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TO THE

RIGHT HONOURABLE JAMES CRAGGS,ESQ^

HIS majesty's principal secretary of state.

D E A R S I R ,

I
CANNOT widi that any of my writings fhould

lall longer than the memory of our friendfhip

;

and, therefore, I thus publicly bequeath them to

you, in return for the many valuable inllances of

your affedlion.

That they may come to you with as little difad-

vantage as poffible, I have left the care of them to

one*, whom, by the experience of fome years, I

know well qualified to anfvver my intentions. He
has already the honour and happinefs of being

under your prote<5lion ; and, as he will very much

ftand in need of it, I cannot wifh him better, than

that he may continue to deferve the favour and

countenance of fuch a patron.

I have no time to lay out in forming fuch com-

pliments, as would but ill fuit that familiarity be-

tween us, which was once my greateft pleafure,

and will be my greateft honour hereafter. Inftead

of them, accept of my hearty wirties, that the

great reputation you have acquired (o early, may

* Mr. Tickell.
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4 DEDICATION.
increafe more and more : and that you may long

ferve your country with thofe excellent talents, and

unblemilhed integrity, which have To powerfully

recommended you to the moft gracious and amiable

Monarch that ever filled a throne. May the frank-

nefs and generofity of your fpirit continue to foften

and fubdue your enemies, and gain you many

friends, if poffible, as fincere as yourfelf. When
you have found fuch, they cannot wifh you more

true happinefs than I, who am, with the greateft

zeal.

Dear SIR,

Your moft entirely aiFeftionate friend,

and faithful obedient fervant,

June4, 1719. J. ADDISON.
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MR. ADDISON.

TO MR. DRYDEN.
TTOW long, great Poet, fhall thy facred lays

-*• '' Provoke our wonder, and tranfcend our praife ?

Can neither injuries of time, or age.

Damp thy poetic heat, and quench thy rage ?

Not fo thy Ovid in his exile wrote.

Grief chill'd his breaft, and check'd his riling thought

:

Penfive and fad, his drooping Mufe betrays

The Roman genius in its laft decays.

Prevailing warmth has ftill thy mind pofTell,

And fecond youth is kindled in thy bread

;

Thou mak'il: the beauties of the Romans known.

And England boafts of riches not her own

;

Thy lines have heighten'd Virgil's majefly.

And Horace wonders at himfelf in thee.

Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle

In fmoother numbers, and a clearer ftyle ;

And Juvenal, inftru6led in thy page.

Edges his fatire, and improves his rage.

B 3



6 A D D I S O N's P O E M S.

Thy copy cafts a fairer light on all.

And ftill out-fhines the bright origyial.

Now Ovid boafts th' advantage of thy ibng>

And tells his ftory in the Britifh tongue

;

Thy charming verfe, and fair tranflations, fhow

How thy own laurel firll: began to grow :

How wild Lycaon, chang'd by angry gods,

And frighted at himfelf, ran howling through the woods

O may 'ft thou ftill the noble talk prolong.

Nor age, nor ficknefs, interrupt thy fong :

Then may we wondering read, how human limbs

Have water'd kingdoms, and diffolv'd in ftreams;

Of thofe rich fruits that on the fertile mold

Turn'd yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into gold :

How fome in feathers, or a ragged hide.

Have liv'd a fecond life, and diff^erent natures try'd»

Then will thy Ovid, thus transform'd, reveal

A nobler change than he himfelf can telK

Magd. College, Oxon.

June 2, 1693.

The Author's age 22*.
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A POEM
T O

HIS MAJESTY
PRESENTED TO THE LORD KEEPER.

T O

THE RIGHT HON. SIR JOHN SOMERS,

LORD KEEPER OF THE GREAT SEAL, ' "

1695.

IF yet your thoughts are loofe from Hate affairs.

Nor feel the burden of a kingdom's cares

;

If yet your time and actions are your own

;

Receive the prefent of a Mufe unknown :

A Mufe that, in adventurous numbers, fmgs

The rout of armies, and the fall of Kings,

Britain advanc'd, and Europe's peace rellor'd.

By Somers' counfels, and by NafFau's fvvord.

To you, my Lord, thefe daring thoughts belong

Who help'd to raife the fubjed of my fong

;

To you the hero of my verfe reveals

His great defigns, to you in council tells

His inmoft thoughts, determining the doom

Of towns unftorm'dj and battles yet to come.

* KingWiUiam.

a 4



8 ADDISON 's POEMS.
And well could you, in your immortal flrains,

Defcribe his condud, and reward his pains

:

But, fmce the flate has all your cares engrofs'd.

And poetry in higher thoughts is loft.

Attend to what a lefTer Mufe indites.

Pardon her faults, and countenance her flights.

On you, my Lord, with anxious fear I wait.

And from your judgement muft expe£l my fate.

Who, free from vulgar paflions, are above

Degrading envy, or mifguided love

;

If you, well pleas'd, fhall fmile upon my lays.

Secure of fame, my voice I '11 boldly raife.

For next to what you write, is what you praife. I
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TO THE KING.

"1X7 HEN now the bufinefs of the field is o*er.

The trumpets fleep, and cannons ceafe to roar^

When every difmal echo is decay 'd.

And all the thunder of the battle laid

;

Attend, aufpicious prince ; and let the Mufe

In humble accents milder thoughts infufe.

Others, in bold prophetic numbers fkill'd.

Set thee in arms, and led thee to the field

;

My Mufe expelling on the Britilh ftrand

Waits thy return, and welcomes thee to land :

She oft has feen thee prefTmg on the foe.

When Europe was concern'd in every blow

;

But durft not in heroic flrains rejoice

;

The trumpets, drums, and cannons, drown'd her voice :

She faw the Boyne run thick with human gore.

And floating corps lie beating on the fhore ;

She faw thee climb the banks, but try'd in vain

To trace her Hero through the dufly plain.

When through the thick embattled line? he broke.

Now plung'd amidll: the foes, now lofl in clouds of

fmoke.

O that fome Mufe, renown'd for lofty verfe.

In daring numbers would thy toils rehearfe

!

Draw thee belov'd in peace, and fear'd in wars,

Inur'd to noon-day fwcats, and mid-night cares I

But fHll the God-like man, by fome hard fate.

Receives the glory of his toils too late

;
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Too late the verfe the mighty adl fucceeds.

One age the hero, one the poet breeds.

A thoufand years in full fucceffion ran.

Ere Virgil rais'd his voice, and fung the man
Who, driven by ftref? of fate, fuch dangers bore

On ftormy feas, and a difaftrous Ihore,

Before he fettled in the promis'd earth.

And gave the empire of the world its birth.

Troy long had found the Grecians bold and fierce^

Ere Homer mufter'd up their troops in verfe

;

Long had Achilles quell'd the Trojans' luft.

And laid the labour of the gods in duft.

Before the towering Mufe began her flight.

And drew the hero raging in the fight,

Engag'd in tented fields and rolling floods.

Or flaughtering mortals, or a match for gods.

And here, perhaps, by fate's unerring doom.

Some mighty bard lies hid in years to come.

That fliall in William's god-hke ads engage.

And with his battles warm a future age ;

Hibernian fields fliall here thy conquefts fliow.

And Boyne be fung, when it has ceas'd to flow;

Here Gallic labours fliall advance thy fame.

And here SenefFe fliall wear another name.

Our late pofterity, with fecret dread.

Shall view thy battles, and with pleafure read

How, in the bloody field too near advanc'd.

The guiltlefs bullet on thy flioulder glanc'd.

The race of Nafl*au was by Heaven deflgn'd

To curb the proud oppreflfors of mankind.



T O T H E K I N G. li

To bind the tyrants of the earth with laws.

And fight in every injur'd nation's caufe.

The world's great patriots ; they for julHce call

;

And, as they favour, kingdoms rife or fall.

Our Britiih youth, unus'd to rough alarms,

Carelefs of fame, and negligent of arms.

Had long forgot to meditate the foe.

And heard unwarm'd the martial trumpet blow

;

But now infpir'd by thee, with frefh delight.

Their fwords they brandifh, and require the fight.

Renew their ancient conquefts on the main.

And a6l their fathers' triumphs o'er again ;

Fir'd, when they hear how Agincourt was ftrow'd

With Gallic corps, and Crefli fwam in blood.

With eager warmth they fight, ambitious all

Who firil Ihall ftorm the breach, or mount the wall.

In vain the thronging enemy by force

Would clear the ramparts, and repel their courfe;

They break through all, for William leads the waVj

Where fires rage moft, and loudeft engines play.

Namur's late terrors and deftrufrion fhow.

What William, warm'd with juH revenge, can do :

Where once a thoufand turrets rals'd on high

Their gilded fpires, and glitter'd in the fky.

