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BOOK I ODE 1
To MECAENAAS.

Several Men have feveral Dehghts Lyrick Puftry is hzs.

. R SRIEC " EC ANA S ﬂ,’ﬂﬂ? a TﬂfCﬂﬂ Pﬂﬂﬂr
PEES5E My Foy, my Glory, my Defense;
‘.'j,:-l"_? i Some view with & delighted Eye,

ol NE Thick Clouds of Duf? nrm#d em fly;
E While their contending Chariots rowl,

And nicely fbun 147 Olympic Goal;

Where Races won, and Palws beflow'd,

Exalt & Monarch to a God,
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V. :
Place me where 1o [oft Breeze of Summer Wind. .
 Did der the fliffend Soil unbind.:
Where no intruding Warmth €er dur[t invade, -
But Winter kolds bis unmolefted Seat
In all bis-hoary Robes array'd, .
' Aud vantling Storms of Hail, and noifie Tempefls beas, 7.
Place me beneath the [corching Blaxe,
Of the fierce Sun’s immedsate Rays ;
[Where Houfe nor Cottage e'er were feen,
i Nor rooted Plant or Tree, nor [pringing Green. -
Yet (lovely Lalage!) my generous Flame -
Shail ne'er expive, Tll boldly fing of thee; -
Charni’d with the Mufick of thy Name,
And guarded by the Gods of Love and Poetry,

O:D E “ XXVIIL-.
Imiitated by Mi. P R I 0 R....

Te Maris & Terrz, numeroque carentis Aren& -
Menforem, cohibent, Achyta, &e. -

Printed in My, Prior’s Poemns, Page 135.

‘- S*‘A Y, deareft Villiers; poor departed Friend, . °
i - Since fleeting Life thus {fuddenly muft end;
Say, what did ail thy bufie Hopes avail,

That anxious thou from Pole to Pole did’(t Sail,
Fer on thy Chin the {pringing Beard began'

To fpread a doubtful Dews, and promife Man?
Cs What. <
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34 t1ORACE BookI.-
- What profited thy Thoughts, and Toils, and Cares,

- In Vigour more confirm’d, and riper Years?

To wake eer Morning dawn to loud Alarms;

Aad march *till Clofe of Night in heavy Arms:

To {cora the Summer’s Suns, and Winter’s Snows;

And fearch thro’ every Clime thy Country’s Foes?

That thou might’ft Fortune to thy Side ingage,
That gentle Peace might quell Bellona’s Rage; g
And 4ma’s Bounty crown her Soldier’s hoary Age?

In vain we know that free-will’d Man has Pow’r

To haften or protraét th’appointed Hour.

Our Term of Life depends not on our Deed:

Before our Birth osr Funeral was decreed.

Nor aw’d by Forefight, nor mifiled by Chance,
Imperious Death dires the Ebon Lance; | }
Peoples great Henry’s Tombs, and Jeads up Holben’s Dance,

Alike muft ev'ry State, and evry Age

Suftain the univerfal Tyrant’s Rage; |

For ueither William’s Pow’r, nor Mary’s Charms
Could or repel or pacifie his Arms,

Young Churchill fell as Life began to bloom; .
~ And Bradford’s trembling Age expe@s the Tomb,
Wifdom and Eloquence in vain would plead

One Moment’s Refpite for the Léarned Head.
Judges of Writings and of Men have dy’d; 3
Mecanas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde, i
And in their various Turns the Sons muft tread
Thofe gloomy Journies, which their Sires have led,

The antient Sage, which di¢ {o long maintain,
That Bodies die, but Souls return again,

With all the Births and Deaths he had in fiore,
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more, .
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And modern A4f— I, whofe cspricious Thought

Is yet with Stores of wilder Notions fraught,

Too foon convinc’d, fhall yield that fleeting Breath,

Which play’d fo idly with the Darts of Death.
Some from the ftranded Veffel force their Way;

Fearful of Fate, they meet it in the Sea:

Some who efcape the Fury of the Wave,

Sicken on Earth, and fink into a Grave.

In Journies, or at home, in War or Peace;

By Hardfhips many, many fall by Eafe.

Each changing Seafon does its Poifon bring 5

Rheums chill the Winter; Agues blaft the Spring:

Wet, Dry, Cold, Hot, at the appointed Hour,

All a& fubfervient to the Tyrant’s Pow’r;

‘And when obedient Nature knows his Will,

A Fly, a Grape-ftone, or a Hair can kill.

For reftlefs Proferpine for ever treads
In Paths unfeen o’er our devoted Heads;
And on the fpacious Land and Liquid Main
Spreads flow Difeale, or darts affliCtive Pain; E
Variety of Deaths confirm her endlefs Reign.

On curft Piava’s Banks the Goddefs ftood,
Shew’d her dire Warrant to the rifing Flood;
Then, whom I long muft love, and long muft mourn,
with fatal Speed was urging his Return;
In his dear Country to difperfe his Care,
And arm himfelf by Reft for future War:
To chide his anxious Friends officious Fears,
And promife to their Joys his clder Years.

Oh! Deftin’d Head! and oh! Severe Decree!
Nor native Country thou, nor Friend fhalt fee;
Nor War haft thou to Wage, nor Year to come:
Impending Death is thine, and inftant Doom!

o °  Hak!
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Hark! The imperious Goddefs is obey’d,
‘W .nds murmur, Snows defcend, and Waters {fpread!
O4! Kinfman, Friend!-——Oh! Vain are all the Cries
Of bumane Voice! Strong Deftiny replies;
Weep you on Earth, for be fhall fleep below ;
Tvence none return, and thither all muft go.

Who €’er thou art, whom Choice or Bufinefs leads
To this fad River or the neighbounring Meads;
If thou may’ft happen on the deery Shoars
1o find the Obje&t which this Verfe deplores;
Cleanfe the pale Corps with a religious Hand,
From the polluting Weed and common Sand;
Lay. the dead Heroe graceful in a Grave,
The only Honour he can now receive;
And fragrant Mould upon his Body throw,
And plant the Warriour Laurel o’er his Brow; ;
Light lye the Earth, and flourifh green the Bough,

So may juft Heav’n {ecure thy future Life
¥rom foreign Dangers, and domeftick Strife:
And when th’infernal Judge’s difmal Power,
¥rom the dark Urn fhall throw thy deftin’d Hour;
When yielding to the Sentence, breathlefs thow
And Pale fhalt lye, as what thou burieft now;
May fome kind Friend the piteous Object fee,
And equal Rites perform to that which once was thee,

!
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O D E XXIX.
Tranflated by Mr. W. DUNcoMB.
To Iccrus a Philofopher.

Horace upbraids bim with kis Intention to quit bis Book, axd. .
the Study of Philofopky, for & Military Life, out of an a- .
varicions Temper. ’

CC1US, whofe Breaft th’ Arabian Gold infpires,
From Lufts of happy Wealth, with Martial Fires;
Who boldly now defigns to take the Field,
Againft Sabean Kings, unknowing.yetito yield;
~ And proudly meditat’ft the fullen Mede,
Thy Slave in Chains triumphantly to lead.
What Captive Dam’fel fhall thy Will obey.
For Husband {lain, and own thy fov’reign Sway? -
What {pruce and courtly Youth, with Plaited Hair, _
Shall at thy Board the brimming Goblet bear;.
Skilful from his Hereditary Bow,
With finewy Force the Parthian Shaft to throw ?
Who will deny, that Rivers may afcend,
And Tyber’s rapid Current backward bend?
When you, who promis’d better things, prepare: .
A Captain’s Equipage, and feck the War:
And change Panatius Books, with Care procur’d,
And Xenophon and Plaro, for the Sword,

ﬁ%ﬁ% |
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BO O K>+ OxDE . IE:
Imitated by Mr. PRIO R.
Written in the Year 1692.

Printed by ). Tonfon in Folio. .
N %, O Wlong, deluded 4ltion, wilt thou lye -
A ER

Has foftly lull'd thee to thy Woes? -
WEIND; S Orwake degenerate I{le, or ceafe toown.
What th}' old Kings in Gallick. Camps have done;-
The Spoils they brought thee back, the Crowns they won.
William, fo Fate requires, again is arm’d;
Thy Father to the Field is gone;
Again Maria weeps her abfent Lord;
For thy Repofe content to rule alone.
Are thy enervate Sons not yet alarm’d?
When William fights, dare they look tamely on; -
So flow to get their ancient Fame reftor’d, '
As notto meltat Beauty’s Tears nor follow Valour’s Sword ?

i Ty = s e - e

-

sy, In the lethargick Sleep, the fad Repofe, -
= By which thy clofe, thy conftant Enemy;

I Sse

A
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IT.
See the repenting Ifle awakes,
Her vicious Chains the generous Goddefs breaks:
The Fogs around her Temples are difpelld ;
Abroad fhe looks, and fees arm’d Belgia ftand:
Prepar’d to meet their common Lord’s Command; %
Her Lions roaring by her Side, her Arrowsin her Hand:
And blufhing to have been {o long with-held,
Weeps off her Crime, and haftens to the Field.
Henceforth her Youth fhall be inur’d.te bear-
Hazardous Toil and a&tive War:
To march beneath the Dog-ftar’s raging Heat,
Patient of Summer’s Drought, and martial Sweat;
And only grieve in Winter’s Camps to find
Its Days too fhort for Labours they defign’d:
All Night beneath hard heavy Arms to watch,
All Day to mount the Trench, to Storm the Breachs
And all the rugged Paths to tread-
Where William and his Virtue leads
I1L.
() Silence is the Soul of War;
Deliberate Counfel muft prepare
The mighty Work which Valour muft compleat:
Thus William refcw’d, thus preferves the State;
Thus teaches us to think and dare:
As whilft his Canon juft prepar’d to breath
Avenging Anger and {wift Death,
In the try’d Metal the clofe Dangers glow,
And now too late the dying Foe §
Perceives the Flame, yet cannot ward the Blow.
So

(8) Ef} o fideli tuin Silentio
Merces, &,
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Orange deftin’'d to compleat
Tioe great Defigns of labring Fate.
Orange! The Name that Tyrants dread:
He comes! Our ruin’'d Empire is no move :
Down, lske the Perfian, goes the Gallick Throne s
Darius flies, young Ammon wurges on!
\2 E
Now from the dubieus Battel’s mingled Heat,
(4) Let Fear look back, and ftretch her hafty Wing, .
Impatient to fecure a bafz Retreat:
Let the pale Coward leave his wounded King,
For the vile Privilege to breath,
To live with Shame in dread of glorious Death, -
In vain; for Fate has Swifter Wings than Fear, .
She follows hard, and ficks him in the Rear:-
Dying and mad the Tyrant bites the Ground,
His Back transfix’d with a difhoneft Wound;
Whilft thro’ the fierceft Troops and thickeft Prefs, -
Virtue carries on Suecefs;
Whilft equal Heaven guards the diftinguith’d Braye,
And Armies cannot hurt, whom Angels fave.
VII.
(6) Virtue to Verfe immortal Luftre givess
Each by the other’s mutual Friendfhip lives:
Eneas:

