4ir is charm’d,
As if all Harmony were juft alarm’d /
- And ev'ry Soul with Tranfport fill'd,
Alternately is thaw’d and Chill'd.
See how the Heavenly Choir

Come flocking, to admire,

And with what Speed and Care,

Hafte
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Hafte then, come all th’ immortal Throng,

And liften to her Song ;
Leave your lov’d Manfions, in the Sky,
And hither, quickly hither fly ;
Your Lofs of Heav’n, nor fhall you need to fear,
While fhe fings, ‘tis Heav'n here.
V. ™ i ||

See how they crowd, fee how the little Cherubs
(skip!

While others fit around her Mouth, and fip

Sweet Hellelujahs from her Lip.
Thofe Lips, where in Surprife of Blifs they rove;
For ne’re before were Angels bleft
With fuch a lufcious Feaft -
Of Mufick and of Love.
Prepare then, ye immortal Chotr,
Each facred Minftrel tune his Lyre,
And with ber Voice in Chorus joym,

Her Voice, which next to yours is meft divine.
 Blefs
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Blefs the glad Earth with heavenly Lays,

And to that Pitch th’ eternal Accenss raife,
Which only Breat) infpir'd can reach, i
To Notes, which only fhe can learn, and you

(can teach:
“ While we, charm’d with the lov’d Excefs,

Are wrapt in fweet Forgetfulnefs
Of all, of all, but of the prefent Happinefs :
Withing, for ever 10 that State to lie,

For ever to be dying:fo, yet never die.
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| . TO A
' Perfon of HONOUR :

UPON HIS

Incomparable, Incomprebenfible Poens.
By Mr. Waller.

. STRs
OU have oblig'd the Brittifb Nation more
Than all their Bards cou’d ever do before :

- And (at yourown Charge) Monuments as hard
As Brafs, or Marble, to your Fame, have rear’d. -
For as all Warlike Nations take Delight f
To hear how their brave Anceftors cou'd fight;

You have advanc’d to Wonder their Renown,

And no lefs Vertuoufly improv'd your own;
M That
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That “twill be doubtful, whether ynﬁ do Wriizc,
Or they have aced, at a Nobler heighe.

You (of your Ancient Princes) have retriev'd -
More than the Ages knew in which they liv’d ;
Explain’d their Cuftoms, and their Rights anew,
Better than all their Druids ever koew :
Unriddled thofe dark Oracles as well

Asthofe that made’em, cou'd themfelves foretell.
For as the Brittains long have hop'd in vain,

Artbur wou'd come to Govern them again:

. You have fulfill'd that Prophefic alone,

And in your Poem plac’'d him on his Throne,
Such Magick Power has your prodigious Pen,
To raife the Dead, and give new Life'tn Men; |
Make Rival Princes meet in Arms, and Love,

Whom diftant Ages did {o far remove.

- For as Eternity has neither paft,

Nar.future, (duthors fay) nor firft, nor laft ;,

Bug
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But is all inftant : Your Eternal Mufe

All Ages can to any one reduce.

Then why fhould You (whofe Miracles of Art
Can Life at Pleafure to the Dead impart)
Trouble in vain your better bufi'd Head,

T’ obferve what times they lividin, or were dead. 1§
For, fince you have fuch Arbitrary Pow'r,
It were defe@ in Judgment to 'gn lowr;., I
Or ftoop to things fo pitifully lewd, |
As ufe to take the Vulgar Latitude. i ] 5:"
For no Man’s fit to read what you have writ,
That holds not fome proportion with your Wit.
As Light can no‘way but by Light appear,
He muft bring Senfe, that underftands it here,

M 2 On
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On the ﬁzme.
By Dr. §<—

Our Book our old Knight ErrantsFame revives,

Writ in a Stile agreeing with their Lives.
All Rumours ftrength their Prowefs did outgo,

All Rumours Skill your Verfes far outdo ;

é.? l,i - Topraife the Welfh the World muft now combine,

Since to their Leeks you do your Lawrel joyn:

Such lofty ftrains your Country’s Story fit,

Whofe Mountains nothing equals, but your Wit.

Bonduca, were fhe fuc}l, as here we fee
(In Brittifb Paint) none cou'd more dreadful be:
With naked Armies (he encounter'd Rome,
Whofe Stlrtngth with naked Nature you o'recome.
- Nor let fmall Criticks blame this mighty Queen,
That in King Arthur's time fhe here is feen :

You
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You that can make immortal by your Song,

May well one Life four hundred Years prolong
Thus ¥irgil bravely dar’d for Dido’s Love, |
The fettled courfe of Time and Years 10 MOVE:

Though him you imitate in this alone,

In all things elfe you borrow help from. none :
No Antick Tale of Greece or Rome you take,
Their Fables and Examples you forfake.

With true Heroick Glory you difplay | ;;

A Subje& new, writ in the neweft way. &
| R

Go forth, great Author, for the World’s delight ;
Teach it, whatnone €e raught you,how to write:
They tg‘lk ftrange things that Ancient Poetsdid; |
How Trees, and Stones they into Buildings lead : ’i 4|

~ For Poems to raife Cities, now, 'tis hard, |

But yours,at leaft,will build half Paul’s Church-yard.

M3 Another
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Another on the [ame.

L

By Mr. Mat. Clifford.

ith Envy, Criticks, you'l this Poemn read,
Whofe Authors Wit does more than Man
exceed ;
Where all’s fo good alike, no Man can fay

This may be added, or that pard away :

Where all’s fo new, no fearch can ever trace

The Perfons mention’d, in their Time, or Place.
Great Soul of Na ture, which doft Books defie,
And their weak aid in this thy Hiftory :

Thou art no Slave to Rule, or Prefident;

Where others imitate, thou doft invent,
It 15, we grant, all tI}]}r Invention ;

The Language too, intircly is thy own:

- Thou
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Thou leav’ft as Trafh, below thy great pretence,
Grammar to Pedants; and to plain Men, Senfe:
But as, in this thy matchlefs Poetry,

Thou follow’{t none, fo none can follow Thee.

~ On the fame.

By the Ld.V.

Onder not, Sir, that Praifes yet n€’re due

-To any other, are yet heap'd on You:
>Twas Envy robbd you of ym:lr Praife before;
Men fee their faults, and Envy now no more.

*1is but your Merit, nor can jultly fuch,

Which gave too little once, now give too much.

<7 our Princes do all Poetry furpafs

As much as Pen-main-maur exceeds Parnafs.
M 4

It
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It is fo great a Prodigy of Wit, -
:::f:'l "-_lf - That Art and Nature both fall fhort of it:
il For leaving Art, and left of Nature too,

Your Poem has no other Mufe than You,

On thefe two Verfes.

Out of thc fame.

Bur I“dme had f, 7t jurru all f}er ntinble S PEE.F

Toblaze :fus Match.and lend raFate jbme& 1Y€S.
By the Duiic of Buckingham.

BUT wherefore all. this pother about Fame?
A Man might fay, faysone: the very fame

Demand might m:ll be made, another Crigs,

Of Fate; ﬂﬂthWIt got, fromFame, fuch Eyes»

!Iis
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- Whenl prateﬁ,' I faw a thing by Chance 2
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'Tis well; you're witty Perfons both, fay I;
Yet to your Wit this boldly T'll reply:

Fate is the Twin of Chance, by which you find
Fate muft needs fee,except that Chance were blind »
For, among Friends, ‘twere Inequality

To think one fhou'd be blind, and t'other {ce.
Now tell me, Criticks, do not all the Wife
Profefs that which they fee, they fee with Eyes? i}

And the fame Figare do not T advance,

Since then fo various things by Chance we fec,
Fate might have Eyes to multiplicity ;

But our mild Auther fays, it has but fome; -
Thus, Critick vile, thusI have ftruck thee dumb:
And thus {ubfcribe my felf, with Heart, and Hand,
‘The Author’s Friend, moft Humble Servant, and i:.':
Buckingbam. 9



e e — T — =
D T T e S ——— _— =

= = -
— = e e e

The THIRD PART

&

e TON T HE

'1-? PR!NCE and PRI-NCESS
| OF ,.
| O R ANGE
g Upon Their
MARRIAGE
Written by |
Mr. NAT. LEE.

(have won

'_; AIL, happy Warriour! hail! whofe Arms
i

l I The faireft Jewel in the Englifp Crown.
Happy in famous Dangers in the Field,

Happy in Courts which brighteft Beauties yield.
Oh Prince! whofe Soul i5 known fo juftly great,

As if that Heav’'n took leifure to create;

Firft
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“ } Firft, the rich Odr refin'd, then' didallay,
| Stampt thee his own, not fhuffl'd thee away.

| J With wonder thus we all thy temper prize,

| Not but th’art bold and brave, s thou art wife.
I: Like the cool Englifk, who approach their Fate

t With awe, and gravely firft with Death debate.
| They kindle flowly, but when once on Fire,

. Burnon, and in the blaze of Fame expire.

| Hail Princefs! hail! thou faireft of thy Kind !

i Thou fhape of Angels, with an Angel’s Mind!

' Whofe Vertues thine, but fo as to be born,

. Clear 2s the Sun, and gentle as the Morn.

‘ Whofe brighter Eyes like li{mbent Glories move,

| And ev'ry glance wounds like a Dart of Love.
How well, oh Prince, how nobly haft thou fought,
| Since to thy Arms the Fateg fuch Beauty brought!

Methinks
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Methinks I hear the¢ in thy Nuptial Bed, -
When o're the Royal Maid thy Arras were fpread.

w
Enough, kind Heav'n, well wasmy Swordem- |1
ployd, il

Since all the Bl Earth holds fhall be enjoy’d. /

Pains I remember now with vaft delight,

Well have I brav'd the thund’ring French in fight, llE
My hazards now are Gains, and if my Blood |
In Battel mix and raife the vulgar Flood, 5
Her Tears (for furc fhe'll be fo good to mourn) [
* Like Baim fhall heal the Wounds when I return. 'I

But heark,*’tis rumour’d that this ha;;py pair
Muft go, the Prince anr Holland does declare,
Call'd to the Bufinefs of Important War,

Go then, if thy Depagure be agretd,
YourFriendsmuft weep, your Enemies fhallbleed.
And
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And if in Poets minds, thofe vafter Souls,
Where all at once the vaft Creation rouls,
1 To whufn the Wartiour is as much oblig’d,
As to Relievers Towns that are befieg'd.
(For Death would to their A&s an end afford,
Did not Immortal Verfe ﬂut-dﬁ the Sword)
If ought of .Pmpheﬂe their Souls infpire,

And if their fury gives a folid Fire,

Soft fhall the Waftage be, the Seas and Wind, "
Calm as the Prifice, and as the Princefs kind.' il
The World, why fhould not Dreams of Poetstake, 1

As well as Prophets who but dream awake?

I faw them launch, the Prince the Princefs bore,
While the fad Court ftood crowding on the Shore.
The Prince ftill bowing on the Deck did ftand,

And held his weeping Paincefs by the Band. her= Ef- !:.

Which
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Which waving oft, fhe bid them all farewell,
And wept asif {he wou'd the Ocean fwell.

Farewel! thou beft of Fathers, beft of Friendsi
While the movd Duke, with a heav'd Sigh, com-
mends
To Heav’a the Care; in Tears his Eyes wou'd
fwim, ;
But Manly Vertue binds them to the brim.
Farewel (fhe cry’'d) my Sifter, thou dear part;
Thou fweeteft part, of my divided Heart.
To whom T all my Secrets did unfold,
Dear Casket! who did all my Treafares hold. I
My little Love! her Sighs fhe did renew,
Once more (oh Heavens) a long and laft a-

dieu!




of MISCELLANI POEMS. 173

e

Part ! muft I ever lofe thofe pretty Charms 2
Then fwoons, and finks into the Prince’s ‘Arms.
The Court beheld, and wept.

Streight from their Gricfs the pompous Navy fled
So faft, as if our Sighs increas'd their fpeed.
When of a fuddep, from the Reedy Court,

The T;rjtans all with their griév’d God refort ;
In Troopsupon the wandring Waves they glide,
And round their lifted Lord in Triumph ride.
At their ﬁrﬁ call the finging Mermaids come,
While the crown’d Dolphins lath the Silver Foam. 13 |

Thus waited, the glad Prince beheld from far
The Belgick Shore, and heard the found of War.

To make this Mighty Triumph Great andNew,

Some Hand unfeen Heav'ns 4zure Curtains drcw%
A thoufand Golden Heads peep'd forth to view.

Cries,
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Cries, Shouts, and clapping Hands, all Extafie,
A hundred Cannons thundred to the Skie.

" The Thunder anfwering did my Dream deftroy,
And wak'd me from the Vifionary Joy.




AGAINST

) T S 8

When the King was at Oxford.

+ # . 4 el M Wl T* .
Foc agite; 0 Favines, circumfpicit, C finmiulat vos,

Materiamg; fibi Ducis indalzentia qarit.

I.
Ence,vain Attempter of the Good and Great;
Be gone from our lecure Retreat,
With all thy dull unweildy Train
That clog and curb the a&ive Brain,
Which elfe wou'd, likea merali’d Steed, runo’re’

Vaft Nature’s yet unnumber'd Store;

O'r¢
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s

O're flow’ry Meads, and painted Fields,
And all the pleafant Scenes that beauteous Learge
ing yields.

2.

We're doubly arm’d againft thy Cheats, and 'I‘he;e,
(Thy Cheats which only find  place
Among the Ignorant and Bafe,) -
By Knowledge, and by Majefty.

Thow, conftant Gueft of every Popifh Cell,’
Which doft with Munksrand Hermits dwell,
Mutt leave,with them,this Sacred Ground s

Banifh'd from King and Court, at leaft, for ten
Miles round.

].
She’s gone ; and now, methinks, an aive fire
Doces 2ll my willing Veins infpire:
My drowfie Senfes all anew

Are waken'd by His pow’rful view:

- The
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The Glorious Ruler of the Morning, fo,
But looks onFlow’rs,and ftreight they grow, |l
And when his Beams their Light unfold, M

Ripens the dulleft Earth, and warms it into Gold.
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W Whar art thou, Love !

“‘r “H'-,h ¥

Bl . Mr. 7 ALLESTRT

g (Charms!

Hat art thou Love! whence are thofe

W

For thee the Soldier quits his Arms, -

That thus thou bear’ft an Univerfal
(Rule !

The King turns Slave, the wife Man Fool.

03
In vain we chafe thee from the Field,
And with cool thoughts refift thy Yoke:
Next Tide of Blood, alas! we yield,

And all thofe high Refolves are broke.

3. Can
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3.
Can we ¢'re hope thou fhou'd’ft be true,
Whom we have found fo often bafe 2
Cozn'd, and cheated, ftill we view,
And fawn upon the. treacherous Face.
4.
In vain our Nature we accufe;
And doat, becaufe fhe fays we muft:
This for a Brute were an excufe,
Whofe very Soul and Life is Luft. .
3
To get our likenefs! what is that!
Our likenefs is but Mifery ;
Why fhoud I toil to propagate

Another thing as vile as [2
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6.

‘if . . . .
| From Hands Divine our Spirits came,
il

e
T e

And Gods, that made us, did infpire

Ml
!

Something mare Noble in'our Frame,
Above the Dregs of Earthly Fire.

|
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Vo B S b S

Spoken before the

Duke and Dutcbefs of YORK,
AND

Lady AN N,

In Oxford Theatre, May the 21/l 1683.
By the Ld. S—— and Mr. C :

e

Great Sfrp (Pla::'ﬂ'
4

WHen laft your Royal Brother bleft this
And all about did his kind Beams
R ; (difpenfe;
A Joy Divine was feen i evry Face,

Till Fa&ion drove our Guardian Angel hence.
My, Come

Heav'n well did know how much our Frame cou'd
o i (bear ;
Mingling our Rapture withfome fit allay;

N 4 And
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———

And that, for future Blifs, we might prepare :
Wiely referv'd the Blefling of this day.

g 7o the Duke.

We mifs a Royal Brother by his fide ;

Ld S§——.

(came,
We long'd to fee thofe Charms which him o’re.

Mr. C——— T the Dautchefs,
You, Madam, was our only Joy and Pride,
| 7o the Lady An n
Who reprefented half the Stuarts Name.
dd Sy

TYT

Wou'd you then know how much you're welcome
here? -
Think what 2 Joy in Loyal Breafts did flow,
When fatal Glofer all our hopes did bear,
Which the Gods loft to thew their Care of Ton.

When Fears and Jealoufies ran high, and loud ;

And Zeal miftaken, blinded wilful Eyes,

Heav'n
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:

i
|
i
|

I

) Heav’n fhook the Rod to the Rebellious Croud,
]

| Oxford (wehope) will not difpleafe your view,

Where Tork firft learn’d the Rudiments of War;

Threat'ning to fnatch theGem,theycou'd not prize.

Mr. C— \ i 1

Thofe early Vertues here in Bloflom grew,

Which now in growth, and full Perfection, are.
Tho’ here new Towers and Buildings daily rife;
And Arms thrown off, we wear the peaceful

Gown:

!  Our Breafts admit no change, know no difguife ;

Prepar’d withSwords andPens t affert the Crown.

Ld. S——

This is the place, in which the Sacred Names

Of Kings and Heroes annually refound ;
The Triumphs, War and Peace, of Charles and
Fames, :| |

From Age to Age, arewith frefh Lawrels Crown'd.
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Mr. C——
As when a Prince’s long expected Birth,
GladseveryHeart,and each Mufe tunes her Voice: |
Or when the Captive Monarchs of the Earth
7o the Lady Ann.
Beg to be Slaves, and in Your Chains rejoyce.
Ld.§
But why, in lafie Numbers, do we bind
(fly ;

Our thoughts? which fiou'd in acive Raptures
As the Ceeleftial Circles unconfin'd,

And tun'd to their Eternal Harmony.
Mufick’s the Diale& of happy Souls,

When fever'd from the Earth’s unweildy Load;
The Univerfal Language of both Poles,

Of the vaft diftant Natives underftood.
Let Inftruments and Voices both combine

To Celebrate the Glories of this Day :

Let Art and Extafies their Forces joyn,

KHere

And in melodious Paths of Errour ftray.
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A Here they fate down, and Maufick playd
which being ended, they ftood up again,
and [poke by way of Paftoral.

1L.d. S—— Damon.
Mr. C—— Thyrfis.

Damon.

£ Thytfis, bow fball humble Swains,
A As thow and I, perform fuch firains >

Can we a fitting Prefent make

For us to give, or Thefe to take ?
f Thyrfis.

The Garland, Chloris made, I'l bring,
When I threw Strephon from the Ring:

T hongh
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—

Though it fboi’d Cxfar’s Birth-day Crown,

Frefb Rofes will for that be blows.
Damon,

I have a Lamb a5 white as Swow,

Lhough balf enzag'd to Pan by Pow:
LU facrifice it here, for He

Pan, or fome greater God muf? | Be.
Thyrfis.
EJV,Q}- doft thou talk of S:Icrfﬁ'rf,

Thefe feem no angry Deities.

Wowd cruel Sylvia were bere,

She'd learn to think ber feIf lefs fair,

And, in a Noble mixture, find

Humility with Beauty joynd.
Damon.

Then may it pleafe the Royal Three

T’ accept one hearty Wifh from me :
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ol e ——

By all true Swains be Daphnis fear'd,

e = S — - — i ———— e —

And no Whig-Wolves come nigh his Herd.
Both together.

Then Tearly Hecatombs we'll pay,

If every Spring bring fuch a May.
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HUMAN LIFE:

Supposd to be [poken by an Epicure,),
in wmigation of the [econd Chapter

of the Wifdom of Solomon.

A
Pindarique O DE.
Infcribed to the

Lord HUNSDON. |

By Mr. 7ALDE N.

X
THen will penurious Heav’n no more allow |

No moreon its own Darling Man beftow !

And his great Maker’s Image beats !
Te
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To toil beneath a wretched State;
Oppreft with Miferics and Fate:

Beneath his painful Burthen groan,

& And, in this beaten Road of Life, drudge on !

Amidft our Labours we poffefs

No kind allays of Happinefs:

No fafmiﬁg Joys can call our own,

To make this bitter Drug go down ;

Whilft Death an eafie Conqueft gains,

| Andtheinfatiate Grave in endlefs Triumph Reigns.

With Throes,and Pangs,inte the World we come,
The Curfe and Burthen of the Womb::
Nor wretched to our felves alone,

Our Mothers Labours introduce our own.

Ia Crys and Tears our Infancy we walle,
Thofe fad Prophetick Tears that flow,
By inltiné of our future Woe ;

And even our dawn of Life with Sorrow’s cvercalt,
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Thus we toil out a reftlefs Age,

Each his laborious part muft have,
Down from the Monarch to the Slave,
A& o're this Farce of Life, then drop beneath the
Stage.
o
From our firlt drawing Vital I;reath,
From our firlt ftarting from the Womb,
Until we reach the deftin’d Tomb,

We allare paﬁing'on, to the dark Goal of Death.
Life, like a Cloud that fleets before the Wind,
No Mark, no kind Impreffion, leaves behind ;

"Tis fcatter’d like the Winds that blow,

Boifterous as them, full as inconftant too,

That know not whence they come, nor where
| they go. ‘
Here we're detain’d a while, and then
Become Originals again:

Time, .
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e

Time fhalla Man to his firft felf reltore,

| And make him intire nothing, all he was before.
No part of us, no remnant fhall furvive !
And yet we impudently fay, we live:

No! we but ebb into our felves again,

And only come to be, as we had never been.

3.

§ Say, learned Sage, thou that art mighty wife!

Unriddle me thefe Myfteries:
What is the Soul, the Vital Heat
~ That our mean Frame does animate?
What is our breath, the breath of Map,
| Thatbuoyshis Nature up,and doeseven Life fuftain?
Is it not Air, an empty Fume,
A Fire that does it felf confume?
A warmth that in a .Heart is bred,

A lambent Flame with heat and mr:ltiun_ﬂ;’-d,

9, Exiine
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Extinguifh that, the whole is gone,
This boafted Scene of Life is done :
Away the Phantome takes its flight,
Damn'dtoa Icathfum-vae, andan Eternal Night.
The Soul, th’ Immortal part we boaft,
In one confuming Minute’s loft :
To its firft Source it muft repair,
Scatter with Winds, and flow with common Air,
Whillt the fall'n Body, by a fwift decay,
Refolves into its Native Clay:
For Duft and Athes are its fecond Birth,

And that incorporates too, with its great Parent

Earth.
4 (

Nor fhall our Names, or Memories fulrviﬁ.fe,
Alas, no part of Man can live!
The empty blafts of Fame fhall die,
And cven thofe Nothings tafte Mortality, '
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BT

g

In vain, to future Ages, We tranfmit
Heroick A&s, and Monuments of Wit:
In viin, we dear-bought Honours leave;
To make our Afhes gay, and furnifh out a Grave.
Ah Treacherous Irﬁmartality E
For thee, our ftock of Youth we walte;

And urge on Lile, that ebbs too falk ;

To purchafe thee with Blood, the Valiant fly,

And tofurvive in Fame,the Great and Glorious die.

Lavith of Life, they fquander this Eftate,
And for a ponr Reverfion wait:

Bankruptsand Mifers, to themfelves they grow;

Imbitter wretched Lile, with Toils and Woe,

. Tohoord up endlefs Fame,they know nct where, or
' (how.
7

Ah think,myFriends,iow (wift theMinu

The prefent Day intirely is our own,

tes hafte!

O s : Then
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Then feize the Bleffing e’re ’tis gone :
To Morrow, fatal found ! fince this may be our laft.

Why do we boaft of Years, and fum up Days!
"Tis all imaginary fpace:

To day, to day is our Inheritance,
"Tis all penurious Fate will give,
Pofterity’ll to Morrow live, Pl

Qur Sons crowd on behind, our Children drive us

With Garlands then your Temples Crown,

And lie on Beds of Roles down :

Beds of Rofes we'll prepare,
Rofes that our Emblems are.

‘A while they fourith on the Bough,

And drink Jarge draughtsof Heav’nly Dew.

Lilse us, they fmile, are young, and gay,

And like us too, are Tenants for a day, |

+ Since with Night’s biﬁﬁing breath,they vanifh fwift \

away, Zoitad ‘

6. Bring
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| 6. fi
Bring chearful Wine, and coftly Sweets prepare |

*T'is more than frenzy now to fpare:

Let cares and Erligels wait a wiile,
| Old Age affords a thinking Interval ;
Or if they mu‘ﬁ a lungcr hearing have,

Bid them attend below, adjourn into the Grave.

Then gay and fprightly Wine produce,
Wines that Wit and Mirth infufe:
That feed, like Oyl, th’expiring Flame,
Revive our drooping Souls, and prop this tottering
Frame.
That when the Grave our Bodies has engroft,
When Vertues fhall forgotten lie,
With all their boafted Piety,
Honours, and Titles, like our felves, be loft ;
Then our Recorded Vice fhall flourith on,

And our Immortal Riots be for ever.Known.
-3 This,
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This, this is what we ought to do,
The great Defign, the grand Affair below !
Since bounteous Nature’s plac'd our Stuard here,
Then Man his&;@durﬁ fhow’d maintain,
And 1n excefs of Pleafure Reign,

Keep up his Characer, and !..Oril of all appear.
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T O
& M. WA L L ER,
r _ UPON THE

Copy of V.f'.rfé.i made by bimfelf on the |
laft Copy-in bis Book.

I

WHen Shame, for all my foolifh Youth had

writ, 2
Advis'd, ’twaﬁtimetheRhyﬁlingTradetu quit, g
Time to grow wife, and be no more a2 Wit—
The Noble Fire, that animates thy Age,
Once more enflam’d me with Poetick Rage.

1.

Kings, Heroes, Nymphs, the Brave, the Fair, the

Young,
Have been the Theme of thy Immortal Song ;

O 4 J A
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A Nobler Argument, at laft, thy Mufe, i
Twathings Divine; Thee, and Her (lf, doeschufe. |
i
Age, whofe dull weight makes vulgar Spirits bend,
Gives Wings to thine, and bids j¢ upward tend.
No more confin’d, above the Starry Skies,
Out, from the Body’s broken Cage, it flies,

4.
But oh! vouchfafe, not wholly to retire,

To joyn with, and compleat th’ Etherial Quire
S

o —

till here remain! flill on the Threfbold frand ;
Still at this diftance view the promisd Land,

Tho' thou may’ft feem, fo Heav'nly is thy Senfe,

Not going thither, but new come from thence,

ELEGY :
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e

EdE G

Occafiond

By the Reading and Tranfcribing
Mr. Edmund sz[lsr’s Poem,
| ' OF
DIVINE LOVE,
Since his Death.
By Mr. 7. TALBOT.

Uch were the laft, the fweeteft Notes that hung
S Upon our dying Swan’s melodious Tongue :
Notes, whofe ftrong Charms the dulleft Ear might

move, |

And melt the hardeft Heart in flames of Love:

Notes
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Notes, whofe Seraphic Raptures fpeak a mind

From Human Thoughts, and Earthly Drofs refin’d ; '
So juft their Harmony, fo high their flight,

With Joy I read them, and with Wonder write.

Sure, happy Saint, this Noble Song was giv'n
To fit Thee for th’ approaching Joys of Heav'n :

Lﬂ_ve, wondrous Love, whofe Conqueft was thy
Theme,

Has taughe thy Soul the airy way to climb
Love [natch'd Thee, like Elijah to the Skie,

In Flames that not confume, but purifie :

There with thy Fellow- Angels mixt, and free
From the dull load of dim Mortality ;

Thou feel't new Joys,and feed'ft thy ravifh'q fight
With unexhaufted Beams of Love and Light:

Aad fure, bleft Spiri¢, to compleat thy Blifs,

in Heav’n thou fing’ft this Song, or one like This.

MOSCHTYS
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MO SC HUS:

‘ SEIDY L I
Done 1nto ENGLISH
BY

+ER Son not heard of, and by none defcry’d,
H In a fhrill voice thus penfive Venus cry'd,
He who can News of a ftray Cupid tel!-,
My Run-a-way, thall be rewarded well.
His Fee for the obliging News is this,
He may come hither, and demand a Kifs.
But if he can the Vagabond reftore;

He fhall have Kiffes, and have fomewhat more.

Amongft a Hundred you the Bey may know,

Large are his Tokens, gnd his Marks enow.

i |
]

Not
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Not white his body, but refembling Flame ;

His Eyes all cruel, ‘and his Heart the fame :

Soft are his words, where he defigns no Lgve,

Nor do his Heart and Tongue together move.

Sweet is his Voice as Honey when he’s pleas'd,

But when enrag’d, how hard to be appeasd!

He always lies: ’tis a pernicious Buy,

Fraud is his Sport, and Tyranny his Joy.

Bold are his Eyes, divinely curl'd his Hair;
Small are his Hands, but oh! they kill from far!
How great, how large is their extenfive Pow',
From which great Pluto’s felf is not fecure !
Clofe are his Thoughts and Soul, his Body bare -
Swift asa Bird, he ftrikes an amorous Pair,
Invades the inmoft Fortrefs of the Fair.
Small is his Bow,.nor are his Arrows great,

And yet ev'n Thefe have reach’d the Heav'nly Seat.

A




1
|

1 A G:}lden Quiver on his back he ties,
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Where his Artillery in dreadful order lies.

All cruel, all—butoh! the cruel Boy
Does with his Taper Phebus felf annoy; %
Torments ev’n me, his Mother, ruinsallmy Joy.
Charge him from me, if feen, with an arreft ;
Let pity bea Stranger to your breaft.

If you can feize him, lead the Captive' bound,
Let no compaflion for his tears be found.
Avoid his kifles, and his amorous wiles, b
There’s worfe than Poifon in his trﬁachémﬁs {miles.
Nay, fhou'd he offer you his arms, beware,

Of Arrows tipt with Fire have a care.

AGAINST
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AGAINST |
ENJOYMENT.
By Mr. TALDEN

E Love and Hate,as reftlefs Monarchs fighe,
Who boldly dare invade another’s Right:
Yet when thro’ all the dangerous toils they’ve run,
Ignobly quit, the Conquefts they have won ;
THofe charming hopes that made them valiant grow,

Pall'd with Enjoyment, makes them Cowards now,

Our Paffions only form our Happinefs,
Hopes flill enlarge, as Fears contrac® it lefs:
Hope with a gaudy Profpe@ feeds the Eye,
~ Sooths every fenfe, does with each wifh comply ;
But falfe Enjoyment, the kind Guide deftroys,

We lofe the Paffion in the treacherous Joys.

Like




of MISCELLANT POEMS. 105

i

| Like the gay Silk-worm, when it pleafes moft,

In that'ungrateﬁ:l Web it fpum, ’tis loft.

| Fruition only cloys the Appetite,

More does the Conqueft, than the prize delight:

" One Vitory gain'd, another fills the mind,

' Our reftlefs Withes cannot be confin'd.

1 Like boifterous waves,no fettl’d bounds they know;,

Fix at no poiat, but always ebb or flow.

Who moft expes, enjoys the pleafure moft,
Tis raisd by Withes, by Fruition loft :
We're charm’d with diftanc views of happinefs,
But near approaches miake the profpect lefs.
Withes, like painted Landfcapes, beft delight,
Whilft diftance recommends them to the fight :
Plac'd afar off, they beautiful appear,

But fthow their courfe, and naufeous colowurs, near,
Thus
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Thus the fam’d Midas, when he found his Stores

|
Increafing ftill, and wou’d admit of more: |
With eager arms his fwelling bags he preft,
And expe@ation only made him bleft

""" But when a boundlefs Treafure he enjoy’d, :
And every wifh was with fruition cloy’d:

Then damn’d to heaps, and [urfeited with Oar,

He curft that Gold, he doated on before.
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PRI AM:s

Lamentation and. Petition

i s _

e ool Ll B,

| ~ For the Body of his Son

o EC T0 R
Tranflated from the Greek of |

Homer, "inds. o.

By Mr. CONGREVE.

Beginning at this Line,

Qs deg Quimess drifin Tess paxesy OAupaor
‘Eppeias: ;

—

ARGUMENT Introdutory to this Tranflation.

Hc&or's Body, (aftrer he was flain) remain'd flillin
the Poffefion of Achilles; for which, Priam made
great Lamentation. Jupiter bad pity on him, and

P fent
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= E

fent Yeis to comfort and direlt bim, after what

wner be fbould go to Achilles’s Tent, and how be

here ranfom the Body f;rf bis Son.  Priam

sly orders his Chariot to be got ready,

' r Jid rich Pr r.fﬁf‘}f! 5 ﬁ;r ﬁt’hll“tis, ﬁ‘.‘f ) ﬁl'.l"-

the Grecian Camp, accompanyd by no

his Herald 1deus. Mercury, at Jupi-

smmand, meets pim by the way, in the Fi-

e of a young Grecian, and, after bemoaning his

Jisfortanes, undertakes to drive bis Chariot, unob-

(erved, throagh the Guards, and to the door of A=

chilles’s Tent : which having perform' d,- be difeo-

ver'd bimfelf a God, and giving bim a_ fbort In-

flrultion, bow to move Achilles fo Compalfion, flew
up to Heaven, '

(O {pake the God and Heav’'nward took hisflight :
49
i3 When Priam from his Chariot did alight ;

"Leavin ;-;' Idzus there, alone he went
With Solemn pace; inta Achilles Tent.
Heedléfs, he pafs'd through various Rooms of State,
Until approaching where the Hero f:atc;

There at a Feaft, the good old Priam found

Fove's belt belovd, with all his Chiefs around :

Two
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Two only were t attend his Perfon plac’d,

Automedon and Alcymus ; the reft’

And at Achilles Feet his Aged Bodylaid,

_ Then, caught his Hands,
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At greater diftance, greater State exprefs d.
. Priam, unfeen by thefe, his entrance made,

About his Knees, his trembliog Arms he fhrew;
ﬂn{i clasp'd ’em hard, as, they together grew ;
and prefsd, and kifsd
’em clofe;
Thofe Hands, th’inhumane Authors of his Wnes
Thofe Hands, whofe unrelenting Force had coft
Much of his blood, (for many Sons he loft)
Now bath’d in tears,-he to his Cheeks did lay,

As if he meant to wath their Guilt away.

But, as a Wretch who has 2 Murder doné; °

And fceking Refuge, does from Juftice run ;
P s Entring
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Entring fome Houfe,in hafte,where he"s unknown,
Il Creates amazement in the lookers on:

il Sodid Achilles gaze, furprizd to fee

The Godlike Priam's Royal Mifery ;

All on each other gaz'd, all in fufprize

And mute, yet feem'd to queftion with their Eyes.
Till he at length the Solemn filence broke ;

And thus the venerable Suppliant fpoke.

Divine Achilles, at your Feet behold
A proftrate King, in wretchednefs grown old :
Think on your Father, and then, look on me,
His hoary d4ge and helplefs perfon fee ;
So furrow’d are his Cheeks,’ fo white his Hairs,
Such, and fo many his declining Years;
Cowd you imagine (but that cannot be)
Cou'd you imagine fuch, his Mifery!
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" Vet it may come, when, he fhall be oppre(s'd,

His much-lov’d Scn; wou'd that were granted me!
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And Neighb'ring Princes lay his Country wafte ;
Nay, at this time perhaps fome pow’rful Foe,
Who will no Mercy, no Compafiion {how
Ent’ring his Palace, fees him feebly fly, -

And feek Protetion, where no help is nigh.

In vain, he may your fatal abfence mourn,

And with in vain for your delay’d return;

Yet, that he hears you live, fome comfort gives,
And while he hopes (tho’vainly) he believes:

It glads h.fls Soul to think, he once may [ee

But I, moft wretched I! of all bereft!