An undillinguilh'd heapof dufl: is found.

And all the pile lies fmoking on the ground.

His toils, for no ignoble ends defign'd.

Promote the common welfare of mankind ;

No v/ild ambition moves, but Europe's fears.

The cries cf orphans, and the widow's tears

:
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Oppreft Religion gives the firfl: alarms.

And injur'd Juftice fets him in his arms

;

His conquefts freedom to the world afford.

And nations blefs the labours of his fvvord.

Thus when the forming Mufe would copy forth

A perfect pattern of heroic worth.

She fets a man triumphant in the field.

O'er giants cloven down, and monfters kilPd,

Reeking in blood, and fmear'd with duft and fweat,

Whilll angry gods confpire to make him great.

Thy navy rides on feas before unpreft.

And Urikes a terror through the haughty Eaft :

Algiers and Tunis from their fultry fhore

With horror hear the Britiih engines roar;

Fain from the neighbouring dangers would they run.

And wifh themfelves fHll nearer to the fun.

The Gallic (hips are in their ports confin'd,

Deny'd the common ufe of fea and wind.

Nor dare again the Britiih ftrength engage

;

Stiil they remember that deilrudive rage

Which lately made their trembling hofl retire,

Stunn'd with the noife, and wrapt in fmoke and fire

;

Tlie waves with wide unnumber'd wrecks were ftrow'd.

And planks, and arms, and men, promifcuous flow'd.

Spain's numerous fleet, that perifli'd on our coafl.

Could fcarce a longer line of battle boafl:

;

The winds could hardly drive them to their fate.

And all the ocean labour'd with the weight.

VvHiere-e'er the waves in reftlefs errors roll.

The fea lies open now to either pole :
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Now may we fafely ufe the northern gales.

And in the polar circle fpread our fails

:

Or, deep in fouthern climes, fecure from wars.

New lands explore, and fail by other ftars

:

Fetch uncontrol'd each labour of the fun.

And make the produdl of the world our own.

At length, proud prince, ambitious Lewis, ceafe

To plague mankind, and trouble Europe's peace

;

Think on the ftrudlures which thy pride has ras*d.

On towns unpeopled, and on fields laid wafte

;

Think on the heaps of corps and ftreams of blood.

On every guilty plain and purple flood.

Thy arms have made ; and ceafe an impious war.

Nor wafte the lives intrufted to thy care.

Or, if no milder thought can calm thy m.ind.

Behold the great avenger of mankind.

See mighty Naffau through the battle ride.

And fee thy fubje<5ls gafping by his fide :

Fain would the pious prince refufe th' alarm.

Fain would he check the fury of his arm ;

But, when thy cruelties his thoughts engage.

The hero kindles with becoming rage.

Then countries ftol'n, and captives unreftor'd,

Give ftrength to every blow, and edge his fword.

Behold with what refiftlefs force he falls

On towns befieg'd, and thunders at thy walls

!

Aflc Villeroy, (for Villeroy beheld

The town furrender'd, and the treaty feal'd)

With what amazing ftrength the forts were won,

Whilft the v/hole power of France ftood looking on.
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But ftop not here : behold where Berkeley ftands.

And executes his injur'd King's commands

;

Around thy coaft his burfting bombs he pours

On flaming citadels and falling towers

;

With hiffing ftreams of fire the air they ftreak.

And hurl deilrudlion round them where they break.

The Ikies with long afcending flames are bright.

And all the fea refleds a quivering light.

Thus ^tna, when in fierce eruptions broke.

Fills heaven with afties, and the earth with fmoke :

Here crags of broken rocks are twirl'd on high.

Here molten fl:ones and fcatter'd cinders fly :

Its fury reaches the remoteft coaft.

And ftrows the Aflatic fliore with duft.

Now does the failor from the neighbouring maiii

Look after Gallic towns and forts in vain;

No more his wonted marks he can defcry.

But fees a long unmeafur'd ruin lie;

Whilfl, pointing to the naked coaft, he fliows

His wondering mates where towns and fteeples rofe.

Where crowded citizens he lately view'd.

And Angles out the place where once St. Maloes flood.

Here RuflTel's a6lions fliould my Mufe require ;

And, would my ftrength but fecond my defire,

I'd all his boundlefs bravery rehearfe.

And draw his cannons thundering in my verfe

;

High on the deck fliould the great leader ftand.

Wrath in his look, and lightning in his hand

;

Like Homer's Hedor when he flung his fire

Amidft a thoufand fliips, and made all Greece retire.



TO THE KING.
But who can run the Britifh triumphs o'er.

And count the flames difperft on every fhore ?

Who can defcribe the fcatter'd vidtory.

And draw the reader on from fea to fea ?

Elfe who could Ormond's God-like a£b refufe,

Ormond the theme of every Oxford Mufe ?

Fain would I here his mighty worth proclaim.

Attend him in the noble chace of fame.

Through all the noife and hurry of the fight,

Obferve each blow, and keep him ftill in fight.

Oh, did our Britifh peers thus court renown.

And grace the coats their great fore-fathers won

!

Our arms would then triumphantly advance.

Nor Henry be the laft that conquer'd France.

What might not England hope, if fuch abroad

Purchas'd their country's honour with their blood ;

When fuch, detain'd at home, fupport our flate

In William's Head, and bear a kingdom's weight.

The fchemes of Gallic policy o'erthrow.

And blaft the counfels of the common foe

;

Dired: our armies, and diflribute right.

And render our Maria's lofs more light.

But flop, my Mufe, th' ungrateful found forbear,

Maria's name flill wounds each Britifh car :

Each Britifh heart Maria ftill does wound.

And tears burft out unbidden at the found

;

Maria ilill our rifing mirth deftroys.

Darkens our triumphs, and forbids our joys.

But fee, at length, the Britifh faips appear!

Our Nafl'au comes 1 and as his fleet draws near,

3
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The rifing malls advance, the fails grow white.

And all his pompous navy floats in fight.

Come, mighty Prince, defir'd of Britain, come

!

May Heaven's propitious gales attend thee home

!

Come, and let longing crowds behold that look.

Which fuch confufion and amazement ftruck

Through Gallic hofts : but, oh ! let us defcry

Mirth in thy brow, and pleafure in thine eye ;

Let nothing dreadful in thy face be found.

But for a while forget the trumpet's found :

Well-pleas'd, thy people's loyalty approve.

Accept their duty, and enjoy their love.

For as, when lately mov'd with fierce delight.

You plung'd amidft the tumult of the fight,

"Whole heaps of death encompafs'd you around.

And fteeds o'er-turn'd lay foaming on the ground

;

So crown'd with laurels now, where-e'er you go.

Around you blooming joys and peaceful bleffings

flow.
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A TRANSLATION
OF ALL

VIRGIL'S FOURTH GEORGIC,

EXCEPT THE STORY OF ARIST.tUS.

pTHEREAL fwccts fliall ncxt my Mufe engage.

And this, Maecenas, claims your patronage.

Of little creatures wondrous afls I treat.

The ranks and mighty leaders of their ftate.

Their laws, employments, and their wars relate.

A trifling theme provokes my humble lays

:

Trifling the theme, not fo the poet's praife.

If great Apollo and the tuneful Nine

Join in the piece, and make the work divine.

Firft, for your bees a proper ftation find.

That's fenc'd about and llielter'd from the wind

;

For winds divert them in their flight, and drive

Thefwarms, when loaden homeward, from their hive.

Nor flieep, nor goats, muft pafture near their ftores.

To trample under foot the fpringing flowers

;

Nor fiifking heifers bound about the place.

To fpurn the dew-drops off, and bruife the riflng grafs

:

Nor muft the lizard's painted brood appear.

Nor wood-pecks, nor the f.vallow harbour near.

They wafte the fwarms, and as they fly along

Convey the tender morfels to their young.

VOL. XXX, c
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Let purling ftreams, and fountains edg'd with mofs.

And fhallow rills, run trickling through the grafs

;

Let branching olives o'er the fountain grow.

Or palms ihoot up, and fhade the ftreams below;

That when the youth, led by their princes, fhun

The crowded hive, and fport it in the fun,

Refrefhing fprings may tempt them from the heat.

And fhady coverts yield a cool retreat.

Whether the neighbouring water ftands or runs.

Lay twigs acrofs, and bridge it o'er with ftones

;

That if rough ftorms, or fudden blafts of wind.

Should dip, or fcatter thofe that lag behind.

Here they may fettle on the friendly ftone.

And dry their reeking pinions at the fun.

Plant all the flowery banks with lavender.

With ftore of favory fcent the fragrant air.

Let running betony the field o'erfpread.

And fountains foke the violet's dewy bed.

Though barks or plaited willows make your hive,

A narrow inlet to their cells contrive ;

For colds congeal and freeze the liquors up.