(#) Dalce ¢ decornm eft pro Patrid mori,
Mors (o Fugacem profequitur Virums.
Nec parcit imbellis Fuventa,

Poplitibus timidoque Tergo,

() Virtus Repulfe nefeia fordide. |
Tntaminatis fulget Honoribus

Nec ponit ant [umir Secures ; s
Arbitrio. Popularis dAmure,

i
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Aneas {uffer’d, and Achilles fought,
The Hero’s Ats enlarg’d the Poet’s Thought ;
Or Virgil’s Majefty, and Homer’s Rage,
Had née’er, like lafting Nature, vanquifh’d Age:
Whilft Lewss then his rifing Terror drowns
With Drums Alarms, and Trumpets Sounds,
Whilft hid in arm’d Retreats, and guarded Towns, §
From Danger as from Honoeur free,
He bribes clofe Murder againft open Wars
In vain you Gallick Mafes firive
With labour’d Verfe to keep his Fame alive;
¥Your mouldring Monuments in vain you raife
On the weak Bafis of the Tyrant’s Praife :
Your Songs are fold, your Numbers are prophane,
*T'is Incenfe to an Idol giv'n,
Meat offer’d to Promserbeus’ Man,
That had no Soul from Heav'n.
Againft his Will you chain your frighted King
On Rapid Rbine’s divided Bed, :
And mock your Hero, whillt you fing
The Wounds for which he never bled;
Falfhood does Poifon on your Praife diffufe,
And Lewis’ Fear gives Death to Boileaw’s Mufe,
VIII.
On its own Worth true Majelty is rear’d,
And Virtue is her own Reward,
With folid Beams, and native Glory bright,
She neither Darknefs dreads, nor covets Light;
True to her felf, and fix’d to inborn Laws,
Nor funk by Spite, nor lifted by Applaufe,
She from her fettled Orb looks calmly down,
On Life or Death, a Prifon or a Crown,

Whcn,
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When, bound in double Chains poor Belgis lay,
To fnreign Arms, and inward Strife 2 Prey ;
Whilft one good Man buoy’d up her finking State ;
And Virtue labourd againft Fate:
When Fortune bafely with Ambition join'd,
And all was Conquer’d but the Patriot’s Mind :
When Storms let loofe and raging Seas,
Juft ready the torn Veflel to o’erwhelm,
Forc’d not the faithful Pilot from his Helm
Nor all the Syren Songs of future Peace,
And dazling Profpe& of a promis’d Crown,
Could lure his ftubborn Virtue down;
But againft Charms, and Threats, and Hell he fiood,
To that which was leverely good; AT,
Then had no Trophies juftify’d his Fame,
No Poet blefs’d his Song with Naffas’s Name,
Virtue alone did all that Honour bring,
And Heaven as plainly pointed out the King,
As when he at the Altar ftood,
In all his Types and Robes of Power; _
Whilft at his Feet religious Brizain bow’d,
And own’d him next to what we there adore.
| IX,
Say, joyful Maeze, and Boyne’s viGorious Flood
(For each had mix’d his Waves with Royal Blood)
When Willianm’s Armies paft, did he retire, :
Or view from'far the Battel’s diftant Fire?
Could he believe his Perfon was too dear ?
Or ufe his Greatnefs to conceal his Fear?
Cou'd Pray’rs or Sighs the dauntlefs Hero move?
Arm'd with Heav’n’s Juftice, and his People’s Love,
Thro’ the firft Waves he wing’d his ventr’ous Way,

A

- And
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And on the adverfe Shore arofe

(Ten thoufand flying Deaths in vain oppofe)

Like the Great Ruler of the Day -
With Strength and Swiftnefs mounting from the Seas.
Like him all Day he toil'd; but long in Night
The God had eas’d his weary'd Light,

E're Vengeance left the ftubborn Foes,

Or William’s Labours found Repofe.

When his Troops falter'd, fept not he between ;
Reftor’d the dubious Fight again ;
Mark’d out the Coward that durft fly, i
And led the fainting Brave to Vi&ory ?
Still, as the fled him, did he not o’ertake
Her doubtful Courfe, and brought her bleeding back ?
By his keen Sword did not the Boldeft fall}
Was he not King, Commander, Soldier, Al] — ?
His Danger fuch, as with becoming Dread,
His Subjects yet unborn fhall weep to read; E
And were not they the Only Days that ¢%er
The pious Prince refus’'d to hear
His Friend’s Advices, or his Subject’s Pray’r 2 }
b,
Where-e’er Old Rbine his fruitful Water turns,
Or fills his VafTal’s Tributary Urns ;
To Belgia’s fav’d Dominions and the Sea,
Whofe righted Waves rejoice in William's Sway,
Is there a Town, where Children are not taught,
Here Holland profper’d, for here Orange foughe,
Toro’ rapid Waters, and thro’ flying Fire,
Here ruflyd the Prince, bere made whele France yetive,’
By different Nations be this Valour bieft, g

L

In different Languages confefs’d,
And then let Shannon fpeak the reft;
Let
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Let Shamon {peak, how on her wond’ring Shore,
When Conqueft on his hov’ring Arms did wait,
And only ask’d fome Lives to bribe her o’r.
The Godlike Man, the more than Conqueror,
With high Contempt fent back the {pecious Bait,
And {corning Glory at a Price too great,
With fo much Power fuch Piety did join,
As made a perfeét Virtue foar
A Pitch unknown to Man before,
And lifted Shannon’s Waves o’er thofe of Boyne.
XI.
Nor do his Subjeéts only fhare
The profprous Fruits of his indulgent Reign,
His Enemies approve the pious War,
Which with their Weapons takes away their Chain.
More than his Sword his Goodnefs firikes his Foes,
They blefs his Arms, and figh they muft oppofe :
uftice and Freedom on his Conquefts wait,
And ’tis for Man’s Delight that he is great:
Succeeding Times fhall with long Joy contend,
If he were more a Vi&or, ora Friend:
So much his Courage and his Mercy ftrive;
He wounds to cure, and conquers to forgive.
XII.
Ye Heroes that have fought your Country’s Caufe,
Redrefs'd her Injuries, or form’d her Laws,
To my advent’rous Song juft witnels bear,
Affift the pious Mufe, and hear her {wear,
That ’tis no Poet’s Thought, no Flight of Youth,
But folid Story, and fevereft Truth,
That William treafures up a Greater Name,

Than any Country, any Age ¢an boaft.
| % A («) And
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(#) And all that ancient Stock of Fame
He did from his Fore-fathers take,

He has improv’d, and gives with Intereft back -

And in his Conftellation does unite

Their fcatter'd Rays of fainter Light:

Above or Envy’s Lafh, er Fortune’s Wheel,

That fettled Glory fhall for ever dwell;

Above the rolling Orbs and com mon Sky,

Where nothing comes that e’er fhall d ye.

XIII.

Where roves the Mufe? Where, thoughtlefs to return,

Is her fhort-livd Veffel born ? -

By potent Winds too {ubje@ to be toft »

And in the Sea of Williaw’s Praifes loft !

Nor let her tempr that Deep, nor make the Shore,
Where our abandon’d Youth fhe fees,
Shipwrack’d in Luxury aad lof in Eife,

Whom not Britannia’s Danger can alarm,

Nor William’s exemplary Virtue warm -

Tell ‘'em howe’er the King can yet forgive

Their guilty Sloth; their Homage yet receiye,

- And let their wounded Honour live - §

- But fure and fudden be their juft Remorfe,

- Swift be their Virtue’s Rife, and ftrong its Courfe,

(&) For tho’ for certain Years and deftin’d Times,

Merit has lain confus’d with Crimes;

: g _-—“.
() Virtus recludens immeritis mori

Caelum, nega:i tentat Iter Via,
Ceetufque vulgares ¢o Udam,
Spernit Humum fugiente Pennd,
(b) - S«pe Diefpiter
Neglectus incefto addidie Integram
Raro antecedenter [celeftum
Defervit Pede Pana Clando.

D Tho?
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Tho’ Fove feem’d negligent of human Cares,

Nor fcourg’d our Follies, nor return’d our Pray’rs,
His Juftice now demands the equal Scales,
Sedition is fuppre{s’d, and Truth prevails:

Fate its great Ends by flow Degrees attains,

And Ewurope is redeem’d, and William Reigns.

ODE I1II

A quam memento, §5c.

In the Third Mifcellany, Page 131;' '

I.
T2 E calm, my Delius, and ferene,

However Fortune change the Scene!

In thy moft Dejected State,
Sink not underneath the Weight;
Nor yet, when Happy 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 ferene!

| IL

Be thy Lot good, or be it ill,
Life ebbs out at the fame rate fill :
~Whether with bufie Cares oppreft,

You wear the {ullen Time away ;
Or whether to fweet Eafe and Reft

‘You fometimes give a Day;

Carelly
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Carelefly laid,
Uanderneath a friendly Shade §

‘By Pines and Poplars mixt Embraces made;

Near a River’s fliding Stream
Fetter’d in Sleep, blefs’d with a Golden Dream,
& ' I11.
Here, here, in this much envied State,

Let every Blefling on thee wait;

Bid the Syrian Nard be brought,
Bid the hidden Wine be foughe,
And let the Rofe’s thort-liv’d Flower,
The {miling Daughter of an Hour,
Flourith on thy Brow:
Enjoy the very, very now!
While the good Hand of Life is in,
- While yet the fatal Sifters fpin.
)
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 shine:
Thy Meadows, by whofe planted Tides
Silver Tyber gently glides!
Thy pleafant Houfes; all muft go,
The Gold that’s hoarded in ’em too;
A jolly Heir fhall fet it free,
And give th'imprifon’d Monarch Liberty,
N
Nor matters it, what Figure here
Thou doft among thy Fellow-mortals bear;
How thou wert born, or how begot,
Impartial Death matters it not:

- D - With
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with what Titles thou doft fhine,

Or who was firft of all thy Line:
Life’s vain Amufements! amidft which we dwell,
Not weigh’d, nor underftood, by the grim God of Hell.

_ VI.

In the fame Road (alas!) All travel on!

By all alike, the fame fad Journey muft be gone!
Our blended Lots together lye,

Mingled in one common Urn,
Sooner or later out they fly:

The fatal Boat then wafts us to the Shore,

Whence we never fhall return

Never———DNeyer more!

