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Anthony Henley, EAq;

¢ MAN of Your Cha-
\: ) rader can no more Pre-
SPoAEE vent a Dedication, than
he wou'd encourage one; for
Merit, like a Virgin’s Bluthes, is
ftill moft difcover'd, when it la-
bours moft to be conceal’d.

A 3 1




DEDICATION.

"Tis hard, that to think well of
You, thou’d be but Juftice, and to
tell You fo, thou’d be an Offence :
Thus rather than violate Your
Modefty, I muft be wanting to
your other Virtues; and to gratity
One good Quality, do wrong to a
Thoufand.

The World generally meafures
our Efteem by the Ardour of our
Pretences 3 and will fcarce believe
that {fo much Zeal in the Heart,
¢an be confiftent with fo much
Faintnef$ in the Expreflions; but
when they refle&t on Your Readi-
nefs to do Good, and Your Indu-
ftry to hide it; on Your Paffion
to oblige, and Your Pain to hear

it



DEDICATIOW.

it own’'d; Theyll conclude that
Acknowledgments wou'd be Us-
grateful to a Perfon, who evn
feems to receive the Obligations
he confers.

But tho’ I thou’d perfuade my
felf to be filent upon all Occafi-
ons; thofe more Polite Arts,
which, ’till of late, have Lan-
guifh’d and Decay’'d, wou'd ap-
pear under their prefent Advan-

tages, and own You for one of
- their generous Reftorers: Info-
much, that Sculpture now Breaths,
Painting Speaks, Mufick Ra-
vithes ; and as You help to refine
Our Tafte, You diftinguith Your

Own,

A 4 Your






es | N C E this following Poem in
1__', SR a manner ftole into the World,
J&E 1 cou’d not be furpriz’d to find it
B ncorred : Tho’ 1 can no more
fay I was a Stranger to its coming abroad,
than that I approv’d of the Publifher’s Pre-
cipitation in doing it: For a Hurry in the
Execution, generally produces a Leifure in
Reflexion ; fo when we run the fafteft, we
ftumble the oftneft. ~ Flowever, the Errors
of the Printer have not been greater than the
Candor of the Reader: And if I could but
fay the fame of the Defeéts of the Author,
 he’d need no Juftification againft the Cavils
~of fome furious Criticks, who, I am fure,
wou’d have been better pleas’d if they had
met with more Faults,
Their Grand Objetion is, That the F ury
Difeafe is an improper Machine to recite
A 5 Chara-




7he PREF AcCE.

Charaters, and recommend the Example of
prefent Writers: But tho’ I had the Autho-
rity of fome Greek and Latin Poets, upon
parallel Inftances, to juftifie the Defign; yet
that I might not introduce any thing that
feem’d inconfiftent or hard, I ftarted this
Objection my felf, to a Gentleman, very re-
markable in this fort of Criticifm, who wou’d
by no means allow that the Contrivance
was forc’d, or the Condu& incongruous.

Difeafe is reprefented a Fury as well as
Envy : She is imagin’d to be forc’d by an
Incantation from her Recefs ; and to be re-
veng’d on the Exorcift, mortifies him with
an Introduétion of feveral Perfons eminent
in ‘an Accomplifhment he has made {ome
‘Advances 1n.

Nor is the Compliment lefs to any Great
Genius mention’d there 5 fince a very Fiend,
who naturally repines at any Excellency, is
forc’d to confefs how happily They’ve all
fucceeded.

Their next Objeétion is, That 1 have imi-~
tated the Lutrin of Monficur Boileau. 1 muft
‘own 1 am proud of the Imputations unlefs

their



The P R E FA CE.

their Quarrel be,. That I have not done it
enough: But he that will give himfelf the
trouble of examining, will find I have co-
py’d.khirn in nothing but in two or three
Lines in the Complaint.of Meoleffe, Canto II.
and in one in his Firft Canto; the fenﬁe of
which Line is entirely his, and I cnu’d with
it were ‘not the only good One in mine.