And, melted down with heat, the waxen buildings drop

:

The bees, of both extremes alike afraid.

Their wax around the whittling crannies fpread.

And fuck out clammy dews from herbs and flowers.

To fmear the chinks, and plaifter up the pores

:

For this they hoard up glevv, whofe clinging drops.

Like pitch, or birdlime, liang in ftringy ropes.

They oft, 'tis faid, in dark retirements dwell.

And work in fubterraneous caves their cell 5
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At other times th' induftrious infcdls live

In hollow rocks, or make a tree their hive.

Point all their chinky lodgings round with mud.

And leaves muft thinly on your work be Ilrow'd

;

But let no baleful yew-tree flourifh near.

Nor rotten marlhes fend out lleams of mire ;

Nor burning crabs grow red, and crackle in the fire

Ncr neighbouring caves return the dying found.

Nor echoing rocks the doubled voice rebound.

Things thus prepar'd

When th* under-world is feiz'd with coM and night.

And fummer here defcends in ftreams of light.

The bees through woods and forcfts take their Rig]

They rifle every flower, and lightly fkim

The cryftal brook, and fip the running flream

:

And thus they feed their young with ftrange delight.

And knead the yielding wax, and work the llimy fweet

But when on high you fee the bees repair.

Borne on the wind, through difliant trafts of air.

And view the winged cloud all blackening from afar

While fliady coverts and frefli fleams they chufe.

Milfoil and common honey-fuckles bruife.

And fprinkle on their hives the fragrant juice.

On brazen veflTels beat a tinkling found.

And fliake the cymbals of the goddefs round ;

Then all will haftily retreat, and fill

The warm refounding hollow of their cell.

If once two rival kings their right debate.

And factions and cabals embroil the ftatc.

The people's adions will their thoughts declare

;

All their hearts tremble, and beat thick with war

;

}
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Hoarfe broken founds, like trumpet's harfh alarms.

Run through the hive, and call them to their arms

;

All in a hurry fpread their ihivering wings.

And fit their claws, and point their angry flings

:

In crowds before the king's pavilion meet.

And boldly challenge out the foe to fight

;

At lad, when all the heavens are warm and fair.

They rufh together out, and join ; the air

Swarms thicks and echoes with the humming war

All in a firm^round clufler mix, and ftrow

With heaps of little corps the earth below

;

As thick as hail-ftones from the floor rebound.

Or fhaken acorns rattle on the ground.

No fenfe of danger can their kings control.

Their little bodies lodge a mighty foul

:

Each oblHnate in arms purfues his blow.

Till fhameful flight fecures the routed foe.

This hot difpute and all this mighty fray

A little dull flung upward will allay.

But when both kings are fettled in their hive,

Mark him who looks the worfl, and lefl he live

Idle at home in eafe and luxury.

The lazy monarch muft be doom'd to die

;

So let the royal infed rule alone.

And reign without a rival in his throne.

The kings are different : one of better note.

All fpeckt with gold, and many a fhining fpot.

Looks gay, and gliftens in a gilded coat

;

But love of eafe, and floth in one prevails.

That fcarce his hanging paunch behind him trails

:

I
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The people's looks are different as their kings

;

Some fparkle bright, and glitter in their wings

;

Others look loathfome and difeas'd with floth.

Like a faint traveller whofe dufty mouth

Grows dry with heat, and fpits a maukifh froth.

The firft are bed

From their o'erflowing combs, you '11 often prefs

Pure lufcious fweets that mingling in the glafs

Correft the harftinefs of the racy juice,

And a rich flavour through the wine difFufe.

But when they fport abroad, and rove from home.

And leave the cooling hive, and quit th' unfinifh'd comb;

Their airy ramblings are with eafe confin'd,

Chp their king's wings, and if they (lay behind

No bold ufurper dares invade their right.

Nor found a march, nor give the fign for flight.

Let flowery banks entice them to their cells.

And gardens all perfum'd with native fmells

;

Where carv'd Priapus has his fix'd abode.

The robber's terror, and the fcare-crow god.

Wild thyme and pine-trees from their barren hiil

Tranfplant, and nurfe them in the neighbouring foil.

Set fruit-trees round, nor e'er indulge thy floth.

But water them, and urge their fliady growth.

And here, perhaps, were not I giving o'er.

And ftriking fail, and making to the fliore,

I 'd fliew what art the gardener's toils require.

Why rofy Paeftum bluflies twice a year :

What ftreams the verdant fuccory fupply.

And how the thirlly plant drinks rivers dry

;

c 3
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What with a chearful green does parfly grace.

And writhes the bellying cucumber along the twilled

grafs

;

Nor would I pafs the foft acanthus o'er.

Ivy nor myrtle-trees that love the fhore

;

Nor daffodils, that late from earth's flow womb
Unrumple their fwoln buds, and fhow their yellow

bloom.

For once T faw in the Tarentine vale.

Where flow Galefus drencht the wafliy foil.

An old Corycian yeoman, who had got

A few negledled acres to his lot,

W^here neither corn nor paflure grac'd the field.

Nor would the vine her purple harvefl yield

;

But favory herbs among the thorns were found.

Vervain and poppy-flowers his garden crown'd

And drooping lilies whiten'd all the ground.

Bleft with thefe riches he could empires flight.

And when he relied from his toils at night.

The earth unpurchas'd dainties would afford.

And his ov/n garden furnifli out his board :

The fpring did firll his opening rofes blow,

Firll ripening autumn bent his fruitful bough.

Wh^n piercing colds had burfl: the brittle flone.

And freezing rivers fliircn'd as they run.

He then would prune the tenderefl of his trees.

Chide the late fpring, and lingering vvellern breeze :

His bees finl fwarm'd, and made his vefl'els foam

With the rich fqueezing of the juicy comb.

Here lindons and the fappy pine increas'd

;

Here, when gay flowers his fmiling orchard drell.

}
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As many bloflbms as the fpring could Ihow,

So many dangling apples mellow'd on the bough.

In rows his elms and knotty pear-trees bloom.

And thorns ennobled now to bear a plumb.

And fpreading plane-trees, where fupinely laid

He now enjoys the cool, and quaffs beneath the fhade.

But thefe for want cf room I muft omit.

And leave for future poets to recite.

Now I '11 proceed their natures to declare.

Which Jove himfelf did on the bees confer;

Becaufe, invited by the timbrel's found,

Lodg'd in a cave th' almighty babe they found.

And the young god nuril kindly under-ground.

Of all the wing'd inhabitants of air,

Thefe only make their young the public care

;

In well-difpos'd focieties they live.

And laws and ftatutes regulate their hive

;

Nor ftray, like others, unconfin'd abroad.

But know fet ftations, and a fix'd abode.

Each provident of cold in fummer flies

Through fields, and woods, to feek for new fupplies

And in the common ftock unlades his thighs.

Some watch the food, fome in the meadows ply,

Tafte every bud, and fuck each bloffom dry

;

Whilft others, labouring in their cells at home.

Temper NarcifTus' clammy tears with gum.

For the firft ground-work of the golden comb

;

On this they found their waxen works, and raife

The yellow fabric on its glewy bafe.

Some educate the young, or hatch the feed

With vital warmth, and future nations breed;

c 4
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Whilft others thicken all the flimy dews.

And into pureft honey work the juice ;

Then fill the hollows of the comb, and fwell

With lufcious neftar every flowing cell.

By turns they watch, by turns with curious eyes

Survey the heavens, and fearch the clouded ikies

To find out breeding ftorms, and tell what tempefts rife.

By turns they eafe the loaden fwarms, or drive

The drone, a lazy infecl, from their hive.

The work is warmly ply'd through all the cells.

And ftrong with thyme the new-made honey fmells.

So in their caves the brawny Cyclops fweat.

When with huge ftrokes theftubborn wedge they beat.

And all th' unfhapen thunder-bolt compleat

;

Alternately their hammers rife and fall

;

Whilft griping tongs turn round the glowing ball.

With puffing bellows fome the flames increafe.

And fome in waters dip the hifling mafs

;

Their beaten anvils dreadfully refound.

And ^tna fliakes all o'er, and thunders under ground.

Thus, if great things we may with fmall compare.

The bufy fwarms their diiFerent labours fliare.

Defire of profit urges all degrees

;

The aged infecls, by experience wife.

Attend the comb, and fafhion every part.

And fliape the waxen fret-work out with art

:

The young at night, returning from their toils.

Bring home their thighs clog'd with the meadows fpoils.

On lavender and fafFron-buds they feed.

On beiidmg oflers, and the balmy reed

:

I
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From purple violets and the teile they bring

Their gatlier'd Tweets, and rifle all the fpring.

All work together, all together reft.