O, DB IV

Imitated.
The Lord G— to the E. of S—.
Ne fit ducilla, tibi Amoy Puderi, &¢.

3 s
T\ O not, moft fragrant Ear], difclaim
Thy brighs, thy reputable Flame,
To B——1le the Brown;
But publickly efpoufe the Dame,
And fay Geeme—— d the Towns
IL.
Full many Heroes fierce and keen,
With Drabs have deeply {mitten been,

Al.
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Although right good Commanders,
Some who with you have Hounflow {een,.
And {fome who've been in Flanders,
25 LTI
Did not bafe Greber’s Pegg inflame
~ The f{ober Earl of N 173,
~ Of {ober Sire defcended,
That carelefs of his Soul and Fame-
To Play-Houfes he Nightly came,.
* And left Church undefended?
Iv.
The Monarch who of France is Height,

Who rules the Roaft with matchlefs Might,.

Since William» went to Heaven;
Loves Mainténon, his Lady bright,
. Who was but Scarron’s Leaving,
V.
- 'Tho’ thy Dear’s Father kept an Inn,.
At grizly Head of Saracen,
For Carriers at Northampton ;
Yet fhe might come of gentler Kin-
Than e’er that Father dreamt on.
VI
Of Proffers large, her Choice had fhe,-
Of Jewels, Plate, and Land in Fee,
Which fhe with Scorn rejected ;
And can a Nymph fo virtuous, be-
- Of Bafe-born Blood fufpeted?
VIL
Her dimple Check and roguifh Eye,
Her {lender Wafte, and taper Thigh,
1 always thought provoking;

D 3

But,
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Bur, Faith, tho’ I talk waggithly,
I mean no more than joking,
VIIL.
Then be not jealous, Friend, for why 2
My Lady Marchionefs is nigh

To fee 1 ne’er fhall hurt ye;

Befides, you know full well, thit I
Am turn’d of Five and Forty.

ODE IV,

Englifbed by Mr. D UKE.

Printed in the Firft Part of Mifcellany Poem:, Page 168,
Lufh not, my Friend, to own the Love
Which thy fair Captive’s Eyes do move;
Achilles once the fierce, the brave,
Stoopt to the Beauties of a Slave;
Tecmeffa’s Charms could over-power
<jax her Lord and Conqueror;
Great Agamemnon, when Succefs
Did all his Arms with Conqueft blefs; -
‘When Heélor’s Fall had gain’d him more
Than Ten long rolling Years before;
By a bright captive Virgin’s Eyes
E'en in the midft of Triumph dies,
You know not to what mighty Line
The lovely Maid may make you joyn;
See but the Charms her Sorrow wears,
No Common Caufe could draw fuch Tears;
| Thefe
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Thofe Streams fure that adorn her fo -
For lofs of Royal Kindred flow:

Oh! Think not fo divine a Thing

Could from the Bed of Commons {pring;
Whofe Faith could fo unmov’d remain,
And fo averfe to fordid Gain,

Was never born of any Race

- That might the nobleft Love difgrace.
Her blooming Face, her fnowy Arms,
Her well-thap’d Leg, and all her Charms, .
Of her Bocy, and her Face,

I, poor I, may fafely praife.

Sufpeét not Love the youthful Rage
From Horace’s declining Age,

But think remov’d by forty Years;-

All his Flames and all thy Fears.

To his Friend Captain CHAMBERLINE;

I Love with a Lady be bad taken inan Algerine Prize at Sea.
In Allufion to the Fourth O D E.
By Mr. YALDEN.
Inthe Third Mifecellany, Page 228,

L.
)T 1§ no Difgrace ( brave Youth) to own
By a fair Slave you are undone:
Why du& thou blufh to hear that Name,
And ftifle thus a generous Flame?
Did not the Fair Brifess heretofore
With powerful Charms fubdue?

D 4 What
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What, tho’ a Caprive, fill fhe bore
Thole Eyes that Freedom eou’d reftore,
And make her haughty Lord, the proud Aehilles, bowr;
II.
Stern Ajax, tho’ renown’d in Arms,
Did yield to bright Tecrneffa’s Charms :
And all the Laurels he had won,
As Trophies at her Feet were thrown. -
When beautiful in Tears he view’d the mourning Fair, »
The Hero felt her Power-
Tho’ great in Camps, and fierce in War,
Her fofter Looks he cou’d not bear,
Proud to become her Siave, tho’ late her Conqueror,
III.
When Beauty in Diftrefs appears,
An irrefittlefs Charm it bears:
In every Breaft does pity move,
Pity, the Tender’ft Part of Love,
Amidft the Triumphs great Amides thew’d
Unto a weeping Maid:
Tho’ Troy was by his rms fubdu’d,
And Greece the bloody Trophies view’d,
Yet at a Captive’s Feet the imploring Vi&or laid,
S
Think not, thy charming Maid can be
Of a Bafe Stock, a Mean Degree;
Her Shape, her Air, her every Grace,
A more than valgar Birth confefs, |
Yes, yes, my Friend, with Royal Blood fhe's gréat;
Sprung from fome Monarch’s Bed :
Now mourns her Family’s hard Fate,
Her mighty Fall and abje@ State, :
And her illuftrious Race conceals with noble Pridci& =
V.

-
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V.
Ah! think not an ignoble Houfe
Cou’d {uch a Heroine produce;
Nor think fuch generous {prightly Blsod,
Cou'd flow from the Corrupted Crowd;
But view her Courage, her undaunted Mind
And Soul with Virtues crown’d:
Where dazling Int’reft cannot blind,
Ner Youth, nor Gold Admittance find,
But ftill her Honour’s fix’d, and Virtue keeps its Ground.
VI.
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 fulpe@ not thy officious Friend ;
All jealous Thoughts remove:
Tho’ I with youthful Heat commend, .
' For thee I all my Wifhes {end, -
And if fhe makes thee bleft, ’tis all I ask of Love."

Imitated by Mr. B. H. -

Never before Printed,
L
HY [6 impatient, tell'me mE-y, '
| To pluck the Rofe before ’tis blown?
| Wy [0 intent within ber Arms tolye ?
s yet the Seeds of Love are fcarcely fown,
Nature han's taught her-yet the At
T'exchange the Blifs, and play an equal Part,
: D g Noy
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Tie Moon her felf when at the Full,
Is in refpect but gloomy, dark and dull,' .
Nay pretty Ned’s moft amorous G;n;:;
Can't veach the bright Perfection of her Face,
Tho' to.a Miracle [o neat,
Youw'd [wear he were a4 Cheat.

O DE VIIIL
Englifoed by Mr. D U K E.

In the Firft Mifcellany, Page 110,

IF ever any injur’d Power,
By which the falfe Barine {wrore,
Falfe, fair Barine, on thy Head
Had the leaft Mark of Vengeance fhed;
If but a Tooth or Nail of thee
Had fuffer’d by thy Perjury,
1 fhould believe thy Vows; but thou
Since perjur’d doft more charming grows
Of all our Youth the publick Care,
Nor half {o falfe as thou art fair.
It thrives with thee to be forfworn
By thy dead Mother’s facred Urn,
By Heaven, and all the Stars that fhine
Without, and every God within.
Ventis hears this, and all the while
At thy empty Vows does {mile;
Her Nymphs all {fmile, her little Son
Does {mile, and to his Quiver run:

Does
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Does {mile, and fall to whet his Darts,
To wound for thee frefh Lovers Hearts.
See all the Youth does thee obey,

Thy Train of Slaves grows every day;
Nor leave thy former Subjects thee,
Tho’ oft they threaten to be free;

Tho’ oft with Vows falfe as thine are,
Their for{fworn Miftrefs they for{wear,
Thee every careful Mother fears

For her Son’s blooming Tender Years;
Thee frugal Sires, thee the young Bride,
In Hymen's Fetters newly ty’d,

Left thou detain, by ftronger Charms,
Th’expe€ted Husband from her Arms.

QP E X

By Meo L. B
Never Printed before.
Rectius vives, Licini, &c.

L
Tﬁnﬁ me, dear Friend, the [afeft wav,
To fleer in Life’s inconflant Sea,
& not too far 10 trufl the treach’rous Tide,
Whilft the [mobth Waters gently glide; -
Nor whilft the angry Billows roar,
To touch 100 righ wpon the dang’rous Shore.
IT.
He, who within the golden Mean
Confines bis [welling Pz ffions in;
As
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As bis great Soul difdains the homely Cell
Where bumble Poverty doth dwell;
So is bis Modefly as great,
To baulk the Envy of a Princely State.
I11.
Tre haughty Pine which proudly [fhrouds
1ts leafy Brow among the Clouds,
Stands flill expos’d to each rude Blaft of Wind -
Nor can the lofty Tow'rs find,
When the loud Thunder-florms arife,
£Any Protection in their Neighbour Skies. Lo
1v.
He who's a Slave to neither State,
Nor fhrinks when Poor, nor [wells when Greas,
Eor Jove, the fame, who.daes the Wnter bring,
Will clofe the frozen Scene again ;.
When the fair Spring fhall foon appear,
dn all ber Charms to grace the new-born Yeap,
V.,
Tho’ now the Clonds feem big with Rais,.
Yet fear not, *twill clear up again,
His Bow Apollo do’s not always bend,
Nor on wild Beafls bis Fary (pend;
But fometimes does his Mufe snfpire
With the foft dccents of his milder Lyre,
VI
Beware, when Fortune proves unkind,.
To keep a fleddy well-pois’d Mind,
That, whatfoever Storms appear
All may be calm and quiet there .
. But when with too indulgent Gales
St fills, then gather in your (welling Sails,

ODE
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ODE X.
By M. NORRIS.
Reltius wives, Licini, .

I.
v TI S much the better way, believe me ’tis,
Not far to venture on the great 45y,
Nor yet (from Storms thy Veffel to fecure)
To touch too nigh upon the dangerous Shore.
IT.
The Golden Mean, as fhe's too nice to dwell
Among the Ruins of a filthy Cell,
So is her Modefty withal as great,
To baulk the Envy of a Princely Seat.
II1.

Th’ambitious Winds with greater Spite combine
To fhock the Grandeur of the ftately Pine.
The Height of Struture makes the Ruin large,
And Clouds againft high Hills their hotteft Bolts difcharge.

- IV,
An Even Well-pois’d Mind, an Evil State
With Hope, a Gaod with Fear does moderate,
The Summer’s Pride by Winter is brought down,
And Flowers again the Conquering Seafon crown,

h & '

Take heart, nor of the Laws of Fate complain,
Tho’ now ’tis cloudy, ’twill clear up again.
The Bow 4pollo does not always ufe,
But with his milder Lyre {fomertimes awakes the Mule.

