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Ve ETRETET S M E "N T,

HIS Volume contains a complete Colle&ion of the
poems of the late Dr. Akenfide, either reprinted

from the original Editions, or faithfully publithed from
Copies which had been prepared by himfelf for publication.

That the principal Poem fhould appear in fo difadvanta-
geous a ftate, may require fome explanation.. The firft pub-
lication of it was at a very early part of the Author’s
life. That it wanted Revifion and Correion, he was
fufficiently fenfible; but fo quick was the demand for fe-
veral fucceflive republications, that in any of the intervals
to have completed the whole of his Corre®ions was utterly
impoffible ; and yet to have gone on from time to time
making farther Improvements in every new Edition would
(he thought) have had the appearance at leaft of abufing
the favor of the Public. He chofe therefore to continue for
fome time reprinting it without alteration, and to forbear
publifhing any Correétions or Improvements until he (hould
be able at once to give them to the Public complete. And
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Al D V2 BLRA T I SEEAME EV N T Tii

the whole in Four Books; but which, as he had afterwards
determined to diftribute the Poem into more Books, might
perhaps more properly be called the Laft Book. And this
is all that is executed of the new work, which although it
appeared to the Editor too valuable, even in its imperfe&
State, to be withholden from the Public, yet (he cnnceive.s)
takes in by much too fmall a part of the original Poem to
fupply its place, and to fuperfede the re-publication of it,
For which reafon both the Poems are inferted in this col- ‘

le&ion.

Of Odes the Author had defigned to make up Two Books,
confifting of twenty Odes each, including the feveral Odes
which he had before publifhed at different times,

The Hymn to the Naiads is reprinted from the fixth Volume
of Dodfley’s Mifcellanies, with a few Corrections and the
addition of fodme Notes. To the Inferiptions taken from
the fame Volume three new Infcriptions are added ; the laft
of which is the only inftance wherein a liberty has been
taken of inferting any thing in this Collection, which did not
appear to have been intended by the Author for publication ;

among whofe papers no Copy of thiswas found, but it is
printed


























































































































































































































































































I'M A GENATLION: T BOOK I

Condemns the fair inchantment. On my ftrain,
Perhaps even now, fome cold, faftidious judge
Cafts a difdainful eye ; and calls my toil,
And calls the love and beauty which i fing,
The dream of folly. Thou, grave cenfor! fay,
Is beauty then a dream, becaufe the glooms
OFf dulnefs hang too heavy on thy fenfe,
To let her fhine upon thee? So the man
Whofe eye ne’er open’d on the light of heaven,
Might fmile with fcorn while raptur’d vifion tells
Of the gay-colour’d radiance fluthing bright
O’er all creation. From the wife be far
Such grofs unhallow’d pride; nor needs my fong
Defcend fo low ; but rather now unfold,
If human thought could reach, or words unfold,
By what myfterious fabric of the mind,
The deep-felt joys and harmony of found
Refult from airy motion ; and from fhape
The lovely phantoms of fublime and fair.
By what fine ties hath God conneéed things
When prefent in the mind; which in themfclves
Have no conne&ion ? Sure the rifing fun
O’er the czrulean convex of the fea,
With equal brightnefs and with equal warmth
Might rowl his fiery orb; nor yet the foul
Thus feel her frame expanded, and her powers
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IMAGINATION. BOOK I
His will, obfequious, whether to produce
‘The olive or the laurel.. Different minds.
Incline to different objeéts: one purfues
The vaft alone, the wonderful, the wild ;
Another fighs for harmony, and grace,
And gentleft beauty, Hence when lightening fires
The arch of heaven, and thunders rock the ground,
When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air,
And ocean, groaning-from his loweft bed,
Heaves his tempeftuous billows to the fky ;.
Amid the mighty uproar,. while below.
The nations tremble, Shakefpeare looks abroad
From fome high cliff, fuperior, and enjoys
The elemental war. But Waller longs,,
All on the margin of fome flowery ftream:
“Fo fpread his carelefs limbs amid the cool
Of plantane fhades, and to the liftening deer
The tale of flighted vows and love’s difdain.
Refound foft-warbling all the live-long day :
Confenting Zephyr fighs ; the weeping rill
Joins in his plaint, melodious; mute the groves;,
And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn..
Such and fo various are the taftes of men..

