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P O E M S
By Mr. PR 1 O R.
O —— iﬂiﬁﬂ‘ﬂmﬁﬂ‘iﬂﬂ o

To the Right Honourable Mr. HARLEY.
HORACE, 1Ep. ix. imitated.

¢ Septimius, Claudi, nimirum inttlligit unus,
¢ Quanti me facias, &c.”

E AR Dick®, howe’er it comes into his head,
" Believes as ﬁrmlv as he does his creed,’

That you and I, Sir, are extremely great;

Though I plain Mat, you Minifter of State :

One word from me, without all doubt, he fays,

‘Would fix his fortune in fome little place.

Thus better than myfelf, it fecms, he knows,

How far my intereft with my patron goes ;

And, anfwering all obje&tions I can raake,

Still plunges deeper in his dear miftake.

* Richard Shelton Efquire.
Vou. I B From
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From this wild fancy, Sir, there may proceed
One wilder yet, which I forefee and dread ;
That I, in fat, a real intereft have,
‘Which to my qwn advantage I would fyve,
And, with the ufual courtier’s trick, intend
To ferve myfelf, forgetful of my friend.
To fhun this cenfure, ¥ all thame lay by;
And make my reafon with his will comply ;
Hoping, for my excufe, "t will be confeft,
That of two evils I have chofe the leaft,
So, Sir, with this epiftolary fcroll,
Regeive the pagoer of my inmoft foul =
Him you will find in letters and in laws
Not unexpert, firm to his country’s caufe,
‘Warm in the glorious intereft you purfue,
And, i on¢ word, a good man and a true.

To Mr. HARLEY, wounded by Gu1scARp, 1712,

¢ Ah ipfﬂ
¢ Ducit opes-apimumque ferre,” Hon,

L

I N one great moav, fuperior to.an age, .
The full extremes of Nature’s force we finds -
How heavenly Virtue can exalt; ar Rage
Infernal how degrade the human mind.

1L Whie
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While the fierce monk does at his trial ftand ;
He chews revenge, abjuring his offence :
Guile in his tongue, and murder in his hand,
He ftabs his judge, to prove his innocence.
IIL
The guilty ftroke and torture of the fteel
Infix’d, our dauntlefs Briton fcarce perceives :
The wounds his country from his death muft feel,
The Patriot views; for thofe zlone he grieves.
Iv.
The barbarous rage tha durft attempt thy life,
Harley, great counfellor, extends thy fame :
And the fharp point of cruel Guifcard’s knife,
In brafs and marble carves thy deathlefs name.
V.
Faithful affertor of thy country’s caufe,
Britain with tears fhall bathe thy glorious wound :
She for thy fafety fhall enlarge her laws ;
And in her ftatutes fhall thy worth be found.
VL
Yet *midft her fighs fhe triumphs, on the hand
Refleéling, that diffus’d the public woe ;
A ftranger to her altars, and her land :
No fon of her’s could meditate this blow.
. VIIL
Mean time thy pain is gracious Anna’s care':
Our Queen, our Saiut, with facrificing breath
Softens thy anguifh: in her powerful prayer
She pleads thy fervice, and forbids thy death.

»

B2 VIIL Great
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VIIL

Great as thou art, thou canft demand no more,

O breaft bewail'd by earth : preferv’d by Heaven'!
No higher can afpiring Virtue foar: -

Enough to thee of grief and fame is given,

AN Extemrore INVITATION

TO THE

Earl of Oxrorp, Lord High Treafurer, 1712, -

My LoRrbp,

O UR weekly friends to-morrow meet
At Matthew’s palace, in Duke-ftreet,

To try for once if they can dine

On bacon-ham and mutton-chine :

If, weary’d with the great affairs

Which Britain trufts to Harley’s cares,

Thou, humble ftatefman, may’ft defcend,

Thy mind one¢ moment to unbend ;

To fee thy fervant from his foul

Crown with thy health the fprightly bowl :

Among the guefts which ¢’er my houfe

Receiv'd, it never can produce

Of honour a more glorious proof —

Though Dorfet us'd to blefs the roof.

ERLE
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ERLE ROBERT’S MICE.
IN CHAUCER’S STYLE.

T WAY mice, full blythe and amicable,-
Baten befide Erle Robert’s table.

Lies there ne trap theit necks to catch,-

Ne old black cit their fteps to watch,

Their fill they eat of fowl and fith ;

Feaft lyche as heart of moufe mote with,
As guefts fat jovial at the board,

Forth leap’d our mice : eftfoons the lord:

Of Boling, whilome John the Saint,

‘Who maketh oft’ propos full queint,

Laugh'd jocund, and aloud he cried, -

‘To Matthew feated on t’ oth’ fide;

To thee, -lean Bard, it doth partain

To underftand-thefe creatures tweine. -

Come frame us now fome clean device,

Or playfant rhyme on yonder mice : ’

They feem, God fhield me, Mat and Charles. -
Bad as Sir Topas, or fquire Quarles,

(Marthew did for the nonce reply)

At emblem, or device am I :

But, could I chaunt, or rhyme, pardie, -

Clear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee:"

Ne verfe from me (fo God me fhrive) - -

On moufe, or other beaft alive.

B3 ' . Certes
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Certes I have this many days,
Sent myne poetic herd to graze.
Ne armed knight ydrad in war
With lion fierce will I compare :
Ne judge unjuft, with furred fox,
Harming ip fecret guife the flocks »
Ne prieft unworth of goddefs coat,
To fwine ydrunk, ar filthy ftoas.
Elk fimile farewell for aye,
From elephant, I trow, to flea.
Reply’d the friendlike peer, I weene,
Matthew is angred on the fplecn.
Ne fo, quoth Mat, ne fhall be ¢’er,,
With wit that falleth all fo fair
Eftfoons, well weet ye, mine intent
Boweth to your commaundement.
If by thefe creatures ye have feen,
Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew beea ;
Behoveth neet to wreck my brain,
The reft in order to explain.
That cup-board, where the mice difpore,
I liken to St. Stephen’s Court * :
Thercin is fpace enough, I trow,
For elke comrade to come and goe :
And therein eke may both be fed
With fhiver of the wheaten bread.
And when, as thefe mine eyne fuzvey,
They ceafe to fkip, and fqueak and play ;

* The Exchequer.

Return
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Return they may to different cells,
Auditing one, whilft v’ other tells.

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whofe mind,
In bounteous deed n6 mean can bindg
Now, as I hope to grow devout,
I deem this matter well made out.
Laugh I, whilft thus I ferfous pray ? '
Let that be wrougfit whith Mat doth fay < }
Yea, qudth the ErLa; but not tb-diy.

I the fume Styld.

ULL dft’ doth Max with Topaz dine,
Eateth bak'd meaty, drinketh GreeR wine ;
But Topaz his own werke rehearfeth ;
And Mt miote prdife whar Topiz verfech.
" Now, fufe & pricft did ¢’er firive finner,
Full hardly earncth Mat his dinner :

In the fame Style.,

F,A ER Sufan did Ner wif-hedé well menteine;
Algates affaulted fore by letchours tweine :

Now, and I read atight that auncient fong,

Olde were the patamours, the dame full yong.

Had thilke fime tale in other guife been toldé;

Had they been young (pardie) and fhe been olde ¢

That, by St. Kit, had wrought much férer trial ;

Full marveillous,” ¥ wote, were filk denyal.

B4 A
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A FLowes pairited by S1Mox VarersT.

WH EN fam'd Varelft this little wonder drew
Flora vouch{3f’d, the growing work to view 3

Finding the Paintey’s-iciénce at 3 ftand,

The goddefs {natchid the.pencil from his hand

And, finifhing the'piece, fhe fmiling faid :

Behold one work of; mine, that ne’er fhall fade. .

’I’ivthe Lady Erizasetu Harirey,

Afterwards Marchionefs of CARMARTHE N
{ © OnaCoLumn of her Drawing,
W HEN :fuvturc ages. fhall with wondes view
Thefg glorious lines, which Harley’s daughter
’ drew ;
They fhall confefs, that Britain could not raife
A fairer column to the Father's praife.

PROTOGENES and APELLES.

WH EN poets wrote, and painters drew,
.As Nature pointed out the view ;

Ere Gotbic forms were known in Greece,

To fpoil the we)l?‘-proportion’d piece :

And in our verfe ere monkifh rhymes

Had jangled thefr fantaftic chimes :
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Ere on the flowery lands of Rhodes
Thofe knights had fix’d their dull abodes,
‘Who knew not much to paint or write,
Nor car'd to pray, nor dar'd to fight :-
Protogenes, hiftorians note,

Liv’d there, a burgefs, fcot and'lot;:
And, as old Pliny's writings thow.
Apelles did.the fame at Co.

Agreed thefe points of time and place,
Proceed we in the prefent cafe;

Piqu’d by Protogenes’s fame,

From Co to Rhodes Apelles came ;-
To fee a rival and a friend,

Prepar’d to cenfure, or commend ;
Here to abfolve,. and there objeét,

As art with candour might dire&, -
He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings ;
His fervants follow with the things: .
Appears the governante of th’ houfe;
For fuch in Greece were much in ufe ¢
If young or handfome, yea or ro,
Concerns not me or thee to know.

Does fquire Protogenes live here 2
Yes, Sir, fays the, with gracious air,
And courtfey low, but juft call’d out
By lords peculiarly devout ;

‘Who came on purpofe, .Sir, to borrow -
Our Venus for the feaft to-morrow,
To grace the church : ’tis Venus’ dayz .
X hope, Sir, you intend to flay,
To
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To fee our Vehus : %tis the piece

The moft rehown’d thivughout 41l Greede 5
8o like th’ briginal; they fay s

But I have no great fkill that way,

But, Sir, at fix, (tis now paft thret)
Dromo muft make my iafter’s vea:

At fix, Sir, if you pleafe to come,

You ’ll find my mafter, Sir, at horhe.

Tea, fags a critic big with laughter,
Was found fome twenty ages after;
Authors, before they write, fhould read.
*Tis very true; but we 'Ll proceed.

And, Sir, at prefent would you plesfe
To leave your dame == Fair maiden, yes.
Reach me that boards  No fooner fpoke
But done. With ene judicious ftvoke,
On the plain ground Apelles drew
A circle regularly tree ;

And will you pleafe, fweet heart, faid he,
To fhew your mafler this fréth me ?

By it he prefently widl know,

How painters writé their naines 2f Co.

He gave tho pannel to the maid.
Smiling and court'(ying, Sir, fhe faid,

I fhall not fa#l to tell my mafter :
And, Sir, for fear of all difafter,
I'll keep it my ownfelf : fafe bind,
Says the old praverl, ind fafe find.
8o, Sir, & fure as kéy or lock —
Your fervant, Sin, e 2 fix o clock.
Again
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Again at fix Apelles came 5
Found the fame prating civil dame,
Sir, that my mafter has beea here,
‘Will by the board itfelf appear.

If from the perfelk line be found,
He has prefum'd to fwell ths round,
Or colours on the draught to lay =
*Tis thus (he order'd me to fay)
Thus write the painters of this iflc:
Let thofe of Co remark the ftyle.

She faid ; and to his hand reflor'd
The rival pledge, the miffive board.
Upon the happy linc were laid
Such obvious light, and eafy fhade ;
That Paris’ apple fiood confeft,

Or Leda’s egg, or Cloe’s breaft:
Apelles view'd the finifh'd piece :
And live, faid he, the.arts of Greece!
Howe’er Psotogenes and I

May in our rival talents vie;

Howe’er our works may have-exprefs'd,
Who trueft drew, or colour’d befl ;
When he beheld my flowing line ;

He found at leaft I could defign =
And from his antful round, I grant,
‘That he with perfe fkill can paint.

The dulleft genius cammat fail

To find the moral of my tale:

That the diftinguifh'd part of men,.

With compafs, pencily fword, ocpen, . .
' " Should
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Should in life’s vifit leave their name, .
I charafters which may proclaim,
‘That they with ardour ftrove to raife

At once their arts, and country’s praife;-
And in their working took great care,
That all was full, and round, -and fair. .

DEMOCR:ITUS and HERACLITUS.-

D EMOCRITUS, dear droll, revifit earth,
And with our follies glut thy heighten’d mirth s -

Sad Heraclitus, ferious wretch return,

In louder gri¢f our greater crimes to mourn.

Between you both I unconcern’d ftand by :

Hurt, can I laugh? and honeft, nced I.cry?.

On my BIRTH-DAY, July a1.-

I
I My dear, was born today, -
So all my jolly comrades fay;
They bring me mufick, wreachs, and mirth, -
And afk to celcbrate my birth
Little, alas * my comrades know,
That I was born to pain and woe;
To thy denial, to thy fcorn; -
Better I had ne’er been born,
I with to die ¢év’n whilft I fay,
.. 1, my dear, was born to-day.
o 1L 1,
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1I.
‘T, my dear, was born to-day,
-Shall I falute the rifing ray ?
Well-fpring of all my joy and woe,
Clotilda *, thou alone doft know :
«Shall the wreath furround my hair?- -
Or fhall the mufick pleafe my ear ?
Shall Imy comrades mirth receive,
And blefs-my birth, and with to live?
Then let me fee great Venus chace
Imperious anger from thy face ;
Then-let me hear thee {miling fay,
Thou, -my dear, wert born to-day.

EPIT AP H .extempore

OBLES and Heralds, by your leave,
Here lies what once was Matthew Priors .
The fon of Adam and of Eve,
Can Bourbon or Naffau claim higher?

For-my own TOMBSTONE,
-. Tolive : alas! one moment fets us even.
Mark ! how impartial is the will of Heaven!
TT 7T U M, Ange Durham,

P . For

O me “twas given to dis s to thee tis givep . }
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For my own MonuMENT.

AS do&tors give phyfick by way of prevention,
Mat, alive and in bealth, of his tomb-itone took
care 3
For dclays are unfafe, and his pious iatention
May haply be never fulfill'd by his. heir.
T'hen take Mat’s word for ir,. the fculptor is paid,.
That the figure,is fine, pray believe your own eye ;
Yet credit but lightly, what more may be faid,
For we flatter ourfelves, and teach marble to lie.
IIIL.
Yet, counting as far as to fifty his years,
His virtues and vices were as other men’s are ;
High hopes i conoeiv’d, awd he fmother’d groat fears,
In alife: pau:ymlou:’d, half plexfure, balf care.

Nor to bufinefs 2 dmdgc. nor to fattion a flave,
He ftrove to make intereft and freedom agree;
In public employments induftrious and grave,
And alone with his friends, lord, how merry was be ¢
V.
Now in-equipage ftately, now humbly on foot,
Both fortunes ‘e try’d, but to ncither would truft;
And whirl'd-in the round, as the wheel turn’d abour;
He found riches had wings, and knew man was but
duft.
] V1. This
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Vi ’
This wexfe litle polifh’d, theugh mighty fincese,
Sets neithex his titles nor merit to view.;
It fays that his relicks colistted lic hero,
And no mortal yet knows too if this may bo true.
VI4.

Fierce robbess there are that infeft the highway,

So Mat may be kill'd, and his bones never foundy
Falfc witnefs at-couns, and figrce tempefts at fea,

So Mat may yet-chance to bo hang’d, or be dsown’d.
If his bones lie in earth, roll in fea, fly in air,

‘To fate we mufk yield, and the thing is the fame,
And if paffing thou giv'ft him a fmile, or a tear,

He cares not — yet prythee be kind to his fame,

GuaLTEavus Dantesonuvs ad Amicoe.

DU M ftudeo fqui fallentis mupere vite,
Adfeétoqug viam fedibus Elyfiis,

Ar&oa florens sopl'ui, Samifque fuperbus,
Difcipulis, animas morte carere cano.,

Has ego corportpus profugas ad fidera mittoi
Sideraque ingreffis otia blanda dico ;

Qualia conveniunt Divis, qyeis fata volebant
Vitdi facilgs molliter ire vias

Vinaque Ceelicolis media inter gaudia libo;
Et me quid majus fufpicor efle viro,

Sed fuerint nulli forfan, quos fpondeo, coeli 3
Nullaque fint Ditis numina, nulla Jovis: -
: Fabuls
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Fabula fit terris agitur qua vita relictis ;
Quique fuperites, Homo; qui nihil, efto Deus.
Attamen cffe hilares, & inanes mittere curas
Proderit, ac vitz commoditate frui,
Et feftos agitaffe dies, =vique fugacis.
Tempora perpetuis detinuiffe jocis.
‘His me parentem praceptis occupet Orcus,
Et Mors; feu Divum, feu nihil, effe velit ;
Nam Sophia ars illa eft, qua fallere fuaviter.horss
‘Admonet, atque Orci non timuiffe minas,

IMITATED

‘ST UDI0 U S ‘the bufy moments to deccive,
“That fleet between the cradle and the grave,
I credit what the Grecian di&tates fay,
.And Samian founds o’er Scotia’s hills convey.
‘When mortal man refigns his tranfient breath,
“The body only I give o'er to death;
“The parts diffolv’d and broken frame I mourn :
‘What came from earth I fee to carth return.
The immaterial part, th’ zthereal foul,
Nor can change vanquifh, nor can death controul.
Glad I releafe it from its partner’s cares;
And bid good angels waft it to the ftars.
Then in the lowing bowl I drown thofe fighs,
Which, fpite of wifdom, from our weaknefs rife.
‘The draught to the dead’s memory I commend,
And offer to thee now, immortal friend.

But
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But if, oppos’d to wHat my thoughts approve,
Nor Pluto’s rage there be, nor power of Joves’
On its dark fide if thou the profpet take;

Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe’s lake 3

In total death fuppofe the mortal lic, o
No new hereafter, nor a future fky : :

Yet bear thy lot content ; yet ceafe to grieve :
Why, ere death comes, doft thou forbear to live ?
The little:time thou haft, ’twixt inftant now

And Fate’s approach, is all the Gods allow :

And of this little hat thou aught to fpare

To {ad refleion, and corroding care ?

The moments palt, if thou art wife, retrieve
With pleafant memory of the blifs they gave.
‘The prefent hours in prefent mirth employ,

And bribe the future with the hopes of joy: -
The future (few or more, howe’er they be)
Were deftin’d etft; nor can by Fate’s decree . }
Be now cut off, betwixt the grave and thee.

The Firlt HyMmvn of CALLIMACHUS.
"To JUPITER.

'W HILE we to Jove felet the holy vi&tim,.
Whom apter fhall we fing, than Jove himfelf,

The God for ever great, for ever king ;

Who flew the Earth-born Race, and meafures Right

To Heaven’s great habitants ? Dictzan hear'ft thou

More joyful, or Lyczan, long difpute

© Vou. IL C And
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And variops thought has wac’d, @n Ida's meynty
Or Difte, fudious of bis ceuntyy’s praife,.

The Cretan boafts shy natal place by oft’ « - |,
He meets reproof deforvid: for he profumpinoys
Has built a tomb for vhes, whe nesar kaow'ft

To die, but liv'ft the fame to-day-and eves.

Arcadian shercfere be'thy birth: Gaeat Rihea,
Pregnant tb -high Perchafin’s litfs sotirtd ;

And wild Lycaus, black with fhetling pines
*Holy retreat ! fithence:no feugale hicher, -

Confcious of focial dove and nature’s rites,

Muft dare approach, frem the inferior septile -

To woman, form diving. Therethe blefl \psrens
Ungirt her fpacions bofom, -and dicherg’d

*The ponderous bissh ; -fhe fought.a-peighbowring {peing
To wafh the recont babe;; -in veia : Ascadie, .
(However firearay) now-adufl and day,

Deny’d the Goddefs water,; whare-degp Melas

And rocky Cratis flow, the-chariot-{mozk’d,

Obfcure with rifing duft : the thirfty traveler

In vain requir'd the current, then imprifon'd

TIn fubterrentous: caverns ¢ forafts grew

Upon the barren hollows, high o’srfhading

“The haunts of favage beafts, where now Iaon

And Erimaath iricline their friendly urns. -

Thou tao, O Earth, great Riwa faid, brigg/forth §
And fhort fhall be thy pangs. She faid; -and high
She rear'd her arm, and with ker {ceptre ftruek
The_yawning <liff + from ive difpasted height
Adown the mount the guéhing torreat ran,
And
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And clemstid alic vatifes : shické the honenly-saaler
‘Bath'd, wiyghey:kims, thy schdar Jimbs: fhe wrapt thith
n purple-bauthd : dhe gave the pretivus pledp
To pestene:Diddny shisrkinget v guart vses,
Careful and Rcist; Weds, of e npmphe
“That teattsd-tho grest Bivthy téxe Philyre
And Styx, the elduft. Smiling, The reraiv'd LHos
And, aeifcion;of -the grdce, ablolv’d ier bruft:
Moe - wnsewdtdodd § dirce the river baré
“The favbeMte ¥isgin’s fume ; filr Noda rolds
By Lepticai’s aticietr wills, = fraitful fream.
Faft by her flowety batik the fpiis of Atcds,
Favourites of -Heasen, with hiappy care procett
Their fleccy sharge : and jogsus didnk her Wabe,

Thee, Galy.te Covffus Nedd brought ; the Aymphe’
And Corybantes thee, their facrett uhdrge,
Receiv'd : Adeate roek’d thy gelden eradle »
The goat, now bright amidft herfellow-(m;
Kind Amalthda, reaeh’d:hdr tede difteat
With milk, thy tacly feod: the fedulous. bet
Diftil’d her honey on thy purple-lips.

Around, the fiesse Curctes (order folctn
‘To thy fore-knowing mother 1) trod tumultwons
Thejr tayftic damce, and chang’d (hcn'fouudiug drrfis
Induftrions with the warlike din o quett
Thy infant orics, anct mock the ear of Satuen ¢
Swift grawth and Wondréus grace; O heavdnly Jove,
‘Waited thy. blooriring. years : inventive wit,
And perfe jadgemrenc, stowa'd thy youthful 46t

Ca That
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‘That Saturn’s fons receiv’d the three-fold empire,
©Of Heaven, of Ocean, and deep Hell beneath;
As the dark urn and chance of lot detesmin’d, -
“Old poets mention, fabling. - “Things-of moment, .
Well-nigh equivalent and neighbouring value,
By lot are parted : but high heaven, thy fhare,
In equal balance laid ’gaintt fea or hell,
Flings up the adverfe {cale, and fhuns preportion. -
Wherefore not chance, but power, above thy brethren
Exalted thee their king. When thy great will
‘Commands thy chariot forth; impetuous ftrength
And fiery fwiftnefs wing the rapid wheels,
Inceffant; high the eagle flies béfore thee.
And oh! as I and mine confult thy augur,
Grant the glad omen; let thy favourite rife.
Propitious, ever foaring from the right.

Thou to the leffer Gods haft well affignd .
“Their praper fhares of power: thy own, great Jove,
Boundlefs and univerfal. Thofe who labour
“The fweaty forge, who edge the crooked fcythe,
Bend ftubborn fteel, and harden gleening armour,
Acknowledge Vulcan’s aid. The early hunter
Bleffes Diana’s hand, who leads him fafe
Q'er hanging cliffs ; who fpreads his net fuccefsful,
And guides the arrow through the panther’s heart.
“The foldier, from fuccefsful camps returning
‘With laurel wreath’d, and rich with hoftile {poil,
Severs the bull to Mars. The fkilful bard,
Suiking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo,
. To
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To make his hero and himfelf immortal.

Thofe, mighty Jove, mean time, thy glorious care,

‘Who model nations, publifh laws, announce

Or life or death, and found or change the empire.

Man owns the power of kings; and kings of Jove.
And, as their altions tend fubordinate

‘To what thy will defigns, thou giv’ft the means

Porportion’d to the work ; thou fee'ft impartial

How they thofe means employ. Each monaich rules

His different realin, accountable to thee,

Great ruler of the world: thefe only have

To fpeak and be obey'd ; to thofe are given

Affiftant days to ripen the defign;

To {fome whole months ; revolving years to fome =

Others, ill-fated, are condemn’d to toil

Their tedious life, and mourn their purpofe blafted

With fruitlefs a&, and impotence of council.
Hail! greateft fon of Saturn, wife di{pofer

Of cvery good : thy praife what man yet born

Has fung? or who that may be born fhall fing?

Again, and often hail ! indulge our prayer,

Great father | grant us virtue, grant us wealth :

For, without virtue,. wealth to man avails not ;

And virtue without wealth exerts lefs power,

And lefs diffufes good. Then grant us, gracious,

Virtue and wealth ; for both are of thy gift !

'« c’ ' Thﬁ;
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The Secopd Hyun of CALLIMACHBUS&
Fo APOLLO.

At how the laurel, great- Atpolis's tree,.

And al the cavern fhakes! fér off, far off,
The mari that is unhallow'd:- for the God,
The Gothdpproaches. Hark I' hé Knocks 5 the gatéy
Feel the glad impule: and the fever'd bars
Submiffive clink againft their brazed’ portats.
Why do the Pelian patms incline their boughs,.
Self-mov’d * and hovering fwans, their throats releas'd
From' native filencé; carolfounds harronious ? '

Begin, young ten; the kymn :- l¢t-alk your harps
Break their inglorious fikedee; and: the daride, .
In myftic numbers trod, explain the mufic.
But firft, by ardent prayer, and clear lufiration,
Purge the contigious fpots of hurida weakdcts s
Impure no mostal-can Behol Apsio:
So may ye flourifly, favour'd by thé Gody.
In youth with happy niptidlé; dpdkikr agge -
With filvet hair, and flir deféent: of ehilkdren I
So lay foundstions for afpiring cities, - i
And blefs yout fpreading colonies inoreafé
Pay facred reserence to Apolio’s fong ;

Left wrathful the far-fhooting God emit
His fatal arrows.  Silent Nature fands; |
And feas fubfide, obedient to the found !
Of 15, 16 Pean! nor ¢ares Thetis

Longer
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Longer bewail hey lovd Achilles’ death
For Phoebus wes hie foe. Ner muft fad- Nicbe
In fesicke(s fosrow pecfevere; or weep
Ev’n through the Phrygian marble. Haplefs marier §
Whofe famdnefs could compase her monal offspeing
To thofe which fair Latona bore to Jove,
J6! again rcpeat yo, 13 Pean!
Againft the Deiry tis hard to firive.
e, that refifts the power of Prolemy,
Refifts the power of heaven : for power from bemn
Derives ; and monarchs rule by Gods appointed.
Recite Apollo’s praife, til} night draws en,
The ditty ftill unfinith'd; and the day
Unequal te the Godhoad’s attributes
Various, and matter copiows of your fongs.
Sublime at Jove’s right-hand Apelle firs,
And thewce diftribuves honour, gracious king,
Aad theme of verfe perpetual.  From his yobe
Flows light ineffable : his harp, his quiver,
Axd Lithien bow, are gold : with goldaa {andals
His feet are fhod ; how rich! how beauciful |
Beneath his fteps the yellow mineral rifes ;
And earth reveals her treafures.  Youth and-beawy
Eternal deck his cheeks : from his fair head
Perfumes diftill theiy fweots; and chearful Keakth,
His duteous handmaid, thyough the air improv'd,
With lavifh hand diffufes fcenes ambypofials -~
The {pearman’s arm-by theo, great God, direlted,
Sends forth a certsin wound. ‘T'he laurel’d bard, .
Infpir'd by thes, compofes verfo immortak ‘
Cs Taught
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"T'aught by thy art divine, the fage phyfician
Eludes the urn ; and chains- or exiles death. .

Thee, Nomian, we adore ; for that, from Heaven
Defcending, thou on fair Amphryfus’ banks
Didft guard Admetus’ herds. Sithence the cow
Produc’d an ampler ftore of milk; the fhe-goat .
Not without pain dragg’d her diftended udder; i
And ewes, that erft brought forth but fingle lambs,
Now dropp’d.their two-fold burthgns. Bleft the cattle,:
On which Apollo caft his favouring eye !

But, Pheebus, thou to man beneficent,
Delight'ft in building cities. Bright Diana,
Kind fifter to thy infant deity
New-wean’d, and juft arifing from the cradle,
Brought hunted wild-goats heads, and branching antlers
Of flags, the fruit and honour of her toil.
Thefe with difcerning haod thou knew'ft to range :
(Young as thou waft), and in the well-fram’d mddels,’
‘With emblematic kill, and myftic order,
Thou thew’ft, where towers: or battlements fhould rifes.
Where gates fhould open; or where walls thould com-

afs: - @,

While from thy childifh paftime man receiv’d
The future ftrength and ornament of nations.

Bagtus, our great progenitor, now touch’d
The Libyan ftrand ; when the foreboding crow
Flew on the right before the people, marking )
The country deftin'd the aufpicious feat
Of future kings, and favour of the God, .
Whofe oath is fure, and promife ftands eternal. .

. Or
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Or Boédromjan hear'ft thou pleas’d, or Clarian,
Phaebus, great king ? for different are thy names,
As thy kind hand has founded many citics, )
Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man.
Carncan let me call thee; for my country
Calls thee Carnean : the fair colony .
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was tnnfpomd,
Ere fettled in Cyrene; there w’ appointed
‘Thy annual feafts, kind God, and blefs thy alcars
$moaking with hecatombs of ﬂaughter’d bulls ;
As Carnus, thy high prieft and favour'd friend,
Had erft ordain’d ; and with myfterious rites,
Our great forefathers taught their fons to worfhip.
15 Carnean Phoebus ! 16 Pean!

The yellow crocus there and fair narciffus
Referve the honours of their winter-ftore,

To deck thy temple; till returning {pring
Diffufes Nature’s various pride ; and flowers

Innumerable, by the {oft fouth-weft '

Open’d, and gather'd by religioys hands,

Rebound their fweets from th’ odoriferous pavement,
Perpetual fires fhine hallow'd on thy altars.

‘When annual the Carnean feaft is held :

‘The warlike Libyans, clad in armour, lead

‘The dance; with clangmg fwords and fhields they bcat

The dreadful meafure: in the chorus join

Their women, brown but beautiful : fuch rites

To thee well pleafing. Nor had yet thy votaries,

From Greece tranfplanted, touch’d Cyrenc’s baaks,

And lands determin’d for their laft abodes ; . .
. ‘But
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But wandes'd thaougls Azilis” horrid fovefk

Difpers’é; wivwn foam Mynofa's craggy beow,,

Fond of the waid, sufpicious to the city,

Which muft hereafier bear her faveur’d nasse,

Thou gracious drign’ft to lst the fair-onc view

Her typic people; thou with pleafure tamght'ft hay

‘To draw the baw, teflay the fhaggy Lion,

And fop the fpeeading rtin of the plems,

Happy tha nymiph, who, bomeous’d by thy pafiom,

‘Was aided by thy pewer ! Fhe monitrous Python:

Durft tempt thy wrath in vain : for dead he fell,

To thy great firength and golden avms unequel.
15! while thy umerring hand olanc’d

Another, and another dart; the people

Joyfully repeated 18 ? 16 Peant

Elance the darr, Apodlo: for the fafety

And health of man, gracious thy mother bove-theos
Envy, thy leveft fov, fuggofted thes :

Like thee I am a power immortal ; therefare

To thee dare {peak. How canft thow favour pasial

Thefs peets wito write kictle ¥ Vafh and grea

Is what I love : the far-oxtended ocesn

Fo a fmall rivulet I prefer. Apolio

Spurn’d Envy with kis foor; and thus the God »

Premon, the hoad-long current of BEuphrates,

Affyrian river, copious rums, but muddy ;

And carrios forward with his ftupid foroe .

Polluting dire; his terrent fill augmenting,

His wave-fiill more defil’dc ‘mesn while the nymphs

Meliffan, facsed and.reslufs to Ceres, :

Studious
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Studious ta have thein offarings welk reveiv'd,
And fit for heavenly wlo, frém- Kude: umis
Pour ftreams futel, and parivy of witers:,

15! Apello, mighty King, lot Buvy
Hl-;udgmg and wesbofe, from- Eetha’s luke,
Draw tuns unmwsfurable ; whils thy faveus
Adminifiess to:my anbitlous thisih
‘Fhe wholefome draughy from Agmmippe’s fprimy
Genuine, and with foft mussiurs gendy ridting:
Adown the mountains- wikcre thy daugintrs haoat.

¢ ¥ A R FE T Y.
A Panrapwnase on the Fhireenth Chapter of the:
Firft Epifile to the CoranTHIANS,

D ID fweeter founds adorn .my flowing tongue,.

Thao ever man pranounc’d, or angels fung;.
Had I all knowledge,. human and divine,
That thoughe can reach, or fcience can define's
And had I power to give that knowledge birth,.
T all the fpeashes of the babbling eartlx;
Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing breaft infpire,.
To weary torturds, and rejoice in fire ;
Qr:had I faith like that which Ifrael faw
When Mofes gave them miracles and faw :-
Yer,. gracioux Charity ! indulgent gueff, .
Were not.thy. power. exerted in my brcafk;.

3 - ‘Thofé
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‘Thofe fpeeches would fend up unheeded prayer;
‘That fcorn of life would be but wild defpair :
A tymbal’s found were better than my voice:
My faith were form : my eloquence were noife.
Charity, decent, modeft, eafy, kind,
Softens the high, and rears the abje& mind ;
Knows with juft reins and gentle hand to guide,
Betwixt vile fhame ‘and arbitrary pride.
Notlfoon provok’d, fhe cafily forgives;
And much fhe fuffers, as the much believes.
"Soft peace fhe brings where-cver fhe arrives;
She builds our quiet, as the forms our lives;
Lays the rough paths of peevith nature even;
And opens in each heart a little Heaven.
Each other gift, which God on man beftows,
Its proper bound and due reftri€tion knows ;
T'o one fixt purpofe dedicates its power ;
And, finithing its aé, exifts no more.
Thus, in obedience to what Heaven decrees,
Knowledge thall fail, and Prophecy fhall ceafe ;
But lafting Charity’s more ample fway, -
Nor bound by time, nor fubjeét to decay,
In happy triumph fhall for ever live,
And endlefs good diffufe, and endlefs praife receive, -
As, through the artift's intervening glafs,
Our cye obferves the diftant planets pafs :
A little we difcover, but allow, ,
*That more remains unfeen, than art can fhow :
So, whilft our mind its knowledge would improve
(Its feeble eye intent on things above),
i High
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High as we may, we lift our reafon up, '
By Faith dire&ed, and confirm’d by Hope :
Yet we are able only to furvey
Dawning of beams, and promifes of day.
Heaven’s fuller efluence mocks our dazzled fighe ; -
Too great its fwiftnefs, and too ftrong its light.
But foon the mediare clouds fhall be difpell’d ;
The fun fhall foon be face to face beheld,
In all his robes, with all his glory on,
Seated fublime on his meridian throne.
. Then conftant Faith and holy Hope thall die,
One loft in certainty, and ane in joy .
‘Whilft thou, more happy power, fair Charity,
Triumphant fifter, greateft of the three,
Thy office. and thy nature ftill the fame,
Lafting thy lamp, and unconfum’d thy flame,
Shale ftill forvive —
Shalt ftand before the hoft of Heaven confeft,
For ever blefling, and for ever bleft.

.

CUPID IN AMBUSH

I T oft’ to many has fuccefsful been,

Upon his arm to let his miftrefs lean ;
Or with her airy fan to cool her heat,
Or gently fqueeze her knees, or prefs her feet,
All public fports, to favour young defire,
With opportunities like this confpire.
Ev’n where his fkill the gladiator thows,
With human blood where the Arena flows ;

‘There
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There oftentimes Lave's .qpinotbeasing by
Prepares his bow and arrews te defiray s+
While the fpetator gazes.on she fight,

And fees them .woqnd each ether wish dalight ;
‘While he his pretty mifkre(s anvertaim,

And wagers with hes whe the conguafk gains 5
Slily the Gad takes aimy and hiw liis,heat,
And in-the wounds he {¢es.he heaws his,pire,

ENGRAVED ON A COLUMN
In the Church of HarsTteAD in Essex;

“The Spite of which, burnt down by Lightning, was
gebuilt at the Expence of Mr. SAMUEBL FiskB, 1715

IEW not this fpize by mesfure given
To buildings rais’d by common hands ¢
" “That fabrick.rifes high-as Heaven,
Whofe bafis on. devosion ftands.
While yet we draw this vital breath,
We can our Faith and Hope declare :
But Charity. beyond our death
Will ever in our works appear.
Beft be he call'd among goed men,
Who to his Gop this. column rais’d :
‘Though lightning trike the dome again;
The man, ‘who built it, fall be praiv'd,
Yet {pires and towers in. duft fin}l ke,
The weak efforts of human pains )
And Faith and Hope them{elves aall dieg
‘While deathlefs Charity remains.
ALMA:



THE PROGRESS OF THE MIND,
In Txexe CANTOS

Tl yirwg, 55 madimubng, o wdowwl pdiv®
Ilcrla yop 3¢ aﬁ‘yﬁn oS oa-yryvbusss.
: Incert, ap.‘Seobeum,

C ANTOO i
ATTHEW # met,Richard+, when or where
From ftory is.nat.mjghty .clear.:
Of many knotty points they fpoke;
And pro and cox hy mras they teok.
Rats half the manufcrigt-heve sat : 3
Dire hunger ! which we-{iill:segnes.
‘0! may they noler qgain digeft
‘The horrots of fo-fad a-fonft |
Yet lefs qur,grief, if what somain,
Dear Jagob 1, by thy care and-paing ’ 10

* Himfclf, 4 M. Shelton.  § Tonfon.
Shall
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Shall be to future times convey’d,
It thus begins :

" ead Here Matthew faid :
Alma in verfe, in profe the Mind,

By Ariftotle’s pen defin'd,

‘Throughout the body fquat or tall,

Is, bond fide, all in all,

And yet, flap<dufh, is all again

In every finew, nerve, and vein :

Runs here and there, like Hamlet’s ghoft :

While every where the rules the roaft.

This fyflem, Richard, we are told,
The men of Oxford firmly hold,
The Cambridge wits, you know, deny
‘With ipfe dixit to comply.
They fay (for in good truth they {peak
‘With fmall refpe&t of that old Greek),
That, putting all his words together,
*Tis three blue beans in one blue bladder.
Alma, they ftrenuoufly maintain,
Sits cock-horfe on her throne the brain;
And from that feat of thought difpenfes
Her fovercign pleafure to the fenfes.
‘Two optic nerves, they fay, fhe ties,
Like fpeétacles, acrofs the eyes ;
By which the fpirits bring her word,
‘Whene’er the balls are fix’d or ftirr'd,
How quick at park and play they ftrike;
The duke they court; the toaft they like;
2
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And at St. James’s turn their grace 40
From former friends now out of place.
Wi thout thefe aids, to he more ferious,
Her power, they hold, had been precarious :
‘The eyes might have confpir’d her ruin ;
And fhe not known what they were doing. 45
Foolifh it had been, and unkind, .
‘That they fhould fee, and fhe be blind.
‘Wife Nature likewife, they fuppofe,
Has drawn two conduits down our nofe : )
- Could Alma clfe with judgement tell, 50
‘When cabbage {tinks, or rofes fmell ?
Or who would afk for her opinion
Between an opfler and an onion ?
For from moft bodies, Dick, you know,
Some little bits atk leave to flow; 55
And, as through thefe canals they roll,
Bring up a fample of the whole;
I.ike footmen running before coaches,
To tell the Inn, what Lord approaches.
By ncrves about our palate plac'd, 69
She likewife judges of the tafte.
Elfe (difmal thought!) our warlike men
Might drink thick port for fine champagne ;
And our ill-judging wives and daughters
\Ii%ake fmall-beer for citron-waters. 63
Hence too, that the might better hear,
She fcts a drum at either ear;
And, loud or gentle, harth or {weet,
Are but tl alarams which they beat.
Vor. 11, D Taf,
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Laft, to enjoy ber ferife of foching
(A thing fhe much deligha to deal in)s
‘A thoufand licthe nerves fbe fonds
Quite to our toas, and fingars’ ends;
And thefe in gratitude again
Return their fpirits to the beain ;

In which their figure being printed
(As juft before, I think, I hinted),
Alma inform'd can try the cafe,
As fhe had been upen the place.

Thus, while the Judge gives ditferent journies
To country counfel and artornies,

He on the bench in quict fits,

Deciding, as they bring the writs.

"The Pope thus prays and flceps at Rome,

And very feldom firs from heme ¢

Yet, fending forth his holy fpies,

And having heard what they advife,

He rules the church’s bleft dominions,

And fets men’s faith by his opinions.
The fcholars of the Stagyrite,

Who for the old opinion fight,

‘Would make their modern friends confefs

The difference but from more to, lefs,

The Mind, fay they, while you fuflain

To hold her ftation in the brajn ;

You grant, at lealt, fhe is extended

Ergo the whole difpute is end=d.

For till to-morrow {hould you plead,

From form and ftruéiure of the head ;

10
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80
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+ The
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. "The Mind as vifibly is fcen - 100
Extended through the whale machine.
Why fhould all honous then be ta’sn
From lower parts to load the braim;
Vhen other limbs we plainly, {ee,
Each in his way, as brifk as he? 105
For mufic, grant the head receive it;
It is the artift's hand that gaye it;
And, though the fkull may wear the laurel,
The foldier’s arm fuftains the quarrel.
Befides, the noftrils, ears, and eyes, 110
Are not his parts, but his allies;
Zv’n what you hear the tongue proclaim
Comes ab'origine from them.
‘What could the head perform alone,
If all their friendly aids were gone 2 1
A foolith figure he muft make;
Do nothing elfe but flecp and ake.
Nor matters it, that you can fhaw
How to the head the {pirits go;
Thofe {pirits ftarted from fome goal, . 120
Before they through the veins could roll.
Now, we fhould hold them much to blame,
1f they went back, before they came.
If therefore, as we muft fuppole,
“They came from fingers, and from toes ; 125
‘Or toes, or fingers, in this cafe,
Of Num-feulls {el¥ fhould take the place s
Difputing fair, you grant thus much,
‘That all fenfation is but touch.
D2 Dip
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"Dip but your toes into cold water,
Their correfpondent tecth will chatter :
And, ftrike the bottom of your feet,
You fet your head into a heat. ‘
The bully beat, and happy lover,

* Confefs, that fecling lies all over.

Note here, Lucretius dares to teach
(As all our youth may learn from Creech)
That eyes were made, but could not view;
Nor hands embrace, nor feet purfue :

But heedlefs Nature did produce

The members firft, and then the ufe.
‘What cach muft aét was yet unknown,
‘Till all is mov’d by Chance alone.

A man firft builds a country-feat ;
Then finds the walls not good to eat.
Another plants, and wondering fees
Nor books nor medals on his trees.

Yet Poet and Philofopher

‘Was he, who durft fuch whims aver.
Bleft, for his fake, be human reafon,
That came at all, though latc in fcafon.
But no man fure e’er ieft his houfe,

And faddled Ball, with thoughts fo wild,
To bring a midwife to Lis {poufe,

Before he knew fhe was with-child.
And no man ever reapt his cors,

Or from the oven drew his bread,

Ere hinds and bake:s yet were born,

That tanght them both to fow and knead,

130
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Before they ’re afk’d, can maids refufe?

Can—Pray, fays Dick, hold-in your Mufe.

‘While }\'ou Pindaric truths rehearfe,

She hobbles in alternate verfe.

Verfe ! Mat reply’d; is that my care?

Go on, quoth Richard, foft and fair.
This looks, friend Dick, as Nature had

But exercis’d the falefman’s trade ;

As if fhe haply had fet down,

And _cut-out cloaths for all the town:

Then fent them out to Monmouth-ftreet,

To try, what perfons they would fit.

But every free and licens’d taylor

Would in this thefis find a failure.

Should whims like thefe his head perplex,

How could he work for either fex ?

His cloaths, as atoms might prevail,

Might fit a pifimire, or a whale.

No, no: he views with ftudious pleafure

Your fhape, before he takes your meafure.’

For real Kate he made the boddice,

And not for an ideal goddefs.

No error near his fhop-board lurk’d :

He knew the folks for whom he work'd ;

Still to their fize he aim’d his fkill:

Elfe, pr'ythee, who would pay his bill ?

Next, Dick, if Chance herfelf fhould vary,

Obferve, how matters would mifcarry :
Acrofs your eyes, friend, place your fhoes :
Your fpeftacles upon your tocs :

"Dy
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Then you-and Memmius thell agrec, 190
How nicely men would walk, or fee. v

But Wifdom, peevith and crofs-gram’d,

Muft be oppos’d, to be fuftain'd.

And fiill your knowledge will increafe,.

As you make other peopie’s lefs. 195

In arths and feience *tis the fame :

Our rival’s hurts ereate our fame,

At Faubert’s, if difpures arife

Among the champions for the prize;

To prove who gave the fairer batt, 200

John fhewsthe chalk on‘Robert’s coat. '

So, for the horour of your book,

It tells where other folks miftook :

And, ‘as their notions you confound,

Thofe you invent ger farther ground. 205,
The Comtmentators on old Ari-

fotle (’tis urg’d) in judgement vary :

They to their own conccits have brouglit

The image of his general thought; .