The morning ftill renews their labours part

;

Then all rufti out, their different tafks purfue.

Sit on the bloom, and fuck the ripening dew ;

Again when evening warns them to their home.

With weary wings, and heavy thighs they come.

And crowd about the chink, and mix a drowfy hum.

Into their cells at length they gently creep.

There all the night their peaceful ftation keep,

Wrapt up in filence, and difl*olv'd in lleep.

None range abroad when winds and llorms are nighj

Nor truft their bodies to a faithlefs iky.

But make fmall journeys, with a careful wing.

And fly to water at a neighbouring fpring

;

And, left their airy bodies ftiould be caft

In reftlefs whirls, the fport of every blaft.

They carry ftones to poife them in their flight.

As ballaft keeps th' unfteady veflTel right.

But of all cuftoms that the bees can boaft,

'T is this may challenge admiration moft

;

That none will Hymen's fofter joys approve.

Nor wafte their fpirits in luxurious love.

But all a long virginity maintain.

And bring forth young without a mother's pain.

From herbs and flowers they pick each tender bee.

And cull from plants a buzzing progeny

;

From thefe they choofe out fubjecls, and create

A little monarch of the rifmg llate

;
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Then build wax kingdoms for the infant prince.

And form a palace for his refidence.

But often in their journeys, as they fly.

On flints they tear their filken wings, or lie

Groveling beneath their flowery load, and die.

Thus love of honey can an infedt fire.

And in a fly fuch generous thoughts infpire.

Yet by repeopling their decaying flate.

Though fev?n fliort fprings conclude their vital date.

Their ancient ftocks eternally remain.

And in an endlefs race their children's children reign.

No proflrate vafl^al of the Eafl: can more

With flavifli fear his mighty Prince adore

;

His life unites them all ; but when he dies.

All in loud tumults and diftraftions rife

;

They wafte their honey, and their combs deface.

And wild confuficn reigns in every place.

Him all admire, all the great guardian own.

And crowd about his courts, and buzz about his throne

Oft on their backs their weary prince they bear.

Oft in his caufe embattled in the air,

Purfue a glorious death, in wounds and war.

Some from fuch inilances as thefe have taught,

" The bees extract is heavenly; for they thought

*' The univerfe alive ; and that a foul,

*' Diifus'd throughout the matter of the whole,

*' To all the vafl: unbounded frame was given,

" And ran through earth, and air, and fea, and all

*' the deep of heaven

;

" That this firft kindled life in man and beaft,

'* Life that again flows into tiiis at lall.

\
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** That no compounded animal could die,

*' But when dUTolv'd, the fpirit mounted high

*' Dwelt in a liar, and fettled in the fky."

Whene'er their balmy fweets you mean to feize.

And take the liquid labours of the bees.

Spurt draughts of water from your mouth, and drive

A loathfome cloud of fmoke amidft their hive.

Twice in the year their flowery toils begin.

And twice they fetch their dewy harveft in ;

Once when the lovely Pleiades arife.

And add frefh luftre to the fummer fides :

And once when haftening from the watery fign

They quit their llation, and forbear to ihine.

The bees are prone to rage, and often found

To perifli for revenge, and die upon the wound

;

Their venom'd fting produces aking pains.

And fwells the flefh, and fhoots among the veins.

When firft a cold hard winter's ftorms arrive.

And threaten death or famine to their hive.

If now their fmking (late and low affairs

Can move your pity, and provoke your cares,

Frefh burning thyme before their cells convey.

And cut their dry and hufky wax away ;

For often lizards feize the lufcious fpolls.

Or drones that riot on another's toils

Oft broods of moths infeft the hungry fwarms

And oft the furious wafp their hive alarms

With louder hums, and with unequal arm

Or clfe the fpider at the entrance fets

Her fnares, and fpins her bowels into nets

arms,
J

L3 ; J
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When ficknefs reigns (for they as well as we
Feel all th' eiFedls of frail mortality)

By certain marks the new difeafe is feen.

Their colour changes, arid their looks are thin.

Their funeral rites are form'd, and every bee

With grief attends the fad folemnity

;

The few difeas'd furvivors hano- before

Their fickly cells, and droop about the door.

Or flowly in their hives their limbs unfold.

Shrunk up with hunger, and benumb'd with cold

In drawling hums the feeble infeds grieve.

And doleful buzzes echo through the hive.

Like winds that foftly murmur through the trees.

Like flames pent up, or like retiring feas.

Now lay frefh honey near their empty rooms.

In troughs of hollow reeds, whilfl frying gums

Caft round a fragrant mill of fpicy fumes.

Thus kindly tempt the famifh'd fwarm to eat.

And gently reconcile them to their meat.

Mix juice of galls, and wine, that grow in time

Condens'd by fire, and thicken to a flime ;

To thefe dry'd rofes, thyme, and centaury join.

And raifms ripen'd on the Pfythian vine.

Befides there grows a flower in marfliy ground.

Its name Amellus, eafy to be found

;

A mighty fpring works in its root, and cleaves

The fprouting flalk, and ftiews itfelf in leaves

;

The flower itfelf is of a golden hue.

The leaves inclining to a darker blue

;
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The leaves fhoot thick about the flower, and grow
Into a bulh, and fhade the turf below :

The plant in holy garlands often twines

The altars* polb, and beautifies the Ihrines ;

Its tafte is lliarp, in vales new-fhorn it grows.

Where Mella's ftream in watry mazes flows.

Take plenty of its roots, and boil them well

In wine, and heap them up before the cell.

But if the whole ilock fail, and none furvive;

To raile new people, and recruit the hive,

I '11 here the great experiment declare.

That fpread th' Arcadian fliepherd's name fo far.

How bees from blood of flaughter'd bulls have fled.

And fwarms amidft the red corruption bred.

For where th' Egyptians yearly fee their bounds

Refrefh'd with floods, and fail about their grounds.

Where Perfia borders, and the rolling Nile

Drives fwiftly down the fwarthy Indians' foil.

Till into feven it multiplies its ftream.

And fattens Egypt with a fruitful flime :

In this laft pradice all their hope remains.

And long experience juflifies their pains.

Firft then a clofe contracted fpace of ground.

With flraiten'd walls and low-built roof they found

;

A narrow ftielving light is next aflign'd

To all the quarters, one to every wind

;

Through thcfe the glancing rays obliquely pierce :

Hither they lead a bull that 's young and fierce.

When two-years growth of horn he proudly fliows ;

And (hakes the comely terrors of his brows

:
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His nofe and mouth, the avenues of breath.

They muzzle up, and beat his limbs to death,

Wiih violence to life and Hilling pain

He flings and fpurns, and tries to fnort in vain.

Loud heavy mows fall thick on every fide,

'Till his bruis'd bowels burft within the hide.

When dead, they leave him rotting on the ground.

With branches, thyme, and caflia, llrow'd around.

All this is done when firft the weftern breeze

Becalms the year, and fmooths the troubled feas;

Before the chattering fwallow builds her nefl.

Or fields in fpring's embroidery are dreft.

Mean while the tainted juice ferments within.

And quickens as it works : and now are feen

A wondrous fwarm, that o'er the carcafe crawls.

Of ihapelefs, rude, unnnifh'd animals :

No legs at firft the infed's weight fuftain.

At length it moves its new-made limbs with pain

;

Now ftrikes the air with quivering wings, and tries

To lift its body up, and learns to rife ;

Now bending thighs and gilded wings it wears

Full grown, and all the bee at length appears ;

From every fide the fruitful carcafe pours

Its fvvarming brood, as thick as fummer fhowers.

Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows.

When twanging firings firft ftioot them on the foes.

Thus have I fung the nature of the bee

;

While Caefar, towering to divinity.

The frighted Indians with his thunder aw'd.

And claim'd their homage, and commenc'd a god

;
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I flourllhM all the while in arts of peace,

Retir'd and flicker 'd in inglorious eafe :

I who before the fongs of fliepherds made.

When gay and young my rural lays I play'd.

And fet my Tityrus beneath his Ihade.

A SONG,
FOR ST. Cecilia's day, at oxford,

I.

/^ E CI L I A , whofe exalted hymns

With joy and wonder fill the bleft.

In choirs of warbling feraphims

Known and diilinguifh'd from the reft;

Attend, harmonious faint, and fee

Thy vocal fons of harmony ;

Attend, harmonious faint, and hear our prayers

;

Enliven all our earthly airs.

And, as thou fmg'ft thy God, teach us to fmg of thee

Tune every firing and every tongue.

Be thou the Mufe and fubjedl of our fong.

II.

Let all Cecilia's praife proclaim.

Employ the echo in her name.

Hark how the flutes and trumpets raife.

At bright Cecilia's name, their lays ;

The organ labours in l.er praife.

3
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Cecilia's name does all our numbers grace.