Oh! bleft of heaven, whom not the languid fongs

Of luxury,. the Siren! not the bribes.
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IMAGINATION, BOOK IL

Of flattering fervice, the fond multitude

Hung with their {udden counfels on the breath
Of great Pififtratus: that chief renown’d,
Whom Hermes and the Idalian queen had train’d
Even from his birth to every powerful art

Of pleafing and perfuading: from whofe lips
Flow’d eloquence which like the vows of love
Could fteal away fufpicion from the hearts

Of all who liften’d. Thus from day to day

He won the general fuftrage, and beheld

Each rival overfhadow’d and deprefs’d

Beneath his ampler ftate: yet oft complain’d,
As one lefs kindly treated, who had hop’'d

To merit favor, but fubmits perforce

To find another’s fervices preferr’d,

Nor yet relaxeth aught of faith or zeal.

Then tales were fcatter’d of his envious foes,

Of fnares that watch’d his fame, of daggers aim’d
Againft his life. At laft with trembling limbs,
His hair diffus’d and wild, his garments loofe,
And ftain’d with blood from felf-inflicted wounds,
He burft into the public place, as there,

There only, were his refuge ; and declar’d

In broken words, with fighs of deep regret,

The mortal danger he had fcarce repell’d.

Fir'd with his tragic tale, the indignant croud,
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BOOK THE FIRST. 248

Who fagely prove that each man hath his price,
I ftill believ’d thy aim from blemifh free,
I yet, even yet, believe it, fpite of thee
And all thy painted pleas to greatnefs and to vice.
III.
¢ Thou didft not dream of liberty decay’d,
¢“ Nor wifh to make her guardian laws more ftrong :
¢ But the rath many, firft by thee mifled,
¢ Bore thee at length unwillingly along.”
Rife from your fad abodes, ye curft of old
For faith deferted or for cities {old,
Own here one untry’d, unexampled, deed;
One myftery of fhame from Curio learn,
To beg the infamy he did not earn,
And fcape in guilt’s difguife from virtue’s offer’d meed.
1V.
For faw we not that dangerous power avow’d
Whom freedom oft hath found her mortal bane,
Whom public wifdom ever ftrove to exclude,.
And but with blufhes fuftereth in her train ?
Corruption vaunted her bewitching {poils,.
O’er court, o’er fenate, {pread in pomp her toils,
And called herfelf the flates dire@ting foul :
Till Curio, like a good magician, try’d
With eloquence and reafon at his fide,
By firength of holier fpells the inchantrefs to controul.
V. Soon












BROOK BIE FIRST 249

XII.
But come: ’tis time : firong defliny impends
To thut thee from the joys thou haft betray'd:
With princes fill’d, the folemn fane afcends,
By Infamy, the mindful demon fway’d.
There vengeful vows for-guardian laws effac’d,
From nations fetter'd, and from towns laid wafte,
For ever through the fpacious courts refound :
There long pofterity’s united. groan:
And the fad charge of horrors not their own,
Affail the giant, chiefs, and prefs them to the ground.
XIII .
In fight old Time, imperious judge, awaits::
Above revenge, or fear; or pity,. juft;.
He urgeth onward to thofe guilty gates.
The Great, the Sage, the Happy, and Auguit..
And ftill he afks them of the hidden plan
Whence every treaty, every war began,
Evolves. their fecrets and their guilt proclaims :
And ftill his hands defpoil them on the road
Of each vain wreath by lying bards beftow’d,
And crufh their trophies huge, and rafe their fculptur'd names.
XIV..
Ye mighty fhades, arife, give place, attend:-
Here his eternal manfion Curio feeks:
—Low doth proud Wentworth to the firanger bend,.

And his dire welcome hardy Clifford fpeaks :
Kk S He






























BOOKSTHE PIRST

V.
Then, while the Gafcon’s fragrant wine
With modeft cups our joy fupplies,
We'll truly thank the power divine
Who bade the chief, the patriot rife ;
Rife from heroic eafe (the {poil
Due, for his youth’s Herculean toil,
From Belgium to her favior fon)
Rife with the fame unconquer’d zeal
For our Britannia’s injur'd weal,
Her laws defac’d, her fhrines o’erthrown.
VL
He came. The tyrant from our fhore,
Like a forbidden demon, fled ;
And to eternal exile bore
Pontific rage and vaffal dread.
There funk the mouldering Gothic reign :
New years came forth, a liberal train,
Call’d by the people’s great decree.
That day, my friend, let bleflings crown:
—Fill, to the demigod’s renown
From whom thou haft that thou art free.
VIIL
Then, Drake, (for wherefore {hould we part
The public and the private weal ?)
In vows to her who fways thy heart,
Fair health, glad fortune, will we deal.
L1l.2
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BOOKE THE FIEST.