VI, Be
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V1. -

Be Life and Spirit, when Fertune proves unkind,

And fummon up the Vigor of thy Mind.

But when thou'rt driven by too officious Gales,

Be wile, and gather in the {welling Sails.

DR X
Tnn the Second Mifcellany, Page 130,

w E muft all live, and we would all live well,
But how to do it very few can tell;
He fure doth beft who a true Mean can keep,
Nor boldly fails too far into the Deep,
Nor yet too fearfully creeps near the Land,
And runs the Danger of the Rocks and Sand.
Who to that happy Medium can attain,
Who neither feeks for, nor defpifes Gain,
Who neither finks too low, nor aims too h1gh
He fhuns th’unwholfom Ills of Poverty;
And is fecure from Eayy, which attends
A {fumptuous Table, and 2 Crowd of Friends.
Their treacherous Height doth the tall Pines expofe
To the rude Blafts of every Wind that blows,
And lofty Towers unfortunately high,
Are near their Ruin a5 they’re near the Sky;
And when they fall, what was their Pride before,
Serves only then t’encreafe their Fall the more,
Who wifely governs and dire&s his Mind,
Never defpairs, though Fortune be unkind;
He hopes, and though he finds he hop’d in vain,
He bears it patiently and bopes again,

And
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And if at laft 2 kinder Fate confpires

To heap upon him more than he defires;

He then {ufpe@ts the Kindnefs he enjoys,

Takes it with Thanks, but with fuch Care employs,
Asif that Fate, weary of giving more,

Would once refume what it beftow’d before,

He finds Man’s Life, by an Eternal Skill,

Is temper’d equally with Good and 11l,

Fate fhapes our Lives, as it divides the Years, *

Hopes are our Summer, and our Wianter’s Fears.;
And ’tis by an unerring Rule decreed,

That this fhall that altersately fucceed.

Therefore when Fate’s unkind, dear Friend, be wife,
And bear its Ills without the leaft Surprize.

The more you are opprefs'd, bear up the more,
Weather the Tempeft till its Rage be o'er,

But if too profperous and too ftrong a Gale,

Should rather ruffle than juft fill your Sail,

Leflen it, and let it take but fo much Wind,

As is proportion’d to the Courfe defignd, .

¢ For "tis the greateft Part of Haman Skill,

¥ To ule good Fortune, and-to bear our Ill.

The Arts of living fafe and free:
Truft not too far the faithlefs Sea,
Nor treacherous Winds explore;
Nor yet {olicitous to avoid g

Lfrf.-:fm; would you learn frem me . | §+

The impetuous Ocean’s threat’ning Pride,
Your Bark too much as clofely guide
Along the rocky Shore. 11. Him
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|
Him who the Goldea Mean does praife,
A fordid Cortage does not pleafe,
Nor asks he marble Palaces,
Th’invidious Scenes of State,
Light'ning on Hil's, and raging Winds,
Fall fierceft on the lofty Pines;
And when a mighty Tow’r declines,
More dreadful is its Fate,
I11.
The true Philofophers, who dare,
Thro’ both Prefumption and Defpair,
In Cloudy Fortune hope; in Fair
Expect a changing Sky ;
The fame Almighty Sov’ieign Powers,
That Storm to Day in frightful Showers,
To- Morrow are more kindly ours,
And lay their Thunder by,
V.
Fair Weather Time and Patience brings,
- Sometimes the great dpollo fings,
And firikes his golden founding Strings,
Nor always plies his Bow.
Be brave, when boifterous Fate prevails;
And in her kindeft Profperous Gales,
By furling your too-bloated Sails,
The prudent Pilot fhew.
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DR XL
By Mr. GLANVIL.
Nolis longa fera Bella Numantiz, e,
In the Fourth Mifcellany, Page 203.

L.

URge me no more to write of Martial Things;
Of fighting Heroes, and of conquering Kings:

Our brave Fore-fathers Glory to advance, =

Shew Subdu’d Ireland, and fing Vanquifh'd France:

Tell how Spain’s Blood the Britifh Ocean {well'd,

With Shame invading, and with more repell'd.

No, thefe high Themes of the Heroick Strain,

Suit ill with my low feeble Vein:

To Equal Numbers I'd in vain afpire,

How fhou’d I make a Trumpet of a-Lyre?"

Much lefs dare I, in an unhallow’d Strain,

Great Naflaw’s Wars and ViGories profane,

You better may in lafting Profe rehearfe

Things which defy my humble Verfe,

"Tis a fond thing to think to reconcile

Such glorious A&ions with fo mean a Style.

I
Me fair Lycinia’s {ofter Praife,

Her native Charms, and winning Ways;

The Mufe ordain’d to fing in gentle Lays,

Me the {weet Song with Syrens Art defies,

Me the ferencly fhining Eyes,

And, above all, the gen’rous grateful Heart, :
True to the mutual Love, and faithful to its Part.
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Lycinia, whofe becoming Dance,

With airy Motion does Love’s Fire advance, '

Whofe wanton Wit, wild as her Eyes,

The tickled Mind does pleafantly furprize;
Whofe various Arts all our loofe Powers alarm,
A Grace each Action, and each Word a Charm.

III.
Ah! When her willing Head fhe gently bends,
And fragrant Kiffes languifhingly lends;
When with fond artful Coynefs fhe denies,
More glad to lofe, than we to win the Prize;
Or when the Wanton, in a toying Vein,
Snatches the Kifs from the preventing Swain;
Wou’d you then give one Bracelet of her Hair
For the poor Crowns that Monarchs wear ?
Wou'd you exchange for all thofe favourite I{les
The Sun laughs on, one of her pleafing Smiles#
Wou’d you for both the Indies Wealth decline
The hidden Treafures of her richer Mine?
Not I, for fuch vain Toys P'd ne'er remove,
- My Wealth, my Pomp, my Heaven fhow'd all be Love.

ODE XIL
7o Mecznas.

I.

| DTre Hanntbal, the Roman Dread,

: Numantian Wars that rag'd {o long, \
And Seas with Panick Slaughter red,

Fit not the fofter Lyrick Song.
11. Not
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O D E XIV.

Imstated by Mr. CON GRE VE.

Eheu Fugaces, Poffbume, Pofthume,
Labuntur Anni, ¢,

In the Third Mifcellany, Page 139.

o
H! No, ’tis all in vain, believe me ’tis:
This Pious Artifice!

Mot all thefe Pray’rs and Alms can buy

On Moment tow’rd Eternity,

Eternity! That boundlefs Race,

Which Time him{elf can never run:

(Swift, as he flies, with an Unweary’d Pace)
Which, when ten Thoufand Thoufand Years are done,
Is ftill the fame, and ftill to be begun!

Fix'd are thofe Limits which prefcribe
A fhort Extent to the moft lafting Breath,

And though thou could for Sacrifice lay down

Millions of other Lives to fave thine own;

"Twere fruitlefs all; not all would bribe
One fupernumerary Galp from Death;

11.
In vain’s thy inexhaufted Store

Of Wealth, in vain thy Power, i

Thy Honours, Titles, all muft fail, ¢

Where Piety it felf does nought avail,

The Rich, the Great, the Innocent and Juft,|

Mutt all be huddid to the Grave, |

With the moft vile and ignominious Slye,

And undiftinguif’d lic in Duft,

e

In
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In vain the Fearful flies Alarms, '
In vain he is fecure from Wounds of Arms, -
In vain avoids the faithlefs Seas,
And is confin'd to Home and Eafe, é
Bounding his Knowledge to extend his Days.
In vain are all thofe Ares we try,
All our Evafions, and Regret to die :
“Frem the Contagion of Mortality, ;
No Clime is pure, no Air is free:
And no Retreat
Is {o obfcure, as to be hid from Fate.
1.
Thou muft, alas! Thou muft, my Friend,
(The very Hour that thou doft fpend ;
In ftudying to avoid, brings on thine End)
Thou muft forego the deareft Joys of Life,
Leave the warm Bofom of thy tender Wife,
And all the much lov’d Off-{pring of her Womb,
To moulder in the cold Embraces of a Tomb,
All muft be left, and all be loft;
Thy Houfe, whofe ftately Struéture fo much coft,
Shall not afford | .
Room for the ftinking Careafs of its Lord.
Of all thy pleafant Gardens, Grots and Bowers,
-Thy coftly Fruit, thy far-fetch’d Plants and Flowers,
‘Nought fhalt thou fave,
Unlefs a Sprig of Rofemary thou have, § |
To wither with thee in the Grave,
The reft fhall live and flourifh, to upbraid
Their Tranfitory Mafter dead.
v,
Then fhall thy long expeting Heir
A joyful Mourning wear, '
And
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And riot in the Wafte of that Eftate _
Which thou haft tzken fo much Pains to get:
All thy hid Stores he fhall unfold, A
And fet at large thy Captivid Gold.
That precious Wine condema’d by thee
 To Vaults and Prifons, fhall again be free,
| Buried alive tho’ now it lies,
. Apgain’t fhall rife,
. Again its fparkling Surface fhow,
. And free as Element, profufely flow;
 With fuch choice Food he fhall fet forth his Feafls,
That Cardinals thall wifh to be his Guefts;
And pamper'd Prelates fee
Themfelves out-done in Luxury,

7L

s the Second Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 6.

1,
AI—I ! Friend, the pofting Years how faft they fly!,
— Nor can the ftrictet Piety
Defer encroaching Age,
Or Death’s refiltlefs Rage; Sk
If you each Day
A Hecatomb of Bulls fhou’d {lay,
The fmoaking Hoft cou’d not {ubdue
The Tyrant to be kind to you.
From Geryon’s Head he fnatchd the tripple Crown,
Into th’ Infernal Lake the Monarch tumbl’d down.

The Prince and Peafant of this World muft be
Thus wafted to Eternity, :

T

il. In
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1I.
In vain from bloody Wars are Mortals free,
Or the rough Storms of the tempeftuous Sea,
In vain they take {uch care
To fhield their Bodies from Autumnal Afr, 1
Difmal Cocytus they muft ferry o’er,
Whofe languid Stream moves dully by the Shore;
And in their Paflage we fhall fee
Of Tortur’d Ghofts the various Mifery.
I11.
Thy flately Houfe, thy pleafing Wife,
And Children (Bleflings dear as Life)
Muft all be left; nor fhalt thou have
Of all thy grafted Plants one Tree, : . .
Unlefs the difmal Cyprefs follow thee,
The fhort-liv’d Lord of all, to thy cold Grave.
But the imprifon’d Burgundy
Thy jolly Heir fhall ftrait fet free.
Releas’d from Lock, and Key, the {parkling Wine
Shall flow, and make the drunken Pavement fhine.