Juft as the melancholic eye 210

Sees flects and armies in the fky;

Ar.d to the poor apprentice ear

The bélls foupd, ¢ Whittington lord mayor.”

“The conjurer thus explains his fcheme ;

‘Thus fpirits walk, and prophets dream; 215

+  North'Britons thus have fecond-fight ;

And Germans, free from gun-fhot, fight.
Theodoret and Origen,

And fifty other learned men,

' Attefly.
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Atteft, that, if their comatents find
The traces of their malter’s miad,
Alma can ne’et docay ot die :

This flatly t’ other fect deny -
Simplicivs, Theophtalt, Durand,

Great names, but ltard in verfe to ftand.
They wonder men fould have miltook
The tenets of their mufter's book ;

And hold, that Alma yields her breath,
O’crcoms by Age, and feiz’d by Death.

Now which weve wife ? and which were fools ?

Poor Alma fits between two {tools :°
The more the veads, the mare perplext ;
The comment ruining the text :
Now fears, now hopes, er doubtful fatc.
But, Richard, let her look to that—
Whilft we our own affairs purfue.
Thefe diferent fjfems, old or new, -
A man with haif an eyx may fee,
Were only form’d to difagree.
Now, to bring things to fair conclufion, -
And fave much Chriftian ink’s effufion 3
" Let me propofé an healing fcheue,
And fail along the middle ftream :
For, Dick, if we could reconcile
ON Arifkutle with Gaficndus ;
How many would admire our toil !

And yet how few would compschend us !’
Here, Richard, let wy feheme commence :

Ohl may my words be loft in fenfe !
D4
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While pleas’d Thalia deigns to write

The {lips and bounds of Alma’s flight.
My fimple fyflem thall fuppofe, '

‘That Alma enters at the toes ;

‘That then fhe mounts by juft degrees

Up to the ancles, legs, and knees;

Next, as the fap of life does rife,

She lends her vigour to the thighs ;

And, all thefe under-regions patt,

She neftles fomewhere near the waift ;

‘Gives pain or pleafure, grief or laughter ;

As we fhall thew at large hereafter,
Mature, if not improv’d by time,

Up to the heart fhe loves to climb ;
From thence, compell’d by craft and age,
She makes the head her lateft ftage.

From the feet upward to the head—
Pithy and fhort, fays Dick, proceed.

Dick, this is not an idle notion :
Obferve the progrefs of the motion.

Firft, T demonftratively prove

‘That feet were only made to move 3
And legs, defire to come and go;
For they have nothing elfe to do.

Hence, long before the child can crawl,
He learns to kick, and wince, and fprawl :
“I'o hinder which, your midwie knows
To bind thofe parts extremely clofe;

Left Alma, newly enter’d in,
And ftunn’d at her owa chriftening's din,

aso
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Fearful of future grief and pain, 280
Should filently fneak out again,

Full piteous feems young Alma’s cafe;

As in a lucklefs gamefter’s place, }
She would not play, yet muft not pafs.

Again; as the grows fomething ftronger, 285

And mafter’s feet are fwath’d no longer,

If in the night too oft he kicks,

Or thews his loco-motive tricks ;

‘Thefe firft affaults fat Kate repays him ;

When half-afleep, fhe overlays him. - 290

Now mark, dear Richard, from the age
That children tread this worldly ftage,

Broom-ftaff or poker they beftride,

And round the parlour love to ride ;

Till thoughtful father’s pious care 29§
Provides his. brood, next Smithfield Fair,

With fupplemental hobby-horfes :

And happy be their infant courfes !

Hence for fome years they ne'er ftand ftill =
Their legs@you fee, dire&t their will 300
From opening morn till fetting fun,

Around the ficlds and wqods they run :
They frifk, and dance, and leap, and play;
Nor heed what Freind or Snape can fay.

To her next ftage as Alma flies, 304
And likes, as I have faid, the thighs,

With fympathetic power fhe warms
Their good allies and friends, the arms ;

B
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" While Betty dancet on the gresns;

And Sufan is at' Yeool-tell feen ;

While Joht for nine-pins doss deciare ;

And Roger loves to pitch the bay :

Both legs xtd arms fpontaneous move §

Which was the thing I meaut ta prove.
Another trorion tow (he mukes :

O need I name the feat the tokes ¥

His thought quite chang’d the Rtipling fmds ;

The fport and race o more he wminds g

Neglected Fray and Pointer 3¢ 3

And covies unmolelted fiy.

Sudden the jocund plain he leaves ¢

And for the nymph in fecret griewes,

In dying aceents he complains

* Of cruel fires, and raging peins:

The nymph too longs o be lone ;
Leaves all the fwains, and fighs for cne.
‘The nymph is warth'd with young defire ;
And feels, and dies to quench his fire.
They meet each evening in the gréve :
Their parley but sugments their love;.
So to thie prieft their cafe they tell :
He ties tite knot; and all goes well,
But, O my Mufe, jeft diftance keeps
‘Thou art a maid, and muft not peep.. -
In nine months titre the boddice loole,
And petticoas too fhort, diflofe,
That at this age the altive mind
About the waift lies moft confin’d

310

315

320

325

330

338"



AL M A Caxvro l

And that yeung life snd quickening fenfR
Spring from his influénve dareed: tivence,
So from the middie of the world
The Sun’s prolific Tays aee hurld ¢
. *Tis from that feat he ‘darts thofe beams,
Which quicken Earth with genial flames,
Dick, whe thus long had paffive far,
Here ftroak’d his chin, and cock’d his hat;.
Then flapp’d his hand upon the board ;
And thus the youth put in his werd.
Love’s advocates, fweet Sir, would find him
A higher plate than you affgn’d him,
Love’s advocates1 Diek, ‘aho are thofe 3=
The Poets, you may well fuppofe.
1’m forry, Sir, you:have difoarded.
‘The men with whom dill fsuw you herded:
* Profe-men alone for private ehds,
I thought, forfeok cheir auciem friends. .
In cor fellavit, cries Lucratius 4
If-he whity be allow’d ro teach us,
The felf-faane théng foft Ovid fays
. (A proper judge i fach a cafe)s
Horace’s phrafeis, torret jocars
And happy was that curious (peaker.
Here Virgil w0 has placd rhis paflion.
‘What fignifies-too long quotation ?
In Ode and -Epic, phain thre cafe is, -
That Love holds one of thefe two places,
Dick, without paffion or refle&ion,
1’11 firaic demolith this objeion.
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Firft, Poets, all the world agrees,
Write half to profit, half to pleafe.
Matter and figure they produce ;

For garnifh this, and that for ufe ;

And, in the ftruture of their feafts,
They feek to feed and pleafe their guefts :
But one may balk this good intent,

And take things otherwifc than meant,
Thus, if you dine with my lord mayor,
Roaft-beef, and venifon, is your fare;
Thence.you proceed to fwan and buftard,

- And perfevere in tart and cuftard:

But tulip-leaves and lemon-peel
Help only to adorn the meal ;

And painted flags, fuperb and neat,
Proclaim you welcome to the treat,

- *The man of {cnfe his meat devours; .

But only {fmélls the peel and flowers ;
And he muft be an idle dreamer,

‘Who leaves the pie, and gnaws the fireamer.

That Cupid gocs with bow and arrows,

- And Venus keeps her coach and fparrows,

Is all but emblem, to acquaint one,
The fon is fharp, the mother waaton.
Such images have fometimes fhown

A myftic fenfe, but oftener none.

For who conceives, what bards devife,

. ‘That Heaven is plac’d in Celia’s eyes

Or where ’s the fenfe, dire@ and moral,.
That tecth arc pearl, or lips are coral?
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Your Horace owns, he various writ,
As wild or fober maggots bt :

And, where too much the Poet ranted,
‘The fage Philofopher recanted.

His grave Epiftles may difprove

The wanton Odcs he made to love,

Lucretius keeps a mighty pother
‘With Cupid and his fancy’d mother;
Calls her great Queen of Earth and Air,
Declares that Winds and Seas obey her;
And, while her honour he rehearfes,
Implores her to infpire his verfes.

Yet, free from this poetic madnefs,
Next page he fays, in fober fadnefs,
That fhe and all her Fellow-gods
Sit idling in their high abodes,
Regardlefs of this world below,

Our health or hanging, weal or woe ;
Nor once difturb their heavenly fpirits
With Scapin’s cheats, or Cafar’s ments.

Nor ¢’er can Latin Pocts prove
Where lies the real Seat of Love.

Fecur they burn, and Cor they pierce,
As either beft fupplics their verfe ;
And, if folks afk the reafon for't,
Say, one was long, and ¢’ other fhort.
‘Thus, I prefume, the Britith Mufe
May take the freedom ftrangers ufe.
In profe our property is greater :
Why fhould it then be lefs in metre 3
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If Cupid throws a fingle dart,
‘We make him wound the lover’s beart ;
But, if he takes his bow and quiver;.
*Tis fure, he muft transfix the Jwver 2
For rhyme with reafon may difpenfe;
And found has right to gavern fenfe.

But let your friends in verfe fuppofe,
‘What ne’er fhall be allow’d in profe ;
Anatomifls can make it clear,
‘The Lver minds his own affair ;
Kindly fupplies aur public ufes;
And parts and ftrains the vital jujces ;
Still lays fome ufeful bile afide,
“To tinge the chyle’s infipid tide :
“Elfe we fhould want both gibe and fatyr ;
And all be burft with pure good-nature.
Now gall is bitter with a witnefs ;
And Love is a]l delight and fwectnefs.
My logic then hqs loft its aim,
If fweet and bitter be the fame :
And, he, methinks, is no great {cholar,
‘Who can miftake defize for cholgr.

The like may of the beart be faid; .
Courage and terror there are bred,
All thofe, whofe bearts are loofe anddew,
Start, if they hear but the 7atto0 :
And mighty phyfical their fear is ;

- For, foon as noifc of combat near is,

‘Their heart, defcending to their breeches,
Muft give their ftomach cruel twitches,
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But Heroes, who a'crcome or die,
. Have their hearts huog extremely high ; 460
The ftrings of which, in bastles beay,
Againtt their very cagflets beat ;
Keep time with their own trumpet’s meafure,
And yield them molt excellive pleafure.
Now, if 'tis chiefly in the heart 43
That courage does itfclf cxert ;
*Twill be pradigious hard to prave,
That this is eke the throne of Love.
‘Would Nature make one place the feat
Of fond defire, and fell debate ? 470
Mutt people only take delight in
Thofe hours, when they are tir'd with fighting
And has no man, but who has kili’d
A father, right to get a child ?
Thefe notions then I thiok baut idle; 473
And Love fhall ftill paffe{s the middle.,
This truth more plainly o difcover,
Suppofe your Hero were a Lover.
Thaugh he before had gall and rage,
Which Death or Conqueft mutt affwage ! 480
He grows difpirited and low ;
He hates the fight, and fhuns the foe,
In fcornful floth Achilles flept ;
And for his wengch, like Tall-boy, wept:
Nor would return te war and flaughter ; 483
Till they brought back the Pacfoa’s danghter,
Antanius fled from Adtium’s coalt,
Auguftus prefling, Afia lof : 0
is
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His fails by Cupid’s hands unfurl’d,
'To keep the fair, he gave the world. 490
Edward our Fourth, rever’d and crown'd, '
Vigorous in youth, in arms renown’d ;
‘While England’s voice, and Warwick’s care,
Defign’d him Gallia’s beauteous heir ;
Chang’d peace and power, for rage and wars, 495
Only to dry one widow’s tears.— '
France’s fourth Henry we may fee
A fervant to the fair d’Eftree;
Wh i, quitting Coutras’ profperous field,
Ara tortune taught at length to yield, 500
¢ fiom his guards and midnight tent '
1ifguis'd o'er hills and vallies went,
T'o wanton with the fprightly dame ;
And in his pleafure lott his fame.
Bold is the critic who dares prove 503
‘Thefe Heroes were no friends to Love ;
And bolder he, who dares aver,
That they were encmies to war.
Yet, when their thought fhould, now or never, .

- Have rais’d their keart, or fir'd their lver ; 5t0

Fond Alma to thofe parts was gone,
‘Which Love more juftly calls his own.
Examples I could cite you more ;

But be contented with thefe four :

* ¥or, when one’s proofs are aptly chofen, 513

Four are as valid as four dozen.
One came from Greece, and one from Rome;

The other two grew nearer home.
Tor
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For {fome in ann;nt books dchghtg
Others prefer what modcms write: . .. g2@
Now I fhould be extrcmely loth,
Not to be thought cxpcrt in, both.
el e
c A’ N T, O %
uT ﬂnll we txhd,the Mule: alvroad; .
To drop her idly on the road ?
And leave our fubjeét-in the middle; ' + i,
As Butler did his bear and fiddle ? "

- Yet he, confummate mafter, knew - . I 1

When to recede,.and where purfue: '~

His noble negligenaes teach - T

What others toils defpair to reach, = " ¢

He, perfe& dancer, cliabytherope, -

And balances yout fear'and hope : : ‘10

If, after fome diftinguifh’d léap, ° o

He drops his pole; -atid feems to flipy

Straight gathiering‘et lis adtive &rength.

He rifes higher half his lerigth. :

With wonder yow approve his flight ; 18

And owe¢ your pleafure to your fnght.

But like poor Andrew I advance, *

Falfe mimic of my miufter’s dance ;

Around the cord a while I fprawl; )

And thence, thougly low, in carneft fall, 20
My preface tells you, I digrefs'd:

He ’s half abfolv'd who has confefs'd,
Vot. IL E 1 like
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"" I like, quoth Dick, your fmile:
And, in return; take two from me,

" As maflers in the clare obfeure '
With various light your eyes allure ;
A flaming yellow here they {pread ;
Draw off in blue, or charge in red;
Yet, from thefe colours oddly. mix'd,
Your ﬁghi upon the whole is fix'd :
Or as, agajn, your couuly dames °
(Whofe cloaths returnisg birth-day clums)
By arts improve, the ftuffs they vary ;
And things are beft as moft contrary ;
The gown, with fiff embroidery thining, .
Looks charming with a flighter Jiping ;
The out- if Indian figure ftain,
The in-fide muft be rich and plain,
So you great authors have thought fit
To make digreflion temper wit :
When arguments too fiercely ghre,
You calm them with a milder air *
To break their points, you turn their foru;
And furbelow the plain difcourfe.

Richard, quoth Mat, thefe words of thine
Speak fomcthing fly, and fomething fine :
But I fhall e’en refume my theme ;
However thou may'ft praifc or blame.

As people marry now, and fettle ;

Fierce Love abates his ufual mettle:
Worldly defires, and houfchold cares,
Difturb the Godhead’s {oft atfairs ¢

y
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So now, as health or temper changes,
In larger compafs Alma ranges,
“This day below, the next above ;

As light or folid whimfies move,

‘So merchant has his houfe in town,
And country-fcat near Banfted-down :
From one he dates his foreign letters,

*Sends out his goods, and duns his debtors : ° :,'

In t’ other, at his hours of leifure,

He fimoaks his pipe, and takes his pleafure,
And now your matrimorial Cupid,  *

Lafh’d on by time, grows tird and frupid.

For ftory and experience tell us,

‘That man grows old, -and woman jealous,

Both would their little ends fecure;;

He fighs for freedom, fhe for power,

His withes tend abroad te ream;

And her’s, to domineer at home.

Thus paffion flags by flow degrees ;

And, ruffied more, delighted lefs,

The bufy mind does feldom go

‘To thofe onpe-charming feats below ;

Baut, in the breaft incamp'd, prepares

For well-bred feints and future wars.,

The man fufpes his Jady’s crying

(When he laft autumn lay a-dying)

Was but to gain him to appoint her

By codicil a larger jointure.

‘The woman finds it all a trick,

Fhat he could fwoon when the was fick ;
’ E:

RITEN

.“55

7¢

‘78

And



5y . PRIQR'S ROEMS.,

" And knows, that in that grief he regkopd... -

-On b]ack‘eyd Sufan for his fecond,
fThus, having-ftrove {ome tedious years.
*With feign’d defires, -and r;ql fears; |,

~And, tird with anfwers and replies
.-Of John affirms, and Marthalies,
“Leaving- this endlefs-altercation,

" The mind affeks a higher-ftation.

" Poltis, that. .generous king: of thraoe,
“J think, was in-this-very cafe. ,
All Afia nowwas by the ears;
And’'Gods beat yp for: volqnucrs )
.do Greeceand T roy; while Poltis g
{In quict gavernipg: his'flate. :
.And whence, faid the:pacific king,

:Does-all this npjfc and difcord fpring? ,

“Why, Paris: took Attides’-wifem

< With esfe.I could. .compefe thiy frife:s

)l'he injurd.hero dhould nat lofe,
“Nor the young:lover wang a fpoufe.’
"But Helen chang’d hsr firfk condibion,

Without her hufband’s-jufk permiffion. «

What from the dame can Paris hope?”
‘She may as well frem him elope.
Again, how can her old geod-man
‘With honour take her bagk. again:?-
From hence I lagically gather, =

The woman cannot live:with cither, = =

" Now, I have two right honeft wives, -
For whofe pofleflicn no man fsives :

-
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©ne to ‘Atvides I:will fehd ; -
And t’ other to thy Trojan ftichd.

Each prince fhall thus with herour have-

What both fo warmly feern 4o crave :

The wrath of Géds and-nan fhall ceafe 5, -

And Pokis live and dic.in -peace: *-
Dick, if this-ftory. pleafeth thee, -
Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it me.:

Howe'er fwifs Alma’s flight.may vary,. -

(Take this by way:of corolary)
Some limbs: fhe finds the. very fame, .
In place, and dignity,.and name :
‘Thefe dwell at.{uch convement diftance, .
‘That cach may give. his-friend atfiftince. .
Thus he who runs or dasces begy -
The equal vigour of two legs ;:
So mueh to both does Alma troft, .
She ne’er regards which goes-the firft
Teague could make neither.of them ftay,,
When with him{elf he.ran away.
The man who firuggles-in the fight
Patigues left arm as well as right ;
For, whilt one hand exalts the blow; .
And on the earth extends the. foc;
T’ other would take it wondrous ill,
If in your pocket he lay flill.
And, when you thoct, and fhut one eye,.
You cannot think he would deny.
To lend the other fiiendly aid,
Or wink as cowaid and afraid,

Ej
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No, Sir; whilft he withdraws his flame,
His comrade takes the furer aim.

©One moment if his beams recede ; 145
As foon as e’er the bizd is dead, S
Opening again, be lays his claim

‘To half the profit, half the fame, o }
And helps to pocket up the game.

*Tis thus one tradefman flips away, 150
To give his partner fairer play.

Some limbs agsin, in bulk or ftarure
Unlike, and not a-kin by Nature,
In concert a&, like modern friends ;
Becaufe one ferves the other’s ends. 155
The arm thus waits upon the heart,
So quick to take the bully’s part,
That one, though warm, decides more flow
Than ¢’ other executes the blow.
A ftander-by may chance to have it, 160
Ere Hack himfelf perceives he gave it.

‘The amorous eyes thus always go
A-ftrolling for their friends below :
For, long before the {quire and dame
Have téte a téte reliev’d their flame, 165
Ere vifits yet are brought about,
The eye by fympathy looks out,
Knows Florimel, and longs to meet her,
And, if he fees, is fure to greet her,
Though at fath-window, on the flairs, 170
At court, nay (authors fay) at prayers.=—

The
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The funeral of {ome valiant knight *
May give this thmg its proper light.
View his two gauntlets ; thefe declare, =~
That both his hands were us'd to war. g
And from his two gilt fpurs 'tis lcarn’d,

His feet were equally concern’d.

But have you not with thought beheld .

The fword hang dangling o’er the fhield ?

‘Which fhews the breaft, that plate was us’d to, 180
Had an ally right arm to truft to:

And, by the peep-holes in his creft,’

Is it not virtually confeft,

That there his eyes took diftant aim, - .
And glanc'd refpeét to that bright dame, 185
In whofe delight his hope was center'd,

And for whofe glove his life he ventur’d ?

Objedtions to my general fjffems
May rife perhaps; and I have mift them :

But I can call to my affiftance 190
Proximity (mark that!) and diftance;

Can prove, that all things on occafion

Love union, and defire adhefion ;

That Alma merely is a fcale ;

And motives, like the weights, prevail. 298
If neither fide tura down nor up,

With lofs or gain, with fear or hope ;

The balance always would hang even,

Like Mah’met’s tomb, ’twixt earth and heaven.

‘This, Richard, is a curious cafe : 209
Suppofe your eyes fent equal rays '

' E 4 Upon
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And, void of modefty and thought,
She follows Bibo’ endlefs draught.
*Shrough the foft fex again the ranges ;

. As youth, caprice, or fathion, chunges.

Fair Alma, carelefs and ferené, '
In Fanny’s {prightly eyes is feetr; -

" While they diffufe their infant beams,
- Themfelves not cbnfg:ious of their flames.
" Again fair Alma fits confeft

On Florimel’s experter breaft;-

When fhe the rifiig figh conftrains, -
And by concealing {peaks her pains.' -« -
In Cynthta’s neck fair Alma glowsy -
‘When the vain thing her jewels fhows
When Jenny’s ftays are newly kac'd,
Fair Alma plays about her waift;
And when the fwelling hoop fultaing
‘The rich brachde, fair Alma deigns

. Into that lower fpace to enter, .

Of the large round herfelf the eentre. -
Again : that fingle limb or feature

{Such is the cogent force of nature),

Which moft did Alma’s paffien move.

In the firft objeét of her love, .

For ever will be found confeft,

And printed on the amorous breaft.. .
O Abelard, ill-fated youth,

Thy tale will juftify this truth :

But well I weet, thy cruel wrong

Adorns a nobler poet’s fong.
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Dan Pope, for thy misfortune griev'd,
With kind coticern and fkill has weav'd
A filken: web; and ne'er thall fade
Tts colours; gently has he laid
The mantle o’er thy fad difrefs s -
And Venus thall the texture blefs.
He o’er the weeping nun has drawn
Such artful folds of facred lawn
That love, with equal grief and pride,
Shall fee the crime he ftrives to hide;
And, foftly drawing back the veil,
‘The God fhall to his votaries tell
Each confcious tear, each bluthing grace,
That deck’d dear Eloifa’s face.
Happy the poet, bleft the lays,
Which Buckingham has.deign’d to praife !

Next, Dick, as youth and habit fways,
A hundred gambols Alma plays.
If, whilft a boy, Jack ran from fchool,
Fond of his hunting-horn and pole ;
‘Though gout and age his fpeed detain,
Old John halloos his hounds again :
By his fire-fide he ftarts the hare ;
And turns her in his wicker-chair :
His feet, however lame, .you find,
Have got the better of his mind.

If, while the mind was in her leg,
The dance affefted nimble Peg;
Old Madge, bewitch'd at fixty-one,
Calls for Green Slecves, and Jumping Joan,

5
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In public mafk, erprivate ball,. . ..
From Liocoln’s-inh, to Gold{mith’s<hall,:
All Chriftmas.losg sway fhe trudges ;
Trips it with prontfees and judges: -+

. In vain her childrai urge her ftay; ' . .

And age or palty bar the way, .-
But, if thofe images prevail

Which whilom did affeét the tail,
She ftill renews the ancient feene,. .

. Forgets the fofty yeass between: - -

Aukwardly gay, ahd bddly merry,.

35
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Her fcarf palé pink, her head-knot cherry; -

O'er-heated withl idenl rage,. :
She cheats her fon,. {0 ‘wtd her page.

If Alma, whilft the man was young, -
Slipp’d up teo foen'ihta His tongue :-
Pleas’d with his dvkn.faheaflic fkill,.
He lets that weapdn na'¢f lie fiills
On any. point if you difpute |
Depend upos.ity be 'l confute: .

«Change fides ;- andl you increafe your pain ;

For he ’ll confute you badk again.
For one may fpeak with Tully’s tongue;
Yet all the while be i4 the wrong. :

: And ’tis remarkable that they C

ITalk moft, who have the leaft to fay, °
Your dainty fpeakers have the curfe,
To plead bad caufes down to. worfe :
As dames, who native beadty want,
Still uglier lock, .the more they pamt.
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Again: ifoin she femnlo Jex -
Alma fhould vn thismumlwsﬁt'
A cruel and a defperate: cafe;’ '
Fromn whichiheaven fhield- myfh’ly hfs ") 5
For evermore all careds sging
That woudi bling Altma dowi again,
As, inhabitual gout or flone; -
The only thing that:can be doné,
1s to corréfsyiopr drink and diet;
And keop the inward foein qui&q
So, if for any fins. ofroars -
Or our fordfathers, - higher-powers,
Severe though-jufty afi€tiour Kfe
"With that prime.ifl, .» talleing:tfe; " -
“Fill death fhall bring:theikiad velref; -
We muft be patiens,-og be deaf?

You'know a,certain lady, Ditk‘.
“Whe'{aw mo-when JF1aft was fitk :
"She kindly.talk'd, at l&ﬁiﬂ{rée‘homs,
Of plaftic forms, .and mental povrers ;
Defcrib’'d our pre-exifting ftation .
Before-this vile terrene creation;
And, left'I fhould be weary'd, madam,
“To eut things fhort, came ddvm to Adam ;
iFrom whence, as faftas fhe’ was able,

*She drowns the.world, and builds up Babel :

"Through Syria, Pecfie, Greece, fhe goes ¢
-And takes the:Romans-in:the clofe.

But we Il defcant on general naturé:
¥Fhis is a {yftem; not & fatire.

6r
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Turn we this globe ; and let us fce
How different nations difagree
In what we wear, or eat and drink ;

Nay, Dick, perhaps is what we thick, . .

In water as you fmel} and tafte
The foils thropgh which it rofe and pi(‘."r

In Alma’s manners you may read - vi

‘The place where fhe was born and bred.
One people from their {waddling bands

. Releas'd their infants” feet and hands

Here Alma to thefe limbs was broughe; ..
And Sparta’s offspring kick’d and fdught.

Another taugh theix babes to talk,
Ere they could yet in go-casts walk : |
_There Alma fcttlcd in the tongue:

* And orators from Athensfprung. ‘. .

Obferve but in thefe neighbouripg lands
‘The different ufe of mouths and hands ; .
As men repos’d their yarious hopes,

In battles thefe, and. thofc in tropes. ¢

In Britain’s 1ﬂea, ag Heylin notes,

The ladies trip in patticoats ;

‘Which, for the honour of their nation,
‘They quit but on fome great occafion.
Men there in breeches clad you view :
‘They claim that garment as their, due.

In Turkey the reverfe appears ; S
Long coats the haughty hufband wears ;
And greets his wife with angry fpceches,

- If fhe be feen without her breeches,
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In our fantaftic climes, the fair .
With cleanly. powder dry their hair:
And round their !oyely breait and head
Freth flowers their mingled odours fhed, .

. Your nicer Hottentots think meet
With guts and tn?e ta deck xhen: feet ;
‘With down-caft Jopks on Totu s legs, .
The ogling youth moft hulnbly begs,
She would not from his hopes remove
At once his breakfaft and his lov‘cA
And, if the fkittith pymph fhould fly,
He in a double fenfe mutk die.

We fimple toafters take delight .
‘T'o fee our womens teeth look white.
And every faucy ill-bred fellow
Sneers at a mouth profoundly yellow.
In China none hold women fweet,
Except their fnaggs are black as jett.
King Chihu pyt nine queens to death,
Convi& on ftatute, Ivory Teetb.

At Tonquiny if a prince fhould die
(As Jefuits write, who never lye),
‘The wife, and counfellor, and prieft,

Who ferv'd him moft, and lov’d him beft,

Prepare and light his funeral fire,

And chearful on the pile, expire.

In Europe ’t would be hard to find,

In cach degree, one half {o kind.
Now turn we to the fartheft ealt,

And there obferve the gentry dreft.

63 .
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‘Prince Giolo, and"his royal ‘f‘ff‘ers,

oo

Scarr’d with ten tHoufand come'(y bﬁﬂ‘cfs; S

“The marks remaining on the, iktn, "
“To tell the quality within.© ™ * "’: o
Diftinguifh'd flathes deck the great:
As each excels inbirth -or fldte;
“His oylet-holes are*mote 'and-ainplirs ™ o
“The king’s own body was fémfxlé‘r k
Happy the climate, where thé beau * *

¢ Wears the famefuit for wfe dnd‘fow '
And at a fmall'experce vour wifé, :
Af once well pink’d," i¥ cloathra’ fbr‘lec. .

Weftward again, the Indian falr S
Is nicely fmeaPd with fat of ‘bear:

“Before you fee, you fmell your ‘roaft;’

And {weeteft e 'who flinks the moft.

“The fineft fparks, ‘and cleaneft beaux,

Drip from the thoulders to the toes

How fleck their fking ! their jpints how cafy I
C*Théze flovens. only are not greafy.

I mention’d different ways of breeding :
Begin we in opr childrens rcadmg o
“To mafter John the Englifh maid "~ ,

A horn-book'gives of ginger-bread ;
And, that the child may learn the bétter,
As he can name, he cats the letter,
Proceeding thus with vaft delight,

He {pells, and gnaws, from left to righ.
But, thew a Hebrew’s hopeful fon
“Where we fuppofe the book begun,

Los e

“aas

" 450

460

465

470
The




AL M A, Cawro H.

“The child would thank you for your kindndfs,

And read quite backward from our fiais.
“Devour he learning nc’er fo faft,
“Great A would be referv’d the laft.
An equalinftance of this matter
'Is in the manners of a daughter.
In Europe, if a harmlefs maid,
By Nature and by Love betray’d,
Should, -ere a wife, become a nutfe,
“Her friends would look en her the worfe,
In China, Dampier’s Travels tell ye
(Look in his Index for PageMi),
"Soon as, the Britith thips unmoor,
And jolly long-hoat rows'to thore;
Down come the nobles of the land ¢
-Each brings his daughter in his hand,
“Befeeching the imperious tar
‘T'o make her but one hour lis care.
“The tender mother ftands affrighted,
Left her dear daughter fhould be flighted :
-Andl poor mifs Yaya dreads the fhame
~Of going back the maid fhe came.
Obferve how cuftom, Bick, compel¢
‘The lady that in Europe dwélls
After her tea, fhe flips away;
And what to do, one need nat fay.
"Now fec how great Pomonque’s queen
Behav'd herfelf amongft-the men :
Pleas’d with her punch, the gallant foul
Firft drank, then water'd in the bowl ;
Vou. II. 1)
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And fprinkled in the captain’s face
The marks of her peculiar grace —

To clofe this point, we need not roam
For inftances fo far from home.

What parts gay France from fober Spain ? " s08

A little rifing rocky chain.
.Of men born fouth or north o’ th’ hill,
Thofe feldom move ; thefe ne'er ftand fiill.
Dick, you love maps, and may perceive
Rome not far diflant from Geneve:. 510
If the good Pape remains at home,
He ’s the firft prince in Chriftendom.
Choofe then, good Pape, at home to ftay 3
Nor weftward curious take thy way :
Thy way ushappy fhould'ft thou take 518
From Tyber's bank to I.eman lake;
“Thou art an aged prieft no more,
But a young flaring painted whore;
Thy fex is loft : thy town is gone, .
No longer Rame, but Babylon. 520
*That fome few leagues fhould make this change,
“T'o men unlearn’d feems mighty ftrange.
But need we, friend, infift on this ?
Since, in the very Cantons Swifs,
All your philofophers agree, 328
And prove it plain, that one may be
A heretic, .or true believer,
On this, or t’ other fide a river.
Here, with an artful fmile, quoth Dick,
Your proofs come mighty full and thick — 530
' The
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“The bard, on this extenfive chapter
‘Wound up into poetic rapturc,
‘Continued : Richard, caft your eye
By.night upon a winter-fky '
‘Caft it by day-light on the firand, - 838
Which compaffes fair Albion’s land:
If you can count the ftars that glow
.Above, or fands that lie below-;
Into thofe common-places loak,
‘Which from great authors I have took ; 340
And count the proofs I have.collefted,
To have my writings well proteéted.
Thefe I lay-by for time of need;
And thou may'ft at thy leifure read.
For, ftanding every critic’s rage, 545
1 fafely will to future age
My [yfiem, as a gift, bequeath,
Vi€torious over {pight and death.

CANTO I

}CHAR D, who now was half afleep,
. Rous’d ; nor would longer filence keep s
And fende like this, in vocal breath,
Broke from his.two-fold hedge of teeth. .
Now, if this phrafe too harfh be thought ; 3
Pope, tell the world, ’is not my fault..
Old Homer taught us thus to fpeak ;
If 'tis not fenfe, at leaft 'tis Greek.

¥ a . As
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As folks, quoth Richard, prone to leafing,
Say things at firft, becaufe'they 're pleafing; * 10
Then prove what they have once afferted ;
-Nor care to have their lie deforted ;
“Till their own dreams at lengih deocive ’em
And, oft’ repeating, they believe lom :
Or as, again, thofe amorous blades, ' 1y
‘Who trifle with their mothers’ maids ;
Though at the firft their'wild defire
"Was but to quench a ‘prefent fire ;
Yet if the objeét of their love
Chance by Lucine’s aid to prove ; 20
“They feldom let the bantling roar
In bafket at a neighbour’s door;
But, by the flattering glafs of natuse
“Viewing themfelves in cake-bread’s fearure,
"With ferious thought and care fupport 23
‘What only was begun in fport.: '
Juft fo with you, my friend, it fares,
“Who deal in philofophic wares.
Atoms you cut, and forms you meafure,

To gratify your private pleafure ; 70

“Till hiry feeds of cafhal wit

Do fome fantaftic birth 'beget ;

And, pleas'd to find your fyfiem mended

Beyond what you at firft intended,

‘The happy whimfey you purfue, " 8§
Till you at length belicve it true. -
«Caught by your own delufive art, '

You fancy firft, and then affert,

3 ‘Quoth
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Quoth Matthew : Frlend, as far as §
Through art or nature caft my eye,.
This axiom clearly I dicesn,

‘That one muft teach, and ¢’ other learn.
No fool Pythagaras was thoughe ;
Whilft he bis weighty dottrines taught,
He made his liftening fcholars ftand,

Their mouth #Hl cover'd with their hand ¢

Elfe, may be, fome odd-thinking youth,

Lefs friend to dofrine then to truth,

Might have refus’d te let his cars

Attend the mufic of the fpheres ;

Deny’d all tranfmigrating fcenes,

And introduc’d the ufe of beans.

From great Lucretius take his void;

And all the world-is quite deftroy’d..

Deny Des-cart his fubtil matter;

You leave him neither fire nor water.

How oddly would Sir Ifaac look,

If you, in anfwer to his book,

Say in the front of your difcourfe,.

That things have no elaftic force !

How could our ebemic friends go on,

‘To find the philofophic ftone;

If you more powerful reafons bring,

‘To prove, that there is no fuch thing?
Your chiefs in {ciences and arts

Have great contempt of Alna’s parts.

They find, fhe giddy is, or dull;

She doubts,. if things are void, or full :

Fs
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And who fhould be prefum’d to tell

 'What fhe herfelf fhould fee, or feel ¥

She doubts if two and two make four,
Though fhe has told them.ten times o'er..
¥t can’t — it may be — and it muft :

To which of thefe muft Alma truft?
Nay further yet they make her go-

In doubting, if fhe doubts, or no.

- Can fyllogifm fet things right ?

No : majors foon with minors fight;
©Or, both in friendly confort join’d,
The confequence limps falfe behind..
So to fome cunning-man the goes,
And aks of him, how much fhe knows..
‘With patience grave he hears her fpeak ;
And from his fhort notes gives her back
What from her tale he comprehended =
Thus the difpute is wifely ended..
From the account the lofer brings,.
The Conjuror knows, who ftole the things.
*Squire (interrupted Dick) fince when
Wére you amongft thefe cunning-men ?
Dear Dick, quoth Mat, let not thy foree
Of eloquence fpoil my difcourfe.
I tell thee, this is Alma’s cafe,
Still afking, what feme wife-man fays,
‘Who does his mipd in words reveal,

Which all muft grant; though few can fpell.

You-tell your doftor, that y* are ill :
And what does he, but write a bill,

.
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Of which you need not read one letter:
The worfe the fcrawl, the dofe the better.
For if you knew but what you take ;
‘Thouglr you recover, he muft break.
Ideas, forms, and intellects,
Have furnifh’d out three different fefts.
Subflance, or accident, divides-
All Europe into adverfe fides.
Now, as, engag’d in arms or laws,.

You muft have friends to back your caufe ;

In philofophic matters fo
Your judgement muft with others’ go:
For as in fenates, fo in fchools,
Majorizy of voices sules.

Poor Alma, like a lonely deer,
O'er hills and dales does doubtful err =
With panting hafte, and quick furprize,’
From every leaf that ftirs, fhe flies ;
Till, mingled with the neighbouring herd,
She flights what erft fhe fingly fear'd :
And now,. cxempt from doubt and dread,
She dares purfue, if they dare lead ;
As their example ftill prevails,
She tempts the ftream, or leaps the pales.

He then, quoth Dick, who by your rule:

Thinks for himfelf, becomes a fool ;.
As party-man, who.leaves the reft,
¥s call’d but whimfical* at beft..

7%
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#* Some of the Tories, in the queen’s reign, were

diftinguifhed by that appellation..
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Now, by your favour,. mafter Mat,
Like Ralpho, here X {mell a rat.
I muft be lifted in your fe&; -
‘Who, though they teach not, can protect.
Right, Richard, Mat in triumph cry’d : 130:
So put off alt miftruft and pride.
And, while my principles I beg,.
Pray anfwer only with your leg..
Believe what friendly I advife :
Be firft fecure ; and then be wife.. 135.
The man within the coach that fits,
And to another’s fkill fubmits,
Is fafer much (whate’er arrives)
And warmer too, than he that drives.
So Dick Adept, tuck back thy hair; 140+
And I will pour into thy ear
Remarks, which none did ¢e’er difclofe
In fincoth-pac’d verfe, or hobbling profe.
Attend, dear Dick; but don’t reply :
And thou may'ft prove as wife as I.. 145
When Alma now, in different ages,
Has finifh’d ber afcending ftages ;
Into the head at length fhe gets,
And there in public grandeur fits, }
To judge of things, and cenfure wits. 150
Here, Richard,. how could I explain.
The various labyrinths of. the brain!
Surprize my readers, whilft I tell ’em
Of cerebrum, and cerebellum !
How could I play the commentator : 155
On dura and on pia mater !
Where
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‘Where hot and cold, and dry and wer,
Strive each the other’s place to ges;
And, with inceflant toil and firife, '
Would keep pofleflion dusing life ¢ 360
¥ could demonitrate every pore,
Where memory lays up all her ftore ;-
And to an inch compute the flation
*Twixt judgement and imagination : .
O friend ! X could difplay much learning,. 165.
At leaft to men of {mall difcerning.
The brain contains ten thoufand cells :
In each fome attive fancy dwells ;
Which always.is at work, and framing
The feveral follies T was nawing. 170
As in a hive’s vimincous dome
Ten thoufand bees enjoy their home ;.
Each does her ftudious altions vary,
To go and coms, to fetch and carry :
Each ftill fenews her little labour; 178:
Nor juftles her affiduous neighbour : :
Each — whilft this #befis I maintain, “
L fancy, Dick, I know thy brain.
O, with the mighty theme affetted, .
Could I but fee thy head diffected ! ’ 180;

My head ! quoth Dick, to ferve your whim !
Spare that, and.take fome other limb.
Sir, in your nice affairs of [yfem,
Wife men propofe ; but fools affift ’em, .

Says Matthew : Richard, keep thy head,, 183
And hold thy. peace ; and I Ul proceed. -

Proceed !
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Proceed !' quoth Dick : Sir, I aver,
You have already gone to far.
‘When people once are in the wrong,
Each line they add is much too long. 190
Who fafteft walks, but walks aftray,
3s only furtheft from his way..
Blefs your conceits ! muft I believe,
Howe’er abfurd, what you conceive ¢
And, for your friendthip, live and die 195
A papilt in philofophy ?
¥ fay, whatever you maintain
Of Alma in the heart or brain ;
The plaineft man alive may tell ye;
Her feat of empire is the belly = 200
From hence fhe [ends out thofe fupplies,.
‘Which makes us cither ftout or wife ;
The ftrength of every other member
Is founded on your belly-timber;
The qualms or raptures of your blood 805
Rife in proportion to your food ;
And, if you. would improve your thought,
You muft be fed, as well as taught.
Your ftomach makes your fabrick roll;
Juft as the bias rules the bowl. 110
That great Achilles might employ
The ftrength, defign’d to ruin Troy ;.
He din’d on lion’s marrow, fpread
On toafts of ammunition-bread :
But, by his mother {ent away, 215
Amongft the Thracian girls to play,.

Effe~
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Effeminate he fat, and quiet :
Strange produ€t of a cheefe-cake diet |
Now give my argument fair play,
And take the thing the other way : se
‘The youngfter, who at nine and three
Drinks with his fifters milk and tea,
From breakfaft reads till twelve o’ clock,
Burnet and Heylin, Hobbes and Locke;
He pays due vifits after noon 228
‘To coufin Alice and uncle John ;
At ten from coffee-houfe or play
Returning, finifhes the day.
But, give him port and potent fack,
From milkfop he frarts up moback ; 230
Holds that the happy know no hours 3
So through the ftreet at midnight fcowers,
Breaks watchmen’s heads, and chairmen’s glaffes,
And thence proeceds to nicking fafhes ;
Till, by fome tougher hand o’ercome, 235
And firft knock’d down, and then led home,
He damns the footman, ftrikes the maid,
And decently reels up to bed.
Obferve the various operations
Of food and drink in feveral nations. 240
‘Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel
Upon the ftrength of water-gruel ?
But who fhall ftand his rage and force,
If firft he rides, then eats his horfe ?
Sallads, and eggs, and lighter fare, 245
Thune the Jalian fpark’s guitar.
And,
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And, if I take Dan Congreve right,

Pudding and beef make Bricoms fighe.
‘Tokay and coffee caufe this werk,

- Between the German and: the Turk ;.

And both, as they provifiens want,
€hicane avoid, retire,, and faint.

Hunges and thirft, on guns and fwords,
Give the fame déath in different words.

+ -+ 'To puth this argument no further;

To ftarve a man, in law is murther..

As in a watck’s fine machine,
‘Though many artful {prings ave feen ;
The added movements, which declare
How full the moeen, how old the year,
Derive thair fecondary power
From that which fimply points the heur,

. For,. though thofe gim-cracks wese away,
(Quare would not fwear, but Quare would fay)

However more yeduc’d and plain,

The watch would ftill a watch remain :
But, if the baral orbit ceafts,

‘The whole ftands ftill, er breaks to. pieces ;,
Ts now no longer what it was;

And you may. e’en go fell the cafe.

So, if unprejudic’d you fcan

The goings of this clock-work, man,
You find a hundred movements made
By fine devices in his head ;

But ’tis the ftomach’s folid ftroke

‘That tells his bejpg,, whas ’s o’ closk..
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If you take off this rbateric trigger,
He talks no more in mode and figure;
Oy, clog his matbematic-wheel,

‘His buildings fall, his fhip ftands fiillg
-Or, laftly, break-his pelitic-weight,
His voice no longer rules the ftate,
“Yet, if thefe finor whims were gone,

”

280

Your clock, thouph plain, would #ill ge on, -

But {poil the engine of digeftion ;

And you entirely change the queftion.
Alma’s affairs no powsr can mend ;
“The jeft; ales! is atanend «

Soon ceafes all this worldly buttle s
And you confign the.corpfe to Ruffel.

Now make your Alma come or go

From leg to hand, from top to toe,
Your fiflem, without.my addition,

Js in a very {ad epndition.
-So Harlequin extoll’d his horfe,

Fit for the:war, or road; or-ceurfe ;

His mouth was foft ; his eye was good ;
His foot was fure as ever trod: -
+One fault he had (a fault indeed !);
And what wag that ? :the horfe was dend.

Dich, from thefe inftances and fetches,

“Thou mak’ft of horfes, clocks, and watches,
*Quoth Mat, to.me thou feem*ft to mean,
“That Alma'is a mere machine :

That, telling others what’s o’ clock,
She knows not mhatherfelf has ftruck ;
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But leaves to ﬁanders-b‘y‘ the trial
«Of what is mark’d upon her dial.

Here hold a blow, good friend, quoth Dick,

And rais’d his voice exceeding quick.

Fight fair, Sir : what I never meant

Don't you infer. In argument

‘Similics are like fongs in love

“They much defcribe; they nothing prove,
Mat, who was here a little gravel’d

“Toft up his nofe, and would have cavil'd;

But, calling Hermes to his aid,

Half pleas’d, half angry, thus he faid :

(Where mind (’tis for the author’s fame)

“That Matthew call’d, and Hermes came.

In danger hesoes, and in-doubt

Poets find Gods to help them out.)
Friend Richard, I begin to fee,

“That you and I fhall fcarce agree.