gl
But, o Melpomene, for whom
Awakes thy golden fhell again?
What mortal breath fhall €’er prefume
To echo that unbounded ftrain ?
Majeftic in the frown of years,
Behold, the * man of Thebes appears :
For fome there are, whofe mighty frame
The hand of Jove at birth indow’d
With hopes that mock the gazing crowd ;
As eagles drink the noontide flame,
1] plel
While the dim raven beats her weary wings,
And clamours far below. — Propitious Mufe,
Wehile 1 fo late unlock thy purer {prings,
And breathe whate’er thy ancient airs infufe,
Wilt thou for Albion’s fons around
(Ne’er had’ft thou audience more renown’d)
Thy charming arts imploy,
As when the winds from fhore to fhore
Through Greece thy lyre’s perfuafive language bore,
Till towns and ifles and feas return’d the vocal joy ?
U b i
Yet then did pleafure’s lawlefs throng,
Oft rufhing forth in loofe attire,.
Thy virgin dance, thy graceful fong
Pollute with impious revels dire,

# Pindar.
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BOOK THE FIRST.

V. X.
Oft as, to well-earn’d eafe refign’d,
I quit the maze where {cience toils,
Do thou refreth my yielding mind
With all thy gay, delufive fpoils,
But, o indulgent, come not nigh
The bufy fteps, the jealous eye
Of wealthy care or gainful age ;
Whofe barren fouls thy joys difdain,
And hold as foes to reafon’s reign
Whome'er thy lovely works ingage.
V5 23
When friendfhip and when letter’d mirth
Haply partake my fimple board,
Then let thy blamelefs hand call forth
The mufic of the Teian chord.
Or if invok’d at fofter hours,
O! feek with me the happy bowers
That hear Olympia’s gentle tongue ;
To beauty link’d with virtue’s train,
To love devoid of jealous ]:;ain,
There let the Sapphic lute be ftrung.
| T 8
But when from envy and from death to claim
A hero bleeding for his native land ;

When to throw incenfe on the veftal flame

Of liberty my genius gives command,
fn
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BOOK THE TIRST.

Before the fun, the anointed head.
Then feek thou too the pious town,
With no unworthy cares to crown

That evening’s awful fhade.

HI.

Deem not i call thee to deplore
The facred martyr of the day,
By faft and penitential lore
To purge our ancient guilt away.
For this, on humble faith i reft
That ftill our advocate, the prieft,
From heavenly wrath will fave the land ;
Nor afk what rites our pardon gain,
Nor how his potent founds reftrain

The thunderer’s lifted hand.

IV.

No, Hardinge: peace to church and ftate !
That evening, let the Mufe give law :
While i anew the theme relate
Which my firft youth inamor'd faw.
Then will i oft explore thy thought,
What to reje& which Locke hath taught,
What to purfue in Virgil’s lay :
Till hope afcends to loftieft things,
Nor envies demagogues or kings

Their frail and vulgar fway.

Nn ¢
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BOOK THE FIRST.

Can wealth a power like this afford ?
Can Cromwell’s arts, or Marlborough’s {word,
An equal empire claim?
No, Haftings. Thou my words wilt own :
Thy breaft the gifts of every Mufe hath known ;
Nor fhall the giver’s love difgrace thy noble name.
Ly
The Mufe’s awful art,
And the bleft fun@ion of the poet’s tongue,
Ne’er thalt thou blufth to honour ; to affert
From all that fcorned vice or flavifh fear hath fung.
Nor fhall the blandifhment of Tufcan firings
Warbling at will in pleafure’s myrtle bower ;
Nor fhall the fervile notes to Celtic kings
By flattering minftrels paid in evil hour,
Move thee to fpurn the heavenly Mufe’s reign..
A different ftrain,
And other themes
From her prophetic fhades and hallow’d ftreams
(Thou well can’ft witnefs) meet the purged ear:
Such, as when Greece to her immortal fhell
Rejoicing liften’d, godlike founds to hear;
'Fo hear the {weet inftru&trefs tell
(While men and heroes threng’d around)
How life its nobleft ufe may find,
How well for freedom be refign’d ;.
And how, by glory, virtue fhall be crown’d.

T
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BOOK'THE FIRST. 281

O Pindar, oft fhalt thou be hail’d of me:
Not that Apollo fed thee from bhis fhrine ; .
Not that thy lips drank f{weetnefs from the bee;
Nor yet that, ftudious of thy notes divine,
Pan danc’d their meafure with the {ylvan throng :
But that thy fong
Was proud to unfold

What thy bafe rulers trembled to behold 5
Amid corrupted Thebes was proud to tell
‘The deeds of Athens and the Perfian {hame :
Hence on thy head their impious vengeance fell.