Of all my Royal Sons, how few are feft!

Yet fifty goodly Youths I had to boaft,

When firfts the Greeks invaded Zlion’s Coaft :
Nineteen, the joyful Iffue of one téeming Womb,

Are now, alas! a mournfal Tribute to one Tomb ;
P3 - Merci
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il Mercilefs War, this devaftation wrought,

i :" : . And their ftrong Nerves to Diflolution brought.

§ - Still Sne was lefi, in whom was all my hope,

.: My Age’s comfort, and his Country’s prop ;

| Heltor, my Darling, and my /af# Defence, .
Whofe life alone, their deaths cou'd recompence :
Ahd, to compleat my ftore of countlefs Woe,

Him you have flain—of him bereav’d me too!

For his fake only, hither am I come;
Rich Gift; I bring, and Wealth, an endlefs Sum;

All to redeem that fatal Prize you won,

' A worthlefs Ranfom for fo brave a Son.

Fear the jult Gods, Achilles; and on me

With pity look, think you your Father. fee;

Such
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' Such as T am, he s, alone in this,
I can no.equal have in Miferies ;
. Of all Mankind, moft wretched and forlorn,

Bow'd with fuch weight. as never has been born
t : 5

Reduc’d to kneel and pray to you, from whom

The Spring.and Source of all my Sorrows come;

Wich Gifts, to court mine and my Country s Ban?,

And kifs thofe hands,which have my Children flaig.

He fpake.——

Now, fadnefs ore Achilles face appears, N
And viewing Priam, for his Father fears ; g
*  That, and Compaffion melt him into Tears.

" Then, gently with his hand he put away

O\d Prian'’s Face, but he, flill proftrate lay,

And there with tears, and fighs, afrefh did moan

| Th’ antimely death, of his beloved Son.

Pgqg
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But Paffion diff 'rent ways, Achilles turns,

_—— T L ) T

N{)W he Patroclus, now, his Father mourns:

| Thus both with Lamentations fill'd the place, -
i

Till Sorrow feem’d to wear one common face.

e u— —— e — - o =i =
e i ey, T =iy, s
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k THE .
| LAMENTATIONS
I 'Hﬁfmﬁa, Antdromache, and Helen,

Over the Dead Body of

HEC T O R
Tranflated from the Greek of

Homer. *1ndd. o.

By Mr. CONGREV E.

Beginning at this Line,

Hos 3 neongmer 2Gs wid\vetlo mRomy T okev.

Connexion of ‘this with the former Tranflation.

Priam, at Jaft, moves Achilles #0 C amp#ﬁaﬁ,' and af-
ter having made bim Prefents of great value, o0b-
tains the Body of bis Son. - Mercury awakens Pri-

am early in the Morning, and advifes bim to hafle
: away
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away with “the Body, left Agamemnon. fould be

informed of bis being in the Camp : He himfelf

helps to harnefs the Males and Horfes, and con-

1R veys him fafely, and withont noife, Chariot and all,

WME| - from among the Greciari Tents ; then flics up to

| | Heaven, leaving Priam and Tdxus zo .travel on
with the Body toward Troy.

Gilding the Face of Univerfal Day ;
When mourning Priam to the Town return'd ;
Slowly his Chariot mov’d, as that had mourn'd ;
Thc_Mulcs,. beneath the manglgd Body go,
As beariog (now) unufual weight of Woe,
To Pergamus high top, Caffandra flies,
Thence, fhe afar, the fad Proceffion fpies:
Her Fatl'lrsr and Zdzus firft appear,
Then Hellor's Corps extended on a Bier ;
At which, her boundlefs grief, loud Cries began,

And, thus lamenting, thro the Streets fhe ran :

Hither,

i;.' NOW, did the Saffron Morn her beams difplay, .

—




of MISCELLANT POEMS.

B

P ——

| Hitheér, ye wretched Trojans, bither all!
- Behold the Godlike He&or’s Funeral !

If ere you went with Joy, to [ee bim come
Adori'd with Congueft and with Lawrels home,
Affemble now, bi:r Ranfoms d Body fee,

What once was all your Foy, now, alt your Mifery !

She fpake,and ftreight the num’rous Crow’d obey’d,
Nor Man, nor Woman, in the City ftaid;;
Common confent of Grief had made ‘em one,

With clam’rous moan to Sceas Gate they rum,
There, the lov'd Body of their Hedlor meet,
Which they,with loud and frefh lamentings, greet.
His Rcv’r:-nd‘Muthcr, and his Tender Wife,
Equal in Love, 1n Grief had equal ftrife :

In Sorrow, they no Moderation koew,

But wildly wailingi, to the Chariot flew ;
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There,{trove the rowling Wheels to hold,while each

Attempted firft his breathlefs Corps to reach ;

Aloud they beat their Breaffs, and tore their Hair,

Rending around with fhricks the fuff ring air.

Now had the throng of People ftop'd the way,
Who wou'd have there lamented all the day,

But Priam from his Chariot rofe, and fpake,
Trojans enongh; Truce with your Sorrows make s
Grve way tome, and yield the Chariot n;am,

Firf? let me bear my He&or's Body bome,
Then mourn your fill. At this the Crowd gave way,
Opening a Pafs, like Waves of a divided Sea.

Ideus to the Palace drove, then hid,

With care, the Body on a Sumptuous Bed,

And round about were skilful Singers plac’d,
Who wept, and figh'd, and in fad notes exprefs'd
Their
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l Their Moan; All, ina Chorus did agree
Of Univerfal, Mournful Harmony.

'\ Andromache alone, no Notes coud find;
No Mufick wild enough for ber diftracted Mind ;
‘ Her Grief, long {mother’d, now from filence broke;

" And thus (clofe'preffing his pale Cheeks) the fpoke:

Andromache’s Lamentation.

ﬂ O my loft Husband! let me ever mourn
Thy early Fate, and too untimely Urn:
In the full Pride of Youth thy Glories fade,

And thou in athes muft with them be laid.

|  Why is my Heart thus miferably torn /
. Why am I thus diftrefs'd! why thus forlorn!
Am I that wretched thing, a Widow left?

Why do I live, who am of Life bereft!
‘ ' Yet

L]
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Yet I were bleft, were I alone undone ;

l

Alas, my Child! where can an Infant run?

Unhappy Orphan/sthou in Woes art nurft;

| Why were you born >—I am with bleffings curft }
For long €'re thou fhalt be to Manhood grown,
Wide Defolation will lay wafte this Town:
Who is there now, that can Protetion give,
Since He,who waﬁ her ftrength,no more doth live 2
Who, of her Rev’rend Matrons, will have care?
Who, fave her Children from the Rage of War 2
For He to a!{’ Father and Husband was,

And all are Orphans now, and Widaps by his lofs,
Soon will the Grecians, now, infulting come
And bear us Captives to their diftant hut;le;

I, with my Child, muft the fame Fortune. fhare,
And all alike, be Pris'ners of the War ; '
‘Mongft bafe-born Wretches,he,his. Lot muft have,

And be to fome inhuman Lord, a Slave, ;
) Elfe |
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Elfe fome avenging Greef, with Fury fill'd,
Jr for 2n only Son, or Father kill'd

|| By Heftor's hand, on him will vent bis Rage,
And, with bis Blood, his thirfty grief affwage ;

g—

* For many fell by his relentlefs hand, .

e ———

Biting that ground, which, with thcu‘ Blood was
' (ftain’d.

A Fierce was thy Father (O my Child) in War,
| And never did his Foe in Batzel fpare;
Thence come thefe fuff rings, which, fo much have

ft
Much woe to all, butfure, tomethe moft. (co

I faw him not, when in the pangs of Death,

Nor did my Lips receive his lateft breath ;

. Why held he not to me his dying hand?

if = And why receiv'’d-not I his laft Command ?

|  Something he wow'd have faid, had I been there,
h Which I fhou'd fill in fad rcmeﬁlbrance bear ;

| For
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For I cou'd never, never words forget
3

Which, Nightand Day, I wou'd with Tcsirsrepeat.’

She fpake, and wept afreth, when all around,

A gen'ral Sigh, " diffus’'d 2 mournful found.

Then, Heeuba, who long had been oppreft
With boiling Paffionis, in her 4ged Breaf,
Mingling her words with fighs and tears, begun
A Lamentation for her Darling Sop.

Hecuba’s Lamentation.

Heltor, my Joy, and to my Soul more dear
Than all my other num’rous Iffue were ;

O my laft Comfort, and my beft belov'd !
Thou, at whofe fall, ev'n Jave himfelf was mov’d

And fent a God his dread Commands to bear, _
So far thou wert High Heav'n’s peculiar care/
From i

' .
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_ Fro;n fierce Achilles Chains thy Corps was freed
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So kind a Fate was for none elfe decreed :
For all my other Sons, ta’ne by his hands,
Were {old like Slaves, and fhipt to Foreign Lands.
Thou too wert feritenc’d by his barb’rous Doomn,
;And dragg’d when dead, about Parroclus Tomb,
His lov’d Patroclus whom thy hands had flain: |
And yet that Cruelty was us'd ia vain, %
Since all cow’d not reftore his life’ again.
Now frefh and glowing, even in death thou art,
And fair as he who fell by Phebus Dart.

Here weeping Hecuba her Paffion ftay’d,
And Univerfal moan, again was made ;
When Efelen’s Lamentation, hers fupply’d,
And thus; aloud, that fatal Beauy cry’d.

Helen’s Lamentation.

O Efedor, thou wert rooted in my Hearr,

No-Brother there had half fo large a part:
| Q. . Searce
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. Scarce my own Lord, to whom [uch love I bnre,

That I forfook my Home ; fcarce he had more /

O would T ne’re had feen that fatal day,

Would I had perifh'd, when I came away.
Now, twenty Years are paft, fince that fad hour,
When firft I landed on this ruin’d Shoar.

“or Ruin (fare) and I, together came !

“ct all this time, from thee I ne’re had blame,
‘ot one ungentle word, or look of Scorn,
Which I too often have from others born ;
When you from their Reproach have fet me free,
And kindly have reprov'd their Crueley:

If by my Sifters, or the Queen revil’d,

(For the good King, like you, wascver mild)
Your kindnefs ill, has all my gief beguil'd,

Ever in tears let me your lofs bemoan,

Who had no Friend alive, but you alone :

All




" When Priam(who had heard the mourning Crowd)

- And fell down Trees to build a Fun'ral Pile;

~ And nine days fpace was in that labour fpent:
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All will_reproach me now, where e’re I pafs,
And fly with Horrour from my hated Face.
This faid ; fhe wept, and the vaft throng was mov'd,

And with a gen’ral Sigh her Grief approv'd:
Rofe from his Seat, and thus he fpake aloud.
Ceafe your Lamentings, Trojans, for a while,

Fear not an Ambufb by the Grecians laid,

For with Achilles, rwelve days Truce I made,

He fpake, and all obey’d as with one mind,
Chariots were brought,and Mulesand Oxen joyn'd;

Forth from the City all the People went,

The tenth, a moft ftupendious Pile they made,

And .on the top the Manly Hedor laid,
| Q2 . Then
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Then gave it fire, while all, with weeping eyes
Beheld the rowling Flames and Smoak arife.

All night they wept, and all the night it burn’d,
But when the Rofie Morn with day return’d,
About the Pile the thronging People came,

And with black Wine quencht the remaining Flame.

His Brothers then, and Friendsfearch’d evry where,

And gath’ring up his Snowy Bones with care,
Wept o're ‘em ; when an Urn of Gold was brought,
Wrapt in foft purple Palls, and richly wrought,
In which the Sacred 4/bes were interd ;
Then o're his Grave a Monument they rear’d.
Mean time, firong Guards were placd, and careful
To watch the Grecians,and prevent furprize. (deres,
The Work once ended, all the vaft refort
Of mourping People, went to Priam’s Court ;
There, they refrefhd their weary Limbs with reft,
Ending the Fun'ral with a Solemn Feaft.

: PAR 4-
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PARAPHRASE

UPON

Hyrace. Ode. 19. Lib. L
By Mr.CONGEEVﬁ
Mater [eva. Cupidinum, &c.

I
He Tyrant Queen of foft defires,
With the refiftlefs aid of fprightly Wine
And wanton Eafe, confpires
To make my Heart its peace refign,
And re-admit Loves long rejeCted Fires.
For beauteous Glycera, 1 burn,

TheFlamesfo long repell'd with double force return:
Endlefs her Charmsappear,and fhine more bright
Than .p'ﬁlifh,d Marble when refleting light;
With winning coynefs, {he my Soul difarms,

And when her looks are coldeft, moft fhe warms:

Q. 3 Her
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kier Tace daris {orch a thoufand Rays,
Whofe Luftre, an unwary fight betrays,

O My Eye-balls fwim,and I grow giddy while I gaze.

2

She comes! fhe comes! fhe rufhes in my Veins!
At once all Perus enters and at large fhe reigns /g
Cyprus, no more with her abode i¥' bleft,
Tam her Palace, and her Throne my Breaf.
Of Savage Scythian Arms, no more I write,
Or Parthian Archers, who in flying fight

And make rough War their fport;

Such idle Themes, no more fhall move,
Nor any thing but what’s of high import :

And what's of high import, but Love3 .
Vervainand Gums, and the green Turf prepare ;
With Wine of two years old, your Cupsbefill'd :

After our Sacrifice and Pray’r,

The Goddefs may incline her Heart to yield.
HORACE.
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Horace Lib IL 0d 14.
Imitated by Mr. Congreve.

- Eheu Fugaces, Poftbume, Pofthume,
Labuntur Amni,” &c.

. I' .

H ! No, ’tis all in vain, believe me ’tis

A " >This Pjous Artifice.

Not all thefe Prayers and Alms, can Buy
l One Moment tow’rd Eternity.

Erernity! that boundlefs Race,

Which, Zime himfelf can never run:
(Swift, as he flies, withan unwearid pace,)

Which, when Ten Thoufand, Thoufand *
(are dons,

Is ftill the fame, and ftill to be begun.
Fix'd are thofe Limits, which preferibe

A fhort Extent to the moit fafting Creath,
Q.4 s And
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And though thou couldft for Sacrifice, lay down
Mi[liﬂnspf other Lives to fave thine 'own;'
"Twere fruitlefs all ; not all would bribe
One Supernumerary Gafp from Death.
IL |
In. vain’s thy Inexbaufted Store
Of Wealth, ia vain thy Pow'r,

Thy Honours, Titles; all muft fail,
Where Piety it felf does nought avail,
TheRich, the Grear, the Innocent and.Iuﬂ,

Muft all be huddl’d to the Gfave?

With the moft Vile and Ignominious Slave,

And undiftinguilh’d lie in Duft.

In vain, the Fearful, flies Alarms,

Ip vain, he is fecure, from wounds of Arms,

In vain, avoids the Faithlefs Seas,

And is confin’'d to Home and Eafe,

Bounding his Iiﬁowled_g, “to extend his Days. _




|
All our Evafions, and Regret to Die: ﬁ
i

~ From the Contagion of Mortality,

|

F T
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Tn vain, are all thofe Arzs wetry,

No Clime is pure, no Air is free:

And no-Retreat

Is fo Dbféure, as to be hid from Fate.
IL

Thou muft, alas! thou muft my Friend ;
(The very Hour thou now doft fpend
In ftudying to avoid, brings on thine end,)
Thou mufk forego the deareft Joys of Life;
I eave the warm Bofome of thy tender Wife,

And all the much lovd Offspring of her
(Womb,

“To moulder in the Cold Embraces of a Tomb.
All muft be lefe, and all be loft;

Thy Houfe, whofe {tately “Structure fo
(much coft,

Shali
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Shall not afford

Room for the ttinking Carkafs of its Lord.

Of all my pleafant Gardens, Grots, and
(Bowers,

Thy Coftly Fruits, thy far-fetch’d Plants and
(Flow'rs

Nought fhalt thou fave ;
‘Unlefs a fprig of Rofemary thou have,
To wither with thee in the Grave:
The reft fhall live and flourifh, to upbraid
Their Tranfitory Mafter Dead.

IV.

Then fhall thf long-expe&ing Heir,
A Joyful Mourning wear:
And Riot in the wafle of that Eftate
Which thou haft taken fo much pains to get.
All thy hid Stories he fhall unfold, ]
And fet at large thy Captiv'd Gold.
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| That precious Wine, condemn’d by thee ']
| 'To Vaults and Prifons, fhall again be free: ? |
F

Buricd alive, tho’ now it lies,

Again’t fhall rife,
Again its fparkling Surface fhow,
And free as Element, profulely flow.

| with fuch choice Food he fhall fet forth his
| (Feafls,

That Cardinals fhall wifh to be his Guefls;
1} And pamper'd Prelates fee

Themfelves out-done in Laxury.
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In imitation of HO R 4C E,
Ode IX. Lib. 1.

ByMr. CONGREVE.

e

Vides ut alta, &c.

&
BLefs me, ‘tiscold! how chill the 4ir!

How naked decs the World appear !
But fee (big with the Off-fpring of the North)
“The teeming Clouds bring forth.
A Show'r of foft and fleecy Rain,
Falls, to new-cloath the Earth again.
Behold the Mountain-Tops, around,
As if with Fur of Ermins crowa’d:

And lo! how by degrees
The univerfal Mantle hides the Trees,
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In hoary Flakes, which dnwnward fly,

As if it were the Autamn of the Sky,
Whofe Fall of Leaf would theirs fupply:

Trembling, the Groves fuftain the Weight,
| (and bow

Like aged Limbs, which feebly go

Beneath a venerable Head of Snow.. ..

aeh | B

| Difﬁnﬁﬁa Cold does the whole Earth'invade,
Like a Difeafe, through all its Veins tis fpread,
And each late liﬁng Stream, is num'd and dead.
Lets melt the frozen Hours, make warm the 4ir;
Let cheerful Fires So/’s feeble Beams repair ;

Fill the large Bowl with fparkling Wine;

- = & e MR =
e Bt e R I — " Bl e i : - = - =
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Let’s drink, till our own Faces thine,
Till we like Suns appear,

To light and warm the Hemifphere.

Wine can difpence to all both Lighs and Heat,
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They are wuh Wine incorporate :

LR That pow’rful Ju:ce, with which no Cold dares
: :;: { (mix, |
d L Which ftill is fluid, and no Froft can fix:
Let that but in abundance flow,
And let it ftormy and thunder, hail and fnow,
"Tis Heav'ns Concern; and let it be
The Care of Heaven ftill f'nr me :

Thefe Winds, which rend the Oaks and plough
(the Seas;

Great Fove can, if he pleafe,
With onc commanding Nod appeafe.

. 1L
Seek not to know to Morrows Doom ;

That is not ours, which is to come.

The prefent Moment’s all our Store :
The next, thow'd Heav'n allow,

1 Then this will be no more: i

So all our Life is but one inftant Now,
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Look on each Day you've paft

To be a mighty Treafure won :
And lay each Moment out in hafte;
We're fure to live too faft,
And cannot live too foon. il
Youth does a thoufand Pleafures bring, Il
Which from decrepit Age will fly;
Sweets that wanton i'th’ Bofome of the Spring,

In Winter’s cold Embraces dye.

IV.

" Now, Lwé, that everlafting Boy, invites
To revel while you may, in foft Delights:
Now, the kind Nymph yields all her Charms,

Nor yields in vain to youthful Arms.

Slowly fhe promifes at Night to meet,

But eagerly prevents the” Hour with fwifter
(keet.

To gloomy Groves and oblcure Shades {he flics,
There
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'I'here vails the bnght Confeffion nf her Eyes.

Unwillingly the ftays,
Would more uawillingly depart,
And in foft Sighs conveys
The Whifpers of her Heart.
Still fhe invites and ftill denies,
And vows the'll leave you if y'are rude;
Then from her Ravifher fhe flies, |
But flies to be purfu'd:
If from his Sight fhe does her felf convey,
With a feign’d Laugh fhe will her felf betray,

And cunningly inftru& him 1n the way.
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The Dutchefs,

On Her Return from

SCOTLAND

In the Ycar 1682.
By Mr. DRY D E N.

Hen Facious Rage to cruel Exile, drove
The Queen of Beauty, and the Court of
The Mufes droop’d,with their forfaken Arts, LLove;
And the fad Cupids broke their ufelefs Darts.

-Our fruitful Plains to Wilds and Defarts turn’d,

Like Edens Face when banifh’d Man it mourn’'d:
Love was no more when Loyalty was gone,
The great Supporter of his awful Throne,

Love cou'd no longer afier Beauty flay,

But wander'd Northward to the verge of day, %
A As if the Sun and He had loft their way.

' R
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But now th’ Illuftrious Nymph return’d again,

Brings every Grace Triumphant in her Train:

The wondring Nereids, tho’ they raisd no ftorm,
Foreflow'd her paffage to behold her form :
Some cry’d a Penus, fome a Thetis paft:

But this was not fo fair, nor that fo chaft.

Far from her fight flew Fa&ion, Strifeand Pride:

And Envy did but look on her, and dy’d.
What ¢’re we fuffer’d from our fullen Fate,
Her fight is purchas’'d at an eafie rate:

Three gloomy Years againft this day were fet
But this one mighty Sum has clear’d the Debt.
Like Jofeph’s Dream, but with a better doom;
The Famine paft, the Plenty ftill to come.
For Her the weeping Heav'ns become ferene,
For Her the Ground is clad in cheerful green:
For Her the Nightingales are taught to fing,
And Nature has for Her delay'd the Spring.

The




of MISCELLANT POEMS. 241

—

The Mufe refumes her long-forgotten Lays,

And Love, reftor’d, his Ancient Realm furveys; %

Recalls our Beauties, and revives our Plays.

His Waft Dominions peoples once again,

And from Her Prefence dates his fecond Rcign:
But awful Charms on-her fair Forehead fit,
Difpenfing what fhe never will admit.

Pleafing, yet cold, like Cyathias filver Beam,
The Peoples Wonder, and the Poet’s Theam.
‘Diftemper'd Zeal, Sedition, canker'd Hate,

No more fhall vex the Church, and tear the State ;
No more fhall Fa&ion civil Difcords move,

Or only Difcords of too tender Love :

Difcord like that of Mufick’s various parts,
Dicord that makes the harmony of Hearts,
Difcord that only this difpute thall bring,

Who beft fhall love the Duke, and ferve the King.
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S O N G

FOR
St. CECILIAs Day,1687.
_ Written by |
Jobn Dryden, Fq;
i / And Compos’d by

| Mr. Fobn Baptift  Draghe.

I.

Eﬁﬂm Harmony, from Heav’nly Harmony
This Univerfal Frame began.

When Nature underneath a heap
Of jarring Atoms lay,
And cou'd not heave her Head,

The tuneful Voice was heard from high, |

Arife
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Arife ye more than dead.

Then cold, and hot, and moift, and dry,

In order to their {tations leap,

T —

And Musicxk’s Powr obey.
From Harmony, from Heav'nly Harmeny
This Univerfal Frame began :
| From Harmony to Harmony
Through all the compafs of the Notes it ran,
The Diapafon clofing full in Man.
p I
. What Paffion cannot Mus1cxk raife and quell !
When Fubal ftruck the corded Shell,
| i His lift'ning Brethren ftood around

And wond'ring, on their Faces fell

| To worthip that Celeftial Sound.

Lefs than 2 God they thought there cou'd not dwell
Within thic hollow of that Shell

. . ey A T
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That fpoke fo fweetly and fo well.
What Paffion cannot Mus1cx raife and quell!
3.
The Trumrers loud Clangor
Excites us to Arms
With fhrill Notes of Anger
And mortal Alarms.
The double double double beat
Of the thundring Drus
Cries, heark the Foes come ;
Chare, Charge, ’tis too late to retreat. |
4
The foft complaining Frure
In dying Notes difcovers .
The Woes of hopelefs Lovers,

Whofe Dirge is whifper’d by the warbling Luxs.

5. Sharp
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Sharp Vidrins proclaim
Their jealous Pangs, and Defperation,

Fury, frantick Indignation,

Depth of Pains, and height of Paffion,
For the fair, difdainful Dame.
6.
But oh ! what Art can teach
What human Voice carn reach
The facred Oroaxs praife ?
Notes infpiriﬁg holy Love,
Notes that wing their Heav'nly ways
To mend the Choires above.

7,

" Orpheus cou'd lead the favage race;

And Trees unrooted left their place ;

Sequacious of the Lyre:

But bright CECILIA raisd the wonder high'r;

R 4

When
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e

-

When to her Orocan, vocal Breath was givn
An Angel heard, and (traight appear’d
Miftaking Earth for Heav'n.

Grand CHORUS,

- -
- A5 from the pow r of Sacred Lays

The Spheres began to move,

- And fung the great Creator’s praife

. To all the blefsd akove s
So when the laff and dreadful hour

This crambling Pageant fhall devour,
The Toume st fhall be beard on bigh,

The Dead fball live, the Liw-img die,
And Musicx fhall antune the Sky.
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T O
| Mr. D RYDEN.
| B Y

Mr. 70. ADDISON.

H HOW long, Great Poet, fhall thy Sacred Lays,

Provoke our Wonder, and tranfcend our
(Praife 2

Can neither Injurics of Time, or Age,

‘ Damp thy Poetick Heat, and quench thy Rage?
Not fo thy Ovid in his Exile wrote,

Grief chill'd his Breaff,and checkt his rifing Thought ;
Penfive and fad, his drooping Mufe betrays

' The Roman Genius in its laft Decays.

Prevailing Warmth has ftll thy Mind poflett,
And fecond Youth is kindled in thy Breaf?.

Thou
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Thou mak'ft the Beauties of the Romans kmwh,
And England boafts of Riches not her own ;
Thy Lines have heighten'd Zirgil’s Majetty,
And Horace wonders at himfelf in Thee.
Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our Ifle

In {moother Numbers, and a clearer Stile ;
And Fuvenal inftru@ed in thy Page,

Edges his Satire, and improves his Rage.
Fhy Copy cafts a fairer Light on all,

And ftill out-fhines the bright Qriginal.

Now Ouid boafts th’advantage of thy Seng,
And tells his Story in the Brittifb Tongue ;
Thy charming Verfe, and fair Tranflations fhow
How thy own Lawrel firft began to grow ;
How wild Lycaon chang'd by angry Gods,
And frighted at himl’elf, ran howling through the
| Woods,

O mayft
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O may’ft thou ftill the Noble Tale prolong,
Nor Age, nor Sicknefs interrupt thy Song :
Then may we wondring read how Human Limbs,
| Have waterd Kingdoms, and diffolv’d in Streams ;
Of thofe rich Fruits that on the Fertile Mould
Turn'd yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into Gold:
How fome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide
Have liv’d a fecond Life,and different Natures try'd.

Then will thy Ovid, thus transformd, reveal

A ‘Nobler Change than he himfelf can tell,

Mag. Coll. Oxon,
Fune 2. 1693
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g
Mr. DRY D EN

On His

TRANSLATION

PERSIUS.

Mr. B. HIGGO N S.

S Mariners at Sea, far off defcry
l ; Some unknown Land,and pafs regardlefsby,

Their Charts fome eminent Cape, or Mountain tell,
And all the reft but Blanks and Cyphers fill ;

So we at diftance gloomy Perfius view'd, »

But none approach’d, and his rough Tra&s purfud,

Till
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Till mighty Drydes venturd firft on Shoar,
‘ And the dark unknown Region did explore:

| Dreft by thy artful Hand, he does appear

Bright and perfpicuous, as he is fevere :

With this rich Prefent you oblige our Ifle,
‘| And in his Urn make Perfius Athes fmile;

By thee preferv’d from the ignoble Grave,

| Whofe Reputation will his Credit fave.

If with another’s Arms fo keen you fight,

How will your own well-pointed Satire bite 2

Our Vices, as old Rome’s, are not {o few,

‘And we do wait to be chaftis'd by you;
| To fee unchain’d thy Generous Mufe’s Rage,
At once t oblige, and lafh an Impious Age:

| What don’t the wondring World expec from thee?

Thou haft more caufe, a greater Perfius We-
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I ; Nor is thy Talent to our Art confin'd,
2l But Univerfal as thy boundlefs Mind :
Thy knowing Mufe all forts of Men does teach, |
Philofophers inftrus to live, Divines to preach,
Statef-men to govern, Generals to fight,

At once Mankind you profit and delight. ’
Virtue fn lovely dreft by thee, doth fhine,
So bright appears in each inftruing Line::

Vaft the Ideas which from thee we take, |

While the dull Pulpits no imprefiion make, !

:

I 5 But where to Love thy fofter thoughts unbend, ||

¢ % There all the Graces on thy Mufe attend. !
: - Thy charming Numbers do our Souls inthrall, |

; The Rigid melt, and we turn Loversall ;

, T;“ The Cupids dance in ev’ry Ladies eye,

Who reading Love as they were a&ing, die.
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T3

Sir GODFREY KNELLER,

| Drawing | |
| My Lady Hide's Picture.
| By Mr. B. HIGG O N.S. |

TI—IE Cyprian Queen drawn by Apelles’s hand,
Of perfet Beauty did the Pattern fland,
But then bright Nymphs fromev’ry part of Greece,

Did all contribute to adorn the Piece,

From each a feveral Charm the Painter took,

(For no one Mortal fo divine cou’d look)

But, happier Aneller, Fate prefents to you ,
In one that finifh'd Beauty, which he drew.

. But oh, take heed, for vaft is the defign,
And Madnefs were for any Hand but thine.
For mocking Thunder bold Sa/moneus dies, |

And ’tis as rafh to imitate her Eyes.
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SONG ona

LADY Indifposd.
By Mr. B. HIGGO NS.

FLAVIA’S Eyes, like Fires fuppreft,

More fiercely flame again,

Nor can her Beauty be decreaft,

Nor alter’d by her Pain;

Thofe various Charms which round her play,
And do her Face adorn, '
Still as they ripned fall away,

Frefh Beauties ftill are born :

So doth it with the Lovers fare,
Who do the Dame adore,
One fit of Love kill'd by Defpair,

Another rages more.
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gaC)" NG

TO A
Fair, Young LADY,
Going out of the TOWN

In the

SPRING

By M. DRIDEN.

I.

SK not the Caufe, why fullen Spring
A Sn long delays her Flow’rs to Bear;

= - e m— - =
- - : - CEE R S S opr————
— R in - E
F 1 e - —
e i bl S R — i e i = e —— = -
- — ] e i s i T - - - [ =

Why warbling Birds forget to fing,

And Winter Storms invert the Year

S Chloris
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Chloris is gone ; and Fate pmvid&s
| :'j || Tomake ic Spring, where fhe refides.
| H 2.
;.' " Chloris is gone, the Cruel Fair ;
1 She caft not back a pitying Eye:
But left her Lover in Defpair ;

To figh, to languifh, and to die: °

Ah, how can thofe fair Eyes endure

To give the Wounds they will ot cure !
. :
Great God of Love, why haft thou made
A Face that can-all Hearts command,
That all Religions can invade,
And change the Laws of evry Land ?
Where thou hadft plac'd fuch Pow'r before,

Thou fhowdit have made ber Mercy more.

4. When
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| 4
| When Chloris to the Temple comes,
Adoring Crowds before her fall ;

She can reftore the Dead from Tombs,
And ev'ry Life but mine recall.
|1 only am by Love defign'd
| Tobe the Vi&im fﬂﬂr Mankind,
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A SON G

My Ld. R.

WHile in Divine Pantbea’s Charming Eyes,
I view the naked Boy, that basking lies,
I grow 2 God ; fo bleft, fo bleft am I,

With Sacred Rapture, and Immortal Joy.

But abfent, if fhe thines no more,

, And hides the Suns that I adore ;

Straight, like a Wretch, defpairing I
Sigh, Languith in the Shade, and die,

Oh, I were loft in endlefs Night,
If her bright Prefence brought not Light!

Then I revive, bleft as before;
The Gods themfelves can be no more.




* For while on them 1 dare to gaze,
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A

g O'N. G

BY

..LM/V Ld R.

PITY, Fair Sapho, one that dies

A Vi&im to your beauteous Eyes:
Their dazling Glories fo amaze,

My Soul does melt with new Defire,

I rave, I burn with fecret Fire,

And, Blefiing the dear Caufe, expire,

S 3
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| [ A |
(e
iilli PAEAAN, or SONG |
i TRIUMPH
ON THE
Tranflation  and ~ Apotheofts

| King Charles the Second.

{ By my Ld R.

Er Mufe, to whom the Glory does belong,

§|r @ Tomake Great Men live in Immortal Song!

%,' In lofty Numbers, teach me how to fing, 1

é I To tune the Lyre, and firike the founding String:

'J- Good Kingsare number'd with Immortal Gods,

When hence trqnﬂatcd to the bleft Abodes ;

| For
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For Princes (truly Great) can never dye,
They only lay afide Mortality ;

So Charles the Gracious is not dead,

But to his Kindred Stars is fled ;

There happy, and Supreﬁely bleft,

With Mighty Fove, his Sire, does fealt.

See how with Majefty Divine,

And dazling Glory, his bright Temples fhine :
He now an equal God, by Gods is Crown’d,
While Golden Harps and Trumpets found, g
And to his Health the Necar- Bowl goes round :
Celeftial Concerts Jo-Paan fing,

And Heav'ns grand Chorus makes Olympus ring.
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OUT OF

o A AR R

DY

My Ld. R.

H E.

WHiEc I was Monarch of your Heart,

Crown'd with a Love, where none had

Each Mortal did with Envy die,
No God but wifh'd, that he were I.

S H E.
While you ador'd no Charms but mine,
And vow'd s:hat they did all out-fhine;
More Celebrated was my Name,
Than that of the bright Grecian Dame.

= F,

Chloe’s the Saint that I implore,
Chioe’s the Goddefs | adore ;

1 ]

_(P“”ft

For
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§
i

For whom to die the Gods I pray’d,
If Fates wou'd [pare the Charming Maid.
S H E.

m Amyntas is my Lover's Name,
For whom I burn with mutual Flame;

For whom I twice woud die with Joy,

If Fates wou'd fpare the Charming Boy.
H E.
If T once more thou'd wear your Chain,
And take my Lyﬁa back again;
If banith Chloe from my Bréaﬂ:,
That you may there for ever reft.
S H E.
Tho he is Ch;uming as 2 God,
| Serene and Gay, Divinely good, | «
You rough as Billows raging high,
With you I chufe to live, and die.
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TO A ‘
AR e
W H O

Raffling for the King of France’s Pilure,
Jlung the higheft Chances on the Dice.

BY
Mr. B. HIGGONS.

FOrtune exerts her utmoft pow’r for you,

Nor cou'd fhe more for her own Louss do;
She thought fome mighty Kingdom was the Stake,

And did this throw for the great Monarch make;

But as all Princes at far diftance woe,

Firft fend their Image where their Heart is due:
So now, thrice happy Nymph, wou'd you refort,
Where Fate invites you, to the Galick Court: =

That
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'I‘hat lucky Gemus which the Pl&ure gave,
Wou'd make the great Original ynur Slave ;
He, like the Piece, scan only be your Prize,
Who never yields, but to the brighteft Eyes.
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ON

My .Lady SANDWICHS |

Being ftay’d in

TOWN

BY T HE

Immodevate Rain.

BY
ywMr. B. HIGG O N §.