. I have fpoke to the moft material Obje-
| &ions I have heard of, and fhall tell thefe
- Gentlemen, That for every Fault they pre-
tend to find 1n this Poem, l’ll.undertalie to
fhew them two. One of thefe curious Per-
fons does me the Honour to {ay, He approves
of the Conclufion of it; but I fuppofe ’tis
upon no other Reafon, but becaufe ’tis the
Conclufion. However, I thou’d net be
much concern’d not teo be thought Excellent
in an Amufement 1 have very little praétis’d
hitherto, nor perhaps ever fhall again.

Reputation of this Sort is very hard to
be got, and very eafie to be loft; its Pur-
fuit is painful, and its Pofleflion unfrmtful
Nor had I ever attempted any thing in this

~ kind, till finding the ‘Animofities among
the






The PR ETFA CE.

College fet up for the Relief of the Sick Poor,
and manag’'d cver fince with an Integrity

and Difintereft {uitable to fo Charltable a
Defign.

If any Perfon wou’d be more fully in-
form’d about the Particulars of fo Pious a
Work, I refer him to a Treatife fet forth by
the Authority of the Prefident and Cenfors,
in the Year 97. ’Tis call’d, 4 fbort Account
of the Proceedings of the College of Phyficians,
‘London, in relation to the Sick Poor. The
Reader may there not only be inform’d of
the Rife and Progrefs of this fo Publick an
Undertaking, but alfo of the Concurrence and
Encouragement it met with from the Moft,
as well as the moft Ancient Members of the
- Society, notwithftanding the vigorous Oppo-
fition of a few Men, who thought it their
Intereft to defeat {fo laudable a Defign,

The Intention of this Preface is not to
perfuade Mankind to enter into our Quar-
rels, but to vindicate the Author from be-
ing cenfur’d of taking any indecent Liberty
with a Faculty he has the Honour to be a
Member of. If the Satyr may appear di-

| rected
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re€ted at any particular Perfon, ’tis at fuch
only as are prefum’d to be engag’d in Difho-
nourable Confederacies for mean and merce-
nary Ends, againft the Dignity of their own
Profeflion. But 1f there be no fuch, then
thefe Characlers are but imaginary, and by
confequence ought to give no Body Offence,

The Defcription of the Battel is ground=
ed upon a Feud that happen’d in the Di/
penfary, betwixt a Member of the College
with his Retinue, and fome of the Servants
that attended there to difpenfe the Medi-
cines; and is fo far real; tho’ the Poetical
Relation be fictitious. I hope no Body
will think the Author too undecently re-
fleGting thro’ the whole, who being too
liable to Faults himfelf, ought to be lefs
fevere upon the Mifcarriages of others.
There is a Charaéter in this trivial Perfor-
mance, which the Town, 1 find, applies
to a particular Perfon: ’'Tis a Reflection
which I thou’d be forry fhow’d give Of-
fence ; being no more than what may be
faid of any Phyfician remarkable for much

Pratice. The killing of numbers of Pa-
| | tients
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tients is fo trite a Piece of Raillery, that it
ought not to make the leaft Impreffion ei-
ther upon the Reader, or the Perfon ‘*tis
apply’d to; being one that I think in my
Confcience a very able Phyfician, as well
as a Gentleman of extraordinary Learning.
If I am hard upon any one, ’tis my Reader:
But fome Worthy Gentlemen, as remark-
able for their Humanity as their Extraordi-
nary Parts, have taken care to make him
amends for it, by prefixing fomething of
their own. |

I confels thofe Ingenious Gentlemen have
done me a great Honour ; but while they
defign an imaginary Panegyrick upon me,
They have made a real one upon Them-
felves; and by faying how much this fmall
Performance exceeds fome others, They
convince the World how far it falls {hort of

Theirs,

The



The Copy of an Inftrument Subfcribed by
the Prefident, Cenfor, moft of the Eles,
Senior Fellows, Candidates, ¢7¢. of the

College of Phyficians, in relation to the
Sick Poor.