But thou, o faithful to thy fame,

The Mufe’s law did’ft rightly know ;

That who would animate his lays,

And other minds to virtue raife,
Mutft feel his own with all her {fpirit glow.

HI. z.

Are there, approv'd of later times,

Whofe verfe adorn’d a * tyrant’s crimes ?

Who faw majeftic Rome betray’d,

And lent the imperial ruffian aid ?

Alas | not one polluted bard,

No, not the ftrains that Mincius heard,

Or Tibur’s hills reply’d,
Dare to the Mufe’s ear afpire; .
Save that, inftru&ed by the Grecian lyre,

With freedom’s ancient notes their fhameful tafk they hide.
#* Qctavianus Ceefar,

0o III. 2. Mark
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Whofe heart muft evéry ftfong emotion know
Infpir'd by nature, or by fortune taught;
That he, if haply fome prefumptuous foe,
With falfe ignoble fcience fraught,
Shall fpurn at freedom’s faithful band 3
That he their dear defence will {hun,
Or hide their glories from the fun,
Or deal their vengeance with a woman’s hand !

IV, 1.
I care not that in Arno’s plain,
Or on the fportive banks of Seine,
From public themes the Mufe’s quire
Content with polifli’d eafe retire.
Where priefts the ftudious head command,
Where tyrants bow the warlike hand
To vile ambition’s aim,
Say, what can public themes afford,
Save venal honors to an hateful lord,
Referv’d for angry heaven and fcorn’d of honeft fame ?

IV. 2.
But here, where freedom’s equal throne
To all her valiant fons is known ;
Where all are confcious of her cares,

And each the power, that rules him, fhares ;
' Oo 2 Here












BOOK-THE FIRST.

But fear in vain attempts to bind
Thofe lofty efforts of the mind
Which focial good infpires ;
Where men, for this, aflault a throne,
Each adds the common welfare to his own ;
And each unconquer’d heart the ftrength of all acquires.
VI 2.
Say, was it thus, when late we view’d
Our fields in civil blood imbru’d ?
When fortune crown’d the barbarous hoft,
And half the aftonifh’d ifle was loft ?
Did one of all that vaunting train,
Who dare affront a peaceful reign,
Durft one in arms appear ?
Durft cne in counfels pledge his life ?
Stake his luxurious fortunes in the firife ?
Or lend his boalted name his vagrant friends to chear ?
XE 3.
Yet, Haftings, thele are they
Who: challenge to themfelves thy country’s love ;
The true; the conftant: who alone can weigh,
What glory thould demand, or liberty approve !
But let their works declare themn. Thy free powers,
The éenemuﬁ powers of thy prevailing mind,
Not for the tafks of their confederate hours,
Lewd brawls and lurking flander, were defign’d.
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BOOK THE SECOND,

Or if one youth of all that generous band,
The ftrength and fplendor of their native land,
Would yield his portion of his country’s fame,
And quit old freedom’s patrimonial claim,
‘With lying {miles oppreflion’s pomp to fee,
And judge of glory by a king’s decree,

O bleft at home with juftly-envied laws,
O long the chiefs of Europe’s general caufe,
‘Whom heaven hath chofen at each dangerous hour
To check the inroads of barbaric power,
The rights of trampled nations to reclaim,
And guard the focial world from bonds and fhame ;
Oh let not luxury’s fantaftic charms
Thus give the lye to your heroic arms:
Nor for the osnaments of life imbrace
Difhoneft leflons from that vaunting race,

Whom fate’s dread laws (for, in eternal fate
Defpotic rule was heir to freedom’s hate)
‘Whom in each warlike, each commercial part,
In civil counfel, and in pleafing art,

The judge of earth predeftin’d for your foes,
And made it fame and virtue to oppofe.

ODE
































































































BOOK THE SECOND. 323

II.

But who are ye ? from Ebro’s loitering fons

To Tiber’s pageants, to the fports of Seine;

From Rhine’s frail palaces to Danube’s thrones

And cities looking on the Cimbric main,

Ye loft, ye{elf-deferted ? whofe proud lords

Have baffled your tame hands, and given your fwords.

To {lavith rufhians, hir'd for their command :

Thefe, at fome greedy monk’s or harlot’s nod,

See rifled nations crouch beneath their rod:
Thefe are the public will, the reafon of the land.

III.

Thou, heedlefs Albion, what, alas, the while
Doft thou prefume ? O inexpert in arms,
Yet vain. of freedom, how doft thou beguile,.
With dreams of hope, thefe near and loud alarms ?
Thy {plendid home, thy plan of laws renown’d,
The praife and envy of the nations round,
‘What care haft thou te guard from fortune’s {way ?
Amid the ftorms of war,, how {foon may all
The lofty pile from its foundations fall,

Of ages the proud toil, the ruin of a.day!