HE Charming Sandwich wou'd from Cities

.While at her Feet adoring Princes lie ; (@,

And all her Nobler Conquefts wou'd forego,

-

Lefs glorious Slaves, and Peafants to fubdue:

Thus Conqu’ring Monarchs who have Kingdoms . .
won

Andall cheir Neighl'ring States with Arms o’re-rum;

For- !
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For want of work, their Armies to imploy,
Remote and Salvage Provinces deftroy :

But Heav'n in pityl weeps, while we cnmi)!ain,
Or elfe our tears exhal'd, drop down in Rain.

The darkn’d Sun does fcarce through Clouds appear,
And Tempefts rage to keep our Wifhes here.

The Floods free paffage to her Scorn deny,

And Nature difobeys her Cruelty.

But cou'd the Waves rife equal to our Flame,

We'd drown the:World, to ftop the flying Dame.
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OV IDs Love-Elegies.

BOOK L' ELEG. VIL

To s Miftre(s whom be had

beaten.

By Hemj Crommwell, Efq5

COme, if y’are Friends, and let thefe hands be

bound, |

Which cou'd with impious Rage. a Miftrefs wound ;

What more did Ajax in his fury do2

When all the Sacred grazing Herd he flew ;

.Or *He who fpar'd not her who gave him breath ;
- So ill the Son reveng'd his Father’s death !

Then I had broke the moft Religious Ties

Both to my Parents, and the Deities:

s S

* Orefles.
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How charming then look’d the diforder'd Fair !

I tore (oh Heavens) her finely braided Hair;

So Atalanta in her Chalfe is drawn
Where the Arcadian Beafts her Empire own :
So Ariadne, left upon the Shore,

Does all alone her loft Eftate deplore, bnre%
Curfes the Winds and Seas which perjur'd Zhefews
Who would not then have rail'd and talk'd aloud 2
(Which to the helplefs Sex might be allow’d ;)
She ‘only did upbraid me with her Eye,

Whofe fpeaking Tears did want of words fupply, %
"T'was but too much (ye Gods) to make me df.e

O that fome merciful Superiour Pow’r

Had firuck me lame before that fatal hour,

And not have fuffer'd me to pierce my Heart

So deeply, in the beft and tend'reft part;

To make a Lady that Subjection own,

Which is not to the meaneft Remar known;
*Twas
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Twas Diomed, who fir{t & Goddefs ftrook,

I from his hand that curft Example took

But he was far lefs Criminal than I, .

I was a Lover; He an Enemy:

- March like a Conquerour in Triumph now, T

With Lawrel-wreaths encompafiing your brow, %
And render to the mighty Gods your Vow ;

So, as ynu\ pafs, th’attending gazing Crowd,

By their applaufe fhall fpeak your Courage loud;

Let your fad Captive in the Front appear .

With ftreaming Cheeks,and with difhevell'd Hair,z

Through all her Griefand Wounds moft ei‘.ninent-Si

ly fair. '

SuchLips were form’d for kinder woundsthanthefe,

Wounds made by Lovers furious Extafjes :

Though like a Torrent [ was hurried on,

A Slave to Paffion, which I cou’d not than;

I might
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I might have only piercd her tender Ear

With threatning Language, [uch as Virgins fear:
Fear having chilld the current of her blood,
Pale as a Parian Marble Statue ftood

The fenfelefs Frame=~—Then fthook her trembling

"Knees,

As when the Winds do whiftle throughthe Trees,g

Or foftly curl the furface of the Seas :
So flender Rufhes, eafily inclin'd
By every blaft, are ruffled by the Wind;
Tears, which fufpence did tor a while reftrain,
Gufh'd forth, and down her Cheeks the Deluge ran,
As when the Sun does by a pow’rful Beam
Diffolve the Froft, it runsintoa Strcam:
The lamentable Objeét ftruck me dead,
And tears of Blood to quench thofe tears T fhed
Thrice at her feet the proftrate Suppliant fell,
And thrice did the repulfe the Criminal:

T What
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What wou'd I not, your anger to abate,

Redeem your favour,——or remove your hate 2

To your revenge no means or method fpare ;
Revenge, alas! is eafie to the Fair :

But left fome eloquent remaining Sign

Shou'd ftill reproach me with fo black a Crime,
Let no diforder in your Face appear,

From your bright eyes let there not *fcapea tear, %
And once again compofe your fcatter'd hair.
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0 VIDs Love-Elegics.

Of Love and War.

By Henry Cromwell, Efquire.

TRu[’c me, my Atticus, inLove are Wars;
And Cupid has his Camp, aswellas Mars:

The Age that’s fic for War beft fuits with Love,
The old in both unferviceable prove, %
Infirm in War, and impotent in Love:

‘The Souldiers which a General does require

Are fuch as Ladies wou'd in Bed defire :

Who, but 2 Souldier and’a Lover, can

Bear the Night's cold in fhow’rs of Hail and Rain?
One in continual Watch his {tation keeps,

Or on the Earth in broken flumbers fleeps ; .
X % The
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The other takes his ftill repeated round
By’s Miftrefs’s Houfe—then lodges on the ground:

The Souldiers long and tedious Marches make:
The a&ive Lover, for his Miftrefs fake, _

Will any toils and dangers undergo ;

Not rugged Mountains, nor untrodden Snow,
Rivers by Floods in&reaﬂ, no raging Sea,

Nor adverfe Winds can ever make him ftay, g |
When Love commands, and Beauty leads the way.
Souldiers and Lovers, with a careful Eye,
Obferve the motions of the Enemy :

One to the Walls makes his approach in form,
Pufhes the Siege, and takes the Town by Storm ;
The other lays his clofe to Celia’s Fort,

Prefles his point, and gains the with'd-for Port :
As Souldiers, when the Foe fecurely lies
In Sleep and Wine dil’;ﬂ)lv’d, the Camp fu rprife

-

So
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So when the jealous to their reft remove,

And all is hufht, the others fteal to Love:

Uncertain is the State of Love and War,

The vanciuifh’d rally, and their lofs repair, %
Regain the ground, and rout the Conquerour.
You then, who think that Love’s an idle fit,
Know, that it is the exercife of Wit:

In flames of Love t'he fierce Achiiles burns,

And quitting Arms, abfent Brifeis mourns:
From the Embraces of Aundromacke

Went Hedor armi’d for War and Victory:

As Agamemnon faw Caffandra pafs

With Hair dithevell’d, and difar_der’d Drefs, °
H’ admir'd the Beauties of the Prophetefs: g
The God of War was‘caught in th’aé of Love;
A Story knowa to all the Court above:

Once did 1 pafs my hours in floth and eafe,

Cool Shades, and Bedsof Down cou'd only pleafe;
X3 When
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When a commanding Beauty raisd my mind,

I lefc all lictle erifling thoughts béhind, g
And to her Service all my Heart refign’d :

Since, like an acive Souldier, have I fpent

My time, in toils of War, in Beauties Tent; g
And for fo fweet a pay all dangers underwent

You fee, my Articus, by what I prove,

Who wou'd not live in Idlenefs,——muft love.
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0 V'1Ds Love-Elegics

BOOK L. ELEG. X.
To bis Mercenary Mifirefs.
By Henry Cromwell, Efquire.

S Heler, when to Troy the did efcape,
A And Greeks with Fire and Sword purfu’d the
As Leda,when the God his Love-trick play’d, (Rape;
Under the Figufe of a Swan, betray’d;
As Amymone, wandring ore the Plains,
That rural Fair, admir’d by all the Swains;
So fair was You, fo much in Love was I,

I ran to the extreams of Jealoufie,
Feard Eagles, Bulls, and every fhape that Fove
Had ere transform’d himfelf into, for Love:

Now free: from Love or Fears, my Mind's at cafe,

Nor does that Beasty any longer pleale:
T4 This
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This humour, you may fay, is wondrous ftrange,
And ask the reafon of this fudden change ;

Once, when your undefigning Heart was kind,
Fair was your Face, and perfet was your Mind ;

,':f .But now the {lighter Beauties of the Skin

Do yield to the prevailing Vice within : - ‘
Loveis a Child, who ufes no deceit,
Nor wears hie Cloaths to cover any cheat,

Acceps no bribes ;—why for a wretched Fee

Shou'd you then proftitute his Deity 2

Make Pewus to her Son ferve every day, :
And drudge 'th’ meanet Offices, for pay ? g
They're fofily bred,and wou'd not work,but play:

The Whore, to whom each Purchafer has right,

i Forces for gain decaying appetite,
Yet there’s a Bawd to whom the Spoils accrue s

§  She fain wou'd thun whart you by choice purfue:

B
Thefe
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Thele fordid ways the very Brates reprove,
Who by their praice teach you how to love;
The lufty Bull his Female does enjoy,

Nor can a bribe their mutual Loves deftroy:
Woman alone rejoyces in the Spoil,

And makes advantages of every {mile,

Rates at her pleafure the high-priz’d delight,
And Men muft purchafe every happy night;

Vet does fhe meet him with as much defire,

| And no lefs fierce and raging is the fire;

Since with an equal pace our paffions move,

| Why fhow’d one buy, and th’ other fell in Love 2
| Why, fince the pleafures mutual, fhou'd it be

| To you advantage, and a lofs to me?

The way is infamous a Witnefs takes,
Who of his Perjury a living makes;
So for the raifing of a low Eftate

Tofet your Body at & common rate!
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Can you to fuch mean ends as thefe employ

The gifts by Nature’s bounty you enjoy 2 -

Grant but the Blefling freely, and you may
An everlafting Obligation lay ;

But where’s the mighty favour,when we pay
Forbear, ye fair, to makea Trade of Love,
The Wealth that’s got fo ill can ne’re improve ;

Juftly the * Veftal by their 4rmour fell,

Who wou’d her Honour for their Bracelets fell :
The rich your Wifhes are oblig’d to meet,

And lay their frequent Prefents at your feet ;
Alcinous Orchards Fruit enough can fpare,

From the full Vines the Grapes in clufters tear,z

And eafe th’ o're-loaded boughs which numernusS
Apples bear : ﬂ

§

Let Faith and Love fupply my little Store,

The Will fhall ne’re be wanting to the Pow’r:

SertaRE

* Tarpeia,

chfe
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| Verfe is the greateft Tribute I can bring ;

i Your Charms I cou'd to future Ages fing ;

' Jewels and Gold will perifh,——but the Fame

' The Mufes give fhall ever be the fame:

| Youcheck my generous paffion when you crave,

| Not that P'm loth to part with what I have, %
Had you not ask'd me, I had frecly gave.
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-

OVIDs Love-Elegies.

"BOOK I'"ELEC XV

Of the Immortality of the Mufes. |,
Inferib’d to | ‘

Mr. D RY D EN

By Henry Cromwell, Efquire,

HHY well-known malice, fretful Envy, ceafe,

-
2 Nor tax the Mufe and me

With 2 weak Genius, and inglorious eafe ; -
What——I fhou'd then, whilft Yourh does vigour yield,
Purfue the dufty Glories of the Field

- Our Father’s praife ! or bend my utmoft care
T'o the dull noife of the litigious Bar ;
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No! thefe muft die :—but the moft noble Prize,

"That which alone can Man immortalize,
Muft from the Mufes Harmony arife:
Eomer fhall live, whillt Zenedos fhall {tand,

Or Idd’s top furvey the Neighbring Strand,
Whilft Simois Streams along the Vallies glide,
And in the Sea difcharge their rapid tide :——a
Hefiod fhall live, tiil Corn is not in ufe,

Till the plump Grape denies its wealthy juice :=—
The World Callimachus fhall ever prize,

For what his Fancy wants, his Art fupplies =
The Tragedies of Mighty Sophocles

Shall in w0 Age their juft applaufes mifs :—

So well Aratus of the Planets wrote,

That Sun and Moon muft fail when he’s forgot 1
When crafty Davas a hard Father cheats

To ferve the Son,—when eafie Cully treats
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The jilting Whore and Bawd, the figures thew,
The Comick from Menander’s Model drew :——
Ennius, whofe Mufe by Nature was defign'd
Compleat,had 4r# with bounteous Nature joyn'd;—=
* And Tragick Accius, of Style fublime,

And weigﬁt}’ words,thall ftand the fhock of time :—
'Whilft Fafon's Golden Fleece fhall have a2 Name,
Who fhall a Stranger be to Parro’s Fame 2
Lucretius Nature’s Caufes did rehearfe

In fuch a lofty and commanding Verfe,
As fhall remaiﬁ till that one fatal day,
Which muft the World it felf in ruines lay:
Virgil, thy Works Divine fhall Patterns ftand

For each fucceeding Age’s copying Hand, 2
Whillt Rome fhall all its conquerd World com-S
. |

mand:

Whillt Cap:id fhall be arm’d with Bow and Dart,
And flaming Shafts {hall-pierce the Lovers Heart 4

=1

Shall * .

T e =

T
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Shall we, O fweet 77bullus, love each line
That comes from that foft moving Pen of thine : —
Both Eaft and Weft refound with Gal/us Fame,

| Statues and Tombs with Age confume and die;

*Tis Verfe alone has Immortality :

| To Verfe muft yield the greateft a&s of Kings;

Riches and Empire are but empty things,
Without the lafting Fame a Poet Drings:

Let vulgar Spirits trivial Ble(fings chufe;

| May thy Caftalian Spring infpire my Mule,

O God of Wit! and Myrtles wreath my hair ;
Then the too fearful Lover may repair

To what I write, to free his Breaft from care:
As living worth Detraction flill attends,
Which after deéth a jufter Fame defends;

So I fhall my laft Funeral flame furvive,

And in my better part for ever live.

Lo e — —— e
e e St

- - - =
- e e = L
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OVIDs Love—EIégies. ;

BO ORI ELE GE

To bis Miftrefs at the
Horfe-Race.

By Henry Cremwell, Efquire.

NOT in the Circus do'1 fit to view
The running Horfes, buttogaze on you;

Near you I chufe an advantageous place,

And whilft your eyes are fixt upon the Race,
Mine are on you—Thus do we feaft our fight, .
Each alike pleas’d with Objects of delight ;

In fofteft whifpers I my Paffion move,

You of the Rider talk, but I of Love,

When, to pleafe you, I ftreight my Subje quit,
And change my Withes to your Favourite ;

Oh
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Oh might I ride, and be fo much your care,
I’d ftart with courage from the Barrier,
And with a fwift fhort compafs brufh the Goal ——
Unlefs the fight of you my courfe reftrains,
And makes my hands forgo the loofned Reins;
As Pelops gaz'd on Hippodamid's face, |
Till he had almoft ot th’ important Race ;
Yet he his Miftrefs by her Favour won;
So may our Prize aflilt us when we run.
(move ;
What mean thefe ftarts > youmuft not, can’t re-
This kind aufpicious place was fram'd for Love.
I fear you're crowded, Gentlemen, forbear,
Pray let your Arms and Knees the Lady fpare ;
Madam,your Gown hangs down—nay,pray let me-—
Oh Heavens ! what fine, what curious Legs [ {ce!
Sure, who Diana in a Forreft drew;
Coppi'd in this, the gracefull'ft part from you ;
3 Such
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Such Atalant difcovering as fhe ran,

What rapt'rous Withes feiz’d Minalion.

I burn’d and rag’d before—what then are thefe,

s  But Flames on Flames, and Waters to the Seas

By thefe a thoufand other Charms are gueft,

Which are fo advantageoufly fuppreft.
* Oh for fome air! this fcorchipg heat remove,
Your Fan wou'd do’t—but ’tis the heatof Love.

But now the Pomp appears, the Sacred thl:nng, |
Command applaufes from the Heart and Tongue;
Firlt ViGory with expanded Wings does move,
Be near (O Goddefs!) to affift my Love;

To Mars ler Warriours Acclamations raife,

TheMerchants Tongues refound with Neptune'sPraife ;
‘Whilft I, whom neither Seas nor Arms invite, | Fl

In Love alone, 'the fruit of Peace delight ;
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To their Apollo let the Prophets pray,

And Hunters to Diana Homage pay,

I.ec the Mechanicks to Minerva VOWs
Rufticks to Ceres and to Bacchus bow ;
Whilt T devote my felf to thee alone,

Kind Penas, and the powerful God thy Son;
O be propitious to my Enterprife,

Inform with all thy foftnefs thefe fair Eyes,

And to Love’s Caufe her gentle Breaft incline;

She grants, and has confirm’d it with a Siga;

Do you affure it too, you who're to me ;
(With Venus feave) the mightier Deity.
B}% all thefe Heav'nly Witnefles, to you

will I be ever faithful, ever truc.

Now in the ope

The Praetor gives the fignal, now they run;
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[ fee which way your Wifhes are inclin’d,

To him a certain Conqueft 1s defign’d,

For ev’'n the Horfes feem to know your mind.

He takes too large a compafs

to come in,

And lets his Adverfary get between ;

Recall him, Romans, for a fecond heat,

And clear the Courfe,—-—it

Now fee your ground you better do Mmaintain,

This'Lady’s Favour and your Fame regain;

The Prize s his,— 4s yours fuccefsful prove,

So let my Withes, which are all for Love;

I'm yet to conquer, and your Heart's the Prize ;

Some
And fmil’d d;

The reft 1'j1

cthing the promis’d with her {parkling Eyes,

Enough, did I tranfported cry,

leave to Opporty nity.
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0 V' I D's . Love-Elegies.

BOOK . ELEG. IL
Of bis Perjurd Mifbre[s.
By Henry Cromwell, Efquire,

* Cfm there be Gods :—has fhe not falfly fwore 2
Vet is the Beanty that fhe was before!

The curious Treffes of her dangling Hair,

As long and graceful ftill as ere they were;

That fame inimitable White and Red,

Which o're her Face was fo diftin&ly fpread,

The Rofes and the Lillies keep their place,

And every Feature flill as juftly grace,

Her fparkling Eyes cheir Luftre ftill retain,

That form, that perfect fhape does ftill remain,%
As if fhe ne’'re had fin'd:—And Heav’n,(tis plain)

5,

U Suff’ring
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Suff’ring the fairer Sex to break their Vows,

To the Superiour Power of Beauty bows.

T'inforce my credit to her Perjuries,

Oft wou'd the fwear by thofe perfuafive Eyes;
As if that Charm had been too weak to move,
Sh'as added mine ;—tell me, ye Powers above,
Why all this pain > why are thefe guiltlefs Eyes,
For her Offence th’ attoening Sacrefice?

Wast not enough Andromeda has dy’d,

An Expiation for her Mother’s pride

Is't not enough that unconcern’d you fee,
(Vain Witnefes for Truth, for Faith, for me,) g
Such an affront put on Divinity 2

Yet no Revenge the daring Crime purfue,

But the deceiv’d muft be her Vi&im too.
Either the Gods are cmpty Notions, crept

Into the minds of Dreamers as they flept,
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In vain are feard, are but the tricks of Law,

| To keep the foolith cred’lous World in awe ;
Or, if there be a God, he loves the Fair,

| And all things at their fole difpofal are.
For us are all the Inftruments of War
Defign’d, the Sword of Mars, and Pallzs Spear,
’Gainft us alone Apolle’s Bows are bti:nt,
And at our Heads Jove’s brandifh'd Thuader fent;
Vet of the Ladies, oh ! how fond ave they!
Dare not the Injuries, they receive, repay,
But thofe, who ought to fear ‘'em, they obey.
Jove to his Votaries is moftfevers, |
Temples nor Altars does his Lightning fpare,
Obliging Semele in Flames expires,
But thofe who merit, can efcape the Fires;

Is this the juftice of your Powers Divine 2

Who then will offer Incenfe at a Shrine 2

U 4
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Why do we thus reproach the Deitjes:

"ave they not Hearts 2—~and furely they have Eyes,
IVay had I been a God, I had believ'd

The lovely Criminals, and been deceiv’d,

T ey T W R S -
— ——a —

Had wav'd the Judgments to their Perj'ries due,

I

And fworn my felf that all they fpoke was trye;
Since then the Gods fuch ample Gifts beftow,

As make you abfolute o’re Men below ;

Pray let me find fome Mercy in your Reign;

e — —
3 - e e ——
e e
= =

Or fpareat leaft your Lover’s Eyes from pain.
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O T H B

 Lady CASTLEMAIN,

UPON
Her incouraging his firft Play.

BY

Mr. DRTDE N

S Seamen, Shipwrack’d on fome happy Shore,
/ i Difcover Wealth in Lands unknown before ;

And, what their 4r¢ had labour'd long in vain,

By their Misfortunes happily obtain 3
So my much envy’d Mufe, by ftorms long mﬁ
Is thrown upon your hofpitable Coatt,

And finds more favour by her ill fuccefs,

Than fhe cou’d hope for by her Happinefs.
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Once Cato’s Vertue did the Gods oppofe ; :5
_ While they the Victor, He the Vanquifh'd chofe: !
But you bave done what Cato cou’d not do, T
To chufe the Vanquifl'd, and reftore him too, T
Let others ftill Triumph, and gain their Caufe |
By their Deferts, or by the World's Applaufe ; :
Let Merit Crowns, and Juftice Lawrels give, 5
Bue let me happy by your Pity live. “
True Poets empty Fame, and Praie defpife, |
Fame is the Trumpet, but your Smile the Prize: !
You fit above, and fee vain Men below 1
Contend, for. what you only can beftow : i

But thofe great acions, others do by chance, |

Are, like your Beauty, your Iuberitance:
So great a Soul, fuch fweetnels join'd in one, |
Coud only fpring from Noble Grandifon:

You, like the Stars, not by Refle@ion bright,
Are bora to your own Heav’n, and your own light ;

Like
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Like them are good, but from a Nodler Caufe,
From your own Knowledge,net from Nature's Laws,
Your Pow’r you never ufe, but for Defence,
To guard your own, of others Innocence :
Your Foesare fuch, as they, not you, have made,
And Vertue may repel, tho' not invade.
| Such Courage did the Aneient Heroes thow,
Who, when they might prevent, woud wait the .
With fuch affurance as they meant to fay, i
We will o’recome, but fcorn the fafeft way.
What further fear of danger can there be,
Beauty, which captives all things, fets me free ?
Pofterity wil! judge by my fuccefs,
I had the Grecian Poct’s happinefs,
Who, waving Plots, found out a better way,
Some God defcended, and preferv'd the Play.
When firft the Triumphs of your Sex were fung
By thofe old Pocts, Beasty Was but young,
And
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And few admir'd the native Red and White, |

Till Poets dreft them up, to charm the fight;

»

So Beauty took on truft, and did engage
‘For Sums of Praifes, till fhe came to Age.
LR But thislong growing Debt to Poetry
You juftly (Madam) have dilcharg'd to me,
When your dpplaufe and Favour did infufe
New life tb my condemn’d and dying Mufe,
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| PROLOGUE

UNIVER SITY
OF
| OXFORD, 168 1.

Mt DR 1D “E "N,

HE fam’d Italian Mufe, whofe Rhymes ad-
I : (vance
Orlando,and the Paladins of France,
Records, that when our Wit and Senfe is flown,
*Tis lodg’d within the Circle of the Moon
In Earthen Jars, which one, who thither foar’d,
St:t to his Nofe, fnufft up, and was reftor’d.
: | Whar e're the Story be, the Moral’s true,

The Wit we loft in Town, we find in you.
| Our
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Our Poets their fled Parts may draw from hence,
And fill their windy Heads with fober Senfe.
When London Votes with Soathwark’s difagree,
Here they may find their long loft IIA)}’H.!I:}". -
Here bufie Senates, to th’ old Caufe inclin’d,
May fnuff the Votes their Fellows left behind:
Your Country Neighbours,when their Grain grows
May come and find their Jaf? Provifion here: (deag
Whereas we cannot much lament our lofs,

Who neither carry’d back, nor brought one Crofs;
We look’d what Reprefentatives wou'd bring,

But they help'd us, juft as they did the King.

Yet we defpair not, for we now lay forth

The Sy/ill’s Books,to thofe who know their worth
And tho the firft was Sacrificd before,

Thefe Volumes doubly will the price reftore.

Our Poet bade us hope this Grace to find,

To whom by long Prefcription you are kind..
He
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He, whofe undaunted Mufe, with Loyal Rage,
Has never fpard the Vices of the Age,
Here finding nothing that his Spleen can raife,

| Is forc'd to turn his Satire into Praife.
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il PROLOGUE.
B Y .

Mt. DRY DEN.

Allants, a bafhful Poet bids me fay |
G He’s come to lofe his Maidenhead to day.

Be not too fierce, for he’s but green of 4ge ;

And ne're, till. now, debauch’d upon the Stage.
He wants the {uff’ring part of Refolution;

And comes with blufhes to his Execution.

E're you deflow’r his Mufe, he hopes the Pit
Will make fome Settlement upon his Wit. .
Promife him well, before the Play begin;

For he wou'd fain be cozen’d into Sin.

But, if you leave him after being frail,

*Tis not but that he kuows you mean to fail ; %

He'll have, at leaft, a fair pretence to rail ;-
| To
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To call you bafe, and fwear }*ou‘us’d him ill,
And put you in the new. Deferters Bill:

Lord, what a Troop of perjurd Men we fee;
Enow to fill another Mercury!

But this the Ladies may with patience brook:
Their’s are not the firft Colours you forfook!
He wou'd be loath the Beauties to offend ;

But, if he fhou'd, he’s not too old to mend.
He’s a young Plant, in his firft Year of bearing,
But his Friend fwears, he will be worth the reering.
His glofs is ftill upon him: tho ’tis true

He’s yet unripe, yet take him for the blue.
You think an Apricot half green is beft ;
There’s fweet and four : and one fide good at leaft.
Mango’s and Limes, whofe nourifhment is little,
Tho’ not for Food, are yet prefepv’d for Pickle.
So this green Writer, may pretend, at leaft,
To whet your Stomachs for a better Feaft.

X He
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He makes this diffcrence in the Sexes too,

He fells to Men, he gives himfelf to you. |

To both, he wou'd contribute fome dehght

A mere Poetical Hermaphrodite.

Thus he’s equipp’d, both to be woo'd, and woo;
With Arms offenfive, and defenfive too ; g
"Iis hard, he thinks, if neither part will do.
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CONSIDERATIONS (i
ON THE :.;..'::E;
| Eighty Eighth Pfa/m. §§

Me PR 10 R,

HEavy, O Lord, on me thy Judgments lie,
And curs'd lam ; for God neglects my cry.

O Lord, in Darknefs and Defpair I groan;- /
And every place is Hell; for Ged is gone.
O Lord, arife, and let thy Beams controul

Thofe horrid Clouds, that prefs my frighted Soul:

O rifg, and fave me from Eternal Night,
Thou that art the ‘God of Light.

Downward I haften to mly deftin’d place ;

There none obtain thy Aid, none fing thy Praife.
A %

Soon
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Soon I fhall lie in Death’s deep Ocean drown’d:
Is Mercy there ; is {weet Forgivenefs found? |
il O fave me yet, whilft on the brink I ftand ;

Rebuke the Storm; and fet me fafe to Land. |

O make my Longings and thy Mercy fure,
. Thou that art the God of Power.

Behold the wearied Prodigal is come
To Thee, his Hope, his Harbour, and his Home :
No Father he cow'd find, no Friend abroad,

| £ Depriv’d of Joy, and deftitute of God.

O let thy Terrours and his Anguith end!

Be thou his Father, and be thou his Friend:
Receive the Son thou didft fo long reprove,
Thou that art the God of Love.




of MISCELLANT POEMS. 307

Veni Creator Spivitis,

Tranflated in

 PARAPHRASE.

B, Y

Mr: ‘D R.Y D EIN.

| Cﬂeatnr Spirit, by' whofe aid
' The World’s Foundations firlt were laid,

Come vifit ev'ry pious Mind;

Come pour thy Joyson Human Kind :
From Sin, and Sorrow fet us free;

And make thy Temples worthy Thee.

O, Source of uncreated Light,
The Father’s promis'd Paraclite!
Thrice Holy Fount, thrice Holy Fire,

Our Hearts with Heav'nly Love infpire;;
b Sk ] Come,
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Come, and thy Sacred Un&ion bring
To Sanifie us, while we fing/

Plenteous of Grace, defcend from high,
Rich in thy fev’n-fold Energy !
Thou firength of his Almighty Hand,

- Whofe Pow’r does Heav’n and Earth command :

Who do'tt the Gift of Tongues difpence,
And crown'tt thy Gift, with Eloquence |

Proceeding Spirit, our Defence, g

Refine and purgé our Earthy Parts ;
But, oh, inflime and fire our Hearts!
Our Frailties help, our Vice controul ;
Submit the Senfes to the Soul ;

And when Rebellious they are grown,

Then, lay thy hand, and hold em dowan,

Cha:;
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Chace from our Minds th’ Infernal Foe s
And Peace, the fruit of Love, beftow :
And, left our Feet thoud ftep aftray,

Prote&, and guide us in the way.

Make us Eternal Truths receive,
And pra&ife, all that we believe :
Give us thy felf, that we may fee

The Father and the Son,.by thee.

Immortal Honour, endlefs Fame

| Attend th’ Almighty Father’s Name :
The Saviour Son, be glorify'd,

Who for loft Man’s Redemption dy'd:
And equal Adoration be

Eternal Paraclete, to thee.

X 4
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The CURSE of

B A.B Y. B OGN

PARAPHRASD

From the Thirteenth Chapter

OF

LS. Aol a

A

Pindarique’ 0 D E.

THO. TALDEN.

I.
Ow letthe fatal Banner be difplay’d!
N Upon fome lofty Mountain’s top,
Go fet the dreadful Standard up)!

4And allaround the Hills, the bloody Signals pread.

For
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Forlo, the numerous Hofts of Heav’n appear !

Th’ imbattl’d Legions of the Skie,

Wwith all their dread dredilery,
Draw forth in bright Array, and mufter in the Air.
Why do the Mountaias tremble with the noife!

And Valleys eccho bick their Voice :

| The Hills, tumultuous grow and loud,

é The Hills that groan beneath the garhsringﬂn!rfrﬂif.

Wide as the Poles of He'av’ns extent,
So far's the dreadful Summons fent:
Kingdoms, and Nations, at his Call appear,
Eor ev'n the Lord of Hoffs commands in Perfon

(there,
2.

Start from thy Lethargy, thou drowfie Land,
Awake, and hear His dread Command !
Thy black tempeftuous Day comes louring on,

O fatal Light! O inaufpicious Hour !
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Was ever fuch a Day before /
So ftain'd with Blwd, by marks of

' (known,
Hengeance

Nature fhall from her fteady Courfe remo ve,

The well-fix'd Earth be from its Bafis rent,
' Convulfions fhake the Firmament,
Horrour feize all below, Confufion reign above.
The Stars of Heav'n fhall ficken at the fight,
Nor fhall che Planets yield their light:
But from the wretched Objec fly,
Andlike extinguifh'd Tapers, quit the darkned Skie.
The rifing Sun as he was confeious too,
As he the fatal busnefs knew :
A deep, a bloody Red fhall ﬁain,
And at his early dawn fhall fet in Night again.
3-
To the deftroying Sword I've Jaid, Go forth,
Go fully execute my Wrath !

Command
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—

Command my Hofts, my willing Armies lead,
For this Rebellious Land.and all therein fhall bleed.
They {hall not grieve me more,no more tranfgrefs,
I will confume the ftubbora Race:
Yet Brates and Salvages 1'juftly fpare,

Ulelefs is all my Vengeance there,

i Ungrateful Man’s the greater Monfter far.
On guiltle(s Beaffs I will the Land beftow,
To them th’ Inheritance fhall go,
Thofe elder Brothers now, fhall Lord it here below.
And if fome poor remains efcape behind,
Some Relicts left of loft Mankind:
. The aftonith’d Herds fhall in their Cities cry,
When they behold a Man, Lo there’s a Prodigy!
4 _
The Medes 1 call to my affiftance here,
A People that delignt 10 War:
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A generous Race of Men, a Nation free
From Vitious Eafe, and Perfian Luxury.
Silver is defpicable in their Eyes,
Contemn’d the ufelefs Metal lies :
Their conqu’ring Iron they prefer before
The fineft Gold, even Ophir’s tempting Oar.
By thefe the Land fhall be fubdu’d,
Abroad their Baws fhall nvércnme,
Their Swords and Flames deftroy at home,
For neither Sex nor Age fhall be exempt from Blood.
The Nobles, and the Princes of thy State,
Shall on the Vi&or's Triumphs wait :
And thofe that from the Barzel fled,
Shall be with Chains oppreft,in cruel Borduge led.
;i |
Fll vifie their Diftrefs with Plagues and Mileries,

The throws that Womens Labours wait,

Con-
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Convulfive Pangs, and bloody Sweat,
Their Beanty fhall confume, and vital Spirits feize.
The ravifh'd Virgins {hall be born away, |

And their dithonour'd Wives be led,

To the infulting Vi&or’s Bed,
To brutal Lufts expos'd, to Fury left a Prey.
Nor fhall the teeming Womb afford

Its forming Births a Refuge from the Sword:
The Sword,that fhall their pangs increafe,
And all the throws of Travel,curfe with Barrennefs.
“The Infants fhall expire with their firft breath
And only live in pangs of death:
| Live, but with early crysto curfe the Light, £ 1
E And at the dawn of Life, fet in Eternal Night.
6.
Even Babylon adorn’d with evry grace,

"Fhe Beauty of the Univerfe;
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Glory of Nations ! the Caldeans pride,

And joy of all th’admiring World befide.
il Thou Babylon ! before whole Throne

i The Empires of the Earth fall down :

The proftrate Nations Homage p;y,

And Vaffal Princes of the World obey. |

1 Thou that with Empire art exalted now,
| Shalt in the duft be trampPd low:
Abjeé and low upon the Earth be laid,

And deep in ruines hide thy ignominious Head.

Thy ftrong amazing Walls,whofe impious height

The Clouds conceal from human fight:
That proudly now their polifh’d Turrets rear, |

Which bright as Neighbouring Stars appear,
Diftufing Glories round th’ inlightn’d Air;

In flames fhall downwards to their Center fly,

And deep within the Earth as their Foundations
lie.

7. Thy
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7
Thy beauteous Palaces (tho’ now thy Pride!)
Shall be in heaps of Athes hid:
In vaft furprizing heaps fhall lic,

And even fheir ruines bear the Pomp of Majefty.
No bold Inhabitant fhall dare,
Thy razd Foundations to repair:
No pityingehand exalt thy abject State ;
No! to fucceeding Times thou muft remain,
An horrid exemplary Scene,
And lie from Age' to Age, ruin'd and defolate.
Thy fall’s decreed, (amazing turn of Fate!)
Low as Gomorrah's wrecched State:

Thou Babylon fhalt be like Sodom curft,

Ll e
Deftroy’d by flames from Heaven, and thy more -
o (burning Luft]

The day’s at hand, when in thy fruitful Soil,

No Labourer fhall reap, no Mower toil :
His

" " ww
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His Tent the wandring Arab fhall not fpread,

Nor make thy curfed Ground his Bed; |

i | ‘ 'fhcf faint with Travel, tho’ oppreft with thirft] |

| He to his drooping Herds thall ¢ry aloud,

| Tafte not of that imbitter’d ¥lood,

(! I Tafte not Euphrates Streams, they’re pois'nous all

| iE l and-curft.

' The Shepherd to his wandringElocks fhall fay,
When o're thy Battlements they ftray :

When in thy Palaces they graze,
Ah fly unhappy Flocks! fly this infeious place.
Whilft the fad Traveller that paflcs on,
Shall ask, lo where is Babylon!

And when he has thy fmall remainder found,
Shallfay U'll iy from hence, 'tis [uce accurfed ground.