Wﬂerms the feveral Orders of the College
of Phyficiansy, London, for prefcribing
Medicines gratis to the Poor Sick of the Cities
of London and Weltminfter, and Parts ad-
jacent, as alfo Propofals made by the faid
College to the Lord Mayor, Court of Aldermen
and Common Council of London, in purfuance
thereof, bave bitherto been ineffeitual, for that
no Method bath been taken to furnifh the Poor
avith Medicines for their Cure at low and rea-
fonable Rates; we therefore whofe Names are
- bere under-written, Fellows ¢r Members of the
faid College, being willing effectually to pro-
mote fo great a Charity, by the Counfel and
good Liking of the Prefident and College decla-
red in their Comitia, bereby (to wit, each of
us feverally and apart, and not the one for the
other of us) do oblige our [elves to pay o

Dr. Thomas Burwell, Fellow and Ele} of the
faid









To Dr. G—#h, u pon the Di/penfary.

\ H that fome Genius, whofe Poetick Vein
Like M——gue’s con’d a juf? Piece [uflain,

Wou'd fearch the Gracian and the Latin Store,
And thence prefent thee with the puref Oar :
In lafiing Numbers praife thy avbole Defign,
And Manly Béa.r;{y of each Nerwous Line :
Show how your pointed Satyr’s Sterling Wit
Does only Knawes, or formal Blockheads bit;
Who're grawvely Dull, infipidly Serene,
And carry all their Wifdom in their Mein,
Whom thus expos'd, thus ﬁr;'ﬁ’a'- of their Difuife,
Noue will again Admire, mofi vill Defpife.
Show in awhat Noble Verfe Naflau you fing,
How fuch a Poet's aorthy fuch a King.
When Se——r's Charming Eloquence you Praife,
- How loftily your tuneful Foice you raife !
But-my poor feeble Mufe is as unfit
7o Praife, as Imitate what you have writ.
Artifis alone fhou’d wenture to Commend
- What D s can’t Condemnn, nor D —n Mend :
What mufl, awrit with that Fire and with that Eaft,
The Beaux, the Ladics and the Criticks pleafe.

C. Boyr1ie:.

1
(4 \



TOMY

FrR1IEND the AUTHOR,
Defiring my
Opinion of his P O E M.

S K me not, Friend, what I Approve or Blame ;

Perbaps I know not avky I Like, or Damn ; ;
I can be Pleas’d; and I dare oawn I am.
1 read Thee over with a Lover's Eye s |
Thou bhaft no Faults, or I no Faults can Jpy; §
Thou art all Beauty, or all Blindnefs L.
Criticks and aged Beaux éf Fancy chafle,
Who ne'er bad Fire, or elfe whofe Fire is paft, }
Muft judge by Rules avhat they awwant Force to Tafle.
I wou’d a Poes, like a Miflrefs, try,
Not by her Hair, ber Hand, ber Nofe, her Eyes E
But by fome Namelefs Pow'r, to give me Joy
The Nymph has G—n's, C— 15, C~—~"5 Charms,
If awith refifilefs Fires my Soul fbe avarms, %
With Balm upon her Lips, and Raptures in ber ,zi'r'm.t
Such is thy Genius, and fuch Art is thine,
Some fecret Magick aworks in ev’ry Line; g
We judge not, but awe feel the Pow'sr Divine.
Where all is Fuft, is Beautcous, and is Fair,
Diflinctions vanifh of peculiar Air.
Lofi in our Pleafure, ave enjoy in you
Lucretius, Horace, § ———d, M=——==gue.

And

-
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By Rules to all, but to themfelves, unknowwn,

Will Damn thy Verfe, and Fuflify their own.

Why, let them Damn: Were it not wondrous hard
Facetious M and the City B .

So near ally'd in Learning, Wit, and Skill,

Shou’ d not have leave to Fudge, as well as Kill?
Nay, let them avrite; Let them their Forces join,
And hope the Motly Piece may rival thine.

Safely defpife their Malice, and their Toil,

Which Vulgar Ears alone awill reach, and will defile,
Be it thy Gen'rous Pride to pleafe the Befl,

Whofe Fudgment, and whofe Friendbip is a Tefi.
With Learned H o thy bealing Cares be join'd.
Search thoughtful R e 70 bhis inmoff Mind : }
Unite, refiore your Arts, and fave Mankind.