“Obferve how oddly you behave :

‘The more I grant, the more you crave.

But, corprade, as I faid juft now,

T fhould affirm, and you allow.

We [yffem-makers can {uftain

‘The thefis, which you grant was plain;

And with remarks and comments teaze ye,

¥n cafe the thing before was eafy.

" But, in a point obfcure and dark,

We fight as Leibnitz did with Clarke
And, when no rcafon we can thew,
“Why masters this or that way ga,
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“The fhorteft way the thing we try,

And what we know not, we deny ;

“True to our own o'erbearing pride,
.And falfe to all the world befide.

That old philofopher grew crofs,

‘Who could not tell what motion was =
Becaufe he walh’d againft his will,

He fac’d men down, that he ftood ftill.
And he who, reading on the heast
(When all his guodlibets of art

Could not expound its pulfe and heat),
Swore, he had never felt it beat.
-Chryfippus, foil'd by Epicurus,

Makes bold (Jove blefs him 1) to affure us,
‘That all things, which our mind can view,
May be at once both falfe .and wue.

And Malebranche has an odd conceit,

As ever enter’d Frenchman’s pate.:

Says he, fo little can aur mind

“Of matter or of fpirit find,

That we by guefs at leaft may gather
‘Something, which may be both, or neither.
Faith, Dick, I muft confefs, ’tis true
«(But this is only entre sous),

“That many knotty points there are,
“Which all difcufs, but few can clear,

As nature flily had thought fi,

For fome by-ends, to crofs-bite wity
Circles to fquare, and cubes to double,
Would give.a man exceffive trouble ;
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“T'he longitude uncertain roams,
In fpite of Whifton and his bombs.
‘What fyffem, Dick, has right averr'd
‘The caufe why woman has no beard ? 370
‘Or why, as years our frame attack,
»Our hairs grow white, our teeth grow black ?
.In points like thefe, we muft agree,
:Our barbers know as much as we.
“Yet ftill, unable to explain, 37§
“We mutt perfift the beft we can;
“With care our fjfems ftill renew ;
And prove things likely, though not true.
I could, thou fee’ft, in quaint difpute,
"By dint of lgic, firtke thee mute ; 3%
“With learmed fkill, now puth, sow parry,
‘From Darii to Bocardo vary,
And never yield ; or, what is wortt,
Never conclude the point difcours’d.
Yet, that you bic & nuwe may know, T 38%
How much you to my candour owe,
1’1l from the difputant. defcend,
‘To thew thee, I affume the friend s -
1’11 take thy notion for.my own
- (So moft philofophers have done) ; 390
Tt makes my fyfem more complete :
Dick, can-it have a nobler fate ? .
Take what thew wilt, faid Dick, dear friend;
But bring thy metters to an end.
1 find, quoth Mat, reproof is vain- 393
‘Who firft offend will fisft complain, :
Thou
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‘Thou witheft I thould make to thore; -
Ye ftill putt’ft in thy thwarting odr.
‘What I have told thee fifty times
In profe, receive for once in rhymes :
A huge fat man in country-fair,
Or city~church (no matter where),
Labour'd and pufh’d amidft the croud,
Still biwling out extremely loud,
Lord fave us! why do people prefs? -
Another, marking his diftrefs,
Friendly reply’d, Plump gentleman,
Get out as faft as ¢’er you can;
Or ceafe to puth, or to exclaim :
You make the very croud you blame.
Says Dick, Your moral does not need
“The leaft return; {o e’en proceéd :
Your tale, howe’er apply’d, was fhort :
So far, at leaft, I thank you for’t.
Mat took his thanks; and, in a tone
More magifterial, thus went on.
Now, Alma fettles in the head ;
As has before been fung, or faid :
And here begins this faree of life ;
Enter revenge, ambition, ftrife :
Behold on both fides men advance,
‘To form in eatneft Bays’s dance.
L’Avare, not ufing half his ftore,
Still grumbles that he has no more;
Strikes not the prefent tun, for fear
The vintage fhould be bad next year;
Vou. 1L, G
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And eats to-day with inward forrow,

JAnd dread of fancy'd want to-morrow.

Abroad if the furtaut you wear

Repels the rigour of the air;

‘Would you be warmer, if at home

“You had the fabric and the loom ?

And, if two boots.keep.out the weather,

‘What need you have two hides of leather 2

Could Pedro, think yom, .make no trial

‘Ofa Jfonata on his viol,

“Unlefs he had the total gut

‘Whence every ftring at firft was cut?
‘When Rarus fhews you his cartone,

"He always tells you, with a groan,

“‘Where two of that fame hand' were torn
Long before you or he were born.

Poor Vento’s mind fo much is.croft,
For part of his Petronius loft,
‘That he can never take the pains
To underftand what yet remains.

What toil did honeft Curio take,
‘What ftriét enquiries did he make,
To get one medal wanting yet,
And perfe&t all his Roman fet !
*Tis found : and, O his happy Jot#
’Tis bought, lock’d up, and lies forgot:
Of thefe no mare you hear him fpeak :
He now begins upon the Greek.

“Thefe, rang’d and fhew’d, fhall in their turns

‘Remain obfcure as in their urns.
4
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My copper-lamps at any rate,
For being true antique, I bought;
. Yet wifely melted down my plate,
On modern models to be wrought : 460
And trifles I alike purfue,
Becaufe they 're old, becaufe they 're new.
Dick, I have feen you with delight
For Georgy ® make a paper kite.
And fimple odes too many fhow ye 465
My fervile complaifance to Chloe. '
Parents and lovers are decreed
By Nature fools—That ’s brave indeed !
Quoth Dick ¢ fuch truths are worth receiving.
Yet ftill Dick look’d as not believing. 470
Now, Alwa, to divines and profe
<1 leave thy frauds, and crimes, and woes;
Nor think to-night of thy ill-nature,
But of thy follies, idle creature 1
The turns of thy uncertain wing, 473
And not the malice of thy fting *
Thy pride of being great and wife
T do but mention, to defpife;
I view with anger and difdain
How little gives thee joy or pain 430
A print, a bronze, a flower, a root,
A fhell, a butterfly, can do ;
Ev’n a romance, ‘a tune, a rliyme,
Help thee to pafs the tedious time,

#® M. Sheleon’s fon.
Ga ‘Which
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Which elfe would on thy hand remain ; 485
Though, flown, it ne’er looks back again; ™ o
And cards are dealt, and chefs-boards brought,~”

To cafe the pain of coward thought : -
Happy refult of human.wit ! :
That Alma may ferfelf forget. 490

Dick, thus we a&t; and thus we are,
Or tofs’d by hope, ar funk by care.
With endlefs pain this man purfues  *
What, if he gain'd, he could not ufe :
And t'other fondly hopes to fee - 49§
‘What never was, nor e’er fhall be. :
‘We err by ufe, go wrong by rules,
In gefture grave, in action fools :
‘We join hypocrify to pride,
Doubling the faults we firive to hide. - 508
Or grant that, with extreme furprize, ‘
‘We find ourfelves at fixty wife ;
And twenty pretty things are known,
Of which we can’t accomplith one ; .
Whiltt, as my fyffem {ays, the mind [{]3
Is to thefe upper rooms confin’d :
Should I, my friend, at large repeat
Her borrow’d fenfe,, her fond conceit,
The bead-roll of her vicious tricks; -
My Poem will be too prolix. 516
For, could I my remarks fuftain,
Like Socrates, or Miles Montaigne ;
‘Who in thefe times would read my books, = *
But Tom ¢'Stilesy or John o'Nokes ?
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As Brentford kings, difereet and wife,
s After long thought and grave advice,
Tato Lardella’s coffin peeping,
- _Saw nought to caufe their mirth or weeping
So Ahna, now to'joy or grief
Superior, finds hér late relief :
Weary'd of being high or great,
And nodding in her chair of ftate;
Stunn’d and worn out with endlefs chat
Of Will did this, and Nan faid that;
She finds, poor thing, fome little crack,
Which Nature, forc’d by Time, muft make,
Through which flie wings her deftin’d way ;
Upward fhe foars; and down drops clay s
While fome furviving friend fupplies
Hic jacet, and a hundred lies.
O Richard, till that day appears,
‘Which muft décide our hopes and fears,
‘Would Fortune calm her prefent rage,
And give us play-things for our age;
Would Clotho wath her hands in milk,
And twift our thread with gold and filk ;
Would fhe, in friendthip, peace, and plenty,
Spin out our years to four times twinty ;
And fthould we both in' this condition
Have conquér'd’ Love, and worfe Ambitiofi ;
(Elfe thofe two paffionsy by the way,
May chance to few us feurvy play) ;
‘Then, Richard, then fliould we fit down,
Far from the tumult of this town;
G3
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1 fond of my well-chofen feat, 545

My pitures, medals, books compleat.

Or, fhould we mix our friendly talk,

O’cr-thaded in that favourite walk, .

‘Which thy own hand had whilom planted,

Both pleas’d with all we thought we wanted :  ¢50

Yet then, ev’n then, one crofs refleCtion

Would fpoil thy grove, and my colleion :

Thy fon, and his, ere that, may die;

And Time fome uncouth heir fupply,

Who fhall for nothing clfe be known 853

But {poiling all that thou hatt done.

‘Who fet the twigs, fhall he remember

That is in hafte to fell the timber?

And what fhall of thy woeds remain,

Except the box that threw the main ? - 560
Nay, may not Time and Death remove

The near relations whom I love ?

And my coz Tom, or his coz Mary,

(Who hold the plough, or fkim the dairy)

My favourite books and pictures fell [1)

‘To Smart, or Doiley, by the ell ?

Kindly throw in a little figure,

And fet the price upon the bigger ?

Thofe who could never read the grammar,

When my dear volumes touch the hammer,  g70

May think books beft, as richeft bound ;

My copper medals by the pound

May be with learned juftice weigh'd;

To turnbe balance, Otho's head )

Miy
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" May be thrown in; and for the metal, 8§75
‘The coin may mend a tinker's kettle— -

Tird with thefe thoughto—Lefs tir’d than I,.
Quoth Dick, with your philofophy—-
‘That people live and die; Fknewr
An hour ago, as well as you. 580-
And, if Faté¢ fpins us longer years,
Or is in hafte to take the thears,
¥ know we. muft both fortunes try, .
And bear our evils wet or diy.
Yet, let the Goddefs fmile or frown,. 535
Bread we. fhall eat; or white or brown;. -
And in a cottage, or a court,
Drink fine champaigne or muddled porsz.
‘What need of books thefe truths-to tell,
‘Which folks perceive who cannot fpell 2 590,
And muft we {pe&acles apply,
‘To view what hurts our naked eye ?

Sir, if it be your wifdom’s aim.
‘T'o make me merrier than I am;
¥’Il be all night at your devotion=- Sy
Gome on,. friend ; broach the. pleafing notion ::
But, if you would deprefs my thought,.
Your fjflem is not worth a groat—- '

For Plato’s fancies what care I
T'hope you would not have me dic, , 600>
Like fimple Cato,.in the play, .
For any. thing that he can fay ?-
-E’en let him of ideas fpeak
To heathens in his native Greek. .

G 4 It:
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If to be {ad is to be wife ; 605
T do mott heartily defpife
‘Whatever Socrates has faid,
Or Tully writ, or Wanley read.
Dear Drift *, to fer ouy matters ngk:,
Remove thefe papers from my fight ; b1e
Burn Mat’s Def-cart’, and Ariftotle :
Here! Jonathan, your mafter’s bostle.

* Mr. Prior’s Secretary and Executor.

SOLOMON
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VANITY OF THE WORLD,

A
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IN THREE BOOKS.

‘0 Biog yag drop’ ixes, wwbrog & fpyy wirm, Eu. i
URIP.

“ Siquis Deus mihi largiatur, ut ex hac atate repu-
¢ erafcam, & in cunis vagiam, valde recufem.”
Cic. de Senelt,

“ The bewailing of man’s miferies hath been clegantly
¢ and copioufly fet forth by many in the writings as
s well of Philofophers as Divines; and is both a
¢ pleafant and a profitable contemplation.”

Baconx.
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T is hard for a man to fpeak of himfelf with any to~
Jerable fatisfaltion or fuccefs: he can bemore pleafed
in blaming himfelf, than in reading a fatire made on him
by another: and though be may juftly defire that &
friend fhould praife him ; yet, if he makes his own pa-
negyrick, he will get very few to read it.. It is harder
for him to fpeak of his own writings. An author is
in the condition of a culprit: the publick are his
judges : by allowing too much, and condefeending too
far, he may injure his. own caufe, and beceme a kind
of falo de fe; and, by pleading and afferting too boldly,
he may difpleafe the court that fits upon him: his
apology may only heighten his accufation. I would
avoid thefe extremes : and though, I grant, it would
not be very civil to trouble the reader with a long
preface, before he enters upon an indifferent poem; I
would fay fomething to perfuade him to take it as it isy
‘or to excufe it for not being better. '

The noble images and refleftions, the profound rea-
fonings upon human actions, and excellent precepts for
the government of life, which are found in the Proverbs,
Ecclefiaftes, and other books commonly attributed to
Solomon, afford fubje&ts for fincr poems in every ki;::
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than have, I think, as yet appeared in 'the Greek,
Latin, or any modern language: how far they were
verfe in their original is a differtation not to be entered
into at prefent.

Onut of this great treafure, wl'nt:h lies heaped up to-
gether in a confufed magnificence, above all order, I
had a mind to. colle&t and digeft fuch obfervations and
) apophthegms, as moft pamcularly tend to the proof of
that great affertion, laid down in’the beginning of
the Ecclefiaftes, ALL 18 VANITY.

Upon the fybje€t thus chofen, fuch various images :

prefent themfelves to a wtiter's mind, that he muft find
it eafier to judge what fhould be rejefted, than . what
ought to be received. The difficulty lies in drawing
and difpofing; or (as the painters term it) in grouping
fuch a multitude of différent objeé¥s, preferving ftill the
juftice and conformity of ftyle and colouring, the

< fimplex duntaxat & unum,” which Horate prefcribes,
" a8 requifite to make the whole picture beautiful and
perfeét.

As precept, however true in theory, or ufefol in
praftice, would be but dry and tediotis in verfe, efpe-
cially ifl the recital be long; I found it neceffary te
form fome flory; and give a kind of body to the poem.
Under what {pecies it may be comiprehended, whethes
Didafealic or Heroic, I leave to the judgement of the
<critics; defiring them to be favourable in their cenfure;
and not folicirous what the poem is called, provided it
may be accepted; )

' ‘ The
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The chief perfonage, or charalter, in the Epic is
always propartioned to the defign of the work, to carry
on the parration and the moral. Homer intended tor
fhew us, in his Iliad, that diffentions amongft great men
obftruét the exeoytion of the nobleft emterprizes, andf
tend to the ruin of a ftate or kingdom.. His Achilles
therefore is haughty and paffionste, impatieat of any
reftraint by laws, and arrogant in arms. In his Odyfles,
the fame Poet endeavours to explain, that the hardeft
diffculties may be overcome by labour, and our fortune
reftored after the fevereft afflictions. Ulyfles therefore:
is valiant, virtuous, and patient. Virgil’s defign was
to tell us, how, from a {fmall colony eftablithed by the
Trojans in Italy, the Roman. empire rofe; and from
what ancient families Auguftus (who was his prince.
and patron) defcended. His hero therefore was to fight
his way to the throne, flill diftinguithed and proteCied
by the favour of the gods. The Poet to this end takes,
off from the vices of Achilles, and adds to the virtues of -
Ulyfles; Trom both perfe&ting a charaller proper for
his work in the perfon of Znas.

As Virgil copied after Homer, other Epic Poets
have copied after them both. Taflo’s Gierufalemme
Liberata is direétly Troy Town Sacked ; with this dife
ference only, that the two chief charalers in Homer,
which the Latin Poet had joined in one, the Italian.
has feparated in his Godfrey and Rinaldo: but he
makes them both carry on his work with very great
fuccefs. Ronfard’s Franciade (incomparably good as..
far as it goes) is again Virgil's Eneis, His Hero -

comes
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comes from a foreign country, fettles a colony, and
lays the foundation of a future empire. I inftance in’
thefe, as the greateft Italian and French Poets in the
Epic. ' In our language, Spenfer has not contented
himfelf with this fubmiffive manner of imitation: he
launches out into very flowery paths, which ftill feem to
<conduét him into one great road. His Fairy Queen
¢had it been finifred) muft have ended in the account
which every Knight was to give of his adventures, and
in the accumutated praifes of his heroine Gloriana.
. The whole would have been an Heroic Poem, but in
another caft and figure than any that ever had been
written before. Yetit is obfervable, that every Hero
«(as far as we can judge by the books ftill remaining)
bears his diftinguifhed chara&ter, and reprefents fome
particular virtue conducire to the whole défiga.

T'o bring this to our prefent fubje&. The pleafures
.of life do not compenfate the miferies < age fteals upon
us unawares; and death, as the only cure of our ills,
-ought to be expefled, but not feared. This inftruétion
is to be illuftrated by the a&ion of fome great perfon.
‘Wrho thercfore more proper for the bufinefs, than So-
Jomon himfelf? And why may he not be fuppofed now
1o repeat what, we take it for granted, he a&ted almoft
three thoufand years fince ? ¥, in the fair fituation
where this prince was placed, he was acquainted with
forrow; if, endowed with the preateft perfeftions of
nature, and pofleffed of all the advantages of external
condition, he could not find happinefs; the reft of

mankind may fafely take the monarch’s word for the
truth
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'truth of what he afferts. And the auther who would
sperfuade that we fhould bear-the ills of life patiently,
merely becaufe Solomon felt the fame, has a better ar-

[ ] . o« . o
gument than Lucretius had, when, in his imperious
way, he .at once comvinces and commands, that we
ought to fubmit to Death without repining, becaufe '
Epicurus died.

The whole Poem is a foliloquy: Solomon is the
perfon that {peaks: he is at .once the Hero and the
Aauthor; but he tells us very often what others fay to
him. Thofe chicly introduced are his rabbies and
;philofophers in the firft book ; and his women and theig
attendants in the fecond : with thefe the facred hiftory
mentions him to have converfed; as likewife with the
Angel brought down in the third book, to help him
-out of his difficulties, or, at leaft to teach him how te
wvercome them.

¢ Nec Deus dnterfit nifi dignus vindice nodus—-"

X prefume this poetical liberty may be very juftly al-
lowed me on fo folemn an occafion.

In my defcription I have endeavoured to keep to the
notions and manners of the Jewith nation at the time
when Solomon lived: and, where I allude to the
cuftoms of the Greeks, I believe I may be juftified by
the frifteft chronology ; though a Poet is not obliged
to the rules that confine an Hiftorian. Virgil has an-
ticipated two hundred years; or the Trojan Hero and
Carthaginian Queen could not have been brought to-’
gether : and without the fame anachronifm feveral of

the
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Hhe fnelt parteof his Anels muft have’ beén onitted.
Our ¢ountrymiéh Miltdn gods yee farther. He takes
up mrany of his mdteridl imigés ffnie tioufunds of years |
‘after the fall of man: nor could he otherwifé have
wititten; or we read, oné of the fublitieft pieces of in-
‘werition thae wad ever yer produced. This likewife
takes off the objeftion, that fome names of countries,
ey of att, and notions it matural philofophy, are
otherwife expréfifed than cin be' warranted by the
grography or aftroitomy of Solomon’s time. Poets
are allowed' the farhe liberty in' their defcriptions and
eompatifons, as pdinters in their draperies and orna:
ments: their perfonages may be dreffed, not exa&ly
in the famte habits which they wore, but in fuch as
make them appear mbft graceful: In this cafe pro-
‘Wability muft atone for the wint of truth. This li-
berty has indeed been abufed by eminent mafters in
cithter fcience. Raphael and Taffo have fhewn their
diforetion, where Paul Veronefe and Ariofto are to
anfwer for their extravagances. It is the excefs, not
the thing itfelf, - that is blameable.

I would fay one word of the meafure in which this
and moft Poems of the age are written. Heroic with
continued rhyme, as Donne and his contemporaries
ufed it, carrying the fenfe of one verfc moft commonly
into another, was found' too diffolute and wild, and
came very often too near profe. As Davenant and
Waller corretted, and' Dryden perfefted it; it is too
confined : it cuts off the fenfe at the chd of every firlt

dins, which muft always rhyme to the next following ;
and
2
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and confequently produces too frequent an identity in
the found, and brings every couplet ta the point of an
epigram. It is indeed too broken and weak, to convey
the fentiments and reprefent the images proper for Epic.
And, as it tires the writer while he compofes, it muft
do the fame to the reader while he repeats; efpecially
in 2 Poem of any confiderable length.

If ftriking out into Blank Verfs, as Milton did (and

in this kind Mr. Philips, had he lived, would have
excelled) ; or running the thought into Alternate and
Stanza, which allows a greater variety, and ftill pre-
ferves the dignity of the verfe, as-Spenfer and Fairfax
have done ; if either of thefe, I fay, be a proper remedy
for my poetical complaint, or if any other.may be
found, I dare not determine: I am only enquiring in
order to be better informed ; without prefuming to
dire&t the judgement.of others. And, while, I am
fpeaking of the verfe itfelf, I give all juft praife to
many of my friends now living; who have in Epic
carried the harmony of their numbers as far as the
nature of this meafure will permit. But, once more :
he, that writes in rthymes, dances in fetters; and, as his
chain is more extended, he may certainly take larger
feps. . -
I need make no apology for the fhort digreffive pa-
aegyric upon Great Britain, in the Firft Book. I am
glad to have it obferved, that there appears throughout
all my verfes a zcal for the honour of my country : and
I had rather be thought a good Englithman, than the
beft Poet, or the greateft Scholar, that ever wrote.

Vou. IL¥ H And
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‘And now as to the publifhing of this piece, though

‘I have <n .a literal fenfe obferved Horace’s ¢ Nonum
¢ premativ-in annum ;” yethave-I by no-means obeyed
-our poetieal Lawgiver, according to the fpirit of the
precept.  The Poem -has indeed-been written and laid
.afide much-longer than the term prefcribed ; but in the
mean timel had dittle leifure, and.lefs inclination, tp
revife or pristit, The .frequeat interruptions T have
met with.in -my private -ftudies, and .great variety -of
-public life :in -which 1 -have -been employed; my
thoughts (fuchas they are) having generally been ex-
.preffed in foreign language, and even formed by 4 ha-
bitude very ditferent from .what the beauty and clegance
of Englith Poetry requises : all thefe, and fome other
¢ircumftances which we had as good pafs by.at prefent,
do juftly contribute to make my-excufe in -this behalf
very plaufible. Far indeed from defigning to-print, I
-had locked up thefe papers in my fcritoire, there to
lie in,peace till my executors ‘might have taken them
-out. What altered this defign, or how my feritoire
came to be unlocked before -my coffin was nailed, is
the queftion. The true reafon I take to be the beft:
many of my friends of the -firft quality, fineft learning,
and greateft underftanding, have wrefted the key from
-my hands by a.very kind and irrefitible violence: and
the poem is publithed, not without .my confent'indeed,
but a little .againft my opinion; and with an implicit
fubmiffion to the partiality of their judgement. As.I
give up here the fruits of many of my vacaat -hours to
their amufcment and plcafure; I fhall always think
v myfelf
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myfelf happy,. if I may dedicate my moft ferious en-

deavours to their intereft and fervice. And Iam proud’
to finith this preface by faying, that the violence of

many enemies, whom I never juftly offended, is

abundantly recompenfed by .the goodnefs of more

friends, whom I can never fufficiently oblige. And

if L here affume the liberty of mentioning my Lord

Harley and Lord Bathurft as the authors of this ami-

eable confederacy, among all thofe whofe names do

me great honour at the beginning of iny book *; thefe

two only ought to be angry with me: for I difobey

their pofitive order, whilft I make even this fmall ac-.
knowledgement of their particular kindnefs.

# As {ubfcribers to the edition in folio, 1718,

H2 TEXTS
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TEXTS CHIEFLY ALLUDED TO IN BOOK I,

 Thé words of the Preacher the Son of David King ef
¢ Jerufalem.” Ecclefiaftes, Chap. i. ver. 1.

% Vanity of vanities, fays the Preacher, vanity of
¢ vanities, all is vanity.” Ver. 2.

¢ I communed with mine own heart, faying, Lo, I am
"4 come to great eftate, and have gotten more wif-
+¢ dom than all they that have been before me in-
% Jerufalem : yea my heart had great experience of
"¢ wifdom and knowledge.” Ver. 16.

“-He fpake of trees, from the Cedar-tree that is in

4 Lebanon, even unto the Hyflop that {pringeth out

4 of the wall : he fpake alfo of beafts, and of fowl,

¢ and of creeping things, and of fithes.” 1 Kings,

chap. iv. ver. 33.

I know, that whatfoever God doeth, it fhall be for

¢ ever : nothing can be put to it, nor any thing

¢ taken from it ; and God doeth it, that men fhould

¢ fear before him.” Ecclefiaftes, chap. iii. ver. 14.

¢ He hath made every thing beautiful in his time:
¢¢ alfo he hath fet the world in their heart, fo that no
¢ man can find out the work that God maketh from
¢ the beginning to the end.” Ver. 11,

¢ For in much wifdom is much grief: and he that
¢ increafcth knowledge, increafeth forrow.” Chap i.
ver. 18,

¢ And further, by thefe, my fon, be admonithed : of
¢ making many books there is no end : and much
«¢ ftudy is a wearincfs of the fieth.” Chap, xii. ver. 12.
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K NOWLED G E:

THE FIRST BOOK.

THE ARGUMENT

Solomon, fecking happinefs from knowlcdge, convenes
the learned men of his kingdom; requires them to
explain to him the various operations and effeéts of
Nature ; difcourfes of vegetables, animals, and man;
propofes fome queftions concerning the origin and
fituation of the habitable earth; proceeds to examine
the fyftem of the vifible Heaven ; doubts if there may
not be a plurality of worlds ; enquires into the
nature of Spirits and Angels ; and withes to be more
fully informed as to the attributes of the Supreme
Being, He is imperfe&tly anfwered by the Rabbins
and Do&tors; blames his own curiofity; and con-
cludes, that, as to Human Science, All is Vanity.

E Sons of Men, with juft regard attend,
Obferve the Preacher, and believe the Friend,
Whofe ferious Mufe infpires him to explain,
That all we a&, and all we think, is vain. ]
That, in this pilgrimage of {feventy years, s
Q’er rocks of perils, and through vales of tears,
H 3 Defiin’d
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Deftin’d to march, our doubtful fteps we tend,
Tird with the toil, yet fearful of its end.
That from the:womb we take our fatal fhares

Of follies, p:flions, labours, tumults, cares : e
And, at approach of death, fhall only know

The truth, which from thefe penfive numbers flow, }
‘That we purfue falfe joy, and fuffer real woe.

Happinef(s, obje& of that waking dream,
Which we call life, miftaking : fugitive theme 15
Of my purfuing verfe, ideal fhade,
Notional good, by tancy only made,
And by tradition nurs’d, fallacious fire,
‘Whofe dancing beams miflead our fond defire,
Caufe of our care, and error of our mind : 20
Oh! hadft thou ever been by Heaven defign’d
‘To Adam, and his mortal race ; the boon
Entire had been referv’d for Solomon :
On me the partial lot had been beftow’d ;
And i my cup the golden draught had flow'd. 25
But O ere yet original man was made ;
Ecre the foundations of this earth were laid ;
It was, opponent to our fearch, ordain’d,
That joy, ftill fought, thould never be attain’d.
'This fad experience cites me to reveal ; 30
And what I diftate is from what I feel.
Born as I was, great David’s favourite fon,
Dear to my people, on the Hebrew throne,
Sublime my court with Ophir’s treafures bleft, -
My name extended to the fartheft eaft, 38
My
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My body cloath’d with every outward grace;.
Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my face,
My fhining thought with fruitful notions crown’d,.
Quick my invention,. and my judgement found :
Arife (I commun’d with myfelf) arife; 400
Think, ro.be happy ; to-be great, be wif¢ =
Content of {pirit. muft from fcience flow ;
For *tis a godlike mﬁbute, to know.
I faid ; and fent my edib through the land =

Around my throne the letter’d rahbins ftand,. pr
Hiftoric leaves revolve, long volumes fpread,. _
The old difcourfing as the younger read. }
Attent T heard, propos’d my doubts, and faid :-

The Vegetable World, each plant and tree,,
Its feed, its-name, its nature, its degree,. sov
I am allow'd,, as.Fame reports, to know,.
From the fair Cedar on the craggy brow.
Of Lebanan nodding fupremely tall,
To creeping Mofs and Hyffop on the wall:. |
Yet, juft and confcious to myfelf, I'find 55
A thoufand.doubts oppofe the fearching mind.

I know not why the Beach delights the glade
With boughs extended, and a rounder fhade;,
Whilft towering Firs in conic forms atife,.
And with a pointed fpear divide the fkies :. Go.
Nor why again the changing Oak fhauld fhed.
The yearly honour of his ftately head ;-
Whilft the diftinguifh’d Yew is ever feen,
Unchang’d his branch, and perinanent his green..

H 4, Wanting:
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‘Wanting the fun, why dees the Caltha fade ? 65
Why does the Cyprefs flourith in the fhade ¥
The Fig and Date, why love they to remain -
In middle ftation, and an even plain ;
‘While in the lower marth the Gousrd is found ;
And while the hill'with Olive-fhade is crown’d? 7o
‘Why does one climate and one foil endue
The bluthing Poppy with a crimfon hue ; }
Yet leave che Lily pale, and tinge the Violet blue ?
Why does the fond Carnation love to fhoot
A vyarious colour from one parent root ; 7%
While the fantaftic Tulip ftrives to break
In two-fold beauty, and a parted fireak #
"The twining Jafmine and the bluthing Rofe
With lavith grace their morning fcents difclofe =
‘The fmelling Tuberofe and Junquil declare So
The ftronger impulfe of an evening air. '
‘Whence has the tree (1efolve me) or the flower
A various inftin&, or a différent power ?
‘Why fhould one earth, one clime, one ftream, one breath,
Raife this to ftrength, and ficken that to death? 85
Whence does it happen, that the plant, which well
‘We name the Senfitive, thould meve and-feel ?
‘Whence know her leaves to anfwer her command,
And with quick horror fly the neighbourirg hand ?

Along the funny bank, or watery mead, go
Ten thoufand ftalks the various bloffoms fpread =
Peaccful and lowly in their native foil,
‘They neither know to fpin, nor care to toil;

: Yet
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Yet with confefs'd magnificence deride
Our vile attire, and impotence of pride. © ey
The Cowdlip fmiles, in brighter yellow drefs’d
Than that which veils the nubile Virgin’s breaft s
A fairer red ftands bluthing in the Rofe ’
‘Than that which on the Bridegtoom’s veftment flows.
Take but the humbleft Lily of the field ; 100
And, if our pride will to our reafon yield,
Tt muft by fure comparifon be firewn,
That on the regal feat great David’s fon,
Array’d in all his robes and types of power,
Shines with lefs glory than that fimple flower. 108"

Of Fifhes next, my friends, I would enquire,
How the mate race engender, or refpire :
From the {mall fry that glide on Jordan’s ftream
Unmark’d, a multitude without 2 name,
To that Leviathan, who o’er the feas 110
Immenfe rolls onward his impetuous ways, }
And mocks the wind, and in the tempeft plays.
How they in warlike bands march greatly forth
From frgezing waters and the colder north,
To fouthern climes dire€ting their career, - ng
Their ftation changing with th’ inverted year,
How all with careful knowledge are endued,
To chufe their proper bed, and wave, and food =
To guard their fpawn, and educate their brood

Of Birds, how each according to her kind 29
Proper materials for her neft can find 3
And build a frame, which decpeft thoughtin man
Would or amend or imitate in vain.

! How
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How in fmall flights they know to try their young,.
And teach the callow child her parent’s fong. 128
‘Why thefe frequent the plain, and-thofe the wood ;
Why every-land has her fpecific brood :
Where the tall Crane, or winding Swatlow, goes,.
Fearful of gathering winds and' falling. faows ;
If into rocks, or hollow trees, they creep, 130
In temporary death confin'd to- fleep;:
Or, confcioys of the coming evil, fly
To milder regions, and a fouthern fky:.

Of Beafts and creeping: Infefts fhall we trace:
‘The wondrous nature; and the various race; 135
Or wild er tame, or friend.to man or foe,.
Of us what they, or what of them, we know »

Tell me, ye ftudious, who pretend to fee
Far into Nature’s bofom; whence the Bee
‘Was firlk inform’d her venturous flight te fieer 140
‘Through tratlefs paths, and an abyfs of air.
‘Whence fhe avoids the flimy marfh, and knows
The fertile hills where fweeter herbage grows, }
Andhoney-making flowerstheir opening budsdifclofe: J.
How from the thicken’d mift, and fetting fun, 145
Finds the the labour of her day is done:
Who taught her againft winds and rains to firive,.
To bring her burden to the cerrain hive ;
And through the liquid fields again to pafs .
Dutcous, and.hearkening to the founding brafs.. 140

And, O thou Sluggard, tell me why the Ant,
*Midft fummer’s plenty, thinks of winter’s want :

By:
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By conftant journies careful to prepare
Her ftores ; and, bringing home the corny ear;.

By what inftru&lion does fhe bite the grain, 155

Left, hid in earth, and saking reot aguin,.

It might clude the forefight of her cara.

Diftin& in cither infe&’s degd appear. }

The marks of thought, contrivance, hope, and fear.
Fix thy corporeal and internal eye 160

On the young Gnat, or new-engender’'d Fly ;
On the vile Worm that yefterday began
‘To crawl; thy fellow-creatures, abjet Mant
Like thee, they breathe, they move, they tafte, they fee,
They thew their paffions by their aéls, likethee: 165
Darting their ftings, they previoufly declare
Defign’d revenge, and fierce intent of war
Laying their eggs, they evidently prove
‘The genial power and full effe&t of love.
Each then has organs to digeft his food, o
One to beget, and one recsive the brood's
Has limbs and finews, bloed, and heart, and brain,
Life and her proper fun&tions to fuftain, }
Though the whole fabrick fmaller than a grain,
‘What mora can our penurious reafon grant 178
To the large Whale, or caftled Elephant ;-
*To thofe enormous terrors of the- Nile,
The crefled Snake, and long-tail’d Crocodile ;
Than that all differ but in fhape and' name,
Each deftin’d to a Iefs or larger frame » 18
For potent Nature loves a various aét,
Prone to enlarge, or ftudious to contra& ;
Now
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Now forms her work too fmall, now too immenfe,
And fcorns the meafures of our feeble fenfe.
‘The obje&t {pread too far, or rais’d too high, 18g
Denies its real image to the eye;
‘Too little, it cludes the dazzled fight,
Becomes mixt blacknefs, or unparted light.
Water and air the varied form confound ;
‘The ftraight looks crooked, and the {quare grows round.
Thus while, with fruitlefs hope and weary pain,
‘We feck great Nature’s power, but feek in vain ;
Safe fits the Goddefs in her dark retreat ;
Around her myriads of ideas wait, -
And endlefs fhapes, which the myfterious queen 195
Can take or quit, can alter or retain,
As from our loft purfuit fhe wills, to hide
Her clofe decrees, and chaften human pride.
Untam’d and fierce the Tiger ftill remains ;
He tires his life in biting on his chains : 200
For the kind gifts of water and of food,
Ungrateful, and returning ill for good,
He fecks his keeper’s fleth, and thirfts his blood :
‘While the ftrong Camel, and the gencrous Horfe,
Reftrain’d and aw’d by Man’s inferior ferce, 20y
Do to the rider’s will their rage fubmit,
And anfwer to the fpur, and own the bit;
Stretch their glad mouths to meet the feeder’s hand,
Pleas’d with his weight, and proud of his command.
Again : the lonely Fox roams far abroad, 210
On fecret rapine bent, and midnight fraud ;
Now
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Now haunts she cliff, now traverfes the lawn;

And flies the hated neighbourhood of Man :

While the kind Spaniel, and the faithful Hound,

Likeft that Fox in fhape and fpecies found, * ang

Refufes through thefe cliffs and lawas to roam ;

Purfues the noted path, and covets home ;

Does with kind joy domeftic faces meet ;

‘Takes what the glutted child denies to eat; }

And, dying, licks his long-lov’d mafter’s feet. 220
By what immediate caufe they are inclin'd,

In many afls, ’tis hard, I own, t find.

I fee in others, or I think I fee,

‘That frik their principles and ours agree,

Evil like us they fhun, and covet good : 224

Abhor the poifon, and receive the food.

Like us they love or hate; like us they know,

‘To joy the friend, or grapple with the foe.

With feeming thought their aftion they intend,

And ufe the means proportion’d to the end. " 830

Then vainly the Philofopher avers,

‘That reafon guides our deed, and inftin& theirs,

How can we juftly ditferent caufes frame,

When the effeéls intirely are the fame ?

Inftiné&t and Reafon how can we divide ? 238

*Tis the Fool’s ignorance, and the Pedant’s pride.
With the fame folly, fure, Man vauats his fway,

If the brute Beaft refufes to obey.

For tell me, when the empty boafter’s word

Proclaims himfelf the univerfal lord, " 340

Daes
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Does he not tremble, left the Lion’s paw «
Should join his plea againft the fancy’d law ?
‘Would not the learned coward leave the chair,
X in the fchools or porches fhould appear
‘The fierce Hyzna, or the foaming Bear?
The combatant too late the field declines,
‘When now the fword is girded to his loins.
‘When the {wift veffel flies before the wind,
Too 1ate the Sailor views the land behind.
And *tis too late now back again to bring
Enquiry, rais’d and towering on the wing:
Forward fhe ftrives, averfe to be withheld
From nobler objedts, and a larger ficld.
‘Confider with me this ®therial fpace,
Yielding to earth and fea the middle place.
Anxious I atk you, how the penfile ball
‘Should never ftrive to rife, nor fear to fall ?
When I refle&t, how the revolving fun
Does round our globe his crooked journies run j
I doubt of many lands, if they contain
Or herd & beaft, or colony of man;
If any nation pafs their deftin’d days
Beneath the neighbouring fun’s dire&er rays;
If any fuffer, on the Polar coaft,
The rage of Ar&tos, and eternal froft.
May not the pleafure of Omnipotence
To each of thefe fome fecret good difpenfe ?
Thofe who amidft the torrid regions live,
May they not gales unknown to us receive ;

N

345}
25e
255

260

26§
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‘See daily fhowers rejoice the thirfty earth, a7¢
And blefs the flowery buds’ fucceeding birth?

May they not pity us, condemn’d to bear

The various heaven of an-obliquer fphere ;

While by fix’d laws, and with a juft return,

"They feel twelve hours that thade, for twelve that burn;
And praife the ncighbouring fun, whofe conftant flame
Enlightens them with feafons ftill the fame ?

And may not thofe, whofe diftant lot is caft

North beyond Tartary’s extended wafte ;

‘Where through the plains of one-continual day 280
$Six thining months-purfue their even way ;

And fix-fucceeding urge their dufky flight,

Obfcur'd with vapours, and o’erwhelm’d-in night :
May not, I afk, the natives of thefe climes

(As annak may inform fucceeding times) 285
o our quotidian change of Heaven prefer

Their own viciflitude, and equal fhare }
Of day and night, difparted through the year ?

May they not fcorn our fun’s repeated race,

To narrow’bounds prefcrib’d, and little fpace, © 290
#Haftening from morn, and headlong driven from noon,
Half of our daily teil yet fcarcely done?

May they not juftly to our climes upbraid

Shortnefs of might, and penury of fhade;

That, ere our wearied limbs are juftly bleft 295
With wholefome fleep, and neceffary reft,

Another fun demands return of care,

The remnant toil of yefterday to bear;



‘'m PRIOR'S SOLOMON.

‘Whilft, when the folar beams falute their fight,
Bold and fecure in balf a year of light, 300
Uninterrupted voyages they take
‘To the remoteft wood, and fartheft lake ;
Manage the fithing, and purfue the courfe
“With more extended nerves, and more continued force ?
And, when declining day forfakes their tky, 303
“When gathering clouds fpeak gloomy winter nigh ;
“With plenty for the coming feafon bleft,’
‘Six folid months (an age) they live, releas’d
From all the labour, procefs, clamour, woe,
‘Which our fad fcenes of daily altion know : 310
‘They light the fhining lamp, prepare the feaft,
And with full mirth receive the welcome gueft;
‘Or tell their tender loves (the only care
‘Which now they fuffer) to the liftening fair;
And, raisd in pleafure, or repos’d in eafe 315
(Grateful alternate of fubftantial peace),
‘They blefs the long nofturnal influence thed
On the crown'd goblet, and the genial bed.

In forcign ifles which our difcoverers find,
Far from this length of continent disjoind, 320
The rugged Bear’s, or {potted Lynx’s brood,
Frighten the vallies, and infeft the wood ;
‘The hungry Crocodile, and hiffing Snake,
Lurk in the troubled ftream and fenny brake;
And man, untaught and ravenous as the beaft, 318
Does valley, wood, and brake, and ftream, infeft;
Deriv’d thefe men and animals their birth
From trynk of oak, or pregnant womb of earth ?

' ‘Whence
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Whence then the old belief, that all began
In Eden’s thade, and oae created man ? 330
Or, grant this progeny was wafted o'er
By coafting boats from next adjacent fhore ;
Would thofe, from whom we will fuppofe they fpring,
Slaughter to harmlefs lands and poifon bring ?
Would they on board or Bears or Lynxes take, 333
Feed the She Adder, and the brooding Snake ?
Or could they think the new-difcover'd ifle
Pleas’d to receive a pregnant Crocodile ?
And, fince the Savage Lineage we muft trace
From Noah fav’d, and his diftinguith’d race ; 340
How thould their fathers happen to forget
The arts which Noah taught, the rules he fet,
To fow the glebe, to plant the generous vine,
And load with grateful flames the holy fhrine ;
While the great Sire’s unhappy fons are found, 34§
Unprefs'd their vintage, and untill’d their ground,
Straggling o’er dale and hill in queft of food,
And rude of arts, of virtue, and of God ?
How fhall we next o'er carth and feas purfue
‘The varied forms of every thing we view ; 350
That all is chang’d, though all is ftill the fame,
Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame ?
Of thofe materials, which have been confefs'd
The priftine {prings and parents of the reft,
Each becomes other.  Woater ftopp’d gives birth 3¢5
To grafs and plants, and thickens into carth :
Diffus’d, it rifes in a higher fphere,
Dilates its drops, and foftens into air.;
Vor. IL 1 Thole
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Thofe finer pattsof air agein alpite,
Move into warmth, and brighiten into fire : g6e
That fire, once more by thicker air oercome,
And downward forc’d, in eantt’s capacious womb
Alters its particles; is fire no more,
But lies refptendent duft, and thining ore;
Or, running through the mighty mothet’s veins,  36g
Changes its fhape, puts off its old remains;
‘With watery parts its leflen’d force divides,
Flows into waves, and rifes into tides.
Difparted fireams fhall from their channcls fly,
And deep furcharg’d by fandy mountains lie, 370
Obfcurely fepuicher'd. By eating tain,
And furious wind, down to the diftant phin
The hill, that hides his head above the fkics,
Shall fall; the plam by flow degrecs fhell rife
Higher than erft had ftood the fumrhic-hilly 37s
For Time muft Nature's greae behedft fulfil,
Thus, by = lemgth of years and change of fate,
All things are light or hteavy, fmall or great:
Thus Jordan’s waves fhall future clouds lpyear;
And Egypt’s pyramids refime to air : 38
Thus later age fhall afk for Pifon’s fided ;
And travelers enquire, where Babel ftood.
Now where we fee thefe changes often fally
Sedate we pafs them by as nacural ;.
‘Whcre to our eye more rarcly they appesr, 385
The pompous name of prodigy they bear.
Let aftive thought thefe clofe maanders trace;
Let human wit their dubious boundaries place :

Are



BOOK I. KNOWLERDGSE 1y

Are all things miracle; of nothing fuch 2
And prove we not too littlé, or too much ? 390
For that, a branch cut off, a wither'd rod
Should at a word pronounc’d revive and bud ;
Is this more ftrange, than that the mountain’s brow,
Stripp’d by December’s froft, and white with fnow,
Should pufh in fpring ten thoufand thoufand buds, 393
And boaft returning leaves, and blooming woods ?
That each fuceeffive night from opening Héaven
The food of angels thould to man be given ;
Is this more ftrange, than that with éommon bread
Our fainting bodics every day are fed ? 400
Than that each grain and feed, confum’d in earth,
Raifes its ftore, and multiplies its birth,
And from the handful, which the tiller fows,
The labour’d fields rejoice, and future harveft flows?
Then, from whate’er we can to fenfe produce, 4oy
Common and plain, or wondrous and abftrufe,
From Nature’s conftant or eccentric laws,
The thoughtful foul this general influénce draws,
That an effeét muft pre-fuppofe a caufe:
And, while fhe does her upward flight fuftain, 410
Touching each link of the continued chain,
At length fhe is oblig'd and forc’d to fee
A Firft, a Source, a Life, a Deity; }
What has for ever been, and muft for ever be.
This great Exiftence thus by Reafon found, 415
Bleft by all power, with a1 perfe&ion crown'd ;
How can we bind or limit his decree,
By what out ear has heard, or cye may fec ?
Ia . Say
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Say then : is all in heaps of water loft,
Beyond the iflands, and the mid-land coaft?
Or has that God, who gave our world its birth,
Sever'd thofe waters by fome other earth,
Countries by future plow-fhares to be torn,
And cities rais’d by nations yet unborn |
Ere the progreflive courfe of reftlefs age
. Performs three thoufand times its annual ftage,
May not our power and learning be fuppreft,
And arts and empire learn to travel weft ?