From every voice the tuneful accents fly.

In foaring trebles now it rifes high.

And now it fmlcs, and dwells upon the bafe.

Cecilia's name through all the notes we fmg.

The work of every fkilful tongue.

The found of every trembling firing.

The found and triumph of our fong.

III.

For ever confecrate the day.

To Mufic and Cecilia

;

Mufic, the greateft good that mortals know.

And all of heaven we have below.

Mufic can noble hints impart.

Engender fury, kindle love

;

With unfufpeded eloquence can move.

And manage all the man with fecret art.

When Orpheus flrikes the trembling lyre.

The ftreams Hand ftill, the ftones admire

;

The liftening favages advance.

The wolf and lamb around him trip.

The bears in aukward meafures leap.

And tigers mingle in the dance.

The moving woods attended as he play'd*

And Rhodope was left without a (hade.

IV.

Mufic religious heats infpires.

It wakes the foul, and lifts it high,

And wings it with fublime defires.

And fits it to befpeak the Deity.
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Th' Almighty liftcns to a tuneful tongue.

And fecms well -pleas 'd and courted with a fong.

Soft moving founds and heavenly airs

Give force to every word, and recommend our prayers.

When time itfelf ihall be no more.

And all things in confufxon hurl'd,

Mufic fhall then exert its power.

And found furvive the ruins of the world :

Then faints and angels (hall agree

In one eternal jubilee :

All heaven (hall echo with their hymns divine.

And God himfelf with pleafure fee

The whole creation in a chorus join.

CHORUS.
Confecrate the place and day

To mufic and Cecilia,

Let no rough winds approach, nor dare

Invade the hallow'd bounds^

Nor rudely (hake the tuneful air.

Nor fpoil the fleeting founds.

Nor mournful figh nor groan be heard.

But gladnefs dwell on every tongue ;

Whilft all, with voice and firings prepar'd.

Keep up the loud harmonious fong,

And imitate the bleil above.

In joy, and harmony, and love.

VOL. XXX.
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AN ACCOUNT
OF THE

GREATEST ENGLISH POETS.

T O

MR. HENRY SACHEVERELL,
APRIL 3, 1694.

QiNCE, dearell Harry, you will needs requell

A fhort account of all the Mufe-pofieft,

That, down from Chaucer's days to Dryden's times.

Have fpent their noble rage in Britifh rhymes

;

Without more preface, writ in formal length.

To fpeak the undertaker's want of ftrength,

1 '11 try to make their feveral beauties known.

And fnow their verfes worth, though not my own.

Long had our dull forefathers flept fupine.

Nor felt the raptures of the tuneful Nine

;

Till Chaucer firll, a merry bard, arofe.

And many a ftory told in rhyme and profe.

But age has rufted what the Poet writ.

Worn out his language, and obfcur'd his wit

:

In vain he jefis in his unpolifh'd ilrain.

And tries to make his readers laugh in vain.

Old Spenfer next, warm'd with poetic rage.

In ancient tales amus'd a barbarous age ;

3
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An age that yet uncultivate and rude,

Where-e'er the poet's fancy led, purfued

Through pathlcfs fields, and unfrequented floods.

To dens of dragons, and enchanted woods.

But now the myftic tale, that pleas'd of yore.

Can charm an underftanding age no more

;

The long-fpun allegories fulfome grow.

While the dull moral lies too plain below.

We view well-pleas'd at diftance all the fights, -j

Of arms and palfries, battles, fields, and fights, C

And damfels in diftrefs, and courteous knights. j

But when we look too near, the fhades decay.

And all the pleafing landfkip fades away.

Great Cowley then (a mighty genius) wrote,

O'er-run with wit, and laviih of his thought

:

His turns too clofely on the reader prefs :

He more had pleas'd us, had he pleas'd us lefs.

One glittering thought no fooner ftrikes our eyes

With filent wonder, but new wonders rife.

As in the milky-way a fhining white

O'erflovvs the heavens with one continued li^ht

;

That not a Angle liar can fhew his rays,

Whllft jointly all promote the common blaze.

Pardon, great Poet, that I dare to name

Th' unnumber'd beauties of thy verfc with blam.c ;

Thy fault is only wit in its excefs :

But wit like thine in any fhape will pleafe.

What Mufe but thine can equal hints infpire.

And fit the deep-mouth'd Pindar to thy lyre ;

D 2
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Pindar, whom others in a labour'd ftrain.

And forc'd expreffion, imitate in vain?

Well-pleas'd in thee he foars with new delight, [flight.

And plays in more unbounded verfe, and takes a nobler

Bleft man ! whofe fpotlefs life and charming lays

Employ'd the tuneful prelate in thy praife

;

Blefl man ! who now fhall be for ever known.

In Sprat's fuccefsful labours and thy own.

But Milton next, with high and haughty ftalks.

Unfetter 'd in majeflic numbers walks :

No vulgar hero can his Mufe engage

;

Nor earth's wide fcene confine his hallow'd rage.

See ! fee ! he upwards fprings, and towering high

Spurns the dull province of mortahty.

Shakes heaven's eternal throne with dire alarms.

And fets th' Almighty thunderer in arms.

V/hate'er his pen defcribes I more than fee,

Whilll every verfe, array'd in majefty.

Bold and fublime, my whole attention draws.

And feems above the critics nicer laws.

How are you llruck with terror and delight.

When angel with arch-angel copes in fight

!

When great Meffiah's out-fpread banner Ihines,

How does the chariot rattle in his lines !

What found of brazen v/heels, what thunder, fcare.

And ftun the reader with the din of war

!

With fear my fpirits and my blood retire.

To fee the feraphs funk in clouds of fire

;

But when, with eager fteps, from hence I rife.

And view the firft gay fcenes of Paradife

;
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What tongue, what words of rapture can exprefs

A vifion fo profufe of pleafantnefs

!

Oh had the Poet ne'er profan'd his pen.

To varnifh o'er the guilt of faithlefs men ;

His other works might have deferv'd applaufe

!

But now the language can't fupport the caufe;

While the clean current, though ferene and bright.

Betrays a bottom odious to the fight.

But now, my Mufe, a fofter ilrain rehearfe.

Turn every line with art, and fmooth thy vcrfe

;

The courtly Waller next commands thy Lays

:

Mufe, tune thy verfe, with art, to Waller's praife.

While tender airs and lovely dames infpire

Soft melting thoughts, and propagate defire :

So long (hall Waller's drains our palTion move.

And SaccharifTa's beauty kindle love.

Thy verfe, harmonious bard, and flattering fong.

Can make the vanquilh'd great, the coward ftrong.

Thy verfe can Ihow ev'n Cromwell's innocence.

And compliment the ftorm that bore him hence.

Oh had thy Mufe not come an age too foon.

But feen great Naflau on the Britilh throne !

How had his triumphs glitter'd in thy page.

And warm'd thee to a more exalted rage 1

What fcenes of death and horror had we view'd.

And how had Boyne's v/ide current reek'd in blood !

Or if Maria's charms thou wouldft rehearfe.

In fmoother numbers and a fofter verfe

;

Thy pen had well defcrib'd her graceful aii-.

And Gloriana would have feem'd more fair.

D 3
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Nor muft Rofcommon pafs neglefted by.

That makes ev'n rules a noble poetry :

Rules whofe deep fenfe and heavenly numbers fhow

The bell of critics, and of poets too.

Nor, Denham, mull we e'er forget thy llrains.

While Cooper's Hill commands the neighbouring plains.

But fee where artful Dryden next appears.

Grown old in rhyme, but charming ev'n in years.

Great Dryden next, whofe tuneful Mufe affords

The fweetell numbers, and the fittell words.

Whether in comic founds or tragic airs

She forms her voice, Ihe moves our fmiles or tears.

If fatire or heroic llrains Ihe writes.

Her hero pleafes, and her fatire bites.

From her no harlh unartful numbers fall.

She wears all drelTes, and fhe charms in all.

How might we fear our Englilh poetry.

That long has llourilh'd, ihould decay with thee ;

Did not the Mufes' other hope appear.

Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our fear :

Congreve ! whofe fancy's unexhaulled ilore

Has given already much, and promis'd more.

Congreve Ihall Hill preferve thy fame alive.

And Dryden's Mufe Ihall in his friend furvive.

I'm tir'd with rhyming, and would fain give o'er.

But jullice flill demands one labour more :

The noble Montague remains unnam'd.

For wit, for humour, and for judgment fam'd ;

To Dorfet he direfls his artful Mufe,

In numbers fuch as Dorfet's felf might ufc.
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How negligently graceful he unreins

His verfe, and writes in loofe familiar ftrains

;

How NafTau's godlike afls adorn his lines.

And all the hero in full glory ihines

!

We fee his army fet in juft array.