Whilf} all the bufie M Is of the Town

Envy our Health, and pine away their oawn.
Whene'er thow would i a Tempting Mufe engage,
Fudicious W h can beft dire@ ber Rage.

To S —————s5, and 1o D t toa fubmit,

And let their Stamp Immortalize thy Wit,

Confenting Phoebus bows, if they Approve,

And Ranks thee with the foremoft Bards aboe :
Whilf} thefe of Right the Deathle/s Laurel fend, é

3" d yet 'tis thought, fome Criticks in this Town, }

Be it my Humble Bus'ne/s to Commend
Tbe faithful, boneft Many and the well-natur'd Friend.

Chr. Codrington,

o
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CANTO L

VEHseN] P EAK, Goddels ! fince *tis Thou that
Ay beft canft tell, e
. How ancient Leagues to modern Difcord
s fell 5
2 (@ And why Phyficians were {o cautious
grown
‘Of others Lives, and lavith of their own,
How by a Journey to the E/yfian Plain
Peace triumph’d, and old Time return’d again,

Not far from that moft celebrated Place,
Where angry * Juftice' thews her awful Face ;
Where little Villains muft fubmit to Fate,

That great One’s may enjoy the World in State’;
There ftandsa +Dome, Majeftick to the Sight,
And fumptuous Arches bear its oval Height ;

* 0id Bailys t College of Phyficians,
g A









6 THE DISPENSARY.

The drooping Sciences neglected pine,

And Paan’s Beams with fading Luftre fhine.

No Readers here with Hefick Looks are found,

Our Eyes in Rheum, thro’ midnight-watching, drown’ds*
The lonely Edifice in Sweats complains

That nothing there but fullen Silence reigns,

This Place fo fit for undifturb’d Repofe,
The God of Sloth for his Afylam chofe,
Upon a Couch of Down in thefe Abodes,
Supine with folded Arms he thoughtlefs nods ;
Indulging Dreams his Godhead lull to Eafe,
With Murmurs of foft Rills. and whifp'ring T'rees.
The Poppy and each numbing Plant difpenfe
Their drowzy Virtue, and dull Indolence,
No Paflions interrupt his eafie Reign,

No Problems puzzle his Lethargick Brain,
But dark Oblivion guards his peaceful Bed,
And lazy Fogs hangs ling’ring o’er his Head.

As at full Length the pamper’d Monarch lay
Batt’ning in Eafe, and {lamb’ring Life aﬁra}' SR
A fpiteful Noife his downy Chains unties,
Haftes forward, and encreafes as it flies.

Firft, fometo cleave the ftubborn * Flint engage,
*Till urg’d by Blows, it {parkles into Rage :
Some temper Lute, fome fpacious Veflels move ;
‘Thefe Furnaces eret, and Thofe approve.

¥ The Building of the Difpenfary,

Here












e THE DISPENSARY.

Here have I rul'd long undifturb’d with Broils,

And laugh’d at Heroes, and their glorious Toils.

My Annals are in mouldy Mildews wrought,

With eafie Infignificance of Thought.

But now fome bufie, enterprizing Brain =
Invents new Fancies to renew my Pain, '
And labours to diffolve my eafie Reign. §

With that, the God his darling Phantom calls,
And from his fal’ring Lips this Meflage falls:

Since Mortals will difpute my Power, I’ll try
Who has the greateft Empire, they or I.
Find Envy out, fome Prince’s Court attend,
Moft likely there you’ll meet the famifh’d Fiend.
Or where dull Criticks Author’s Fate foretell ;
Or where ftale M4ids or meager Eunuchs dwell.
Tell the Bleak Fury what new Projeéts reign,
Among the Homicides of Waravick- Lane.
And what th’Event, unlefs fhe ftrait enclines

To blaft their Hopes, and baffie their Defigns.

Mere he had fpoke, bat fudden Vapours rife,
And with their filken Cords tie down his Eyes.