IV. No:
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VL
For oh may neither fear nor ftronger love
(Love, by thy virtuous princes nobly won)
Thee, laft of many wretched nations, move,
With mighty armies ftation’d round the throne
To truft thy fafety. Then, farewell the claims
Of freedom ! Her proud records to the flames
Then bear, an offering at ambition’s fhrine ;
‘Whate’er thy ancient patriots dar’d demand
From furious John’s, or faithlefs Charles’s hand,
Or what great William feal’'d for his adopted line,

VIL

But if thy fons be worthy of their name,
If liberal laws with liberal hearts they prize,
Let them from conqueft, and from fervile {hame
In war’s glad {chool their own protectors rife.
Ye chiefly, heirs of Albion’s cultur’d plains,
Ye leaders of her bold and faithful fwains,
Now not unequal to your birth be found :
The public voice bids arm your rural ftate,
Paternal hamlets for your enfigns wait,

And grange and fold prepare to pour their youth around.

VIII. Why








































































HYMN TO THE NATADS. 351

With Syrian Daphne ; and the honour’d tribes
Belov’'d of Pxon. Liften to my ftrain,
Daughters of Tethys: liften to your praife.

You, Nymphs, the winged offspring, which of old
Aurora to divine Aftrzus bore,
Owns; and your aid befeecheth. When the might
Of Hyperion, from his noontide throne,
Unbends their languid pinions, aid from you
They atk : Favonius and the mild South-weft
From you relief implore. Your fallying ftreams
Frefh vigour to their weary wings impart.
Again they fly, difporting; from the mead
Half ripen’d and the tender blades of corn,
To {weep the noxious mildew ; or difpel
Contagious fteams, which oft the parched earth
Breathes on her fainting fons. From noon to eve,
Along the river and the paved brook,
Afcend the cheerful breezes: hail’d of bards
Who, faft by learned Cam, the Zolian lyre
Sollicit ; nor unwelcome to the youth
Who on the heights of Tibur, allinclin’d
O’er rufhing Anio, with a pious hand,
The reverend {cene delineates, broken fanes,
Or tombs, or pillar’d aquedués, the pomp

Of ancient Time; and haply, while he {cans
The






HYMN TO THE NAILADS 253

Difown the powers whofe bounty, ill repaid,
With nectar feeds thy tendrils. Yet from me,
Yet, blamelefs Nymphs, from my delighted lyre,
Accept the rites your bounty well may claim;
Nor heed the fcoffings of the Edonian band.

For better praife awaits you. Thames, your fire,
As down the verdant flope your duteous rills
Defcend, the tribute flately Thames receives,
Delighted ; and your piety applauds;

And bids his copious tide roll on fecure,

For faithful are his daughters; and with words
Aufpicious gratulates the bark which, now

His banks forfaking, her adventurous wings
Yields to the breeze, with Albion’s happy gifts
Extremeft ifles to blefs. And oft at morn,

When Hermes, from Olympus bent o’er earth
To bear the words of Jove, on yonder hill

Stoops lightly-failing ; oft intent your {prings

He views : and waving o’er fome new-born ftream
His bleft pacific wand, “ And yet,” he cries,

¢ Yet,” cries the fon of Maia, ¢ though reclufe
¢ And filent be your ftores, from you, fair Nymphs,
‘¢ Flows wealth and kind fociety to men.

¢ By you my fun&ion and my honor'd name

“ Do i poffefs ; while o’er the Beetic vale,
Z %  Or






HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 355

Of you fhe uttereth, “oft as from the fhore

Of Thames, or Medway’s vale, or the green banks
Of Ved&a, fhe her thundering navy leads

To Calpe’s foaming channel, or the rough
Cantabrian {urge ; her aufpices divine
Imparting to the {enate and the prince

Of Albion, to difmay barbaric kings,

The Iberian, or the Celt. The pride of kings
‘Was ever fcorn’d by Pallas : and of old
Rejoic’d the virgin, from the brazen prow

Of Athens o’er Agina’s gloomy furge,

To drive her clouds and ftorms ; o’erwhelming all
The Perfian’s promis’d glory, when the realms
Of Indus and the foft Ionian clime,

When Libya’s torrid champain and the rocks
Of cold Imaus join’d their fervile bands,

To fweep the fons of liberty from earth.