9.
Then fhall the Savages and Beafts of Prey,

From their deferted Mountains hafte away ;

Every
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Every obfcene and vulger Beaft,
Shall be to Babylon a Gueft:
Her Marble Roofs, and every Cedar Rome,
Shall Dens, and Caves of State to Nobler Brutes
become: ’
Thy Courts of Juftice, and Tnbunals too,
(O Iromy tocall them fo!)
There, where the Tyrant and Oppreflour bore
The Spoils of Innocence and Blood before ;
There fhall the Wolf and Savage Tyger meet,
And griping Vulture fhall appear in State,
There Birds of prey fhall rule, and ravenous Beafls
Thofe uncorrupted fhall remain, (BIAL:

. Thofe fhall alone their genuine ufe retain,

There Violence fhall thrive, Rapine and Fraud fhall

. reign. ES
Then thall the melancholy Satyrs groan,
Q're their lamented Babylon ;

4 Apd
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And Ghofls that glide with horrour by,

To view where their unbury’d Bodys lie ; |

With doleful crys thall fill the Air,

And withamazement firike the affrighted Traveller.
There the obfcener Birds of Night,
Birds that in gloomy Shades delight,
Shall folitude enjoy, live undifturb’d by light.
All the ill Omens of the ir,
Shall feream their loud prefages there.

But let them all their dire Predi®ions tell,

Secure in ills, and fortifid with woe,

(thow :
Heaven fhall in vain its fature vengeance

For Thou art happily infenfible,

Beneath the reach of Miferies fell,

Thou need'ft nodefolation dread, no greater Cur-
fes fear.
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Out of Horae, Lib. 11. Ode 3.

Aquam Memento—a—

L

BE calm, my Deliss, and ferene,
However Fortune change the Scene!
In thy moft deje@ed flate;
Sink not underneath the weight ;
Nor yet, when happpy Days begin,
And the full Tide comes rowling in,
Let a fierce unruly Joy
The fettled quiet of thy Mind deftroy:
However Fortune change the Scene,
Be calm, my Delius, and ferenc!
Il
Be thy Lot good; or beit ill;
Life ebbs out at the fame rare flill ;
s e ' - Whether
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Whether with bufie Cares oppreft,
You wear the fullen time away ;
Or whether to fweet Eafe and Reft, |
You fometimes give a day ; .
Carelefsly laid,
Underneath a friendly Shade

By Pines, and Poplars, mixt embraces made ;

Near a River's fliding; Stream,
Fetter'd in Sleep, blefs'd with 2 Golden Dream.
IIL
Here, here, in this much envied {tate,
Let every Blefling on thee wait;
Bid the Syrian Nard be brought,
Bid the Hidden Wine be fought,
And let the Rofes fhort-livd Flower,
The fmiling Daughter of an Hour,
Flourith on thy Brow :
Enjoy the very, very now!
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! While the good Hand of Life is in,

While yet the Fatal Sifters' fpin.
IV.

A little hence my Friend, and Thou

Muft into other hands refign
Thy Gardens and thy Parks, and all that now
Bears the pleafing name of Zhine !
Thy Meadows, by whofe planted Tides,
Silver Zyber gently glides!
Thy pleafant Houfes; all muft go,
The Gold that’s hoarded in ‘em t00;
A jolly Heir fhall fet it free,
And give th’ Imprifond Monarchs Liberty.
Vs

-

e g B g

- =i 3 -
= L P e

Nor matters it, what Figure here,

Thou doft among thy Fellow Mortals bear;
How thou wert born, or how begot;

lmpartial Death matters it not: Al
Y3 wih_



The THIRD PART

With what Titles Thou doft fhine,
Or who was Firft of all thy Line:

Life’svain amufements / amidt which we dwell ;
i1l}| Not weigh'd, nor underftood, by the srim God of
i . Hell /

L In the Same Road (alas!) All Travel on /

|
% I By All alike, the Same fad Journy muft be gon /
§

Our blended Lots together lie,

Mingled in One common Urn ;
Sooner or Later out they fly:

The fatal Boar then wafis us to the Shore,
Whence we never fhall return,

Never | ——npever more !
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ThewGR OV E.

f ;Ee how Damon's Age appears,

This Grove declares his fading years: .
' For this he planted once, and eat
The Maiden Fruits of what be fet.
Young It was then, like him; but now,
Saplefs, and old, is every Bow.
~ Thus, my Lesbia, will it be

! In time to come with Thee, and NIL

Come then, in Love, and youthful pL.}

Let’s pafs thie fmiling Hours away,
Before this tender Amorous Mark
Grow wide upon it’s fading Bark;

And fhow, like Damon's Grove, that We

| Are Old, and Gray, as well as He.

Yf_{.
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i

Love but oune.

I.

SEE thefe two fittle Brooks that flowly creep,
In Snaky Writhings through the Plains,

Y knew them once one River fwift and deep,

Bleffing and bleft by Poets ftrains.

£ (pour
Then toucht with awe, we thought fome God did

Thofe Floods out of his Sacred Jar 3
Transforming every Weed into a Flow’r,
~And every Flower into a Star.
3.
But fince it broke it felf, and double glides,
The Naked Banks no drefs have worn ;
And yon dry barren Mountain now derides

Thefe Vallies, which loft Glories mourn.

4. Such

b

]
1
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4.
Such, Chloris, is thy Love; which, while it ran,
Confin’d within a fingle Stream,
Fir'd every tuneful Son of mighty Pas ;
And thou wert mine, and all Mens Theam.

5
But when imparted to one Lover more,
It in two Streams did faintly creep ;

The Shepherds common Mufe grew low and poor,

And Mine, as lean as thefe my Sheep.
6.

Alas! that Honour, Chloris, thou haft loft,
Which we to thy full Flood did pay /

While now, that Swain, that fwears he loves thee

S_Iakcs but his thirft, and goes away! (mnoft,
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To the AUTHOR of

SARD ANAP ALUS:

UPON
That, and His other Writings.
THG’ Teaching thy peculiar bufinefs be,

Learn this one Leflon,Schoolmafter,of me ;
Where good Senfe fails, the beft Defctiption’s vile,
And a rough Verfethe nobleft Thoughts will fpoil.
Think it not Genius, to know how to fcan,
Nor great, to fhow a Monfter for a Man.
Wound not the Ear with ill-turn’d Profe in Rhime ;
Nor miftake furious Fuftian for Sublime:
Believe this truth, and thy vain tumbling quit:
What is not Reafon, never can be Wit.
From the. Boy’s hand, take Horace into thine,
And thy rude Satires by his Rules refine.
See thy grofs faults in Boy lead’s faithful Glafs,
And get the fenfe, to know thy felf an A4f.

OP'
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' My Lady HY D E

Occafion'd by

The fight of Her PICTURE.

B.Y

Mr. George Granville.

TI—Ie Painter with Immortal Skill may trace

A Beasteous Form,or fhew a Heav'nly Face ;

The Poet’s 4rt, lefs ftraitned and confind,
\  Can draw the Virtues, and defcribe the Mind,

T ————

ﬂ Unlock the Shrine, and to the fight unfold
The Secret Gems, and all the infide Gold.

This dazling Beauty is a lovely Cafe
Of fhining Virtues, fpotlefs as her Face;
With Graces that attra&, but not enfnare,
Divinely Good, as fhe’s Divinely Fair.
| | Two
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Two only Patterns do the Mufes name,

Of perfe@ Beauty, but of guilty Fame ;

A Venus and a Helen have been feen,

Both perjurd Wives, the Goddefs and the Queen ; |
In this the third, are reconcild at laft {
Thnfc jarring Attributes of Fair and Chaft ;

This matchlefs Charmer is a beam of Light,

Without a Cloud or fpot, for ever brigh,

With Beauty, nor affefted, vain, nor proud,
With greatnefs, eafie, affable, and good,

The Soul, and Source of all that we admire,
Of évery Joy, but hope to our defire:

Like the chaft Moon, fhe fhines to all Mankind,
But to Endymion is her Love confin'd ;

What cruel Deftiny on Beauty waits,

th:n on one Fuce depend fo many Fatffs -
Obligd by Honour, to relieve but One,

By thoufands we defpair, and are undone,




{
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!

An Imitation

| Of the fecond Chorus, in the fecond
A& sf Senecas Thyeftes.

By Mr. George Granville.

T length the Gods,propitious to our Pray’rs,
A Compofe our Tumults, and conclgde our
I The Sons of Inachus repent the Guile . (Wa,
!: Of Crowns ufurpt, and blood of Parents fpilt ;
1 I.Fur impious Greatnefs, Vengeance is in ftore,
Short is the date of all ill-gotten Pow'r.
Give ear, ambitious Princes, and be wife,
Liften, and learn wherein true Greatnefs lies ;
‘| Place not your Pride in Roofs that fhine with Gems,
Ii In purple Robes, nor fparkling Diadems,
Nor in Dominion, nor extent of Land;
He’s only Great who can himfelf command.
Whofe Guard is peaceful Innocence, whofe Guide
Is faithful Reafon, who is void of Pride,
Checking
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Checking Ambition, nor is idly vain

Of the falfe Incenfe of 2 popular Train.

Who without ftrife or envy can behold
His Neighbour’s Plenty, and his heaps of Gold,
Nor cowets other Wealth, but what we find
In the Poffeffions of a Virtuous Mind.

- Fearlefs he fees, who is with Virtue crown’d,
The Tempeft rage, and hears the Thunder found;
 Moft truly Noble, who contemning Fate,

In midft of Spears and Javelins keeps his State,
Compos’d and firm he ftands, nor fhrinks to fee!
The piercing Arrow, or the pointed Steel ;
Difdaining Chance, regardlefs he looks down,
Ever the fame, whether fhe fmile, or frown:
Serenely as he liv'd, refigns his breath,

Meets Deftiny half way, nor grieves at Death.
Xe
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| £ ST - == .

Ye Soveraign Lords, who fit like Gods in State,
Awing the World, and buftling to be Great ;
| Boaft not of Pow’r, nor of Imperial Sway,
| Vaffals your felves, who every Luft obey ;
| The Reins of Empire, 1ll befit thofe Hands,

Where Paffion governs,and where Rage copmmands.

What is this Fame,for which ourKings are Slaves
The breath of Fools, and blaft of flattering Knaves.
| A peaceful Confcience, and a generous Breaff,

Of all the Gifis of Fortune are the bsft.

What nﬂf:d of Arms, and Inftrumcats of War,

| Or batrcrmg Engines which deftroy from far?
‘Who Lord of his own Appetites can be,
The greateft King and Conquerour is He,
Bleft with a Pow’r, which nothing can deftroy,
And each is his own Mafter to enjoy.

Whom
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—.

Whom worldly Luxury, and Pomps allure;

They tread on ice, and find no footing fure ;
Place me, ye Gods, in fome obfctire retreat,

Oh! keep me innnocent, make others Great :

* In quiet fhades; content with Rural Sports;
Give me a Life, remote from guilty Courts,
Where free from Hopes or Fedrs, in humble Ea.['ii,'
Unheard of I may live, and dye in Peace.

Happy the Man, who thus retir'd from fight;
Studies himfelf, and feeks no other Light!
But moft unhappy He, who fits on high,
Exposd to every Tongue, and every Eye,
Whofe Follies bla-'z’d about, 56 all are known,
And are a fecret to himfelf alone : %

Worfe is an Evil Fame, much worfe, than none, ) |

Amor
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" Amor omnibws idem :
Or, the
Force of Love in all Creatures;

Being a

Tranflation of [ome Verfes in Viegil's third
Georgick, from Verfe 209 to
‘ Verfe 28s.

Hether the nobler Horfes breed you raife,
Or duller Herds your fertile Paftures graze;
Nothing will more a vigarous {trength produce;
. Than to forbid them the licentious ufe-
Of Lovess enfeebling Rites: Be therefore fure;
Your Bulls are paftut’d by themfelves fecure ;
L;:t fome broad River, or a rifing Hill
Be interpns’;d; or let them take ;heir fill

Z
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o

In clofer Stalls: For wanton Love’s defire

Is kindled at the Eyes ; whofe waftfal fire
Confumesthem by degrees, and makesthem{light
Their Food, while they behold the pleafing fight.
Befides the fierce Encounters that enfue,

When Rival Bulls th’ alluring Obje@ view :
Who, both infpir'd with Jealoufie and Rage,

For the fair Female bloody Batrels wage :

Ta

Till with black Blood their fides are cover'd o're,
And their curl’d Foreheads meet with hideous toar,
Which neighbouring Groves, and diftant Caves re-
And great Olympus ecchos back the found, {ounc
Whilft the'glad Victor does the Spot maintain,
And of his warlike hazards reaps the gain:

The conquer’d Foe forfakes thie Hoftile place, -
With decp Refentmenss of his paft Difgrace :
The ignominious Wounds the Conquerour gave,
In his grievid mind no flight Impreffion leave :

Departing

|
|
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Departing he his abfent Love does moan,
Looks back with longing Eyes,and many a Gmanz
On thofe his ancient Realms, where once h:S
Rul'd alonc.
Then with redoubled Care his Strength fupplies,
Rough on the flinty Ground all Night be lies, %
And Shrubs,and pricklingZbiftles for bis Food fuffice.
Then rtns his Horns into fome folid Ozk,
Whofe recling Trunk does fcarce (uftain the ftroke;
With vain A4ffaults provokes the yielding Air,
And makes his Flourifhes before the War.
‘Then with his Force and Strength prepar’d,does go
With headlong Rage againft th’ unwary Foe:
Like 2 white Wave that is defery'd from far
Rolling its Vaftnefs towards the frighted Shore;
Till with loud Noife againt the pointed Beaks
Of folid Rocks, the moving Mountain breaks ;

R Whilt
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Whillt the chaft Billows from the bottom throw

The rifing Sands, that on the Surface flow.

All Creatures thu;s the Force of Love do find

For, whether they be thofe of Human Kind,

Or8avage Beafls, or Nepture's fpawning Fry,
Or wanton Herds, or painted Birds that fly, %

They all the like tranfporting Fury try.

"Tis with this Rage the Lyonefs is ftung,

When o’re the Forreft (mindlefs of her Young)
She ftern y ftalks: "Tis then the fhapelefs Bear

With fierce defire does to the Woods repair;
And wide Deftrution makes: “Tis then we fee
“The Savage Boar’s and Tyger's Cruelty.

Eet then the Sun-burnt Traveller forbear .

In Lybid's Sandy Delarts towappear.
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See how the Winds the trembling Stallions fray,

. When firft to their fagacious Noftrils they %
The diftant Female’s well-known {cent convey !

. Then no reftraining Curbs, nor cruel blows

Nor hollow Caves, nor obvious Rocks oppofe
Their paffage, nor.the Sea’s objected Force, -
That bears the Mountains down its violent Courfe.
The Sabine Boar does then prepare to wound,
And whets his foamy Tusks,and paws the Ground:
His Sides againft the rugged Trees does tare,
And hardens both his Shoulders for the War.

What does the 4 vouth in whofeenraged Veias
The heat of Love'sdiftemper’d Fever reigas 2
Through ftormy Seas he his bold Fortune triss,

Tho’ in his Face the obvious Billaws rife,

I — ——

* Leander.
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And dafh himback to Shore ; whilft from the Z/rone
Of Heav'n its loud Ar¢illery rattles down
On his devoted Head: Norcan the found

Of Waters which againft the F;ﬁcks rebound
Recall his defperate Courfe, norall the Tears
Occafion'd by his careful Parents fears, 2
Not his /ov’d* Nymph who foon the felf-fame Fﬂr-s

tune fhares.

"Twere long to tell the fpotted Linx’s Wars,
By Love excited : Or the furious Jars
Of prowling Wolves,or Maftives head-ftrong Rage .

Ev'n tim'rous Stags will for their Hindsengage.

But moft of all in Mares the amorous Fire

Appears; whom Penus did Her felf infpire.

r—

o -

* Hero,

Em— lu.,.-_.-.-u".-.,. L
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. What time that PonianGlaucus (£0 improve (Lov
oves

Their fpeed) with-held them from the Rites of il |

With Rage incensd they {truck their Mafter dead,
And on his mangled Limbs by piecemeal fed.
O're craggy Mountains Love their way does guide,
And fpurs them through the depths of Rivers wide:
When Spring’s foft Fire their meltiog Marrow burns
(For ’tis in Spring the lufty warmth returns)
They to the tops of {teepeflt Hills repair,

And with wide Noftrils (nuff the Weftern Air,
Wherewith conceiving, (wonderful to tell)

Without the Stallions help their Bellies fwell:

Q're folid Rocks, and through the liquid Plain,
Nor Hills, nor {treightning Vales their giddy

Whofe frantick Fury makes them fcour amain 2

Courfe reftrain ;
_ Nor do they tow’rds the Suns uprifing ﬁeer
Their head-ftrong way,nor tow ards the frozen Bear,

Z 4 Nor
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Nor tawards the place where tepid Auffer pours

Upon the pregnant Earth his plenteous Showers:

Till from their lutful Groins at laft does fall |'i
Their Of-fpring, which the Shepherds rightlycall ||
Hippomanes : Aflimy, poifonous Juice,

Which muttering Step- Dames in Euchantments ufe,’
And in the myfick Cup their powerful Herbs infufe.
But time is loft, which never will renew, |

Whilft ravifh'd, we the pleafing Theam purfue.
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TO
Mr. CONGREVE

EPISTOLARY O D E

Dcc;.ﬁnn’d by his late Play. |
From Mr.Y AL D EN.
! i ,
F Aryd Witsand Beauties,{hare this common fate,
To ftand expos'd to publick Love and Hate,
In ev'ry Breaft They diff rent Paffions raife,
At once provoke our Envy, and our Praife.
For when, like you, fome noble Y outh appears,
For Wit and Humour fam’d above his Years:
Each emulous Mufe, that views the Laurel won,
Mauft praife the worth fo much tranfcends their
own,

And while his Fame they envy, add to his renown:

But fure like you, no youth, ceudplea{e
Nor
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Nor at his firft attempt boaft fuch fuccefs :
Where all Mankind have fail'd, you glories won: L
Triumphaut are in this alone, i
In this_, have all the Bards of old outdene, I|
I1.
Then may’ft thou rule our Stage in triumph long,
May'ft Thou it’s injur’d Fame revive,

And matchlefs proofs of Wit, and Humour, give,

Reforming with thy Scenes, and Charming with
thy Song, | |
And tho’ a Curle ill-fated Wit perfues,
And ﬁ*aits the Fatal Dowry of a Mufe:
| Yet may thy rifing Fortunes be
A ' * Secure from all the blafts of Poetry;

As thy own Laurels flourithing appear,

Fear.
Unfully’d ftill with Cares,nor clog’d with Hope and

As from its want’s be from its Vices free,

From naufeous fervil Flattery:
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Nor to a Patron proftitute thy Mind,
Tho' like Augaftus Great, as Fam'd Mecenas kind.
& | IIr.
Tho’ great in Fame! believe me generous Youth,
Believe this oft experienc’'d Truth, P ch,
From him that knows thy Virtites,and admires theit
| Tho' Thou'rt above what vulgar Poets fear,
Truft not the ungrateful World too far ;
Truft not the Smiles of the inconftant Town
Truft not the Plaudits of a Theater,
(Which D—fy fhal,with 7hee,and Dryden fhare)

Nor to a Stages int’reft Sacrifice thy own.

Thy Genius, that’s for Nobler things deﬁgn;d,

May at loofe Hours oblige Mankind :
. Then great as is thy Fame, thy Fortunes raifc,
Joyn thriving intreft to thy barren Bays,
And teach the World to envy, as thou do'ft to praife.
The World that does like common Whores embrace,

Injurious flill to thofe it docs carefs: Inju-
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Injurious as the zainted Breath of Fame,

That blaftsa Poet’s Fortunes,while it founds his Name.
i Iv.
i. ,; { When firft a Mufe inflames fome Youthful Breaf?,

Like an unpraétis'd Virgin, flill fhe’s kind:

Adornd with Gracesthen, and Beauties bieﬁ, J

She charms the Ear With Fame, with Raptares fillsthe
| (Mind.

' ‘ ] Then fromall Cares the bappy Touthis free

But thofe of Love and Poetry :

it 3 Cares, ftill allay’d with pleafing Charms, et |
L That Crown the Head with Bays, with Beauty fill the
i ,. ::.i But all 2 Woman’s Frailties foon the fhows,

B Too foon a {tale domeftick Creature grows :*
‘Then wedded to 2 Mufe that’s naufeous grown,

We loath what we enjoy, druge when the Pleafure’s
(gon. |

i For tempted with imaginary Bays,

Fed with immortal Hopes, and empty Praife :

He Fame purfues, that fair, but treacherous, bait,

Grows wife,when he’s undone,repents when’tis too
late, V. Small
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V.
Small are the Trophies of his boafted Bays,
The Great Man’s promife,for his flattering Toyl,
Fame in reverfion, and the publick fmile,

All vainer than his Hopes, uncertain as his Praife.

*Twas thus in Mour afil Numbers heretofore,

Negle&ed Spencer did his Fate deplore:

Long did his injurd Mufe complain,
| Admif’d in midft of Wants,and Charming ftillin vamn.
Long did the Generous Cawley Mourn,

~ And long oblig’d the A4ge without return:
Deny’d what every Wretch obtains of Fate,

An humble Roof, and an obfcure retreat,
Condemn’d to seedy Fame, and to be miferably great.
Thus did the World thy great Fore-Fathers ufe,
Thus all the infpir’d Bards before,
Did their hereditary llls deplore .

From tuneful Chaucer’s, down to thy own Dryden's
e
Mufe. VI Yet
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VL
Yet pleas'd with gaudy ruin Youth will on;
As proud by publi'i_k Fame ta be undone :
Pleas'd tho’ he does the worft of Labours chufe,

To fervea BarB'rous Age, and an ungrateful Mufe.
Since Dryden’s felf, to Wit’s great Empire borr,

Whofe Genius and exalted Name,
Triumph withall the Spoils of Wit and Fame 3
Muft midft the loud App!auﬁ his barren Laurels

W (mires;
Even that Fam'd Mus whnm all the World ad-
Whom every Grace adorns, and Mufe infpires:
Like the great injur'd Zaffs fhows,
Triumphant in the midft of Woes;
In all his Wants Majeftick ftill appears,

Charming the 4ge to which he ews his Cares,

And cherithing that Mufe whole faral Cur fé he bears,

From M]’S Col. Oxon,

ON
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| ON
His Miftrefs drownd.

BY

Mr. §-

Weet Stream, that doft with equal pace
Both thy felf fly, and thy felf chace,
Forbear = while to flow,

And liften to my Woe.

| L] :
| Then go, and tell the Sea that all its bring

Is freth, compar'd to mine ; _
Inform it that the gentler Dame,
Who was the life of all my Flame,

In the«Glory of her Bud

Has pafsd the fatal Flood.
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Death by this only ftroak triumphs above

The greateft power of Love:

Alas, alas! I muft give o're; "
My fighs will let' me add no more.
Go on, {weet Stream, and henceforth reft

No more than does my troubl’d Breaft ;
And if my fad Complaints have made thee ftay;

Thefe tears, thefe tears fhall mend thy way.
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To the Pious Memory

Of the Accomplitht Young LADY

Mrs.ANNE KILLIGREW.

EXCELLENT

In the two Sifter-Arts of Pogfie, and Painting.

An O D E.
My D RTDEN

I.

THau youngeft Virgin-Daughter of the Skies,
) Made in the laft Promotion of the Bleff ;

Whofe Palms, new pluckt from Paradife,
In fpreading Branches more fublimely rife,

Rich with Immortal Green above the reft:

' A a Whether,
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Whether, adopted to fome Neighbouring Star,

‘Thou rol’ft above us, in thy wand'ring Race,

Or, in Proceffion fixt and regular, |

" il i Mov'd with the Heavens Majeftick Pace ;

Or, call'd to more Superiour Blifs,

| Thou tread’t, with Seraphims, the vaft 45yfs.

| ? | « What ever happy Region is thy place,

i Ceafe thy Celeftial Song a little fpace ;

(Thou wilt-have time enough for Hymns Divine,
Since Heav'ns Eternal Year is thine.)

Hear then 2 Mortal Mufe thy Praife rehearfe,

In no ignoble Verfe;
But fuch as thy own voice did pracife here,
When thy firft Fruits of Poefi¢ were giv'n;

£ i To make thy felf a welcome Inmate there:

While yet a young Probatioper,
And Candidate of Heav'n,
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2.

If by Tradu@ion came thy Mind,
Our Wonder is the lefs to find

A Soul fo charming from a Stock fo good ;

Thy Father was transfus'd into thy Blood :

So wert thou born into the tuneful flrain,

(Anearly, rich, and inexhaufted Vein.)

But if thy’ Prazexifting Soul
Was form’d, at firft, with Myriads more,

It did through all the Mighty Poets roul,
Who Greek or Latine Laurels wore.

And was that Sappbo laft, which once it was before.
If fo, then ceafe thy flight, O Heav'n-born Mind!
Thou haft no Drofs to purge from thy Rich Ore:
Nor can thy Soul a fairer Manfion find,

Than was the Beauteous Frame fhe left behindkz %
- Return, tofill or mend the Quire, of thy Celeftial
kind.
A a2 3. May
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3

May we prefumie to fay,that atthy Birth,

New joy was fprung in Heav'’s, as well as here on
For fure the Milder Planets did combine

On thy Aufpicious Horofcope to fhine, % _

And ev'n the moft Malicious were in Trine.
Thy Brother- Angels at thy Birth
Strung each his Lyre, and tun'd it high,
That all the People of the Skie
Might know a Poetefs was born on Earth.
And then if ever, Mortal Ears
Had heard the Mufick of the Spheres!
And if no clult’ring Swarm of Bees
On thy fweet Mouth diftill'd their golden Dew, .
. Twas that, fuch vulgar Miracles,
Heav'n had not Leafure to renew :
Forall the B/eft Fraternity of Love esbove:
Solemniz'd there thy Birth, and kept thy Holyday
4:0

(Earth, I

|
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| 4.
O Gracious God ! How far have we
Prophan’d thy Heav'nly Gift of Poefy ?
Made proftitute and profligate the Mufe,
Debas’d to each obfcene and impious ufe,
Whofe Harmony was firft ordain’'d 42ove
For Tehgues of Angels, and for Hymns of Love?
" O wretched We! why were we hurry'd down
This lubrique and adult'rate age,
(Nay added fat Pollutions of our own) °
Tincreafethe fteaming Ordures of the Stage?
What can we fay t'excufe our Second Fall?
Let this thy Zeffal, Heav'n, attone for all!
Her Arethuffan Stream remains unfoil'd,
Unmizt with Forreiga Filth, and undefil’d,
Hi;.r Wit was more than Man, her Innocence a
Child !
Aaj 5. Art
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5.
Art fhe had none, yet wanted none:
For Nature did that Want fupply,
So rich'in Treafures of her Own,
She might our boafted Stores defy:
Such Noble Vigour did her Verfe adorn,
That it feem’d borrow’d, where ‘twasonly born,
Her Morals too were in her Bofom bred
By great Examples daily fed,
What in the beft of Books,her Father’s Life,{he read. |
And to be read her felf the need not fear,
Each Teft, and ev'ry Light, her Mufe will bear,
Though Epiftetus with his Lamp were there.
Ev'n Love (for Love fometimes her Mufe expreft)
Was but a Lambent-flame which play'd about her
Breaft :

Light as the Vapours of a Morning Dream, ‘

So
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So cold her felf, whilft fhe fach Warmth expreft,

*Twas Cupid bathing in Diana’s Stream.
6.

Born to the Spacious Empire of the Nine, b
en
One wou'd have thought,fhe fhow'd have been con®
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To manage well that Mighty Government ;

But what can young ambitious Souls confine ?

P e T
o ———

.!'—.llzu.'llll-'.-.
e P g

For Painture near adjoyning lay,

To the next Realm fhe firetcht her Sway, %
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A plenteous Province, and alluring Prey.

. A Chamber of Dependences Was fram'd,

(As Conquerors will never want £retence,
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When arm’d, to juftifie th’ Offence)
" And the whole Fief, in right of Poctry the claim’d.
The Country open lay without Defence :
For Poets frequent In-rodes there had made,
And perfedly cou'd reprefent
The Shape, thekace, with ev'ry Lineament ;
A And
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“And all the large Demains which the Bumb-fifter

fway'd,
All bow’d beneath her Government, (fiwey

Receivid in Triumph wherefoe’re the went.

Her Pencil drew, what €’re her Soul defign’d,

And oft the bappy Draught furpafs'd the Image in her

(Mind.
The Sylvan Scenes of Herds and Flocks, o

And fruitful Plains and barren Rocks, :
Of thallow Brooks that flow’d fo clear,
The bottom did the top appear;

Of deeper too and ampler Floods,

Which as in Mirrors, fhew’d the Woods ;
Of lofty Trees, with Sacred Shades,

And Perfpectives of pleafant Glades,
Where Nymphs of brighteft Form appear,
And thaggy Satyrs ftanding near, %
‘Which them at once admire and fear.

The Ruines too of fome Majeftick Piece,

Boafting the Pow’r of ancicnt Rome or Greece,

Whofe
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Whofe Statues, Freezes, Columns broken lie,
And tho’ defac’d, the Wonder of the Eye,
What Nature, Art,bold Fiftion€’re durft frame,

Her forming Hand gave Feature to the Name.

So ftrange a Concourfe ne’re was feen before,

' But when the peopt'd 4r# the whole Creation bore.

7.

The Scene then chang’d, with bold Ere¢ted Laok

Our Martial King the fight with Reverence ftrook:

For not content t’exprefs his Qutward Part,

Her hand call’d out the Image of his Heart,

His Warlike Mind, his Soul devoid of Fear,

His High-defigning Thoughts, were figur'd there,%

As when, by Magick, Ghofts are made appear.
Our Phenix Queen was portrai'd toofo bright,

. Beauty alone cou’d Beaury take fo right :

i Her Drcfs,rhn_er Shape, her matchlefs Grace,
Were all obferv’d, as well as heav’nly Face.

With




 In Beauty foremoft, as in Rank, the Queen!
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P

With foch g Peerlefs Majefty ine ftands, (hand
| 2 ands:
Asjn that Dav he took the Crown from Sacred

Before a Train of Heroins was feen,

Thus nothing to her Genius was deny’d, |
But like a Ball of Fire the further thrown,
* Still with a greater Blaze {he {hone,
And her bright Soul broke out on ev’ry fide.
What next the had defign’d, Heaven only knows, -
To fuch Immod’rate Growth her Conqueft rofe, 1
That Fate alone its Progrefs cou’d oppofe.
8.
Now all thofe Charms, that blooming Grace,

=

The well- proportion’d Shape, and beauteous Face,

Shall never more be feen by Mortal Eyes;
In Earth the much lamented Virgin lies!

Not Wit, nor Piety coud Fate prevent ;

Nor was the cruel Deffiny content
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. To finith all the Murder at 2 blow,
To [weep at once her Life, and Eeaary too;
{ But, likea hardn’d Fellon, took a pride
To work more Miichievoufly flow,
And plunder’d firft, and then defiroy’d.
O double Sacriledge on things Divine,

To rob the Relique, and deface the Shrine!

But thus Orinda dy'd:
Heav'n, by the [ame Difeafe, didboth tranflate,
As equal were their Souls, foequal was their Fate.
9
Mean time her Warlike Brother on the Seas
His waving Streamers to the Winds difplays,
And vows for his Return, with vain Devotion, pays.
Ah, Generous Youth, that Wifh forbear,
The Wiads too foon will waft thee here /
Slack all thy Sails, and fear to come,
' Alas, thou know’ft not, thou art wreck’d at home !
No
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No more fhalt thou behold thy Sifter’s Fac#,
Thou haft already had her laft Embrace.
But look aloft, and if thou ken'ft from far,
Among the Pleiad's a New-kindl'd Star,
If any fparkles, than the reft, more bright,
"Tis fhe that fhines in that propitious Light.
IO.
When in mid- Air, the Golden Trump fhall found,
To raife the Nations under ground ;
When in the Valley of Febofaphat,
The Judging God fhall clofe the book of Fate;
And there the laft Afizes keep,
For thofe who Wake, and thofe who Sleep ;
When ratling Bones together fly,
From the four Corners of the Skie,

When Sinews o’re the Skeletons are fpread,
Thofe cloath’d with Flefh,and Life infpires the Dead;

The |
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1
' ] The Sacred Poets firft {hall hear the Sound, '
| And formoft from the Tomb fhall bound: %
For they are cover'd with the lighteft Ground,
And ftreight, with in-born Vigour, on the Wing,
Like mounting Larks, to the New Morning fing.
There Thou, fweet Saint, before the Quire fhalt go,
| As Harbinger of Heav'n, the Way to fhow,

t The Way which thou fo well haft learn'd below.
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| 'i‘O THE : al
Earl of CARLISLE,

DEATH of His SON |

BEFORE

LUXEMBURGH

E’s gone, and was it then by your Decree,
I I Yeenvious Powers,that we fhou’d only fee

This Copy of your own Divinity ?
Or thought ye it furpafling Human State,

To have a Bleffing lafting as;’'twas Great?

Your cruel Skill you better ne’re had {hown,
Since ynﬁ fo foon defign'd him all your own,
Such torturing Favours to tﬁe Damn’d are given,
When to encreafe their Hell, you thow 'em Heav'n, |
. ' Was
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e

Was it too Godlike, he fhou'd long inherit

§ At once his Father’s, and his Uncle’s Spirit?
§ Yet as'much Beauty, and as calm 2 Breaft
| As the mild Damﬂ_‘; whofe teeming Womb he bleft,
H’ had all the Favours Providence cou'd give,
| Except its own Prerogative to live:
| Referv’d in Pleafures, and in Dangers bold,
Youthful in A&ion, and in Prudence old:

| His humble Greatnefs, and fubmiffive State,
£ Made his Life full of Wonder, as his Fate.
One, who to all the heights of Learning bred,
: .Read Books, and Men, and pra&tis'd what he read.
Round the wide Globe fearce did the bufie Sun
' With greater hafte, and greater Luftre run.
True Gallantry and Grandure he defcry’d
From the Fresch Fopperies, and German Pride.
And like th’ induftrious Bee, W here €'re he flew,

Gather'd the Sweets which on fweet Bloforms grew.
Babel's
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Babel's confufed Speeches on his Tongue,

With a fweet Harmony and Concord hung,.
More Countries than for Homer did conteft,
Do ftrive who moft were by his Prefence bleft.
Nor did his Wifdom damp his Martial Fire,
Minerva both her Portions did infpire, g
Ufe of the Warlike Bow, and Peaceful Lyre.

So Cefar doubly triumph’'d when he wrote,
Showing like Wit, as Valour, when he fought.

If God (as Plato taught) Example takes

From his own Works, and Soulsby Patterns makes,

And caft him in his Darling Sidzey’s Mold,
Of too refin’d a Subftance to be old.
Both did alike difdain an Hero’s Rage,

Show'd come like an Inheritance by Age.

Much of himfelf in him he did unfold, g

Ambitioufly

= =1
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Ambitiﬂﬁﬂy did both confpire to twift

Bays with the Tvy, which their Temples kift =

Scorning to wait the flow advance of Time, 1

Both fell like early Bloffoms 1n their Prime, : }

By blind Events, and Providence’s Crime. i

Yet both, like Codrus, o're their yielding Foe

Obtaid’'d the Conqueft, in their Overthrow;

Ard longer Life do purchafe by their Death,

In Fame compleating what they want in breath.

Oh! had kind Fate ftretcht the contradted Span,

To the full Glories of a perfect Man;

And as he grew cou'd every rolling Year

A new addition to our Wonder bear;

H’ had paid to his Hluftrious Line that Stock

Of ancient Honour, which from thence he took.

But oh!

