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B..I. Preervimg HE AL T H. 15

235 That thro’ the thirfty channels of the blood

A {mooth diluted chyle may ever flow.

The fragrant dairy from its cool recefs

Its ne&tar acid or benign will pour

To drown your thirft ; or let the mantling bowl
240 Of keen Sherbet the fickle tafte relieve.

For with the vifcous blood the fimple ftream

Will hardly mingle ; and fermented cups

Oft diffipate more moifture than they give.

Yet when pale feafons rife, ‘or winter rolls
- 245 His horrors o’er the world, thou may’ft indulge
In feafts more genial, and impatient broach
The mellow cask. Then too the fcourging air
Provokes to keener toils than fultry droughts
Allow. But rarely we fuch skies blafpheme.
250 Steep’d in continual rams, or with raw fogs

Bedew’d, our feafons droop ; mcumbent ftill

A ponderous heaven o’erwhelms the {inking {oul.
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B.OI.  Prefereing HE AL T H. 37

So heav’n has form’d us to the general tafte
200 Of all i1ts gifts; fo cuftom has improv’d
This bent of nature ; that few fimple foods,
Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield,
But by excefs offend. Beyond the fenfe
Of light refection, at the genial board
20 g Indulge not often ; nor protraét the feaft
To dull fatiety ; till foft and flow
A drowzy death creepson, th’expanfive foul
Opprefs’d, and fmother’d the celeftial fire.
The ftomach, urg’d beyond its ative tone,
210 Hardly to nutrimental chyle fubdues
The fofteft food : unfinifh’d and deprav’d,
The chyle, in all its future wand’rings, owns
Its turbid fountain ; not by purer ftreams
So to be clear’d, but foulnefs will remain.
215 To fparkling wine what ferment can exalt
Th’ unripen’d grape? Or what mechanic skill
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Or facred country calls, with mellowing wine
To moiften well the thirfty fuffrages;

Say how, unfeafon’d to the midnight frays
Of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend

- With Centaurs long to hardy deeds inur’d ?

435

490

Then learn to revel ; but by flow degrees :

By flow degrees the liberal arts are won ;

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

In cups by well-inform’d experience found

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

By friends alone, and men of generous minds.

Oh! feldom may the fated hours return
Of drinking deep! I would not daily tafte,

Except when life declines, even fober cups.
Weak


































































B. . Preferving HE A'L T H. 75

225

230

2.35

Forbear! No other peftilence has driven

Such myriads o’er th’ irremeable deep.

Why this fo fatal, the fagacious mufe

Thro’ nature’s cunning labyrinths could trace :

But there are fecrets which who knows not now,

Mutt, ere he reach them, climb the heapy Alps

Of fcience; and devote feven years to toil.

Befides, I would not ftun your patient ears

With what it little boots you to attain.

He knows enough, the mariner, who knows

Where lurk the fhelves, and where the whirlpools
boil,

What {igns portend the ftorm: To fubtler minds

He leaves to fcan, from what myfterious caufe

Charybdis rages in th’ lonian wave ;

Whence thofe impetuous currents i the main,

Which neither oar nor fail can ftem; and why
L 2 The






B, HI. Preferoing HE A'L T H. "

260

For thro’ the {mall arterial mouths, that pierce

In endlefs millions the clofe-woven skin,

The bafer fluids in a conftant ftream

Efcape, and viewlefs melt into the winds.
While this eternal, this moft copious wafte
Of blood degenerate mnto vapid brine,
Maintains its wonted meafure ; all the powers
Of health befriend you, all the wheels of Iife

- With eafe and pleafure move : But this reftrain’d

265

270

Or more or lefs, fo more or lefs you feel

The funétions labour. From this fatal {fource

What woes defcend isnever to be fung.

To take their numbers, were to count the fands

That ride in whirlwind the parch’d Lybian air; .

Or waves that,when the bluftering North embroils

The Baltic, thunder on the German thore.