In vain: Minerva on the bounding prow

Of Athens ftood, and with the thunder’s voice
Denounc’d her terrors on their impious heads,
And fhook her burning =gis. Xerxes faw :
From Heracléum, on the mountain’s height
Thron'd in his golden car, he knew the fign
Ceeleftial ; felt unrighteous hope forfake

His faultering heart; and turn’d his face with fhame.
' Z '3 Hail,
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While changing ftill, and comely in the change,
Vertumnus and the Hours before him fpread
The garden’s banquet ; you to crown his feaft,
To crown his feaft, o Naiads, you the fair
Hygeia calls: and from your fhelving feats,
And groves of poplar, plenteous cups ye bring,
To flake his veins : ’till foon a purer tide
Flows down thofe loaded channels ; watheth off
The dregs of luxury, the lurking feeds
Of crude difeafe; and through the abodes of life
Sends vigour, fends repofe. Hail, Naiads: hail,
Who give, to labour, health; to ftooping age,
The joys which youth had fquander'd. Oft your urns
Will 1 invoke ; and frequent in your praife,
Abafh the frantic Thyrfus with my fong.

For not eftrang’d from your benignant arts
Is he, the god, to whofe myfterious fhrine
My youth was facred, and my votive cares
Belong ; the learned Peon. Oft when all
His cordial treafures he hath fearch’d in vain ;
When herbs, and potent trees, and drops of balm
Rich with the genial influence of the fun,
(To roufe dark fancy from her plaintive dreams,
To brace the nervelefs arm, with food to win
Sick appetite, or hufh the unquict breaft

35
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H:MN T'O0 THE NALADS

I frame their language ; and the Mufes deign
To guide the pious tenor of my lay.

The Mufes (facred be their gifts divine)

In early days did to my wondering fenfe
Their fecrets oft reveal: oft my rais’d ear

In flumber felt their mufic: oft at noon

Or hour of funfet, by fome lonely ftream,

In field or fhady grove, they taught me words
Of power from death and envy to preferve

The good man’s name. whence yet with grateful mind,

And offerings unprofan’d by ruder eye,

My vows 1 fend, my homage, to the feats

Of rocky Cirrha, where with you they dwell :
Where you their chafte companions they admit
Through all the hallow’d fcene: where oft intent,
And leaning o’er Caftalia’s mofly verge,

They mark the cadence of your confluent urns,
How tuneful, yielding gratefulleft repofe

To their conforted meafure : ’till again,

With emulation all the founding choir,

And bright Apollo, leader of the fong,

Their voices through the liquid air exalt,

And fweep their lofty firings: thofe powerful ftrings
That charm the mind of gods: that fill the courts
Of wide Olympus with oblivion fweet
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With hoftile emulation. Down they ruth
From Nyfa’s vine-impurpled chiff, the dames
Of Thrace, the Satyrs, and the unruly Fauns,
With old Silenus, reeling through the crowd
Which gambols round him, in convulfions wild'
Tofling their limbs, and brandifhing in air

The ivy-mantled thyrfus, or the torch

Through black {fmoke flaming, to the Phrygian pipe’s
Shrill voice, and to the clathing cymbals, mix’d
With fhrieks and frantic uproar. May the gods
From every unpolluted ear avert

Their orgies! If within the feats of men,
Within the walls, the gates, where Pallas holds
The guardian key, if haply there be found
Who loves to. mingle with the revel-band

And hearken to. their accents 3 who afpires
From fuch inftructers to inform his breaft

With verfe ; let him, fit votarift, implore
Their infpiration.. He perchance the gifts

Of young Lyzus, and the dread exploits,,.

May fing in apteft numbers : he the fate

Of fober Pentheus, he the Paphian rites,.