O D E . XY.

Imitated by Mr. CHE T W 0 0 D.

Jam pauca Aratro Jugera, &ec.
Printed in the firft Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 179.

I'
HEN this unwieldly faltious Town
To fuch prodigious Bulk is grown, |
| I





















T —

Book . HORACE 75

HI.

But neither boundlefs Wealth, nor Guards that wait
Around the Conful’s Honous’d Gate,
Nor Anti-Chambers with Attendants fill'd,

The Mind’s unhappy Tumults can abate,
Or banifh fullen Cares, that fly

A-crofs the gilded Rooms of State,
And their foul Nefts, like Swallows, build .
Clofe to the Palace Roofs and Tow’ss that pierce the Sky,
Much lefs will Nature’s modeft Wants {upply,

And happier lives the homely Swain,
Who, in fome Cottage, far from Noife,
His few Paternal Goods enjoys,

Nor knows the fordid Luft of Gain,

Nor with Fear’s tormenting Pain

| His hovering Sleep deftroys,

Iv,
Vain Man! That in a narrow Space
At endlefs Game proje@s the darting Spear !
For fhort is Life’s uncertain Race; . '
Then why, capricious Mortal! why,
Doft thou for Happinefs repair
To Diltant Climates, and a Foreign Air?
Fool, from thy felf thou can’tt not fly,
Thy felf, the Source of all thy Care.
So flies the wounded Stag, provok’d with Pain,
Bounds o’er the fpacious Downs in vain;
The Feather’d Torment fticks within his Side,
And from the fmarting Wound a purple Tide
- Marks all his way withBlood and d yes the Grafly Plin,
S |
But fwifter far is execrable Care
Than Stags, or Winds that thro® the Ski es
. ¥ . E 4 - 48 Thiﬂk
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The humbleft Buth, and proudeft Osk,

Are but of equal Proof againft the Thunder-itroke.
Beauty, and Strength, and Wit, and Wealth, andPow’r,
Have their fhort fourifhing Hour;

And to fee themf{elves and fmile,
And joy in their Pre-eminence a while;
Ev’n {o, in the fame Land, |
Poor Weeds, vich Corn, ,gay Flowrs, together,
[fand 3
Alas! Death mows down all with an Impartial§
[Hand:

' ‘1L -
And, all you Men, whom Greatnefs doth. fu*plcafc,
Ye fealt, I fear, like Damocles,
If you your Eyes cou’d upwards move,
(But you (I fear) think nothing is above)-
%Wou wou’d perceive by what a little Thread
The Sword fill hangs over your Head.
No Tide of Wine would drown your Cares,
No Mirth or Mafick over-noife your Fears;
TLe Fear of Death would you fo watchful kﬂp;
As not t’admit the Image of it, Sleep.
: IV,
Sleep is a God too proud to wait on Palaces;
And yét fo humble too, as not to {eorn
The meaneft Country Cottages;
This Poppy grows among the Corn.
The Halcyon Sleep will never build his Neft
In any Stormy Breaft:
' *Tjis not enough that he does find
Clouds and Darknefs in their Mind;
Darknefs but half his Work will do;
. "Wis wot enongh, he mulk find Quiet too.
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Y.
The Man who in all Withes he does make; '
Does only Nature’s Counfel take;
That wife and happy Man will never fear .
The evil Afpe@s of the Year, : §
Nor tremble though Two Comets fhou’d appear :
He does not look in Almanacks, to fee
Whether he fortunate fhall be:
Let Mars and Saturn in the Heavens conjoin, -
And what they pleafe againft the World defign, §
So Fupiter within him fhine, |
| V1.
If of your Pleafures and Defires no End be found,
God to your Cares and Fears will fet no bound,
~ What wou’d content you? Who can tell? -
Ye fear fo much to lofe what you haye got,
As if you lik’d it well; ;
Xe firive for more, as if ye lik’d it not,
Go level Hills, and fill up Seas,
Spare nought that may your wanton Fancy pleafe, -
But, truft me, when you've done all this,
Much will be miffing fill, and much will be amifs;

Tranflated by Myr. ]. B.

| Never Printed before.

E F_E(:'ema".r, let the bardy Youth &e train'd in Way,

* <Aud learn the Gripes of Poversy to bear;
Let bim, well-skill'd, the Horfe and Spear command,
8o fhall the barbrons Parthians dread bis Hond -
. Ao b ‘1 : e
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Whole Armies drag -ber Chain:
She (hall loft Ttaly reflore, -
Shall make th’ Imperial Eagle foar,
And give a King to Spain.
X,
But know, thefe Promifes are given,
Thefe grear Rewards Imperial Heaven
Does ‘on thefe Terms decree;; :
That ftri&tly punithing Mens Faults,
Y ou let their Confciences and Thoughts -
Reft abfolutely free.
| XI.
Let no falfe Politicks confine,
In narrow Bounds, your vaft Defign
- To make Mankind unite;
Nor think it & _fufficient Canfe
To punifh Men by penal Laws,
For not believing right.
XII.

 Rome, whofe blind Zeal defiroys Mankind;

Rome’s Sons flall your Compafjion frud,
ko ne’er Compaffion knew.
By nobler Aétions theirs condenm:
For what bas been veproach’d i them,
Can ne'er be prais’d in you. !
XIIL
Thefe Subjects fuit not with the Lyre;
Mufe! To what height doft thou afpire?
Pretending to rehearfe
The Thoughts of God, and Godlike Kings.

- Ceafe, ceafe to leflen lofty things,

By Mean Ignoble Verfe.

G S—
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While TROY in Heaps of Ruins lyes,
Rom e and the Roman Capitol fhall rife; -
T5 illuftrious Exiles wnconfin’'d,
Shall triumph far -and near, and rule Mankind.

o1

In vain the Sea’s satrading Tide
Europe from Africk fhall divide;
And part 1he fever'd World in two.
Thro' Africk’s Sands their Triumpbs they fhall [pread,

And the long Train of Victories pur[ue,
3o Nile’s yet undifcover’d Head.

Rithes the kardy Soldier [hall defpife,
<nd lock on Gold with undefiring Eyes;
Nor the disbowell’d Earth explore,
In fearch of the forbidden Ore;
Thofe glitvering Ts conceal’d within the Mins
Shall lye untouch’d and innocently [hire.
To the laft Bounds that Nature [ets,
 Twe piercing Colds and fultry Heats,
Tne Godlike Race [hall fpread their Arms;
Now fill the Polar Circle with Alarms,
"Till Storms and Tempefls their Purfuits confine;
Now [weat for Congueft snderneath the Line.

Tisis only Law the Victor fhall reftrain,
“ On thefe Conditions fhall be veign ;
1f none his guilty Hand employ
To build again a Second Troy;
If none the rafh Defign purfue,
Nor tempt the Vengeance of the Gads anew,

A Cur( there clewves to the devosed Bk#

 Tipat. [l the New Fosndations raze Greece
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Greece fhall in mutual Leagues confpire -
To form the rifing Town with Fire; 4

And at their Army's Head my felf will Shew

What Juno, arg'd to all ber Rage, can do.

Thrice fhow'd Apollo’s felf the City raife,

<nd line it round with Wills of Braf;,

Thrice fhould my Fav'rite Greeks bis Wirks confound,
4And bew the [hining Fabrick to the Ground -

Thrice fhould her Captive Dames to Greece retsirn,
And their dead Sons, and flanghter'd Husbands mourn.

But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy tow’ring Flight,
Nor bring the Secrets of the Gods to light,

In vain wou’d thy prefumptuous Verfe

Th’ Immortal Rhetorick rehearfe ;
The mighty Strains, in Lyrick Numbers bound,.
Forget their Majefty, and lofe their Sound,

AN honeft Mind, to Virtue’s Precepts true;

Contemns the Fury of a lawlefs Crew ;
Firm as a Rock, he to his Purpofe ftands, ) 4
And thinks a Tyrant’s Frowns as weak as his Commands?
Him loudeft Storms can’t from his Center move,
He braves th’ Almighty Thunder ey’n of Fove,
If all the Heav’nly Orbs confus’dly hurld,
Should dafh in Pieces, and fhould crufh the World,
Undaunted, he the mighty Crath would hear,
Nor in his Breaft, admit a Thought of Fea %
T WY fyy 1 Pollux
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In lucid Bow'rs, and give him leave to ufe

Ambrofia, and the Nectar’s Heavenly Fuice ;

To be inroll’d in thefe ferene Abodes,

And weay the eafie Order of the Gods :

In this bleft State I grant him to remain,

While Troy from Rome’s divided by the Main;

Whillt favage Beafls infalt the Trojan Tombs,

And in their Caves unlade their pregnant Wombs.

Let 117’ exil'd Trojans reign in ev'ry Land,

And let the Capitol triumphbant fand, §
And all the tributary World command.

Let awful Rome with Sev’n refulgent Heads,
Still keep ber Conquefis o'er the vanquifl’d Medes,
With congu'ring Terror let ber Arms extend

Her mighty Name to Shores witheut an End
Where midland Seas divide the fruitful Soil,
From Europe to the [welling Waves of Nile:

Let ’em be greater by defpifing Gold,

Than digging it from forth its native Mould,

To be the wicked Inftrument of 11,

Let Sword and Ruin ev’ry Country fill,

Thas firives to flop the Progrefs of ber Arms;

Not only thofe that fultry Sirius warms,

But where the Fields in Endlefs Winter lye,
Whofe Frofts and Snows the Sun'’s bright Rays defy.
But yet on this Condition I decree

The warlike Romans happy Deftiny;

That when they Univerfal Rule enjoy,

They not prefume to raife their Anticnt Tioy:
For then all Ugly Omens (hall retusn,

And Troy be built but once again to burn:

Evn Lmy felf a fecond War will move,

Ev'n I, the Sifter, and the Wife of Jove.
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If Phoebus® Harp [bonld thrice ere 4 1wall,

<And all of Brafs, yet thrice that Work fhould fall;

Sack’d by my fav'rite Greeks ; and thrice agais

The Trojan Wives fhould drag a captive Chain,

“And mourn their Children, and their Husbands flain. %

But whither wouldft thou, foaring Mufe, afpire,
To tell the Counfels of the Heav'nly Choir ?
Alas! Thou canft not firain thy weakly Strings,
To fing in humble Notes fuch mighty things.
No more the Secrets of the Gods relate,
“Thy Tongue’s too feeble for a Task {o great.

W.BE Vi

By my Lord RoscoMmon.