Where, by the ftrength of this idea charm’d,
Lighten'd with glory, and with rapture warm’d,
Afcends my foul ? what fees the white and great
Amidft fubjeéted feas? An gfle, the feat
Of power and plenty ; her imperial throne,
For juftice and for mercy fought and known ;
Virtues fublime, great attributes of Heaven,
From thence to this diftinguifh’d nation given.
Yet farther weft the weftern ife extends
Her happy fame ; her armed fiect fhe fendps
To climates folded yet from human eye ;
And lands, which we imagine wave and fky.
From pole to pole fhe hears her'alts refound,
And rules an empire by no ocean bound ;
Knows her fhips anchor’d, and her fails unfurl'd,
In other Indies, and a fecond world.

Long fhall Britannia (that muft be her name)
Be firft in conquett, and prefide in fame :
Long fhall her favour'd monarchy engage
The teeth of Envy, and the force of Age:

415

430

435

#45

[1 Rever'd
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Rever’d and happy fhe fhall long remain,
Of human things leaft changeable, leaft vain. 450
Yet all muft with the general doom comply ;
And this great glorious power, though laft, mutft die.

Now let us leave this earth, and lift our eye
To the large convex of yon’ azure fky s
Behold it like an ample curtain fpread, 455
Now ftreak’d and glowing with the morning-reds
Anon at noon in flaming yellow bright,
And chufing fable for the peaceful night.
Atk Reafon now, whence light and fhade were given,
And whence this great variety of Heaven. 460
Reafon, our guide, what can fhe more reply,
Than that the fun illuminates the fky;
Than that night rifes from his abfent ray,
And his returning luftre kindles day ?

But we expe&t the morning-red in vain: 465
*T'is hid in vapours, or obfcur'd by rain,
‘The noon-tide yellow we in vain require:
*Tis black in florm, or red in lightning fire.
Pitchy and dark the night fometimes appears,
Friend to our woe, and patent of our fears? 476
Our joy and wonder fometimes fhe excites,
‘With ftars unnumber'd, and eternal lights.
Send forth, ye wife, fend forth your labouring thoughtc
Let it return with empty notions fraught,
Of airy columns every moment broke, 478
Of circling whirlpools, and of fpheres of fmoke :
Yet this folution but once more affords
New change of terms, and fcaffolding of words:

I3 . In
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In other garb my queftion I receive ;
Ayd take the doubr the very fame I gave, 4%
Lo! as a giant firong, the lufty fun
Multiply’d rounds in gne great rqund does ryn
Twofold his coprfe, yet conftant his career,
Changing the day, and finifhing the year.
Again, when his defcending arb retiges, . 485
And earth perceives the abfence of Lis fipes
The moon affords us her altemmate ray,
And with kind beams diftributgs fainter day,
Yet keeps the ftages of her monthly race,
Various her beams, and chapgeable her face. 499
Each planet, fhiping in his proper fphere,
Does with juft fpeed his radiant voyage ftcer;
Each fees his lamp with different luftre crown’d ;
Each knows his courfe with different periods bayad ;
And, in his paffage through the liquid fpace, 495
Nor haftens, noy etards, his neighbouy’s race,
Now, fhine thefg planets with fubftantjal rays?
Docs innate luftre gild theiy meafyr'd days?
Or do they (as your {chemes, I think, bave fhewa)
Dart furtive beams and glory not their owa, 599}
All fervants to that fource of lighe, the fun?
Again I fee ten thoufand thoufand flars,
Nor calt in lings, in circles, nor in {quares
{Poor rules, with which aur bounded mind is 61l'd,
When we would plagt, or cultivate, ot build); 5o
But thining with fuch vaft, fuch various light,
As fpeaks the hand, that formy’d them, infinite,
Hosw
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How mean the order and perfeétion fought,
In the beft produ&t of the human thoughe,
Compar’d to the great harmony that reigns 510
In what the fpirit of the world ordains !
Now if the fun to eanth tranfmits his ray,
Yet does not feorch us with wo fierce a day;
How {mall a portion of his power is given
Tq orbs more diftant, and remoter Heaven ? (113
And of thofe ftars, which our imperfet eye )
Has doom'd and fix'd to ong cternal fky,
Bach, by a native ftock of houour great,
May dart firong influence, and diffufe kind heat,
(Itfelf a fun) and with tran(miffive light ‘520
Enliven worlds deny’d to humana fight.
Around the circles of their ambient fkies:
New moons may grow or wane, may fet ov rife,
And other ftars may to thofe funs be earths ;
Give their own elements their proper births ; $25
Divide their climes, or elevate their pole;
See their lands flourifh, and their oceans roll :
Yet thefe great orbs, thus radically bright,
Primitive founts, and origins of light,
May cach to other (as their differant fphere 530
Makes or their diftance or their height appear)
B fecn a nobler or inferior ftar, }

And, in that fpace which we call air and fky,
Myriads of earths, and moons, and funs, may Jfe ,
Unmeafur'd and unknowa by human eye. 538

In vain we meafure this amazing fphere,
And find and fix its centre here or there ;.
14 Whill
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‘Whilft ‘its circumference, fcorning to be brought
Ev'n into fancy’d fpace, alludes our vanquith’d thoughe
Where then are all the radiant mosflers driven, 40
‘With which your guefles fill'd the frighten’d Heaven ?
Where will their fitious images remain ?
In paper-fchemes, and the Chaldean’s brain.
This problem yet, this offspring of a guefs,

Let us for once a child of truth confefs ; $48
That thefe fair ftars, thefe objeéts of delight
And terror, to our fearching dazzled fight, }
Are worlds immenfe, unnumber’d, infinite.

But do thefe worlds difplay their beams, or guide
Their orbs, to ferve thy ufe, to pleafe thy pride? gs0
Thyfelf but duft; thy ftature but a fpan,
A moment thy duration j foolith man !
As well may the minuteft emmet fay,
That Caucafus was rais’d to pave his way :
The fnail, that Lebanon’s extended wood §58
Was deftin’d only for his walk and food 1
The vileft cockle, gaping on the coaft
‘That rounds the ample feas, as well may boaft,
The craggy rock projels above the tky,
‘That he in fafety at its foot may lie; 560
And the whole ocean’s confluent waters fwell,
Only to quench his thirft, or move and blanch his fhell.
A higher flight the venturous goddefs tries,
Leaving material worlds and local fkies;
Enquires, what are the beings, where the fpace, s6g
That form’d and held the angels’ ancient race.
For
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For rebel Lucifer with Michael fought

(1 offer only what tradition taught) ;

Embattled cherub againft cherub rofe,

Did fhield to fhield, and power to power oppofe : 5:0}
Heaven rung with triumph; hell was fill'd with woes.
What were thefe forms of which your volumes tell,
How fome fought great, and others recreant fell :
Thefe bound to bear an everlafting load,

Durance of chain, and banifhment of God ; s78
By fatal turns their wretched ftrength to tire ;

To {wim in fulphurous lakes, or land or folid fire:
While thofe exalted to primzval light,

Excefs of blefling, and fupreme delight,

Only perceive fome little paufe of joys 580
In thofe great moments when their God employs
Their miniftry, to pour his threaten’d hate

On the proud king, or the rebellious ftate ;

Or to reverfe Jehovah’s high command,

And fpeak the thunder falling from his hand, $8s
When to his duty the proud king returns,

And the xebellious ftate in athes mourns?

How can good angels be in Heaven confin’d ;

Or view that prefence, which no fpace can bind ?

Is Gop above; beneath, or yon’, or here ? $90
He who made all, is he not every where ? .
Oh, how can wicked angels find a night .

So dark, to hide them from that piercing light,

Which form’d the eye, and gave the power of fight? }

What mean I now of angel, when I hear 598
Firm body, fpisit pure, or fluid air 2
Spirits
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Spirits to altion fpiritual confin’d,
Friends to our thought, and kindred to our mind,
Should only ak and prompt us from within,
Nor by external eye be ever feen. 600
Was it not therefore to our fathers known,
"That thefe had appetite, and limb, and bone ?
Elfe how could Abraham wath their weary'd feet ?
Or Sarah pleafe their tafte with favoury meat ?
Whence fhould they fear? or why did Lot engage 60§
To fave their bodies from abufive rage ?
And how could Jacob, in a real fight,
Feel or refiit the wretling angel’s might ?
How could a ferm in ftrength with matter try ?
©Or how a fpirit touch a mortal’s thigh ? 610
Now are they air conders'd, or gather’d rays ?
How guide they then our prayer, or keep our ways,
By ftronger blafts fill fubje&t to be taft,
By tempefts fcatter’d, and in whirlwinds loft ?
i “#Have they again (as facred fong pioclaims) 615
Subftances real, and exitting frames?
How comes it, fince with them we jointly fhare
The great cffe& of one Creator’s care,
That, whilft our bodies ficken agd decay,
fPheirs are for ever healthy, young, and gay? 620
‘Why, whilft we flruggle in this vale beneath
‘With want and forrow, with difeafe and death,
Do they, mare blefs’d, perpstual life employ
Qn fongs of pleafure, and jn fcenes of joy ?
Now whea my miad has all this world furvey’d, 62§
And found, that nothing by idfe}f was made;
B - When
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When thought has rais’d itfelf by juft degrees,

From vallies crown’d with flowers, and hills with trees;

From {moaking mineral, and from rifing ftreams §

From fastening Nilus, or viftorious Thames ; 630

From all the livigg, that four-footed move

Along the fhore, the meadow, or the grove ;

From all that cap with fins or feathers fly

Through the aérial or the watery fky;

From the poor repiile with a reafening foul, %3 [;

‘Fhat miferable mafter of the whole ;

Erom this great obje& of the body’s eye,

This fair half-round, this ample azure fky,

Terribly large, and wonderfully bright

With ftars unnumber'd, and unmeafurd light; 640

From effences unfeen, celeftial names, -

Enlightening fpirits, and minifterial flames,

Angels, deminions, potentates, and thrones,

All that in cach degree the name of creature owns:

Lift we our Reafon to that Sovereiga Oaufe, 64

Who bleft the whole with life, and bounded it with

laws ;

Who forth from nothing call’'d this comely frame,

His will and a&, his word and work the fame ;

To whom a thoufand years are but a day;

Who bad the light her genial beams difplay; 650 }

And fet the moon, and taught the fun its way;

Who, waking Time, his creature from the fource

Prim=val, order'd his predeftin’d courfe ;

Himfelf, as in the hollow of his hand, :

3olding, obedient to his high command, 655
7 The
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The deep abyfs, the long-continued ftore,
‘Where months, and days, and hours, and minutes
pour ’
Their floating parts, and thenceforth are no more.
This Alpha and Omega, firft and laft,
‘Who like the potter in a mould has caft 660
‘The world’s great frame, commanding it to be
Such as the eyes of Senfe and Reafon fee;
Yex, if he wills, may change or fpoil the' whole ;
May take yon’ beauteous, myftic, ftarry roll, }
And burn it like an ufelefs parchment fcroll; 665
May from its bafis in one moment pour )
This melted earth —
Like liquid metal, and like burning ore :
‘Who, fole in power, at the beginning faid,
Let Sea, and Air, and Earth, and Heaven be made; 670
And it was fo: = and, when he fhall ordain
In other fort, has but to fpeak again,
And they fhall be no more : Of this great theme,
This glorious, hallow’d, everlafting name, »
This Gop, I would difcourfe, == 675
The learned elders fat appall'd, amaz'd ;
And each with mutual look on other gaz'd;
Nor {peech they meditate, nor anfwer frame
(Toa plain, alas! their filence {pake their thame)
'Till one, in whom an outward mien appear'd, 680
And turn fuperior to the vulgar herd,
Began ; that human learning’s furtheft reach
‘Was but to note the doétrine I could teach ;
: Thas
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‘That mine to fpeak, "and theirs was to obey ;
¥or I in knowledge more than power did fway ;
And the aftonith’d world in me beheld
Mofes eclips’d, and Jefle’s fon excell’d.
Humble a fecond bow’d, and took the word ;
Forefaw my name by future age ador'd ¢
O live, faid he, thou wifeft of the wife;
As none has cqual’d, none fhall ever rife
Excelling thee, —
Parent of wicked, bane of honeft deeds,
Pernicious: Flattery | thy malignant feeds,
In an ill hour, and by a fatal hand,
Sadly diffus’d o’er Virtue’s gleby land,
With rifing pride amidft the corn appear,
And choak the hopes and harvett of the year.
And now the whole perplex’d ignoble crowd,
Mute to my queftions, in my praifes loud,
Echoed the word : whence things arofe, or how
‘They thus exift, the apteft nothing know :
What yet is not, but is ordain’d to be,
Al veil of doubt apart, the dulleft fee !
My prophets and my fophifts finith’d here
The civil efforts of the verbal war:
Not fo my rabbins and logicians yield ;
Retiring ftill the combat, from the field
Of open arms unwilling they depart,
And fculk behind the fubterfuge of art.
To fpeak one thing, mix'd dialets they join ;
Divide the fimple, and the plain define ;

.

12¢

68¢
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70§

710

Fix
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Fix fancy'd Mws, snéd fortn imagia'd rules,
‘Tetms of tiveir art, atid jargon of their fchools,
1ll-grounded maxims by fulfe glofs enlarg’d, 414
And captious {cience zgsinft reafon charg’d.

Soon their crude notions with each other fought:
‘The adverfe fet dény’d what this had taught;
And he at length the ampleft triumph gain’d,

‘Who contradi€ted what the laft maintain’d, 728
O wretched impotence of human mind!

‘We erring ftdl excufe for error find; }

And darkling grope, not knowing we are blind.

Vain man! fince firft thy bhuthing fire effay’d
His folly with comne€ted leaves to fhade ; s
How does the crimé¢ of thy refembling race
With like sttempt that priftine error trace !
‘Too plaint thy nakednefs 6f foul efpy’d,
Why doft thou firive the ¢confcious thame to hide }
By mafks of eloquence 4nd veils of pride? 730
With outward fmiles their flawery I receiv'd;
Own’d my fick mind by their difcourfe relicv’d;
But, bent and inward to myfelf again,
Perplex’d, thefe matters I revolv'd in vain.
My fearch flill tir'd, my labour fill renew’d, 73%
At length I ignorance and knowledge view’d,
Impartial ; both in' equal balance laid;
Light flew the knowing fcale; the doubtful heavy
weigh’d.
Forc'd by refle®ive reafon, I confefs,
‘That human {ciente is uncertain guefs. - 74
" Alas)
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Alas! we grafp at clouds, and beat the air,
Vexing that {pirit we intend to clear.
Can thought beyond the bounds of mratter climb ?
Or who fhall ell e, what is {pace or time ?
In vain we lift up our prefdmptuous eyes
‘To what our Maker to their kén denies : }
The fearcher follows faft; the obje fafter flies.
Flee lictle which imperfeétly we find, :
Seduces only the bewilder'd mind }
To fruitlefs fearch of fomething yet behind,
Various difcuffions tear our heared brain;
Opinions often turn ; ftill doubts remain ;
And who indulges thoughs, increafes pain.

How narrow limits were to wifdom given ! .
Earth fhe fuiveys 5 fhe thence would meafure Heaven :
Through mifts obfcure now wings her tedious way ;
Now wanders dazzled with too bright a day;
And from the fummit of a pathlefs coaft

Sees infinite, and in that fight is loft. o
" . Remember, that the curs’d defirc to know, 76@
Offspring of Adam ! was thy fource of woe.
Why wilt thou then renew the vain purfuit,
And rathly catch at the forbidden fruit;
With empty labour and eluded ftrife
Seeking, by knowledge, to attain to life ; 763
For ever from that fatal tree debarr'd,
Which flaming fwords and angry cherubs guard?

3
—

TEXTS
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TEXTS CHIEFLY ALLUDED 70 IN BOOK II.

¢ I faid in my own heart, Go to now, I will prove thee
¢ with mirth; therefore enjoy pleafure.” Eccl. ii. 1.

¢ ]I made me great works, I builded me houfes, I
¢ planted me vineyards.” Ver. 4.

¢ ] made me gardens and orchards ; and I planted trees
¢ in them of all kind of fruits.” Ver. s.

¢ I made me pools of water, to water therewith the
¢ wood that bringeth forth trees.” Ver. 6.

& Then I looked on all the works that my hands had
# wrought, and on the labour that I had laboured to do:
¢ And behold all was vanity, and vexation of fpirit;
% and there was no profit under the fun.” Ver. 11.

& ] gat me men-fingers and women-fingers, and the de-
« lights of the fons, of men, as mufical inftruments,
¢ and that of all forts.” Ver. 8,

& I fought in minc heart to give myfelf unto wine (vet
¢ acquainting mine heart with wifdom) and to lay
& hold on folly, till I might fee what was that good
« for the fons of men, which they thould do under
« Heaven, all the days of their life.” Ver. 3.

& Then I faid in my heart, As it happeneth unto the
# fool, fo it happeneth cven unto me; and why was
I then more wife? Then I faid in my heart, that
% this alfo is vanity.” Ver. 1¢.

& Therefore I hated life, becaufe the work that is wroughe
“ upder the fun is grievous unto me.” Ch. ii. ver. 27.

¢ Dead flies caufe the ointment to fead forth a ftinking
“ favour : fo doth the little folly him that is in repu-
¢ tation for wifdom and honour.” Chap. x. ver. 1.

“*= - memory of the juft is blefled, but the memory of

icked fhall rot.” Proverbs, ch. x. ver. 7.
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P L E 4 § U R E:

THE SECOND BOORK.

THE ARGUMENT.,

Solomon, again feeking happinefs, enquires if wealth
and greatnefs can produce it: begins with the magni-
ficence of gardens and buildings, the luxury of mu-
fick and feafting ; and proceeds to the hopes and de-
fires of Love. In two epifodes are fhewn the follies
and troubles of that paffion. Solomon, ftill difap-
pointed, Yalls under the temptations of Libertinifm
and Idolatry ; recovers his thought; reafons aright;
and concludes, that, as to the purfuit of pleafure and
fenfual delight, All is Vanity and Vexation of Spirit.

RY then, O man, the moments to deceive,

That from the womb atténd thee to the grave :
For weary'd nature find fome apter fcheme :
Health be thy hope ; and Pleafure be thy theme.
From the perplexing and unequal ways, s
Where ftudy brings thee ; from the endlefs maze,
Which doubt perfuades to run’y forewarn’d, recede
To the gay ficld and flowery path, that lead

: K

Vou. IL Te
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T'o jocund mirth, foft joy, and carelefs eafe :
Forfake what may inftru, for what may pleafe; 10
Effay amufing art, and proud expenceg
And make thy reafon fubje& to thy fenfe.

I commun’d thus : the power of wealth I try’d,
And all the various luxe of coftly pride ;
Artifts and plans reliev’d my folemn hours T3
¥ founded palaces, and planted bowers ;
Birds, fithes, beafts, of each exotic kind,
1 to the limits of my court confin'd ;
‘To trees transferr’'d I gave a fecond birth ;
.And bad a forcign fhade grace Judah’s earth ; 20
Fifh-ponds were made, where former forefts grew 3
And hills were level’d, to extend the view ;
Rivers diverted from their native courfe,
And bound with chains of artificial force,
From large cafcades in pleafing tumult roll’d, 23
Or rofe through figur’d ftone, or breathing gold ;
From furtheft Africa's tormented womb
‘The marble brought, ere&s the fpacious dome,
Or forms the pillars long-extended rows,
On which the planted grove, the penfile garden, grows.

The workmen here obey the mafter’s call,
To gild the turret, and to paint the wall;
‘To mark the pavement there with various ftone ;
And on the jafper fteps to rear the throne :
The fpreading cedar, that an age had ftood, 33
Supreme of trees, and midtrefs of the wood,
Cut down and earv'd, my fhining roof adorns,
#And Lebanon his ruin'd honour moums.

" A thow
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A thoufand artifts fhew their cunning power,

"To raife the wonders of the ivory tower.

A thoufand maidens ply the purpie loom,

‘To weave the bed, and deck the regal room’;
‘Fill Tyre confeffes her exhaufted ftore,

That on her coaft the Murex * is no more ;

Till from the Parian ifle, and Libya’s coaft,
‘The mountains grieve their hopes of marble loft;
And India’s woods return their juft complaint,
‘Their brood decay’d, and want of Elephant.

My full defign with vaft expence atchiev'd,
I came, beheld, admir'd, refle@ed, grievid;

X chid the folly of my thoughtlcfs hatte,
For, the work perfeéted, the joy was paft.

To my new courts fad thought did ftill repairg
And round my gilded raofs hung hoverizg care.
In vain on filken beds I fought repofc;

And reftlefs oft’ from purple coucles role;
Vexatious thought ftill found thy flying mind
Nor bound by limits, nor to place confin’d;
Haunted my nights, and terrify’d my days;

Stalk’d through my gardens, and purfued my ways,

4$

50

55

Nor fhut from artful bower, norloft in winding maze.}

Yet take thy bent, my foul; another fenfe
Indulge ; add Mufic to magnificence :
‘Effay if harmony may grief control ;

Or power of found prevail upon the foul.

6s

#* The Murex is a thell-fith ; of the liquor whercof

a purple colour is made.
K2

Oftcn



132 PRIOR’'S SOLOMON.

Often our feers and poets have confeft,

‘That Mulic’s force can tame the furious beaft ;

Can make the Wolf, or foaming Boar, reftrain

His rage ; the Lion drop his crefted main,

Attentive to the fong ; the Lynx forget 70
His wrath to-Man, and lick the Minftrel’s fect.

Are we, alas! lefs favage yet than thefe ?

Elfc mufic fure may human cares appeafe.

I fpake my purpofe; and the.chearful choir .
Parted their fhares of harmony : the Lyre 75.
Soften’d the Timbrel’s noife ; the Trumpet’s found
Provok’d the Dorian Flute (both fweeter found
‘When mix’d) ; the Fife the ‘Viol’s notes refin’d,

And every ftrength with everv grace was join’d. .
Each morn they wak’d me with a fprightly lay ; So
Of opening Heaven they fung, and gladfome day. ’
Each evening their repeated fkill exprefs'd

Scenes of repofe, and images of rett :

Ye ftill in vain; for mufic gather'd thought :

But how unequal the effeéts it brought { 13
The foft idcas of the chearful note,

Lightly receiv’d, were eafily forgot;

The {olemn violence of the graver found

Knew to ftrike deep, and leave a lafting wound.

And now refle€ting, I with grief defery 90.

The fickly luft of the fauaftic eye;

How the weak organ is with fecing cloy’d,

Flying ere night what it at noon enjoy’d.

And now (unhappy fea:ch of thought 1) I found

iee fickle car foon glutted with the found, 95
2 Cordimi’d
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Condemn’d eternal changes to purfue,
Tird wirh the laft, and eager of the new.
I bad the Virgins and thie Youth advance,
To temper Mufic with the fprightly Dance.
¥n vain ! too low the mimic-motions feem ; 100
‘What takes our heart muft merit our efteem.
Nature, I thought, perform'd too mean a part,.
Forming her movements to the rules of art;

And, vex’d, I found that the Mufician’s hand _
Had o’er the Dancer’s mind too great command.  rog
I drank; I lik’d it not : ’twas rage; ’twas noife ;

An airy {cene of tranfitory joys.

In vain I trufted that the flowing bowk

‘Would banith forrew, and enlarge the fouk- °

To the late revel, and protrated feaft, r1e

‘Wild dreams fucceeded, and diforder’d reft;

And, as at dawn:of morn fair Reafon’s light

Broke through the fumes and phantoms of the mght,

What had been faid, I afk’d my foul, what done;

How flow’d our mirth; and whence the fource begun?

Perhaps the jeft that charm’d the fprightly crowd,

And made the jovial table Jaugh fo loud,

To fome falfe notion ow’d its poor pretence,.

To an ambiguous word’s perverted fenfe,.

*To a.wild fonnet, or a wanton air, 120

Offence and torture to the fober ear:

Perhaps; alas! the pleafing ftream was brought

From this man’s error, from another’s fault;

From topics, which good-nature would forget, .

And piudence mention with the laft regret.. 12§
K3 Add



134 - PRIOR'’S SOLOMON,

" Add yet unnumber'd ills, that lie unfeen
In the pernicious draught ; the word obfcene,
Or harfh, which onge elanc’d muft ever fly
Irrevocable ; the too prompt reply,
Sced of fevere. diftruft and fierce debate ; [
What we fhould fhun, and what we ought to hate.
Add too-the blood impovesifh’d, and the courfe:
Of health fupprefs’d, by wine’s continued force..
Unhappy Man } whom Sorrow thus and Rage
To different ills alternately engage ; 133
‘Who drinks, alas I but to forget; nor fees,
‘That melancholy floth, fevere difeafe,
Memory confus’d, and interrupted thought,
Death’s harbingers, lie latent in the draught;
And, in the fowers. thas wreath the fparkling bow], 140,
Fell Adders hifs, and poifonous Serpents roll.
Remains there apght wntry'd, that may remove
Sicknefs of mind, and heal the bofom *~Love,
Love yet remains = indulge his genial fire,,
Cherifh fair Hope, folicit yoyng Defire, 343
And boldly bid thy anxious foul explore. :
This laft great remedy’s myfterious power. ,
‘Why therefore hefitates my doybtful breaft >
‘Why ceafes it one moment to be bleft?
Fly fwift, my friends; my fervants, fly; employ 5o
Your inftant pains to bring your Mafter joy.
Let all my Wives and Concubines be drefe’d ;.
Let them to-night attend the royal feaft ;.
All Ifrael’s beauty, all the foreign fair ;
" The gifts of princes, or the fpoils of war: 123
Before
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Bofore their Monarch they fhall fingly pafs;
And the moft worthy fhall obtain the grace.

X faid : the feaft was ferv’d; the bowl was crown'd 3
To the King’s pleafure went the mirthful round.
The women came : as cuftom wills, they paft:  i6e
On one (O that diftinguifh’d one 1) I caft
The favourite glance! O! yet my mind setains
‘That fond beginning of my infant pains.
Mature the Virgin was, of Egypt’s race;
Grace thap’d her limbs; and Beauty deck’d her face;
Eafy her motion feem’d, ferene her air;
Full, though unzon'd, her bofom rofe; her hair,
Unty’d, and ignorant of artful aid,
Adown her thoulders loofely lay difplay’d ; }
And in the jetty curls ten thoufand Cupids play’d.

Fix'd on her charms, and pleas’d that I could love,
Aid me, my friends, contribute to improve
Your Monarch's blifs, I faid; frefh rofes bring
‘To ftrew my bed, till the impoverifh’d Spring
Confefs her want; around my amorous head 178
Be dropping myrrh and liquid amber fhed,
Till Arab has no more. From the foft lyre,
Sweet flute, and ten-firing’d inftrument, require
Sounds of delight: and thou, fair Nymph ! draw nigh;
‘Thou, in whofe graceful form and potent eye, 180
Thy Mafter’s joy long-fought at length is found ;
And, as thy brow, lct my aefires be crown’d ;
O favourite Virgin! that hatt warm’d the breaft,
‘Whofe fovercign ditates fubjugate the Eaft |

K 4 I faid;

!
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I faid; and fudden from the golden throne,. 83
With a fubmiffive ftep, I hafted down. :
" The glowing garland from my hair I took,
Love in my heart, Obedience in my look ;
Prepar’d to place it on her comely head &
O favourite Virgin! (yet again I faid) 190
Receive the honours deftin’d to thy brow ;
And O, above thy fellows, happy thou !
Their duty muft thy fovereign word obey :
Rife up, my Love, my fair-one, come away.
What pang, alas | what ecftafy of {mart, 19%
Tore up my fenfes, and transfix’d my heart;
‘When fhe with modeft fcorn the wreath return’d,
Reclin’d her beauteous neck, and inward mourn'd !
Forc’d by my pride, I my concern fupprefsd, ,
Pretended drowfinefs, and wifh of reft : 200
And fullen I forfook th”imperfeét feaft : }
Ordering the Eunuchs, to whofe proper care
Ouyr Eaftern grandeur gives th’ imprifon’d fair,
To lead her forth to 2 diftinguifh’d bower,
And bid her drefs the bed, and wait the hour. 20$
Reftlefs I follow’d this obdurate Maid
(Swift are the fteps that Love and Anger tread);
Approach’d her perfon, courted her embrace,
Renew’d my flame, repcated my difgrace ;
By turns put on the Suppliant and the Lord; a0
Threaten’d this moment, and the next implor'd ;
Offer’d again the unaccepted wreath,
And choice of happy love, or inftant death.
Awerfe:
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Averfe to all her amorous King defir'd,
Far-as fhe might fhe decently retird arg
And, darting fcorn and forrow from her eyes,
‘What means, f{aid fhe, King Solomon the Wife ?

This wretched body trembles at your power ¢
‘Thus far could Fortune, but fhe can no more,
Free to herfelf my potent mind remains ; 220
Nor fears the Viftor’s rage, nor feels his chains.

>Tis faid, that thou canft plawfibly difpute,
Supreme of Seers! of Angel, Man, and Brute ;
Canft plead, with fubtle wit and fair difcourfe,
Of Paffion’s folly, and of Reafon’s force; 223
That, to the Tribes attentive, thou canft thow
‘Whence their misfortunes or their bleflings flow ;
That thou in fcience as in power art great ;
And Truth and Honour on thy edits wait.
Where is that knowledge now, that regal thought, 230
‘With juft advice and timely counfel fraughe >
‘Where now, O Judge of Ifracl ! does it rove =
‘What in one moment doft thou offer? Love—
Love ! why ’tis Joy or Sorrow, Peace or Strife ;
"Tis all the colour of remaining life : 238
And human mifery muft begin or end,
As he becomes a tyrant or a friend.
Would David's fon, religious, juft, and grave; -
To the firft bride-bed of the world receive .
A foreigner, a heathen, and a flave ? 240 }
Or, grant thy paffion has thefe names deftroy’d,
‘That Love, like Death, makes.all diftinction void; -

Yer
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Yet in his cmpire o'er thy abje&k breaft |
‘His flames and torments oanly are expreft;
His rage can in my fmiles alone relent; 245
And all his joys folicit my confent. '

Soft Love, fpontancous tree, its parted root
Muft from two hearts with equal vigour fhoot;
‘Whilit each, delighted and delnghtlng. gives
The pleaGing ecftaly which each receives : ss®
Cherifh’d with hope, and fed with joy, it grows :
Jes chearful buds their opening bloom difclofe ;
And round the happy foil diffufive odour flows.
If.angry Fate that mutual care denies,
‘The fading plant bewails its due fupplies; 265 }
‘Wild with defpair, or fick with grief, its dies.

By force beafts aft, and are by force reftrain’d :
‘The human mind by gentle means is gain'd.
Thy ufelefs firength, miftaken King, employ :
Sated with rage, and ignorant of joy, - 260
‘Thou fhalt not gain what I deny to yield ;
Nor reap the harveft, though thou fpoil’ft the field,
Xnow, Soloman, thy poor extent of {way ;
Contrat thy brow, and Ifrael fhall obey :
But wilful Love thou muft with {fmiles appeafe; 265
Approach his awful throne by juft degrees ; }
And, if thou would’ft be happy, learn to pleafe.

Not that thofe arts can here fuccefsful proves
For I am deftin’d to another’s love.
Beyond the cruel bounds of thy command, 270
To my dear equal in my native land,

My
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My plighted vow I gave : .Y his receiv'd =
Each {wore with truth, with pleafure each believ’d,
The mutual contrafk was to Heaven convey’d ¢
In cqual feales the bufy angels weigh’d 27¢
Tts folemn force, and clappd their wings, and fpread
The lafting roll, recording what we faid.
Now in my heart behold thy poniard ftain’d ;
“Take the fad life which I have long difdain’d 5
End, in a dying Virgin’s wretched fate, 280
Thy ill-ftarr’d paffion and my fiedfaft hate =
For, long as blood informs thefe circling veins,.
Or fleeting: breath its lateft power retains ;
Hear me to Egypt's vengeful Gods dsclare,,
Hate-is my part; be thine, O King; defpair:. a8s.
Now ftrike, fhe faid, and open’d bare her breadt;
Stand it in Judah’s chronicles confeft; -
That David’s fon,. by impious paffion mov'd,.
Smote a fhe-flave, and murder’d what he lov’d }
Afham’d, cenfus’d, I ftarted from the bed; 290+
And to my foul, yet uncolle&ted, faid = N
Into thyfelf, fond Solomon, return ;
Refleét again, and thou again fhalt mourn: ,
‘When I through number’d years hawe Pleafure fouglit;,
And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught; 294
To mock my fenfe, and mortify my pride,. -
2Tis in another’s power, and is deny'd..
Am I a King, great Heaven I does life or death.
Hang on the wrath or mercy of my breath ;
While kneeling I my fervant’s fmiles implore;: 300
And one.mad Damf¢l dases. difpute my power?
To
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To ravith her ! that thought was foon deprefs’d,.
‘Wihrich muft debafe the Monarch to the Beaft.
‘To fend her back ! O whither, and to whom ?
“To lands where Solomon muft never come ? 305
‘To that infulting rival’s happy arms,
For whom, difdaining me, fhe keeps her charms ?
Fantaftic tyrant of the amorous heart,
How hard thy yoke! how cruel is thy dart ¥
‘Thofe *fcape thy anger, who refufe thy fway ; 310
And thofe are punifh’d moft, who moft obey.
See judah’s.King revere thy greater power:
‘What canft thou covet, or how triumph more ?
Why then, O Love, with:an obdurate ear,
Does this proud Nymph rejeéta Monarcly’s prayer? 35
‘Why to fome fimple Shepherd does fhe run
From the fond arms of David’s favourite fon ?
Why flies the:from the glories of a court,
‘Where wealth and pleafure may thy reign fupport,
To fome poor cottage on the mountain’s brow, 320
Now bleak with winds, and cover’d now with fnow ;-
Where pinching want muft curb her warm defires,
And houfchold cares fupprefs thy genial fires ?
Too aptly the afflited Heathens prove
Thy force, while they ere& the fhrines of Love; 324
His myftic form the artizans of Greece
In wounded ftone, or molten gold, exprefs :-
And Cyprus to his Godhead pays her vow:
Faft in his; hand the idol holds his bow :
.A quiver by his fide {uftains his ftore 330
Of pointed darts ; fad emblems of his power :-
A pair
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A pair of wings he has, which he extends
Now to be gone ; which now again he bends }
Prone to return, as beft may ferve his wanton ends.
Entirely thus I find the fiend pourtray’d, 335
Since firft, alas! I faw the beautcous maid : :
1 felt him ftrike ; and now I fce him fly :
Curs’d Dzmon! O! for cver broken lie
Thofe fatal fhafts, by which I inward blecd !
O can my wifhes yet o’ertake thy fpeed ! 340
Tird may’ft thou pant, and hang thy flagging wing; | -
Except thou turn’tt thy courfe, refolv’d to bring }
The Damfel back, and fave the love-fick King!

My foul thus firuggling in the fatal net, | .
Unable to enjoy, or to forget; . 348
I reafon’d much, alas! but more I lov'd;
Sent and recall’d, ordain’d and difapprov’d ;
Till, hopelefs, plung'd into an abyfs.of grief,
1 from neceflity receiv’d relief: .
‘Time gently aided to affwage my pain 3 350"
And Wifdom took once more the flacken’d rein, -

But O, how fhost my interval of woc!
Our griefs how {wift ! our remedies how flow !
Another Nymph .(for {o did Heaven ordain,
To change the manner, but renew the pain) ; 365°
Another Nymph, amongft the many fair, '
That made my fofter hours their folemn care,
Before the reft affeéted ftill to ftand 5 )
And watch’d my eye, preventing my command.
Abra, fhe fo was call’d, did fooneft hafte 378
‘To grace my prefence; Abra went the laft : ’

Abra
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Abra was ready ere I call’d her name;
And, though I call'd another, Abra came.

Her equals firft obferv’d her growing zeal;

And laughing glofs'd, that Abra ferv’dfo well. 365
“To me her a&tiens did unheeded die,

4Or were remark’d but with 2 common eye ;

“Till, more appriz’d of what the rumour faid,

More I obferv’d peculiar in the Maid.

The Sun declin’d had fhot his weftern ray 5 370

‘When, tir'd with bufinefs of the folemn day,

d purpos’d to unbend the evening hours,

And banquet private in the women’s bowers.

1 call’d before I {at to wath my hands

«For fo the precept of the law commands) : 375
- dLove had ordain’d, that it was Abra’s turn

“T'o mix thefweets, and minifter the um.

With awful homage, and fubmiffive dread,

‘The Maid approach’d, on my declining head

Fo pour the oils : fhe trembled as the pour'd ; 380
With an unguarded look fhe now devourd ‘

My nearer face; and now recall’d her eye,

And heav’d, and ftrove to hide, a fudden figh.

And whence, faid I, canft thou have dread or pain ?
What can thy'imagery of forrow mean ? 385
Secluded from the world and all its care,

Haft thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear ?
For fure, I added, fure thy little heart
Ne'er felt Love’s anger, nor receiv’d his dart.

Abafh’d fhe bluth'd, and with diferder fpoke: 390
Her rifing fhame adorn’d the words it broke.

r i
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Xf the great Mafter will defcend to hear
"The humble feries of his hand-maid’s care ;
O ! while fhe tells it, let him not put on
"The look that awes the nations from the throne!  39¢
O! let not death fevere in glory lie
In the King’s frown, and terror of his eye!
Mine to obey ; thy part is to ordain ;
And, though to mention be to fuffer pain,
If the King fmile whilft I my woe recite, 400
If weeping I find favour in his fight,
Flow faft, my tears, full rifing his delight. }
O witnefs Earth beneath, and Heaven above !
‘For ¢an I hide it ? I am fick of Love:
If madnefs may the name of paffion bear 3 408
Or Love be call’d what is indeed Defpair. .
‘Thou Sovereign Power! whofe fecret will controls .
The inward benx and motion of our fouls 1 '
‘Why haft thou plac’d fuch infinite degrees
Between the caufe and cure of my difeafe ? a1y
‘The mighty objet of that raging fire,
In which unpity’d Abra muft expire,
Had he been born fome fimple Shepherd’s heir,
" The lowing herd or fleccy theep his care ;
At morn with him I o’er the hills had run, 415
Scornful of winter’s froft and fammer’s fun,
Still afking where he made his flock to reft.at noon.
For him at night, the dear expe&ed guett,
I had with hafty joy prepar’d the feaft ;
And from the cottage, o'er the diftant plain, =~ g0
Sent forth my longing eye to mect the Swains
Wavering,
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Wavering, impatient, tofs’d by hope and fear,
Till he and joy together fhould appear,

And the lov’d dog declare his mafter near.

On my declining neck and open. breaft

I thould have lull’d the lovely youth to reft;
And from beneath his head, at dawning day,
With fofteft care have flol’n my arm away ;
To rife and from the fold releafe the fheep,
Fond of his flock, ,indulgent o his fleep.

Or if kind Heaven, propitious to my flame
(For fure from Heaven the faithful ardor came),
Had bleft my life, and deck’d my natal hour
With height of title, and extent of power ;
‘Without a crime my paifion had afpir'd,

Found the lov’d Prince, and told what I defir'd.

Then I had come, preventing Sheba’s Queen,
°T'o fee the comelieft of the Sons of Men ;

‘To hear the charming Poct’s amorous fong,
And gather honey fallmg from his tongue ;
T’ take the fragrant kiff¢s of his mouth, '
Sweeter than breezes of her native South 3
Likening his grace, his perfon, and his mi¢n,
To all that great or beautcous I had feen. .
Serene and bright bis eyes, as folar beams
Reflefting temper’d light from cryftal ftreams;
Ruddy as gold his cheek ; his bofom fair

As filver; the curl’d nnglcts of his hair
Black as the raven’s wing ; his lip more red,
‘Than Eaftern coral, or the fcaslet thread ;
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Even his teeth, and white like 2 young flock
Cocval, newly fhorn, from the clear brook
Recent, and branching on the funny rock.
Ivory, with fapphires interfpers'd, explains
How white his hands, how blue the manly veins.
Columns of polifh’d marble, firmly fet
On golden bafes, are his legs and feet.
His ftature all majeftic, all divine,
Straight as the palm-tree, ftrong as is the pine,
Saffron and myrrh are on his garments fhed :
And everlafting {weets bloom round his head.
What utter I'! where am 1! wretched Maid!
Die, Abra, die : too phinly haft thou faid
Thy foul’s defire to meet his high embrace,
And blefling ftamp’d upon thy future race;
To bid attentive nations blefs thy womb,
With unborn Monarchs charg’d, and Solomons to
Here o’er her fpeech her flowing eyes prevail.
©O foolifh Maid! and O unhappy Tale!
My fuffering heart for ever fhall defy
New wounds and danger from a future eye.
O! yet my tortur'd fenfes decp retain
The wretched memory of my formar pain,
The dire affront and my Egyptian chain.
As Time, I faid, may happily cfface
That cruel image of the King’s difgrace;
Imperial Reafon fhall refume her feat ;
And Solomon, once fallen, again be great.
Betray’d by paffion, as fubdued in war,
We wifcly fhould exert a double care,
Nor ever ought a fecond time to err.
Vou. IL. L
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This Abra then—
I faw her; ’twas Humanity ; it gave
Some refpite to the forrows of my flave.
Her fond excefs proclaim’d her paffion true;
And generous pity to that truth was due.
Well I intreated her, who well deferv'd;
T call’d her often ; for the always ferv'd.
Ufe made her perfon eafy to my fight ;
And eafe infenfibly produc’d delight.

‘Whene'er I revel’d in the womens bowers
(For firft I fought her but at loofer hours),
"The apples fhe had gather’d {melt moft fweet;
The cake fhe kneaded was the favoury meat :
But fruits their odour loft, and meats their tafte,
If gentle Abra had not deck’d the feaft.
Difhonour’d did the fparkling goblet ftand,
Unlefs receiv’d from gentle Abra’s hand :

And, when the Virgins form’d the evening choir,
Raifing their voices to the mafter lyre,

Too flat I thought this voice, and that too fhrill,
One fhew’d too much, and one too little kill,
Nor could my foul approve the mufic’s tone;
Till all was hufh'd, and Abra fung alone.
Fairer fhe feem’d diftinguifh’d from the reft,
And better mien difclos’d, as better dreft.

A bright tiara, round her forehead ty’d,

‘To jufter bounds confin’d its rifing pride ;

The blufhing ruby on her fnowy breaft
Render'd its panting whitcnefs more confefs’d ;

.
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Bracelets of pearl gave roundnefs to her arm,

And every gem augmented every charm.

Her fenfes pleas’d, her beauty flill improvd;

And the more lovely grew, as more belov’d.
And now I could behold, avow, and blame, (353

‘The feveral follies of my former flame ;

Willing my heart for recompence to prove

“The certain joys that lie m profperous Love.

¥or what, faid I, from Abra can I fear,

Too humble to infult, too foft te be fevere ? 520

The Damfel’s fole ambition is to pleafe :

With freedom I inay like, and quit with eafe

She fooths, but never can enthral my mind :

‘Why may not Peace and Love for once be join’d ?
Grear Heaven! how frail thy creature Man is made !

How by himfelf infenfibly betray’d !

In our own ftrength unhappily fecure,

‘Too little cautious of the adverfe power,

And by the.blaft of {elf-opinion mov’d,

We wifh to charm, and feck to be belov'd. 530

On Pleafure’s flowing brink we idly ftray,

Mafters as yet of our returning way ;

Seeing no danger, we difarm our mind,

And give our conduét to the waves and wind :

Then in the flowery mead, or verdant fhade, €35

‘To wanton dalliance negligently laid,

‘We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl,

And fmiling {ce the nearer waters roll ; .

“Till the ftrong gufts of raging paffion rife ;

“Till the dire tempeft mingles earth and fkies ; 540

La And,
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And, fwift into the boundlefs ocean borne,

Our foolith confidence too late we mourn ;

Round our devoted heads the billows beat;

And from our troubled view the leffen’d lands retreat.
O mighty Love! from thy unbounded power 45

How fhall the human bofom reft fecure ?

How fhall our thought avoid the various fnare ?