THE
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CANT O I 15

The ¥ulian Eagles, here, their Wings dilplay,
And there, like fetting Stars, the Decii lay;
This does Camillus as a God extol,

That points at Manlius in the Capitol ;

How Cocles did the Tyber’s Surges brave,

How Curtius plung’d into the gaping Grave,
Great Cyrus, here, the Medes and Perfians join,

And, there, th’immortal Battle of the Boyn.

As the light Meflenger the Fury {py’d, -
Awhile his crudling Blood forgot to glide:
Confufion on his fainting Vitals hung,

And fal’ring Accents flutter’d on his Tongue,
At length, affuming Courage, he convey’d
His Errand, then he fhrunk into a Shade,

The Hag loy long revolving what might be
The bleft Event of fuch an Embaffie:

Then blazons in dread Smiles her hideous Form,
- So Light’ning gilds the unrelenting Storm.
Thus fhe=—— Mankind are bleft, they riot ftill
Unbounded jn Exorbitance of Ill.
By Devaftation the rough Warrior gains,
And Farmers fatten moft when Famine reigns 3
For fickly Seafons the Phyficians wait,
And Politicians thrive in Broils of State ;
The Lover’s eafie when the Fair One fighs,
And Gods {ubfift not but by Sacrifice.

Each other Being fome Indulgence knows ;
Few are my Joys, but infinite my Woes.












BN DN, 19

Young Hylas, botch’d with Stains too foul to-name,
In Cradle here renews his Youthful Frame:

Cloy’d with Defire, and furfeited with Charms,

A Hot-Houfe he prefers to Fulia’s Arms.

And old Lucullus would th’ drcanum prove,

Of kindling in cold Veins the Sparks of Love.

Bleak Envy thefe dull Frauds with Pleafure {ees,
And wonders at the fenfelefs Myfteries,
In Colsn's Voice fhe thus calls out alond

On Horofcope environ’d by the Croud,

Forbear, forbear, thy vain Amufements ceafe,
Thy Woodcocks from their Gizs a while releafe ;
And to that dire Misfortune liten well,
Which thou fhow’dft fear to know, or I to tells
*T'is true, thou ever waft efteem’d by me
The great Alcides of our Company:
When we with Noble Scorn refolv’d to eafe
Our felves from all Parochial Offices;
And to our Wealthier Patients lefi the Care,
And draggl’d Dignity of Scavenger ;
Such Zeal in that Affair thou didft exprefs,
Nought cou’d be equal, but the great Succefs.
Now call to Mind thy Gen’rous Prowefs paft,
Be what thou fhou’d#, by thinking what thou waft:
The Faculty of Waraick-Lane Defign,
If not to Storm, at leaft to Undermine.
Their Gates each Day Ten thoufand Night-caps crowd,
And Mortars utter their Attempts aloud.
If they fhould once unmask our Myftery,

Each Nurfe, ere-long, wou'd be as learn’d as We ;
Our
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CANTO V.

e H EN the ftill N:ght with pea::ef'ul Pop-
o s 1& " pies crown’d,
> Had fpread her - fhady Pinions uer the
; Gmund

ke umphs dream,
- While Groves and Streams are the {oft Vn‘gm sTheme,.
The Surges gently dafh agamﬁ the Shoar,

- Flocks quit the Plains, and Ga.lly-Slaves the Oar ; ;
Sleep fhakes its downy Wings o’er mortal Eyes,

- Mirmillo is the only Wretch it ﬂlﬂs R

‘He finds no Refpite from his anxious Grief ;

:‘Then chks, from this Soliloquy, Relief.

Lung have I reign’d unrival'd in the Town,

.fopprefs d with Fees and deaFEn’d with R:nuwn.
<ok 4 None






No, *tis refolv’d, he either fhall comply,
Or I’ll renounce my wan Divinity.

- With that, the Hag approach’d Mirmill’s Bed,
And taking Querpos’s meager Shape, She faid; .

At Noon of Night I haften, to difpel
Thofe Tumults in your penfive Bofom dwell..
I dreamt but now I heard your heaving Sighs,
Nay, faw the Tears debating in your Eyes.
O that *twere but 2 Dream! But Threats I find
Low’r in your Looks, and rankle in your Mind,
Speak, whence it is this late Diforder flows,
"That fhakes your Soul, and troubles your Repofe.
Miftakes in Pracice fcarce cou’d give you.Pain,
Too well you know the Dead will ne’er complain, .