And naked Mars with Cytherea chain’d,

And ftrong Alcides in the fpinfter’s robes,

May celebrate, applauded.. But with you,
Aaa O Nailads,
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upon which very account, Callimachus, in his hymn to Jupiter, declareth his diffent
from them concerning even an article of the national creed; adding, that the an-
cient bards were by no means to be depended on. And yet in the exordium of
the old drgonautic poem, afcribed to Orpbeus, it is faid, that *“ Love, whom mortals
“in later rimes call Phanes, was the father of the eternally-begotten Night;” who
is generally reprefented by thefe mythological poets, as being herfelf the parent of
all things; and who, in the Indigitamenta, or Orphic Hymns, is faid to be the fame
with Cypris, or Love itfelf. Moreover, in the body of this Argenautic poem, where
the perfonated Orphens introduceth himfelf finging to his lyre in reply to Chiron, he
celebrateth “ the obfeure memory of Chaos, and the natures which it contained
“ within itlelf in a ftate of perpetual viciflitude ; how the heaven had its boundary
““ determined ; the generation of the earth; the depth of the ocean; and alfo the
“ fapient Love, the moft ancient, the felf-fufficient ; with all the beings which he
“ produced when he feparated one thing from another.” Which noble paf-
fage is more direétly to Ariflotle’s purpofe in the firlt book of his metaphyfics
than any of thofe which he has there quoted, to fhew that the ancient poets
and mythologilts agreed with Empedocles, Anaxagoras, and the other more fober
philofophers, in that natural anticipation and common notion of mankind con-
cerning the neceflity of mind and reafon to account for the connexion, motion, and
good order of the world. For, though neither this poem, nor the hymns which
pafs under the fame name, are, it fhould feem, the work of the real Orphens; yet
beyond all queftion, they are very ancient. The hymns, more particularly, are al-
lowed to be older than the invafion of Greece by Xerxes; and were probably a fere
of public and folemn forms of devotion: as appears by a paffage in one of them,
which Demofthenes hath almolt literally cited in his firlt oration againft Ariflegiton,
as the faying of Orpheus, the founder of their molt holy myfteries.. On this ac-
count, they are of higher authority than any other mythological work now extant,
the Theogony of Hefiad himfelf not excepted. The poetry of them is ofien ex-
tremely noble; and the myfterious air which prevails in them, together with its
delightful impreflion uponi the mind, cannot be better exprefled than in that re«
markable defcription with which they infpired the German editor Efchenbach, when
he accidentally met with them at Leipfic : * Thefaurum me reperiffe credidi, fays he,
& profeéto thefaurum reperi. Incredibile diftu quo me facro horrore afflaverint in-
digitamenta ifta deorum : nam et tempus ad illorum ledtionemn eligere cogebar, quod
vel folum horrorem incutere animo poteft, nofturnum ; cum enim toram diem con-
fumferim in contemplando urbis fplendore, & in adeundis, quibus featet urbs illa,
viris doétis ;- fola nox reftabat, quam Orpheo confecrare potui. In abyflum quendam
my {teriorum veneranda antiquitatis defcendere videbar, quotiefcunque filente mun-
«da, folis vigilantibus aftris et luna, padsmdeirs; iftos hymnos ad manus fumfi.”

1. 11, Chaos
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L.11. Chaos.] The unformed, undigefted mafs of Affee and Plato: which

Milton calls
“ The womb of nature.”

L 11. Love, the fire of Fate.] Fate is the univerfal fyflem of natural caufes; the
work of the Omnipotent Mind, or of Love: fo Minucius Felix : “Quid enim aliud eft
fatum, quam quod de unoquoque noftrum deus fatus eft.” So alfo Cicers, in The
Firf? Book on Divination : * Fatum autem id appello, quod Greci EIPMAPMENHN ;
id eft, ordinem feriemque canfarum, com caufa caufe nexa rem ex fe gignat—ex
quo intelligitur, ut fatum fit non id quod fuperltitiofe, fed id quod phyfice dicitur
canfa eeterna rerum.” To the fame purpofe is the doétrine of Hierocles, in that ex-
cellent fragment concerning Providence and Deftiny. As to the three Fates, or De-
{tinies of the poers, they reprefented that part of the general {yltem of natural
caufes which relates to man, and to other mortal beings: for fo we are told in the
hymn addrefled to them among the Orphic Indigitamenta, where they are called the
daughters of Night (or Love), and, contrary to the vulgar notion, are diftinguithed
by the epithets of gentle, and tender-hearted. According to Hefod, Theog. ver. gog,
they were the daughters of Jupiter and Themis : but in the Orpbic Hymn to Venus,
or Love, that Goddefs is diredtly ftiled the mother of Necefiity, and is reprefented,
immediately after, as governing the three Delltinies, and conduéting the whole {yltem
of natural caufes.

l. t2. Born of Fatewas Time.] Cronos, Saturn, or Time, was, according to Afols
lodorus, the fon of Celum and Tellus. Burt the author of the hymns gives it quite
undifguifed by mythological language, and calls him plainly the offspring of the
earth and the ftarry heaven; thatis, of Fate, as explained in the preceding note.

I. 13. Who many fons-devour’d.] The known fable of Saturn devouring his chils
dren was certainly meant toimply the diffolution of natural bodies; which are pros
duced and deftroyed by Time.

1. 14, 15. The child of Rbea.] Jupitery fo called by Pindar.

1 15. Drove him from the upper fhy.] That JFupiter dethroned his father Satury,
is recorded by all the mythologifts. Phurnutus, or Cornutus, the author of a little
Greek treatife on the nature of the gods, informs vs, that by Fupiter was meant the
vegetable foul of the world, which reftrained and prevented thefe uncertain alee-
rations which Saturn, or Time, ufed formerly to caufe in-the mundane fyftem.