Or Wifdom to our caution’d foul declare

The different fhapes thou pleafeft to employ,

‘When bent to hurt, and certain to deftroy ? $50
The haughty Nymph, in open beauty dreft,

‘To-day encounters our unguarded breaft :

She looks with majefty, and moves with ftate ;

Unbent her foul, and in misfortune great, }

She fcorns the world, and dares the rage of Fate. 555
Here whilft we take ftern manhood for our guide,

And guard our conduét with beceming pride ;

Charm’d with the courage in her a&ion fhewn,

We praife her mind, the image of our owa.

She that can pleafe is certain to perfuade, 560

To-day belov’d, to-morrow is obey’d.

We think we fee through Reafon’s optics right ;

Nor find how Beauty’s rays elude our fight :

Struck with her eye, whilft we applaud her mind ;

And when we fpeak her great, we wifh her kind. 565
‘To-morrow, cruel power | thou arm’ft the fair .

With flowing forrow, and difhevel'd hair

8ad her complaint, and humble is her tale,

Her fighs explaining where her acceats fail.
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Here generous foftnefs warms the honeft breaft; 570
We raife the fad, and fuccour the diftrefs’d.
And, whilft our with prepares the kind relief,
‘Whilft pity mitigates her rifing grief, -
We ficken foon from her contagious care,
Grieve for her forrows, groan for her defpair; 575
And againft Love too late thef: bofoms arm, ‘
Which tears can foften, and which fighs can warm.

Againft this neareft, crueleft of foes,
What fhall wit meditate, or force oppofe ?
Whence, feeble Nature, fhall we fummon aid, 580
If by our pity and our pride betray'd ? :
External remedy fhall we hope to find,
When the clofe fiend has gain’d our treacherous mind 3
Infulting there does Reafon’s power deride,
And, blind himfelf, condufls the dazzled guide? 585
My conqueror now, my lovely Abra, held
My freedom in her chains ; my heart was fill'd
With her, with her alone ; in her alone
It fought its peace and joy = while the was gone,
It figh'd, and griev'd impatient of her ftay; 590
Return’d, fhe chay’d thofe fighs, that gricf, away :
Her abfence made the night : her prefence brought

the day.

The ball, the play, the mafk, by turns fucceed.:
For her I make the fong ; the dance with her I lead.
¥ court her various in each fhape and drefs, 595
That luxury may form, or thought exprefs.

To-day, beneath the palin-tree on the plains,
In Deborah’s arms and habit Abra reigns :

L3 The
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‘The wreath denoting conqueft guides her brow ;
And low, 'like Barak, at her feet I bow. 600
The mimic chorus fings her profperous hand ;
As fhe had flain the foe, and fav’d the land.
To-morrow fhe approves a fofter air,
Forfakes the pomp and pageantry of war ;
The form of peaceful Abigail affumes, 60§
Ana from the village with the prefent comes :
The youthful band depofe their glittering arms,
Receive her bounties, and recite her charms ;
Whilft 1 affume my Father’s ftep and mien,
‘To meet with due regard my future Queen. (373
If haply Abra’s will be new inclin’d
To range the woods, or chafe the flying hind;
Soon as the fun awakes, the fprightly court
Leave their repofe, and haften to the fport.
In leffen’d royalty, and humble ftate, 615
Thy King, Jerufalem, defcends to wait,
Till Abra comes : fhe comes; a milk-white fteed,
Mixture of Perfia’s and Arabia’s breed,
Suftains the nymph : her garments flying loofe
(As the Sydonian maids or Thracian ufe), 620
And half her knee and half her breaft appear,
By art, like negligence, difclos’d and bare.
Her left-hand guides the hunting courfer’s flight,
A filver how fhe carries in her right,
And fiom the golden quiver at her fide 625
Ruttles the ebon arrow’s feather’d pride.
Sapphires and diamonds on her front difplay
An artificial moon’s increafing ray.
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Diana, huntrefs, miftrefs of the groves,
‘The favourite Abra fpeaks, and looks, and moves. 630
Her, as the prefent goddefs, I obey -
Beneath her feet the captive game I lay.
The mingled chorus fings Diana’s fame ¢
Clarions and horns in louder peals proclaim
Her myftic praife; the vocal triumphs bound 635
Againft the hills ; the hills refleét the found.

If, tir'd this evening with the hunted woods, *
To the large fith-pools, or the glaffy floods,
Her mind to-morrow points : a thoufand hands,
To-night employ’d, obey the King’s commands. 640
Upon the watery beach an artful pile
Of planks is join’d, and forms 2 moving ifle:
A golden chariot in the midft is fet;
And filver cvgnets feem to feel its weight.
Abra, bright Queen, afcends her gaudy throne, 645
In femblance of the Grecian Venus known :
Tritons and fea-green Naiads round her move,
And fing in moving ftrains the force of Love;
Whilft, as th’ approaching pageant does appear;
And echoing crouds fpeak mighty Venus near, 650
1, her adorer, too devoutly ftand )
Fatt on the utmoft margin of the land,
With arms and hopes extended, to receive
The fancy’d Goddefs rifing from the wave.

O fubje&t Reafon ! O imperious Love! 658
Whither yet further would my folly rove ¥
Is it enough, that Abra fhould be great
In the wall'd palace, or the rural feat 2 )

Ls That
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‘That mafking habits, and a borrow’d name,
Contrive to hide my plenitude of fhame ?

No, no: Jerufalem combin’d muft fee

My open fault, and regal infamy.

Solern a month is deftin’d for the feaft

Abra invites : the nation is the gueft.

‘To have the honoux pf each day fuftain’d,

T'he woods are travers’d, and the lakes are drain’d :
Arabia’s wilds, and ZEgypt’s, are explor'd :

The edible creation decks the board :

Hardly the phoenix *fcapes —

‘The men their lyres, the maids their voices raife,
To fing my happinefs, and Abra’s praife :

And flavifh bards our mutual loves rehearfe

In lying firains and ignominious verfe =

‘While, from the banquet leading forth the bride,
‘Whom prudent Love from public eyes thould hide;
I fhew her to the world, confefs'd and known
Queen of my heart, and partner of my throne.

And now her friends and flatterers fill the court ;

From Daa and from Beerfheba they refort :

‘They barter places, and difppfe of grants,

Whole provinces unequal e their waats;
"They teach her to recede, or to debate;

‘With toys of love to mix affairs of flate;

By prattis’d rules her empire to fccure ;

And in my pleafure make my ruin fure.

‘They gave, and fhe transferr'd the curs’d advice,
That Monarchs thould their inward foul difguife,
Diffcmble and command, be falfe and wife ;
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By ignominious arts, for fervile ends,
Should compliment their foes, and fhun their friends. 690
And now I leave the true and juft fupports
Of legal princes, and of honeft courts,
Barzillai’s and the fierce Benaiah’s heirs,
Whofe fires, great partners in my Father’s cares,
Saluted their young King, at Hebrqp crown’'d,  6gg
Great by their toil, and glorious by their wound.
And now (unhappy ceunfel !) I prefer
Thofe whom my follies only made me fear,
Old Corah’s blood, and taunting Shimei’s race ;
Mifcreants who ow’d their lives to David’s grace
Thoeugh they had fpurn’d his rule, and curs’d him
to his face. .
Still Abra’s power my fcandal ftill increas’d ;
Juftice fubmitted to what Abra pleas’d:
Her will alone could fettle or revoke ;
And law was fix’d by what fhe lateft fpoke. 205,
Ifracl negleéted, Abra was my care:
I only afted, thought, and liv'd, for her.
¥ durft not reafon with my wounded heart ;
Abra poflefs’d; fhe was its better part.. :
©'! had I now review'd the famous caufe, 710.
Which gave my righteous youth fo juft applaufe ;
In vain on the diffembled mother’s tongue
Had cunning art and fly perfuafion hung ;.
And real care in vain, and native love,. -
In the true parent’~ panting breaft had ftrove ; 718,
‘While both deceiv’d had feen the deftin’d child
Or flain or fav'd,. as Abra frowa’d, ar fmil’d. g
Unknow-
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Unknowing to command, proud to obey,
A lifelefs King, a royal fhade, I lay.
Unheard, the injur'd orphans now complain : 720
The widow’s cries addrefs the throne in vain.
Caufes unjudg’d difgrace the loaded file;
And fleeping laws the King’s neglet revike.
No more the elders throng’d around my throne,
‘To hear my maxims, and rcform their own. 728
No more the young nobility were taught,
How Mofes govern'd, and how David fought.
Loofe and undifciplin’d the foldier lay;
Or loft in drink and game the folid day.
Porches and fchools, defign’d for public good, 739
Uncover'd, and with fcaffolds cumber'd ftood, :
Or nodded, threatening ruin, —
Half pillars wanted their expeéted height;
And roofs imperfe& prejudic’d the fight.
The artifts grieve ; the labouring people droop: 735
My Father’s legacy, my country’s hope,
God's temple, lics unfinifh’d, —
‘The wife and grave deplor’d their Monarch’s fate,
And future mifchiefs of a finking ftate.
Is this, the ferious faid, is this the man, 740
‘Whofe alive foul through every fcience ran ?
‘Who, by juit rule and elevated fkill,
Prefcrib’d the dubious bounds of good and ill ?
‘Whofe golden fayings, and immortal wit,
On large phylafteries expreffive writ, 743
Were to the forehead of the rabbins ty’'d,
Our youth’s inftruélion, and our age’s pride ?
Could

.
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Could not the wife his wild defires reftrain ?
Then was our hearing, and his preaching vain !
What from his life and letters were we taught, 750
But that his knowledge aggravates his fault !

In lighter mood the humourous and the gay
(As crown'd with rofes at their feafts they lay)
Sent the full goblet, charg’d with Abra’s name,
And charms fuperior to their mafter’s fame. 758
Laughing, fome praife the King, who let them fee
How aptly luxe and empire might agree :
Some glofs’d, how love and wifdom were at ftrife ;
And brought my proverbs to confront my life.
However, friend, here’s to the King, one cries: 760
To him who awas the King, the friend replies.
The King, for Judah’s and for wifdom’s curfe,
‘To Abra yields: could I or thou do worfe ?
Our loofer lives let chance or folly fteer, )
If thus the prudent and determin’d err. 768
Let Dinah bind with flowers her flowing hair,
And touch the lute, and found the wanton air:
Let us the blifs without the fting reccive,
Free, as we will, or to enjoy, or leave.
Pleafures on levity’s fmooth furface flow : 770
‘Thought brings the weight that finks the foul to woe..
Now be this maxim to the King convey’d,
And added to the thoufand he has made.

Sadly, O Reafon, is thy power exprefs'd,
‘Thou gloomy tyrant of the frighted breaft 778
And harth the rules which we from thee receive,
If for our wifdom we our pleafure give ; }
And more to think be oaly more to grieve :

If
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If Judah’s King, at thy tribunal try'd,
Forfakes his joy, to vindicate his pride ; 780
And, changing forrows, I am only found |,
Loos’d from the chains of Love, in thine more friétly
bound !

But do I call thee tyrant, or complain,
How hard thy laws, how abfolute thy reign !
While thou, alas! art but an empty name, 783
To no two men, who ¢’er difcours’d, the fame ;
The idle produdt of a troubled thoughr,
In borrow’d fhapes and airy colours wrought ;
A fancy’d line, and a refleGted fhade ;
A chain which man to fetter man has made; 990
By artifice impos’d, by fear obey’d | '

Yet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing,
Whence-ever I thy cruel eflence bring,
T own thy influence; for I feel thy fting,
Relutant I perceive thee in my foul, 795
Form’d to command, and deftin’d to controul.
Yes; thy infulting diates fhall be heard ;
Yirtue for once thall be her own reward :
Yes; rebel Ifracl! this unhappy Maid
Shall be difmifs’d : the croud fhall be obey’d : Sce
"The King his paffion and his rule fhall leave,
No longer Abra’s, but the people’s flave.
My coward foul fhall bear its wayward fate ;

8os }

SRRy W

I will, alas! bLe wretched, to be great,
And figh in royalty, and grieve 1n ftate,
I faid : refolv’d to plunge into my grief
At once {o far, as to expect relief
7 From:
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From my defpair alone —

I chofe to write the thing I durft not fpeak

‘To her I lov'd, to her I muft forfake. $10
The harth epiftle labour'd much to prove,

How inconfiftent Majefty and Love.

T always fhould, it faid, efteem her well ;

But never fee her more : it bid her feel

No future pain for me ; but inftant wed $1g
A lover more proportion’d to her bed j

And quiet dedicate her remnant life

‘T'o the juft duties of an humble wife.

She read; and forth to me the wildly ran,

To me, the eafe of all her former pain. 820

She kneel’d, intreated, ftruggled, threaten'd, cry'd,

And with alternate paffion livid and dy'd :

Till, now, deny’d the liberty to mourn,

And by rude fury from my prefence torn,

This only objeét of my real care, 825

Cut off from hope, abandon’d to defpair,

In fome few pofting fatal hours is hurl’d

From wealth, from power, from love, and from the
world.

Here tell me, if thou dar’ft, my confcious foul,
What different forrows did within thee roll ? 830
What pangs, what fires, what racks, didft thou fuftain?
‘What fad vicifficudes of fmarting pain ?

How oft’ from pomp and ftate did I remove,

To f.cd defpair, and cherifh hopelefs love }

How oft", all day, recall’d I Abra’s charms, 835

" Her beauties prefs'd, and panting in my arms?
. How
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How oft’, with fighs, view’d ev’ry female face,
Where mimic fancy might her likenefs trace ?
How oft’ defir'd to fly from Ifrael’s throne,
And live in fhades with her and Love alone ? 340
How oft’, all night, purfued her in my dreams,
O’er flowery vallies, and through cryftal ftreams ?
And, waking, view’d with grief the rifing fun,
And fondly mourn’d the dear delufion gone ?
When thus the gather'd ftorms of wretched Love, 845
In my {fwoln bofom, with long war had ftrove ;
At length they broke their bounds; at length their force
Bore down whatever met its ftronger courfe ;
1.aid all the civil bonds of manhood wafte;

And fcatter’d ruin as the torrent paft. 8se
So from the hills, whofe hollow caves contain

‘The congregated fnow and {welling rain, }
‘TiMl the full flores their ancient bounds difdain,

Precipitate the furious torrent flows :

In vain would fpeed avoid, or ftrength oppofe ; 855

‘Towns, forefts, herds, and men, promifcuous drown’d,

With one great death deform the dreary ground : }

The echoed woes from diftant rocks refound.

And now, what impious ways my withes took,

How they the monarch and the man forfook ; §6eo

And how I follow’d an abandon’d will,

Through crooked paths, and fad retreats of ill ;

How Judah’s daughters now, now foreign flaves,

By turns my proftituted bed reccives ;

‘Through tribes of women how I loofcly rang'd  86g

Impatient; lik’d to-night, to-morrow chang'd j
. And,
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And, by the inftink of capricious luft,
Enjoy’d, difdain’d, was grateful, or unjuft :
O, be thefe fcenes from human eyes conceal’d,
In clouds of decent filence juftly veil’d! 870
O, be the wanton images convey’'d
To black oblivion, and eternal fhade !
Or let their fad epitome alone,
And outward lines, to future age be known, '
Enough to propagate the fure belief, 873
That vice engenders thame, and folly broods o'er grief!
Bury’d in {loth, and loft in eale, I lay;
The night I revel’d; and I flept the day.
Neéw heaps of fewel damp’d my kindling fires ;
And daily change extinguith'd young defires. 880
By its own force deftroy’d, fruition ceas’d ; C
And, always weary’d, I was never pleas’d,
No longer now does my negle&ed mind
Its wonted ftores and old ideas find.
Fix’d judgement there no longer does abide, 88s
‘To take the true, or fet the falfe afide.
No longer does {fwift memory trace the cells,
Where {pringing wit, or young invention, dwells,
Frequent debauch to habitude prevails ;
Patience of toil, and love of virtue, fails. 890
By fad degrees impair'd, my vigour dies ;
Till I command no longer ev’n in vice.
The women on my dotage build their fway ;
They atk ; I grant; they threaten; I obey.
In regal garments now I gravely ftride, 898

Aw'd by the Perfian damfel’s haughty pride :
’ i Now
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Now with the loofer Syrian dance and fing,
In robes tuck’d up, opprobrious to the king.
Charm’d by their eyes, their manners I acquire,
And fhape my foolifhnefs to their defire, goo
Seduc’d and aw’d by the Philiftine dame ;
At Dagon’s fhrine I kindle impious flame.
With the Chaldean’s charms her rites prevail ;
And curling frankincenfe afcends to Baal.
‘To each new harlot I new altars drefs ; 905
And ferve her god, whofe perfon I carefs.
Where, my deluded fenfe, was Reafon flown,
Where the high majefty of David’s throne,
‘Where all the maxims of eternal truth,
- With which the living Gop inform’d my youth; g1e
‘When with the lewd Egyptian I adore
Vain idols, deities that ne’er before
In Ifrael's land had fix’d their dire abodes,
Beaftly divinities, and droves of gods ;
Ofiris, Apis, powers that chew the cud, 913
And dog Anubis, flatterer for his food ;
When in the woody hills forbidden fhade
1 carv’d the marble, and invok'd its aid ;
‘When in the fens to fnakes and flies, with zeal
Unworthy human thought, I proftrate fell ; 910
To fhrubs and plants my vile devotion paid ;
And fet the bearded leek, to which I pray’d;
When to all beings facred rites were given,
Forgot the Arbiter of earth and heaven ?
" Through thefe fad fhades, this chaos in my foul, g2
Some feeds of light at length began to roll,
The
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“The rifing motion of an infant ray

161

‘Shot glimmering through the cloud, and promis’d day.

And now, onec moment able to refleét,

I found the King abandon’d to negle&t,

Seen without awe, and ferv’d without refpeét.
‘I found my fubjeéts amicably join,

To leflen their defeéls by citing mine.

The prieft with pity pray’d for David’s race;
And left his text, to dwell on my dxfgracc
‘The father, whilft he warn’d his erring fon
The fad examples which he-ought to thun,
Defcrib’d, and only nam’d not, Solomon.

Each bard, each fire, did to his pupil fing, * 4

A wife child better than a foolifh King.
Into myfelf my Reafon’s eye I turn'd ;
And, as I much refle@ted, much ¥ mourn'd,

A mighty King I.am, an earthly God ;
Nations obey my word, and wait.my nod ;
1 raife or fink, imprifen or fet free;

And life or death depends on my decree :
Fond the.idea, and the thought is vain.

O'er Judah’s King ten thoufand tyrants reign;

Legions of luft; and variaus powers of ill,
Infle the matter’s tributary will :

And he, fyom whom the nanons fthould receive
Juftice and freedom, Kies himfelf a flave,
Tortur'd by cruel change of wild defires,

Lafh’d by mad rage, and fcorch’d by brutal ﬁres.

Q Reafon! once agam to thee I call;
Accept my forrow, and retrieve my fall.

930.}

935

o

955

Vou. IL M Wiftom,
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Wifdom, thou {ay'tt, from Heaven receiv’d her birth,
Her beams tranfmitted to the fubjet earth :
Yet this great emprefs of thc “htiman foul
Does only with imagin’d potver cohtrol 960
If refilefs Paffion by rebe{:)ous fway
Compels the weak ufirper to obey.

O troubled, weik, and coward, as thou art ;
‘Without thy poor advice, the labouring heart
¥'6 worfe extremes with fwifter fteps would ran, 96s
Not fav’d by virtue, yet by vice undone.

Oft’ have I faid, the praife of ‘doing weit
Is to the ear, as ointment to the finell.
Now, if fome flies perchance, however {mall,
Ynto the alabafter urn fhould fatl, 970
‘The odours of tixe fiweers iriclos'd would die,
And ftench corrupt (ﬁd chiihge 1) their plzcc fepply.
So the leaft faults, if fix’d With faireft dceﬂ', .
Of future ill become fhe fitil feed ;
Tato the balm of pureft virtue caft, ‘97§
Annoy all life with ofie ¢bntagious blaft.

Loft Solomon ! purfife this thought no‘fnote ;
Of thy paft errors réeollect the ftore ;
And filent weep, thiat, while the deathlefs Mufe
$hall fing the jutt, fhall o%r their hehds diffiife  g8o
Perfumes with lavifh hand ; fhe fhall procidim
Thy crimes alone, and, to thy evil fame }
Impartial, fcatter damps and poifons on thy time.
Awaking therefore, as who loag had dream'd,
Miuich of my wonien' and their gods atham’d; v3s

3 From
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¥rom this abyls of exemplary vice
Relolv'd, as time might aid my thought, to rife ;
Again 1 bid the mournful goddefs write -
The fond purfuit of fugitive delight ;
Bid her exalt her melancholy wing, 990
And, rais’d from carth, and {av’d from paffion, fing
'Of human hope by crafs event deftroy’d,
‘Of ufelefs wealth and greatnefs unenjoy’'d,
Of luft and love, with their fantaftic train,
Their withes, {miles, and loaks, deceitful all, and vain..

M2 TEXTS



TEXTS CMIEFLY ALLUDED TO IN BOOK III.

« Or ever the filver cord be loofed, or the golden bowl
« be broken, or the pitcher be broken at the fountain,
« or the wheel broken at the ciftern.” Eccl. xii. 6.

¢ The fun arifeth, and the fun goeth down, and hafteth

* ¢ to his place where he arofe.” Ch. i. s.

« The wind goceth towards the fouth, and turneth about
¢ unto the morth. It whirleth about con:inually;
¢ and the wind returncth again, according to his cir- -
 cuit.” Ver. 6.

% All the rivers run into the fea: yet the fea isnot full
« Unto the place from whence the rivers come, thi-
 ther they return agsin.” Ver. 7.

¢ Then fhall the duft return to the carth, as it was: and
¢ the fpirit fhall return unto Gop who gave it.”
Ch. xii. 7. :

¢ Now when Solomon had made an end of praying, the
¢ fire came down from Heaven, and confumed the
« burnt-offering, and the facrifices; and the glory of
¢¢ the Lorp filled the houfe.” 2 Chron. vii. 1.

¢ By the rivers of Babylon, there we fat down; yea
¢ we wept, when we remembered Sion,” &c. Pfalm
cxxxvii, 1.

“ I faid of laughter, it is mad; and of mirth, what
“ doth it?” Ecclef. ii. 2.

¢ No man can find out the work that Gop maketh,
¢ from the beginning to the end.” Ch. iii. 11.

¢¢ Whatfoever GoD docth, it fhall be for ever; nothing
“ can be puttoit, nor any thing taken from it: andGop
“ doeth it, that men fhould fear before him.” Ver. 14.

« Let us hear the conclufion of the whole matter ; fear
“ Gob, and keep his commandments; for this is the

“ole duty of man.” Ch, xii. 13.
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THE THIRD BOOK.

THE ARGUMENT.

Solomon confiders man through the feveral ftages and
conditions of life; and concludes in general, that we
are all miferable. He reflcéts more particularly upon
the trouble and uncertainty of Greatnefs and Power;
gives fome inftances thereof from Adam down to
himfelf; and ftill concludes that all is Vanity. He
reafons again upon life, death, and a future being;
finds human wifdom too imperfet to refolve his
doubts ; has recourfe to Religion; is informed by an
angel, what fhall happen to himfelf, his family, and
his kingdom, till the redemption of Ifrael; and,
upon the whole, refolves to fubmit his enqumes and
anxieties to the will of his Creator.

OME then, my Soul : I call thee by that name,
Thou bufy thing, from whence I know I am:
For, knowing what I am, I know thou art;
Since that muft nceds exift, which can impart.
But how cam’ft thou to be, or whence thy fpring? 5
For various of thee priefts and poets fing.
M3 Hear'ft
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Hear'ft thou fubmiffive, but a lowly birth,.
Some feparate particles of finer earth,
A plain effe& which nature muft beget,
As motion orders, and as atoms meet ;. ‘z0
Companion of the body’s good or ill,
"From force of inftin€t, more than choice of will;
Confcious of fear or valour, joy or pain,
As the wild courfes of the bloed ordain ;
‘Who, as degrees of heat and cold prevail, 15
. Ip youth doft flourifh, and with age fhalt fail ;
‘Till, mingled with thy partner’s lateft breath,
‘Thou fiy’ft diffolv’d in sir, and loft in death #

Or, if thy great exiftence would afpire
To caufes more fublime, of heavenly fire e
‘Wert thou a fpark ftruck off, a feparate ray,
Ordain’d to mingle with terreftrial clay ?
‘With it condemn’d for certain years to dwell,
"To grieve its frailties, and its pains to feel ;
“To teach it good and ill, difgrace or fame; 2%
Pale it with rage, or redden it with fhame ;.
To guide its altions with informing care,
In peace to judge, to conquer in the war;
Render it agile, witty, valiant, fage,
As fits the various courfe of human age; 30
Till, as the earthly part decays and falls,
‘The captive breaks her prifon’s mouldering walls ;
Hovers a while upon the fad remains, )
Which now the pile or fepulchre contains 3
And thence with liberty unbounded flies, 35
Impatient to regain her native fkies @

‘What-
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‘Whate’er thou art, where-e'er ordain’d to go,
(Points which we rather may difpute than know!)
Come on, thou little inmate of this breaft,
Which for thy fake from paffions I diveft, 40
For thefe, thou fay’ft, raife all the ftormy ftrife,
‘Which hinder thy repofe, and trouble life.
Be the fair level of thy attions laid,
As temperance wills, and prudence may perfuade :
Be thy affeftions undifturb’d and clear, 45}

‘vl
“o
~

Guided to what may great or good appear ;
And try if life be worth the liver’s care.

Amafs’d in man, there juftly is beheld
‘What through the whole creation has excell’d : ’
The life and growth of plants, of beafts the fenfe, go
‘The angel’s forecaft and intelligence :
Say from thefe glorious feeds what harveft flows;
Recount our bleflings, and compare our woes.
In its true light let cleareft reafon fee
‘The ‘man dragg’d out to a&, and forc’d to be; 55
Helplefs and naked on a woman’s knees,
‘To be expos’d or rear’d as the may pleafe; }
Feel her negle&, and pine from her difeafe ;
His tender eye by too dire& a ray
Wounded, and flying from unpra&is'd day ; 60
His heart affaulted by invading air,
And beating fervent to the vital war ;

-“T'o his young fenfe how various forms appear,
“That ftrike his wonder, and excite his fear.
By his diftortions he reveals his pains ; 63
He by his tears and by his fighs complains ;
M4 Till
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Till time and ufe affift the infant wretch,

By broken words and rudiments of fpeech,

His wants in plainer chara&ters to thow,

And paint more perfeét figures of his woe ;

Condemn’d to facrifice his childith years

‘To babbling ignorance, and to empty fears ;

To pafs the riper period of his age,

A&ing his part upon a crowded ftage ;

To lafting toils expos’d, and endlefs cares,

To open dangers, and to fecret fnares ;

To malice which the vengeful foe intends,

And the more dangerous love of feeming friends.

His deeds examin’d by the people’s will,

Prone to forget the good, and blame the ill ;

Or fadly cenfur'd in their curs’d debate,

Who, in the fcorner’s or the judge’s feat,

Dare to condemn the virtue which they hate.

Or, would he rather leave this frantic fcene;

And trees and beafts prefer to courts and men ;

In the remoteft wood and lonely grot

Certain to meet that worft of evils, Thought;

Different ideas to his memory brought,

Some intricate as are the pathlefs woods,

Tinpetuous fome as the defcending floods ;

With anxious doubts, with raging paffions torn,

No fwcet companion near, with whom to mourn ;

He hears the echoing rock return his fighs ;

Ard from himfelf the frighted Hermit flies.
“Thus, through what path foe’er of life we rove,

Rage companies our hate, and gricf our love.

7¢
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Vex’d with the prefent moment’s heavy gloom,

Why feek we brightnefs from the years to come ?
Difturb’d and broken like a fick man’s fleep,

Our troubled thoughts to diftant profpeéts leap, 100
Defirous ftill what flies us to o’ertake ;

For hope is but the dream of thofe that wake:

But, looking back, we fee the dreadful train

Of woes a-new, which were we to fuftain, }
‘We fhould refufe to tread the path again; 105
Still adding grief, fill counting from the firft ;
Judging the lateft evils ftill the worft ;

And, fadly finding each progreffive hour,

Heighten their number, and augment their power,
Till, by one countlefs fum of woes oppreft, 110
Hoary-with cares, and ignorant of reft,

‘We find the vital {prings relax’d and worn,

Comnpell’d our common impotence to mourn, }
‘Thusthroughthe round of ageto childhood we return;
Refleting find, that naked from the womb 118

‘We yefterday came forth; that in the tomb
Naked again we muft to-morrow lie,
Born to lament, to labour, and to die.
Pafs we the ills which each man feels or dreads,
The weight or fallen or hanging o’er our heads; 120
‘The bear, the lion, terrors of the plain,
The fheepfold fcatter'd, and the fhepherd flain;
The frequent errors of the pathlefs wood,
‘The giddy precipice, and the dangerous flood ;
The noifome peftilence, that in open war 12§
Terrible marches through the mid-day air,
2 And
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- And fcatters death; the arrow that by night

Cuts the dank mift, and faral wings its flight ;
‘The billowing foow, and violence of the thower,

‘That from the hills difperfe their dreadful ftore, 130

And o’er the vales colle€ted ruin pour;

The worm that gnaws the ripening fruit, fad gueft;

Canker or locuft, hurtful to infeft

The blade ; while hufks elude the tiller’s care,

And eminence of want diftinguifhes the year.
Pafs we the flow difeafe, and fubtle pain,

‘Which our weak frame is deftin’d to fuftain ;

‘The cruel ftone with congregated war

Tearing his bloody way ; the cold catarrh,

‘With frequent impulfe, and continued ftrife,

‘Weakening the wafted feats of irkfome life ;

‘The gout’s fierce rack, the burning fever’s rage,

The {ad experience of decay; and Age,

Herfelf the foreft ill; while Death and Eafe,

Oft’ and in vain invak’d, or to appeafe

Or end the grief, with hafty wings recede

From the vext patient and the fickly bed.
Nought fhall it profit, that the charming fair,.

" Angelic, fofteft work of Heaven, draws near

To the cold thaking paralytic hand,
Senfelefs of Beauty’s touch, or Loye’s command ;

. Nor longer apt or able to fulfil

The dictates of its feeble Mafter’s will.
Nought fhall the pfaltry and the harp avail,
"The pleafing fong, or well-repeated tale ;
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‘When the quick fpirits their warm march forbear,

And numbing coldnefs has unbrac’d the ear.
The verdant xifing of the flowery hill,

The vale enamel’d, and the cryftal rill,

‘The ocean rolling, and the thelly thore,

Beautiful obje&s, fhall delight no more;

‘When the lax’d finews of the weaken’d eye

In watery damps or dim fuffufion lie.

Day follows night ; the clouds return again

After the falling of the latter rain :

But to the aged-blind thall ne’er return

Grateful viciffitude : he ftill muft mourn

‘The fun, and moon, and every ftarry light,

Eclips’d to him, and loft in everlaftiag night,
Behold where Age’s wretched vi&tim lies ;

See his head trembling, and his half-clos’d eyes ;

Frequent for breath his panting bofom heaves ;

To broken fleep his remnant fenfe he gives;

And only by his pains, awaking, finds he lives,
Loos’d by devouring Time, the filver cord.

Diffever'd lies; unhonour’d from the board

‘The cryftal urn, when broken, is thrown by ;:

And apter utenfils their place fupply.

‘Fhefe things and thou muft fhare one equal lot,

Dic and be loft, corrupt and be forgot ;

‘While ftill another and another race

Shall now fupply, and now give up the place :

From carth all came, to earth mutft all return;

Frail as the cord, and britte as the urn.
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But be the terror of thefe ills fupprefs’d.; 18g
And view we Man with health and vigour bleft.
Home he returns with the declining fun,
His deftin’d tafk of labour hardly done ; :
Goes forth again with the afcending ray,
Again his travel for his bread to pay, 190}
And find the ill fufficient to the day.
Haply at night he does with horror fhun
A widow’d daughter, or a dying fon :
His neighbour’s offspring he to-morrow fees ;
And doubly feels his want in their increafe : 19§
The next day, and the next, he muft attend
His foe triumphant, or his buried friend,
In every at and turn of life he feels
Public calamities, or houfehold ills ;
The due reward to juft defert refusd ; 200
‘The truft betray’d, the nuptial bed abus’d ;
.The judge corrupt, the long-depending caufe,
And doubtful iffue of mifconftrued laws ;
The crafty turns of a difhoneft ftate,
And violent will of the wrong-doing great ; 20§
‘The venom’d tongue, injurious to his fame,
‘Which nor can Wifdom fhun, nor fair advice reclaim,

Efteem we thefe, my friends, event and chance,
Produc’d as atoms from their fluttering dance ?
Or higher yet their effence may we draw 310
From deftin’d order and eternal law ?
Again, my Mufe, the cruel doubt repeat :
Spring they, I fay, from accident, or fate ?

Yet
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Yet fuch we find they are as can control *
“The fervile altions of our wavering foul : 214
Qan fright, can alter, or can chain, the will;
7Their ills all built on life, that fundamental ill,
O fatal fearch ! in which the labouring mind,
Sl prefs’d with weight of woe, ftill hopes to find
A fhadow of delight, a dream of peace, 270
From years of pain one moment of releafe ;
Hoping at leaft the may herfelf deceive,
Againtt experience willing te believe,
Defirous to rejoice, condemn’d to grieve. }
Happy the mortal man, who now at laft 135
Has through this doleful vale of mifery paft; .
Who to his deftin’d ftage has carry’d on
The tedious load, and laid his burden down ;
‘Whom the cut brafs, or wounded marble, thews -
Vior o’er Life, and all her train of woes. 236
He happier yet,"who, privileg’d by Fate
*T'o fhorter labour and a lighter weight,
Receiv’d but yefterday the gift of breath,
Order’d to-morrow to return to death.
But O! beyond defcription happieft he, 233
‘Who ne’er muft roll on Life’s tumultuous fea;
Who, with blefs’d freedom, from the general doom
Exempt, muft never force the teeming womb, }
Nor fee the fun, nor fink into the tomb! ]
Who breathes, muft fuffer; and who -thinks, muft
mourn; 249
And he alone is blefs’d, who ne’er was born.
“« Yq
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% Yet in thy turn, thou frowning Preacher, hears
# Are not thefe general maxims too fevere ?
¢ Say : cannot Power fecure its owner’s blifs ?
4 And is not Wealth the potent fire of Peace ? 345}
¢ Are viftors blefs’d with fame, or kings with eafe ?”

I tell thee, Life is but one common care ;
fAnd Man was born to fuffer, and to fear.

4 But is no rank, no ftation, no degree,
4 From this contagious taint of forrow free 2 250

. None, mortal ! none! Yet in a bolder firatn

Z.et me this melancholy truth maintain, -
But hence, ye wosldly and prophane, mtire ¢
For I adapt my voice, and maife my lyre,
"To notions not by vulgar ear receiv’d : 255
Ye ftill muft covet life, and be deceiv'd =
Your very fear of death fhall make you try
o catch the thade of immortality ;
‘Withing on earth to linger, and to fave
Part of its prey from the devouring grave; 260
‘To thofe who may {urvive. you to bequeath
Something entire, in fpite of Time and Death;
A fancy’d kind of being to' retzieve,
And in a:bock, or from a buildiag, live. .
Falfe hope 1. vain labour! let fome pges fiy = 265
The dome fhall moulder, and the volume die :
Wretches, flill tapght, ftill will ye think it ftrange,
Thaz all the pasts,of this greay fabric change,
Quit their old ftation and primaval frame, ,
And lofe their thape, their effencey and theirname ? 270
: Reduce
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Reduee the fong : our hopes, our joys, are vainj °
Our lot is forrow; and our portion pain.
What paufe from woe, what hopes of comfort bring
The name of wife or great, of judge or king ?
‘What is a king ?—a man condemn’d to bear 27§
The public burden of the nation’s care; :
Now crown’d fome angry fattion to appeafe ; -
Now falls a vi&tim to the people’s eafe ;
From the firft blooming of his ill-taught youth, N
Nourifh’d in flattery, and efirang’d from truth; 230
At home furrounded by a fervile croud,
Prompt to abufe, and in detrattion loud ;
Abroad begirt with men, and fwords, and fpears ;
His very Ttate acknowledging his, fears;
Marching amidft a thoufand guards, he thews £ 173
His fecret terror of a thoufand foes ; :
In war, however prudent, great, or brave,
‘To blind events and fickle clianée a-flave ;
Secking to fettle what for ever flies ;
Sure of the toil, uncertdin of the prize. - g4
But he returns with conqueft on his brow ;
Brings up the triumph, and abfolves the vow 2
‘The captive geherals to his carwere vyd; . . Y-
‘The joyful citizens tumultious tide, o
Echoing his glory,” gratify his,pride. 293 }
‘What is this triumph ?» madnefs, dhouts, and noafe,
One great colletion of the people’s voice.,
‘The wretches he brings back inichuing relate
‘What may to-morrow be the vichor's fate ;
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The fpoils and trophies, borne before him, ﬂxew 300
National lofs, and epidemic woe,
Various diftrefs, which he and his may know,
Does he not mourn the valiant thoufands flain ;
‘The heroes, once the glory of the plain,
Left in the conflit of the fatal day, 308
Or the wolf’s portion, or the vulture’s prey ?
Does he not weep the laurel which he wears,
‘Wet with the foldiers blood, and widows tears ?

See, where he comes, the darling of the war !
Sce millions crouding round the gilded car ! 310
In the vaft joys of this ecftatic ouy,
And full fruition of fuccefsful power,
One moment and one thought might let him fcan
‘The various turns of Life, and fickle ftate of Man.
Are the dire images of fad diftruft, 315
And popular.change, obfcur'd amid the duft
“That rifes fram the vi€tor's rapid wheel ?
‘Can the loud clarion or. fhrill fife repel
@he inward cries of care? can Nature’s voice
Plaintive be drown’d or leffen’d in the noife 3 320
“Though fhouts of thunder loud afli&k-the air,
Spun the birds; now releas’d, and fhake the ivory chair?

- Yon’ croud (he might sefleft) yon’ joyful croud,
Pleay'd with my honours, ii my praifes loud,
{(Shquid fieting- vi&ory to the vanquith’d go, 328
Should the deprefs my arms, and.raife the foe)
Would for that foe with eqisl ‘ardour wait
At the high palace, or the croudsd gate ;
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‘With reftlefs rage would pull my ftatues down,
And caft the brafs anew to his renown.
O impotent defire of worldly fway?
That I, who make the triumph of to-day,
May of to-morrow’s pomp one part appear,
Ghattly with wounds, and lifelefs on the bier!
“Then (vilenefs of mankind!) then of all thefe,
‘Whom my dilated eye with labour fees,
‘Would one, alas! repeat me good, or great,
‘Wath my pale body, or bewail my fate ?
Or, march’d I chain’d behind the hoftile car,
The vi€tor’s paftime, and the fport of war ;
Would one, would one his pitying forrow lend,
Or be fo poor, to own he was my friend ?
Avails it then, O Reafon, to be wife;
‘To fee this cruel fcene with quicker eyes ;
‘To know with more diftinétion to complain,
And have fuperior fenfe in feeling pain ?

Let us revolve that roll with firickeft eye,
Where fafe from Time diftinguifh’d ations lie;
And judge if greatnefs be exempt from pain,
Or pleafure ever may with power remain.

7

330

335

3490

45

350

Adam, great type, for whom the world was made,

‘The faireft blefling to his arms convey’d,

A charming wife; and air, and fea, and lamd,
And all that move therein to his command
Render'd obedient : fay, my penfive Mufe,
What did thefe golden promifes produce ?
Scarce tafting life, he was of joy bereav’d :
One day, I think, in Paradife he liv'd ;

355

Vour. IL N Deftind
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Deftin’d the next his journey to purfue,

Where wounding thorns and curfed thiftles grew. 360
Ere yet he carns his bread, a-down his brow,

Inclin'd to earth, his laboyring fweat muft flow;

His limbs myft ake, with daily toils opprefs’d,

Ere long-wifh’d night brings neceflary reft.

Still viewing with regret his darling Eve, 36s
He for her follies and his own muft grieve ;

Bewailing flill afrefh their haplefs choice ;

His ear oft’ frighted with the imag’d voice

Of Heaven, when firft it thunder'd ; oft’ his view
Aghaft, as when the infant lightning flew, 370
And the ftern Cherub ftopp’d the fatal road,

Arm’d with the flames of an avenging God.

His younger fon on the polluted ground,

‘Firft-fruit of death, lies plaintive of a wound

Given by a brother’s hand: his eldeft birth 375
Flies, mark’d by Heaven, a fugitive o’er earth,

Yet why thefe forrows heap’d upon the Sire,

Becomes nor Man, nor Angel, to enquire,

Each age finn’d on; and Guilt advanc’d with Time-
The fon ftill added to the father’s crime ; 380
Till God arefe, and, great in anger, faid,

Lo! it repenteth me, that Man was made |
Withdraw thy light, thou Sun ! be dark, ye Skies!
And from your decp abyfs, ye Waters, rife {

The frighted. Angels heard th’ Almighty Lord;

And o’er the earth from wrathful viols pour’d }
Tempefts and ftorms, obedient to his word.
Mean
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Mean time, his Providence to. Noah gave
“The guard of all that he defign’d to fave.
Exempt from general doom the Patriarch ftood; 390
Contemn’d the waves, and triumph’d o’er the flood.
. The winds fall filent, and the waves decreafe ;
The Dove brings quiet, and the Olive peace :
Yet ftill his.heart does inward forrow feel,
‘Which Faith along farbids him to reveal. 393
If on the backward world his vigws are caft; . .
>Tis Death diffus’d, and univerfal wafte,
Prefent (fad profpet1) can he aught defery,
But (what affeéts his melancholy eye) ,
‘The beauties of the antient fabric loft, . 400
In chaios of craggy hill, or lengths of dreary coaft?
While, to high Heaven bis pions breathings turn’d,
Weeping he hop’d, and facrificing mourn’d ;
‘When of Ged’s image only eight he found
Snatch’d from the watery grave, and fav’d from nations
drewn’d; . . 408

And of three fons, -the future hopes of Earth,
“The feed whence empires muft receive their birth,
One he forefees excluded heavenly-grace,
And mark’d with curfes, fatal to his race!

Abraham, potent prisce, the friend of God, 410
«Of human .ills muft bear the deftin’d load ;
By blood and battles muft his power maintain,
And flay the monarchs ere he rules:the plain;
Mutt deal juft portions of a fervile life
To a proud handmaid and a peevith wife 413
Na Muft

»
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Muft with the mother Ieave the weeping fon,
In want to wander, and in wilds to groan ;
Muft take his other child, his age’s hope,
To trembling Moriam’s melancholy top,
Order’d to drench his knife in filial blood, 420
Deftroy his heir, or difobey his God.

Mofes beheld that God ; but how beheld 2
‘The Deity in radiant beams conceal’d,
And clouded in 2 deep abyfs of light ;
‘While prefent, too fevere for human fight, 418 }
Nor ftaying longer than one fwift-wing’d night.
The following days, and months, and years, decreed
Fo fierce encounter, and to toilfome deed.
His youth with wants and hardfhips muft engage ;
Plots and rebellions muft difturb his age: 430
Some Corah ftill arefe, fome rebel flave,
Prompter to fink the ftate, than he to fave =
And Ifrael did his rage fo far provoke,
That what the Godhead wrote, the Prophet broke.
His voice fcarce heard, his dictate fcarce believ'd. 43¢
In camps, in arms, in pilgrimage, he liv’d;
And dy’d obedient to fevereft law,
Forbid to tread the promis'd land he faw.

My Father’s hife was one long line of care,
A fcene of danger, and a ftate of war. “e
Alarm’d, expos'd, his childhood muft engage
‘The Bear’s rough gripe, and foaming Lion's rage.
By various turns h's threaten’d youth muft fear
Goliah’s lifted fword, and Saul’s emitted fpear,

Forlern
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Forlorn he muft and perfecuted fly, 443
Climb the fteep mountain, in the cavern lies }
And often atk, and be refus’d, to die.

For ever, from his manly toil, are known
The weight of power, and anguith of a crowa.
‘What tongue can fpeak the reftlefs Monarch’s woes ;
‘When God and Nathan were declar’d his foes ? ’
When every objeé his offence revil’d,
The hufband murder’d, aad the wife defil’d, }
‘The parent’s fins imprefs’d upon the dying child ?
‘What heart can think the grief which he fuftain’d 455
‘When the King’s crime brought vengeance on the land;
And the inexorable Prophet’s voice
Gave famine, plague, ar war; and bid him fix kie

choice ?

He dy’d; and, oh! may no refle&tion thed
Its poifonous venom on the royal dead 1 460
Vet the unwilling truth muft be exprefs’d,
‘Which long has labour’d in this penfive breaft s
Dying, he added to my weight of care ;
He made me to-his crimes undoubted heir;
Left his unfinifh’d murder to his fon, 463
And Joab’s blood entail’d on Judah’s crown.