What Looks difcover, faid the Homicide, .
Wouwd be a fruitlefs Induftry to hide.
My Safety firft I muft confult, and then
11l ferve our fuff’ring Party with my Pen...

Al fhowd, reply’d the Hag, their Talent learns
"The moft attempting oft the leaft difcern.

Let P~——— fpeak, and V~————=~ write,

Soft Aeon court, and rough Cecinna fight :

Such muft fucceed ; but when th’ Enervate aim
Beyond their Force, they ftill contend for Shame, .
Had C —— printed nothing .of his own, -
e had not been the S——fu/d o' the Town,

Afies and Owls, unfeen, their Kind betray,

If thefe attempt to Hoot, or thofe to Bray. .
' | D g Had
























CAMN T OV 65

Mount Athos fhakes the Forefts on his Brow,
Whilft down his wounded Sides frefh Torrents flow,

And Leaves and Limbs of Trees o’er-fpread the Vale
: [below. &

But now, all Order loft, promifcuous Blows
Confus’dly fall ; perplex’d the Battel grows.
From Stentor’s Arm a Mafly Opiat flyes,
And ftrait a deadly Sleep clos’d Carus’ Eyes.
At Colon great Sertorius Buckthorn flung,
Who with fierce Gripes, like thofe of Death, was ftung,
But with a dauntlefs and difdainful Mien
Hurl'd back Steel Pills, and hit him on the Spleen,
Chiron attack’d Talthibius with fuch Might,
One Pafs had paunch’d the huge hydropick Knight,
Who ftrait retreated to evade the Wound,
But in a Flood of Apozem was drown’d.
This Pjylas faw, and to the Viétor faid,
Thou fhalt not long furvive th’anwieldy Dead,
Thy Fate fhall follow ; to confirm it, {wore
By th’ Image of Priapus, which he bore :
And rais'd an * Eagle-flone, invoking loud
On Cynthia, leaning o’er a Silver Cloud.

Great Queen of Night, and Emprefs of the Seas;
If faithful to thy Midnight Myfteries, :

If ftill obfervant of my early Vows,

Thefe Hands have eas’d the mourning Matron’s Throws,
Dire this rais’d avenging Arm aright,

So may loud Cymbals aid thy lab’ring Light,

He faid, and let the pond’rous Fragment fly

At Chiron, but learn’d Hermes put it by.

¥ See Plin,

The’
























C ANTOG VI

Thus Numa when to hallow’d Caves retir'd,
Was by * Zgeria guarded and infpir'd.

Within the Chambers of the Globe they {py
The Beds where {leeping Vegetables Iye,
"Till the glad Summons of a Genial Ray
Unbinds the Glebe, and calls them out to Day.
Hence Paxncies trick themfelves in various Hew,
And hence Funguils derive their fragrant Dew ;
Hence the Carnation and the bafhful Rofe
Their Virgin blufhes to the Morn difclofe.
Hence the chaft Li/)y rifes to the Light,
Unveils her fnowy Breafts, and charms the Sight,
Hence Arbours are with twining Greens array’d,
T" oblige complaining Lovers with their Shade :
And hence on Daphne’s Lawrel’d Forehead grow
Immortal Wreaths for Pbzbus and Najjau.

The Infeéts here their lingring Trance furvive :
Benumb’d they feem, and doubtful if alive,
From Winter’s Fury hither they repair,

And ftay for milder Skies and fofter Air.

Down to thefe Cells obfcener Reptils creep,
Where hateful Nutes and painted Lizzards fleep.
Where fhiv’ring Szakes the Summer Solftice wait ;
Unfurl their painted Folds, and flide in State.
Here their new Form the numb’d + Eruce hide,
I'heir num’rous Feet in flender Bandage ty'd;
soon as the kindling Year begins to rife,

[his upftart Race their native Clod defpife, '

And proud of painted Wings attempt the Skies.