Subject not then, by foft emollient arts,

This grand expence, on which your fates depend,
To






BIIIL Preferving HE A LT H. 79" .
Againft the rigors of a damp cold heav'n
To fortify their bodies, fome frequent
The gelid aftern; and, where nought forbids, -
I praife their dauntlefs heart, A frame {o fteel’d
295 Dreads not the cough, nor thefe ungenial blafts,
That breathe the T'ertian or fell' Rheumatifm ;
The nerves fo temper’d never quit their tone,
No chronic languors haunt fuch hardy breafts.
-Butall things have their bounds: And he who makes
300 By daily ufe the kindeft regimen
Effential to his health, fhould never mix
With human kind, nor art nor trade purfue.
He not the fafe viciffitudes of life
Without fome fhock endures ; ill-fitted he
305 To want the known, or bear unufual things. -
Befides, the powerful remedies of pain
(Since pain. in fpite of all our care will come)

Should-never. with: your profperous days of health
‘ Grow


















B. 1II. Preferoing H'E A L T H. 8z

395

400

405

And waken chearful as the lively morn ;
Opprefs not nature finking down to reft
With feafts too late, too folid, or too full.
But be the firft concoction half-matur’d,

Ere you to mighty indolence refign

Your paflive faculties. He from the toils
And troubles of the day to heavier toil
Retires, whom trembling from the tower that rocks
Amid the clouds, or Calpe’s hideous height,
The bufy deemons hurl, or in the main
O’erwhelm, or bury ftruggling under ground.
Not all a monarch’s luxury the woes

Can counterpoife, of that moft wretched man,

. Whofe nights are fhaken with the frantic fits

410

Of wild Oreftes ; whofe delirious brain,
Stung by the furies, works with porfoned thought :
While pale and monftrous pamnting thocks the foul;

And mangled confcioufnefs bemoans itfelf
For




























































B.IV. Preferving HE AL T H. 105

25

30

35

40

Nor lefs the labours of the mind corrode

The folid fabric. For by fubtle parts,

And viewlefshatoms, fecret Nature moves

The mighty wheels of this ftupendous world.

By fubtle fluids pour’d thro’ fubtle tubes

The natural, vital, funétions are perform’d.

By thefe the ftubborn aliments are tam’d ;

The toiling heart diftributes life and ftrength ;
Thefe the ftill-crumbling frame rebuild ; and thefe
Are loft m thinking, and diflolve in ar.

But’tis not Thought (for ftill thefoul’semploy’d)
’T1s pamnful thinking that corrodes our clay.
All day the vacant eye without fatigue
Strays o’er the heaven and earth ; but long intent
On microfcopic arts its vigour fails. |
Juft fo the mind, with various thought amus’d,

Nor aches itfelf, nor gives the body pain.
P But
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60

70

Y

Peace to each drowfy metaphyfic fage !

And ever may the German folio’s reft !

Yet fome there are, even of elaftic parts,
Whom ftrong and obftinate ambition leads
Thro’ all the rugged roads ‘of barren lore,
And gives to relith what their generous tafte
Would elfe refufe. But may nor thirft of fame
Nor love of knowledge urge you to fatigue
With conftant drudgery the liberal foul.

Toy with your books : and, as the various fits
Of humour feize you, from Philofophy

To Fable fhift ; from ferious Antonine

To Rabelais’ ravings, and from profe to fong.

While reading pleafes, but no longer, read ;
And read aloud refounding Homer’s {train,
And weild the thunder of Demofthenes.

The cheft fo exercis’d improves its {trength ;
P 2 And
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95

100

105§

Sour Melancholy, night and day provokes
Her own eternal wound. . The fun grows pale ;
A mournful vifionary light o’erfpreads

The chearful face of nature : earth becomes

A dreary defart, and heaven frowns above.
Then various fhapes of curs’d illufion rife 3 -
Whate’er the wretched fears, creatng Fear
Forms out of nothing ; and with monfters teems
Unknown in hell. ‘The proftrate foul beneath
A load of huge imagination heaves.

And all the horrors, that the guilty feel,

With anxious flutterings wake the guiltlefs breaft.