Young as I was, I hafted to fulfil
The cruel diftates of my parent’s will,
‘Of his fair deeds a diftant view I took 5
But turn’d the tube, upon his faults to look ; 470
Forgot his youth, fpent in his country’s caule,
His care of right, his reverence to the laws :

N 3 But
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But could with joy his years of folly trace,
Broken and old in Bathfheba’s embrace ;
Could follow him, where-¢’er he firay’d from good,
And cite his fad example ; whilft I trod
Paths open to deceit, and track’d with blood.
Soon docile to the fecret alls of ill,
‘With fmiles I could betray, with temper kill ;
Soon in a brother could a rival view, 4%
Watch all his alts, and all his ways purfue.
In vain for life he to the altar fled :
Ambition and revenge have certain fpeed.
Ev’n there, my foul, ev’n there he fhould have fell ;
But that my intereft did my rage conceal. 43s
Doubling my crime, I promife, and deceive ;
Purpofe to flay, whilft fwearing to forgive.
Treaties, perfuafions, fighs, and tears, are vain :
‘With a mean lye curs’d vengeance I fuftain;
Join fraud to force, and policy to power ; 490
Till, of the deftin’d fugitive fecure,
In folemn ftate to parricide I rife ;
And, as God lives, this day my Brother dies.
Be witnefs to my tears, celeftial Mufe !
In vain I would forget, in vain excufe, 7Y
Fraternal blood by my dire&ion fpilt ;
In vain on Joab’s head transfer the guile :
The deed was afted by the fubje®’s hand ;
The fword was pointed by the King’s command.
Mine was the murder; it was mine alone : §00
Years of contrition muft the crime atone ; .
: Nor
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Nor can iny guilty foul expeét relief,
But from a long fincerity of grief.

With an imperfe& hand, and trembling heart,
Her love of truth fuperior to her art,
Already the refle&ing Mufe has trac’d
The mournful figures of my alions paft.
‘The penfive Goddefs has already taught,
How vain is Hope, and how vexatious Thought;
From growing childhood to declining age,
How tedious every ftep, how gloomy every flage.
‘This courfe of vanity almoft compleat, '
Tird in the field of Life, I hope retreat -
In the ftill fhades of Death: for dread and pain,
And griefs, will find their fhafts elanc’d in vain,
And their points broke, retorted from the head,
Safe in the grave, and free among the dead.

3183
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s10°

515

Yet tell me, frighted Reafon ! what is Death ?

Blood only ftopp’d, and interrupted breath ;

The utmoft limit of a narrow fpan,

And end of motion which with Life began,

As fmoke that rifes from the kindling fires.

Is feen this moment, and the next expires ;

As empty clouds by rifing winds are toft,

Their fleeting forms fcarce fooner found than loft

So vanifhes our ftate, fo pafs our days;

So Life but opens now, and now decays :

The cradle and the tomb, alas! fo nigh;

To live, is fcarce diftinguifh’d from to die.
Cure of the Mifer’s with, and Coward’s fear,

Death only fhews us, what we knew was near.

Ng4
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With
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With courage therefore view the pointed hour ;
Dread not Death’s anger ; but expeét his power;
Nor Nature’s law with fruitlefs forrow mourn ;
But die, O mortal man ! for thou waft born. 538
Cautious through doubt, by want of courage wife,
To fuch advice the Reafoner ftill replies.
Yet meafuring all the long-continued fpace,
Every fucceflive day’s repeated race,
Since Time firft ftarted from his priftine goal, §40
Till he had reach’d that hour wherein my foul
Join’d to my body fwell’d the womb; I was,
{ At leaft I think fo) nothing: muft I pafs
Again to nothing, when this vital breath,
Leafing, configns me o’er to reft and death? 545
Mautt the whole man, amazing thought ! return
“T'o the cold marble, or contrafted urn?
And never fhall thofe particles agree,
‘That were in life this individual He?
But, fever'd, muft they join the general mafs, 550
Through other forms and fhapes ordain’d to pafs; }
Nor thought nor image kept of what he was?
Does the great word, that gave him fenfe, ordain,
That life fhall never wake that fenfc again ?

And will no power his finking fpirits fave (113
Trom the dark caves of death, and chambers of the
grave?

Each evening I behold the fetting fun
With downward fpeed into the ocean run :
Yer the fame light (pafs but fome flecting hours)
Exerts his vigour, and renews his powers ; 560
: Starts
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Starts the bright race again : his conftant lame
Rifes and fets, returning ftill the fame.
I mark the varioas fury of the winds ;
Thefe neither feafuns guide, nor order binds
They now dilate, and now contraét their force; 563
Various their fpeed, but endlefs is their courfe.
From his firft fountain and beginning ouze,
Down to the fea each brook and torrent flows :
Though fundry drops or leave or {well the ftream ;
The whole flill runs, with equal pace, the fame; 570
Still other waves fupply the rifing urns;
And the eternal fleod no want of water mourns.
Why then muft Man obcy the fad decree,
‘Which fubjeéts neither fun, nor wind, nor fea?
A flower, that does with opening morn arife, 575
And, flourithing the day, at evening dies ;
A winged Eattern blatt, juft kimming o’er
The ocean’s brow, and finking on the fhore;
" A fire, whofe flames through crackling ftubble fiy ;
A meteor fhooting from the fummer fky; 5%
A bowl adown the bending mountain roll’d ;
A bubble breaking, and a fable told;
A noon tide thadow, and a midnight dream ;
Are emblems, which with femblance apt proclaim
Our earthly courfe : but, O my foul! {o faft s85
Mutft Life run off, and Death for ever laft ?
This dark opinion, fure, is too confin’d :
Elfe whence this hope, and terror of the mind?
Does fomething ftill, and fomewhere yet remain,
Reward or punithment, delight or pain ? 590
Say :
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Say : fhall our relicks fecond birth receive ?
Sleep we to wake, and only die to live ?
‘When the fad wife has clos’d her hufband’s eyes,
And pierc'd the echoing vault with doleful cries ;
Lies the pale corpfe not yet entirely dead, 595
‘The {pirit only from the body fled ; )
‘The groffer part of heat and motion void,
To be by fire, or worm, or time, deftroy'd ;
‘The foul, immortal fubftance, to remain,
Confcious of joy, and capable of pain ? 6oe
And, if her alts have been direfted well,
‘While with her friendly clay fhe deign’d to dwell,
Shall fhe with fafety reach her priftine feat ?
Find her reft endlefs, and her blifs compleat ?
And, while the bury’d Man we idly'mourn, 605
Do Angels joy to fee his better half return ?
But, if the has deform’d this earthly life
‘With murderous rapine, and feditious ftrife ;
Amaz'd, repuls’d, and by thofe Angels driven
Prom the zthereal feat and blifsful Heaven,. 6ro
In everlafting darknefs muft fhe lie,
Still more unhappy, that fhe cannot die ?
Amid two feas, on one fmall point of land,
Weary’d, uncertain, and amaz’d, we ftand ;
On either fide our thdughts inceffant turn ; 613
Forward we dread ; and looking back we mourn ;
Lofing the prefent in this dubious hafte,
And loft ourfelves betwixt the future and the paft.
Thefe cruel doubts contending in my breaft,

My reafon ftaggering, and my hopes opprefs’d, 629

’ Once
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Once more, I faid, once more I will enquire,
‘What is this little, agile, pervious fire,
This fluttering motion, which we call the Mind ?
How does fhe at ? and where is fhe confin’d ?
Have we the power to guide her as we pleafe ? 624
‘Whence then thofe evils, that obftrut our eafe 2
‘We happinefs purfue ; we fly from pain ;
Yet the purfuit, and yet the flight, is vain:
And, while poor Nature labours to be bleft,
By day with pleafure, and by night with reft; 630
Some ftronger power eludes our fickly will, -
Dathing our rifing hope with cerrain ill
And makes us with refleGtive trouble fee,
‘That all is deftin’d, which we fancy free.
‘That Power fuperior then, which rules our mind;
Is his decree by human prayer inclin’d ?
Will he for facrifice our forrows eafe ?
And can our tears reverfe his firm decrees->
Then let Religion aid, where Reafon fails;.
‘Throw loads of incenfe in, to-turn the fcales; €40
And let the filent fan&tuary fhow, ;.
What from the babbling fchools we may not know, }
HowMan may fhun or bear his deftin’d part of woe. X*
What fhall amend, or what abfolve, .our fate?

Anxious we hover in a mediate ftate, - 635
Betwixt infinity and nothing ; bounds,
Or boundlefs terms, whofe doubtful fenfe confounds..
Unequal thought ! whilft all we apprehend .
Is, that our hopes muft rife, our {orrrows end-; }
As dur Creator deigns to be our friend, 650

1 faid;’
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I faid ;—and inftant bad the Priefts prepare
The ritual facrifice and folemn prayer.
Sele& from vulgar herds, with garlands gay,
A hundred bulls afcend the facred way.
The artful youth proceed to form the choir ; 6ss
They breathe the flute, or ftrike the vocal wire.
The maids in comely order next advance ;
They beat the timbrel, and inftruét the dance.
Follows the chofen tribe from Levi {prung,
Chaunting, by juft retura, the holy fong. 6se
Along the choir in folemn ftate they paft :
—The anxious King came laft.
The facred Hymn perform’d, my promis'd vow
I paid: and, bowing at the altar low,
Father of Heaven | (I faid) and Judge of Earth!
‘Whofe word call'd out this univerfe to birth ;
By whofe kind power and influencing care
“The various creatures move, and live, and are;
But, ceafing once that care, withdrawn that power,
They move (alas!) and live, and are nomore:  67e
Omnifcient Mafter, omni-prefent King,
To thee, to thee, my laft diftrefs I bring.
Thou, that canft ftill ¢he raging of the feas,
‘Chain up the winds, and bid the tempefls ceafe !
Redeem my thipwreck’d foul from raging gufts 673
Of cruel paffion and deceitful lufts:
Erom ftorms of rage and dangerous rocks of pride,
Let thy ftrong hand this little veffel guide }
(It was thy hand that made it) through the tide
Impetuous
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JImpetuous of this life: let thy command 680
Dire&t my courfe, and bring me fafe to land!
If, while this weary'd flefh draws ficeting breath,
Not fatisfy’d with life, afraid of death,
1t haply be thy will, that I fhould know
Glimpfe of delight, or paufe from anxious woe;  69¢
From Now, from inftant Now, great Sire! difpel
The clouds that prefs my foul ; from Now reveal
A gracious beam of light ; from Now infpire
My tongue to {ing, my hand to touch the lyre;
My open thought to joyous profpeéts raife; Gso
And for thy mercy Jet me fing thy praife, .
‘Or, if thy will ordains, I ftill thall wait
Some new Hereafter, and a future ftate;
Permit me ftréngth, my weight of woe to bear;
And raife my mind fuperior to my care. 693
Let me, howe’er unable to explain
‘The fecret labyrinths of thy ways to man,
‘With humble zeal confefs thy awful power ;.
Still weeping hope, and wondering flill adore.
So in my conqueft be thy might declac’d ¢ 700
And for thy juftice be thy name rever’d.
My prayer fcarce ended, a ftupendous gloom
Darkens the air; loud thunder thakes the dome.
To the beginning miracle fucceed
An awful filence and religious dread. 708
Sudden breaks forth 2 more than common day
The facred wood, which on the altar lay,
Untouch’d, unlighted, glows—
Ambrofial odour, fuch as never figws
From
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From Arab’s gum, ar the Sabean rofe,

Does round the air evolving fcents diffufe :
The holy ground is wet with heavenly dews ¢
Celeftial mufic (fuch Jeffides’ lyre,

Such Miriam’s timbrel, would in vain vequire)

Strikes to my thought through my admiring ear, .

‘With ecftacy too fine, and pleafure hayd to bear.
And lo! what fees my ravith’d eye? what feels
My wondering foul ? An opening cloud reveals
An heavenly form embody’d, and artay’d
“With robes of light. Iheard. The Angel faid:

Ceafe, man of woman born, to hope relicf,!

From daily trouble and continued grief;
Thy hope of joy deliver to the wind;
Supprefs thy paffions, and prepare thy mind ;
¥ree and familiar with misfortune grow ;

Be us’d to forrow, and inur'd to woe;

By weakening toil and hoary age o’ercome,

Sec thy decreafe, and haften to thy tomb ;

Leave to thy children tumult, firife, and war,
Portions of toil, and legacies of care;

Send the fucceflive ills through ages down;

And let cach weeping father tell his fon,

That, deeper ftruck, and more diftinétly griev’d,
He muft augment the forrows he receiv’d.

The child, to whofe fuccefs thy hope is bound,
Ere thou art fcarce interr’d, or he is crown’d,
To luft of arbitrary fway inclin’d
(That curfed poifon to the prince’s mind 1)

-4 .
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Shall from thy dictaze and his duty rove,
And lofe his great defence, his people’s love ; 742
Ill-counfel’d, vanquith’d, fugitive, difgrac’d,
Shail mourn the fame of Jacob’s ftrength effac’d ;
Shajl figh the King diminifh’d, and the crown
With leffen’d rays defcending to his fon ; .
Shall fee the wreaths, his grandfire knew to reap 748
By attive toil and military fweat,
Pining, incline their fickly leaves, and fhed
Their falling honours from his giddy bead ;
By arms or prayer ynable to affwage
Domeftic horror; and inteftine rage 750
‘Shall from the viGor 3nd the vanquith’d fear,
From Ifracl’s arrow, and from Judah’s fpear;
Shall caft his weary’d limbs on Jordan’s food, .
By brother’s arms difturb’d, and ftain’d with kindred-
blood.
. Hence labouring years fhall weep their deftin’d race,
Charg’d with ill omens, fully’d with difgrace.
Time, by neceflity compell’d, fhall ga
“Through fcenes of war, and epochas of woe.
‘The empire, leflen’d in a parted fiream, :
Shall lofe its courfe 760
Indulge thy tears : the Heathen fhall blafpheme :
Judah fhall fall, opprefs’d by grief and fhame ;
And men fhall from her mins know her fame,
New Egypts yet and fecond bonds remain, :
A harfher Pharaoh, and a heavier chain. 963
Again, obedient to a dire command,
“Thy captive fons fhall leave the promis'd land.
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‘Their name more low, their fervitude more vile,
8ball on Euphrates’ bank renew the grief of Nile.

Thefe pointed fpires, that wound the ambient fky, 770
(Inglorious change !) fhall in deftruétion lie
Low, level’d with the duft; their heights unknown,
Or meafur'd by their ruin. Yonder threne,
Fer lafting glory built, defign’d the feat
Of kings for ever bleft, for ever great, 718
Remov’d by the invader’s barbarous hand,
Shall grace his triumph in a foreign land.
The tyrant thall demand yon’ facred load
Of gold, and veffels fet apart to Gobp,
‘Then, by vile hands to common ufe debas’d, 780
Shall fend them flowing round his drunken feaft, }
‘With {acrilegious taunt, and impious jeft.

‘Twice fourtcen ages fhall their way complete ;
Empires by various turns fhall rife and fet ;
While thy abandon’d tribes fhall only know 785
A different mafter, and a change of woe,
‘With down-caft eye-lids, and with looks aghaft,
Shall dread the future, or bewail the paft.

Aflifted Ifracl fhall fit weeping down,
Faft by the fireams where Babel’s waters run 790
_ Their harps upon the neighbouring willows hung,
Nor joyous hymn encouraging their tongue,
Nor chearful dance their feet ; with toil opprefs'd,
‘Their weary'd limbs afpiting but to ret.
In the refleftive ftream the fighing bride, 793
Viewing her charms impair'd, abafh’d, fhall hide

2 “ Her



BOOK IIl. POWER. 193

- Her penfive head ; and in her languid face

“The bridegroom fhall forefee his fickly race;

‘While ponderous fetters vex their clofe embrace.

With irkfome anguith then your priefts fhall mourn 860
‘Their long-negletted feafts defpair’d return,

And fad oblivion of their folemn days.

‘Thenceforth their voices they fhall only raife,

Louder to weep. By day, your frighted feers

Shall call for fountains to exprefs their tears, 803
And with their eyes were floods; by night, from
dreams

Of opening gulphs, black ftorms, and raging flames,

Starting amaz’d, fhall to the people thew

Emblems of heavenly wrath, and myftic types of woe.
The captives, as their tyrant fhall require 810

‘That they fhould breathe the fong, and touch the lyre,

Shall fay: Can Jacob’s fervile race rejoice,

Untun'd the mufick, and difus’d the voice ?

‘What can we play (they fhall difcourfe), how fing

In foreign lands, and to a barbarous king ? 815

‘We and our fathers, from our childhood bred

To watch the cruel vi€or’s eye, to dread

The arbitrary lath, to bend, to grieve,

(Out-caft of mortal race !) can we conceive

Image of aught delightful, foft, or gay? 820

Alas! when we have toil'd the longfome day,

“The fulleft blifs our hearts afpire to know

Is but fome interval from aftive woe,

In broken reft and ftartling fleep to mourn, -

Till morn, the tyrant, and the {courge, rcturn, 825
Vou. II. (o] Bred
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Bred up in grief, can pleafure be our theme ?
Our endlefs anguifh does not nature claim 2 }
Reafon and forrow are to us the fame.
Alas ! with wild amazement we require,
If idle Folly was not Pleafure’s fire ? 830
. Madnefs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim’d birth
To grinning laughter, and to frantic mirth.
This is the feries of perpetual woe,
‘Which thou, alas! and thine, are born to know.
IHuftrious wretch ! repine not, nor reply : 835
View not what Heaven ordains with Reafon’s eye. }
‘Too bright the objeét is - the diftance is too high.
‘The man, who would refolve the work of Fate,
May limit number, and make erooked ftraight :
Stop'thy enquiry then; and curb thy fenfe; 840
Nor Jet duft argue with Omnipotence.
*Tis Gop who muft difpofe ; and man fuftaia,
Born to endure, forbidden ro complain.
Thy fum of life muft his decrees fulfil;
‘What derogates from his command, is ill ; 84-5}
And that alone is good which centres in his will.
Yet, that thy labouring fenfes may not dreop,

Loft to dclight, and deftitute of hope 5
Remark what I, Gop’s meffenger, aver
From him, who neither can deceive nor err. 8¢0
The land, at length redeem’d, fhall ceafe to mourn,
Shall from her fad captivity return.
Ston fhall raife her long-dejeéted head ;
And in her courts the law again be reads

2 Again
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Again the glorious temple fhall arife, 855
And with. new luftre pierce the neighbouring fkics.
‘The promis’d feat of empire thall again .
Cover the mountain, and command the plain ;
And, from thy race diftinguith’d, One fhall fpring,
Greater in aé& than vitor, morc than king $6o
In dignity and power; fent-down from Heaven,
To fuccour earth. To Him, to Him, ’tis given,
Paffion, and care, and anguith, to deftroy.
Through Him, foft peace, and plenitude of joy,
Perpetual o’er the world redeem’d fhall flow ; 865
No more may Man enquire, nor Angel know.

Now, Sofdmon ! remembering who thou art,
A& through thy remnant life the decent part.,
Go forth : be ftrong: with patience and with care
Perform, and fuffer: to thyfelf fevere, 870
Gracious to others, thy defires fupprefs'd,
Diffus’d thy virtues ; firft of men! be beft.
Thy fum of duty let two words contain ;
(O may they graven in thy heart remain !)
Be humble, and be juft. The angel faid. = 875
With upward fpeed his agile wings he fpread 3
‘Whilft on the holy ground I proftrate lay,
By various doubts impell'd, or to obey,
Or to objeét : at length (my mournful look
Heaven-ward ereét) determin’d, thus I fpoke : 830

Supreme, all-wife, cternal Potentate !
Sole Author, fole Difpofer of our fate !
Enthron’d in light, and immortality !
Whom no man fully fees, and none can fee |

(O Original
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Original of Beings! Power Divine ! 813
Since that I live, and that I think, ig thine ;—

Benign Creator ! let thy plaftic hand

Difpofe its own effe€t | Let thy command

Reftore, Great Father !" thy inftructed fon 3

And in my a&t may Thy great Will be done! 890

.

e —
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THE TURTLE AND SPARROW.
AN ELEGIAC TALE;

Occafioned by the Death of Prince GeorGE, 1708.

B EHIND an unfrequented glade,
Where yew and myrtle mix their fhade,
A widow Turtle penfive fat,
And wept her murder'd Lover’s fate.
‘The Sparrow chanc’d that way to walk .5
(A bird that loves to chirp and talk);
Be fure he did the Turtle greet;
She anfwer'd him as the thought meet.
Sparrows and Turtles, by the bye,
Can think as well as youor I: 10
But how they did their thoughts exprefs,
The margin thews by 7 and S.
7. My hopes are loft, my joys are fled;
Alas! I weep Columbo dead ¢
Come, all ye winged lovers, come, 15
Drop pinks and daifies on his tomb :
Sing, Philomel, his funeral verfc ;
Ye pious Redbreafts, deck his hearfe :
Fair Swans, extend your dying throats,
Columbo's death requires your notes : 20
¢ For him, my friends, for him I moan,
“ My dear Columbo, dead and gone.”
O3 Stretch’d
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Stretch’d on the bier Columbo lics 5
Pale are his cheeks, and clos’d his eyes;
Thofe checks, where Beauty fmiling lay ; 13
Thofe eyes, where Love was us'd to play.
Ah1 cruel Fate, alas! how foon
That beauty and thofe joys are flown |
Columbo is no more : ye Floods,
Bear the fad found to diftant Woods 3 30
The found let Echo’s voice reftore,
And fay, Columbo is no more.
¢ Ye Floods, ye Woods, ye Echoes, moan
4 My dear Columbo, dead and gone.”
The Dryads all forfook the wood, 33
And mournful Naiads round me ftood,
"The tripping Fawns and Fairies came,
All confcious of our mutual flame,
“ To figh for him, with me to moan
¢ My dear Columbo, dead and gonc.” 40
Venus difdain’d not to appear,
To lend my grief afriendly ear;
But what avails her kindnefs now ?
She ne’er fhall hear my fecond vow :
- The Loves, that round their Mother flew, 43
Did in her face her forrows view ;
‘Their drooping wings they penfive hung,
Their arrows broke, their bows unftrung ;
‘They heard attentive what I faid,
And wept, with me, Columbo dead ¢ §0
¢ For bim I figh, for him I moan,
“ My dcar Columbo, dead and goae.”
“Tis
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¢ Tis ours to weep,” great Venus faid;
“¢<Tis Jove’s alone to be obeyd :
¢ Nor birds nor geddefles can move 13
¢ The juft behefts.of fatal Jove :
¢ I faw thy mate with fad regret,
¢ And curs’d the Fowler’s cruel net:
¢ Ah, dear Columbo! how he fell,
¢ Whom Turturella lov’d fo well ! 6o
- I faw him bleeding on the ground, :
-6¢ The fight tore-up my ancient wound;
¢« And, whilft you wept, alas! I cry'd,
¢ Columbo and Adonis dy’d.”
¢ Weep, all ye ftreams; ye mountains, groan; 65
I mourn Columbo, dead .and gonely
¢ Still let my tender grief complain,
¢ Nor day .nar night that grief reftrain :”
I faid; and Venus ftill reply’d,
¢ Columbo and Adonis dy'd.” 70
§. Poor Turturella, hard thy cafe,
And juft thy tears, alas, alas!
7. And haft thau lov’d; and canft thou hear
With piteous heart a lover’s care ?
. Come then, with me thy forrows jain, 75
And eafe my woes by telling thine :
¢ For thou, poor bird, perhaps may'(t moan
¢ Some Paffeiclla dead and gone.”
§. Dame Turtle, this runs foft in rhyme,
But neither fuits the place nor time ; o
“The Fowler’s hand, whofe cruel care
WFar dear Columbo fet the fnare,
04 The

H
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The fnare again for thee may fet ;
Two birds may perifh in one net =
Thou fhould’ft aveid this cruel field, $s
And forrow fhould to prudence yield.
*Tis fad to die! —
7. — Tt may be fo;

*Tis fadder yet, to live in woe.

§. When widows ufe this canting ftrain, 90
They feem refolv’d to wed again.

7. When widowers would this truth difprove,
They never tafted real love. |

S. Love is foft joy and gentle ftrife,
His cfforts all depend on life : 95
‘When he has thrown two golden darts,
And ftruck the lovers’ mutual hearts ;
Of his black fhafts let Death fend one,
Alas! the pleafing game is done ;
11l is the poor furvivor {ped, 100
A corpfe feels mighty cold in bed.
Venus faid right — “ nor tears can move,
# Nor plaints revoke the will of Jove.”

All muft obey the general doom,
Down from Alcides to Tom Thumb. 105
Grim Pluto will not be withftood
By force or craft. Tall Robinhood,
As well as Little John, is-dead
(You fee how deeply I am read);
With Fate’s lean tipftaff none can dodge, 310
He ’ll find you out where’er you lodge.
Ajax,
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Ajax, to fhun his general power,
In vain abfconded in a flower;
An idle fcene Tythonus aéed,
‘When to a grafshopper contralted 5 115
Death ftruck them in thofe fhapes again,
As once he did when they were men.
For reptiles perifh, plants decay ;
Flefh is but grafs, grafs turhs to hdy ; }
And hay to dung, and dung to clay. 120
Thus heads extremely nice difcover,
That folks may die fome ten times over ;
But oft’, by too refin’d a touch,
To prove thipgs plain, they prove too ruch,
Whate’er Pythdgoras may fay 128
(For cach, you know, will have his way),
With great fubmiffion I pronounce,
That people die no more than once :
But once is fure; and death is common
To Bird and Man, including Woman; 130
From the Spread Eagle tothe Wren,
Alas! no mortal fowl knows when ;
All that wear feathers firft or laft
Muft one day perch on Charor’s maft;
Mutt lic beneath the cyprefs thade, 35
‘Where Strada’s Nightingale was laid;
Thofe fow]l who feem alive o fit,
Affembled by Dan Chaucer’s wit,
Xn profe have flept three hundred years,.
Exempt from worldly hopes and fears, 140
3 ) And,
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And, lid in ftate upon their hearfe,
Are truly but embalm’d in vetfe ;
As fure as Lefbia’s Sparrow I,
‘Thou fure as Prior’s Dove, muft die,
And nc’er again from Lethe’s ftreams 14§
Return to Adige, or to Thames.
7. I therefore weep Columbo dead,
My hopes bereav’d, my pleafures fled 3
¢¢ I therefore muft for ever moan
¢ My dear Columbo dead and gone.” 150
§. Columbo never fees your tears,
Your cries Columbo never hears ;
A wall of brafs, and ene of lead,
Divide the living from the dead.
Repell’d by this, the gather'd rain 155
©Of tears beats back to earth again;
In t’ other the colleted found
Of groans, when once receiv’d, is drown’d.
*Tis therefore vain -one hour to grieve,
‘What Time itlelf can ne'er retrieve. 160
By nature foft, I know a Dove
Can never live without her Love;
“Then quit this flame, and light another;
Dame, I advife vou like a brother.
7. What, I to make a fecond choice ! 165
In other nuptials to rejoice ! )
S. Why not, my bird ? —
7. — No, Sparrow, no 1
et me indulge my pleafing woe :
Thae
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“Thus fighiag, cooing, eafe my pain, 170
But never with, nor love, again:

Diftrefs'd for ever, let me moan

< My dear Columbo, dead and gone.”

S. Our winged fricnds through all the grove
«Contema thy mad excefs of love: 175
I tell thee, Dame, the other day
I met a Parrot and a Jay,

‘Who mock’d thee in their mimic tone,
And “ wept Columbo, dead and gone.”

7. Whate'’er the Jay or Parrot faid, 180

My hopes are loft, my joys are fled;

And I for ever muft deplage

¢ Columbo dead and gone.” — §. Encore!

For thame ! ‘forfake this Bien-flile,

‘We ’ll talk an hour, and walk a mile, - 118
Does it with fenfe or health agree,

"To {it thus moping on a tree ?

To throw away a widow’s life,

‘When you again may be a wife?

«Come on! I’lltell you my amours ; e
‘Who knows but they may influence yours; .

¢ Example draws where Precept fails,

< And Sermons are lefs read than Tales,”

7. Sparrow, I take thee for my friend,

As fuch will hear thee: I defcend; 199
Hop on, and talk: but, honeft bird,
“Take care that no immodeft word
May venture to offend my ear.
3. Too faint-like Turtle, never fear: *

By
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By method things are beft difcours’d,
Begin we then with Wife the firff

A handfome, fesdclefs, awkward fool,
Who‘ would not yield, and could not rule :
Her altions did her charms difgrace,

And ftill her tongue talk’d of her face :
Count me the leaves on yender tree,

So many diffcrent wills had fhe,

And, like the leaves, as chance inclin’d,
Thofe wills were chang’d with every wind :
She courted the bea-monde to-night,
Laffemblée, her fupreme delight;

The next the fat immur’d, unfeen,

And in full health enjoy’d the {pleen;

She cenfur'd 1hat, fhe alter’d 1hss,

And with great care fet all amifs;

She now could chide, now laugh, now cry,
Now fing, now pout, all God knowws avby :
Short was her reign, the cough’d, and dy’d,
Proceed we to my fecond bride ;

Well-born the was, genteelly bred,

J ad buxom both at board and bed ;

Glad to oblige, and pleas’d to pleafe,

And, ss Tom Southern wifely fays,

¢ No other fault had fhe in life,

¢ But only that fhe was my wife #.”»

O widow Turtle! every fhe

(So Nature’s pleafure does decree)

* See ¢ The Wife’s Excufe, a comedy.”

200
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Appears a goddefs till enjoy’d

But Birds, and Men, and Gods, are cloy’d.
‘Was Hercules one Woman’s Man ?

Or Jove for ever Leda’s Swan ?

Ah! madam, ceafe to be miftaken,

Few marry’d fowl peck Dunmow-bacon.
Variety alone gives joy,

*The fwecteft meats the fooneft cloy.
‘What Sparrow-dame, what Dove alive,
‘Though Venus thould the chariot drive,
But would accufe the harnefs weight,

If always coupled to oze mate ;

And often with the fetter broke ?

*Tis freedom but to change the yoke.

7. Impious! to with to wed again,
Ere death diffolv’d the former chain !

§. Spare your remark, and hear the reft;
She brought me fons; but (Jove be bleft!)
She dy’d in child-bed on the neft.

Well, reft her bones! quoth I, fhe ’s gone;
But mutft I therefore lie alone?

What! am I to her memory ty’d ?

Mutt I not live, becaufe fhe dy’d ?

And thus I Jogically faid

(’Tis good to have a reafoning head 1)

Is this my Wife? Probatur, not ;

For death diffolv’d the marriage-knot :

She was, conceds, during life ;

But, is a piece of clay a Wife ?

20§

230
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Again,
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Again ; if not, a Wife, d'ye fec, 113
Why then no kin at all to me :
And he, who general tears can fhed
For folks that happen to be dead,
. May ¢’en with equal juftice mourn
For thofe who never yet were born. abo
7. Thofe points indeed you quaintly prove :
But Logick is no friend to Love.
§. My children then were juft pen-feather'd
. Some little corn for them I gather'd,
And fent them to my fpoufe’s mother ; 265
So left that brood, to get another :
And, as old Harry whilom faid,
Reflelting on Anne Boleyn dead,
, Cockfbones ! I now again do ftand
The jollyeft bachelor i’ th’ land. 270
7. Ah me ! my joys, my hopes, are fled ;
My firff, my only Love, is dead :
‘With endlefs grief let me bemoan
Columbo’s lofs ! —
§. =~ Let me go on. 275
As yet my fortune was but narrow,
I woo’d my coufin Philly Sparrow,
O’ th’ elder houfe of Chirping End,
, From whence the younger branch defcend.
Well feated in a field of peafe a8o
She liv'd, extremely at her eafe
But, when the honey-moon was paft,
The following nights were foon o’crcaft;
’ She
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She kept her own, could plead the law,

And quarrel for a barley-ftraw : 28¢

Both, you may judge, became lefs kind,

As more we knew cach other’s mind :

She foon grew fullen; I, hard-hearted;

We fcolded, hated, fought, and parted.

Fo London, blefled town! I went; 290

She boarded at a farm in Kent.

A Magpye from the country fled,

And kindly told me fhe was dead -

1 prun’d my feathers, cock’d my tail,

And fe: my heart again to fale. 295
Mv fourth, a mere coquette, or fuch

I thought her; nor avails it much,

If true or falfe; our troubles {pring

More from the fancy than the thing,

‘Fwo ftaring horns, I often faid, 300

But ill become a Sparrow’s head ;

But then, to fet that balance even,

Your cuckold Sparrow goes to Heaven..

The thing you fear, fuppofe it done,

¥f you enquire, you make it known. 803

Whilft at the root your horns are fore,

The more you {cratch, they ache the more.

But torn the tables, and refle&,.

All may not be, that you fufpet:

By the mind’s eye, the horns we mean 30

Are only in ideas feen ;

*Tis from the infide of the head

Their branches fhoot, their antlers fpread ;

Fruitfol
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Fruitful fufpicions often bear ’em,
¥ou feel them from the time you fear 'em. 315
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! that echoed word,
Offends the ear of vulgar bird ;
But thofe of finer tafte have found,
“There ’s nothing in ’t befide the found ;
Preferment always waits on horas, 320
And houthold peace the gift adorns ;
‘This way, or that, let faltions tend,
“The fpark is ftill the cuckold’s friend ;
“This way, or that, let madam roani,
- Well pleas’d and quiet fhe comes hame, =~ 323
Now weigh the pleafure with the pain,
“The plus and minus, lofs and gain, -
And what La Fontaine langhing fays,
s ferious truth, in fuch a cafe;
< Who flights the evil, finds it leaft ; 330
“ And who does nothing, does the beft.”
I never ftrove to rule the roaft,
She ne'er refus’d to pledge my toaft =
In vifits if we chanc’d to meet,
1 feem’d obliging, fhe difcreet; 338
‘We neither much carefs'd nor ftrove,
But good difftmbling pafs’d for love.
T. Whate'er of light our eye may know,
*Tis only light idelf can thow :
“Whate’er of love our heart can feel, 340
*Tis mutual love alone can tell.
§. My pretty, amorous, foolith bird,
A moment’s patience! in one word,
.« The
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The Three kind Sifters broke the chain,
She dy’d, I mourn d and woo'd again. 345
. Let me with Jufter gncf deplore
My dear Calymbe, now no more ;
Let me with conftant tears bewail —
S. Your forrow does but {poil my tale.
My fifib, the prov'd a jealous wife, . 35¢
Lord thield us all from fuch a life !
*Twas doubt, ‘complaint, reply, chip-chat,
*T'was this, to-day; t0-morrow, that.
Somcumes, forfooth, upon the brook
I kept'a Mifs; an honeft Rook | . . 83
Told it a Smpe, who told a Steer,
Who told it tbefe who told it ber.
One day 2 Linnet and a Lark
Had met me ftrolling in the dark ;
[The next a Woodcock and an Owl, 360
. Qx_xck-ﬁgﬁted, grave, and fober fowl, :
‘Would on ti\eu- corporal oath alledgd,
I kifs'd a Hen behmd the hcdgc. :
Well; madam Tunle, tq be brief,
chcmng but renews our grlcf ) 363
As once the watch’d me from a rail,
(Poor foul 1) her footing chanc'd to fail,
And down fhe fell, and broke her ‘hip;
The fevér came, and then the pips )
Death did fhe only cure apply ; 370
“She was at uiet, fo was {)
7. Could Love unmov'd thefe changes vxcw?
His forrows, as his ] 1oys, are true,
Vou. II. P $. My
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S. My deareft Dove, one wifc man fays,
Alluding to our prefent cafe, 375
4 We 're here to-day, and gone to-morrow :*
‘Then wha avails fuperfluous forrow !

Another, full as wife as he,
Adds; that “ a marry’d'man may fee
% Two happy hours ;” and which are they? 380
The firff and laft, perhaps you'll fay.
*T'is true, when blithe the goes to bed,
And when fhe peaceably lies dead,
« Women ‘twixt fheets arc beft, tis faid,
. % Be they of holland, or of lead.” 335

Now, cur'd of Hymen’s hopes and fears,

And fliding down the vale of years,

I hop’d to fix my future reft,

And took & Widow to my neft.

(Ah, Turtle! had fhe been like thee, 390
Sober, yet gentle; wife, yet freal)

But the was peevith, noify, bold,

A witch ingrafted on a fcold.

Jove in Pandora’s box confin’d

A hundred ills, to vex mankind s 395
‘To vex onc bird, in her bandore,

He had at leaft 2 hundred mare.

And, foon as Time that veil withdrew,

The plagues o'cr all the parifh flew;

Her flock of borrow’d tears grew dry, 400
And native tempefts arm’d her eye 3

Black clouds around her forchead hung,

And thunder rattled on her tongue.
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‘We, young or old, or Cock or Hen, ‘

All livid in Zolus’s den; 405.
The nearett her, the more accurft,
JU far’d her friends, her hutband worft. NN

But Jove amidft his anger fpares,
Remarks our faults, but hears our prayers.
In fhort, the dy’d. Why then fhe *s dead, 410
Quoth I, and once again I ’1] wed.
‘Would heaven, this mourning year were paft!
One may have better luck at laft.
Matters at worft are fure to mend,
The. Devil’s Wife was but a fiend, 41

7. Thy Tale has rais’d a Turtle’s {plech,
Uxorious inmate ! bird obfcene?
Dar'ft thou defile thefe facred groves,
Thefe filent feats of faithful loves ?
Be gone, with flagging wings fir down " 420
On fome old pent-houfe near the town 3
Tn brewers’ ftables peck thy grain,
.Then wath it down with puddled rain; .
A hear thy dirty offspring fquall "
From bottles on a fuburb-wall, 415
‘Where thou haft been, return again,
Vile Bird | thou haft convers’d with Men ;
Notions like thefe from Men are given,
Thofe vileft creatures under Heaveg.

To Cities and to Courts zepair, 430
Flattery and Falfchood flourith there;
There all thy wretched arts employ,
Where riches triugph over joy 3 _ .

* N Pa Where
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Where Paffion dees with Inteveft barter, - -
And Hymen holds by Mammon’s charter;
Where Truth by poiot of Law is pasry’d,
And Kpaves and Prude® are fix times marry’d.

AAPPLICATIO N,
. Written long aftez the T A L £.

O deareft Daughter # of two déareft Friends,
T'o thee my Mufe this little Tale cemmends.
Loving and lov'd, régard thy future mate, 440
Long love his perfon, though déplere his fate ;
Seem young .when old in thy dear hufhand's armt,
For conftant Virtue has immortal charms,
¢ And, when I lie Jow fepulchred in eatvh,
And the glad year returas thy day of birth, ‘4453
Vouchfafe to fay,  Ere I could write or fpell,
¢ The bard, who from my cradle with’d me well,

¢ Told me I fhould the prating Sparrow blamne,
: % And bad me imitate the Turtle’s flame.”

* Lady Margaret Cavendifh Hatley, daughter of

Edward earl ofOxfmﬂ, and afierwards Duchefs of
Portland, .

“  POWwWN
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DOWN-HALL: A BALLAD.
To the Tune of, King Joun and the Abbot of

CANTERBURY, 17I5.

I SING not old Jafon, who travel’d through Greéce,
To kifs the fair Maids, and poffefs the rich Fleece;
Nor fmg I Zneas, who, led by his mother,
Got rid of one Wife, and went far for another.
Derry down, down, hey derry down,

n
Nor him who through Afia and Europe did roam,
Ulyffes by name, who ne’er cry'd to go home,
But rather defir'd to fee cities and men, ,
‘Than return to his farms, and converfe with old Pen.

Hang Homer and Virgil! their meaning to feek,
A man muft have pok’d into Latin and Greek;
Thofe who lovetheirown tongue, we have reafonto hope,
Have read them tranflated by Dryden and Pope.

But I fing of exploits that have lately been done
By two Britith Heroes, call'd Matthew and John *:
And how they rid friendly from fine London tewn,
Fair Effex to foe, and a place they call Down.

* Mr, Pnor, and Mr. John Motley of Halftead.
P3 . Now
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Now ere they went out you may rightly fuppofe
How much they difcours’d both in prudence and profe 3
For, hefore this great journey was throughly concerted,
Full often they met, and as often they parted.

Andthus Matthew faid, Look you here, my friend John,
1 fairly have travel'd ye:rs thirty-and-one ;
And, though I ftill carry’d my Sovereign’s warrants,
I anly have gone upon other foiks errands.

And now in this journey of life I would have
A place where to bak, ’twixt the court and the grave;
Where joyful to live, not unwilling to die—
Gadzooks | I have juft fuch a place in my eye.
.

‘There are gardens fo ftately, and arbours fo thick,
A portal of ftone, and a fabrick of brick :_
‘The matter next week fhall be all in your power;
But the money, gadzooks ! muft be paid in an hour.

For things in this world muft by law be made certain :
We both muft repaic unto Oliver Martin;
For he is 2 Lawyer of worthy renown
X B bring you to fee, he muft fix you at Down.

Quoth Matthew, I know, that, from Berwick to Dover,
You 've fold all our premiffes over and over :
And now, if your buyers and fellers agree,
You may throw all our acres injo the South Sea.

But a word to the purpofe : to-morrow, dear friend,
We'll fee, what to-night you fo highly commead;
And, if with a garden and houfe ¥ am bleft,

Lee the Devil and Coningy go with the refk.
Then



PRIOR’S POEMS. aig

Then anfwer'd *Squire Morkey; Pray get a calafh,
That in fummer may burn, and in winter may fplafh;
I love dirt and duft ; and ’tis always my pleafure,

To take with me much of the foil that I meafure,

But Matthew thought better: for Matthew thought
right,
And hired a chariot fo trim and fo tight,
That extremes both of winter and fdmmer might pafs:
For one window was canvafs, the other was glafs.

Draw up, quoth friend Matthew ; pull down, quoth
friend John,
We fhall be both hotter and colder anon.
‘Thus, talking and fcolding, they forward did fpeed;
And Ralpho pac’d by, under Newman the Swede. -

Into an old inn did this equipage roll,
At a town they call Hodfon, the fign of the Bull,
Near a Nymple with an urn, that divides the high-way,
And into a puddle throws Mother of Tea.

- Come here, my fweet Landlady, pray how d’ye do?
Where is Cicily fo cleanly, and Prudence, and Sue?
And where is the Widow that dwelt here below 2
And the Hoftler that fung about cight years ago ?

And where is your Sifter, fo mild and fo dear,
Whofe voice to her Maids like a trumpet was clear ?
By my troth! fhe replies, you grow younger, I think :
And pray, Sir, what wine does the gentleman drink ?

: Py . Why.

1
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Why now let me die, Sir, or live upon truft,
If 1 know to which queftion to anfwet you firft :
Why things, fince I faw you, moft ftrangely have vary*d,
The Hoftler is hang’d, and the Widow is marry’d,

And Prue left a child for the parith to nurfe ;
And Cicily went off with a gentleman’s purfe ;
And as to my fifter, fo mild and fo dear,

Shie has 1ain in the church-yard full many 1 year,

‘Well, peace to her athes ! what fignifies grief 2
She roafted réd Veal, and fhe powder’d lean Beef :
Full nicely fhe knew to cook up a fine dith;

For tough were her Pullets, and tender her Fifh,

For that matter, Sir, be you 'Squire, Knight, or Lord,
111 give you whate’er a good inn can afford :
T thould look on myfelf as unhappily fped,
Did I yield to a fifter, or living, or dead.

Of Mutton a delicate neck and a breaf}
Shall fwim, in the water in which they were dreft
And, becaufe you great folks are with rarities taken,
Addle-eggs fhall be next courfe, toft up with rank Bacon.

Then fupper was ferv’d, and the Theets they were ldids
And Morley moft lovingly whifper'd the Maid.
The Maid ! was fhe handfome ? why truly fo-fo.
But what Morley whifp(cr’d we never fhall know.

‘Then up rofe thefe Heroes as brifk as the fun,
And their horfes, like his, were prepared to run.
Now when in the morning Matt afk’d for the fcore,
John kindly had paid it the evening before.
Theie
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"Their breakfaft fo warm to be fore they dideat;
A cuftom in travelers mighty difereet;
And thus with great friendfhip and glee they weiit oh,
‘To find out the place you fhall hear of anen, '
Cail’d Down, down, hty detry down.

But what did they talk of from morning till noon ?
‘Why, of fpots in the fun, and the man in the moon; .
Of the Czar’s gentle temper, .the ftocks in the city,
The wife men of Greece, and the Secret Committee,

Soto Harlow they came; and, hey ! where are you afi»
Shew us info tlie parlotr, and tnitd when I call :
Why, yotir Maids have no thotion, your Meh havé ho
-Hfes .
Well, Mafter, T hear you have bury’d your Wife.