* See Ov, Met: B, 13,
1 Sse Godext of Caterpillars and Butterflies:
: E

f

Now






C Aacle TIO VI 75

Jonvulfions in the lab’ring Mountains rife,
And hurl their melted vitals to the Skies.

He views with Horror next the noifie Cave,
N here with hoarfe Dinns imprifon’d tempeits rave;
N here clam’rous Hurricanes attempt their Flight,
Jr, whirling in tumultuous Eddies, fight.
The warring Winds unmov’d Hygeia heard,
3rav’d their loud Jars, but much for Ce/fus fear’d.
dudromeda, {o whillt her Heroe fought,.
shook for his Danger,. but her own forgot.

And now the Goddefs with her Charge defcends,
W here fcarce one chearful Glimpfe their Steps befriends
Jere his forfaken Seat old Chaos keeps
And undifturb’d by Form, in Silence fleeps.
A grifly Wight, and hideous to the Eye;
An aukward Lump of fhapelels Anarchy.
With fordid Age his Features are defac’d;
His Lands unpeopled, and his Countries walte,
T'o thefe dark Realms much learned Lumber creeps; -
T'here copious M—— fafe in Silence fleeps.
W here Mufhroom Libels in Oblivion lie,
And, foon as born, like other Monfters die. i
Upon a Couch of Fe## in thefe Abodes,
Dull Night, his melancholly Confort, nods.
No Waysand Means their Cabinet employ ;
But their dark Hours they walte in barren Joy.:

&

Nigh this Recefs, with Terror they furvey
Where Death maintains his dread tyrannick Sway ;
[n the clofe Covert of a C}'prefs Grove,

Where Goblins frisk, and airy Spectrés Tove,
E 2 Yawns
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Yawns a dark Cave, with awful Horror wide,

And there the Monarch’s Triumphs are defcry’d.
Confus’d, and wildly huddled to the Eye,

The Beggar’s Pouch, and Prince’s Purple lye.

Dim Lamps with fickly Rays fcarce {feem to glow;
Sighs heave in mournful Moans, and T'ears o’er-flow.
Reftlefs Anxiety, forlorn Defpair,

And’ all the faded Family of Care.

Old mouldring Urns, Racks, Daggers and Diftrefs
Make up the frightful Horror o’ the Place.

Within its dreadful Jaws thofe Furies wait,
‘Which execute the harfh Decrees of Fate,
% Febris is firft : 'The Hag relentlefs hears
The Virgin’s Sighs; and fees the Infant’s Tears. -
In her Parch’d Eye-balls fiery Meteors reign ;
And reftlefs Ferments revel in each Vein.

Then t Hydrops next appears amongft the Throng;
Bloated, and big, fhe flowly fails along.
Baut like a Mifer, in Excefs fhe’s poor;
And pines for Thirft amidft her watry Store.

Now loathfome | Lepra, that offenfive Spright,
With foul Eruptions ftain'd, offends the Sight,
Still deaf to Beauty’s foft perfuading Pow’r:
Nor can bright Hebe's Charms her Bloom fecure.

Whilft meager § P:bifis gives a filent Blow,
Her Strokes are fure ; but her Advances {low.
No loud Alarms, nor fierce Aflaults are fhown:
She ftarves the Fortrefs firlt ; then takes the Zonun.

* Feaver. Dropfic. t Leprofies  § fenfnmprfw:
i s Behind









Nigh the dull Shoar a fhapelefs Mountain: ftood,
That with a dreadful Frown furvey’d the Flood.
Its fearful Brow no lively Greens put on, © =
No frisking Goats bound o’er the ridgy Stene.
To gain‘the Summit the bright Goddefs try’d,
And Celfus follow’d, by degrees, his Guide.