Such phantoms Pride in folitary feenes,
Or Fear,; on delicate Self-love creates.
From other cares abfolv’d, the bufy mind -
Finds in yourfelf a theme to pore upon ;
It ﬁnd's you miferable, or makes you fo.
For
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180

185

190

195

Shutso’eryourhead: and,as thethunderingftream,

- Swoln o’er its banks with {fudden mountain rain,

Sinks from its tumult to a filent brook ;

So, when the frantic raptures in your breaft
Subfide, you languifh into mortal man ;

You {leep, and waking find yourfelf undone.
For prodigal of life in one rath night |
You lavifh’d more than might {upport three days.
A heavy morning comes ; your cares return
With tenfold rage. An anxious ftomach well
May be endur’d ; fo may the throbbing head :
But fuch a dim delirtum, fuch a dream,
Involves you ; fuch a daftardly defpair |
Unmans your foul, as madd’ning Pentheus felt
When, baited round Citheron’s cruel fides,

He faw two funs, and double Thebes afcend.
You curfe the fluggifh Port; you curfe the wretch,
The felon, with unnatural mixture firft |

Who
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200

205

210

Who dar’d to violate the virgin Wine.

Or on the fugitive Champain you pour

A thoufand curfes; for to heav’n your foul

It rapt, to plunge you deeper in defpair.

Perhaps you rue even that divineft gift,

The gay, ferene, good-natur’d Burgundy,

Or the frefh fragrant vintage of the Rhine:
And with that heaven from mortals had withheld

The grape, and all intoxicating bowls.

Befides, it wounds you fore to recollet
What follies in };our loofe unguarded hour
Efcap’d. By one irrevocable word,

Perhaps that meant no harm, you lofe a friend.
Or in the rage of wine your hafty hand
Performs a deed to haunt you to your grave.
Add that your means, your health, your parts
~ decay ; ' |
Q 2 Your












Bs IMN. Preferving HE A L T H. 119
And Virtue, thro’ this labyrinth we tread.
Virtue and Senfe I mean not to disjoin ;

265 Virtueand Senfe are one; and, truft me, he
Who has not virtue 1s not truly wife.
Virtue (for meer good-nature 1s a fool)
Is fenfe and fpirit, with humanity :
"T'1s fometimes angry, and its frown confounds ;
270 Tis even vindi¢tive, but in vengeance juft.
Knaves fain would laugh at it; fome great ones
dare ;
But at his heart the moft undaunted fon
Of fortune dreads its name and awful charms.
To nobleft ufes this determines wealth ;
275 This 1s the folid pomp of profperous days ;
The peace and fhelter of adverfity.
And if you pant for glory, build your fame
‘On this foundation, which the fecret {hock

Defies of Envy and all-fapping Time.
| | The
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Pas

835

7

345

Refin’d, humane, and generous, if they can.

Love 1n fuch bofoms never to a fault

Or pains or pleafes. But ye finer Souls,

Form’d to foft luxury, and prompt to thrill
With all the tumults, all the joys and pains,
That beauty gives ; with caution and referve
Indulge the fweet deftroyer of repofe,

Nor court too much the Queen of charming cares.
For, while the cherifh’d poifon in your breaft
Ferments and maddens ; fick with jealoufy,
Abfence, diftruft, or even with anxious joy,
The wholfome appetites and powers of life
Diffolve in languor.  The coy ftomach loaths
The genial board : Your chearful days are gone:
The generous bloomthat flufh’d your cheeks 1s ﬂed.
To fighs devoted and to tender pains,

Penfive you fit, or folitary ftray,

And wafte your youth in mufing. Mufing firft
il R 2 Toy’d
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365

372

373

380

The tender Fancy finarts with every fting ;

But fruitlefs, hopelefs, difappointed, rack’d
With jealoufy, fatigued with hope and fear,
Too ferious, or too languithingly fond,
Unnerves the body and unmans the foul.

And fome have died for Love ; and fome run mad;
Andfomewithdefperatehand themfelveshavef{lain.

Some to extinguifh, others to prevent,
A mad devotion to one dangerous Farr,

- Court all they meet ; 1n hopes to diflipate

The cares of Love amongft a hundred Brides.
Th’ event 1s doubtful : for there are who find
A cure i this; there are who find it not.

*Tis no relief, alas! it rather galls

'The wound, to thofe who are fincerely fick.

For while from feverith and tumultuous joys

The nerves grow languid and the foul fubfides ;

And
















