Printed in the Firft Part of Mifcellany Poems, Page 101,

THni’c llls your Anceftors have done,
“* Romans, are now become your own;
And they will coft you dear,
~Ualefs you foon repair :
The Falling Temples, which the Gods provoke,
“And Statues fully’d yet with facrilegious Smoke.

- Propitious Heaven that rais’d your Fathers bigh,
- For humble grateful Piery,
(As it rewarded their Reipect)
‘Hath fharply punifh’d your Neglect;
All Empires on the Gods depend,
Begun by their Command,at their Command they end,
Lec
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BOOK IV. ODE 1L
The Praife of Pindar.
By . My: G QW oL E.X.

Pindarum quifquis ftudet ;ﬁuimi, &e.

| &

I NDAR s imitable 5} none :
- The Pheenix Pindar s a4 vaff Species alone, .
| W&ae’er but Da:dalus mif& waxen Wings conld

7y,

o=l dnd neither fink tos low, nor foar too high?
WZM! conld be who follow’d clasm, ‘
But of vain Boldnefs #he unbappy Fame,
«nd by kis Fall a Sea to name ?
Pindar’s unnavigable Song '
Liks 4 fwoln Flood from fome fteep Mountain pours along,
The Ocean meets with fuch a Voice
From bis enlarged Mouth, as drowns tie Ocean’s Nojfe.
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VII.
Be thou but {afe, we'll fafely fpend our days,
And undifturb’d will Plants and Flow'rs raife;
Will lop the Sycamore, and prune the Vire,
And to our own Freeholds will come,
Mindful of him that gifts us with a Home;
And toaft our fam’d Defender’s Health, by whichwe dine,
VIII.

- To thee our Wifhes and our Cups go round,
With many Vows and many Bumpers crown’d;
While we to Royal 4nma’s join thy Name,
With the fame Rev’rence to thy Praife,

As Greece in Ancient Days,
- Shew’d to their Caffor’s or Alejdes deathlefs Fame,
| I1X. '
O matchlefs Prince! For {o the Mufe requefts,
Return, and lengthen our Thankfgiving—F:a&s,
Extend them to an endlefs Round of Years;
Or make one Holiday of Time;
"Till thou Ceeleftial Regions climb,
And leave us all difconfolate in Tearss

Thefe are our Day-break Wifhes when a-thirft we wake,
And thefe our Sun-fet Vows, when we full Bumpers take,

Tivi fumme Rheni Domitor, Pavexs Orbis,
Pudice Princeps, gratias agunt Ubes, Mart, L. ix.
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The Months that run on Time’s immortal Wheels,
'The Seafons, treading on each other’s Heels,

The winged Hours that fwiftly pafs away,

And fpitefully confume the {miling Day,

'Tell us, that ali things muft with them decay.

The Year rolls round us in a conftant Ring,

And fultry Summer waftes the milder Sprirg;
Whofe hot Meridian quickly over-paft, '
Declines to Autumn, which, with bount’ous hafte,
Comes crown’d with Grapes, but fuddenly is croft,
Cold Winter nips his Vintage with a Freft.

The Moon renews its Orb, to fhine more bright;
But when Death’s Hand puts out our mortal Light,
With us alas, ’tis ever ever Night!

With Twllus and with 4neis we fhall be,

And the brave Souls of Vanquifh’d Hero’s fee.

Who knows if Gods above, wheo all things {way,
will fuffer thee to live another Day?

Then pleafe thy Genius, and betimes take care

T'o leave but little to thy greedy Heir.

When among Crowds of Ghofts thou fhalt appear,
And from the Judge thy fatal Sentence hear,
Not Birth, nor Eloquence, nor Wealth, nor ell
That thou canft plead, can the paft Doom recal.
Diana, tho’ a Goddefs, cannot take

Her chafte Hippolitus from Lethe’s Lake.

Pirithous bound in Fetters muft remain,

Thefeus no more can break his adamantine Chain,

MRS
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By Mr. CHET W 00 D.

Priuted v the Firft Part of Mifcellany Poerns, Page 183

I.

Embarking on the Royal Fleet,
Expofe your felves to the rough Main,
pa— And Cafar’s threat’ning Danger meet,
vy Whillt in ignoble Eafe I’m left behind,
And fhall T call you cruel, or too kind.

IL,
Paftimes and Wine, which Vetfe infpire, -

Are taftele{s all, now you are gone,
Untun’d is both my Mind and Lyre,

And‘in full Courts I feem zlone.
The Relifh you to my Enjoyments give,
And Life, depriv’d of you, cow’d hardly /ive,

II1.
Then fhou’d I a young Seaman grow,
And take a Cutlace in my Hand?

Yesj
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And when the Seafmn, rich as well as gay,

AL ber Autumnal Bounty does difplay,

How is he pleas’d 117 encreafing Ule to fee

Of bis well-trufted Labours bend the Tree?

Qf which large Shares, on the glad Sacred Days;

He gives to Friends, and to the Gods repays. :
With bow muchk Foy does be beneath fome Shade;.

By aged Trees vev'rend Embraces made,

His carelefs Head on the frefh Green recline,

His Head uncharg’d with Fear or with Defign,

By him a River conflantly complains,

The Birds above rejoice with various Styams,

£And in the [olermn Scene their Orgies keep,

Like Dreams mix’d with the Gravity of Sleeps
Sleep, which dees always there for Entrance wait;.
- And nought within againft it fbuts the Gate.

Nor does the rougheft Seafon of the Sky,

Or fullen Jove, all Sporss to bim deny.

He runs the Mazes of the nimble Hare,

His well-mouth’d Dogs glad Concert vends the Air:
. Or with Garse bolder, and rewarded more,

He drives into a Toil the foaming Boar;

Here flies the Hawk t'affault, and there the Net

To intercept the travelling Fowl is fet,

And all bis Malice, all bis Craft is [hown

In innocent Wars, on Beafls and Birds alone.

This is the Life from all Misfortunes free,

From thee the great One, Tyrawt Love, from thees

And if 4 chafle and clean, tho’ homely Wife

Be added to the Bleffings of this Life,

Such as the ancient Sun-burnt Sabins were,

Such as Apulia, frugal fill, does bear,

Who makes ber Children and the Houfe her Care,. .
 4nd joyfully the Work of Life does fhare, Nor












PH OO N LT Y R
By M. HORNE CK.

; & -’ﬁ Hence is’t, Mucenas, that {o few approve
o T "{.,' The State they’re plac'd in, and incline to
dJes  rove;
e, Whether againft their Will, by Fate im=
Ay - posd,
Or b}’ Cnnl’cﬂt and prudent Choice efpous’d ?
Happy the Merchant ! the old Soldier cries,
Broke with Fatigues, and warlike Enterprize.
The Merchant, when the dreadful Hurricane %

~ Tofles his wealthy Cargo on the Main,

Applauds the Wars and Toils of a Campaign,
There an Engagement foon decides your Doom,
Bravely to die, or come victor’ous home.

 The Lawyer vows the Farmer’s Life is beft,
“When, at the Dawn, the Clients break his Reft.
The Farmer having put in Bail t’appear,

And forc’d to Town, cries they’re happieft there:
With Thoufands moare of this inconftant Race,
Would tire Fadins to relate each Cafe,

Not
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He that can live on Nature’s {lender Meal,
Drinks the pure Neitar of the neighb’ring Well, E
Nor trufts his Fortune on a Faithlefs Keel,

But moft, impos’d on by a Vicious Tafte,
Fancy their Treafures never {well too faft,
For as the, World goes, all the Court that’s thewn,
Is in Proportion to the Wealth you own.
What wou’d you fay to fuch? They’re free
‘To live {o, fince they like the Slavery.
As one at Athens miferably rich,
Anfwer’d their Satyrs with this carelefs Speech
The People bifs me, but I clap my felf,
When 1 entrench’d at home, count Ger my Pelf.

The thirfty Tantalus, amidft the Floods,
Striving to quench his Drought
But why a Simile 1 beg you? Change the Name,
The Story fits you, and you’re juft the fame;
Whilft fnatching at your Bags you Slumbers fteal,’
Thinking it Sicrilege to break the Seal: :
And, in reality no more poflefs,
Than Pi€tures you admire, but not carefs,

Perhaps thou art ignorant of what ufe
Thy Mony is, and that is thy Excufe: 5
Buy Bread and Herbs, and a brisk Charge of Wmc,
To thefe fome other Neceffaries join, '
Without which languid Nature muft decline, }
Is’t pleafant, think you, to be hourly fcar’d?
Jealous of Thieves, and of your Houfhould Guard, §
Left they fhould firip you, and file off unheard.
If thefe are the fole Bleflings which awrait
The Mifer’s Life, grant me the Meancft Fate! "
You'll
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Myrtle and Orange Groves the Eye delight, |
W here Skulls and Shanks did mix a Ghaftly Sight,

While here I ftand the Guardian of the Trees,
Not all the Jays are half the Grievances,
As are thofe Hags, who, diligent in Tl
Are either poys’ning or bew:tchlqg ftill :
Thefe I can neither hurt nor terrify,
But ev’ry Night, when once the Moon is high,
They haunt thefe Allies with their Shrieks and Gmanrg
And pick up Baneful Herbs and Humane Bones.

1 faw Canidia here, her Feet were bare,
Black were her Robes, and loofe her flaky Hair;
‘With her fierce Sagana went ftalking round,
Their hideous Howlings fhook the trembling Ground.
A Palenefs; cafting Horror round the Place, |
Sat dead, and tefrible on either’s Face.
Their impious Trunks upon the Earth they caft,
And dug it with their Nails in frantick Hafte:
A coal-black Lamb then with their Teeth they tore,
And in the Pit they pour’d the reeking Gore:
By this they force the tortur’d Ghofts from Hell,
And Anfwers to their wild Demands compel.