Come this very inftant, take care to provide
Tea, Sugar, and Toaft, and a Horfe and a Guide.
Are the Harrifons here, both the old and the young ?
And where ftands fair Down, the delight of my fong?

O *Sytiife, to the grief of my heart T may fuy,
1 have bury’d two wives fice jou travel’d this wawy s
And the Hirrifons both may be prefently here ;
And Down ftands, T think, where it fiood the laft yoar,

Then Joan brought the Tea-pot, and Caleb the "Toalt;
And the Wine was froth’d out by the hand of mine hoft:
But we clear’d our extempore banquet fo faft,

“That the Harrifons both were forgdt in the hafte,
1 Now
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Now hey for Down-hall! for the guide he was gou
The chariot was mounted; the horfes did trot;
The guide he did bring us a dozen miles round;
But oh! all in vain ; for no Down could be found.

O thou Popith Guide, thou haft led us aftray.
Says he, How the Devil thould I know the way ?
T never yet travel'd this road in my life:

But Down lies on the left, I was told by my Wife.

Thy Wife, anfwer’d Matthew, when fhe went abroad,
Ne’er told thee of half the by-ways fhe had trod :
Perhaps fhe met friends, and brought pence to thy houte,
But thou fhalt go home without ever a foufe.

What isthis thing, Morley, and how canyou mean it?
‘We have lofl our eftate here, before we have feen it.
Have patience, foft Morley in anger reply’d
‘To find out our way, lct us fend off our guide.

O here I fpy Down, caft your eye to the Weft,
Where a' Wind-mill fo ftately ftands plainly confeft.
On the Weft, reply’d Matthew, no Windmill I find-¢
As well thou may'ft tell me, I fee the Weft-wind.

Now pardon me, Morley, the Wind-mill I fpy,
But, faithful Achates, n6 houfe is there nigh.

Look again, favs mild Morley; gadzooks I you are blind =
The Mill ftands before ; and the houfe lies behind. .
O, now a low ruin’d white Shed I difcern,
Until’d and unglaz’d ; 1 believe is a Barn,
A Barn! why you rave : ’tis a Houf¢ for a Squire,
A Jufticc of Peace, or a Knight of our Shire.
s A Houfe
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A Houfe thould be built, or with brick, or with ftone.
‘Why ’tis plafter and lath; and I think that’s all one;
And fuch as it is, it has ftood with great fame,

Been called a Hall, and has given its name
To Down, down, hey derry down,

O Morley ! O Morley ! if that be a Hall,
The fame with the building will fuddenly fall—
‘With your friend Jemmy Gibbs about buildings agreey
My bufjnefs is land ; and it matters not me.

I wifh you could tell what a duce your head ails:
T thew’d you Dewn-Hall; did you look for Verfailles?
“Then take houfe and farm as Jon Balles will let you,
For better for worfe, as I took my Dame Bertty.

And now, Sir, a word to the wife is enough;
You ’11 make very little of all your old fiuff:
And to build at your age, by my troth, you grow fimple!
Are you young and rich, like the Mafter of Wimple *?

If you have thefe whims of apartments and gardens,
From twice fifty acres you ’ll ne’er fee five farthings :
And in your’s I fhall find the true gentleman’s fate ;
Ere you finith your houfe, you ’ll have fpent your eftate,

Now let us touch thumbs, and be fiiends ere we part.
Here, John, is my thumb. And, here, Mat, is my Heart,
T'o Halftead 1.fpeed ; and you go back to town.

Thus ends the Firft Part of the Ballad of Down.
: Deiry down, down, hey derry down.

* Edward Earl of Oxford,
VERSES
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vV BE R 8 E 8§
Spoken to

I'.ady HexrIBTTA-CAVENDISH-HOLLES HARLEY,
Countefs of OxFORD.

In the Lisx axy of St.Jonn’s CoLLEGE, Cambridge,
November g, 1719.

’ Mabay, ]

YINCE Anna vifited the Mulfes’ feat

(Around her tomb let weeping Angels wait !)

Hail THou, the brighteft of thy fex, and beft,
Mot gracious neighbour #, and moft welcome gucft.
Not Harley’s {¢lf, to Cam and Ifis dear,
In virtues and in arts great Oxford’s heir;
Net He {futh prefent honour fhell secvive,
As to his Confort we afpire o give.

‘Writings of men-our-thoughts to-day negloéls,
Topay due homage to'the fofter fox :
Plato and Tully we forbear to read,
#nd their-great followers whom this houfe has bred,
To fludy leffons from thry morals given,
And fhining charders, imprefé'd by Heaven,
Science'in baoks 1o Jonger we purfue, o
Mimervi's felf in Harriet'sTuce we view ;

_ % TheFrmily Seat was then 2t Wisple,
For,
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For, when with Beauty we can Virtue join,
We paint the femblanse of a form divine.

Their pious incenfe-let our meighbours bring,
To the kind memory of fome bountesus Kingy
With grateful haul, due altars let them raifs,
To fome goad Knight’s * orholy Prelate’s + praife :
‘We tune our veides to a nobler theme,
Your eyes we hicfs, your praifes we prockim, }
Saint Johi's was founded in 2 Waman’s name. .
Enjoin’d by ftaeute, o the fair we bos ; Y
In fpite of tinte, *Wei kieop our antieat vew ; }
‘What Margares Tudor was, it Harrles Harley now.

PROLOGUE} to the ORPHAN,

Reprefented by fome of the 'WAMuitfer Scholagg,
at Hickrorv's Dancing-room, ' February &

* 1730." ‘Spoken by-Lord DurrLiN, who afted
CorpELIo the Page.

Wﬂh’l‘! wotld'my humble comrades have mé fay,
Gentle Speftators,. pray excule tha play 2 .
Such work by hireling aftars theuld pegone,

‘Whom you may clap or hifs for half 3 cewn.

* Sir T. White, Founder of St. John’s Calege, @xon,

+ Archbithop Laud alfo was i,genpfgu's benefattor.

1 A few Tines of this Prologue occur in another;
which is printed in vol. L p. 74

Our’
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Our generous fcenes for friendthip we repeat
And, if we don’t delight, at leaft we treat.

Ours is the damage, if we chance to blunder;
‘We may be atk’d ¢ whofe Patent we a&t under ?*
How fhall we gain‘you, 4 la mode de France?
‘We hird this room ; but none of us can dance.
In cutting capers we fhall never pleafc ¢

Our learning does not lie below our knees.

Shall we procure you fymphony and found?
Then you muft each fubfcribe two hundred pound.
‘There we fhould fail too, as to point of voice :
Miftake us not; we're no Italian Boys.

‘True Britons born ; from Weftminfter we come s
And only fpeak the ftyle of ancient Rome.

‘We would deferve, not poorly beg, applaufe;
And ftand or Tall by Freind’s and Bufby’s laws.

For the diftrefs’d, your pity we implore :

If once refus’d, we 1l trouble you no more, }
But leave our Orphan fqualling at your daor.

HUSBAND AND WIFE

K OH? with what woes am I oppreft!?
. Be ftill, you fenfelefs calf!
‘What if the Gods fhould make you bleft ?
H. Why then 1d fing and laugh :
But, if they won’t, I'll wail and cry.
© M. You’ll hardly laugh, before you die.

5 C o TRUTH
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TRUTH AND FALSEHOOD,
A T A L E.

NCE on a time, in fun-thine weather,
Falfehood and Truth walk’d out together,

The neighbouring woods and lawns to view,
As oppofites will fometimes do.
Through many a blooming mead they paft,
And at a brook arriv'd at laft.
The purling ftream, the margin green,
With flowers bedeck’d, a vernal fcene,
Invited each itinerant maid, _
To cft a while beneath the fhade.
Under a fpreading beach they fat,
And pafs’d the time with female chat;
‘Whilft each her charaer maintain’d ;
One fpoke her thoughts, the other feign’d.
At length, quoth Falfehood, Sifter Truth,
(For fo the call’d her from her youth),
‘What if, to fhun yon’ fultry beam,
‘We bathe in this delightful ftream ;
The bottom {mooth, the water clear,
And there’s no prying fhepherd near 2
‘With all my heart, the Nymph reply’d,
And threw her fnowy robes afide,
Stript Nerfelf naked to the fkin,
And with a fpring leapt headlong in,
Falfchood more leifurely undreft,
And; laying By her taudry veft,
Trick’d herfelf out in Truth’s array,
And crofs the meadows tript away. Frord
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From this curft hour, the fraudful dame
Of facred Truth ufurps the name,
And, with a vile, perfidious mind,
Roams far and near, to cheat mankind ;3
Falfe fighs fuborns, apd artful tears,
And ftarts with vaip pretended fears;
In vifits, ftill appears moft wife,
And rolls at church her f3int-like eyes 3
Talks very much, plays idle tricks,
While riing ftock * her confcicnce pricks;
‘When being, poor thipg, <xtremely gravel'd,
She fecrets op’d, and.a}l ugrayel'd.
But on the will, and fecrers te]l
Of John and Joap, and Ned and: Nell,
Reviling every on¢ the knows,
As fancy leads, bencath the rofe.
Her tongue fo voluble and kind,
It always runs before her mind ; )
As times do. feyve, fhe flily pleaﬁs, . :
And ooplous sears (il fhew ber naesls. }
With promifes a5 thigk as weeds— -
Speaks pro and cgn, is wandroys civil,
‘To-day a.Saint,. to-moxrqw Deyil.
Poor Txuth fhe firipr, as has been fﬂd,
And naked left the lovely maid,
Who, fcorning from her cayfe to wincey
Has gone ftark-naked ever fince;
And ever naked will appear,
Belov'd by all \y,ho Trugh revgre.
# South-Scs, 3720,
.. -Les, 37 THE
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THE CONVERSATION.
A T ALE

IT always has been theught difcreet,
To know the company you meet ;
And fure there may be fecret danger,
1n talking much before a ftranger.
« Agreed : What then ?* Then drink your ale;
I°11 pledge you, and repeat my tale.
No matter where the fcene is fixe :
The perfons were but oddly mixt;
‘When fober Damon thus began
 And Damon is a clever man):
-% I now grow old ; butihll,ﬁ'omyauth,
¢t Have held for Modefty and Truth.
¢ The men, who by thefe fea-marks fteer,
« In life’s great voyage never eir:
¢ Upon this poiat I dare defy
- The world. I paufe for a reply.”
¢ 8ir, either is a good affiftant,”
Said one who &t a little diftant ¢
¢ Truth decks our fpeeches andeour books ;
¢ And Modefty adorns our looks :
¢ But farther progrefs we muft take ;
¢ Not only born to look and fpeak :
¢ The man muft aét. " The Stagyrite
¢-Says thus, and fays extremely xight : co
You. IL QU “ Serift
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< Stri&t juftice is the fovereign guide,
“ That o’er our ations fhould prefide =
¢ 'This Queen of Virtues-is confeft
¢ To regulate and bind the reft.
“¢ Thrice happy, if you once can find
¢ Her equal balance poife your mind :
¢ All different graces foon will enter,
4¢ Like lines concurrent to:their center.”
*Twas thus, in fhort, thefe two went ony
‘With yea and #ay, and pro and con,
“Through many points divinely dark,
And Waterland affaulting Clarke ;
Till, in theclogy half loft,
Damon took up the Evening-Poft;
‘Confounded Spain, compos’d the North, !
. And deep in politicks held forth. ‘
¢ Methinks we ’re in the like condition,
¢ As at the Treaty of Partition :
¢ That ftroke, for all King William’s care,
¢ Begat another tedious war.
‘¢« Matthew, who knew the whole i intrigue,
¢ Ne'er much approv’d that myftic league :
¢ In the vile Utrecht Treaty too,
4¢ Poor man ! he found enough to do.
4¢ Sometimes te me he did apply ;
¢ But down-right Dunftable was I,
¢ And told him where they were miftaken,
< And counfel’d him to fave his bacon :
¢ But (pafs his politicks'and profe) .
T never herded with his foes ; ' .
%6 Nay,
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-# Nay, in his verfes, as a friend,
¢ [ {till found fomething to commend.
« Sir, I excus’d his Nut-brown Maid ;
-¢¢ Whate'er feverer critics faid
-# Too far, I own, the girl was try’d
¢ The women all were on my fide.
-¢¢ For Alma I return’d him thanks;
-¢¢ T }ik’d her with her little pranks.:
¢¢ Indeed, poor Solomon in rhyme '
-4 Was much too grave to be fublime.”
.Pindar and Damon fcorn tranfition,
So on he ran a new divifion ;
‘Till, out of breath, he turn’d to fpit ;
(Chance often helps us more than wit).
“‘T’otherthat lucky moment took,
‘Juft nick’d the time, broke in, and fpoke. -
¢ Of all the gifts the gods afford
- (If we may take old Tully’s word),
¢ The greateft is a-friend ; ‘whofe Jove
¢ Knows how to praifc, and when reprove :
+ ¢ From fuch a treafure never part,
~¢¢ But hang the jewel on your heart :
‘¢¢ And, pray, Sir, (it delights.me) tell;
% You know this Author mighty well ?”
¢ Know him! d’ye queftion it? Ods-fith!
¢¢ Sir, does a beggar know his difh?
% I lov’d him; as I told you, I
< Advis’d him —” Here a ftander-by
‘Twitch’d Damon gently by the cloke,
And thus, unwilling, filence broke;
Qs % Damon,
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* Damon, ‘tis time we fhould retire 1
¢ The man you talk with is Mt Prior.
Patron through life, and from thy birth my friend;.
Dorfet | to thee, this Fable let me fend ¢
With Damon'’s lightnefs weigh thy folid worth :
The foil is known to fet the diamond forth :
Let the feign'd Tule this real moral give,
- How many Damons, how few Dorfets, Tive ¥

THE FEMALE PHAETON.

T HUS Kitty #, beautiful and young,
, And wild as colt untam’d,
Befpoke the Fair from whence fhe fprung, .
With little rage inflam’d :

Inflam’d with rage at fad reftraine,
Which wife Mamma ordsin’d 5

And forely vext to play the Saint,
Whilt Wit and Beauty reign'd

¢ Shall I thumb holy books, confin'd
With Abigails, forfaken ?

Kitty ’s for other things defign’d,
Or I am much miftaken.

Muft Lady Jenny fritk about,
And vifit with her coufins ?

At balls muft /fe make all the roue,
And bring home hearts by dozens ?

® Lady Catharine Hyde, now duchefs of Queenfberry.
2 What
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“What has fhe better, pray, then I,
What hidden charms to boaft,

‘That all mankind for her fhould die;
‘Whilft I am fearce a toaft ?

Deareft Mamma ! for once let me,
Unchain’d, my fortune try;

1’11 have my Earl as well as She#,
Or know the reafon why.

1’1l foon with Jenny’s pride quit fcore,
Make all her lovers fall

They 11 grieve I was not loos’d before ;
She, I was Joosd at all.”

Fondnefs prevail'd, Mamma gave way ;
Kitty, at heart’s defire,

Obtain’d the chariot for a day,
And /et the world an fire.

THE JUDGEMENT OF VENUS. !

'WH EN Kneller's works of various grace |
‘Were to fair Venus thown ; :
‘The Goddefs fpy’d in every face
Some features of her own.
Juftfo! (and pointing with her haad)
So fhone, fays fhe, my eyes +,
‘When from twe Gaddefles I gain'd
An apple for a prize.

#* The Earl of Effex married Lady Jane Hyde.
4 Lady Ranclagh.
Y . Qs When
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When in the glafs, and river too,
My face I lately view'd,
Such was I, if the glafs be true,
If true the cryftal fléod.

Fn colours of " thiis glorious Kind *
Apelles painted mc 3

My hair thus flowing with the wind,
Sprung from my native Sea.

Like this 4, diforder’d, wild, forlorn,
Big with ten thoufand fears,

Thee, my Adanis, did I mourn,
Ev’n beautiful in tears.

But, viewing Myra plac'd apart,
¥ fear, fays fhe, I féar,

Apelles, that Sir Godfrey’s art
Has far furpafs’d thine here.

Or 1, a Goddefs of the fkies,.
By Myra am undone,.

And mutft refign to ber the prize, .
‘The apple, which I won.

But, foon as the had Myra feen, .
Majeftically fair,

The fparkling eye, the look ferene;
The gay and eafy air;

‘With fiery emulation filPd;
The wondering Goddefs cry'd,.

Apelles muft to Kneller yield,
Or Venus muft to Hyde.

* Lady Salibury. 4 Lady Jane, fifter to the duke

of Douglas; aftcrwards married to Sir John Stewart.
APHNE
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PAPHNE AND APOLLO:

Imitated, from the firft Book of Ovip’s
METAMORPHOSES.

¢« Nympha, precor, Penei, mane.” —

APOLLOY
BATE, fair fugitive, abate thy fpeed,.
- Difmifs thy fears, and turn thy beauteous head 'z
With kind regard -a panting lever view ;.
Lefs {wiftly fly, lefs {wiftly I 'l purfue =
Pathlefs, alas! and rugged is the ground,
Some ftone may hurt thee, or fome thorn: may wound,
DAPHNE (afide).
This care is for himfelf, as fure as-death I
One mile has put the fellow out of breath ;
He ’Il never do, I'll lead him v’ other round ;
‘Wathy he'is, perhaps not over-found..
~ Aporro.
You fly, alas! not knowing whom you fly ;
Nor ill-bred fwain, nor rufty clown, am I
1 Claros ifle and Tenedos command =
Dapune.
‘Thank you : I would not leave my native land..
APOLLO..
‘What is to-come, by certain arts I know..
DAPHNE. |
Bith.! Partridge has as fair pretence as.you.
Q4 AFROLLO.
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. ArorLro.
Behold the beautics of my locks —
' Darune.
That may be counterfeit, a Spanith wig.
‘Who cares for all that buth of curling hair,
Whilft your fmooth chin is fo extremely bare ?
Arorro.
P Darnns.
«= That never fhall be Daphne’s choice
Syphacio had an admirable voice.
AroLrLo.
~IOf every herb I tell the myftic power;
To certain health the patient I reftore ;
Sent for, caxe(s’d —
Darunz.
= Oury is a wholefome airy
You ’d better go to town, aad pradtifc there :
For me, I ’ve no obftrutions to remove :
I’m pretty well; I thank your father Jove : }
And Phyfick is 2 weak ally to Love.
Arorro.
For learning fam*d, fine verfes I compofe.
. DAPHNE.
So do your brother quacks and brother beaux.
Memorials only, and Reviews, write profe,
Arorro.
From the bent yew I fond the pointed reed,
Sure of its sim, and fatal in its fpeed, =
e : Daranz.
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DAPHNE.
“Then, leaving me, whom fure you would net kxll ]
In yonder thicket exercife your fkill :
Shoot there at beafts ; but for the human heart,
Your mﬁn Cupid has the only darv.
AroiLro.
Yet turn, O beauteous maid ! yet deign to hear,
A love-fick Deity’s impetuous prayer ;
© let me woo thee as thou would’ft be woo'd !
. Darnne.
Firft, therefore, be not fo extremely rude.
Tear not the bedges down, nor tread the clover,
Like an hobgoblin, rather than a Lover.
Next, to my father’s grotto fometimes come ;
At ebbing-tide he always is at home. .
Read the Courant with him, and et him know
A little politicks, how matters go }
Upon his brother-rivers, Rhine or Po.
As any maid or footman comes or goes,
Pull off your hat, and alk how Daphne does
‘Thefe fort of folks will to each other tell,
‘That you refpe& me ; that, you know, looks well.
Then, if you are, as you pretend, the God
“That rules the day, and much upon the road,
You ’ll find a hundred trifles in your way,
‘That you may hriag one home from Africa;
Some little rarity, fome bixd, or beaft;
And now and then a jewel from the Eaft;
A lacquer'd gabinet, fome china-wase,
¥ou have them mighty cheap at Pekm fairl

Nexr,
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Next, mota bene, you fhall never rove,
* Nor take example by your fathe: Jove.
Laft, .for the eafe and comfort of my life,
Make me your ¢{Lord { what ftartles you ?) your wife.
I’m now (they fay) fixteen, or fomething more;
‘We mortals feldom live above fourfcore :
Fourfeore ; you 're good at numbers, let us fee,
Seventeen fuppof:, remaining fixty-three;
Aye, in that fpan of time, you ’ll bury me.
Mean time, if you have tumult, noife, and ftrife,
(‘Things not abhorrent to a marry’d life 1)
‘They "Il quickly end, you fee; what fignify-
A few odd years to you that never die ?
And, after all, you ’re half your time awar,
You know your bufinefs takes you up all day;
And, coming Iate to bed, you need not fear,
‘Whatever noife I make, you Il fleep, my dear:
Or, if a winter-evening fhould be long,
Ev'n read your phyfic-book, or make a fong:
Your fteeds, your wife, diachalon, and rhyme,.
May take up any honeft Godhead’s time.
Thus, as you like it, you may love again,
And let another Daphne have her reign.

Now love, or leave, my dear; retreat, or follow :
I Daphae (this premis’d) take thee Apollos
And may I fplit into ten thoufand trees,
If I give up on other terms than thefe !

She faid; but what the amorous God reply’d
(So Fate ordain’d) is to our fearch deny’d 3

. By

.
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By rats, alas!- the manufcript is eat,

O cruel banquet ! which we all regret.
Bavius, thy labours muft this work reftore;
May thy good-will be_equal to thy power.!.

T H E MTICE
To.Mr. ADRIAN DRIFT, 1708,

W.O mice, dear boy, of genteel fathion,.
And (what is more) good education,

Frolic and gay, in infaut years,

Equally fhar’d their parents’ cares.

The fire of thefe two babes (poor creature 1)

Paid his laft debt to human nature ;

A wealthy ‘widow left behind,.

Four babes, three males, one female kind.

‘The fire being under-ground and bury’d,

>Twas thought his {poufe would foon have mazry'd},

Matches-propos’d, and numerous fuitors,

Mot tender huibands, . careful tutors,

She modeftly refus’d; and thew’d

She ’d be a mother to her brood.
Mother! dear mother! that endearing thought,.
Has thoufand and ten;thoufand fancies brought.
Tell me, oh! tell me, (thou art now abeve)
How ta defcribe thy true maternal love,
Thy early, pangs, thy growing anxious cares, .
Thy flattering hopes, thy fervent pious prayers;.
Thy
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Thy doleful days and melancholy nights,
Cloyfter’d from common joys and juft delights ¢
How thou-didft conftantly in private mourn,
And wath with daily tears thy fpoufe’s urn ;
How it employ’d your thoughts and lucid time,
‘That your young offspring might to honour climb;
How your firft care, by rumerous griefs oppseft,
Under the burden funk, and went to reft ;
How your dear darling, by confumption’s wafte,
Breath'd her laft picty into your breaft;
How you, alas! tir'd with your pilgrimage,
Bow’d down your head, and dy’d in good old age.
‘Though not infpird, oh! may I never be
Forgetful of my pedigree, or thee ! .
Ungraeful howfoe’er, may n'’t I forget
‘To pay this {mall, yet tributary debt |
And when we meet at GoD’s tribunal throne, '
«Own me, I pray thee, for a pious fon.
But why all this? Is this your fable ?
Believe me, Mat, it feems a babble s
If you will Jet me know th’ intent on’t,
4Go to your Mice, and make an end on’t. °
‘Well then, dear brother, — -
As fure as Hudi’s ® fword could fwaddle,
“Pwo Mice were brought up in one cradle;
Well bred, I think, of equal port, -
«One for the gown, one for the court =
“They parted (did they fo, an’t pleafe you ?)
Wes, that they did (dear Sir) to cafe you.

% Hudibras.
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One went to Holland, where they huff folk,.
T’ other to vend his wares in Suffolk.
(That Mice have travel'd in old times,
Horace and Prior tell in thymes,
‘Thofe two great wonders of their ages,
Superior far to all the fages !)
Many days patt, and many a aight,
Ere they could gain each other’s fight;
At laft, in weather cold, not fultry,
‘They met at the Three Cranes ia Poultry..
After mwch bufs and great grimaee
(Ufual you know inYuch & cafe), .
Much chat arofe, what had been done,
‘What might before sext fammer’s fun ;
Much faid of France, of Suffolk’s goodnefs,:
The gentry’s Joyalty, mob's rudenefs.
That ended, o’er 2 charming bottle,
Fhey enter'd on this tittle-tattle

Quoth Suffolk, by pre-eminence
In years, though (God knows). not in fenfe ;
All ’s gone, dear brother, oaly we
Remain to raife pofterity ;
Marry you, brother; I’H go down,
Sell nouns and verbs, and'lie alone ;
May you ne'er meet with fouds or babble,
May olive-branches crowa your table |
Somewhat I ‘il fave, and for this end,.
‘To prove a brother and a friend. -
What I propofe is juft, I fwear it;
Oz may I perith, by this claret!

) The
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“The dice are thrown, chufe this or that
(’Tis all alike to honeft Mat) ;
1’1l take then the contrary part,
.And propagate with all my heart.
After fome thought, fome Portuguefe %,
-Some wine, the younger thus replies :
Fair are your words, as fair your carriage,
Let me be-free, drudge you in marriage ;
*Get me a boy call’d Adrian,
T'ruft me, I 1l do for ’t what I can.
Home went well pleas’d the Suffolk tony,
¥Heart free from care, as purfe frem money.;
He got a lufty fqualling boy,
+(Doubtlefs the dad’s and mamma’s joy).
In fhert, to make things {quare and even,
Adrian he nam’d was by Dick Stephen.
Mat’s debt thus paid, he now enlarges,
And fends you in-a bill of charges,
A cradle, brother, and a bafket,
+(Grented.as foon as ¢'er T afk it).;
A coat not of the fmalleft fcantling,
‘Frocks, ftockings, fhoes, to grace the bantling 3
“Thefe too were fent (or I ’'m no drubber)
Nay, add to thefe the fine gum-rubber ;
“Yet thefe won't do, fend t’ other coat,
For, faith, .the firft’s not worth a groat,
“Difmally fhrunk, as herrings fhotten,
-Suppos’d originally rotten.
© % Snuff,
. _ Pray
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"Pray let the next be each way longer,.
-Of ftuff more durable, and ftronger;
‘Send it next week, if you are able.
By this time, Sir, you'know the Fable.
From this, andletters of the fame make,
You ’ll find what ’tis to have a name-fake.
Cold and hard times, Sir, here, (believe-it)s’
7 *ve loft my curate too, and grieve ite
At Eafter, for what I can fee,
(A time of eafe and vacancy()
‘If things but alter, and not undone, .
1’1 kifs your hands, and vifit London.
Molly fends greeting; 4o do I, Bir;
.Send a good coat, that’s all ; .good-by, Sir.

TWO RIDDLES
Firft printed in the ExAMINER, 1718

PHIN X was a monfter that would eat
‘*7 Whatever ftranger fhe could get;
“Unlefs his ready wit difclos’d
“The fubtle Riddle fhe propos’d.

Oedipus was refolv’d to go,
And try what ftrength of parts would do.
‘Says Sphinx, On-this depends your fate;
“Tell me what animal is that,
“Which has four feet at morning brighs,
Has two at'noon, and three at night ?
>Tis Man, faid he, who, weak by nature,
At firft creeps, like his fellow-creature, .
‘ Upon
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Upon all four ; as years accrue,
With fturdy fteps he walks on two ;
In age, at length, grows weak and fick,
For his third leg adopes a ftick.

Now, in your turn, ’tis juft, methinks,
‘You fhould refolve me, Madam Sphinx.
‘What greater firanger yez is he,

‘Who has four legs, then two, then threes
Then lofes one, then gets two mare,
And runs away at lait ea four?

EPIGR A M, Extempore,
‘To the Mafter of St. Joux’s CorrLzom®, 1719,

I Jeod, Sir, patient at vour-feet,

“- Before your elbow-chair;

*But make a bithop's throne your feat,
1’1l kneel before you there.

One only thing can keep you down,
For your great fonl too mean ;

You ’d not, to mount 2 bitkop’s throne,
Pay bemage 1 to the Quoen.

% See the hiftory. of this epigram, Gent. Mag. 2714,
P 16.

+ Mr. Priory though he paid a beconing defereuce to
‘the Mafter of St. John’s as a Fellew of that College,
thought {fome refpe€t was due to the public charaéter
which he had jut before fuftained in France.

$ NELL
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NELL - ANDI JOHN.g

WHEN’ Nelt, given o’er by the Doftor, was &3 ng,
And John at the chifnney ftood decently mymg,

“*Tis in vain, faid the woman, to make fuch hdo, + 9

For to our long home we muft alt of us got * I A

True, Nelt, rcply’d- John; bur, what yet is the \3( qr[‘;
For us that remain, the beft always go firft: .,
Remember, dear wife, that I {aid fo laft year,

When you lof} your white hg#er, and I my brown mare!

BIBO AND. CHARON.
WH EN Bibo thought fit from the world t9 retreat,
As full of champagiie-as an egg *s full of mest, . -

He wak‘d in the boat; and to Charon he faid,’ e

He would be row’d back, for he wis not yet dead. © *-
Tiim the boat, and fit quier, fierrt Charon reply’ds: <
You may have forgot, you was drunk when you dy'd.

W1V ES. by she Doaen.. -

DEATH! how thou fpoil'ft the beft projelt of life!
Said Gabriel, who ftill, as he bury’d one wife,
For the fake of her famxly, marry’d her coufin;
And thus, in an haneft collateral hne,
He ftill marry’d on till his number was nine,
Full forry te die till he made up his dozen. .

VouIL R FATAL
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FATAL L OVE

POOR Hal caught his death, ftanding under a fpour,
Expedting till midnight, when Nan would come out;
But fara] his patience, as cruel the dame,
And cure’d was the weather that quench’d the man’s
flame.,
Whoe'er thou art, ‘that read’ft thefe moral Knes,
‘Make love at home, and go to bed betimes.

A.SAILOR’S WIFE

UO'T H Richard in jeft, looking wifily at Nelly,
Methinks, child, you feem fometling round in
the helly !
Nell anfwer'd him fnappifhly, How can that be,
When my hufband has been more than twe years at fea?
Thy hufband! quoth Dick:. why that matter was carry'd
-Moft fecretly, Nell; Lac'er thought thou wert marry’d.

‘Ona FAR T, let in the Houfe of Commons.

EADER, I was born, and cry’d;
I erack’d, I fmelt, and fo I dy'd.
Like Julius Ceefar’s was my death,
Whe in the Senate loft his breath.
Much alike entomb’d does lie
The noble Romulus and I :
And when I dy’d, like Flora fair,
1 left the Commonwealth my heir.

THE
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THE MODERN SAINT.

H E R ume with equal prudence Silvia fhares,

Firft writes a billet-doux, then fays her prayers;
Her mafs and teilet ; vefpers and the play;
Thus God and Afhtaroth divide the day :
Conftant the keeps her Ember-week and Leat,
At Eafter calls all Ifrael to her tent: L4
Loofe withotit bawd, and pious without zeal,
She ftill repeats the fins fhe would conceal. |
Envy herfelf from $ilvia’s life muft graot,
An anful woman makes a Modern Saint. i

THE PARALLTEL,

PROMETHEUS, forming Mr. Day,
Carv'd {umething like a ran in clay,’
"Fhe mortal’s.work might well mifcarry ;
He, that does Heaven and earth contred,
Alone has power to form a foul,
His hand is evident in Harry.
Since éne is but a moving clod,
T’ other the lively form of God;
Squire Wallis, you will fcarce be able,
To prowe all poctry but fable,

Rz To
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TO AYOUNG LADY,
Who was fond of FoR TUNE-TELLING.
O U; Madami, may with fafety go,
- Tecrees of deftiny to kiow ;
For at your birth kind planets'réign'd,
And cerrain happmcfs ordain'd :
Such chirms as yours are only given
“To chofen favountei ‘of Héaven.
But, ftlris my unccmm flate,
»Tis dangerbus to try tily fate s
For I would only know from art, °
The future motions of ‘you# heart,
And what predeftinated doom
Attends my love for years to come ;
No fecrets elfe, that mortals.learn,
My cares deferve, or life concern:
But this'will fo important be,” -
1 dread to féarch the dark decree ;
For, while the fmalleft hopé remains;-.
Faint joys,are mingled with my-péins;
Vain diftant views my fancy pleafe, °
And give fome intermitting cafe :
But, fhould the ftars too plainly fliow
That you have doonf’d my endlels woe,
No human force, or art,. could beat -
The torment of my wild defpais. T
‘This fecret then I dare not know,
And other truths are ufelefs now.
‘What matters, if unbleft in love,

How long or fhort my life will prove 2
3 To
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To gratify what low defire,
Should I with needlefs hafte enquire,
. How great, how wéakliy, I.fhallbe? = °
.Oh! what is wealth or pawer to me!
If I am happy, or uidone, ' )
It moft proceed from: you alone.

A GREEK EPIGRAM imitated.

WH EN hungry wolves had trefpafs’d on the fold,
And the robb’d fhepherd his fad fory told ;

« Call in Alcides,” faid a crafty prieft;
% Give him one half, and he 'l fecure the reft.”
No! faid the fhepherd, if the Fates decree,
By ravaging my flock, to ruin me;
To their commands I willingly refign,
Power is their charalter, .and patience mine;
Though, troth ! to,me there feems but little odds,
‘Who prove the greateft robbers, wolves or gods |

Toa FRIEND on his NUPTIALS.

WH EN Jove lay bleft in his Alcmzna’s charms,
Three nights, in one, he preft her in his arms;
The fun lay fet, and confcious Nature ftrove
To fhade her God, and to, prolong his love.
From that aufplcmus night Alcides came,
What lefs could rife from Jove, and fuch a Dame ?
May this aufp:cmus night with that compare, °
Nor lefs the Joys, nor lefs the rifing heir; }
He ftrong as Jove, fhe like Alemzna fair |
' R3 THE
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THE WANDERING PILGRIM.

Humbly addrefled to Sir Tso. FrANKLAND, Bart.
Poft-Matfter, and Pay-Mafter-General to Qucen ANNE.

WI L L Piggot * muft to Coxwould + go,
" To Kve, alas | in want,

TUnlefs Sir Thomas fay, No, no;
THh allowance is too {cant.

The gracious Knight full well does weet,,
Ten farthings ne'er willdo

To keep a man each day in meat,.
Some bread to mea is due,

A Rechabite peor Will muft live,
And drink of Adamvs ale,

Pure element no lifc can give,
Or mortal feul segale.

Spare diet, and fpring-water clear,
Phyficians bold are good;

Who diets thus, need never fear
A fever in the blood.

But pafs — The Efculapian crew,,
Who cat and quaff the beft,

They feldom mifs to bake and brew,
Or lin to break their fat,

* This merry petition was. written to obtain the
porter’s place for Will Piggot.
+ Twelve miles north, beyond the city of York.
1 ) Could .
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Could Yorkfhire-tyke but do the fame,
Then he like them might thrive ;
But Fortune, Fortune, cruel Damre!
To ftarve thou doft him drive.

In Will’s old Mafter’s plenteous days, _
His memory ¢’er be bleft!

What need of fpeaking in his praife ¥
His goodnefs ftands confeft.

At his fam’d gate ftood Charity,
In lovely fweet array ;

Ceres and Hofpitality
Dwelt there both night and day..

But, to conclude, and be concife,
Truth muft Will’s voucher be =

Truth never yet went in difguife,
For naked ftill is the.

Fhere is but one, but one alone,
Can fet the Pilgrim free,

And make him ceafe to pine and moam;
O. Frankland! it is Thee.

Oh! fave him from. a dseary way,.
To Coxwould he muft hye,

Bereft of thee, he wends altray,,
At Coxwould he muft die.

Oh ! let him in thy hall but ftand,
And wear a porter’s gown,

Duteous to what thou may’ft command,.
Thus William’s withes crawn,

R 4 VENUS'S
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VENUS'S' ADVIOE TO THE MUSES.

THUS to the Mufes {poke the Cyprian Dame ;
¢« Adorn my altars, and revere my name.

¢ My Son fhall elfe affume his potent darts,

% Twang goes the bow, my girls; have at your hearts
The Mufes anfwei’d;, ¢ Venus, we deride

¢ The Vagrant’s malice, dnd his Mother's pride;

¢ Send him to Nymphs whodleep on Ida*sthade,.

¢ To the loofe dance, and wanton mafquerade ;

“ Our thoughts are fettled, and intent aur look,

¢ On the Inftruétives verfe, -and moral book ;

¢ On Female idlenefs his power relies;

¢ But, when he finds us ftudying hard, he flies.”

CUPID TURNED PLOUGHMAN.
From Moschus.

Hrs lamp, his bow, and quivér, laid afide,
A ruftic waller o'er hisfhoulders ty’d ;

Sly Cupid, always on néw mifchief bent,

To the rich field and furrow?d.tillage weng s

Like any Ploughman toil’d the litde God,

His tune he whiftled, and his wheat he fow'd ;

Then fat and laugh’d, and to the fkies above

Raifing his eye, he thus infulted Jove :

Lay by your hail, your hurtful ftorms reftrain,

And, as I bid you, let it thine or rain.

. e va EI{e
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Elfe you again beneath my yoke fhall bow, }

Feel the harpigoad, and draw dhe ferpile plaw; ; 3
‘What once Europa was, Naumettc is now.

PONTIUS AND PONTDTIA, .

PONTIUS (who loves, 'you know a jqkq,
Much better tl\ap he Joves his'life)
Chanc’d t *other morning to provoke
The patience of a wcll bted ‘Wife.

Talkmg of you, faid hc, my dear,
Two of the greateft wits in_town,
One afk’d, if that high furze of hair
Was, barmjae, all your. qwn. -
Her own | mett cestain, tpther faid; . .
For Nan,. who knowsithe thipg, will %1 ye,
The hair was.bopght, .the. money paid, B
- And the raceipt was. fign’d Dycailly.
Pontia (that civil prudentcfhe, ’
‘Who values wit muchuiefs; than, fenfes .
And-never darts a repartee, 1
But purely. in her own. defince).
Reply’d, thefe friends of yours, my dean,
Are given extremely ‘much to fatire !
But pr'ythee, ' Hufband, let one hear
Sometimes lefs wit, an*d. more good-nature,
Now I have one unlucky thought,
‘That would have {poil’d your friend’s concgit 3
Some hair I have, I’m fure, unbought :
Pray bring your Brother Wits to fee’t.
CUPID -
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CUPID TURNED BTROLLER.
From ANACREON.

A’I’ dead of night, when ftars appear,
And ftrong Bodtes turns the Bear ;.

When mortals flecp their cares away,

Fatigu’d with labours of the day,

Cupid was knocking at my gate ;

‘Who * there! fays I, who knocks fo late,

Difturbs my dreams, and breaks my reft ?

O fear not me, a harmlefs gueft,

He faid, but open, open pray;

A foolifh child, I °ve loft my way,

And wander here this moon-light nighe,

All wet and cold, and wanting light.

‘With due regard his voiee I heard,

‘Then rofe, a ready lamp prepar’d;

And faw 2 naked Boy below,

With wings, a quiver, and a bow;

In hafte I ran, unlack’d my gate,

Secure and thoughtlefs of my fate;

I fet the child an ealy chair

Againtt the fire, and dry’d his hair;

Brought friendly cups of chearful wiae,.

And warm’d his little hands with mine.

All this did I with kind intent ;

But he, on wanton mifchief bent,

Said, Deareft friend, this bow you fee,

This pretty bow belongs to me :

’ Obfcrve,



PRIOR’S POEMS,
Obferve, I pray, if all be right;
I fear the rain has fpoild is quite.
He drew it then, and ftrait I found
. ‘Within my breaft a fecret wound.
‘This done, the regue no lenger ftaid,
But leapt away, and laughing faid,
¢ Kind Hoft, adicu! we now muft part;
¢ Safe is my bow, but fick thy heart!”

TO A POET OF QUALITY,
Praifing the Lapy HincmiNsroKE.

O F thy judicious Mufe’s fenfe,,
Young Hinchinbroke fo very proud is,.

That Sachariffa and Hortenfe

She looks, henceforth, upon.as dowdies.
Yet the to-one muft ftill fubmit,

‘Fo dear Mamma muft pay her duty,.
She wonders, prafing Wilmot's wit,

Thou thould’it forget his daughter’s beauty.

T H E PEDANT

YSANDER talks extremely well;
“—# On any fubjet let him dwell,
His tropes and figures will content ye :
He thould: poffefs to alt degrees
The art of talk; he praStifes
Full fourteen hours in four-and-twenty.

CAUTIQUS
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CAUT.iOUS ALICE

SO good a Wife doth Liffy-make,
That from all company fhe flieth ;
Such virtuous courfes doth fhe take,
That fhe all evil tongues defieth ;
And, ‘for her deareft Spoufe’s fake,
She with his Brethren only lieth,

“THE INCURABLEE

PHILLIS, you boaft.of . perfeft health in vain,
And laugh at thofe who of their ills complain:

‘That with a frequent fever Chloe burns,
And-Stella’s plumpnefs into dropfy turns!
O Phillis, while the patients are nineteen,
Little, alas! are their diftempers feen.
But thou, for all.thy feeming health, art iil,
Beyond thy.Jover’s hopes, or Blackmore!sidkill ;
No lenitives can thy difeafe afluage,
I tall thee, s incurable—'tis Age.

TAO F;:0R T VU N E

WH ILST I in prifon-or in court look down,
Nor beg thy favour, ,nor deferve thy frown,
In vain, maljciqus. Fortuge, hatt thou tryd,
By taking from my ftate, to quell my, pm.le :
Infulting girl! thy prefent rage.abate ;
And, would’lt thou have me humblcd, meke me great.
. NON-

«
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N ONPARETIL
LET othiers from the towr retivé,
And in the fields feek new defiglit;
My Phillis does fueh joys infPitd,
No other objeéts pleafe my filthit
In her alone I'fifid whaté'er
Beauties a countfy landfchapé grace :
No fhade fo lovelyfas her hair, -
Nor plain fmﬂﬁ!ct 4s in her fate.

Lilies and rofes therl: combme, P
More beauteous thiin inflowery Hé‘ld
Tranfparent is her kin {o fiie, ' )
To this each cryftal ftreatn muft lead. -

Her voice moté fweet than warbling found,
Though fang by nightingale or lark’;

Her eyes fuch Tiftre dart around,’ )
Compar'd to thém, the fun is dark.

Both light and vital heat they give;
«Cherifh'd by thém, my love takes roor;

From her kind looks does lec receive,
Grows 4 fair plant, béars flowers and fruie,

Such fruit, I ween, dul once deccxve . i
The common parent of mankmd;
And made tranfgrefs our mother Eve : “ |
Poifon its core, though falr its rind. - o |
Yet {o delicious i 18 its taﬁe, . b .
I cannot from the bait abftain, S i
But to th’ inchanting pleafurg hafte, .
Though I were fure twould end in pain.
CHASTE
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CHASTE FLORIMEL.

O—I ’11 endure ten thoufand deaths,
Ere any farther 1°1] complys
Oh! Sir, no man on earth that breathes
Had ever yet his hand fo high!
©Oh'! take your {word, and picrce my heart,
Undaunted fee me meet the wound,
Oh! will you a&t a Tarquin’s part ?
A {econd Lucrece you have found.
"Thus to the prefling Coryd’n,
Poor Florimel, unhappy maid!
Fearing by Love to be undone,
In broken dying accents faid.
Delia, who held the confcious door,
Infpir'd by truth and brandy, fmil'd,
Knowing that, fixteen months before,
Our Lucrece had her fecond child.
AAnd, hark yﬁ! Madam, cry’d the Bawd, .
None of your flights, your high-rope dodging s
Be civil here, or march abroad;
Oblige tire Squire, of quit the lodging.
Oh ! have I—Florimel went on—
Have I then loft my Delia’s uid ?
Where fhall forfaken virtue run,
If by her friend fhe is betray*d
*Oh? curfe on empty friendthip’s name !
Lord, what is all our future view!
Then, dear deftreyer of my fame,
Let ty latt fuccour be to youl

From
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From Delia’s rage, and Fortune’s frown,
A wretched love-fick maid deliver!
Oh ! tip me but another crown,
Dear 8ir, and make me yours for cver.

DOCTORS DIFFER,

HEN Willis * of Ephraim heard Rochefter 'I'
preach,
Thus Bentley faid to him, I prythee, dear brother,
How lik’#t theu this Sermon ? ’tis out of my reach.
His is-one way, faid Willis, and our’s is another,
I care not for carping; but, this I can tell,
We preach very fadly, if he preaches well.

EPI G R A M{ o

MEEK Francis lies here, friend: without ftap or ftay,
Asyou value your peace, make the beft of your way.

Though at prefent arrefted by Death’s caitiff paw,

3f he ftirs, he may ftill have recourfe to the law.

And in the King’s-bench fhould a verdi&t be found,

That by livery and feifin his grave is his ground,

He will-claim to himfelf what is ftri@ly his due,

And an a&tion of trefpals will ftraightway enfue,

“That you without right on his premifies tread,

‘On a fimple furmife that the owner is dead.