1. 16. Then focial reign’d.] Our mythology here fuppofeth, that before the
eftablifhment of the vital, vegetative, plaftic nature (reprefented by Fupiter), the
four elements were in a variable and unfettled condition; bur afterwards, well-
difpofed and at peace among themfelves. Terlys was the wife of the Qcean; Ops,
or Rbea, the Earth; Vefa, the eldeflt daughter of Saturn, Fire; and the cloud-
compeller, or Zeg vepedayspirys, the Air: though he alfo reprefented the plaflic

principle of nature, as may be feen in the Orphic hymn inferibed to him,
’ 1. 20,






NOTES ON THE HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 367

 had by her a fon, and gave her pofleflion of a neighbouring tratt of land, won-
“ derfully fertile; which in fhape nearly refembling the horn of an ox, was thence
“ called the Hefperian horn, and afterwards the horn of Amalthea: that fearing
“ the jealoufy of Rbea, he concealed the young Bacchus, with his mother, in the
“ ifland of Nyfa;” the beauty of which, Disdorus deferibes with great dignity and
pomp of ftyle. This fable is one of the nobleft in all the ancient mythology, and
feems to have made a particular impreflion on the imagination of Milton ; the only
modern poet (unlels perhaps it be neceflary to except Spenfir) who, in thefe my-
{terious traditions of the poetic ftory, had a heart to feel, and words to exprefs,
the fimple and folitary genius of antiquity. To raife the idea of his Paradif, he
prefers it even to
¢ that Nyfean ille

Girt by the river Triton, where old Chanm,

{Whom Gentiles Ammon call, and Libyan jove)

Hid Amafthea, and her florid fon,

Young Bacchus, from his ftepdame Rbea’s cye.”

P. 353. L. 5. Edonian band.] The prieftefles and other minilters of Bacchus; fo
called from Edenus, a mountain of Thrace, where his rites were celebrated.

1. 16. When Hermes.] Hermes, or Mercury, was the patron of commerce; in
which benevolent charafter he is addreffed by the author of the Indigitamenta, in
thefe beautiful lines :

Eppifrev moifo, nepdéjumops, Auriusoquss,
"U; xﬂp;a'ﬂw ;xﬁ; E;PT{J-'?}; om Aoy é}é}.@f;.

P. 354. L. 7. Difpenfe the mineral treafure.] The merchants of Sidon and Tyre
made frequent voyages to the coalt of Cormwall, from whence they carried home
great quantities of tin. ;

L. 22. Hath be not won.] Mercury, the patron of commerce, being fo greatly de-
pendent on the good offices of the Naiads, in return obtains for them the friendfhip
of Minerva, the goddefs of war: for military power, at lealt the naval part of it,
hath conftantly followed the eftablifhment of trade ; which exemplifies the preceding
pbfervation, that “ from bounty iffueth power.”
 P.355. L. 4, 5. Calpe—Cantabrian furge.] Gibraltar and The Bay of Bifcay.

I 11. Agina’s gloomy furge.] Near this ifland, the Athenians obtained the vic-
tory of Salamis, over the Perftan navy.

l. 21. Xerxes faw.] This circomftance is recorded in that paffage, perhaps the
moft fplendid among all the remains of ancient hitory, where Plutarch, in his Lifg
of Themiftocles, deferibes the fea-fights of Artemifium and Salamis,

P. 357. L. 15. Thyrfus.] A ftaff, or fpear, wreathed round with nry nFcon-
fant ufe in the bacchanalian myfteries.

P. 258,
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IIL

W HOE’ER thou art whofe path in fummer lies
Through yonder village, turn thee where the grove
Of branching oaks a rural palace old

Imbofoms. there dwells Albert, generous lord

Of all the harveft round. and onward thence

A low plain chapel fronts the morning light

Faft by a filent riv’let. Humbly walk,

O ftranger, o’er the confecrated ground;

And on that verdant hilloc, which thou fee’ft

Befet with ofiers, let thy pious hand

Sprinkle frefh water from the brook and ftrew
Sweet-fmelling flowers.  for there doth Edmund reft,
The learned fhepherd ; for each rural art

Fam’d, and for fongs harmonious, and the woes

Of ill-requited love. The faithlefs pride

Of fair Matilda fank him to the grave

In manhood’s prime.  But foon did righteous heaven
With tears, with fharp remorfe, and pining care,
Avenge her falthood. nor could all the gold

And nuptial pomp, which lur'd her plighted faith
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