Two Images they brought of Wax and ‘Wool,
The Waxen was a little puling Fool,
A chidden Image, ready ftill to skip,
Whene’er the Woollen one but {napt his Whip.'
On Hecate aloud this Beldam calls,
Zifiphone as loud the other bawls;
A-Thoufand Serpents hifs’d upon the Ground,
And Hell-hounds compafs'd all the Gardens round :

Behind
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For pointed Satyr I would Buckburft chufe,
The Beft Good Man, with the Worfl-natur'd Mufe,
For Songs and Verfes mannerly obfcene,
That can ftir Nature up by Springs unfeen,
And, without forcing Blufhes, warm the Queen;
Sedley has that prevailing gentle Art,
That can with a Refifflefs Pow’r impart
The Loofeft Withes to the Chafleft Heart;
Raife fuch a Confli&, kindle fuch a Fire
Berwixt declining Virtue and Defire, «
Till the poor vanquifh’d Maid diffolves away
In Dreams all Night, in Sighs and Tears all Day.
Dryden in vain try’d this nice way of Wit,
For heto be a Tearing Blade thought fit;
But when he would be fharp he ftill was &lunt,
“To Frisk and Frolick Fancy he'd cnymee—
Wou'd give the Ladies a Dry Bawdy Bob,
And thus he.got the Name of Piet Squab.
But, to be juft, ’cwill to his Praife be found;
His Excellencies more than Faulss abound;
‘Nor dare I from his facred Temples tear
The Laurel, which he beft deferves to wear:
But does not Dryden find ev’n Fobn/fon.dull,
Beaumont and Fletcher incorrect, and full
Of Lewd Lines; as ke calls thern? Shakefpear’s ‘Style -
Stiff and affeCted? To hbis own, the while, |
Allowing all the Fs/lice, that his Pride
So arrogantly had to thefe deny’d?
And may not I have Leave Impartially
To fearch and cenfure Dryden’s Works, and try
If thofe grofs Faults his.choice Pen does commit,’
Proceed from Want of Fudgmensy oz of it

b an
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Por if the Cask remains unfound or fow’s,

Be the Wine neer fo tich you pour,

'Twill take the Veflci’s Tafte, and lofe its own,
And all you. fill were better let alone.

EPLST HBE X
From 1. S. 20 C. S.

I Y Ealth to my Friend, who loves the Town fo well;
| Health from his Friend, wholoveshis Country Cell
In all but this we’re like Twin-Brother-Doves,

W hat one diflikes the other difapproves, §
And Covent-Garden-Cosing but divides our Loves,
“Thou keep’ft the Billing Neft, I range the Fields,

And tafte what uncorrupted Nature yields;

Riot in Flow’rs, and wanton in the Woods,
Bask on the mofly Banks, and skim the Floods;
In frort, 1 live and reign, and joy to fee

‘My felf from thy miftaken Bleflings free.

And, as the Slave the Flamen’s Surfeits fled,
‘WNaufeate the Honey-Cakes, and feaft on Bread.
1f Happinefs of Life be worth our Care, .
And he who builds, fhould nicely chufe bis Air;
Tell me a ‘Place which with the Country vies,
1o eafie Bleflings and in native Joys:

where Cheerful Heats deceive the Cold fo wrell,
Or gentle Gales the raging Heat repel:

wWhen both the Lyom and the Dog confpire,
AwWich farious Rays to fct the Day on fire,
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But the warm Neft and crouded Dove-houfe thou-

Doft like; 1 loofely fly from Bough to Bough;

And Rivers drink, and all the fhining Day,

Upoa fair Trees, and mofly Rocks I play:

In fine I live and reign, when I retire

From all that you equal with Heav’n admire.

Like one, at laft, from the Prieft’s Service fled,

Loathing the Honey’d Cakes, long for Bread.

Would I a Houfe for Happinefs erect,

Nature it felf fhould be the Architect: .

She’d build it more convenient than great,

And doubtlefs in the Country chufe her Seat.

Is there a Place doth Better Helps fupply,

Againft the Wounds of Winter’s Cruelty ?

Is there an Air that gentler doth afTwage

The mad Ceeleftial Dog’s and Liow’s Rage?

Is it not there that Sleep (and only there)

Nor Noife without, nor Cares within does fear?

Does Art thro’ Pipes a purer Water bring,

Than that which Natare ftrains into a Spring ?

Can all your Tap’fries, or your Pi&ures fhew,

More Beauties than in Herbs and- Flow’rs do grow ?

Fountains and Trees our weary’d Pride do pleafe,

Ev'n in the mid# of gilded Palaces;

And in your Towns that Profpe gives Delight,

Which opens round the-Country to our Sight,

Men to the Good, from which they rathly fly,

Return at laft, and their wild Luxury

Does but in vain with thofe true Joys contend,

Which Nature did to Mankind recommend.

The Man who changes Gold for burpifiv’d Brafs,

Or {mall Right Gems for larger ones of Glafs, |
' 13 T
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"Tis like a Shog, it pinches, and it burns, :
Too narrow, and too large, it overtuarns,
My deareft Friend, ftop thy Defires at laft,

And cheerfully-enjoy the Wealth thou hatt;
And if me flill feeking ‘for more you fee,
Chide and reproach, defpifc and laugh at me,
Money was made, not to command our Will,
But all our Lawful Pleafures to-fulfil;

Shame and Wo to us, if we our Wealth obey:
The Horfe doth with the Horfemm run awey:

AT

Precepts of Friendfbip and Conver/ation.
EPI1STIL E XVII

3t bene te novi, metues, liberrime Lolli,
Scurrantis Speciem prabere profe(fus Amicas, o,

If weil Experience has his Temper thewn,
t{e dares not play the bant¥ring pert Buffoon.
No Matron’s chafte Carefles differ more
from fulfom Lewdnefs of a Suburb-Whore,
Than the falfe Kindnefs Men of Plot pretend,
From the true genuine Freedoms of 3 Friend.
1n fome a diff’rent worfe Extreme we {ee,
A Ruftick, Rude, Ill-natur’d Gravity,
That ftalks along, commended to your Senie,
With Teeth all furr’d thro’ nafty Negligence,

I 4 And

WHere Lollius does a gen’rous Friendfhip own, g

%,
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Delights to which your private Fancy bends
Efteem, with due Submiffion to your Friends;
Nor, when théy call to hunt, the Sport refufe,
For dull Retirement, and a Cynick Mufe.
This Zethus and Amphion’s Friend(hip fhook,
"Till the {oft Student rofe and clos’d his Book,
Aflum’d the Nets, and laid his Harp afide,
And with his Brother’s ruftick Soul comply’d.
Be eafie; free, and cheerful in your Mien,
A modeft Silence will be counted Spleen ;

17

Yet cautious what you fpeak; and ufe your Care,. -

Well to diftinguifh a retentive Ear,
Avoid th’Inquifitive; be this your Rule,
A prying Coxcomb makes a tatling Fool.

Commend not, *till the Man. is throughly known
A Rafcal prais’d, you make his Faults your owa,

. Conicious of Guilt, attempt not to defend;
Referve that Favour for an injur’d Friend,
Whom Ma'ice or Miftake unjuftly blame;
You are the proper Guardian of his Fame;
And this good Office may a grateful Mind,
In times to come, reward. you for in kind.
Since Scandal and 1l Nature take their rounds,
And Falfhood triumphs in Uncertain Bounds;

Friendfhips with Men of Wealth and State and Pum

Can rone but Unexperienc’d Minds allure:

Thofe who the Favours of the Great have try’d,
Dread their inconftant Smiles, 2nd hate their Pride.

Beware, my Lolfius, left the flatt’ring Gale,

That {ooths your Paflage now, fhould quit your Sail:

Left adverfe Winds fhould rife; difturb the Mais,

And drive the Veflel to her Port again,

1g EPISTLE
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Others there are, who too obfequious grown,
Live more for others pleafure than their own;
Applauding whatfoe’er they hear or fee,

By a too Naufeous Civility ;

And if a2 Man of Title or Eftate,

Dath {ome ftrange Story, true or falfe, relate, -
Obfequioufly they’ll cringe, and youch it all,
Repeat his Words, and catch them as they fall:
As School-boys follow what their Mafters fay, .
Or like an A&or prompted in a Play,

Some Men there are {o full of their own Senfe,
‘They take the leaft Difpute for an Offence:
And if fome wifer Friead thzir Heat reftrains,
And fays the Subjeét is not worth the Paias; -
Strait they reply, What I have faid is true, -
And I'll defend 5t againft bim and you

And if ke ftill dares fay ’tis nor, I'll dye, .

Rather than not maistain be [ays 4 Lie.

Now, would you f{ee from whence thefe Heats arife; -
And where th’ important Contradiction Jies? .

*Tis but to know if, when a Client’s preft,

Smm—— Or W pleads his Caufe the beft :.

Or if to Windfor he moft Minutes gains, :

Who goes by Colebrook, or who. goes by Stamss. .

Who {pends his. Wealth at Pleafure, and at Play,

And yet affefls to be well cloath’d and gay;

And comes to want, and yet dreads nothing meres-
Than to be thought neceflitous and poor: .

Him his rich Kin{man is afraid to {ee, . )
Shuns hke a Burthen to the Famiiy;. . :
And ratls at Vices which have made him poor;» .
The' be himicli perhaps bath many more; .

Or
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Shun all Inquifitive and Curious Men; .
For what they hear they will relate again.

And he who hath Impatient Craving Kars,
Hath a Loofe Tongue to utter all he hears;

And Words like th’ moving Air, of which they're fram'd,-
When once let loofe can never be reclim’d,-

Where you’ve Accefs toa Rich Pow’rful Man, -

Govern your Mind with all the Care you can;

And be not by your foolifh Luft betray’d

To Court his Coufin, or debauch his. Maid;

Left with a little Portion, and the Pride -

Of beiag to. the Family ally'd ;

He gives you either; with which Bounty blcﬁ,

You muft quit all Pretenfions to the reft;

Or left incens’d at your Attempt, and griev'd

You fhould abufe the Kindnefs you receiv'd;

He coldly thwarts your.impotent Defire, .

Till you at laft chufe rather to retire,

Than tempt his Anger any more, and {o -

Lofe a great Patron, and.a Miftrels too. .

Next, Have a care what Men you recommend -

To th’ Service or Efteem of your Rich Friend;

Left for his Service or Efteem unfit,

They load you with the Faults which they commit.-

But as the wifeft Men, with all their Skill, - |

May be deceiv’d, and place their Friendfkip ili;

So when you fee you've err’d, you muft refufe

To defend thofe whom. their own Crimes accufe.

But if thro’ Envy of malicious Men,.