So hafty Fruifs, and too ambitious Flowers,

Scorning the Midwifery of ripening Showers,
Bk In




In fpight of Erofts, fpring from th’ unwilling Earch,

But find a nip untimely as their birth.
Abortive Iflues fo delude the Womb,

And fearce have Being, e're they want a Tomb.
Forgive (my" Lord) the Mufe that does afpire
With a new breath to fan your raging Fire ;
Whofe each officious and unskilful found
Can with frefh Torture but enlarge the wound.
Cow'd T, with David, curfe the guilty Plain
Where one more lov'd than Jonathan was flain:
Or cou'd I flights high as his Merits raife,

Clear as his Vertue, deathlefs as his Praife,

None who (tho’ Laurelscrown’d their aged Head)
Admir'd him living, and ador’d him dead,
With more Devotion fhou'd enroll kis Name

In the long Confecrated Lift of Fame.
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But fince my artlefs and unhallow’d Strain

Will the high worth, it thould commend,prophane ;
Since T defpair my humble Verfe fhou'd prove
Great as your lofs, or tender as your Love;

My Heart with {ighings, and with tears mine Eye,
Shall the defe of written Grief fupply.

iy,
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THE

1N § Fat

AGAINST

B U e o
Ineft fua gratia parvis.
1};' By Mr. 7 A LD E N

o Here Greatnefs is to Nature’s Works deny’d,

In Worth and Beauty it is well fupply’d :
In a {mall fpace the more Perfe@ion’s thown,

And what is exquifite, in Little’s done.

If  Thus Beams contra®ed in 2 narrow Glafs,

To Flames convert their larger ufelefs Rays.

'Tis Nature’s {malleft produ@s pleafe the Eye,
WOIL greater Births pafs unreguarded by :

Hér
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Her Monfters feem a Violence to fight,
They’re form'd for Terrour, Infe&s to delight.
" Thus when fhe nicely frames a piece of Ar?,
Fine-are her ftroaks, and fmall in every part; i g
No Labour can fhe boaft more wonderful, |
Than to inform an Atem witha Soul:
To animate her littie beauteous Fly,

And cloath it in her gaudy’ft Drapery.

Thus does the little Epigram delight,
And charm us with its minature of Wit:
Whilft tedious Authors give the Reader pain,
Weary his thoughts, and make him toil in vain ;
Whenvin lefs Volumes we more plea.i"ure fimd,

And what diverts, ftill beft informs the Mind.

»Tis the fmall Infe&® looks corre& and fair,
And feems the produé of her niceft Care.
Bbs When
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When weary'd out with the ftupendious weight,
Of forming Prodigies, and Brates of State :
Then fhe the Infe& frames, her Mafterpiece,
Made for Din.:l‘ﬁﬂ[T, and defign’d to pleafe,

Thus Archimedes, in his Cryftal Sphere,
Seem’d to corre@ the World’s Artificer: (lay,
Whilit the large Globe moves round with long de-
His beauteous Or-bs in nimbler Circles play ;

This feem’d the Nobler Labour of the two,

!  Graat was the Sphere above, but fine below.

Thus fmalleft things have a peculiar Grace,
' jLL_, The §reat w’ admire, but ’tis the little pleafe ;
Then fince the leaft fo beautifully thow,

B advis'd in time, my Mufe, andlearn to know %

A Pocet’s Lines fhou'd be corre@, and few.

Written
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Written in a

L.ADJXs: Advice

DAUGHTER [}

"TI.S true—in thefe: well-polifh’d Lines,
The Author’s Noble Genius fhines:
A happy Wit, a thought well weigh'd,

And in a Charming Drefs conveyd,

Adorn each c.urious Page—'tis true:

But what’s all this, fair Maid, to You?

Have lovely Faces need of Paint?

Are Manuals ufeful to a Saint 2 »
| Let carelefs Nymphs be ply’d with Rules,
] Let Wit be thrown arﬁﬁng the Fools : il

In both of thefe You boaft a Store,

Compar'd with, which, our Author’s poor.
Bb 4 Alas!
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[amp—

Alas! as He dire@s his Pen
To Maids, thou’d You advife the Men;;

Shou'd You your eafie Minutes vex,
To make Reprifals on the Sex, "
We great Pretenders then fhou’d find

Our Selves, our Darling Selves, out-thin’d, i
Not more in Body, than in Mind : : |
She-Wit and Senfe wou'd mount the Throne,

And our lov'd Salic-Law be gone.
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Written 1n a

ILADYs WALLER.

. HE Lovely Owner of this Beok
T Does here on her own Image look:

Each happy Page, each finith'd Line

Does with Her matchlefs Graces fhine ;

Andis, with Common Verfe compard,

What She is among Beauty’s Herd.

The Poet boafts a Lofty thought,

In Softeft Numbers Smoothly wrought;

Has all that pleafes the Severe,

And all that charms a Lilt'ning Ear.

And fuch the Nymph is—bleft with all

That we can Sweet, or Noble call :

For never fure was any Mind,

©f all that from Heav'ns Trealury came,
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Of better Make, and more Refin'd,

Or lodg’d within a Fairer Frame.

Such Angels feem, when pleas’d to wear
Some lovely Drefs of colour’d 4ir! _ |
Oh! had fhe liv'd, before the old

Bard had fo many Winters tc;ld ;

Then, when his Youthful Veins ran high,
Enflam’d with Love, and Poetry ;

He only to This fhining Maid

The Tribute of his Verfe had paid :

No meaner Face, no lefler Name

Had fix'd his Eyes, or fed his Flame ;
Her Beauties had employ’d his Tongue,
And “Sachariffa dy'd unfung.

Written
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Written in the

Leaves of a FAN.

1 FLAVIA the leaft and flighteft Toy
| Can, with refiftlefs 4rr, employ.

This Fan, in meaner Hands, wou'd prove
: An Engine, of fmall Force, in Love.
| Yet the, with Graceful 4ir and Meen,
(Not to be told! or fafely feen!)
Dire&s its wanton Motions fo,
That it wounds more than Cupid’s Bow :
Gives Coolnefs to the matchlefs Dame,

To every other Breaff a Flame.
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A

N

Incomparable 0 D E

OF

MAL H.E R Bs.

Written by

Him when the ‘Marriage was afoot
between this King «of France, and
Anne of Aufiria.

Tranflated by a Perfort of | Quality, a great
Admirer of the eafinefs of the French
Poetry.

CEM& Anne f1 belle,) T
Qeu'onvante fifort,

ks

Pourquoy ne vient Elle ;

THis Anna fo Fair,’
So talk'd of by

Fame,

Why don’t fhe appear

Frayment, Efleatort! J {Indeed, fhe’s to blame!

Son .
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Son Loiiis [onpire ]
Apres fet Appas : ‘

Lewis fighs for the fake
Of her Charms, as they

’
|
[y
2

|

|

>

.*
|

Que veut elle dire, What excufe can fhe

make,

Que elle ne vient pas2 ) Yor not coming away ?

Si il e la pofféde, If he does n’t poffels,

Il sen va Mourir; He dies with Defpair ;

Donnons y Remede, SZ Let’s give him redrefs,

Allons la Querir. Andgo find out the Fair.

NOT E

The Tranflator pm'i:ma’d to turn this Ode wich all imaginable
Exaéinefs 3 and he hopes he has been precey jult to Malberb, on-
Iy in the fixch Line he has made a {mail Addition of thefe three
words— as they fay— which he thinks is excufable, if we confider
thar the French Poet'there ralks a lictle too familiarly of the King’s
Paflion, as if the King himfelf had owned it co him. The Tran-
{lacor thinks ic more mannerly and refoediul in Malhers to pree
terd to have the Accounc of it only by #Hear-fay.

ON
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On the

Dutchefs of Portfmouth’s

PICTURE.

HAD fhe but liv'd in Clesparra’s Age,

(gage,

WhenBeauty did the Earth’s great Lordsen-

Brittain, not Egypt, had been Glorious made ;

Awgnftus then, like Fulins, had obey'd;

A Nobler Theam had been the Poet’s boaft,

That all the World for Love had well been loft.
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Earl of Rochefter.

INfuIt'mg Beanty, you mifpend
Thofe Frowns upon your Slave;

| Your.Scorn againt fuch Rebels bend,

Who dare with confidence pretend,
That other Eyes their Hearts defend,

From all the Charms you have,

Your conquering, Eyes fo partial are,
Or Mankind is fo dull,
AJ That while I languifh in Defpair,

| Many proud fenfelefs Hearts declare,
i They
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-

They find you not fo killing Fair,

To with you merciful.

They an Inglorious Freedom boaft 3
I triumph in my Chain;

Nor am I unreveng'd, though loft ;

Nor you unpunifh'd, though unjuft,

When I alone, who love you moft,

. Am kill'd with your Difdain.
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KING’s _Birth-Day.

SHine forth, bright Sun, and gild the Day,

With 4 more than commen Ray.

The Day that gave us more,

‘Than all the rolling Years that Thou

Haft number’d out, cou'd e're beftow,

Or Brittain with before.

From greennefs of Tourh, to ripenels of Age,
Wich what dangers, what troubles did Czfar en’
In the Field, on the Flood, (gage”

Through the Waves,and through B! sod,
The Race of bright Honour he ran!

How Great in Diftrefs,
Cc
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How Calm in Succefs!
'n both, how much more than Man /!
: CHORZS.
Where-e've his Birth had been by Fortune placd,

Such Vertue Heav'n muft needs havecrown'd atlaft, #

Heav'n has been juft, and Right has prevail'd,
Tho’ by Hell's Malice and Forces gffail'd ;
Rebellion and Faction are funk whence they rofe,
‘And Cefar the Wounds of his Nation does clofe,
Rewarding hisFriends, and forgiviog hisFocs.
In the Glory gein’d by War,
Vulgar Hands and Fortune fhare ;
But the more Noble and Selid Renown
That arifes from Pardon to Penitents fhown,

All render to Cefar, tis C&/ar’s alone.
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Cefar nobly dqfs difdain
Over lefs than Hearts to Reign;

~ Let Tyrants force th’ ignobler part,
God and Ce/far claim the Heart.

Hark how the Nation United rejoyces
In the glad Confort of Hearts and of Voices !
* What Thanks they exprefs
For their Plenty and Peace,

And the long defir'd B/eflings of Freedomand Eafe.

Hatk, the joyful Song goes round,
‘Tis the Univerfal Sound :
-Long may Heaven and Cefar {mile,

Heaven on Him, and He on us;

Cc 2 Long,
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| Long, long may he Rule our Ifle,
And long, long Rule it thus/
As lov'd in Peace, as feard in Arms,

And ever bleft in Gloriana’s Charms.
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I. :
Frer the fierceft Pangs of hot Defire,
A Between Panthea’s rifing Breafls,
His bending Breaft Philander refts:
And vanquitht, yet unknowing to retire,
Clofe hugs the Charmer, and afham’d to yield,
Tho’ he has loft the day, yet keeps the Field.
Z.
When, withafigh, the faic Panthea faid,
What Pity ’ids, ye Gods, that all
The Nobleft Warriours fooneft fall:
Then with a Ki6 fhe geatly rear’d his Head ;
Armyd him again to fizht, for nobly fhe
More lov’d the Combac than the Victory.

ey
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b
But more enrag'd, for being beat before,.
With all his firength he does prepare
More fiercely to renew the War;
Nor ceas'd he till the Noble Prize he bore:
Ev'n her much wondrous Courage did furprife,

She bugs the Dart that wounded her, and dies.
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S O N G
%
Hrough mournful Shades, and Jolitary Groves,
T Fann'd with the fighs of unfuccefsful Loves,
wild with Defpairs, young Zhyrfis firays,
" Thinks over all 4myra’s Heav'nly Charms,
Thinks he now fees her in another’s Arms ;
Then at fome Willow’s Root himfelf he lays,
The Lovelieft, moft unhappy Swain ;
And thus to the wild Woods he does complain.

Z.

How art thou changd, O7 hyrfis, fince the time

When thou cou’dft love,and hope withnut'ﬁ Crime;

When Nature’s Pride, and Earth’s Delight,

As through her fhady Eveniog Grove fhe paft,
Cc 4 And
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And a new day did all around her caft;
Cou'd fee, nor be offended at the fight:

The melting, fighing, wiihin.g Swair;,; |
That now muft never hope to wifh again.

9

Riches and Titles! why fhou’d they prevail,
Where Duty, Love, and Adoration fail 3

Lovely Amyra, fhou’dft thou prize '
The empty noife that a fine Title makes ;'
Or the vile Trafh that with the Vulgar ‘takes,
Before a Heart that bleeds for thee, and dies>
Unkind ! but pity the poer Swain

Your Rigour kiffs, nor Triumph in the Slain.

SONG,
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OU fay you love! Repeat again,

e — r—— —nrar
ey E
—— e n et - —

e ST e e

Repeat th’ amazing Sound ;

Repeat the eafe of all my pain,

The Cure of ev'ry Wound.

What-you to thoufands have denyd,
To me you freely give;

Whiltt T in humble Silence dy’d,
“Your Mercy bid me live.

So on cold Latmos top each Night,
Endymion {ighing lay,
Gazd on the Moon’s tranfcendant Light,

Defpair’d, and durft not Pray.
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But Divine Cymthia faw his Grief,

Th'effe@ of conquering Charms;
Unask’d, the Goddefs brings relicf,

And falls into his Arms.
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| Aireft of thy Sex, and beft,
F Admit my humble Tale;

Twill eafe the Torment of my Breaf,
Tho' I fhall ne’re prevail.

No fond Ambition me does move
Your Favour to implore,
I ask not for return of Love,

But Freedom to adore.
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To the King

In the Year 1686.
BY
Mr.« George  Granville,
Eroes of nid -by Rapiq‘c a.ﬂ!l-._i I:I}? 5poil |
H Infearch of Fame did all the Warld cmbrml.

Thus to their Gods each then al!y d his Name,

This fprang from S‘rs'qf, and that frnm Titan cames' |

With equal Valour, and with like Succefs,
Dread King, might'ft thou the Univerfe opprefs;
But Chriftian Rules conftrain thy Martial Pride ;
Peace 1s thy Choice, and Piety thy Guide :

By thy Example Kings may learn to fway,

Heroes are t&ug;llt to fight, and Saints to pray.

Th

il
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The Greciar Chiefs had Vertue but in fhare;

W Neftor was wife, but 4jax brave in War:

|.'

ITheir very Deities were gracd no more,

i Mars had the Courage, Fove the Thunder bore:
'But all Perfe@ions meet 1n Fames alone,

% And Brittain's King is all the Gods in one.
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HIM_SEL F.

HEre, or clfewhere (all's one to you, to rtie)
Earth, Air, or Water gripes my Ghoftlefs
Du

ft,
None knowing when brave Fire thall fet it free ;
Reader, if you an oft try’d Rule will tfuﬁ,
Youll gladly Do and Suffer what you muf.

HARRY MARTEN’s

- = e
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To his Friend
Captain Chamberline 5

In Love with a Lady he had
taken in an Algerenc Prize
at dea.

In Allufion to the 4th Ode of Horace, Lib. the 2d.

BY

Mr. TALDEN.

=Tls no difgrace (brave Youth) to own

By a fair Slave you are undone :

Why doft thou blufh to hear that Name !
And ftifle thus a Generous Flame!
Did not the fair Brifeis heretofore

With powerful Charms fubdue?
| What
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What tho’ a Gaptive, ftill {he bore
Thofe Eyes that Freedom cou’d reftore,
And make her haughty Lord, thfe.pfdud Achilles
2 (bowig
~ Stern Ajax, tho’ renown’d in Arms, .
Did yield to bright Zecmeffa's Charms :
And all the Laurels he had won,
As Trophies at her Feet were thrown.
When beautiful in tears,he view’d the mourningFair,
:I’he Hero felt her Power :
Tho' great in Camps, and fierce in War,
Her fofter looks he cou’d not bear,
Proud to become her Slave,the’late her Conquerour,
. 3-
When Beauty in Diftrefs appears,
An irrefiftlefs Charm it bears:
In every Breaft does pity move,
Pity the tender'ft part of Love. |
. Amidtt
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Amidft his Triumphs great Atrides thewd
Unto a weeping Maid :
Tho’ Troy was by his Arms qudu’d,
And Greece the bloody Trophies view'd,
Vet at a Captive’s feet the imploring Victor laid.|
4.
+ Think not, thy Charming Maid can be
Of a bafe Stock, a mean Degree :
Her Shape, her Air, her every Grace,
A more than Pulgar Birth confefs.
Yes, yes, my Friend, with Royal Blood {he s great,
Sprung from fome Monarch’s bed:
an_r;'murns her Family’s hatd Fate,
Her mighty Fall, and abject State,
And her Hluftricus Race conceals with Noble Pride.
5.
Ah think not an Ignoble Houfe!
Coun’d fuch a Heroine produce:

Dd
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Nor think fuch generous fprightly Blood,
Coud flow from the corrupted Crowd.
But view her Courage, her ‘undaunted Mind,
And Soul with Vertues crown’d :
Where dazling Int’reft cannot blind,
Nor Youth, nor Gold admittance find,
But flill her Honour’s ﬁxd and Vertue keeps its
" (Ground.
View well her great Majeftick Air,
And modeft Looks Divinely Fair :
Too bright for Fancy to improve,
And worthy of thy Nobleft Love.
But yet fufpe@ not thy officious Fris?:nd,
All jealous thoughts remove:
Tho' I with Youthful heat commend, ]
For Thee I all my Withes fend, - |
And if {he makes Thee bleft, ‘risall I ask of Love.
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Aol ADY.

L.

E Virgin Powers, defend my Heart
Y From am’rous Looks and Smiles,
From fawcy Love, or.nicer Art,

Which moft our Sex beguiles;
2.
From Sighs and Vows, from awful Fears,
That do to pity move;
From fpeaking Silence, and from Tears,

Thofe Springs that water Love.

Dd 2
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3505
But if through Paffion I grow blind,
Let Honour be my Guide;
And where frail Nature feems inclin’d,
There place a2 Guard of Pride.
4.
An Heart whofe Flames are feen, tho’ pure,
Needs every Vertues aid ;
And fhe who thinks her felf fecure,
The fooneft is betray’d.
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Written by a

L A ) o

%T REPHON hath Fathion, Wit, and Youth,
A/ With all things elfe that pleafe;
He nothing wants but Love and Truth

To ruin me with eafe,

But he is Flint, and bears the Ar¢
To kindle fierce Defire,
Whofe Pow’r enflames another’s Heart,

And he ne’re feels the Fire.

O how it does my Soul perplex,
When I hkis Charms recall,
To think he thou'd defpife our Sex ;

Or, what’s worfe, love em all.
Dd 3
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So that my Heart, like Noah's Dove,

In vain has fought for reft,
Finding no hopes to fix my Love,

Returns into my Breaf?.
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PARAPHRASD

Out of Horace, the 234 Ode
of the 24 Book.

By

Do P wPeid

FI\HE: wary Gods lock up in Cells of Night

Future Events, and laugh at Mortals here.

If they to pry into ‘em take delight,

If they too much prefume, or too much fear.
O Man ! for thy fhort time below
Enjoy thy felf, and what the Gods beftow :
Unequal Fortunes here below are {har'd,
Life to a River’s courfe may juftly be compard:

Sometimes within its bed,

Without an angry Curl or Wave,
Dd 4
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From the Spring head
It gently glides to the Ocean, its Grave.
Then unawares, upon a fudden Rain,
It madly overflows the Neighb'ring Plain:
It ploughs up beauteous Ranks |
Of Trees, that thaded and adorn’d its Banks :
Overturns Houfes, Bridges, Rocks,
Drowns Shepherds and their Flocks:

Horror and Death rage all the Valley o're,

The Forrefts tremble, and the Mountains roar. .
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L O VEs Antidote.

Hen I figh by my Miftrefs, and gaze on
thofe Eyes
Where all-conquering Love in Garrifon lies.
When her Nofe I commend with a true Roman bend,
And run on in Flattery World without end :
On her ample high Forehead,and her little foft hand,
To which, if compar’d, thebeftIvory istann'd:
On the worcis which with Grace from her Rofie
Lips flow,
And fuch Harmony make,as was ne’re heard below, |
Then fhe bridles the Pride, and fwells with Difdain,
And flights her Adorer, now faft in her Chain.
With Scorn in her haughty looks, and in her
~ words Thunder,
Then drunken with Love do I reel to the Wonder :
- There




48  The THIRD PART

Then with three or four Glaffes my languifhing
pafles, ks
‘And off flides the Load, Love lays on his 4ffes.

Then I fwear I'le for ever keep out of the fcrape,

Love’s Soveraign Antidote is the blood of the
Grape.
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Anacreon imitated.

OFT the Reverend Dotards cry,
Why fo loving, Daphnis, why?

Love's a thing for Age alone:
Love’s a God, and you're too young,
Let' the Harveft crown your Brow,
And adorn your Head with Snow :
Love may boldly enter then :

Years will countenance your Flame.
Fruits, unripe, difguft the tafte;
Falling ripe they pleafe us beft.
Colts are skittith ; but.the Dam,
(Once a Colt) is ftill and tame:
Reverend Dotards, why fo wife?

Why thefe Reverend Fooleries 2
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Who neglects to back the Horfe,
Till bis }:'e&i*s compute him worfe?
Generous Brutes that lateft die,
Early to Enjoyment fly :

Vigorous Nature fcorns a Tie.
Gather'd Fruit are beft of all ;

We defpife them when they fall.
Thus your Follies thow to me,
What my Reverend Age fhall be.
Bring the Glafs then, bring the Fair,
Fill it, *tis a Health to her.

For experimental I

Will a great Example be

To convince fuch Reverend Fools j

Of their own miftaken Rules.
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Anacreon imitated.

H how pleafant is't/ how fweet !

While with Beauties exquifite
. Nature paints the fragrant Grove,
Thus to walk and talk of Love.
Here no envious Eaftern Gale
Sells us Pleafure by Retail.
Weflern breezes here difpence
Joys fo full, they cloy the fenle.
Gods! oh Gods! how fweet 2 Shade
Has that Honey-Suckle made,
Clafping round that {preading Tree,
Clafping faft, and apeing me.
| Me who, there with Celia laid,
R Firlt infornyd thiglovely Maid
So to clafp, and fo to twine.

‘Oh! how fweet a life is mine!
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Anacreon imitated.

Ome fill't up, and fill it high,
C The barren Earth is always dry;
But we'll fteep’t in kindly Show'rs,

It laughs in Dew, and fmiles in Flow’rs.
The Jovial Gods did, fure, defigp,
By the Immortal Gift of Wine, '

To drown our Sighs, and eafe our Care,

And make’s content to Revel here.

To Revel, and to reign in Love,

- And be throughout like thofe above.
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Virgil's 1ft Georgick,

Beginning at

Imprimis wvenerare Deos, &,

Tranflated into

ENGLISH VERSE

B Y

H. SACHEVERILL.

Dedicated to

Mr  D'R"T D'EYIV

- Irft let thy Altars fmoak with Sacred Fire,
| E Thy Earthly Labours the Juft Gods require,

Let Ceres Bleflings ufher in the Year,

To give an Omen to thy future Care.
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With Sacrifice adorn her Grafly Shrine,

With Milk, with Honey, and with flowing Wine. .
Then go, the mighty Goddels to adof®, - N '
When Spring buds forth, and Winter is no more:
Then well-fed Lambs thy plenteous Tables load,

And mellow Wines give appetite to Food.
Whilft the cool Shade by fmall refrefhing Streams

Invite foft Sleep, and gentle pleafing Dreams.
The Ruftick Youth the Goddefs fhou’d implore

T'o blefs their Fruits, and to encreafe their Store.

Thrice let the Sacrifice in Triumph led
Crown the new Off-fpring of her fruitful Bed.
A joyful Quire fhall fing her Praifes round,
And with unequal Motions beat the Ground:
Whilft Qaken Branches on their Temples twine;
To fhew the berter ufe of Corn and Wine.
The Goddefs thus appeas'd, will bend her Ear,
And with a plenteous Farveft will reward your Care. |
| The
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T he certain Seafons of the Year to know

Great Jove hastaughe vs, and from whence [E:;? g

Dirougts,Rains;andWinds their certainSigns forego.

T 'hofe Meflengers of Fate fly to provide the way,

To give the Signal of a gloomy Day.

T'he Moon her Tokens conftantly fulfils,

And with lier Beams points out th’ approaching 111,

Her waining Orb puts on a various Form

To give the Sign of an impending Storm.

When South Winds rife the Herdfmen juftly fear,

And feek a Shelter when the Tempeft’s near.

Firft from a gentle blaft the Winds arife,

Whofe Infint Voice in whifp’ring Murmurs flys, %
;-! Then with loud Clamours fills the troubled Skics.

By fmall degreesadvanc’d, it fironget grows,

Till every Pointeach other does oppofe.

Then through the jarring Zones it frets and roars;
And lifts the {welling Billows to the Shores. _
| Ee Valk
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Vaft watry Mountains row! upon the Sand,
And angry Surges beat the trembling Land.

*A harfh, fhrill noife the ecchoing Caverns fills,
And ftrikes the Ear from the refounding Hills 3

Whofe Reverend Tops, with aged Ping-trees crown dy

Rock with the Wind, and tremble with the found.

Then threatning Surges hardly can forbear
" The tatter’d Veflel, while the Scamen fear %

Each rowling Billow fhowd their laft appear.
The frightned Native of the troubled Waves
His long accuftom’d Habitation leaves.

Now born aloft a winged Army foat

To feek for fafety on a calmer Shore.

The More-Hen, confcious of the Tempeft near, |

Plays on the Sand, and fo prevents her fear.

The Hern forfakes his ancient marfhy Bed,
And tow’rs to Heav'n while Clonds bedew his head.

Sometimes he’s met by a defcending Star,

Which warns the Tempeft ruthing fromafar. ‘The

/
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The headlong Planet glidesin fiery Streams,

And fhoots through Darknefs with its Radiant Beams.
It cuts the Shadows with'a Train of Light,

And makes a Medley of the Day and Night.

A fportive Whirlwind lifts the moving Sand,

In myftick Circles danciog on the Land.

And faple(s Leaves fly o’re the thaken Wood,

Now wanton Feathers whitea all the Flao&;' g

At diftarice black’ning in a dusky Cloud.

Btit When a wew-fledy’d Storm comes bluft ring forth,
And quits the thund’ring Regions of the North :
When Eaft and Weft in diltant Poles confpire,
Uniting Rage, to fwell the Deluge higher,

With rapid Streams the fall-charg’d Chanels flow;
Colle@ing Forces s they farther go.

Th’ unruly Tide no fturdy Baxks contronl;

O're unknown Plains the fiirious Torrents rowl:
The Reapers mourn to fee the Deluge bear

Therr long expe&cd Labours of the Year: _
Ee z L A
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l A jeune Iris aux cheveux gris
. Difoit a Theodate,
Retournons, mon cher a Paris,

Avant que Pon combatte 5

Pous me downés trop de fouci,
Car Guillaume ne raille.
Helas ! que feriez-vous icy?

Le jour d'une bataille.

2l eft vray que wous partirés

Sans Lauriers & fans Gloire,

Et que vous Embarrafferés

Ceux qui font Fotre Hiftoire ;

.__ . _ ,.
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A Paraphrafe on the French.

N Gray-hair'd Celia’s wither'd 4rms
Whilft Mighty Lewis lay,

She cry'd, if I have any Charms,
My Deareft let’s away.

I tremble for you when I hear
Of Drums the dreadful Rattle:
Alas, Sir! what thou'd you do here
In dreadful day of battle.

Perhaps you’ll ask what can repair
The Ruines of your Glory :
Tis fit you leave fo mean a Care

To thofe who Pen your Story.

Eec}
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Mais vous devoés laiffer ces fobks ¢
A D’Efpreanx & Corneille ;
Vous ne les payeriés pas moins,

Quand wous feriés merveille.

Pous puvirex une autre-fois
Ces gens qui mont pillée.
Qu'elle honte gu a-Charleroy

Us w'affent amence

Quoy que je fois ainée de wous,
Et gue je fois bien fage,

 Faurois paffé parmy ces fous
Pour un-Rebus de Page.
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Are not D'Efpreaux and Corneile paid
For Panegyrick writing?
They know how Heroes may be made

Without the help of fighting.

Your Foes too faucily approach,
"Tis beft to leave them fairly:
Put fix good Horfes in your Coach,

And carry Me to Marly.

Let Bouffers, to fecure your ’Fame,
Go take fome Town,.or buy it;
Whiltt you, great Sir, at Noffredame,

7e Deum fing in quiet.

E€ 4
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Sir

T

Perfue thou thice, I have my end '1_,

So Chleris only love me.

Tell me not others Flocks are full,
Mine pour,l' let them defpife me
Who more abound with Milk and Wool,

. So Chioris only prize me.

JOHN EATO N.

I.
Ell me not I my time mifpend, -

"Tis time loft to reprove me;

Z
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3.
Tire others eafier Ears with thefe
Unappertaining Stories ;
He never felt the World’s Difeafe
* Who car’d not for its Glories.
4.
For pity Thou that wifer art,
. Whofe thoughts lie wide of mine;
Let me alone with my own Heart,
And I'le ne’re envy thine.
5’.
Nor blame him who €’re blames my Wig,

That feeks no higher Prize,

Than in unenvy’d Shades to fit,

And fing of Chloris Eyes.
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Another SONG

i In Imitation of ¥
§i§f Sir-70HN EATONs Songs. |
" | By the Lai:e '}

Fail of ROCHESTER.

TOO late, alas' I muft confefs

You need no Arfs to move me:

Such Charms by Nature you pofiefs,

¢Twere madaefs not to love you.

e T

Then fpare a Heart you may furprife,
And give my 'i’ungue the Glory

To boaft, tho' my unfaithful Eyes

Betray a kinder Story.
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Tom. Killigrew and Will. Murrey.

r.
Tﬂ M and Will were Shepherds twain,
Who Liv'd and Lov'd together,
Till Fair Paffora‘croft the Plain,
Alack, why came fhe thither!
Paftora’s Fair and Lovely Locks
Set both their Hearts on fire,

Although they did divide their Flocks,]

- They had but one defire,
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2.
Zom came of a Gentile Race,
By Father and by Mother,
Will was Noble, but alas,
He was a Younger Biother.
Neither of them b Huntfman was,
No Fifher, nor no Fowler ;
Zom was ftil'd the prop’rer Lad,
But Wil the better Bowler.
1
7om woud Drink her Health and Swear,
The Nation cou’d. not want her ;
Will wou'd take her by the Ear,
And with his Voice Enchant her.
Tom was always in her fight,
And ne're fargﬂt his Duty ;
Will was Witty, aad cou'd write

Sweet Sonnets on her Beauty.

o e
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4

4.
Which of them fhe Loved moft,
Or whither {he Lovd either;
Twas thought they found it to their coft,
That fhe indeed Lov'd neither.
_ And yet the was fo fweer a She,
So comly of behaviour;
That Zom thought He, and Wil tﬁuught He,
Was greateft in her Favour.
3
Paftora was a Beauteous Lafs;
Of a charming fprightly” Nature,
Divinely Good and Kind {he was,
And fmil'd on evry Creature.
Of Favours fhe was provident,
But yet not over fparing,

She gave no loofe Encouragement,

Yet kept Men from defpairing.
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6.
Now flying Fame had made report
Of Fair Paflora’s Beauty,
That fhe muft needs unto the Court;
There to perform her Duty.
Unto the Court Pafford’s gone,

- (It were no Court without her,)

The Queen her felf, with all her Train;
Had none fo Fair about her.
7,
Zom hung his Dog, and flung away
His Sheep-hook and his Wallet ;
Will broke his Pipes, and curft the day
That €’re he made a Ballet.

Their Nine-pins and their Bowls they broke,

RoNgsi

Their Tunes were turn’d to Tears,
2
*Tis time for me to make an end,
Let them go fhake their Ears.
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RON DELAY.

Mr. DRTDEN.

g
CHLOE found Amyntas lying
All in Tears, upon the Plain ;

Sighing to himflf, and erying, .

Wretched I, to love in vain!
Kifs me, Dear, before my dying ;

Kifs me once, and eafe my pain!
2,

Sighing to himfelf, and crying

Wretched I, to love in vain:

Ever {corning and denying

To reward your faithful Swain :
Kifs me, Dear, before my dying ;
Kifs me once, and eafe my pain!
| 3. Ever
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3.
Ever fcorning, and denying

To reward your faithful Swain ;
Chloe, laughing at his cryiog,

Tnid him that he lov’d in .vain :

Kifs me, Dear, before my dying ;

Kifs me once, and eafe my pain!
L

Chloe, laughing at his crying,

|8 Told him that he lovid in vain:

i| But repensing, and complyiog,

I When he kifs'd, fhe kifs'd again:

Il Kif'd him up; before his dying :

Kifs'd him up, and eas'd his pain:




of MISCELLANT POEMS. - 43% |§

Ina Letter to the Honourable |
Mr. Charles Montague. !
By Mr. P RIO K

™

Owe're, ’tis well,llﬂmt whillt Mankind,
H Through Fate’s Fantaftic Mazes errs,
He can imagin'd Pleafures find,

To combat againft real Cares.
Fancies and Notions w; .purfue,

Which ne’re had Being but in thought ;
And like the doating Artiff woo,

The Image we nur‘felves have wrought.
Againft Experience we ?Eelieve,

And argue againft Demontftration;
Pleas’d that we can our felves deceive,

And fet our Judgment by our Paflion.
The hoary Fool, who, 4ﬁ1any Days,

Has firuggled with continued Sorrow,

Ff
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L

Renews his Hope, and blindly lays
The defp’rate Bet upon to Morrow.
To Morrow comes, tis I&nun, ‘tis Nighe,
This day like all the former fled ;
Yet on he runs to feek Delight
To Morrow, till too rNight he’s dead.
Our Hopes, like tow’rir:g Falcons, aim
At Objects in an Airy height,
But all the Pleafure of the Game,
Is afar off to view the Flight.
The worthlefs Prey but Enl}r fhows,
The Joy confifted in tt:e Strife;
Whate’re we take, as foon we lofe,
In Homer's Riddle, and in Life.
So whilft in Fev'rith Slji:ps we think
We tafte what waking we defire,
The D}Eém is better than the Drink,

Which only feeds the ﬁckly Kire.

o
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0.
To the Minds Eye things well appear,
" At diftance through an artful Glafs;
Bring but the flatt’ring Objecs near,
They’re all a fenfelefs gloomy Maf,
Seeing aright, we fee m;? Woes,
Then what avails it to have Eyes 2
From Ignorance our Comfort flows,
The only wretched are the Wife. -
We wearied fhou’d lie dlci;vn in Death,
This Cheat of Life wou'd take no more;

If you thought Fame but ftinking Breath,

| I, Phillis but a perjurd Whore.
¥

An O D E

By Mr. P RIO R

X X 7iHiltt blooming Youth and gay Delight
In all thy Looks and Geftures thine;

Ff a2 Thou
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Thou hait, my Dear, ﬁnduubted Right
To Rule this deftin’d Heart of mine ;
My Reafon bends to what your Eyes ordain,
For I was born to love, and you to reign.
But wou'd you méﬁnly then rely
On Power, you know I muft obey ;
"Tis but a Legal Tyranny
To do an Ill, becaufe you may.
Why muft I thee, as dtheiffs Heav'n adore,
Not fee thy Mercy, and but dread thy Pow'r.
Take heed, my Deir, Youth flies apace,
Time equally with Love is blind ;
Soon muft thofe Glories of thy Face
The Fate of Pulgar Beauty find.
- The thouland Loves that arm fhy potent Eye,
Muft drop their Quivers, flag their Wings, and die;
Then thou wilt ﬁgﬁ, when 1n each Frown

A hateful wrinckle more appears ;

And_
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And putting peevith humours on,
Seems but the fad effe@ of Years :
Even Kindnels then too weak a Charm will prove
~ To raife the Ghoft of my departed Love.
__Forcd Gnmplemeni‘s and formal Bows
~ Will fhow Thee Juft above Neglect,
The heat with which thy Lover glows
Will fettle into cold Refpe ;
A talking dull Platonick I fhall turn,
Learn to be civil, when I ceafe to burn,
Then fhun the ill, i.nd know, my Dear,

Kindnefs and Conftancy will prove
The only Pillars fit to bear

So vaft a weight as that of Love:
If thou cihft with to make my Flames endure,
Thine muft be very fierce, and very purel
Hafte Celia, hafte, ;rhil'ﬁ Love invites,
Obey the Godhead’s gentle Voice,
Ff3 Fill
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Fill every Senfe with foft Delights,
And give thy Soul a loofe to Joys;
Let millions of repeated Bliffes prove
That thou art Eindfefs ;‘lil, and T all love.
Be mine, and only mine, take care (o8 duide
Your Looks, your Thoughts, your Dreams
To me alone, nor come fo far,
As liking any Youth befide:
What Men ¢'re court thee, fly %em, and belicv e
They'’re Serpents all, and theou the tempted Eve
So fhall I court th}f deareft Truth
When Beanry ceafes to engage ;
And thinking on thy charming Youth,
Ul love it o’re again in Age.
So time it felf our Raptures fhall improve,

And ftill we'll wake to Joy, and live to Love.