And Boyne's dy'd waves run purple to the Tea.

Nor Simois chok'd with men, and arms, and blood;

Nor rapid Xanthus' celebrated flood.

Shall longer be the Poet's highell themes.

Though gods and heroes fought promifcuous in their

frreams.

Eut now, to NafTau's fecret councils rais'd.

He aids the hero, whom before he prais'd.

I 've done at length ; and now, dear friend, receive

The lall poor prefent that my Mufe can give.

I leave the arts of poetry and verfe

To them that pradlife them with more fucccfs.

Of greater truths I '11 now prepare to tell.

And fo at once, dear friend and Mufe, farewel.
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A LETTER FROM ITALY,

TO THE

RIGHT HON. CHARLES LORD HALIFAX,

IK THE YEAR M DCC I.

** Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus,

** Magna virum ! tlbl res antiquae laudis & artis

** Aggredior, fan(5los aufus recludere fontes."

ViRG. Georg. !i.

•tTTTHiLE you, my Lord, the rural fliades admire.

And from Britannia's public pofts retire.

Nor longer, her ungrateful fons to pleafe.

For their advantage facrifice your eafe

;

Me into foreign realms my fate conveys.

Through nations fruitful of immortal lays.

Where the foft feafon and inviting clime

Confpire to trouble your repofe with rhyme.

For wherefoe'er I turn my ravifh'd eyes.

Gay gilded fcenes and fhining profpedls rife.

Poetic fields incompafs me around.

And IHll I feem to tread on claffic ground

;

For here the Mufe fo oft her harp has flrung.

That not a mountain rears its head unfung,

Renown'd in verfe each fhady thicket grows.

And every ftre^m in heavenly numbers flows.

How am I pleas'd to fearch the hills and woods

For rifing fprings and celebrated floods

!
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To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courfe.

And trace the fmooth Clitumnus to his fource,

To fee the Mincio draw his watery ftore.

Through the long windings of a fruitful fhore.

And hoary Albula's infefted tide

O'er the warm bed of fmoking fulphur glide.

Fir'd with a thoufand raptures, I furvey

Eridanus through flowery meadows ftray.

The king of floods ! that, rolling o'er the plains.

The towering Alps of half their moifture drains.

And proudly fwoln uith a whole uinter's fnows,

Diftributes wealth and plenty where he flows.

Sometimes, mifguided by the tuneful throng,

I look for ftreams immortaliz'd in fong.

That lofl in filence and obliWon lie,

(Dumb are their fountains and their channels dry)

Yet run for ever by the Mufe's fkill.

And in the fmooth defcription murmur ftill.

Sometimes to gentle Tiber I retire.

And the fam'd river's empty fhores admire.

That deftitute of flrength derives its courfe

From thrifty urns and an unfruitful fource ;

Yet fung fo often in poetic lays.

With fcorn the Danube and the Nile furveys

;

So high the deathlefs Mufe exalts her theme I

Such was the Boyne, a poor inglorious ftream.

That in Hibernian vales obfcurely ftray'd.

And unobferv'd in wild meanders play'd

;

Till by your lines and NafTau's fvvord renown'd.

Its rifmg billows through the world refound.
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Where'er the Hero's godlike a£ts can pierce.

Or where the fame of an immortal verfe.

Oh could the Mufe my ravifh'd breaft infpire

With warmth like yours, and raife an equal fire,

Unnumber'd beauties in my verfe fhould fhine.

And Virgil's Italy iliould yield to mine !

See how the golden groves around me fmile.

That fliun the coaft of Britain's llormy ifle.

Or, when tranfplanted and preferv'd with care,

Curfe the cold clime, and flarve in northern air.

Here kindly warmth their mountain juice ferments

To nobler taftes, and more exalted fcents

:

Ev'n the rough rocks with tender myrtle bloom.

And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume.

Bear me, fome God, to Baia's gentle feats.

Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats

;

Where weftern gales eternally refide.

And all the feafons lavifh all their pride :

Bloflbms, and fruits, and flowers together rife.

And the whole year in gay confufion lies.

Immortal glories in my mind revive.

And in my foul a thoufand paffions ftrive.

When Rome's exalted beauties I defcry

Magnificent in piles of ruin lie.

An amphitheatre's amazing height

Here fills my eye with terror and delight.

That on its public Ihows unpeopled Rome,

And held, uncrowded, nations in its womb :

Here pillars rough with fculpture pierce the ikies.

And here the proud triumphal arches rife.
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Where the old Romans deathlefs a6ls difplay'J,

Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid

:

Whole rivers here forfake the Helds below, [flow.

And wondering at their height through airy channels

Still to new fcenes my wandering Alufe retires.

And the dumb ihow of breathing rocks admires

;

Where the fmooth chifel all its force has fhown.

And foften'd into flefh the rugged Hone.

In folemn filence, a majeftic band.

Heroes, and Gods, and Roman confuls Hand,

Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown.

And emperors in Parian marble frown

;

While the bright dames, to whom they humbly fued.

Still (how the charms that their proud hearts fubdued.

Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearfe.

And fliow th' immortal labours in my verfe.

Where from the mingled ftrength of fhads and light

A new creation rifes to my fight.

Such heavenly figures from his pencil flow.

So warm with life his blended colours glow.

From theme to theme with fecret pleafure toil,

Amidft the foft variety I 'm loft :

Here pleafmg airs my ravifli'd foul confound

With circling notes and labyrinths of found ;

Here domes and temples rife in diftant views.

And opening palaces invite my Mufe.

How has kind heaven adorn'd the happy land.

And fcatter'd bleiTmgs with a wafteful hand !

But what avail her unexhaufted ftores.

Her blooming mountains, and her funny fhores.
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With all the gifts that heaven and earth imparti

The finiles of nature, and the charms of art.

While proud oppreffion in her valleys reigns.

And tyranny ufurps her happy plains ?

The poor inhabitant beholds in vain

The reddening orange and the fwelling grain :

Joylefs he fees the growing oils and wines.

And in the myrtle's fragrant fhade repines

:

Starves, in the midft of nature's bounty curll.

And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft.

Oh Liberty, thou goddefs heavenly bright,

Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight 1

£ternal pleafures in thy prefence reign.

And fmiling plenty leads thy wanton train

;

Eas'd of her load fubjedlion grows more light.

And poverty looks chearful in thy fight

;

Thou mak'ft the gloomy face of nature gay,

Giv'il beauty to the fun, and pleafure to the day.

Thee, goddefs, thee, Britannia's ifle adores ;

How has fhe oft exhauiled all her ftores,

How oft in fields of death thy prefence fought.

Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought

!

On foreign mountains may the fun refine

The grape's foft juice, and mellow it to wine.

With citron groves adorn a diflant foil.

And the fat olive fwell with floods of oil

:

We envy not the warmer clime, that lies

In ten degrees of more indulgent fkies.

Nor at the coarfenefs of our heaven repine.

Though o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads llilne :
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'Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia's ifle, [Imile.

And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountains

Others with towering piles may pleafe the fight.

And in their proud alpiring domes delight

;

A nicer touch to the llretcht canvas give.

Or teach their animated rocks to live :

'Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate.

And hold in balance each contending flate.

To threaten bold prefumptuous kings with war.

And anfwer her afflicted neighbour's prayer.

The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarms^

Blefs the wife condudl of her pious arms :

Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceafe.

And all the northern world lies hufli'd in peace.

Th' ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread

Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head.

And fain her godlike fons would difunite

By foreign gold, or by domellic fpite :

But llrives in vain to conquer or divide.

Whom Naffau's arms defend and counfels guide.

Fir'd with the name, which I Co oft have found

The diflant climes and different tongues rcfound,

I bridle-in my ftruggling Mufe with pain.

That longs to launch into a bolder ftrain.

But 1 've already troubled you too long.

Nor dare attempt a more adventurous fong.

My humble verfe demands a fofter theme,

A painted meadow, or a purling llream ;

Unfit for Heroes : v/hom immortal lays.

And lines like Virgil's, or like yours, (hould praife.
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MILTON'S STYLE IMITATED,
IN A TRANSLATION OF

A STORY OUT OF THE THIRD ^NEID.

T s T in the gloomy horror of the night.

We flruck upon the coaft where ^tna lies.

Horrid and wafte, its entrails fraught with fire.

That now calls out dark fumes and pitchy clouds,

Vaft Ihowers of alhes hovering in the fmoke

;

J^ow belches molten Hones and ruddy flame

Inccnft, or tears up mountains by the roots.

Or flings a broken rock aloft in air.

The bottom works with fmother'd fire, involv'4

Jn peiVilential vapours, flench and fmoke.