They be accus’d, you muft protect them then,

And plead their Caufe your felf ; for when you fee

Him you commead attack’d with Infamy, , |
Know:
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Know that ’tis you they hate, when hlm they b]ame;
Him they have wounded, but at you they aim:
And when your Neighbour’s Houfe is fet on fire,
You muft his Safety as your ewn confpire,
Such hidden Fises, tho’ in a Suburbs caft,
Neglected, may confume the Town at laft.
They who don’t know the Dangers which attend °
The glitt'ring Court of a Rich Pow’sful Friend;
Love no Eftate fo much, and think they’re bleft,
When they but make a Leg among the reit;
But they who'’ve try’'d it, and with prudent Care
Do all its Honours and its Ills compare,
Fear to engage, left, with their Time and Pain,
They lofe more Pleafure than they hop’d to gain,
- See you, that while your Veflel's under; fail, -
You make your beft advantage- of the Gale;
Left the Wind changes, and fome Stormy Rain -
Should throw you back to your firft Pert again,
You muft endeavour te difpofe your Mind
To pleafe all Humours of a diff'rent kind;
Whofe Tempcrs ferious, and their Humuur fad,
They think all Blithe and Merry Men are mad ;
They who are merry, and of Humour free, -
Abhor a fad and ferious Gravity;
They who are flow and heavy, can’t admit
Tke Friendfhip of a quick and ready Wit;
The Slothful hate the Bufie A&ive Men,
And are detefted by the fame again.
They whofe free Humour prompts therrto be gay,
To drink all Night, to revel all the Day,
Abhor the Man that can his Cups refufe,
Tho'’, his untimely Virtue to excuk,
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He fwears.that one fuch’ merry drinking Feaft
Would make him fick for a wﬁolc Week at leaft,
Suffer no Cloud to dwell'upon your Brow;
The Modeft Men are thought obfcure and' low;
And they who an affe&ed Silence keep,
Are thought to be the rigid, four, and deep.
Amongft all' other things do not omit
To fearch the Writings of great Men of Wit,
And in the Converfation of the Wife :
In what true Happinefs and Pleafure lies;
Which are'the {afeft Rules to live at eafe,
And the beft way to make all Fortunes pleafe; -
Left thro™ the craving Hopes of gaining more,
And Fear of lofing what you gain’d before, -
Your poor unfatisfy’d mifguided Mind,
To needy Wifhes and falfe Joys confin'd,
Puts its free, boundlefs, fearching’ Thoughts in Chaitis,
And where it fought its Pleafures finds it Pains.
It Virtuous Thoughts, and if a prudent Heart
Be given by Nature, or obtain’d by Art;
what leffens Cares, the Mind’s uneafie Pain,
And reconciles us to our felves again;
Which doth the trueft Happinefs create,
Unblemifi’d Honour or a great Eftate,
_ Or a fafe private Quiet, which betrays :
Tt felf to Eafe, and cheats away the Days.
When I am ate— where my kind Fate
Hath plac’d my little moderate Eftate;
W here ‘Nature’s Care hath equally employ’d
Itsinward Treafures and its outward Pride;
What Thoughts d’ye think thofe cafie Joys mfpu-:}
Whar do you think I covet or defire?

(i
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Of _t-he Art of Posrry,

By the Earl of RoscoMMON.
Printed in the Third Part of Mifcellany Peems, Page n

35 Pty i F in a Pidture fPi %) you thould fee
Jfre=yrte A handfoms Woman with a Fifh's Tail,

Cover'd with Feathers of all forts of Birds,
Wou'd you not laugh, and thiok the Painter mad?
Truft me that Book is as ridiculous, | .
Whole incoherent Style (like Sick Mens Dreams)
Varies all Shapes, and mixes all Extremes,

Painters and Poets have been ftill allow'd

Their Pencils and their Fancies unconfin’d.

This Privilege we freely give and take;

But Nature, and the common Laws of Senle,
Forbid to reconcile Antipatkies,

Or
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Or make a Snake engender with 2 Dove,
And hungry Tygers court the tender Lambs.
Some that at firft have promis’d Mighty things,
Applaud themfelves when a few Florid Lines
Shine thro’ th’infipid Dulnefs of the ret: =
Here they defcribe a Temple or 2 Wood,
Or Streams that thro’ delightful Meadows run,
And there the Rainbow nnd the rapid Rhine;
But they mifplace them all, and crewd them in,
And are 2s much to feek inother things,
As he that only can defign a Tree,
Would be to draw a Shipwrack, or a Storm,
When you begin with fo much Pomp and Shew,
Why is the End {o little and fo low?
Be what you will, {o you be fiill the fame,
Moft Poets fall into the groffeft Faults,
Deluded by a Seeming Excellence,
By ftriving to be fhort,. thr.'y grow obfcure,
And when they would writefmoothly, they want Sti'cngthi :
Their Spirits fink ; while others, that affect
A Lofty Style, fwell to a Tympany;
Some timYous Wretches fart at ev'ry Blait,
And fearing Tempefts, dare not leave the Shore;
QOthers in love with wild Variety,
Draw Boars in Waves, and Dolphins in 2 Wood.
Thus Fear of erring, join'd with Want of Skill,
15 the molt certain Way ef erring fhill,
The Meanelt Workman in th’ Emilian Square,:
May grave the Nails, or imitate the Hair;
But cannot finith what he hath begun.
W hat is there more ridiculous than he?
For one or two Good Features in a Face,
Where all the reft are {candalouly i),

: . Make -
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~ We plow and reap where former Ages row’d, '
See how the I_‘yéer, whofe licentious Waves

So often over-flow’d the Neighb’ring Fields,

Now runs ai{mooth and inoffenfive courfe,

Confin’d by our great Emperor’s Command:

Yet this, and they, and all, will be forgot.

Why then fhould Words challenge Eternity,

When greateft Men and'greateft’ A&tions dye?

Ufe may revive the obfoleteft Words,

And banifh thefe that'now are meft in vogue:

Ufe is the Judge, the Law, and Rule of Speech.
Homer firlt taught the World, in Epick Verfe,

To write of great Commanders and of Kings;

Elegies were at firft defign’d for Grief, |

~ Tho’ now.we ufe them to exprefs our Joy;

But to whofe Mufe we owe that fort of Verle,

“Is undecided by the Men of Skill.

Rage with Iambicks arm’d Arehilocys,

~ Numbers for Dialopue and A&ion fit,

And Favourites of the Dramatick Mufe:

Fierce, lofty, rapid, whofe commanding ‘Sound.

Awes the tumultueus Noifes of the Pit,

And whofe peculiar Province is the Stage.

‘Gods, Heroes, Conquerors, Olympick Crowns,
Lov€’s pleafing Cares, and the free Joys of Wine,

Are proper Subjcéts for a Lyrick Song.

“Why is he honour’d with a Poet’s Name,

Who neither-knows, nor would obferve a Rule;

And chufes to be ignorant and proud,

Rather than own his Ignorance and learn.

Let ev’ry thing have its due Place and Time,

A Comick Subjeét loves an Humble Verfe: |

- Thyeftes fcorns a Low and Comick Style: .
' ' et
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Yet Comedy fometimes may raife her Veice,
And Chremes be allowed to foam and rail:
Tragedians too lay by their State to grieve:
Pelens and Telephus exil'd and poor,

Forget their Swelling and Gigantick Words.

He that would have Spe&ators thare his'Grief,
Muft write not only well but movingly,

And raife Men’s Paffions to what height he will,
We weep and laugh, as we fee others do:

He only makes me fad, who fhews the way,
And firlt is fad himfelf: Then (Telephus)

I feel the Weight of your Calamities,

-And fancy all your Miferies my own;'

‘But if you act them ill, I fleep, or laugh.

Your Looks muft alter, as your Subjeé does,

From kind to fierce, from wanton to fevere;
For Nature forms, and foftens us within,

And writes our Fortune’s Changes in our Face.
Pleafure enchants, impetuous Rage tranfports,
And Grief dejeéts, and wrings the torturd Soul;
And thefe are all interpreted by Speech :

‘But he whofe Words and Fortunes difagree,
Abfurd, unpity’d, grows a publick Jeft.

Obferve the Chara&ers of thofe that fpeak,

‘Whether an Honeft Servant, or a Cheat ; :
Or one whofe Blood boils in his -yuuthfu] Veins;
Or a grave Matron, or a bufie Nurfe,

Extorting Merchants, careful Husbandmen,
Argives, or Thebans, Aftans, or Greeks.

Follow Report, or feign coherent things,
Defcribe Achilles, as Achilles was,

Impatient, rafh, inexorable, proud, |
Scorning all Judges, and all Law, twg Arms: R

A% Redes
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Medea muft be all Revenge and Blood,

Tuo all Tears, Txion all Deceit;

do muft wander, and Oreffes mourn.

If your bold Maufe dare tread Unbeaten Paths,
And bring New Charaéters upon the Stage,

Be fure you keep them up to their firft hﬂght
New Subjecs are not eafily explain’d,

And you had better chufe a Well-known Theme,
Than truft to an Invention of your own;

For what originally others writ,

May be fo well difguis’d, and.fo improv’d,
That with fome Juftice it may pafs for yours:
But then you muft not copy Trivial things,
Nor word for word too faithfully tranflate,
Nor (as fome fervile Imitators do)

Prefcribe at firft fuch firiét uneafy Rules,

As they muft ever flavifhly obferve,

‘Or all the Laws of Decency renounce:

Begin not as th’ Old Poetafter did

{Troy’s famons War, and Priam’s Fate I [ing)

In what will all this Oftentation end?

The lab’ring Mountaia {carce brings forth a2 Moufe.
How far is this from the Maeonian Style,

Mufe, [peak the Man, wh) ;. nce the Siege of Troy,
S0 many Towns, fuch Change of Mauners [aw?
One with a Flafh begins, and ends in Smoke,

. The other out of Smoke brings glorious Light;
And (without raifing Expectation high)
Surprizes us with darling Miracles.

The bloody Leffrygon’s inhumane Fealts,

With all the Monfters of the Land and Sea;
How Scylla bark’d, and Polypbemus roar’d:

dde doth not trouble us with Leda’s £ggs,

: - - ' When
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‘Some things are alted, others only told ;
But what we hear moves lefs than what we fee:
Spectators only have their Eyes to truft,
But Auditors muft truft their Ears and you:
Yet there are things improper for a Scene,
Which Men of Judgment only will relate:
Medea muft not draw her murth’ring Kaife,
And {pill her Childrens Blood upon the Stage;
Nor Atreus there his Horrid Feaft prepare:
Cadmus’ and Progne’s Metanorpho/is
{(She to a Swallow turn’d, he to a Snake)
And whatfoever contradi&s my Senfe,
"1 hate to fee, and never can believe.
Five A&s are the juft Meafure of a Play.
Never prefume to make a God appear,
But for a Bus’nefs worthy of a God,

And in one Scene no more than Three fhould fpeak.

A Chorus fhould fupply what Action wants,

Anrd hath a Generous and Manly Part;

Bridles wild Rage, loves rigid Honelty,

And ftri& Obfervance of impartial Laws,
Sobriety, Security, and Peace,

And begs the Gods to turn blind Fortune’s Wheel,
To raife the Wretched, and pull down the Proud.
But nothing mait be fung between the Aéts,

But what fome way conduces to the Plot.

Firft the fhrill Sound of a {mall rural Pipe =
(Not loud like Trumpets, nor adorn’d as now)
Was Entertainment for the Iafant Stage,

And pleas’d the thin and bafhful Audience

Of our well-meaning frugal Anceftors,

But when our Walls and Limits were enlarg'd,

: K
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