TO

i -
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e

TO A
LADY of Quality’s

Playing on the Lute.
By Mr. PRIOR.

WHat Charms you have, from what high
Race you fprung, |

Have been the Subje& of our Daring Song ;

But when you pleas’d to fhow the lab’ring Mule

- Whatgreater Theams your Mufick could produce;

Our Babling Prailes we repeat no more,

But hear, rejoyce, ftand filent, and adore.

The Perfians thus, firft ga;zing ot the Sun,
Admir’d how higli ‘twas plac’d,how bright it fhone;
But,as bis Pow’r was known,their Thoughts were rais d,
And foon they worlhipd, what at firft cthey prais'd,

Ffg - “Eliza’s
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Elizas Glory lives in Spencer's Song,
And Cowley's Verfe keeps fair Orinda young :
That you in Beauty, and in Birth excell,
The Mufe might diQate, and the Poet tell;
Your A4rt, no other Art can fpeak, and you,
To thew how well you play, muft play anew:
Your Mufick’s pow’r your Mufick muft difclofe,
For what Light is, *tis only Light that fhows..
Strange force of Harmony that thus Controuls
Our inmoft Thoughts, and fan@ifies our Souls :
Whilt with its utmoft 4r# your Sex could move
Our 'G;Vc:ndt:rl anly, or at beft our Love.
Xou far beyend but_h thefe your God did place, 3
That your high power might worldly
thoughts deftroy, e

(raife, |
That with your Numbers you our Zeal might

And, like himfelf, Communicate your Joy. J

b e d ’Whﬂﬂ.
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!
When to your Native Heaven you fhall repair,
And with your Prefence Crown the Bleflings there

Your Lute may wind its ftrings but little higher,

To tune their Notes to that Immortal Quire.

More than our Baak;,make the rude A4theift know

That there’sa Heaven, by what he hears below. -

As in fome Piece, whillt Luke his Skill e.xprc{’t,
A Cunning Angel came and drew the reft:
So, whilft you play, fome Godhead does impart
Harmonious aid, Divinity helps Art
Some Cherub finithes what you begun,

And to a Miracle improves a Tune,

To burning Rome when frantick Nero play’d,

Viewing your Face, no more he had furvey’d

The
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Your Art is perfe here, your Numbers do, %
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The reigning flames, but ftruck with ftrange furpr;ze;
Confefs 'em lefs than thofe of Aund’s Eyes. .

But, had he heard thy Lute, he foon had found '
His Rage cluded, and his Crime atton'd; ]
Thine, like Amphion’s Hand had rais'd the Stone,
And from Deftru@ion call'd 2 Fairer Town;
Malice to Mufick had been fore'd to yield,

Nor could he Burn fo faft, as thou couldtt Build.
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An EPITAPH

"ON THE

Lady WHITMORE

B Y

Mr. DRYDEN.

l, N\ dir, Kind, and True, a Treafure each alone ;

A Wife, a Miftrefs, and a Friend in l.'.?ﬁ'f.';
Reft in this Tomb, raisd at thy Eusband's cof?,
FHere fadly fumming, what be bad, and loff.

Come Virgins, ere inequal Bands you join,
Come firft and offer at ber Sacred Shrine ;
Pray but for balf the Vertues of this Pﬁﬁ,
Compound for all the rrﬂ; with ?ﬂn‘g:r Life,
And wifk your Pows,like ber.rl may be return'd,
So Lovd when Living, and when Dead fo Mours'd.

AN
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" AN
EPITAREH
O N
Sir Palmes Fairbornes T O M B

' I N
Weflminfler-Abby.

By Mr. DRI DE N

e wr e

Sacred

To the Immortal Memory of Sir Palmes Fairborne,
Knight, Governor of Tangier; in execution of which
Command he was mortally wounded by a Shot from

- the AMoors, then Befieging the Town, in
year of his Age, Odober 24.th. 1680,

the 4615,

E Sacred Relicks which your Marble keep,

Here undifturb’d by Wars ix quiet fleep :

Difcharge the truft whichwhen it was Below
Fairborne’s undaunted Soul did undergo,
And be the Towns .?afiafﬁﬂm from the Foe, .
Alive and dead thefe FV;&EZ: he will defend,

Great Actions great Examples muft attend,

=

-

The
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Zhe Candian Siege bis early Falour knew,
Where Turkifb Blood did bis young hands imbrew.

i Againft the Moors bis well-flefb' d Sword be draws ;

From thence returning with deferv'd Applaufe, % f]
The fame the. Courage, and the [ame the Caufe.

As in fome great and r’gm'.:rr defign,

| His Touth and Age, bis Life and Death combine, ~ i
| . % |

All of a Piece throughout, and all Divine. [la
{E

-

St3ll nearer Eeaven bis Vertues [bone more bright,
Like rifing flames expanding in their height, %

Lol — SR ——

The Martyr's Glory Crown'd the Soldiers Fight.
'Mﬁre bravely Brittith General never fell,

Nor Genéral’s Death was €'re reveng d fowell,
Which bis pieas'd Eyes bebeld before their clofe,
| Follow'd by thoufand Viclims of his Foes:

) T o bis lamented lofs for time to come,

Hlis pious Widow Confecrates this Tomb.




7he THIRD P ART

To the Reverend

fF Dr surrRrLOCK
Dean of St. Paul’s;

i ON

]

§  His Pra&lcal Difcourfe |

| ' Concerning D EATH. g ;
(e B Y

Mr. PRIOR- 1

Orgive the Mufe, who in unhallow’d Strairis |!
F The Saint one Momerit from his God detains; |/
For fure, what ¢’re you do, where e’re yqﬁ are,
i | "Tis all but one good Work, one conftant Prayr, ||

Forgive her: and intreat that God, to whom

o

Thy favour'd Vows with kind acceptance come;
To raife her Numbers to that bleft Degree !"
That fuits a Song of Piety and Thee:
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Wondrous good Man! whofe Labours may repel
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The force of Sin, may ftop the Rage of Hell:
Who, like the Baptiff, from thy God wert fent

To be the Voice, and bid the World repent :
ol Thee, Youth fhall ftudy; and no more engage

His flatt’ring Withes for uncertain Age ;

L S

No more, with fruitlefs Care, and cheated Strife;

e T Pty £ b e e e
— e

Chace flecting Pleafure through this Maze of Life;
Finding the wretched All He here can have
But prefent Food, and but a future Grave;

| Each, great as Philip’s Son, (hall fit and view
This fordid World, and, weeping, ask a New.
Decrepit Age fhall read Thee, and confefs
Thy Labours can affwage, where Medcine’s ceafe:
Shall blefs thy Words, their wounded Souls relief
The drops that fweeten their laft Dregs of Life;

Shall
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Shall look to Heav'n, and laugh atall beneath,

Own Riches gather’d Troubic; Fame, a breath ;

And Life an Ill, whofe only Cure is Death.

Thy even thoughts with fo much plainnefs flow,
Their Senfe untutor’d Infancy may krow, i
Yet to that height isall that plainnefs wrought, :
Wit may admire, and letter'd Pride be taught :
Eafie in words thy Style, in Senfe fublime,

On its bleft Steps each Age and Sex may rife,
“Iis like the Ladder in the Patriarch’s Dream,

Itsfoot on Earth, its height beyond the Skies.
Diffusd its Vertue, boundlefs is its Pow’,

"Tis publick Health, and Univerfal Cure :

Of Heav'nly Manna ’tis a fecond Feaft,

A Nation’s Food, and All to every tafte,
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Toits laft height mad Brirtain’'s Guilt was rear'd,
And various Deaths for various Crimes fhe fear’d ;
With your kind Works her drooping Hopesrevive,

You bid her read, repent, adore, and live.

‘8. You wreft the Bolt from Heav’ns avenging hand,

Stop ready Death, and fave a finking Land.

§ Ofaveusill ! till blefs us with thy ftay /

O want ‘thy Heav’n, till we have learnt the way!
Refufe to leave thy deftin'd Charge tco foon,

Aﬁd for the Church’s good, defer thy own!

O live! and ler thy Works urge our belicf/

Live to explain thy Do&rine by thy Life ;

Till future Infancy, baptizld by thee,

Grow ripe in Years, and old 1n Piety, | %
Till Chriftians, yet unborn, be taught to dic;

Then in full 4ge, and hoary Holinefs

Retire, great Teacher, to thy promisd Buifs:
Gg Untouche
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e

| ” Untoucht thy Tomb, uninjur'd be thy Duft,
Asthy own Fame among(t the future Juft,

I Till in laft Sounds the dreaded Trumpet fpeaks,
| ' Till Judgment calls, and quickned Nature wakes,
| i Till through the utmoft Earth, and deepeft Sea
Our fcatter’d Atoms find their hidden way,

In hafte to cloath their Kindred Souls again,

Perfe@ our State, and build Immortal Man:
Then fearlefs, Thou, who well fuftain’dft the Fight,
To Paths of Joy, and Worlds of endlefs Light,

Lead up all thofe who heard thee, and believd ;
"Midft thy own Flock,great Sh;pherd,he_receiv’d, %
And glad all Heav’n with Millions thou haft fav'd.”

ON
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ON
EXODUS 3. 14
I am that I am.

A

Pindarique O D E

Bx

Mr. PRIOR.

MM\I! foolith Man!
Scarce know'ft thou how thy felf bﬁgan;’

Scarce hatt thouZhought enough to proveT hou art,

Yet fteel’d with ftudy’d boldnefs, thoudar'it try

To fend thy doubting Reafon’s dazled Eye
Throungh the my{eriou Gulph of valt Immentity.
Much thou canft there difcern,and much impart,
Vain Wretch! fuppre(s thy knowiog Pride,
Gg 2 Mor-
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Mortifie thy Learned Luft;
Vain are thy thoughts,whilt thou thy felf art Duft.
Wifdom her Oars, and Wit her Sails may lend,
The Helm let Politick Experience guide,
Yet ceafe to hope, thy fhort-livid Bark thall ride
Down fpreading Fate’s unnavigable Tide.
What tho’” ftill it farther tend 2
Still °tis furcher from its end,
And in the bofom of that boundlefs Sea
Lofes it felf, and its increafing way.
2.

With daring Pride and infolent Delight
(crown’d,
You boaft your Doubts refolv’d, your Labours

And "Evpexg. your God, forfooth, is found
incomprehenfible and Infinite,
But 1s he therefore found? Vain Searcher! no:
Lctyour imperfed Definition thow

(Giner know,
I hat nothing lefs than nothing you the weak De.

3. Say |
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Say why fhou'd the colleGed Main
It felf within it felf contain 2
Why to its Caverns fhou’d it fometimes creep,
And with delighted Silence fleep
On the .lovid Bofom of its Parent Deep?
Why fhou’d its numerous Waters ftay
In comely Difcipline, and fair Array,
Prepar’d to meet its high Commands,
And with diffus'd Obedience fpread
Their op’ning Ranks o’re Earth’s fubmiffive head :
And march through different Paths to different
Why fhou'd the conftant Sun (.Landa?
With meafur’d {teps his Radiant Journeys run:?

Why does he erder the Diurnal Hours

To leave Earth’s other part, andrile in ours?

Why does he wake the correfpondent Moon,
And, filling her willing Lamp with liquid Light,
Gg 3 Com-
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Commanding her with delegated Power
To beautifie the World, and blefs the Night?
Why fhou’d each animated Star
Love the juft Limits of its proper S;;herr:?
Why fhou'd each confenting Sign
With prudent Harmony combine
To keepin order, and gird up the regulated Year:
4 |
Man does with dangerous Curiofity
Thefe unfathom’d Wonders try,
With fancy’d Ru!t:s-and Arbitrary Laws,
Matter and Motion he reftrains,
And ftudied Lines and fiious Circles dfaws ;
. Then with imagin'd Sov'raignty
Lord of his new Hjypothefis he reigns.
Hereigns: how long? till fome Ufurper rife,
And he too, mighty Thoughtful, mighey Wie,
Studies new Lines, new Circles feigns,

On

L L
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On tother’s Ruine rears his Throne,
And fhewing his miftakes, maiatains his own.

Well then! from this new toil W hat Kuowledge Qows!

Jult as much, perhaps, 2s fhows
That former Searchers were but bookith Feols,
Their choice Remarks, their Darliog Rules,
But canting Errorall, and Fargon of the Schools.
5. |
Through the aerial Seas, and watry Skies,
* Mountainous heaps of Wonders rife ;

Whofe tow’ring Strength will ne’re fubmit

To Reafon’s Batteries, of the Mines of Wit.

Yet {till Enquiring, fill Miftakiog Man,

Fach hour repulsd, each hour dare onward prefs,

And leveliing ar God his wandring Guefs,

( That feeble Engine of his Realoning War,

Which guides his Doubts, and combats his
Defpair,) | '

G g 4 Laws
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Laws to his Maker the learn’d Wretch can give,
Can bound that Nature, and prefcribe that Will,

' : Whofe pregnant Word did either Ocean fill,

Il And tell us how all Beings are, and how they move
A AR and live.

| i VainMan! that pregnant Word fent forth again,
i f: -z Through either Ocean,

Jiim Might to a World extend each Arom there ;

And for each drop call forth a Sea, a Heav’n for e-
b (very Star.

Let cunning Earth her fruitful Wonders hide,
And only lift thy ftaggering Reafon up
To trembling Calvary’s aftonifh’d top;

| (Pride,
Then mock thy Knowledge, and-confound thy

By telling thee, Perfe@ion fuffer'd Pain,

An Eternal Effence dyd ; __
Death’sVanquither by va nquiﬂf&ﬂcath was flain,
The promis’d Earth prophan’d with Deicide.

Th_cn
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‘Then down withall thy boafted Volumes down,

N s

Only referve the Sacred One ;
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Low, reverently low,

—
=

Make thy ftubborn Knowledge bow ;

==

Weep out thy Reafon’s, and thy Body’s Eyes,
Deje@ thy felf, that thou may'ft rife;

And to lee Heaven be blind to all below.

. e o]
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Then Faith, for Reafon’s glimmering light, fhall give
Her Immortal Perfpective;
And Grace’s prefence Nature’s lofs retrieve :
Then thy enliv’'ned Soul {hall know
That all the Volumes of Philefophy,
With all their Comments, never coud invent
So politick an Infirument,
So fit, as Jacob’s Ladder was to feale the diftant
Skie.
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THE

Laft p%rtmg

Hedor and Aﬂdromdc‘be

FROM

T H'E "STXT"H 2D Gty e
OF |

Homer's Iliads.

Tranflated from the Original

BY
Mr. D KT DLEhe

Hit ARGUMENT.
LY He&or, returning from the Field of Battel, to vifit

i *" Helen his Siffer-in-Law, and his Brothber Paris, who
il bad fought unfuccefifully band to b and, with ch&
laus, from thence goes to bis own Palace to fee his
W:fe Andromache, and his Infant Son Aflyanax.
The defcription of that Interview, is the Sutjelt of
this Tranflation. 1

Thus |
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THus having faid, brave Heffor went to fee

His Virtuous Wife, the fair Awndromache.

He found her not at home; for fhe was gone

( Attended by her Maid and Infant Son,) %
To climb the fteepy Towr of Zion.

From whence with heavy Heart fhe might furvey
The bloody bufinefs of the dreadful Day.
Her mournful Eycs {he caft around the Plain,

And fought the Lord of her Defires in vain.

But he, who thought his peopled Palace bare,
When the, his only Comfort, was not there;
Stood in the Gate, and ask'd of ev’ry one,
Which way fhe took, and whither {he was gone:
If to the Court, or with his Mother’s Train,

In long Proceflion to Minerva's Fane?
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The Servants anfwer'd, neither to the Court
Where Priam’s Sons and Daughters did refort,
Nor to the Temple was the gone, to move
With Prayers the blew-ey’d Progeny of Fove ;
But, more folicitous for hi.m alone, :

Than all their fafety, to the Tow'r was gone,
There to furvey the Labours of the Field ;
Where the Greeks conquer, and the Zrojans yield.
Swiftly the pafs'd, with Fear and F ury wild,

The Nuife went lagging afrer with the Child.

This heard, the Noble Hedor made no ftay ;
"Th’admiring Throng divide, to give him way :
He pafs'd through every Street, by which he came,

And at the Gate he met the mournful Dame,

His Wife beheld Lim, and with eager pace,

Flew to his 4rms, to meet a dear Embrace:
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His Wife, who brought in Dow’r Cilicias Crown ;
And, in her felf, a greater Dow’r alone:

Aétion’s Heyr, who on the Woody Plain

Of Hippoplacus did in Thebe reign. it
Breathlefs the flew, with Joy and Paffion wild, ﬁ
The Nurfe came lagging after with her Child. l:

i
. The Royal Babe upon her Breaft was laid; i
Who, like the Morning Star, his beams difplay’d. “[1'
Scamandyrius was his Name which Hedlor gave, 11
From that fair Flood which Zlion's Wall did Jave : f

But him Afyanax the Trojans call,
From his great Father who defends the Wall. i

Eleftor beheld him with a filent Smile, i"i
His tender Wife ftood weeping by, the while: g

Preft in her own, his Warlike hand fhe took,

Then figh'd, and thus Prophetically fpoke,

Thy
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Thy dauntlefs Heart (which I forefee too late,)
Too daring Man, will urge thee to thy Fate:

Nor doft thou pity, with a Parent’s mind,

This helplefs Orphan whom thou leav’ft behind ;
Nor me, th’unhappy Partner of thy Bed; |
Who muft in Triumph by the Greeks be led :
They feek thy Life; and in unéqual Fight,
With many will opprefs thy fingle Might :

. Better it were for miferaple me |

To die before the Fate which I forefee.

For ah what comfort can the World bequeath

To Heltor's Widow, after Fleflor's death!

Eternal Sorrow and perpetual Tears
Began my Youth, and will conclude my Years:
I have no Parents, Friends, nor Brothers left;
By ftern Achilles all of Life bereft. ;
Then
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“Then when the Walls of Zhebes he orethrew,
His fatal Hand my Royal Father f{lew ;

He (lew Aétion, but dlefpnil'd him not;

Nor in his hate the Funeral Rites forgot;

Arm’d as he was he fent him whole below ;

And reverenc’d thus the Manes of his Foe :

A Tomb herais’d ; the Mountain Nymphs around,

Enclos’d with planted Elms the Holy Ground.

My fev'n brave Brnfkerr in one fatal Day

To Death’s dark Manfions took the mournful way:
Slain by the fame Achilles, while they keep

The bellowing Oxen and the bleating Sheep.

My Mother, who the Royal Scepter fway’d;
Was Captive to the cruel Victor made :

And hither led: but heoce redeem’d with Gold,
Her Native Country did again behold,
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And but beheld: for foon Diara’s Dart
In an unhappy Chace transfix'd her Heart. |

But thou, my Hedlor, art thy felf alone,
My Parents, Brothers, and my Lord in one:
O kill not all my Kindred o're again,

Nor tempt the Dangers of the dufty Plain;

But 1n this Tow’r, for our Defence, remain.

Thy Wife and Son a;rc in thy Ruin loft:

-

~ This is 2 Husband’s and # Father’s Poﬁ.-

The Sczan Gate commands the Plains below ;
Here marfhal all thy Souldiers as they go ;
And hence, with other Hands, repel the Foe,
By yon wild Fig-tree lies their chief afcent,
And thither all their Pow’rs are daily bent :

The two Ajaces have I often feen,

:

And the wrong'd Husband of the Spartan Queen:;

With
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A fpe&acle in Argos, at the Loom,

Gracing with Zrojar Fights, a Greczar Room;
Or from deep Wells, the living Stream to take, it
And on thy weary Shoulders bring it back.
While, groaning under this laborious Life,
They infolently call thee Heifor's Wife.
Upbraid thy Bondage with thy Husband's name ; i
And from my Glory propagate thy Shame.
This when they fay, thy Sorrolvs will encreafe

With anxious thoughts of former Happinefs ;

VS

)| That he is dead who cou’d thy wrongs redrefs.
But I oppreft with Iron Sleep before, }l
Shall hear thy unavailing Cries no more. 4'

He faid. h’f
Then, holding forth his Arms, he took his Boy,

. |

(The Pledge of Love, and other hope of Troy;) 4

i § The fearful Infant turn’d his Head away; :é
E

And on his Nurfe’s Neck reclining lay,

Hh 2
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His unknown Father thunning with affright, ]
And looking back on {o uncouth 2 fight. }
Daunted to fec a Face with Steel o're-fpread, §

And his high Plume, that nodded o're'his Head. ]
j His Sire and Mother [mil'd with filent Joy ; 5
145 And Hedlor haften'd to relieve his Boy ; [
Dif{mifs'd his burnith'd Helm, that fhone afar,
(The Pride of Warriours, and the Pomp of War:)
Th' Zlluftrious B-:J'a!;f,- thus reconcil’d, he took:
Hugg'd in his Arms, and kifs'd, and thus he fpoke.

Parentof Gods, and Men, propitious Fove,
And you bright Synod of the Pow’rs above;
On this my Son. your Gracious Gifts beftow;

Grant him to live, and great in Arms to grow :

To Reign in Tray; to Govern with Renown :

To thield the People, and affert the Crown .

That, |
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|

o

I'That, when hereafter he from War fhall cumf:;
And bring his Zrejans Peace and Triumph home,
Some aged Man, who lives this a& to fee, ,
And who in former times remember'd me, i
May fay the Son in Fortitude and Fame
Out-goes the Mark ; and drowns his Father’s Name ., l
That at thefe words his Mother may rejoyce: |ﬂ|

‘1 And add her Suffrage to the publick Voice. it
Thus having faid, s i

He firft with fuppliant Hands the Gods ador’d:

Then to the Mother’s 4rms the Child reftord: i

With Tears and Smiles fhe took her Son,and prefsd

Th’ Illuftrious Infant to her fragrant Breaff.

He wiping her fair Eyes, indulg'd her Grief,

And easd he.r Sorrows with this laft Relief.

My Wife and Miftrefs, drive thy fears away s

Nor give fo bad an Omen to the Day:
| Think
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468 The THHIRD PART

Think not it lies in any Grecian’s Pow'r,

To take my Life before the fatal Hour.

When that arrives, nor good nor bad can fly
Th’ irrevocable Doom of Deftiny. |
Return, and to divert thy thoughts at home,
There task thy Maids, and exercife the Loom, g
Employ'd in Works that Womankind become.
The Toils of War, and Feats of Chivalry
Belong to.Men, and moft of all to me.

At this, for new Replies he did not ftay, |
But lac'd his Crefted Helm, and ftrodc away:

His lovely Canf;:nrt to her Houfe return’d :
And looking often back in'filence mourn’d :
Home when fhe came, her fecret Wﬁe the vents, |
And fills the Palace wich her loud Laments: |
Thefe Iaﬁd Laments her ecchoing Maids reftore,
And Felor, yet alive, as dead deplore.

' STPAHI
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' g i
Aﬂ..c.ﬂp_t, great Son of Art, this faint effe@
Of a moft a&ive, and unfeign'd Refpect: Il

Numbers ’-th_-;'},‘i“]d (Alas!) tog juft furvey i
Of Phyfick’s _g_ruwt_h and Pbetry’s decay. 1
That fhew a generous Mufe impaird by Me, il
'Asmuch as th’ Author’s skill’s out- done by Thee, 1

This Indian Congurer's fatal E\‘Iarch he fung, |]
To the lame Lyre his own Apollo fkrung ; J

Aaa s Whofe i
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Whofe Notes yet fail'd the Monfter to affwage,

Revenging Here, invading Spaniard’s Rage.

Dear was the Conqueft of a new found World,

Whofe Plague ¢'re fince through all the Old is

T(ld £ 1

Had Framﬂariu;', who in Numbers told

(Numbers more rich than thofe new Lands of
Gold) b

This great Deftroyer’s Progrefs, feen this Age

Aq}i Lh)r .SI.:IC:CEf? ggainﬁ the Ty:?nt?*ﬂaag‘e,‘ :

Bembus, had thep been no immortal Name,

Thou and thy Ar¢ had challengd all his Flame!

'fhnu driv'ft th’ Uﬁlrp:r to his laft Retreats,

H:é:pairing as Thou go'ft the ruin'd Seats:

Thus while the Foe is by thy 4r¢ remov’d,

The Holds are ftrengthen’d, and the Soil im-

-

: provd.
Thy happy Cuq?g&ﬁ do’s at once Expell
Th*Invader’s force, and inbred Faions quell.

Thy
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Thy Patientsand Augufa’s fate’s the fame,

To rife more fair and lafting for the Flame:
While meaner Artiffs this bold Task effay,
I'th’ lictle World of Man they lofe their way.
Thou kaow’ft the fecret Paffes to each Part,
And, skill'd in Nature, can’ft not fail in 4rt.
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- Fracaltorius.

Family, of great Antiquity in Perona. . He feem-
ed not only to rival the Fame of Catuljus and
Pliny,.who had long before made that City re-
“nown’d, but to have very far exceeded all his Contem-
poraries, for Learning and Poetry. His Parents were

] NRacaftorius was defcended from the Fracaftorian

Pavlo-Philiptus Fracaftorivs,and Camilla Mafcarcllia.both

“of great Reputation. He was fo well educated by his
Father, that he gave carly proofs of a great Genius, fo
“that in his Childhood all men conceived hopes. of an
_extraordinary man. Nor was Providence warting to
" give him a fignal Teftimony, forafmuch as when he was
an Infant in the Arms of his Mother, a fudden Tem-
peft arifing, in which the Mother was ftruck dead by
Aaag Lightning,

A

T




- The Life of Fracaftorius.

Lightning, the Child received no harm. He was fent
for literature while very young to Padua, where even
In that Age with indefatigable labour, he opened
his way to that height of Glory which he afterwards
attained : After the initiatory Arts he applied himfelf
to the fecrets of diftint Sciences, but infinitely delight-
ed with the Mathematicks, in all, aflitted bj a Memory
cqual to his Ingenuity. After feveral years fpent in
Philofophical ftudies under the Tutorthip of Peter Pom-
ponatius of Mantua 5 he devoted himfelf by the dictates
of his Genius to Phyfick, with fuch refolution and fuc-
cefs, that in the School difputations, not only his fellow

Students, but moft experienc’d Doétors, were fenfible

that he was defigned by Providence for great Undertak-
ings. Accordingly they then gave him the honour of
the Pulpit, .which had never before been, permitted to
zny perfoni till they had perfetted their ftudies, and
were arrived to the years of Manhood. - This'School
being diffolv’d by the breaking out of the War, while
Lehad thoughts of returning to his Countrey (his Fa-
ther being then dead) he was on honourable conditians
mvited by Livianus, General of the Penctian Forces,
and a noble Patron of Wi,  to the College Forojulien-
fis, &c.——and lodged in the fame apartment of 4n-
drea Naugerus and Fobannes Cottac, two excellent Poets.
He had not long refided here before he publithed Verfes
on every extraordinary Occafion that happened, which
were received with fuch general applaufe throughout
Italy, "that their fame has to this day ftifled the per-
formances of his Companions. Having afterwards
accompanied Livianus through many Wars, the Ge-

neral being at laft overthrown and takén Prifoner by -

the French at Abdua ; he returned late into his native
S Ry i " Countrey,

1




The Life of Fracaftorius.
Countrey, where in the general devaftation he found
his Patrimony almoft utterly deftroyed.

He marry’d, but was (oon unhappy in the lofs of
two Sons, whofe untimely Death he bewdiled in a moft
y. He was low of Stature, but of good
bulk, hi ders broad, his Hair black and long,
his Face round, hisE k, his Nofe fhort and
turning upwards by his cnntinual-cuntemplatiqn of the
Stars, a lively ait was fpread over his Countenance,
that difpl ity and Ingenuity of his Mind.
He affected a quiet and private life, as being a Man
free from abmitious defires ; contenting himfelf with
a2 moderate fortune, and ‘placing_his happinefs in im-
provement of his knowledge. Hewas cheerful though
frugal at his Table, having 2 conftant regard to his
health ; his Wit being always the beft part of his Ban-
quet. e was otwithitanding fparing in his Speech,
and-affecting no vanity in his Drefs :  he was never cen-
{orions of other Mens performances, but always glad
of an occalion to commend ; for ‘which he was d¢-
fervedly celebrated’ by Fobannes Baptifta in a noble E-
pigram. He fpent his time in curing the difeafed, "2
divine Power feeming always 1o attend ‘his endeavours,
above the fordid defire of gain, nd thought himfelf
beft rewarded in the bealth of his Patient.  BY thefe
means he contratted many friendfips, and had (de-
fervedly) no Enemys v DR
" He was not only efteemed for his skill in his own
Countrey, but was fought O by foreign Princes In
defperate ficknefs, for which though valt rewards were
?hﬂfered, he brought nothing home befide their Friend-
ip. R

P s leifore he diverted himfelf with reading Hi-
ftory, at which time Polybius, ot Plutarch were never

out I




out of his

with Mathematicks and Mufick,
Performances in’ Co

yet always

- backwardnefs to difcourfe,  he

SIper, yet none: were more chear
when entred

ders, by his exaft kiowledge of He

T Lifa of Fracafborius,

hands, . He fomeﬂﬁes relieved his Stndies

and made no {ma]
fmography,” He was much “alone,
€mployed ; and though by reafon of pje
feemed of a Satyrnipe

fel and pleafant

into Coverfition, He performed won-

thbs and Simples
b']r'.f'ﬂal‘.t:‘hi-ng the beft Books of the Ancients. Thal?
Motk excellént: Antidote called Digfe,

B Preparing ;. we are likewife behold;
Anent for Ipecifying many ufeful Herbs

rdium,  was of
ng to his judg-

ecif » of Which the
safcients had left uncertain defcription,

Which he liy
s honefty,”
Peltilence 1
fallowing Po
‘Zariys freely

Dartu Virginss,, that had coft h
2abour and  correction,
Slorts of Poetr

.this occafion.

M all which he affedted {0,
VST preferv’d a.Co '
What are eXtant,; to the Induitry.
€0 them aftor his death,

_colleGted
~ He was abo

ed faw Rothing equal to his Learning, but

. In his retreat from the City, while the

ged,  he found leifure to ‘cop

1pofe the
¢m, .a work of fuch clegance, that Sana-
Acknowledged it to excell his own, p,

im above twenty years

His Treatifes in Profe and
(4fc Loo numerous. to be recited on

| ), Jittle vanity, that he ne.
PY; and we are beholding for
of his Friends that

Ve 50 years old when he dyed, - which
Was by an Ap,

.00 the top of s Head, by whig,
1ad  his Servants adminifter 3 Cy
-part affeded, by which the.ha

in Verona, laba

oplexy that feiz’d, him while he was at

Dinner .t his Sountrey feat. - He was Senfible of his
.malady, though

Apeechlefs, often putting his Hand, np-
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lgh., fign he would 'haye
: "j'}ping—(}]afs to.; the
€93d, formerly cured; a’ Nun
uring under. the famie Diftemper..., But
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The Life of Fracaftorius.

his Domefticks,not conceiving his meaning, apply’d firfe
il one thing and then another, il in the Evening he
«f gently Expired. He was Interr’d at #erona : His Sta-

2
h

178

[k

tue, together with that of xdrea Naugerus, delicately

§ caft in Brafs, was erected in the School of Padua by

Sobannes Baptifta Rbanmnufis, His fellow Citizens of
Verona, not to be behind Rhamnufius in refpe (two’
years after the eredting the brazen Statue in Padua)
fet up his Image in marble at Verina, in imitation
of their Anceftours, who had performed the fame ho-
nour to their Catullus and Plmy; with Laurel round
sheir Heads.







His Fr1end

The Writer of the
ENSUING TRANSLATION.

W Ef basthy Fate direfled thee tochufe
An Author, worthy of the noblef Mufe :

His learned Pen bas, what was long unknown, i
I» Roman Janguage, Jike a Roman fhown. i
And thine as fweet, inBritifh numbers tanght i
The Labours of bis vaft Poetick thought. i
Of Earth, of Seas, of putrid Air He fung,

To fearch from whence that dire Contagion [prumg,
Which now does worfe than feleft Plagues deface : |
The beanteous Form of God's refembling Race. :|
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From the Malignant Influence of the Skies,
"Tis fure the Seeds of ;naﬂ I}.ﬁﬁqﬁ; rife.
Bur :j‘f this m{rr;d:ﬁ, ;:anﬁ:mmg Flame,
From Fapm'r o Mﬁfi‘mu Plankts came ;
Why ragd it not much more in mmmt Times,
From Exbaiar:m.r ﬂf zmpurer C!:me.r 2
Eeﬁcfe.r ; #O ﬁrflfdtanﬁgumu can _}fﬂr}ng
From what(oc're contingent Canfes bring, g
The raging P:ﬂifme, that long lays waft \F
The [potted Frey, devours it [elf at. laft
And fure had ; rb:; been ne’re fo Brong entail’ d :
The vile fucceffion il €'re now bave faild. . .
Blame not the E;ar.r.; tis plaiy # wgither fel
From the difemper'd Heavens, vy rofe from Elell.
Nor_need we to the diffant Indies rome ;
The curft Or.:gmd: are nearer bomg, '
Whence fbauld that foul infeltions Torment ﬂup.,
Bt from the baneful fource of all our wor
' That
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That wheedling, charming Sex, that draws us in

To ev'ry punifbment and ev'ry fin.
While Man, by Heav'ns command, and Narure ffJ

Tenirs

T brough this vaft Globe bis ‘Maker’s fmagf fﬁrfﬂd‘ . ,
The Godlike Figure form'd.inevry Whmé ) |
Prolifick flems, for Ages yet tocome.

ncurft, becaufe he did not vainly 0il,

On barren Mountains, or impregnant ﬁm’, |

Hfﬂffﬁﬁ!—!. and wigorous, Fe, o're the ﬁw& :
Of the wide Earth, difpers'd the Sacred race. v S
But now, that Tribe, who m’; our Rights invade,
Pervert the wife Decrees which Nature made. f
R n o sl Tiiaely ey fiie i i
At ev'ry pamper'd Brates untam d defire :
And whilethey proftitute themjelves to more ‘;
Than Eaftern Kings bad Concubines before ; *
The foul Promifcuons Coition breedsy .o o

Like jarring Elements, thofe poisnons feeds,




She'd poifon more, than ¢'re Pandora flew.