* Bifhop of Gloucefter,

4 Bp. Attetbury. ’

3 See Auterbury's Letters, in Pape’s Works, ¢d. rysr.
Oa
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On Bifhop ArTERBURY'S burying the Duke of
BuckinGiam, 17204

“ I HAVE no hopes,” the Duke he fays, and dies ;
¢ In fure arid certdin hopes,” the Prelate cries :

Of thefe two leared Peers, I pr'ythee, fity, mian,

‘Who is the lying Knave, the Pricft or Layman ?

“T'he¢ Duke he flands'an Infidel confeft, .

« He’s our dear Brother,” guoth the lordly Priefti

“The .Duké thoegh Knave, fiill < Brouwr dear,” he
cries ;

And who can fay,. the Reverend Prelate lies.?

UPON HONOTUR
.- A-FRAGMENT,

ONOUR, I fay, or honett fame,
I mean the fubltance, not the nathe ;
{(Not that light heap of ‘taudry wares,
OF ermine, coronets, and ftars,
‘Which often is by meri fought,
By gold and flartery oftener bought ;
The thade, for which Atibirion looks
In Sclden’s * or in Afhmole’s + books :)'
But the true glory, which proceers,
Refle&ted bright, from honeft deeds,
‘Which we in our own breaft perceive, .
And Kings can neither take nor give.
® Titles of Honor. 4 Order of the Garter,
ENIGMA.
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E NI G M A

BY birth I’m a flave, yet can give you a crown,

1 difpofe of all honours, myfelf having none;

I’m oblig’d by juft maxims to govern my life,

Yet I hang my own mafter, and lie with his wife.

‘When men are a-gaming, I cunningly {neak,

And their cudgels and fhovels away from them take,

Fair maidens and ladies I by the hand get,

And pick off their diamonds, though ne’er fo well fet.

For when I have comrades we rob in whole bands, i

Then prefently take off your lands from your hands.

But, this fury once over, I ‘ve fuch winning arts,

That you love me much more than you do your own
hearts. :

ANOTHER

ORM'D half bencath, and half above the earth,
We fifters owe to art our fecond birth

The Smith’s and Carpenter’s adopted daughters, *
Made on the land, to travel on the waters.
Swifter they move, as they are ftraiter bound,
Yer neither tread the air, or wave, or ground :
They ferve the poor for ufe, the rich for whim,
Sink when it rains, and when it freezes fwim.

THE OLD GENTRY,

TH AT all from Adam firft began,
None but ungodly Woolfton doubts ;
And that his fon, and his fon’s fon,
Were all but ploughmen, clowns, and louts.
Veu. II. S Eac*
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Each, when his ruftic pains began,

To merit pleaded equal right ;
*Pwas only who left off at noon,

Or who went on to work till night.
But coronets we owe to crowns,

And favour to a court’s affeftion ;
By Nature we are Adam’s fons,

And fons of Anftis * by eletion.
Kingfale ! cight hundred years have roll'd,,

Since thy forefathers held the plow;
When this in ftory fhall be told,

Add, that my kindred do fo now.

The man who by his labour gets
His bread, in independent ftate,

‘Who never begs, and feldom eats,
Himfelf can fix or change his fate.

THE INSATIABLE PRIEST.

UKE Preach-ill admires what we Laymen can mean,.
That thus by our profit and pleafure are {fway’d,
He has but three livings, and would be a Dean;
His Wife dy’d this year, he has marry’d his Maid.
To fupprefs all his carnal defires in their birth,
At all hours a lufty young hufly is near :
And, to take off his thoughts from the things of this
earth,
He can be content with two thotfand a year.

* Garter King at Arms. R
’ A FRENCH
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A FRENCH SONG IMITATED.

: HY thus fromthe plain does my thepherdefs rove,
Forfaking her fwain, and negle&ting his love ?

You have heard all my grief, you fee how I die,
Oh'! give fome relief to the fwain whom you fly.

How can you complain, or what am I to fay,
Since my dog lies unfed, and my fheep run aftray ?
Need I tell what I mean, that I languith alone !
‘When I leave all the plain, you may guefs ’tis for One.

A CASE STATED.

NOW how fhall I do with my love and my pride,
Dear Dick *, give me counfel, if Friendfhip has any;
Pry’thee purge, or let blood! furly Richard reply’d,
And forget the coquette in the arms of your Nanny .
While I pleaded with paffion how much I deferv’d,
For the pains and the torments of more than a year;
She look’d in an almanack, whence fhe obferv’d,
That it wanted a fortnight to Bart’'mew-fair.

My Cowley and Waller how vainly I quote,

While my negligent judge only hears with her eye!
In a long flaxen wig, and embroider’d new coat,

Her fpark faying nothing talks better than L

# Mr. Shelton, + Mrs. Durham.

S2 UPON
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UPON PLAYING AT OMBRE
WITH TWO LADIES

I KNOW that Fortune long has wanted fight,
And therefore pardon’d when fhe did not righc;

But yet till then it never did appear,

That, as fhe wanted eyes, the could not hear ;

I begg’d that the would give me leave to lofe,

A thing fhe does not commonly refufe !

Two matadores are out againft my game,

Yet fiill I play, and flill my luck ’s the fame :

Unconquer'd in three fuits it does remain,

Whereas I only ak in one to gain ;

Yet fhe, ilill contradilling, gifts imparts, :

And gives fuccefs in every fuit—-but Hearts,

CUPID’S PROMISE,
A FreEncH SoNc, paraphrafed.

SOFT Cupid, wanton, amorous boy,
The other day, mov’d with my lyre,

In flattering accents fpoke his joy,

And utter’d thus his fond defire.
Oh! raife thy voice! one Song I afk ;

Touch then thy harmonious ftring :
To Thyrfis eafy is the tafk,

Who can fo {weetly play and fing.

Two
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Two kiffes from my mother dear,
Thyrfis, thy due reward fhall be ;

None, none, like Beauty’s Queen is fair,
Paris has vouch'd this truth for me.

I ftrait reply’dy, Thou know’ft alone
That brighteft Chloe rules ry breag,
I'll fing the Two inftead of One,
1If thou ’It be kind, and make me bleft.

One kifs from Chloe’s lips, no inore,
I crave: He promis’d me fuccefs ;

I play’d with all my fkill and power,
My glowing paffion to exprefs.

But, oh! my Chloe, beauteous maid !
Wilt thou the wifh’d reward beftow ?
‘Wilt thou make good what Love has feid,
And, by thy grant, his power fhow ?

TO THE EARL OF OXFORD.
Written extempore, in Lady Oxrorp’s Study, 1717,

EN, ink, and wax, and paper, fend
To the kind wife, the lovely friend :
Smiling, bid her freely write
‘What her happy thoughts indite;
Of virtue, goodnefs, peace, and love,
Thoughts which angels may approve.

S 3 A LeTTER
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A LETTER to the Honourable Lady MARGARET
CaveEnDpisH HARLEY, when a Child,

Y noble, lovely, little Peggy,
Let this my firft epiftle beg you,
At dawn of morn and clofe of even,
To lift your heart and hands to Heaven.
In double beauty fay your prayer :
Our Father firft,—then, Notre Pere :
And, deareft child, along the day,
In every thing you do and fay,
. Obey and pleafe my lord and lady,
So God fhall love, and Angels aid ye.
If to thefe precepts you attend,
No fecond letter need I fend, }
And fo I reft your conftant friend.

LinEes written under the Print of Tom BriTTON
theSinall-coal-man, painted by Mr. WooLAs ToN,

HOUGH doom’d to fmall-coal, yet to arts allyd,
Rich without wealth, and famous without pride;
Mufick’s beft patron, judge of books and men,
*Belov’d and honour’d by Apollo’s train :
In Greece or Rome fure never did appear
So bright a genius, in fo dark a fphere :
More of the man had artfully been fav’d,
Had Kneller painted, and had Vertue grav'd.
TRUTH
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TRUTH TOLD AT LAST.

~S AYS Pontius in rage, contradifting his wife,

“ You never yet told me one truth in your life.””
‘Vext Pontiano way could this thefis allow,
-4 You’re a Cuckold, fays the; do Itell youtruth now

Written in Lady Howe’s Ovid"s Epiftles.
HOWEVER high, however cold, the fair,
However great the dying lover’s care,
Ovid, kind author, found him fome relief,
Rang’d his unruly fighs, and fet his grief;
“Taught him what accents had the power to move,
And always gain’d him pity, fometimes love.
But, oh! what pangs torment the deftin’d heart,
That feels the wound, yet dares.not thew the dart I
‘Wihat care could Ovid to his forrows _give,
‘Who muft not fpeak, and.therefore cannot live ?

AN EPISTLE G
1 Pray, good Lord Harley, let Jonathan know,
How loag you intend to live incagnito. .

Your humble fervant,
: ELKANAH SETTLE,

ANOTHER E£PISTLE

I Pray, Lady Harriot, the time to affign i
< When the fhall receive a turkey and chine ; }
" "That 2 body may come to St. James’s, to dine.

S 4 TRUES
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TRUE'S EPITAPH.

IF wit or honefty could fave
Our mouldering athes from the grave,
‘This ftone had ftill remain’d unmark’d,
X ftill writ profe, True ftill have bark’d.
But envious Fate has claim’d its due,
Here lies the mortal part of True;
His deathlefs virtues muft furvive,
To better us that are alive. .
His prudence and his wit were fcen
In that, from Mary’s grace and mien, }
He own’d the power, and lov’d the Queen.
By long obedience he confeft
That ferving her was to be bleft.—
Ye murmurers, let True evince
‘That men are beafts, and dogs have fenfe !
His faith and truth all Whitehall knows,
He ne’er could fawn or flatter thefe }
‘Whom he believ’d were Mary’s foes :
Ne'er fkulk’d from whence his fovereign led bim,
Or fnarl’d againft the hand that fed him.—
Read this, ye ftatefmen now in favour,
And mend your own, by True’s behavigur! -

EPIGRAM
TO Richmond and Peterburgh, Matt gave his letters,
And thought they were fafe in the hands of his
betters.
How happen’d it then that the packets were loft?
Thefe were Knights of the Garter, not Knights of she
Poft,
2 THE
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THE VICEROY, A BALLAD.
To the Tune of, Lady IsaseLLA’s Tragedy.

F Nero, tyrant, petty king ¥,
Who heretofore did reign

In fam’d Hibernia, I will fing,
And in a ditty plain.

He hated was by rich and poor,
For reafons you fhall hear ;

So ill he exercis’d his power,
That he himfelf did fear.

Full proud and arrogant was he,
And covetous withal ;

The guilty he would ftill fet free,
But guiltlefs men enthral.

He, with a haughty impious nod,
Would curfe and dogmatize;

Not fearing either man or God =
Gold he did idolize.

A patriot + of high degree,
‘Who could no longer bear

This upftart Viceroy’s tyranny,
Againft him did declare,

And, arm’d with truth, impeach’'d thc Don,
Of his enormous crimes,

‘Which I 'l unfold to you anon,
In low, but faithful rhymes.

® Lord Coningfby, one of the lords juftices of Ireland.
4 The Earl of Bellamont impeached Coningtby. -
3
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The articles recorded ftand,
Againft this peerlefs peer,
Search but the archives of the land ¥,
You ’ll find them written there,
Attend, and juftly Il recite
His treafons to you all,
‘The heads fet in their native light
(And figh poor Gaphny’s fall).
‘That traiteroufly he did abufe
The power in him repos’d ;
And wickedly the fame did ufe,
On all mankind impos’d.
That he, contrary to all law,
An oath did frame and make,
Compelling the militia
Th’ illegal oath to take.
Free-quarters for the army too
He did exat and force
On Proteftants ; his love to thow,
Than Papift us’d them worfe.
‘On all provifions deftin’d for
The camp at Limerick,
He laid a tax full hard and fore,
Though many men were fick.
“The futlers too he did ordain
For licences thould pay,
“Which they refus’d with juft difdain,
And fled the camp away,

C o ]ourna'l,.Sa];bati, 16 die Decembris, 1643.
. :
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By which provifions were fo fcant,
‘That hundreds there did die,

The foldiers food and drink did want,
Nor famine could they fly.

He fo much lov’d his private gain,
He could not hear or fee;

They might, -or die, or might complain,
Without relief, pardie.

"That, above and againft all right,
By word of mouth did he,

In council fitting, hellifh fpite,
The Farmer’s fate decree :

That he, O ciel! without trial,
Straitway fhould hanged be ;

Though then the courts were open all,
Yet Nero judge would be.

No fooner faid, but it was done,
The bozrreax did his worft ;
‘Gaphny, alas! is dead and gone,
And left his judge accurt,

In this concife defpotic way
Unhappy Gaphny fell,

‘Which did all honeft men affray,
As truly it might well.

Full twe good hundred pounds a year,
This poor man’s real eftate,

He fettled on his favourite dear,
And Culliford can fay 't

267

Befides,
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Befides, he gave five hundred pound
To Fielding his own fcribe,

‘Who was his bail ; one friend he found,
He ow’d him to the bribe.

But for this horrid murder vile
None did him profecute ;

His old friend help’d him o’er the ftile:
With Satan who difpute ?

With France, fair England’s mortal foe,
A trade he carry’d on ;

Had any other done ’t, I trow
To Tripos he had gone.

That he did likewife traiteroufly,
To bring his ends to bear,

Enrich himfelf moft knavithly ;
O thief without compare !

Vaft quantities of ftores did he
Embezzle and purloin ;

Of the king’s flores he kept a key,
Converting them to cofa.

‘The forfeited eftates alfo,
Both real and perfonal,

Did with the ftores together go,
Fierce Cerberus fwallowd all.

Mean while the foldiers figh'd and fobb'd,
For not one foufe had they ;

His Excellence had each man fobb'd,
For he had funk their pay.

Neroy
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Nero, without the leaft difguife,
‘The papifts at all times

Still favour'd, and their robberies
Look’d on as trivial crimes.

‘The Proteftants whom they did rob
During his government,

Were forc’'d with patience, like gaod Job,
To reft themfelves content.

For he did bafely them refufe
All legal remedy ;

‘The Romans ftill he well did ufe,
Still fcreen’d their roguery.

Succinétly thus to you I *ve told,
How this Viceroy did reign ;

And other truths 1 fhall unfold,
For truth is always plain.

‘The Beft of Queens he hath revil'd,
Before and fince her death,

He, cruel and ungrateful, fmil’d
‘When the refign’d her breath,

Forgetful of the favours kind
She had on him beftow’d,

Like Lucifer his rancorous mind,
He lov’d nor her nor God.

But liften, Nero, lend thy ears, .
As ftill thou haft them on;

Hear what Britannia fays with teass,
Of Anna dead and gone.

«Oh!
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¢ Oh1 facred be her memory,
¢ For ever dear her name |
. % There never was, nor ere can be,
¢ A brighter, jufter dame.

¢ Bleft be my fons, and eke all thofe
¢ Who on her praifes dwell !

% She conquer’d Britain’s fierceft foes,
% She did all queens excel.

¢ All princes, kings, and potentates,
¢ Ambaffadors did fend:

¢ All nations, provinces, and ftates,
¢ Sought Anna for their friend.

“ In Anna they did all confide,
¢ For Anna they could truft :

¢ Her royal faith they all had try'd,
¢ For Anna ftill was juft.

¢ Truth, mercy, juftice, did furround
¢ Her awful judgement-feat,

¢¢ In her the Graces a!l were found,
¢ In Anna all compleat.

4¢ She held the fword and balance right,
¢ And fought her people’s good :

# In clemency fhe did delight,
¢ Her reign not ftain’d with blood.

¢ Her gracious goodnefs, piety,
¢ In all her deeds did fhine,
¢ And bounteous was her chanty;
¢¢ All attributes divine.
¢¢ Confum-
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& Confummate wifdom, meeknefs all,
¢« Adorn’d the words 'the fpoke ;

# When they from her fair lips did fall ;
¢ And fweet her lovely look.

# Ten thoufand glorious deeds to crown,.
¢ She caus’d dire war to ceafe r

« A greater Emprefs ne’er was known,,
¢ She fix'd the world in peace.

¢ This laft and godlike alt atchiev’d,
¢ To Heaven fhe wing'd her flight :

¢ Her lofs with. tears all Europe griev'd;
¢ Their ftrength, and dear delighs.

# Leave we in blifs this heavenly Saint,
¢ Revere, ye juft, her urn;

¢ Her virtues high and excellent,
¢ Aftrea gone we mourn.

¢ Commemarate, my fons, the day
¢ Which gave great Anna birth.:
¢ Keep it for ever and for aye,,
¢ And annual be your mirth !”

Illuftrious George now fills the throne,.
Our wife benign good King:

‘Who can his wondrous deeds make known.>

Or his bright ations fing ?

Thee, favourite Nero, he has deign’d
To raife to high degree!

‘Well thou thy honours haft fuftain’d,
Well vouch’d thy anceftry.

273

Bus
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But pafs — Thefe honours on thee laid,
Can they e'er make thee white 2
Don’t Gaphny’s blood, which thou haft fhed,
Thy guilty foul affrighe ?
Oh ! is there not, grim mortal, tell,
Places of blifs and woe ?
Oh1 is there not 2 heaven, 2 hell;
But whither wilt thou go?

Can nought change thy obdurate mind ?
Wile theu for ever rail ?

‘The prophet on thee well refin’d,
And fet thy wit to fale. '

How thou ast loft to fenfe and fhame,
‘Three countries witnefs be :

Thy condu all juft men do blame,
Libera nos, Domine!

Dame Juftice waits thee, well I ween,
Her {fword is brandifh’d high:

Nought can thee from her vengeance fcreen,
Nor canft thou from her fly.

Heavy her ire will fall on thes,
The glittering ficel is fures
Sooner or later, all agree,
She cuts off the impure.
‘To her I leave thee, gloomy peer !
Think on thy erimes committed :
Repent, and be for once fincere,
Thou nc’er wilt be De-Witted.
SONGS,
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SET TO MUSICK
®Y THE MOST EMINENT MASTERS.

I SetbyMr. ABEL.

READiNG ends in melancholy

Wine breeds vices and difeafes ;

" Wealth is but care, and-Love but folly ;
Only Friendfhip truly pleafes.

My wealth, my books, my flatk, my Molly 3
Farewell all, if Friendthip ceafes.

IL SebyMr. PURCELL

WI—I ITHER would my paffion run?
Shall Iy her, or purfue her?
Lofing her, I am undone;
Yet would not gain her, to undo her.

Ye tyrants of the human breaft,
Love and Reafon | cedfe your war,
‘And order Death to give me reft;
So each will equal triumph fhaye.

o, II. T JIIL, See
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III. Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

STREPHONETTA, why &’ ye fly me,
With fuch rigour in your eyes ?

©Oh! 'ts cruel to deny me,
¢ Since your charms I fo much prize.

But I plainly fee the reafon,
‘Why in vain I you purfued;
Her to gain ’twas out of feafon,
Who before the chaplain woo'd.

IV. Setby Mr. SMITH.

OME, weep no more, for *tis in vain;
‘Torment not thus your pretty heart :
Think, Flavia, we may meet again,
As well as, that we now muft part.

You figh and weep ; the Gods negle&
That precious dew your eyes let fall :,

Our joy and grief with like refpeét
They mind; and that is, not at allL,

We pray, in hopes they will be kind,
As if they did regard our ftate :

‘They hear; and the return we find
Is, that no prayers can alter Fate.
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“Then clear your brow, and look more gay,
Do not yourfelf to grief refign ;

"Who knows but that thofe powers may
‘The pair, they now have parted, join?

But, fince they have thus cruel been,
And could fuch conftant lovers fever ;

I dare not truft, ‘left, now they ’re in,
They thould divide us two for ever.

Then, Flavia, come, and let us grieve,
Remembering though upon what feore ;

“This our laft parting look believe,
Believe we muft embrace no more.

Yet, fhould our fun fhine out at laft;
And Fortune, without more deceit,
" "Throw but one reconciling caft,
To make two wandering lovers meet;

How great then would our pleafure be,
To find Heaven kinder than believ'd ;

And we, who had no hopes to fee
Each other, to be thus deceiv’d |

But fay, fhould Heaven dting no relief,
Suppofe eur fun fhould never rife :

‘Why then what ’s due to fuch a grief,
We *ve paid already with our eyes.

37 .

V. Sez
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V. Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

L E T perjurd fair Amynta know,
What for her fake I undergo;
Tell her, for her how I fuftain

A lingeringlftvcr’s wafting paio.
Tell her, the torments I endure,
Which only, only fhe can cure.

But, oh ! fhe fcorns to hear, or fee,
The wretch that lies fo low as me;
Her fudden greatnefs turns her brain,
And Strephon hopes, alas! in vain:
For neer ‘twas found (though often try'd)
That pity ever dwelt with pride.

VI Setby Mr. SMITH.

HILLIS, fince we have both been kind,
And of each other had our fill;
Tell me what pleafure you can find,
In forcing nature "gaipft her will.

*Tis true, you may with art and pain
Keep-ip fome glewings of defire s
But ftill thofs glowings which ramain

Are only afhes of the fire.
Then let us-free each other’s foul,
And laugh at the dull conftant fool,
‘Who would Love’s liberty control,
Apd teach us how to whine by rules

7 Let
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Eet us no impofitions fct,'

Or clogs upon each other’s heart
But, as for pleafure firft we met,

So now for pleafure let us part.

‘We both have fpent our ftock of love,.
So conftquently fhould be free ;-

‘Thyrfis expefts you in yoh’ grove ;
And.pretty Chloris ftays for me.

VH. Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

HILLIS, this pious talk give o’er,.
And modefily pretend ré more ;
It is too plain an art =
Surely you take me for a fool,
And would by this prove me fo dull,
As not to know your heart,

In vain you fancy to deccive,
For truly I can neer believe-
But this is all a fham :
Since any one may plainly fee,
You “d only fave yourfelf with me,
And with anether damn.
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VIIL Setby Mr. SMITH.

ST IL L, Dorinda, I adore;.
Think I mean not to deceive you =
For I lov’d you much before,
And, alas ! now love you more,
Though I force myfelf to.leave you.

Staying, I my vows fhall fail;
Virtue yields, as love grows ftronger ;
Fierce defires will fure prevail ;
You are fair; and I am frait,
And dare truft myfelf no longer.

You, my love, too nicely coy,

Left I fhould have gain'd the treafure,,
Made my vows and oaths deftroy
The pleafing hopes I did enjoy

Of all my future peace and pleafure.

To my vows I have been true,,
And in filence hid my anguifh,

But I cannot promifc too

‘What my love may make me do,
While with her for whom I languifh.

For in thee ftrange magick lies,
And my heart is too, too tender ;
Nothing ’s proof againft thofe eyes,,
Beft refolves and frifteft ties
To their force muft foon furrender.

Bw,
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But, Dorinda, you ’re fevere,

I moft doating, thus to fever;
Since from all I hold moft dear,’
‘That you may no longer fear,

1 divorce myfelf for ever.

IX. Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

§ it, O Love, thy want of eyes,
Or by the Fates decreed,
That hearts fo feldom {ympathize;
Or for cachlothcr bleed ?

If thou would’ft make two youthful hearts
One amorous fhaft obey ;

*T would fave thee the expence of darts,
And more extend thy fway. -

Forbear, alas! thus to deftroy
Thyfelf, thy growing power;

For that which would be ftretch’d by joy,
Defpair will foon devour. :

Ah! wound then my relentlefs fair,
For thy own fake and mine j

That boundlefs blifs may be my fhare,
And double glory thine.

T 4
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X. Setby Mr. SMITH.

HY, Harry, what ails you? why look youfo fad¥
To think and ne’er drink, will make you ftark-mad.
°Tis the miftrefs, the friend, and the bottle, old boy!
‘Which create all the pleafure poor mortals enjoy ;
But wine of the three ’s the moft cordial brother,
For one it relieves, and it ftrengthens the other.

XI. Set by Mr. SMITH.

S I N CE my words, though ne'er fo tender,.
.With fincereft truth expreft,
Cannot make your heart furrender,

Nor fo much as warm your breaft :

‘What will move the fprings of natore 2
‘What will make you think me true -

Tell me, thou myfterious creature,,
Tell poor Strephon what will da.

Do not, Charmion, rack your lovex
Thus, by feeming not to know
What fo plainly all difcovar,
‘What his eyes fo plainly fhow.

Fair-one, *tis yourfelf deceiving,
*Tis againft your Reafon’s law :
Acheift-like (th’ effet perceiving)
Sxll to difbelieve the caufe,
XII. Sex
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XII, Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

MORELLA, charming without art,
And kind without defign,

Can never lofe the finalleft part
Of fuch a heart a8 mine.

Oblig’d a thoufand feveral ways,
It ne’er can break her chains ;

‘While paffion, which Her beauties miife,.
My gratitude maintains.

XIIL Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

OVE! inform thy faithful creature

" How to keep his fair-one’s heast;
Mutt it be by truth of nature 2

Or by poor differabling art ?
Tell the fecret, thew the wonder,

How we both may gain our ends ;.
I am loft if we’re afunder,

Ever tortur’d if we ’re friends.

-

XIV. Setby Mr, DE FESCH.

TOUCH the lyre, on everyffﬂng,
Touch it, Orpheus, I will fing
A fong which fhall immortal be;
Since fhe I fing’s a deity;
A Leonora, u\lvixofe bleft birth
Has no relation to this earth,
XV. Set .
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XV. Setby Mr. SMIT H.

NCE I was unconfin’d and free,
Would I had been fo fill!
Enjoying {weeteft liberty,
And roving at my will.
But now, mot mafter of my heart,
Cupid does fo decide,
‘That two fhe-tyrants fhall it part,
And fo poor me divide.

Viftoria’s will I muft obey,
She aéts without control ¢
Phillis has fuch a taking way,
She charms my very foul.

Deceiv’d by Phillis’ looks and fmiles,.
Into her fnares I run:

Vi€toria thews me all her wiles,
‘Which yet I dare not thun.

From one I fancy every kifs
Has fomething in’t divines
And, awful, tafte the balmy blifs,
That joins her lips with mine.
But, when the other I embrace,
Though fhe be not a queen,
Methinks ’tis fweet with fuch a lafs
To tumble on the green.
5 Thus
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Thus here you fee a fhared heart,
But I, mean while, the fool :
Each in it has an equal part,
But neither yet the whole,

Nor will it, if I right forecaft,
“'To either wholly yield :
I find the time approaches faft,
When both muft quit the ficld.

XVL Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

FAREWEL, Amynta, we muft part;
The charm has loft its power,
‘Which held fo faft'my captiv’d heart
Until this fatal hour.

Hadt thou not thus my love abus'd,
And us’d me ne’er fo ill,

Thy cruelty I had excus’d,
And I had lov’d thee ftill.

But know, my foul difdain’d thy fway,
And fcorns thy charms and thee,

To which each fluttering coxcomb may
As welcome be as me.

Think in what perfe& blifs you reign’d,
How lov’d before thy fall ;

And now, alas! how much difdain’d
By me, and fora’d by all.

283
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Yet thinking of each happy hour; '
‘Which I with thee have {pent,.

So robs my rage of all its power,.
That I almoft relent.

But pride will never let me bow,
No more thy charms ¢an move =

Yet thou art worth my pity now,,
Becaufe thou hadft my love..

XVIL Setby Mr. SMIT H..
ACCEPT,‘ my love, as true a hiewre

As ever lover gave:
*Tis free (it vows) from any att,
And proud to be your fiave.

Then take iz kindly, as ’twas rheams,.
And let the giver live: '

Who, with it, would the workd have fermy,
Had it been his to give.

And, that Dorinds may uot fear
I e’er will prove untrue,

My vows fhall, ending with s year,
With it begin anew..

XVIII, Sev
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XVIIL SetbyMr. DE FESCH,

NANNY bluthes when T woo her,
And, with kindly-chiding eyes,
Faintly fays, I fhall undo her,
Faintly, O forbear! fhe cries.

“But her breafts while I am prefling,
‘While to her’s my lips I join,

*Warm’d the feems to tafte the bleffing,
And her kiffes anfwer mine.

“Undebauch’d by rules of honour,
Innocence ‘with nature charims;

«One bids, gently puth me from her, -
T’other, take me in her arms.

-,

XIX, Set by Mr, SMITH.

SINCE we your hufband daily fee
So jealous out of {eafon,.
Phillis, let you and I agree
To make him fo with reafon.

I’m vext to think, that every night
A fot, withia thy arms, .

“Tafting the mofk divine delight,
Should fully all your, charms,
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‘While fretting I mulft lie alone,
Curfing the powers divine,
Thax undefervedly have thrown

A pearl unto a fwine.

Then, Phillis, heal my wounded hear,
My burning paffion cool ;

Let me at leaft in thee have part
With thy infipid fool

XX. Setby C.R.

PHILLIS, give this humour over,
We too long have time abus’d ;
4 fhall turn an errant rover,
If the favour’s fill refus’d.

Faith ! ’tis nonfenfe out of meafure,
‘Without ending thus to fec

‘Women forc’d to tafte a pleafure
‘Which they love as well as we,

"Let not pride and folly fhare you,
‘We were made but to enjoy ;

Ne'er will age or cenfure fpare yon,
E’er the more for being coy.

Never fancy Time's before you,
Youth, believe me, will away ;

Then, alas! who will adore yos,
Or to wrinkles tribute pay<

All
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Al the {wains on you attending
Show how much your charms deferve ;
But, mifer-like, for fear of {fpending,
You amidft your plenty ftarve.
‘While a thoufand freer laffes,
Who their youth and charms employ,
“Though your beauty their’s furpaffes,
" Live in far more perfeét joy.

XXI.

TASTE, my Nannette, my lovely maid !
Hafte to the bower thy {wain has made ;

For thee alone I made the bower,
And ftrew’d the couch with many a flower.
None but my fheep fhall near us come:
Venus be prais’d ! my fheep are dumb.
Great God of Love ! take thou my crook,
To keep the wolf from Nannette’s flock.
Guard thou the fheep, ta her fo dear;
My own, alas ! are lefs my care.
But, of the wolf if thou 'rt afraid,
Come not to us to call for aid;
For with her fwain my love fhall ftay,
Though the wolf ftroll, and the fhecp ftray.

XXII. SetbyMr. DE FESCH.

SINC'E by ill fate I°m forc’d away,
And fnatch’d fo foon from thofe dear arms;
Againft my will I muft obey,
And leave thofe fweet endearing charms.
Yet
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Yet ftill love on; and never fear,

But you aad conftancy will prove
Enough my prefent flame to bear,

And make me, though in abfence, love.

For, though your prefence fate danies,
I feel, alas | the killing fmart

And can, with undifoeraed eyes,
Behold your pi@ure in my beast.

XXII SetbyMr. DE FESCH.

N vain, alas ! poor Strephon trics
To cafe his tortur'd breaft ;
Since Amoret the cure denics,
And makes his pain 3 jeft,

Ah! fair-ene, why to me {o coy?
And why to him fo true,

‘Who with more coldne(s flights the joy,
Than I with love purfue?

Die then, unhappy lover ! die;
For, ° nce fhe gives thee death,
The world has nothing that can buy

A minute more of breath,

Yet, though I could your fcorn outlive,
*Twere folly; fince to me

Mot love itfelf a joy can give,
But, Amoret, in thee.

XXIV. S
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XXIV. Setby Mr. DE FESCH.

WE LL! T will never more complain,
Or call the Fates unkind;
Alas! how fond it is, how vain?!
But felf-conceitednefs does reign
In every mortal mind.

*Tis true they long did me deny,
Nor would permit a fight ;

I rag’d; for I could not efpy,

Or think that any harm could lic
Difguis’d in that delight.

At laft, my wifhes to fulfil,
They did their power refign ;

I faw her; but I with I ftill

Had been obedient to their will,
And they not unto mine.

Yet I by this have learnt the wit,
Never to grieve or fret

Contentedly T will fubmit,

And think that beft which they think fit,
Without the leaft regret.

XXV. Setby Mr. C. R.

CHLOE beauty has and wit,
And an air that is not common;
Every charm in her does meet,
Fit to make a handfome woman.
Vou. II. U But
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But we do not only find
Here a lovely face or feature ;
For fhe ’s merciful and kind, .
.Beauty’s anfwer’d by-good-nature.

She is always doing good,
Of her favours never fparing,

And, as all good Chriftians fhouhl,
Keeps poor mortals from defpairing.

Jove the power knew of her charms,
And that no man could endure them,
So, providing ’gainft all harms,
Gave to her the power to cure them.

And "twould be a cruel-thing,

When her black eyes have rais’d defire,
*Should fhe not her bucket bring,

And kindly help to quench the fire.

XXVI.

SINC E, Moggy, I mun bid adicu,
How can I help defpairing ?
.Let cruel fate us fiill purfue,
There s nought more worth my caring.

"T'was fhe alone could-calm my foul,
When racking thoughts did gricve meo;
Her eyes my trouble could control,
And into joys decsive me,
. Farewel,
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Farewel, ye brooks; no more along
Your banks mun I be walking:

No more you ’Il hear my pipe or fong,
Or pretty Moggy'’s talking.

But I by death an end will give
To grief, fince we mun fever;

For who can after parting live,
Ought.to be wretched ever,

XXVIIL.

:SOME kind angcl gently ﬁung,
7 Movd with pity at my pain,
Tell Corinna, I am dying,

Till with joy we meet again, -

Tell Corinna, fince we parted,
I have never known delight :
And thall foon be broken-hearted,
If I longer want her fighr.

Tell her how her lover, mourning,
Thinks each lazy day a year;

Curfing every morn returning,
Since Corinna is not here.

Tell her too, not dxﬂant places,
Will fhe ‘be but true and kind,
Join’d with time and change of paces,
E'er fhall thake my conftant mind.
Ua

1

XXVII.
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XXVIII. NELLY.
WHILST others proclaim
This nymph, or that {wain,
‘Deareft Nelly the Jovely I'll fing;
She fhall grace every verfe,
I°11 her beauties rehearfe,
“WWhich lovers can’t think an ill thing.
Her cyes fhine as bright
As ftars:in the night,
‘Her complexion divinely is fair;
Her lips, red as a cherry,
‘Would a hermit make merry,
And black as a ¢oal is her hair.
Her breath, like a rofe,
Trs fweets does difclofe,
Whenever you ravith a kifs;
Like ivory inchas'd,
Her teeth are well-plac’d,
An exquifite beauty fhe is.
‘Her plump breafts are white,
‘Delighting the fight,
There Cupid difcovers her charms ;
Oh! fpare then the reft,
And think of the beft:
*Tis Heaven to die in her arms.
She ’s blooming as May,
Brifk, lively, .and gay, .
The Graces play all round about her;
She’s prudent and witty,
Sings wondroufly pretty,
And there is no living without her.

PRI1IOR’S POEMS.

MISCEL-
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MISCELL ANEA.

AD COMITEM DOREESTRIE,
In Annum ineuntem 16834,
AD JANUM

S,IC tua perpetuis fument altaria donis,
Plurima fic flamma pabula mittat Arabs;-
Sic dum facra novis redimuntur tempora fertis,
Neftoreos pofcant feemina virque dies ;
Caffide depofitd,-placidé fic nuncia pacis
Janua fopito cardine limen amct :
Candida procedant feftivo tempora motu,
Et faveat Domino quelibet hora meo !
Publica conciliis-gravibus fcu commoda tralet, -
Seu vacuum pe&us mollior urat amor ;
Seu pia mordaci meditetur vulnera chart3,
Vulnera qua tali fola levantur ope;
Seu legat oblito facilis mea carmina faftu,
O bene carminibus confule, Dive, meis,
Jane fave, Domini veniet natalis ad aras ;
O fuperis ipfis facra fit illa dics :
Sacra fit illa dies, niveoque notata lapillo,
Qua tulit itluftris nobile mater onus,
Qua mihi, patronum geftit, gentique Quiritem,
Arntificique Deo peene dediffe parem,
U3 AD
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AD DOM. GOWER, COLL. MAGISTRU M,
EPISTOLA DEPRECATORIA.

NISI tuam jampridem benevolentiam & laudatam
ab expertis audiviffem, & expertus ipfe fxpiffimé
laudaffem, & pudor & triftitia confcio mihi filentium
indixiffent : at enim V. R. dum coram patrono, amico,
patre, provolvor, te non dubitat impetrare audax dolor
per accepta olim beneficia, per efluenres lacrymas (& he
mentiri nefciunt) perque tuum ifthunc celeberrimum
candorem, quem imprudens lefi, folicitus repeto ut
peccanti ignofcas, & obliteres crimen, ut non folim ad
condifcipulorum menfam, fed ad magiftri gratiam
reftituatur, favoris tui ftudiofiflimus, M. P.

CARMEN DEPRECATORIUM AD EUNDEM.

IRATAS acuit dum lzfus Apollo fagittas,
Negleftas renovat meefta Thalia preces ;
Qualefcunque poteft jejuno promere cantu ;
Heu mihi non cft res ingeniofa fames !
Grana peges, alacri languet vis ignea gallo,
Deme laboranti pabula, languet equus.
Latrantis ftomachi fterilis nec pafcis hiatum
Daphni, nec arentem Caftalis unda fitim.
‘Tum bene laffatur Flaccus cum dixerit Ohe !
Pieriafque merum nobilitavit aquas.

Jejuni
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J&juni depreffa jacet vel Mufa Maronis, -
_Flet culicem efuriens qui fatur arma canit.
O fi 1" Mzcenas major aihi riferit, O fi
Fulgenti folitum regnet in ore jubar, '
Crimine purgato pie poft jejunia, -Mufd
Inciperet praful grandia, teque loqui.

M.P..

¢ — Dum bibimus —
¢ Qbrepit non intellefta feneys”

SISTE mero bibulas effufo temporis alas,
" Hefternumve minax coge redire diem ;
Nil facis ; ufque volabit inexorabilis #tas,
Canitiemque caput fentiet atque rugas.

I-brevis, & properans in funus nefte corollas, .
Mox conflagrando cende Falerna rogo.

Clepfydra Saturni tua nec cryftallina diftant,
Dum motu parili vinum & arena fluunt.

Dum loquor, ecce! perit redimite gloria frontis,..
. Dat rofa de fertis lapfa, Memento mori.
Sed tibt, dum néras nimis properare pue'llas,
- Ut citiis rumpat ftamina, Bacchus adeft..
Deftituit cecum fubito {ol ebrius orhem,
Occafum tremulo narrat adeffe rubor...

M. P..

Vg, Reverendo
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Reverendo-in Chrifto Patn THOME SPRAT
Epifcopp ROFFENSI, &c.
!U‘hw~
VICMUS, exultans faufto crepat omine Daphnis,

Teftaturque bonos nuncia fibra Deos ;
Grandius cloquium meditare Thalia, patronum
Quem modd laudifti, nunc venerare patrem.
Quis putet incertis volvi fubtegmina Parcis ?
Quis meritos 2quum deftituiffe Jovem ?
Cum virtute tuum crefcit decus, aute facerdos,
Impatienfque breves fpernit utrumeque modos.
Qualiter Elzo felix in pulvere viftor,
Cui femel ornatas lambit oliva comas,
Sufpirans partas queritur marcefcere frondes,
Et parat elapfas ad nova bella rotas :
Sic tibi major honos veteres protudit honores,
Metaque preeterite laudis origo nove eft :
Phoebaz juvenile caput cmxere corolla,
Palma vira decuit tempora, mitra fenis. M.P.

EPISTOLA EODEM TEMPORE MISSA.

CUM voluntas regia, optimatum confenfus, bo-
porumque omaium ftudia infulam merenti concef-
ferint, ignofcas, pater reverende, quod inter communem
populi plaufum cliens ed minus ad enarrandum fuf-
ficiens qud beneficiis plus fuerim devinftus, & tuos in
ecclefid honores & ecclefiz i tuis honoribus felicitatem
fettinet gratulari, favoris gui ftudiofiflimus, M.P.

AD

° [}
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AD FRANC. EPISC. ELIENSEM.

XORATA boni tribuerunt munera Divi,
Patronique novus tempora cingit honos.
Concedas hilaris repetitum Mufa laborem,
Et notum celebres, & mihi dulce decus.
O fi te canerem, praful venerabilis, O fi
Fiftula cum titulis crefceret auta tuis,
ZEque turba tibi non cederet ima clicntum,
Cederet ac numeris optima Mufa meis.
Hoc tamen ut meditor, mihi quid nifi vota fuperfunt ?
Tmbelles hiumeros nobile laffat onus.
Ergo minor virtus celebretur, dum tibi praful
Quod laudem fuperes gloria major erit.

CUM virtutes tuas unufquifque collaudet & honores
gratuletur, noftrz V. R. audacie ignofcat tua be-
nignitas, fi minim4 pollens eloquentid, ardentiffimo
tamen ftudio accenfus, ad communem populi chorum
adjungens vocem, cum virum optimum tum benig-
nifimum celebret patronum, qui, tuis maximé devin€tus
beneficiis, fummoperé conatur meritd vocari

Favoris tui ftudiofiffimus, M. P.

¢ Quicquid vult, valde *vult:”

DUM tingit Siculus folis coelique meatus,
Aftra polofque tuos quos fibi condit habet,
Nil facit inftantis mortis bellique tumultus ;
Ufque fed egregium fedulus urget opus.
Non vacat exiguz curas impendere vite 3
Sat fibi curarum Conditor orbis habet,
IN



#8 - PRIOR’S POEMS.

IN COMITIS EXONIENSIS CRISTAM,.
Tritici Fafcem Leonibus fuftentatum. 1689.
Lemma, ¢ Suitentare et Debellare.”

UM tibi dat fortes Cybele veneranda leones,
Flavaque collettas addit Eleufis opes :

Invidid major, vi€toque potentior wxvo,

I decus, I noftra Ceciliana domus.
Sparge inopi fruges, & pelle leonibus hoftem ;

Copia quid valet hinc, quid timor inde, refer. .
Pollens muneribus belli vel pacis, habes, quo

Atque homines fuperes, atque imitére Deos.

EPITAPHIU M.

M. S. CaroLi MONTAGVE,
Honorabilis Georgii de Horton in agro Northantonienfi
Filius natu fextus,

Henrici Comitis de Manchefter nepos,

Scholiz Regiz Weftmonafterienfis Alumnus,
Collegii 5. S. Trinitatis' Cantabrigienfis Socius.

* Literas humaniores feliciter excoluit,

Et in difpari laudis genere clarus,

Inter Poctas pariter ac Oratores Anglos excelluit :

! Magna ingenii indole ;
| Bonarumque artium difciplinis inftrutus,
Ex Academiz umbraculis
In confpe€tum hominum prodiit,
Literatorum
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Literatorum decus & prafidium,
©Omni dehinc cogitatione
Commum bono ptomovendo mcubuxt
Brevique hunc virum,
"Sua in fenatu folertia, in concilio providentia,
In utraque, juftitia, fides, auftoritas,
Ad gerendam ararii curam evexit :
Ubi laborantibus fifci rebus opportung {fubveniens,
Simul monctam argenteam
Magno Reipublicz detrimento imminutam
De navo cudi fecit ;
Et inter abfolvendum tantz molis opus,
Flagrante etiam bello,
Impreffis chartulis
Pecuniarum rationem pretiumque impertiit.
His meritis et patrie & principis gratiam cenfecutus,
Familiam fuam diu illuftrem, illuftriorem reddidit 3
Baro fcilicet, deinde comes de Halifax creatus,
Ad tres Montacutani nominis proceres quartus acceflit,
Summo denique Perifcelidis honore ornatus,
Publici commedi indefeffus adhuc confultor,
Media inter conamina, otium cum dignitate,
Quod defideravit, & meruit, vix tandem affecutus ;
(Proh brevem humanarum rerum fiduciam 1)
. Omnibus bonis flebilis occidit,
x1x die Maii, Anno Salutis MBCCXV.
. HAratis fuz L1V,
Patruo de fe optimé merenti,
Et bonorum & honorum heres,

Georgius comes de Halifax
- EPITAPH,
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Here lies Sir THoMAS Powys, Knight :
. As to his Profeflion,
In accufing, cautious; in defending, vehement;
In all his pleadings, fedate, clear, and ftrong ;
In all his decifions, unprejudic’d and equitable.
He ftudied, prattifed, and governed the Law
In fuch a manner, that
Nothing equaled his knowledge, except his eloquence ;
Nothing excelled both, except his juftice.
As to his Life,
He pofleffed, by a natural happinefs,
All thofe civil virtues which form the gentleman :
And 1o thefe, by divine goodnefs, were added -
That fervent zeal and extenfive charity,
‘Which diftinguifh the perfeft Chriftian!
The tree is known by.bis frait.
He.was a loving-hufband and an indulgent father, .
A conftant friend and a charitable patron ;
Frequenting the devotions of the church ;
.Ploading the caufe, and relieving the neceffities, -
of the poor.
‘What by example he taught throughout his life,
At his death he recommended to his family and friends :
#‘To fear God, and live uprightly.”
Let whoever reads this ftone,
. Bc wife, and be.inftructed.
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