'Tis faid, that thunder-ftruck Enceladus

Groveling beneath th' incumbent mountain's weighty

Lies Hretch'd fupine, eternal prey of flames

;

And when he heaves againft the burning load,

Reluftant, to invert his broiling limbs,

A fudden earthquake flioots through all the ifle.

And ^Etna thunders dreadful under ground.

Then pours out fmoke in v,Teathing curls convolv'd.

And fliades the fun's bright orb, and blots out day.

Here in the flicker of the woods we lodg'd.

And frighted heard ftrange founds and difmal yells.

Nor faw from whence they came ; for all the night

A murky florm deep louring o'er our heads

Hung imminent, that with impervious gloom

Oppos'd itfelf .to Cynthia's fllver ray,
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And fhaded all beneath. But now the fun

With orient beams had chac'd the dewy night

From earth and heaven ; all nature liood difclos'd :

When looking on the neighbouring woods v.'e faw

The ghaftly vifage of a man unknown.

An uncouth feature, meagre, pale, and wild ;

Affli6lion's foul and terrible difmay

Sat in his looks, his face impaired and worn

With marks of famine, fpeaking fore diflrefs

;

His locks were tangled, and his ihaggy beard

Matted with filth ; in all things elfe a Greek.

He firfl advanc'd in hafte ; but when he faw

Trojans and Trojan arms, in mid career

Stopt fhort, he back recoil'd as one furpriz'd :

But foon recovering fpeed, he ran, he flew

Precipitant, and thus with piteous cries

Our ears alTail'd :
" By heaven's eternal fires,

** JBy every God that fits inthron'd on high,

" By this good light, relieve a wretch forlorn,

" And bear me hence to any dillant Ihore,

" So I may fhun this favage race accurft.

" 'Tis true I fought among the Greeks that late

*' With fword and fire o'erturn'd Neptunian Troy,

** And laid the labour of the Gods in dufl:

;

" For which, if fo the fad offence deferves,

** Plung'd in the deep, for ever let me lie

*« Whelm'd under feas ; if death muft be my doom,
** Let man infli£l it, and I die well pleas'd."

He ended here, and now profufe of tears

In fuppliant mood fell proltrate at our feet

;

We bade him fpeak from whence, and what he was,
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And how by ftrefs of fortune funk thus low

;

Anchifes too with friendly afpecl mild

Gave him his hand, fure pledge of amity.

When, thus encourag'd, he began his tale.

I 'm one, fays he, of poor defcent, my name?

Is Achasmenides, my country Greece,

UlyfTes' fad compeer, who, whilft he fled

The raging Cyclops, left me here behind

Difconfolate, forlorn ; within the cave

He left me, giant Polypheme's dark cave

;

A dungeon x-vide and horrible, the walls

Oh all fides furr'd with mouldy damps, and hung

With clots of ropy gore, and human limbs.

His dire repaft : himfelf of mighty fize,

Hoarfe in his voice, and in his vifage grim.

Intractable, that riots on the flelh

Of mortal men, and fvvills the vital blood.

Him did I fee fiiatch up with horrid grafp

Two fprawling Greeks, in either hand a man

:

I faw him when with huge tempeftuous fway

He dalht and broke them on the grundfil edge

;

The pavement f.vam in blood, the walls around

Were fpatter'd o'er with brains. He lapt the blood.

And chew'd the tender flelh Hill warm with life.

That fwell'd and heav'd itfelf amidll his teeth

As fenfible of pain. Not lefs mean while

Our chief incens'd, and ftudious of revenge.

Plots his deftrudlion, which he thus efi^edls

:

The giant, gorg'd with flefh, and wine, and blood.

Lay ftretcht at length and fnoring in his den,

Belchiiig raw gobbets from his maw, o'ercharg'd
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With purple wine and cruddled gore confus'd.

We gather'd round, and to his fingle eye.

The fingle eye that in his forehead glar'd

Like a full moon, or a broad burnifh'd ftiield,

A forky ftaif we dextroufly apply 'd.

Which, in the fpacious focket turning round,

Scoopt out the big round jelly from its orb.

But let me not thus interpofe delays

:

Fly, mortals, fly this curft detefted race :

A hundred of the fame llupendous fize,

A hundred Cyclops live among the hills.

Gigantic brotherhood, that ftalk along

With horrid ftrides o'er the high mountains tops.

Enormous in their gait ; I oft have heard

Their voice and tread ; oft feen them as they part,

Sculking and fcouring down, half dead with fear.

Thrice has the moon wafh'd all her orb in light.

Thrice travel'd o'er in her obfcure fojoum.

The realms of night inglorious, fmce I've liv'd

Amidil thefe woods, gleaning from thorns and fhrubs

A wretched fuftenance. As thus he fpoke.

We faw defcending from a neighbouring hill

Blind Polypheme ; by weary fteps and flow

The groping giant with a trunk of pine

Explor'd his way : around his woolly flocks

Attended grazing : to the well-known fliore

He bent his courfe, and on the margin flood,

A hideous monfter, terrible, deform'd ;

Full in the midft of his high front there gap'd

The fpacious hollow where his eye-ball roll'd,

VOL. XXX. E
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A ghaflly orifice ; he rins'd the wound.

And wafh'd away the firings and clotted blood

That cak'd within ; then flalking through the deep

He fords the ocean ; while the topmoft wave

Scarce reaches up his middle fide : we flood

Amaz'd, be fure ; a fudden horror chill

Ran through each nerve, and thrill'd in every vein.

Till, ufing all the force of winds and oars.

We fped away ; he heard us in our courfe.

And with his out-flretch'd arms around him grop'd>

But, finding nought within his reach, he rais*d

Such hideous Ihouts that all the ocean fhook.

Ev'n Italy, though many a league remote.

In diHant echoes anfwer'd ; JEtna. roar'd.

Through all its inmoll winding caverns roar'd,

Rous'd with the found, the mighty family

Of one-eyed brothers haflen to the fhore.

And gather round the bellowing Polypheme,

A dire affembly : we with eager hafle

Work every one, and from afar behold

A hoU of giants covering all the fhore.

So flands a fore ft tall of mountain oaks

Advanc'd to mighty growth : the traveller

Hears from the humble valley where he rides

The hollow murmurs of the winds that blow

Amidft the boughs, and at the diftance kes

The fhady tops of trees unnumber'd rife,

A (lately profpedl, waving in the clouds.
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THE CAMPAIGN,
A POEM,

T O

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH,

1705.

** ——Rheni pacator et Iftri.

" Omnis in hoc uno variis difcordia ceflit

**Ordinibus; Ixtatur eques, plauditque fenator,

** Votaque patricio ccrtant plebeia favori/'

Claud, de Laud. Stillc.

*' EflTe aliquam in terris gentem quae fua impensa, fuo labore ac

*' periculo, bella gerat pro libertate aliorum. Nee hoc iini-

*' tjmis, aut propinquz vicinitatis hominibus, aut terris con-

*' tinenti junftis praeftet. Maria trajiciat : ne quod toto

*' orbe terrarum injuftum imperium fit, et ubique jus, fas,

« lex, potentiflima fint." Liv. Hift. lib. 33.

TTTHiLE crowds of pHnccs your deferts proclaim.

Proud in their number to enrol your name

;

While emperors to you commit their caufe.

And Anna's praifes crown the vail applaufe

;

Accept, great leader, what the Mufe recites.

That in ambitious verfe attempts your fights.

Fir'd and tranfported with a theme fo new.

Ten thoufand wonders opening to my view
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Shine forth at once ; fieges and ftorms appear.

And wars and conquefts fill th' important year :

Rivers of blood I fee, and hills of flain.

An Iliad rifmg out of one campaign.

The haughty Gaul beheld, with towering pride.

His ancient bounds enlarg'd on every fide

;

Pyrenees lofty barriers were fubdued.

And in the midft of his wide empire flood

;

Aufonia's flates, the vidor to reftrain,

Oppos'd their Alps and Apennines in vain.

Nor found themfelves, with flrength of rocks immur'd.

Behind their everlafling hills fecur'd ;

The rifmg Danube its long race began.

And half its courfe through the new conquefls ran ;

Amaz'd and anxious for her fovereign's fates,

Germania trembled through a hundred flates

;

Great Leopold himfelf was feiz'd with fear;

He gaz'd around, but faw no fuccour near

;

He gaz'd, and half-abandon'd to defpair

His hopes on heaven, and confidence in prayer.

To Britain's queen the nations turn their eyes.

On her refolves the weflern world relies.

Confiding flill, amidll its dire alarms.

In Anna's councils, and in Churchill's arms.

Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdoms rent.

To fit the guardian of the continent

!

That fees her braveft fon advanc'd fo high.

And flourifhing fo near her prince's eye;

Thy favourites grow not up by fortune's fport.

Or from the crimes or follies of a court

;
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On the firm bafis of defert they rife.