(D
Which all the dreadful hoft of Symptoms bring

And with one curft Difeafe a Legion Jpring. 1
Were the decay'd, degen'rate race of Man,

Dntainted now, as when it firff began ; ';
And there were no Juch tort’ring ﬁf:rgﬁa on Earth,
The firft inconfbant Wretch wok'd give it birth.
Shun ber, as yowwouw'd fly from [plitting Racks ;
Not Wolves fo fatal are to tender Flocks : =

Though round the world the dire Contagion flew,
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THmugh what adventures this unknown Difeafe
So lately did aftonifht Europe feize,

Through Afian Coafts and Libyan Cities ran,
And from what Seeds the Malady began,

Our Song fhall tell : To Naples firft it’came
From 'France, and juftly took from Frauce his
Companion of the War— (Name,

The
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The Methods next of Cure we fhall exprefs,

The wondrous Wit of Mortals in diftrefs : |

But when their Skill too faint Refiftence made,
Well fhew the Gods defcending to their aid.
To reach the fecret Caufes we muft rife
Above the Clounds, and travell o’er the Skies.
The daring Subject let us then purfue, :
Tranfported with an Argument fo new, [
While fpringing Groves and tunefull Birds invite,
And Mufes that in wondrous Theams delight. 1
O Bembus, Ornament of Zzaly,
If yet from Cares of State thou canft be free, !
If Leo’s Councils yet can fpare thy skill, |
And let the Bufinefs of the World ftand ftill ;
O fteal a vifit to thofe cool retreats,
The Mufes deareft moft frequented Seats;
And, gentle Bembus, do not there difdain {1
A Member of the Efculapian Train,

ey — e

Attempt -




the French Difeafe.

Attempting Phyficks practice o rehearfe,
And clothing low Experiiments in Verfe.

A God inftruds, thefe myfteries of old

By great Apolls's felf in equal ftreins were told.
‘The fmalleft obje&ts oft attratt our Eyes,

But here, beneath a fmall appearance, lies

A Source, that greateft wonder will create,
Of Nature much and very much of Fate.

But thou, @rania, who alone canft trace
Firft Caufes, meafure out the Starry {pace;
That know'{t the Planets number, force and ule,
And what Effe&s the vari'd Orbs produce:

So may the Sphears thy Heavenly Courfe admire,
The Stars with envy at thy Beams retire ;
As thou a while thalt Condefcend to dwell,
With me on Earth, and make this Grove thy Cell;
While Zephyrus,can my head,with Myrtle bound,
And imitating Roeks my Song refound.

B 2 Say
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Say, Goddefs, to what Caufe we fhall at Jaft
Affign this Plague, unknown to Ages paft;

If from the Weftern Climes ’txa;as wafted o'er,
When daring Spaniards left their Native fhore;
Refolv'd beyond th’ 4tlantick to defcry,
Conjectur'd Worlds, or in the fearch to dye.
For Fame Reports this Grief perpetual there,
From Skies infe@ed and polluted Air -

From whence *tis grown fo Epidemical,

Whole Cities Victims to its Fury fall ;

Few fcape, for what relief where vital Breath,

The Gate of Life, is made the Road of death :

_Ifthenby Traffick thence this Plague wasbrought,

How Dearly Dearly was that Traffick bought !
This Prodigy of ficknefs, weak at firft,
(Like Infant Tyrants and in fecret Nurft)

Whenonce confirm’d,with fudden ragebreaksforth

And fcatters deffolation through the Earth.

So, :




the French Dileale.

So while the Shepherd travelling through the dark
Strikes his dim Torch, fome unfufpected Spark
Falls in the Stubble, where it fmothers long

But by degrees becomes at laft {o ftrong,

That now it {preads o'er all theNeighbouring foil,

Devours at once the Plowmans hope and Toil ;

The facred Grove next Sacrifice muft be,

Nor Feve can fave his dedicated Tree;

The Grove Foments its Rage from whence it flies
In curling flames and feems to fire the Skies. .
Yet obfervation rightly taken draws

This new Diftemper from fome newer Caife 5
Nor Reafon can allow that this Difeafe,

Came firft by Comerce from beyond the Seas s
Since inftances in divers Lands are {hown,

To whom all Zrdian Traffick is unknown

Nor could th’ Infeétion from the Weftern Clime

Seize diftant Nations at the felf fame time;

B 3 And
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And in Remoter parts begin its Reign,

i

As fierce and early as it did in Spajx.

What flaughter in our {taly was made

Where Zider's Tribute to the Qceans paid ;
Where Poe does through a hundred Cities ghde,
And pours as many Streams into the Tide,

All at one Seafon, gll without relief,

‘Receiv'd and languilht with the. common grief,

Nor can th’ Infe@ion firt be chargd on Spain,
That fought new Worlds beyond the Weftern
Since from Pyrene’s foot, to italy, ( Main,
It fhed its Bane on Frauce, while Spain was free,
As foon the fertile Rhine, its fury found,

And Regions with eternal Winter bound :

Nor yet did Southern Climes its vengeance ﬂmmz
But felt 2 flame more fcnrcb.mg than the Sun,
The Palms of Zdu now neglected flood,

And Egypt languish while her Nile olerflow'ds

From
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From whence ‘tis plain this Peft muft be affign’d ki
To fome more pow’rfull Caufeand hard to find.

In all prudu&iﬂns of wife Nature’s hand,

Whether Conceiv’d in Air on Sea or Land ;
| l No conftant method does direct her way,
But various Beings various Laws obey ;

Such things as from few Principles arife,

In every place and feafon meet our €yes;

1 But what are fram’d of Principles abftruce,

1

Such places onely and fuch times produce,

| Effe@s of yet a more ftupendious Birth, I

And fuchas Nature muft with pangs bring forth, IJ

W here violent and various Seeds unite,

Break flowly from the Bofome of the Night ; t

Long in the Womb of Fate the Embryo’s worn, .h
Whole Ages pafs before the Monfter’s born. 11’\

Difeafes thus which various Seeds compound,

As various in their Birth and date are found,
B4 Some
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Some aiwajrs feen, fome long in darknefs hurld,

To which black Lift this Plague mult be affign’d,
Nights fouleft Birth and Terrour of Mankind.

Nor myft we yet think this efcape the firft,

e

$

Thatbreak their chains at Jaft to feourge the World. il

1

Since former Ages with the like were curft,

Long fince he featter'd his Infernal flame,
And always Being had, though not a Name,
At leaft what Name it bore is now unfound: |
BothNamesandthingsintimesAbyfslyedruwn’d. |
How vainly then do we project to keep

Our Names remembred when our Bodies fleep2
Since late Succeffion fearching their defcent, ;
Shall neither find our duft nor Monument.

Yet where the Weftern Ocean finds its bound
(The World fo lately by the Spaniards found ) -
Beneath this Peft the wretched Natives groan

In every Nation there and always known,

Such _'
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| Such dire Effets depend upon a Clime,

-- On varying Skies and long Revolving time :

: | The temperof their Air this Plague brought forth,
| The Soil it felf difposd for fuch a Birth.

. All things confpird to raife the Tyrant there,
} But time alone cow’d fix his Conqueft here.

b I therefore more diftinétly we would know

| Each Source from whence this deadly Bane did

| His Progrefs in the Earth we muft furvey (flow,

il How many Cities groan beneath his {way.

And when his great Advancement we have trac’d,
We muft allow his Principles as vaft.

That Earth nor Sea th’ Ingredients cow'd prepare
And wholly muft afcribe it to the Air,

| The Tyrant's feat, his Magazine is thete.

| The Air that do’s both Earth and Sea furround,

As eafily canvEarth'and Sea confound ;
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What Fence for Bodies when at every pore |
The foft Invader has an open door?  (Breath,
What fence, where poyfor’s drawn with vigall |

And Father Air the Authour proves of Death »

—_—

—

Of fubtile fubftance that with eafe receives
Infection, which as eafily it gives, jt
Now by what means this dire Contagion firft,
Was form’d aloft, by what Ingredients nurft, |

i

Our Song fhall tell ; and in this wondrous Courfe,
Revolving times and varying Planets force.

Firft then the Sun with all his train of Stars,

Amongft our Elements raife endlefs Wars - ;

And when the Planets from their Stations Range, ‘

Our Orb s influenc’d, and feels the Change. d
1

The chiefeft inftance is the Suns retreat,

No fooner he withdraws his vital heat,

But fruitlefs Fields with Snow are coverd o'er,
The pretty Fountains run and talk no more,

Yet

/
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Vet when his Chariot to the Crab returns,

! The Air, the Earth, the very Ocean burns.
The Queen of Night can boaft no lefs a {way,
At leaft all humid things her power obey.

§ Malignant Saturs’s Star as much can claim, °

With friendly Fove's, bright Mars, and Fenus

flame,

! And all the hoft of Lights without a Name.

| Qur Elenents beneath their influence lye,

| Slaves to the very Rabble of the Sky.

| But moft when many mect in one abode,

Or when fome Planet entersa new road,

0 Far diftant from the Coutfe he us'd to run,

| Some mighty work of Fate is to be done.
Long traéts of time indeed muft firft be fpent,

Before completion of the vaft event;

| But when the Revolution once is made

What mifchiefs Earth and Sea at once Invade!
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Poor Mortals then fhall all extremes fuftain
While Heav'n diffolves in Deluges of Rain ;

Which from the mountains withimpetuous courfe,

And headlong Rage, Trees, Rocks and anns
fhall force, '

O'er fwelling Ganges then fhall {weep the Plain,

And peacefull Poe outroar the Stormy Main.

In other parts the Springs as low fhall lye,

And Nymphs with: Tears, exhaufted" ftreams
fupply. '

Where neither Drought nor Deluges deftroy,

The winds their utmoft fury fhall employ ;

Whlie Hurricans whole Cities {hall oerthrow,

Or Earthquakes Gorge them in the depths beluw

-

Perhaps the Seafon fhall arrive ( if Fate

And Nature once agree upon the date)

When this moft cultivated Earth {hall be
Unpeopled quite, or drench'd beneath the Sea ;

thn
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When ev'n the Sun another Courfe {hall fteer,
And other Seafons conftitute the year :

&l The wondring North fhall fee the fpringiﬂgVine,
sl And Moors admire at Snow beneath the Line.
New Species then of Creatures fhall arife

! A new Creation Nature’s felf furprife.

Then Youth fhall lend frefh vigour to the Earth,
And give a fecond breed of Gyants birth.
By whom a new affault fhall be perform’d,
Hills heap'd on Hills, and Heaven once more
be ftorm’d.
Since Nature’s then fo lyable to change,

Why fhould we think this late Contagion ftrange ;

*  Or that the Plancts where fuch mifchiefs grow,
;j- .Should fhed their poyfon on the Earth below 2
Two hundred rowling years are paft away,

Since Mars and Saturnin Conjunction lay.
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When through the Eaft an unknown Fever Rag'd, !
Of ftrange Effeéts and by no Arts Affvagd ; A
From fuffocated Lungs with pain they drew f

Their breath, and bloud for fpictle did enfue; |7
Four days the wretches with this Plague were |°

grievd, B

(Oh difmal fight) and then by death reliev’d, P

From thence to Perfia the Contagion came, I
Of whom th’ Affyrians catchid the f; preading flame, | ¢
Euphrates next and Zigris did complain, 1
Arabia too ftil'd happy now in vain P }
Then Phrygia mourn'd, from whence it croft the | !

( Too fmall to quench its flame) to Traly. (Sea )

Then from this lower Orb wigh me remove “
Toview the Starry Palaces above, g
Throughallthe Roadsof wandring Planets rove. ¢
To fearch in what pofition they have ftood, R

And what Conjeures were from them made good. " I

To 4
}
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To find what Sigos did former times diret,
And what the prefent Age is to expect :

From hence perhaps we fhall with eafe defcry
The Source of this ftupendious Malady.

Behold how Cancer with portentous harms
Before Heav’ns Gate unfolds his threatning Armes;;
Prodigious ills muft needs from thence enfue,

In which one Houfe we may diftinctly view

A numerous Cabal of Stars confpire,

To hurl ar once on Air their bainfull fire.

All this the Rev’rend Artift did defcry

Who nightly watch'd the Motions of the Sky,
Ye Gods (he cry’d)what does your rage prepare,
What unknown Plague engenders in the Air 2
Befides, I fee dire Wars on Ewurope fhed,
Aufonian Fields with Native Gore oerfpread,

| Thus Sung the Sage, and to prevet énjate,
W In writing left the Story of our Fate.

When




16 A Poetical Hiflory of

When any certain Courfe of years is run .

E’er the next Revolution be begun,

Heavens Method'is, for Fove in all his State,
To weigh Events and to determine Fate ;

To fearch the Book of deftiny and’ fhow
-What change fhall rife in Heav’n or Earth below.
Behold him then in awfull Robes array’d,

And calling his known Counfel to his aid ;
Saturn and Mars the Thundring Summons call,
The Crab's portentous Armes unlock the Hall,
Mark with what various meen the Gods repair,
Firlt Mars with fparkling Eyes and flaming Hair,
« So furious and addiéted to Alarms, |
He dreams of Battels, though in Zemus Armes.
But fee with what auguft and peacefull brow
(Of-Gold his Chariot if the Fates allow)

Great Yove appears; whodo’s to all extend

Impassial Juftice, Heay’n and Nature’s friend.
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Old Saturn laft with heavy pace comes on,
Loath to obey the Summons of his Son ;
Oft going ftopt, oft pender’d in his mind
Heaven's Empire loft, oft to return inclin’d ;

Thus, much diftrated, and arriving late,

| Sits grudging down befide the Chair of State.

Fove now unfolds what Fate’s dark laws contain,
Which Fove alone has Wifedom to Explain:

Sees ripning Mifchiefs ready to be hurld,

And much Condoles the Suffrings of the World :
Unfolded views deaths Adamantine Gates,

War, Slaughters, Faions and fubverted States.
But moft aftoniflid at a new Difeafe,

That muft forthwith on helplefs Mortals feize,
Thefe fecrets he unfolds, and fhakes the Skies:
The Gods Condole and from the Council rife.
Hell’s Agent thus no fooner quits his Cage,

But on the ftarting Spheres he hurles his rage::
C
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The purer Orbs difdain th’ Infernal foe,
And fhake the Taint upon the Air below.

The groffer Air receives the banefull Seeds,
Converting to the Poifon which it feeds :
Whether the Sun from Earth this Vapour drew,
In late Conjunction with his fiery Crew ;

Or from Fermenting Seas by Neptune fent

In Envy to the higher Element,

Is hard to fay; or if more Powers combin’d,
Sent forth this Prodigy to fright Mankind.

The Offices of Nature to define,

And to each Caufe a true effect affign,

Mulft be a Task both hard and doubtfull too,
Since various confequences oft enfue :

Nor Nature always to her felf is true.

Some Principles fhall on the Inftant work,

Whilft others fhall for tedious Ages lark :

Befides,
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Befides the Power of Chance fhall oft prevail,
On Natures force, and caule Events to fail.
Nor is the influence of Maladies

Lefs various than the Seeds from whence they rife.
Sometimes th' infefted Air hurts Trees alone,
To grafs and tender flowers pernicious known.
The blaft fometimes deftroys the furrow’d foil,
With mildew’d Ears not worth the Reapers toil.
Or if fome Dale with Grain feems more enrich’d,
It moulds and rots before the fhieaves are pitehd.
When Earth yields f{tore, yet oft fome ftrange
Shall fall and onely on poor Cattel feize. (Difeafe
Here it fhall {weep the Stock, while there it fheds
Its fury onely on devoted Heads.

My own Remembrance to this hour retains,

An Autumn.drown’d with never cealing Rains
Vet this Malignant Luxury the breed

Of Goatsalone did rue, the reft were freed.

C 2 See
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See how at break of day their number’s told,

See how the Keeper drives them from the Fold-

Behold him next beneath a hanging Rock,

And chearing with his Reed the browzing Flock,

While them he charms nor is himfelf lefs
pletsi (feizd

With a fharp fudden Cough fome darling Kid is

The Cough his Knell, for witha giddy round

He whirls,and ftreight falls dead upon the ground.

This fever thus to Goats and Kids fevere

While 4utumn held,confined his Vengeance there ;

Next Spring, both lowing Herd and Bleating
Flock

At onceit feiz'd, fpar'd nonebut fwept the Stock:

With fuch uncertainty from tainted Skies

In Bodies plac’t on Earth effe@s arife.

Since then by dear experiment we find

Difeafes various in their Rife and Kind:

'-'h_':" 1-.'
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£ this Contagion let us take a view,
More terrible for being Strange and new,
That with the proudeft Son of Slaughter vies,
And claims no lower kindred than the Skies; J
And as he did aloft conceive his Flame, i
The proud Deftroyer feeks no common Game, 4
He fcorns the well finn'd Sporters of the Flood,
He fcornsthe well plum’d Singers of the wood ; li
Difdains the wanton Browzers of the Rock,
Difdains the lowing Herd and bleating Flock ;
With Wolf or Bear, defpizes to engage, |
Nor can the generous Horfe provoke his rage:
T he Lords of Nature onely he annoys,

And humane frame, Heav’ns Imags, deftroys.

The bloud's black vifcous pares he feizes firft,
By whofe malignant Aliments he’s nurft ;
And eer he can the fierce Affault begin,

Faftions of humours take his part within;

L]
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The ftrongeft Holds of nature thus he gains,

Quar'tring hiscruel Troopsthroughout the veins,
While fome more noble Seat the T'yrant’s Throne
contains.

Such principles brought this Diftemper forth,
Such Aliments maintain'd the dreadfull Birth.
His certain figns and fymptoms to rehearfe,

Is the next taske of our in {tructing Verfe.
O, may it prove of fucha lafting date,

To conquer Time, and Triumph over Fate,
Apollo’s felf infpires the ufefull Song,

And all that to Apole do’s belong,

Like him,fhould ever,liveand be forever young.
How fhall Pofterity admire our skill,
Taught by our Mufe to know the lurking ili,
And when his dreadfull Vifage they behold,
Cry, this is the Difeafe whofe Sigps of old
TR infpird Phyfician in bright numberstold.

For
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For tho th’ infernal Peft fhould quit the Earth,
Abfconding in the Hell,, that gave it Birth;
Yet after lazy Revolutions paft
The unfufpetted Prodigy at laft,
Shall from the womb of Night once more be hurl'd,
T infect the Skies, and toamaze the World.
W hat therefore feems moft wondrous in his courfe
Is that he fhould fo long conceal his Force;
For when the Foe his fecret way has made,
And in our Intrails ftrong detachments laid;
Yet oft the Moon four monthly rounds fhall fteer
Before convincing Symptoms fhall appear;
So long the Malady fhall lurk within,
And grow confirm'd before thedanger’s feen;
Yer with Difturbance to the wretch difeas'd,
Who with unwonted heavinefs is feiz’d,
With drooping Spirits, his affairs perfues,
And all his Limbs their offices refufe,
C 4
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The chearfull glories of his Eyes decay,

And from his Cheeks the Rofes fade away,

A leaden hue o'er all his Face is fpread,

And greater weights deprefs his drooping Head ;
Till by degrees the Secret parts fhall fhow,

By open proofs the undermining Foe ;

Who now his dreadfull enfigns fhall difplay,
Devour, and harafs in the fight of day.

Again, when chearfull Light has left the Skies,
And Night’s ungratefull fhades and Vapors rife ;
When Nature to our Spirits founds retreat,

And to the Vitals calls Her ftragling Heat ;
When th’ out worlsare no more of warmth pofieft,
Bloudlefs, and witha load of humours preft ;
When ev'ry kind Relief’s retir'd within,
"Tisthen the Execrable Pains begin ;

Armes, Shoulders, Legs, with reftlefs Aches vext,

And with Convulfions ev’ry Nerve perplext ;

For
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For when through all our Veins th’ Infetion’s
{pread,

And by what €’er fhould feed the Body fed;

When Nature ftrives the Vitals to defend,

And all deftru&ive humours outward fend:

Thefe being vifcous, grofs and loathto ftart,

In its dull March fhall torture ev'ry Part; -

Whence to the Bloudlefs Nerves dire Pains enfue,

At once contracted, and extended too ;

The thinner Parts will yet not ftickfo faft,

But to the Surface of the Skin are caft,

Which in foul Botches o’er the Body fpread,
Prophane the Bofome, and deform the Head:
Here Pufcles in the form of Achorns fwell'd,

In form alone, for thefe with Stench are filld,
Whofe Ripnefs is Corruption, thatin time,

Difdain confinement, and difcharge the {lime ;

Yet
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Yet oft the Foe would turn his Forees back,

The Brawn and inmoft Mufcles to attack,

And pierce fo déep, that the bare Boneshavebeen |1
Betwixt the dreadfull flefhy Breaches feen;
When on the vocal parts his Rage was fpent, f

Imperiect founds, for. tunefull Speech was fent, |1

As on a {pringing Plant, you have beheld (
The juice that through the tender Bark has {welld; |1
That from the Sap’s more vifcous part did come, |}
Till by the Sun condens’d. into 2 Gumm : (
S0 when this Bane is once receiv’d within, I
With fuch Eruptions he. fhall force:the Skin;; 1
And when the Humour for.a time has flow’d,
Grow fixt at laft, and harden to a Node. 1]
Hence fome youngSwain,ason the Rocks he I’{;and, 4|
To view his Picture in the cryftal Flood, il ;
And finding there his lovely Cheeksdeformd, 11y
Againit the Stars, againft the Gods he-ftorm’ds | 1

Mean
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Mean while the Sable Wings of Night are fpread,
And balmy Sleep on ev'ry creature fhed.

Thefe wretches onely no-Repofe could take,

By this tormenting Fiend {till kept Awake ;
Impatient till the Morn reftor’d the Light,

Then curft her Beams, and wifl’d again for Night.
Ceres in vain her bleffings did afford,

In vain the flowing Goblet crown’d the Board;
|

el No comfort they in large Poffeffions had,

Of Farms, or Towns, but €’en in Banquets fad:

Tn vain the Streams,and Meads they did frequent,

! Thedifmal Thought perfu'd wherecer they went;

B

| And when for Profpect they would climbthe Hill,

The dire Remembrance Hagg'd their Fancy {till:

In vain the Gods themfelves they did invoke,

_ Adorn’d their Shrines,and madetheir Altars fmoak:

¥ They Brib'd and Pray’d, yet ftill relicflefs lay,

CL* ¢

| | Their offer’d Gumms confum’d lefs faft than they.
Shall
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Shall I relate what I my felf beheld,

Where OZias ftream with gentle plenty fiwell'd;

In thofe fair Meads where OZius cuts his way, N
A Youth of Godlike form I did furvey; o
By all the World befides unparallel'd, /
And ev'n in Jtaly by none excell’d ;
Firft Signs of Manhood on hisCheeks were thown, | |
A teader Harveft, and but thinly fown, y
Befides thofe charms that did his Perfongrace,
Defcended from a rich and noble Race:

What tranfport in Speatours did he breed.

Mounted, and managing the fiery Steed,

What Joy at once, and Terrour did we feel, |
When he prepar'd for Field, and fhone in Steel? '!
Of equal Strength and Skill for Exercife,
All conflicts try'd, but never loft a Prize ;
Oftin the Chafe his Courfer he'd forgo, :

Truft his own Feet, and turnthe fiwiftet Roe.

For




For him each Nymph, for him each-Goddefs ftrove,
& Of Hill, of Plain, of Meadow, Stream and Grove ;

Some One (neglected) did to Heaven complain:Z
| Who though invain Shelov'd, yet did not Curf¢S

in vain ;

For whilft the Youth did to his Strength confide,

And Nerves in ev’ry Task of hardfhip try’d.

This finifh’d Piece, this celebrated Frame,

The Manfion of a loath'd Difeafe became:

But of fuch banefull, and malignantKind, (find.

As Ages paft ne'er knew, and future neer fhall

Now might you fee his Spring of Youth decay,

The Verdure dye, the Blofloms fall away;

The foul Infe@ion ’er his Body fpread,

Prophanes his Bofome, and deforms his Head y

His wretchedLimbs with filth and ftench o’er flow,

While Flefh divides, and fthews the Bones below.
' Dire
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1

On his fair Eye-balls, and devour their Day,

Dire Ulcers (can the Gods permit them) prey 2
’s

Whilft the neat Pyramid below, falls Mouldring( -
quite away. S |

Him neighbouring Alps bewail'd with conftane

Olius 3 nomore his wonted Paflage knew (Dew,

Hills, Valleys, Rocks, Streams, Groves,

Bemoan'd,

his Fate

Sebinus Lake from deepeft Caverns groan'd,
From hence malitious Sazur#'s Force is known,

From whofe malignantOrbthispla guc wasthrown,
To whom more cruel Mars affiftence lent,

And clubd his Influence to the dire Event:

Nor could the malice of the Stars {uflice,

To make fuch execrable Mifchief rifes

For certainly e'er this Difeafe began,

Through Hells dark Courts the curling Furies ran, :

Where g
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); Where to aftonifht Ghofts they did relate,
E Indreadfull Songs, the Burthen of our Fate;

e _—.

o

} The Stygian Pool did to the bottome rake, |
. And from its Dregs the cur(t Ingredients take, j
i} Which fcatter’d fince through Eurape wideand far, 4
/| Bred Peftilence, and more confuming War. ai
Ye Deities who once our Guardians were, :
Who madeth’ Aufonian fields your {pecial Care, |
And thou O Saturn, Father of our Breed,

| From whence do’s this unwonted Rage proceed |

| Againft thy ancient Seats

Has Fate’s dark Store a Plague yet left, whichwe
Have not f{uftein'd ev'n to Extremicy?

Firflt let Parthenope her gtiefs declare,

Her Kings deftroy’d her Temples fack’t inWar.
Who can the Slaughter of that Day recite,

When hand to hand we joyn'd the Gauis in fight,

When
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When Zarrus Brook was fo o’er-fwelld with Bloud
Men, Horfes, Arms, rowl'd downth’ impetuous
Eridanus in wandring Banks receives  (Flood 2
The purple Stream, and forour Fate with Brother
To whateftate, O wretched Zaly (Zarrus grieves.
Has civil Strife redue’d, and mouldr’d Thee!
Where now are all thy ancient Glories hurl'd:
Where is thy boafted Empire of the World ;
What nook in Thee from barb’rous Rage is freed,
And has not feen her captive Children bleed ;
That was not firft to favage Armsa Prey,

And do’s not yet more favage Laws obey 2
Anfwer ye Hills where peacefull Clufters grew,
And never till this hour difturbance knew,
Calmas the Flood whichat yourFeet ye View ;
Calm as Erethenus who on each fide, :

Beholds your Vines,and ravifht with their Pride, :

Moves flowly with his Tribute to the Tide. ?

O fmfy'l
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O Jtaly, our Ancient happy Seat,
Glory of Nations, and the Gods Retreat,
Whofe fruitfull Fields for peopled Towns provide,
Where Athefis, and fmooth Benacus glide,
W hat words have force, thy Suffexings to relate,
Thy fervile Yoke, and ignominiéus Fate.
Now dive, Benacus, thy fam’d courfegive o'er
And lead thy Streams through Laurel-Banks no
more.

Yet,when our Mis'ries thus wereat their height,
As if our Sorrows {till had wanted weight,
As if our former Plagues had been too fmall,
We faw our Hope, Minervd's Darling fall,
Thy Funeral, Marcus, we did thenfurvey
Snatcht from the Mufes Armes before thy day,
Benacus Banks at thy Interment groan’d,

And neighbouring Athefis thy Fate bemoand

D Where
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Where by the Moon’s pale Beams, Catuflus came,

And nightly ftill was heard to found thy Name,

His Songs once more his native Seats infpire,

The Groves were charm’d, and knew their
Mafter’s Lyre.

"T'was now the Ga//s began their fierce Alarms,
And cruthe Liguria with victorious Arms,
While other Provinces as faft expire
By C&far’s Sword, and more deftru@ive Fire;
No Latian Seat was free from Slaughter found,
But all alike with Tears and Bloud were drown’d.

Now for our fecond Task, and what Relief
Our Age has found againft this raging Grief,
The Metheds now of Cure we will exprefs,

The wondrous Wit of Mortals in diftrefs,
Aftonifht long they lay, no Remedy
At firft they knew, nor Courage had to try,

Eut
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But learnt by flow Experience to appeafe,

To check, and laft to vanquifh the Difeale.
Yet after all our Study we muft own

Some Secrets were by Revelation known:

For though the Stars in dark Cabals combin’d,
And for our Ruine with the Furies join'd, fi
Yet were we notto laft Deftrution left,
Nor of the Gods Protetion quite bereft. i

If ftrange and dreadfull Maladies have reignd,

If Wars, dire Maflacres we have fuftain’d, |

If Flames have laid our Fields and Cities walfte,

e ——
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Our Temples too in common Rubbifh caft ;

= e e e

If fwelling Streams no more in Banks were kept,
But Men,Herds,Houfes with theFlood were{wept ;
If few furviv'd thefe Plagues, and Famine flew, .-.
The greater Part of that furviving Few.:

Yet of {uch great Adventures we are proud,
As Fate had to no former Age allow’d.

D2 For,
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For, what no Mortalsever dar’d before,

We have the Ocean ftemm’d from fight of Shore;
Nor was’t enough, by 4t/us fartheft bound,
That we the fair Hefperian Gardens found,

That we t Arabia a new Paffage fought,

While Ships for Camels the rich Lading brought: -
To th’ outmoft Eaft, we fincea Voiage made,
And in the rifing Sun our Sajls difplay’d,
Beyond the Zud large trads of Land did find,
And left the World’s reputed bounds behind,

To pafs the World’s reputed bounds was fmall
Performances, of greater Glory call

Ourfam’d Adventures on the weltern Shore,
Difcovering Stars, and Worlds unknown before #
But waving thefe, our Age has yet beheld
An infpird Poct, and by none excelld,
Parthenope extoll'd the Songs ke made,

Sebethe’sGod, and Virgil’s facred Shade,

From
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From Gardens to the Stars his Mufe would rife,
And made the Earth acquainted with the Skies.
His Name might well the Ages pride fuftain,
But many more exalted Souls remain;

Who, when Expir'd, and Envy with them dead
To equal the beft Ancients fhall be faid:

But, Bembus, while this Lift we do unfold,

In which Heav'ns bleflings on the Age are told,
Leo, the moft illuftrious place do’s claim,
The great Reftorer of the Romar Name ;

By whofe mild Afpe&s, and aufpicious Fire,
Malignant Planets to their Cells retire.

Fove's friendly Star once more is feen to rife

; And featters healing Luflre through the Skies,
| He, onely He, our Lofies could repatr,

And call the Mufes to their native Air,
Reftore the ancientLaws of Right and Juft,
Polifh Religion, from Barbarian Ruft.

D3
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For Heav’n, and Rome engagd in fierce Alarms,
With pious Vengeance, and with facred Arms,
Whofe terrour to Euphrates Banks was fpread,
While Nile retir'd ¢ his undifcover’d Head,
And frighted Doris div'd into hisoozy Bed.
While fome more able Mufe fhallfing his Name,
In Numbers equal to his Deeds and Fame,
WhileBembus thou (hale this great Theme rehearfe,
And weave his Praifes in eternal Verfe,
Let me, in what I have proposd, proceed
Witi: Subjet futed to my flender Reed.
Firft, then your Patient’s Conftitution learn,
And well the Temper of his Bloud difcern,
If that be pure, with fo much greater eafe
You will engage, and vanquifh the Difeéfe,
Whofe venome, where black Choler choaks the

Takes firmer hold,and will exaét more Pains(Veips,

More
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More violent Affaults you there muft make,
And on thebatter'd Frame no pity take.

Who e’er can foon difcern the lurking Grief,
With far lefs labour may expelt Relief;

But when the Foe has deeper inroads made,

And gain'd the faltious humours to his Aid,
What Toil, what Conflicts muftbe firt fuftain’d
Before he’s dif}mﬁch‘, and Health regain'd;

_Therefore with Care his firft approaches find,
And hoard thefe ufefull Precepts in thy Mind.

From noxious Winds preferve your felf with

And fuch are all that from the South repair (care,
Of Fens and Lakes, avoid th’ unwholfome Air.
To open fields and funny Mountains fly
Where Zephyrfans, and Boreas {weeps the Sky :
Nor muft you thereindulge Repofe, but firay,

And in continu’d actions fpend the Day ; -

D 4
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With ev'ry Beaft of Prey loud War proclaim,
And make the grizly Boar your conftant Game,
Nor yet amongft thefe great Attempts difdain,
To roufe the Stag, and force him to the Plain,
Some I have known to th’ Chafe fomuch inclind,
That in the Woods they left their Grief behind,
Nor yet think fcorn the fordid Plow to guide,
Or with the pordrous Rake the Cleods divide,
With heavy Ax, and many weary blow,

The towring Pine, and fpreading Oak o'erthrow ;
The very Houfeyields Exercife, the Hall

Has room for Fencing, and the bounding Ball.
itouze, rouze, thake off your fond defire of Eafe,

For Slecp foments and feeds the foul Difeafe,

Lis then th’Invader do’s the Vitals feize.

But chiefly from thy Thoughts all forrows drive,

Nor with Mizerva’s knotty Precepts firive,

With
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With lighter Labours of the Mufes fport, (refort.
And feek the Plains where Swains and Nymphs
Abftain however from the A& of Love,
For nothing can fo much deftructive prove:
Bright #enus hates polluted Myfteries,
Andev'ry Nymph from foul Embraces flies.
Dire practice! Poifon with Delightto bring,
And withthe Lovers Dart, the Serpent’s fling
A proper Diet you muft next prepare, (care;
Than which there’s nothing more requires your
All Food that from the Fens is brought refufe,
| Whate'er the ftanding Lakes or Seas produce,
| Nor muft long Cuftome pafs for an Excufe;
Therefore from Fifh in general I diffuade,
| All thefe are of a walhy Subftance made,
| Which though the lufcious Palate they content,

Convert to Humours mare than Nourifhment ;

- I S ———
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moft tempting to the ﬁght,‘l

Ev'n Giltheads, though

And fharp-fin'd Perch that ir the Rocks delighr,
All forts of Fowl that on the Water prey,

By the fame Rule I'd have remov’d away,
Forbear the Drake,and leave Rome’s ancient Friend
The Capitol and City to Defend.

No lefs the Buftard’s lufcious Flefl, decline,
Forbear the Back and Entrailg of the Swine,
Nor with the hunted Boar thy Hunger ftay,
Enjoy the Sport, but ftill forbear the Prey,

I hold nor Cucumber nor Muthroms good,
And Artichoke is too falacious Food :

Nor yet the ufe of Milk would I enjoin,

Much lefs of Vinegar or cager Wine,

Such asfrom Rhetiq comes, and from the Rbine ; )

The Sabine Vintage is of fafer Ufe,

Wiiich mellow and Well-water'd fields produce: =

But |

]
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% But if your Banquets with the Gods you'd make

'§ Of Herbs and Roots the unbought Dainties take;
Be fure that Mint and Endive {till abound,
And Sowthiftle,with leaves in Winter crown’d,
d And Sian by clear Fountains always found ;
To thefe add Calamint, and Savery
Burrage and Balm, W hofe mingled {fweets agrec,
Rochet and Sorrel 1as much approve:
The climbing Hop grows wildin evry Grove,
Take thence the infant Buds, and with themjoin

The curling Tendrells of the fpringing Vine,

iendly fhade allow’d,

e e—

Whofe Armes have y¢t no fr
Nor with the weight of juicy Clufters bowd.