Th* Afcent thus conquer'd, now they towre on high,
And tafte th’ Indulgence of a milder Sky.
Loofe Breezes on their airy Pinions play, - 9
Soft Infant Blofloms their chaft Odeurs pay, E
And Rofes blufh their fragrant Lives away.
Cool Streams thro” flow’ry Meadows gently glide 5
And as They pafs, their painted Banks they chide.
Thefe blifsful Plains no Blights, nor Mildews fear,
The Flow’rs ne’er fade, and Shrubs are Myrtles heres
"The Morn awakes the Tﬁlip from her Bed ;
B'er Noon in painted Pride the decks her Head :.
Rob’d in rich Dye fhe triumphs on the Green,
And ev’ry’ Flow’r dees Homage to their Queen.
So when bright Zenus rifes from the Floed,
Around in Throngs the wond'ring Nereids crowd ;
The Tritons gaze, and tune each vocal Shell,
And ev'ry Grace unfung, the Waves conceal.

The Delegate obferves, with wond’ring Eyes,
Ambrofial Déws defcend, and Incenfe rife.
Then haftens onward. to the penfive Grove,
The filent * Manfion of difaftrous Love.
Here Jealoufie with Jaundice Looks appears,
And broken Slumbers, and fantaltick Fears.

. ¥ See Virg. £n. Bi6, 4 ;
i Ae
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Smile or Forbid, Encourage or Reprove,

You ftil! find Reafons to believe we love :
Vainly you think a Liking we betray,

nd never mean the peevith Things we fay.

ew are the Fair Ones of Rufilla’s Make,
nask’d fhe grants, uninjur’d fhe’ll forfake :

ut fev'ral Celia’s, fev'ral Ages boaft,

hat like, where Reafon recommends the moft.
here heav’nly Truth and Tendernefs confpire,
haft Paflion may perfwade us to defire.

Your Sex, he cry’d, as Cuftom bids, behaves ;

n Forms the Tyrant tyes fuch haughty Slaves.

0 do nice Conduct Right, you Nature wrong ;
mpulfes are but weak, where Reafun s ftrong.

ome want the Courage, but how the Flame ! ~"Few
hey like the Thing, that ftartle at the Name.

he lonely Phanix, tho' profefs’d a Nun,

arms into Love, and kindles at the Sum.

I'hofe Tales of {picy Utrns and fragrant Fires,

Are but the Emblems of her fcorch’d Defires.

Then as he ftrove to clafp the fleeting Fair,
His empty Arms confefs’d th’ impaffive Air.
‘rom his Embrace th’unbody’d Speétre flies,
And as fhe mov’d, fhe chid him with her Eyes.

They haften now to that delightful Plain,
Vhere the glad Manes of the Blels’d remain:

here Harwey gathers Simples, to beftow

mortal Youth on Heroe’s Shades below,

n as the bright Hygeiz was in view,

he Venerable Sage her Prefence knew;
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Hail, blooming Geddefs! Thou propitious Pow’s,
Whofe Bleflings Mortals more than Life implore,
With fo much Luftre your bright Looks endear,
That Cottages are Courts where Thofe appear.
Mankind, as you vouchfafe to Smile or Frown,
Finds Eafe in Chains, or Anguith in a Crown.

With juit Refentments and Contempt you fee.
The foul Diflfentions of the Faculty 5.
How your fad fick’ning Art now hangs her Head,
And once a Science, is become a Trade.
Her Sons ne'er rifle her Myfterious Store,
But ftudy Nature lefs, and Lucre more.
Not fo when Rome to th® Epidaurian rais'd
A T Temple, where devoted Incenfe blaz'd.
Oft Father Ty2er views the lofty Fire,
As the learn’d Son is worfhip’d like the Sire ;
The Sage with Romulus like Honours claim ;
The Gift of Life and Laws were then the fame.

I thow'd of old, how vital Currents glide,
And the Meanders of their refluent Tide.
Then, Willis, why fpontaneous A&ions here,
And whence involuntary Motions there:
And how the Spirits by Mechanick Laws,
In wild Careers tumultuous Riots caufe.
Nor wou'd our Wharton, Bates, and Gliffon lye
In the Abyfs of blind Obfcurity.
But now fuch wond’rous Searches are forborn, .
And Pzan’s Ast is by Divifions torn.

-1 A Temple builr at Rome, in the Ifland of Tyber, to Efcus
lapius Son of Apollo,
Then.