Particulars were endlefs to rehearfe,
mand our Verfe.
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And weightier Subjects now de
we'll draw the Mufes from Aonian Hills,

To Natures Garden, Groves and humble Rills,

Where
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Where if no Laurels fpring, or if I find

That thofe are all for Conquerours defign'd;

With Oaken Leaves at leaft I'll bing my Brow,

For millions fav'd you muft that Grace allow, I
At firft approach of Spring, T would advife, 4

Or ev'n inAutumn months if ftrength fuffice,  fF

To bleed your Patient in the regal Vein, :
And by degrees th’ infefted Current drein ;

Butin all Seafons fail not to expell, :
And purge the noxious Humours from their Cell} "
But fit Ingredients you muft firft collect, p
And then their different Qualities refpet, (
Make firm the Liquid and the Grofs difeq. L

Take, therefore, care to gather, in their prime, | (

The fweet Corycian and Pamphilian Tyme, 5
Thefe you muft boil, together with the Reft !
In this enfuing Catalogue expreft :
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Fennell and Hop that clofe Embraces weaves,
Parfley and Fumitory’s bitter Leaves;
Wild Fern on ev’ry Down and Heath you'll meet
. IWith Leaves refembling Polypus's fhagg’d feet,
And Mayden-hair, of virtue ftrange, but true
For dipt in Fountains, it reteins no Dew :
Hart’s-tongue and Citarch muft be added too.
The greater Part, and with {uccefs more fure,
| By Mercury perform the happy Cure;

il A wondrous virtue in that Mineral lies,

Whether by force of various Qualitiés -
Of Cold and Heat, it flies into the Veins,

And with a fiercer Fire their Flame reftrains,

e — e

Conqu’ring the raging Humours in their Seat,

Pa—
-
e

As glowing Steel exceeds the Forge's heat,
Or whether his keen Particles (combin'd

Wich{trange connexion)when th’are once disjoind,

Difperfe,

e e s sl
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Difperfe, all Quarters of the Foe to feize,
And burn the very Seeds of the Difeafe :

Or whether ’tis with fome more hidden force

A

Endow’d by Nature to perform its Courfe, T
Is hard to fay, but though the Gods conceal ¥
The virtual Caufe, they did its ufe reveal. (hew, |7
Now by what means ’twas found our Song fhall }
Nor may we let Heav'ns Gifts in Silence go. i
In Syrian Vales where Groves of Ofier grow, |y
And where Callirrhoe’s facred Fountains flow. A
Jicens the Huntfman, who with Zealador'd B
The rural Gods, with Gifts their Altars flof ds Bl
Was yet afflited with this reftlefs Grief, .3 (
And, if Tradition may obtain belief, 1

As he was watering there each {picy Bed,

Thus to entreat the Sylvan Pow'rs, is faid.
You Deities by me adord, and Thou,

Callirrhoe, whe do'ft Relicf allow
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Gainft all Difeafes, as I flew for Thee

The Stag, and fix'd his Head upen a Tree;

A Tree that do's with leffer Branches fpread,
Than thofe that join to that moft horrid Head:

You facred Pow'rs if youw'll remove away (Day,

" This plague that Racks my Frame all Night and

U3T; all the mingled glories of the Spring,

Lilies and Violetsto your Seats will bring,

i with Daffadills firlt budding Rofes weave,
And on your Shrines the fragrant Garland leave.
He faid, -and down upon the Herbage lay, ,-

| Tird with the raging Pain, and raging Day.

T

| Callirrhoe (bathing in the neighbouring Well,

e

| With Musk that grew in Plenty round the Cell)
Heard the Youth's pray’r and ftreight in foft repofe,
Th indulgent Nymph his heavy Eyes did clofe,

i

§ Thento his Fancy, from her facred Streams,

8 Appeard and charm'd him with prophetick
@  Dreams.
Ilceus
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Ziceus (faid fhe) my Servant, and my Care,
The Godsat laft have hearken'd to thy Pray’r';
Yet, on the Earth, as far as So/ can {py,

For thy Difeafe remains no Remedy.

Cynthia and Phabus too at her Requett,

Into thy tortur'd Veins have fent thisPeft,
The Stag to her was facred which you flew,
And this the Punifhment that did en {ue,

For which the Earth, as far as So/ can fee,
The fpacious Earth, affords no Remedy -

Then fince her Surface no relief can lend,

Toher dark Entrails for thy Cure defcend 3
A Cave there is its {elf an awfull {hade, |
Butby Fove’s fpreading Tree more dreadfull made,
Where mingling Cedars wanton with the Air,
Thither at firft approach of Day repair;

A jet-black Ram before the Entrance flay, 1
And cry, thefe Rites great Ops to Thee I pay.

The |
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The leffer Pow’rs, pale Gliuﬂs and Nymphs of
Night,

The Smoak of Yew and Cyprefs fhall invite ;

Thefe Nymphs fhall at the outmoft Entrance ftay,

And through the dark Retreats conduct thy way.

Rife, rife, nor think all thisan idle Dream,

For know I am the Goddefs of this Stream,

This for thy pious Homage to my Cell-—

So fpake the Nymph, and div'd into the Well.
The Youth ftarts up aftonif’d, but reftord,
With gratefull pray’rs th’ obliging Nymph ador'd:
Thy Voice, bright Goddefs, Il with{peed Obey,

O ftill affift and blefs me on my Way.

with the next Dawn the facred Cave he found,
With fpreading Oaksand towring Cedars crown’d;
A jet-black Ram did at the Entrance flay,

And cry’d thefe Rites, great Ops, to thee I pay:

The °
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The lefler Pow’rs, pale Ghofts and Nymphs of
Night,
The Smoak of Yew and Cyprefs didinvite.

His Voice refounding through the hollow Seats,
Difturb’d the Nymphs within their decp Retreats.
Thofe Nymphs that toil in Metals under ground,
Gave o'er their Work at th’ unexpected Sound ; '
Some Quickfilver and Sulphur others brought,
Fromwhich calcin'd the goldenQar was wrought;
Of pure Atherial Light a hundred beams,

Of Subterranean fire a hundred Streams,

With various feedsof Earthand Sea theyjoyn’d,
For humane Eyes too fubtle and refin’d.

‘But Lipare who forms the richer Oar, I
And to the Furnace brings the Sulph’rous ftore,
T'o Zlceus through the dark Receffes broke,

And in thefe words the trembling Youth befpoke:

= dlceus
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Zlceus (for I have heard your Name and Grief )
Callirrhoe fends you hither for relief;

Nor has the Goddefs counfell’d you in vain,
Thefe Cellsafford a Med'cine for your Pain ;
Take courage therefore, and the Charge obey,

‘| She faid, and through the Cavern leads the way.
He follows wondring at the dark aboads,

The fpacious Voids and Subterranean Roads ;

Aftonifht there to {ee thofe Rivers move,

Which he obferv'd to lofe themf{elves above:
Each Cave, cry’d Lipare, fome Pow’r contains,
I'th loweft Manfion Proferpine remains ;

The middle Regions Pluts's Trealure hold,

And Nymphs that work in Silver, Brafs and Gold,
Of which rich Train am I, whofe Veins extend,
And to Callirrhoe’s Stream the fmoaking Sulphur
fend.

R
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Thusthrough theRealms of Night they took their
way,

And heard from far the Forge and Furnace play.
Thefe (faid the Nymph) the Beds of Metals are,
That give you wretched Mortals fo much Care.
By thoufand Nymphs of Earth and Night enjoy’d,
Who yet in various Tasks are all employ’d.
Some turn the Current, fome the Seeds diffect
Of Earth and Sea, which fome again colle&,
That, mixt with Lightning, make thegolden Oar,

While others quench in Streams the fhining ftore.

Not far from hence the Cyclop’s Cave is found,
See how it glows, hark how their Anvils found. l
But here turnoff; and take the right-hand way, |
This Pathdo’s to that facred Stream convey, !
In which thy onely Hope remains: She fad,
And under golden Roofs her Patient led, i

'I

Hard *r
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Hard by, the Lakes of liquid Silver flow’d,
Which to the wondring Y outh theGoddefs fhow’d;
Thrice wafhtin thefe (faid fhe) thy Pains fhall end,
And all the Stench into the Stream defeend.
Thrice with her Virgin hands the Goddefs threw
On all his fuffering Limbs the healing Dew:
He, at the falling Filth admiring ftood,

' And fearce believ'd forjoy, the virtue of theFlood.

When therefore you returnto open Day,
With Sacrifice Diana’s Rage allay,
And Homage to the Fountain’s Goddefs pay.
Thus fpake the Nymph, and through the Realms
] i of Night, .
! Reftord the gratefull Youth to open Light.
{ This ftrange Invention foon obtaind belief,
And flying Fame divulg'd the fure Relicf.
But firft Experiments did onely joyn,
! And for a Vehicle ufe lard of Swine:
. B
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Larch-gum and Turpentine were added nexe,
That wrought more fafe and lefs the Patient vexts
Horfe-greafe and Bears with them they did com-
Bdellium and Gum of Cedar ufefull found ; (pound,
Then Myrehand Frankincenfe were us’d by fome,
With living Sulphur and Aradian G um;
But if black Helebore be added too,
With Rain-bow Flowers your Metliod [allow 5
Benzsin and Galbanum I nexr require,
Lint-Oil, and Sulphus’s €er it feels the Fire.
Withthele Ingredients mix'd, youmuft not fear
Your fuffering Limbs and Body to befmear,
Nor let the foulnefs of the Courfe difpleafe,
Obfcene indeed, but lefs than your Difeafe:
Yet when you do anoint, take f; pecial care
That both your Head and tender Breaft you fpare,
Thisdone, wrapt clofe and fwath'd, repair to Bed;

And there let fuch thick Cov'rings be o'e-tfpred,

T:JI
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Till fireams of Sweat from ev’ry pore you force:
For twice five Days you mufl repeat this Courfe;
Severe indeed but you your Fate muft bear,

And figns of coming Health will ftreightfappear.
The Mafs of Humours now diffolv’d within,

To purge themfelves by Spittle fhall begin,

Till you with wonder at your feet fhall fee,

A tide of Filth, and blefs the Remedy.

For Ulcers that fhall then the Mouth offend,

Boil Flowers that Privet and Foingranﬂts fend.

Now, onely now, I would forbid the Ufe:

Of generous Wine that noble Soils produce;

All forts withoutdiftinction you muft fly, g

The {parkling Bowlwith all its Charms deay.
Rife, now victorious, Health is now at hand,

One labour more isall I {hall command,

E 4
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Eafie and pleafant; you muft lagt prepare

——

Your Bath, with Rofemary and Lavander,
Vervainand Yarrow too muft both be there ;
‘Mongft thefe your fieeping Body you muft lay,

To chear you, and to wafh all Dreggs away.

But now the verdant Ble(fings that belong
To new difcover'd Worlds demand our Song.
Beyond Herculean bounds the Ocean roars
With loud appiauﬁ: to thofe far diftant Shoars.
The facred Tree muft pext our Mufe employ,
That cnely could this raging Plague deftroy ;
Juft Praife (Zrania) to this Plant allow,
And with its happy Leaves upon thy Brow,
Th&mgh all our Latian Cities take thy way,
And tc}.admirinnguc{ the healingBoughs dif; play;
Een I my felf {hall prize my Streins the more,

For Bleflings never Seen nor Sung before.

Perhaps
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Perhaps fome more exalted Poet (W arm’d,
For Martial Streins)with this new fubje@Charm’d
Shall quit the noble bufinefs of the Field,
Bequeath to Ruft the Sword and polifht Shield,
1 cave wrangling Heroes that o'ercome or Dye,
Both fhrouded in the fame obfcurity

Pafs oler the haraft Soil and bloudy Stream,

To profecute this more delightfull Theme;

To tell how firft aufpicious Navies made

More boldattempts,and th’Ocean’sbounds eflay'd;
To fing vaft Tracts of Land beyond the Main,
By former Ages guefs'd, and wifht in Vain,
Strange Regions, Floods and Cities to reheatfe,
And with true Prodigies adorn their Verfe;
New Lands, new Seas, and {till new Lands to{py,
Another Heaven, and other Stars defery.
When this is done refume their Martial Strein,

And crown our Conquefts in each favage Plain,
That
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That ev’n from Vanquifhmene advantage draws,
Enrich’d with European Arts and Laws,
Shall fing (what future Ages will confound )
How Earth and Sea one Veffe! did Surround.
Thrice happy to Bard whom indulgent Heav'n,
A Soul capacious of this Work has giv'n.
My weaker Mufe fhall think her Office done,
Of all thefe wonders to record but one:
One fingle Plant which thefe glad Lands produce
To fpecifie and fhew it fovreign Ufe,
By what adventures found, and wafted o'er
From unknownWorlds toEurope’s wondring fhore.
Far Weftward hence where th' Ocean feems to
Beneath fierce Cancer, lies a {j pacious Ifle,  (boil
Defery'd by Spaniards roving on the Main,
And juftly honour'd with the Name of Spain.
Fertile in Gold but far more bleft to be,

Thc Garden of this confecrated Tree -
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Tcs Trunlk erect, but on his Top 1s feen,

| A fpreading Grove w ith Branches ever Green ;
Upon his Boughs 2 little Nut is found,

But poignant and with Leavesencompafsd round;
The {tubborn Subftance toothlefs makes the Saw,

And fearcely from the Axe receives a flaw ;

Diffected, various Colours meet your view,
The outward Bark is of the Laurel hue;
The next like Box, the parts more inwards fet,
Of dusky grain but not {o dark as Jet ;
If to thefe mixtures you will add the Red,
All ‘colours of the gaudy Bow are {pread.
This Plant the Natives confcious of its ufe
Adore, "and with religious Care produce ;
On ev'ry Hill, in ev'ry Vale'tis found,
And held the greateft Blefling of the ground
Againft this Peft that always Rages there,

From Skies infe@ted and polluted Air:
The
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The outward Bark as ufelefs they refufe,

But with their utmoft force the Timber bruife,
Or break in Splinters, which they fteep a while
In fountains, and when foakd, in Veffels boil,
Regardlefs how too fierce a fire may make A
The juicerun o'er, whofe healing Froth they take,
With which they Bath their Limbs where Puftles

And healtheBteaches where direéUlcers feed.(breed,

Halfboil'd away the Remnant they retain,

And adding Hony boil the Chips again:

To ufe no other Liquor when they Dine,

Their Countries Law, and greater Prieft enjoyn: :
The firft Decoction with the rifing Lighe
They drink, and once again at fall of Nighr; ||
This courfe they ftrictly hold when once begun, *
Till Cynthia has her monthly Progrefs run, |

Housd all the while where no offenfive Wind,

Nor the lealt breath of Air can entrance find.
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But who will yield us credit to proceed,

And tell how wondrous flenderly'they Feed;

Tuft fo much Food as can bare Life preferve,

And toits joint connect each feeble Nerve :

Yer let not this firange Abftinence deter,
1 And‘make you think the Method too fevere.
sl This Drink it felf will wafted Strength repair,
i} For Neftar and Ambrofia tooare there;
All offices of Nature it maintains,
The Heart refrefhes, and recruits the Veins.
When the Draught’s tane, for two hours and no
“The Patient on his Couch is coverd o’er; (more

For by this means the Liquor with more eafe,

a Expells in ftreams of Sweat the foul Difeafe.
)

| All Parts ( Oprodigy!) grow found within,
Nor any Filth remains upon the Skin;
-2

Frefh youth in ev’ry Limb, frefh vigour'sfound,

And now the Moon has run her monthly Round.
What

= i =
o



“oelicg

/) ory o

_'-_-'—-—.__.___._' "

What God did firft the wondroys ufe difplay,
Of this bleft Plant;. what chance did firft convey |§
Our European Fleet to that rich fhore, f
That for their Toil {o rich a Traffique bore, (
Our Song fhall now untold; a Navy bound /
For no known Port nor yet difcoverd Ground, = |!
Refolv'd the fecrets of the Main to find, |
And now. they leave their Native fhore behind, f'
Clap on more Sail and skudd before the Wind,
Thus on the fpreading Ocean they did ftray,
For many Weeks uncertain of ¢heir way :
The thronging Sea-Nymphs wondring at the
Of each tall Ship appear above the Tide, (Pride,
And with proportion’d fpeed around them glide,
Charm'd with each painted Stern and golden
Witheachgay Streamer, ftriving asthey go(Prow,

To catch their PiGures in the Flood below.

‘Twas




L]

the Frenchb LUijeajc.

*T'was night,but Cynthia did fuch beams difplay,

So ftrong as more than half reftord the Day.
When the bold Leader of this roving Train,

(The braveft Youth that ever ftemm’d the Main;)

As on the Decks he lay with anxious care,
And watchfull o'er his charge,conceiv’d thisPray v;
Bright Goddefs of the night (faid he) whofe fway,
All hurnid Things and thefe vaft Seas obey s
Twice have we feen thy infant Crefcents fpring,
And twice united in 2 glorious Ring;
Since firft this Fleet commencd her reltlefs toil,
Nor yet have gain'd the Sight of any Soil.
O Virgin Star, of nightly Planets chief,
Vouchfafe your weary Wanderers relief;
Iet fome fair Continent at laft ar'ifs,
Or forme lefs diftant Ifle faturc our Eyes ;
At leaft fome Rock with one fmall Rill and Port,

For thefe o’er-labour’d Boats and Youths fupport.
The
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The Goddefs heard not this Addfefs in Vain,
But leaves to her noGurnal Steeds the Rein,
And like a Sea-Nymph floats upon the Main:
So well difguis'd That Clotho’s felf might be
Deceiv'd, andtake her for Cymothoe ;
Withfuch a meen fhe cut the yielding Tide,
And in thefe words befpoke the wandring Guide ;
Take courage, for the next approaching Day,
Shall fee thefe Ships fafe riding in the Bay ;
But ftay not long where firft your Anchors fall,
The Fates to yet more diftant Regions call ;
Find Ophyre high-feated in the Main;
Thofe Seats for you the Deftinies ordain,
She faid, and putht the Keels a brisker Gale

Forthwith defeends and pregnates ev'ry Sail:

Now from the Eaft the Sun invites their Eyes,

As faft they weftward fee the Mountains rife

Like §
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lee clouds at firft, but as they nearer drew,

Rc}cks, Groves and Springs were open'd to their

High ontheDecksthe joyfull Sailersftand,(View;

And thrice with Shouts falute th' expeéed Land.
| Then fafely Anchordin the promisd Bay,

Firft to the Gods their juft Devotion pay:.

Four days, no more, are fpent upon this Soil,
To fit their fhatter'd Ships for farther Toail,
Fach hand once more is to his Charge affignd,
All take advantage of the friendly Wind;;

A f{wift and fteddy courfe they now maintain,

And leave Anthylia floating on the Main:

With Fagia's coaft, and tall Ammeria’s lle,
The Cannibals moft execrable Soil,
O'er all the Deep they now fee Tugrets rife,

And Iflands without number mect their Eyes;

'Mongt
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Mongﬂ thefe they fingled one from whence the}’
hear'd

Streams fall,while ] preading Grovesaloft appeard,

Charm’d withthefeObjetsthere they putto ﬂmre

Where firft the Iflands Genius they adore,

Then fpread their Banquet on the verdant gfound

Whilft Bowls of fparkling Wine g0 nimbly mund
Refrefht, they feparate, fometo defery

The country, others more o er-joy’d tofpye

Beneath the Flood pure Gold Iye mixt with Sand,
And feize the thining Oar with greedy hand.
At length a Flock of painted Birdsthey view,
With azure Plumes and Beaksof Coral-hue, .

Which fearlefs through the Gladesdid feem torove, ‘

And percht fecurely in their native Grove;
The Youths to temper'd Engins have recourfe

That imitate the Thunders dreadfull Force,

Fulcan's
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Vulecan's invention while with wondrous Art,

He did to Men the Arms of Fove impart ;

| Each takes his Stand and™fingles out his Mark,

The dire Ingre‘diﬂnts with a fudden Spark
Enflam’d, difcharge with ragethe whizzing Ball,
The unfufpeting Birds by hundreds fall;
The Air with Smoak and Fire is cover'd round,
The Groves and Rogks aftonifht with the found,
And fhaking Sands beneath the Seas rebound.
The Remnant of the Flock ﬁ*ith terrour ﬂsr
"T'o Rocks whofe Turrets feem’d to pierce the Sky ;
From whence with humaneVoice(O direPortent! )
One of thisfeather'd Tribe thefe Numbers fent.
You who have Sacrilegioufly affay’d,
T he Sun’s lov'd Birds, and impious {laughter made,
Hear.what th’ enrag’d avenging God prepares,
And in prophetick Sounds by me declares.

F 2 Know,
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Know, youat laft have reacht your promis'd foil,
For thisis Opbyre’s long expected Ifle,
But deftin'd Empire fhall not yet obtain
Of Provinces beyond the weftern Main,
The Natives of long Liberty deprive,
Found Cities, and a new Religion give,
Till Toils by Earth and Sea are undergone,
And many dreadfull Battels loft and won;
| For, moft fhall leave your Trunkson foreign Land,
Few fhatter'd Ships thall reach your native Sand ;
In vain fhall fome Sail back again to find,
Their wretched Comrades whom they left-behind ;
Whofe Bones of flefh devefted fhall be found,
For Cyclops too in thefe dire Coafts abound :
YourFoes o'er-come, your Fleet in Civil Rage
Shall difagree, and Ship with Ship engage.
Nor end your fufferings here, a ftrange Difeafe,

And moft obfcene fhall on your Bodies feize;

In+ 8 .

!
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In this diftrefs your Errour you fhall mourn,
And to thefe injur’d Groves for Cure return;
This dreadfull Doom the feather’d Prophet fpoke,
And fculkt within the Covert of the Rock.
Aftonifht with the unexpeéted found,
Th’offending Men fell proftrate on the ground ;
Forgivenefs from the facred Flock to gain,
But chiefly Phabus Pardon to obtain.

The Guardians of the Grove to reconcile,

And once more hail the fair Ophyrian Ifle.
- Thefe Rites perform’d, returning on their way,
A race with humane Shape they did furvey,
But black as Jet, who fally’d from the Wood,
And made theVale more dark in which they ftood ;
No Garment o’er their Breafts or Shoulders fpread,
And wreaths of peacefull Olive on their Head;
Unarm’d, yet more with wonder {truck than fear,
They view’d the Strangers, and approach’d more
e T F 3 Aftonifht
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Aftonifht at their glittering Afms, but more

At each proud Veffe] lodg'd upon the Shore,

The Flags and Streamers fporting with the Wind,

And thought their Owners more than humane
Some Gods or Heroes to the Gods ally’d, (kind,
And more than Mortal reverence apply'd;
But to our Chief their firft Refpect they paid,
And cheap, but yet moft royal Prefents made,
Rich golden Oar, of ufe and worth unknown,
And onely prizd by them becaufe it thone,
With which the bleflings of their Fields were born,
Ripe bluthing Fruits and pondrous Ears of Corn ;
Unpolifht but capacious Veffels fill'd i)
With Hony from each fragrant Tree dlﬂdf’d,
Which did from Heaven in nightly Dew arrive,
Without the tedious Jabours of the Hive,

.r;
)

With
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Wwith them our Garments like Reception found,”
And now theT'ribes fate mingled on the Ground,
| With ZndianFood and Spanifb Vintage crown’d :
E ﬁh{) can exprefs the Savages delight,

il As if the Gods fome Mortal thou'd invite

To heavenly Courts, and with the Nedfar-bowl

Into a Deity exalt his ravifht Soul.
By chance the folemn Day was drawing near,

The greateft Feftival of all the Year;

And to the Sun their greateft God belong’d,

To which from ev’ry part the Natives throng’d,
With whom their Neighbours of Zefperia met ;
And now within the facred Vale were fet

Each Sex, and all degrees of Age were feen,

But placd without diftinttion onthe Green;

Yet from the Infant to tlic grizled Head,

8 A cloudof Griefoer ev'ry Face was fpread,

¥ 4
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All languif’d with the fame obfeene leeafe
And years, not Strength diftinguifhe the Degrees 5
Dire flames upon their Vitals fed w ithin,

While Soresand crufted Filth prophan’d their Skin.
At laft the Prieft in faowy Robes array'd,

The Boughsof healing Guiacum difplay’d,

Which (dipt in living Streams) he fhook around

To purge, for holy Rites the tainted Ground.

An Heifer then before the Altar flew,

A Swain ftood near on whom the Bloud he threw ;

Then to the Sun began his myftick Song,

And ﬁrei’ght was feconded by all the Throng,

Both Swire and Heifers now by thoufands bleed,

And Natives on their roafted Entrails feed, 1
Our Train with wonder faw thefe Rites, but

Aftonifht at the Plague unfeen before : (more

!

Mean while our Leader in his carefull breaft, ! '
Form'd fad Conjeturesof this dreadfull Peft, :
g

i |
. ."‘J
This, =
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This, this faid he (the Gods avert our Fate)
Is that dire Curfe which Phebus did relate;;
The Birds prodigious Song I now recall,
The ftrange Difeafe that on our Troops fhou’d fall.
As therefore from the Altar they retir'd,
Our Gen'ral of the Native Prince enquir'd,
To what dread Power thefe Off rings did belong?
What meant that languifhing infected Throng?
And why the Shepherd by the Altar ftood?
And wherefore Sprinkled with the gufhing bloud 2
T'o which the Ifland Monarch, noble Guett,
With annual Zeal thefe Off 'rings are addreft,
To Phebus enrag'd Deity affign'd,
And by our Anceftours of old enjoin'd ;
But if a foreign Nations toils to learn,
And lefs refin’d be worth your leaft concern,
If you have any Senfe of Strangers fate,
From its firft fource the Story T'll relate :

Perhaps
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Perhaps you 1ma}r have heard of 47/ name,
¥rom whom in long defcent great Nations came ;
From him we fprang, and once a happy Racc,
Belov'd 6f Heav'n while Piety had place,

While to the Gods our Anceftours did Pray,
And gratefull Off rings on their Altars lay.
But when the Powers tc be defpisd began,
When to leud Luxury our Nation ran;

Who can exprefs the Mis'ries that enfud,

And Plagues with each returning Day renew’d?

Then fair Atlantia once an Ifle of fame,

(That from the mighty 4t/as took its Name,

Whothere had govern’d long with upright Sway)

Wasgorg'd intire, and fwallowed by the Sea.

With which our Flocks and Herds were wholly

Not one preferv’d or ever after found. (drownd,

Since when outlandi%h: Cattle here are flain,

And Bulls of foreign Breed our Altars ftain;

In
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In that dire Seafon this Difeafe was bred,
That thus o’er all our tortur'd Limbs is {pread:
Moft univerfal from it Birth it grew,

And none have fince efcapd or very few;

Sent from above to fcourge that vicious Age,
And chiefly by incens'd Apolo’s Rage,

For whichthefe annual Rites were firft ordain’d,
Whereof this firm Tradition is retaind,

A Shepherd once (diftruft not ancient Fame )

Pofleft thefe Downs, and Syphilus his Name.

A thoufand Heifers in thefe Vales he fed,

A thoufand Ews to thofe fair Rivers led:

For King Alcithous he rais'd this Stock,

And fhaded in the Covertof a Rock,

For now ‘twas Solffice, and the Syrian Star
Increaft the Heat and fhot his Beams afar;

The Fields were burnt to athes, and the Swain

Repair’d for fhade to thickeft Woods in vain,
No
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NoWindto fan the feorching Air was found,
No nightly Dew refrefht the thirfty Ground:
This Drought our Syphilus beheld with pain,
Nor could the fuff rings of his Flock f; uftain,
But to the Nuun-day Sun with up-caft Eyes,
Inragethrew thefe reproaching Blafphemies,
Is it for this O 8o/, that thou art ftyl'd

Our God and Parent> how are we beguil'd
Dull Bigots to pay H omage to thy Name:?
And with rich Spices feed thy Altar’s flame:
Why do we yearly Rites for thee prepare,
Who tak’ft of our affairs fo little Care

At leaft thou might'ft between the Rabble Kine
Diftinguith, and thefe royal Herds of Mine.
Thefe to the great Alcithous belong, -
Nor ought to perith with the Vulgar throng. |
Or fhall I rather think your Deity

With envious Eyes our thriving Stock did fee?

I grant




I grant you had fufficient caufe indeed,

A thoufand Heifers of the fnowy Breed,

A thoufand Ews of mine thefe Downs didfeed ;
Whillt one Etherial Bull was all your ftock,
One Ram, and to preferve this mighty Flock,
You muft forfooth your Syrizaz Dog maintain,
Why do I worfhip then a Pow’r fo Vain2
Henceforth 1 to Alcithous will bring

My Off rings and Adore my greater King,

W ho do’s fuch fpacious Tracts of Land poflefs,
And whofe vaft Pow’r the conquer’'d Seas confefs.
Him I'll invoke my Suff’rings to redrefs.

Hee'll fireight commandthe coolingWinds to blow,

Refrefhing Show’rson Trees and Herbs beftow,
Nor fuffer Thirft, both Flock and Swain to kill :

He faid, and forthwith on a neighbouring Hili

Ere&tsan Altar to his Monarch’s name,

‘The Swains from far bring Incenfe to the Flame;




238 “oetical Hiftory o

Till Swine and Heifers too by hundreds Bleed,
On whofe half roafted Flefh the impious Wret-{ /
ches feed.

All quartersfoon were filld withthe Report,

At length to greater Victims they proceed, 2 |

That ceas'd not till itreacht the Monarch’sCourt ;
Th'afpiring Prince with Godlike Rites o'er joy’d,
Commands all Altars elfe to be deftroy’d,
Proclaims Himfelf in Earth’s low fphere to be
The onely and fufficient Deity ;

That Heav'nly Pow’rs livid too remote and high,
And had enough to do to Rule the Sky.
Th'all-feeing Sun no longer could fuftain

Thefe pratices, but with enrag’'d Difdain

Darts forth fuch peftilent malignant Beams,

As fhed Infetion on Air, Earth and Streams;
From whence this Malady its birth receiv'd,

And firlt th’ oftending Syphilus was griev’d,

Who 1

!
|
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Who rais’d forbidden Altars on the Hill,

And Vi&imsbloud with impious Hands did (pill ;
He firft wore Buboes dreadfull to the fight,
Firft felt firange Pains and fleeplefs paft theNight ;
From him the Malady receivd its name,

The neighbouring Shepherds catcht the fpreading
At laft in City and in Court twas known,(Flame :
And feizd th’ambitious Monarch on his Throne;
In this diftrefs the wretched Tribes repair

To Ammerice the Gods Interpreter,

Chief Prieftefs of the confecrated Wood,

In whofe Retreats the awfull Tripod ftood,

From whence the Gods refponfal {he expreft;
TheCrowd enquire what Caufe produc’d this Peft,
What God enrag’d? and how to be appeasd,
And laft what Cureremain’d for the Difeas’d 2

To whom the Nymph reply’d—the Sun incens’d,

. With juft revenge thefe Tormentshascommenc'd.

What
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What man can with immortal Pow’rs compare 2
Fly, wretches, fly, his Altars foon repair,

Load them with Incenfe, Him with Pray’rsinvade,
His Anger will not eafily be laid ; (fwear,
Your Doom is paft, black Styx has heard him |
This Plague fhould never be extinguifht hére,
Since then your Soil muft n€’er be wholly free,
Beg Heav'n at leaft to yield fome Remedy:

A milkwhite Cow on Funo's Altar lay,

To Mother Eartha jet-black Heifer flay ;

One from above the happy Seeds fhall {hed,
The other rear the Grove and make it fpread,
Thatonely for your Grief a Cure fhall yield.

She faid: the Croud return'd to th’ open'd Field;
Rais’d Altars to the Sun without delay,

To Mother Earth, and Funo Victims flay. | |
"T'will feem moft ftrange what now I fhalldeclare,
But by our Gods and Anceftours I fwear,

"Tis
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"Tis facred Truth
Thefe Grovesthat {preadfowide and look fo green

Within this 10, till then, were never feen,

But now beéfore their Eyes the Plants were found
To fpring, and in an inftant Shade the ground,
The Prieft forthwith bids Sacrifice be done,
“And Juftice paid to the offended Sun;

Some deftim’d Head t’attone the Crimes of all,
On Syphilus the dreadfull Lot did fall,
Who now was placd before the Altar bound,
His head with facrificial Garlands crownd,
His Throat laid open to the lifted Kaife,

But interceding Funo fpard his Life,
Commands them in his ftead a Heifer flay,

For Phebus Rage wasnow remov'd away.

This made our gratefull Anceftours enjoin,
When firft thefe annual Rites they did affigns

G That
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That to the Altar bound a Swine each time
Should fland, to witnefs Syphilus his Crime,
All this infe¢ted Throng whom you behald,
Smart for their Anceftours Offence of old:
To heal their Plague this Sacrifice.is done,
And reconcile them to;th’ offended Sun,
The Rites performy’d, the. hallow'd. Boughs :they
The fpeedy certain, Cure for their ﬂi&ak. (feize,
With fuch difcourfe the Chiefs their Cares de-
WhofeTribes of different Worlds united live, (ceive,
Till pow the Ships fent tback to Egropes fhore,
Return apd bring prodigious Tidings.or.
That this Difeafe did pow through Zurgpe rage,
Nor any Medcine.found that cowd affuage,
That iy their Ships.no flender Number mourn’d,
With Boils without and inward Ulcers burr’d. _.
Then call'd to mind the Bird’s pmphctidg found,
That in thofe Groves Relief was to be found.

Then
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‘Then each with: folemn Vows the Sun entreats,
And gentle Nymphs the Gardians of thofe Seats.
With lufty Strokes the Grove they next invade,
Whofe weighty Boughs areon their Shoulders laid,
Which with thie Natives methods they prepare,
And withthe healing Draughts their Health reipair,
But not forgetfull of their Country’s good,

They fraighe their largeft Ships with thisrichWood,
To tryif in our/Climate it would be

Ofequal ufe; for the fame -Malady :

The years mild Seafon feconds their defire,

And weftern Winds their willing Sails infpire.
Iberian Coafts you firft were happy made

With thisrich Plant, and wonder'd at its Aid;

| Known now:to:France and neighbouring Ger-
Cold Secythian Coafts and temp’rate J2aly, (wsany

To Europe’s Bounds allblefs the vital Tree.

G 3 Hail
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“Thy Groves in Euxropes nobler Clime to grow ¢

_Shall flourith here, and Exropé {ing thy Fame. !
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Hail heav'n-bornPlant wliﬁfﬁﬁiﬁh] ne'er wasfeen,

Whofe Virtues like thy Lea"ifes are ever green ;
Hope of Mankind and, Comfort of their Eyes,
Of new difcoverd Worlds the richeft Prize.
‘Taahappy would Indulgent Gods allow,

Yet if my Streins have any forée, thy Name

If not remoter Lands with Winter bound,
Eternal Snow, ior Libya's feorching Ground;
Yet Latizm and Benacus cool Retreats,

Shall thee refound, with 4thejis fait Seats.
Too, bleft if Bembus live thy Growthto fee,
And on the Banks of Tyber gather thee,

1fhe ﬂlj": matchlefs Virtues once rehearfe,

And crown thy Praifes with eternal Verfe,.

FINIS
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