From long-try'd faith, and friendfhip*s holy tyes

:

Their fovereign's well-dillinguilh'd fmiles they fhare.

Her ornaments in peace, her ftrength in war

;

The nation thanks them with a public voice

;

By fhowers of bleflings heaven approves their choice

;

Envy itfelf is dumb, in wonder loft.

And fadions ftrive who Ihall applaud them mofl.

Soon as foft vernal breezes warm the fky,

Britannia's colours in the zephyrs fly

;

Her chief already has his march begun,

Croffing the provinces himfelf had won.

Till the Mofelle, appearing from afar.

Retards the progrefs of the moving war.

Delightful ftream, had nature bid her fall

In diftant climes far from the perjur'd Gaul;

But now a purchafe to the fword fhe lies.

Her harvefts for uncertain owners rife.

Each vineyard doubtful of its mafter grows.

And to the victor's bowl each vintage flows.

The difcontented fliades of flaughter'd hofts.

That wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghofts

Hop'd, when they faw Britannia's arms appear.

The vengeance due to their great deaths was near.

Our godlike leader, ere the ftream he paft.

The mighty fcheme of all his labours caft.

Forming the wondrous year within his thought

;

His bofom glow'd with battles yet unfought.

The long laborious march he firft furveys.

And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe,

E 3
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Between whofe floods fuch pathlefs forells grow>

Such mountains rife, (o many rivers flow :

The toil looks lovely in the hero's eyes.

And danger ferves but to enhance the prize.

Big with the fate of Europe, he renews

His dreadful courfe, and the proud foe purfues

!

Infedled by the burning Scorpion's heat.

The fultry gales round his chaf'd temples beat.

Till on the borders of the Maine he finds

Defenfive fliadows, and refrefhing winds.

Our Britiih youth, with in-born freedom bold,

Unnumber'd fcenes of fervitude behold.

Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd,

(Their Maker's image more than half defac'd)

Hourly inftrufted, as they urge their toil.

To prize their queen, and love their native foil.

Still to the rifmg fun they take their way

Through clouds of duft, and gain upon the day.

When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft

With cooling ftreams revives the fainting hoft.

That chearfully his labours paft forgets.

The midnight watches, and the noon-day heats.

O'er prollrate towns and palaces they pafs

(Now cover 'd o'er with woods, and hid in grafs),

Breathing revenge ; whilft anger and difdain

Fire every breail, and boil in every vein

:

Here fhatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far

Rife up in hideous views, the guilt of war,

Whilft here the vine o'er hills of ruin climbs,

Induftrious to conceal great Bourbon's crimes.
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At length the fame of England's hero drew

Eugenio to the glorious interview.

Great fouls by inflinft to each other turn.

Demand alliance, and in friendihip burn

;

A fudden friendihip, while with Ilretch'd-out rays

They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze.

Poliih'd in courts, and harden'd in the field,

Renown'd for conquell, and in council Ikill'd,

Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood

Of mounting fpirits, and fermenting blood

;

Lodg'd in the foul, with virtue over-rul'd,

Inflam'd by reafon, and by reafon cool'd.

In hours of peace content to be unknown.

And only in the field of battle ihown :

To fouls like thefe, in mutual friendihip join'd.

Heaven dares intruft the caufe of human-kind.

Britannia's graceful fons appear in arms.

Her harrafs'd troops the hero's prefence warms,

Whilft the high hills and rivers all around

With thundering peals of Britifli (houts refound :

Doubling their fpeed, they march with frelh delight.

Eager for glory, and require the fight.

So the ftanch hound the trembling deer purfues.

And fmells his footfteps in the tainted dews.

The tedious track unraveling by degrees :

But when the fcent comes warm in every breeze,

Fir'd at the near approach he Ihoots away

On his full ftretch, and bears upon his prey.

The march concludes, the various realms are pall

;

Th' immortal Schellenberg appears at laft

:

E 4
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Like hills th* afpiring ramparts rife on high.

Like valleys at their feet the trenches lie

;

Batteries on batteries guard each fatal pafs.

Threatening deftruftion ; rows of hollow brafs.

Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep,

Whilft in their wombs ten thoufand thunders fleep :

Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the glorious fightj,

His march o'er-paid by fuch a promis'd iight.

The weflern fun now fhot a feeble ray.

And faintly fcatter'd the remains of day :

Ev'ning approached ; but oh what hoft of foes

Were never to behold that evening clofe !

Thickening their ranks, and wedg'd in firm array.

The clofe-compared Britons win their way;

In vain the cannon their throng 'd war defac'd

With trafts of death, and laid the battle wafte

;

Still preffrng forward to the fight, they broke

Through flames of fulphur, and a night of fmoke.

Till llaughter'd legions filled the trench below.

And bore their fierce avengers to the foe.

High on the works the mingling hofts engage

;

The battle, kindled into tenfold rage.

With fhowers of bullets and with ftorms of fire

Burns in full fury ; heaps on heaps expire.

Nations with nations mix'd confus'dly die.

And loll in one promifcuous carnage lie.

How many generous Britons meet their doom>

New to the field, and heroes in the bloom 1

Th' iiluftrious youths, that left their native fnore

To march where Britons never march'd before.
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(O fatal love of fame ! O glorious heat.

Only <leftru6live to the brave and great!)

After fuch toils o'ercome, fuch dangers paft,

Stretch'd on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laft.

But hold, my Mufe, may no complaints appear.

Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear :

While Marlborough lives, Britannia's liars difpenfe

A friendly light, and fhine in innocence.

Plunging through feas of blood his fiery fteed

Where-e'er his friends retire, or foes fucceed ;

Thofe he fupports, thefe drives to fudden flight.

And turns the various fortune of the fight.

Forbear, great man, renown'd in arms, forbear

To brave the thickeft terrors of the war.

Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crowds of foes,

Britannia's fafety, and the world's repofe ;

Let nations anxious for thy life abate

This fcorn of danger, and contempt of fate :

Thou liv'fl not for thyfelf ; thy Queen demands

Conqueft and peace from thy vidtorious hands

;

Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join.

And Europe's deftiny depends on thine.

At length the long-difputed pafs they gain..

By crowded armies fortify'd in vain;

The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield.

And fee their camp with Britifh legions fiU'd.

So Belgian mounds bear on their fhatter'd fides

The fea's whole weight increased with fwelling tides;

But if the rufhing wave a paflage finds,

Enrag'd by watery moons, and warring winds.
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The trembling peafant fees his country round

Cover'd with tempefts, and in oceans drown*d.

The few furviving foes difperft in flight,

(Refufe of fwords, and gleanings of a fight)

In every ruilling wind the vidlor hear.

And Marlborough's form in every fliadow fear.

Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace

Befriends the rout, and covers their difgrace.

To Donavert, with unrefifted force.

The gay victorious army bends its courfe.

The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields.

Whatever fpoiis Bavaria's fummer yields

(The Danube's great increafe), Britannia Ihares,

The food of armies and fupport of wars :

With magazines of death, deftrudlive balls.

And cannon doom'd to batter Landau's walls.

The viclor finds each hidden cavern flor'd.

And turns their fury on their guilty Lord.

Deluded prince ! how is thy greatnefs croll.

And all the gaudy dream of empire loft.

That proudly fet thee on a fancy 'd throne.

And made imaginary realms thy own

!

Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join.

Shall fhortly feek for fhelter from the Rhine,

Nor find it there ! Surrounded with alarms.

Thou hop'ft the afCftance of the Gallic arms

;

The Gallic arms in fafety fhall advance.

And crowd thy ftandards with the power of France,

While, to exalt thy doom, th' afpiring Gaul

Shares thy dellrudion, and adorns thy fall.
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Unbounded courage and compaffion join'd.

Tempering each other in the victor's mind.

Alternately proclaim him good and great.

And make the Hero and the Man compleat.

Long did he ftrive th' obdurate foe to gain

By profFer'd grace, but long he frrove in vain;

Till, fir'd at length, he thinks it vain to fpare

His rifmg wrath, and gives a loofe to war.

In vengeance rous'd, the foldier fills his hand

With fword and fire, and ravages the land,

A thoufand villages to afhes turns.

In crackling flames a thoufand harvefls burns.

To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat.

And mixt with bellowing herds confus'dly bleat;

Their trembling lords the common fliade partake.

And cries of infants found in every brake :

The liftening foldier fixt in forrow ftands.

Loth to obey his leader's juft commands

;

The leader grieves, by generous pity fway'd.

To fee his juft commands fo well obey'd.

But now the trumpet terrible from far

In fhriller clangors animates the war

;

Confederate drums in fuller concert beat.

And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat

:

Gallia's proud ftandards, to Bavaria's join'd,

Unfurl their gilded lilies in the wind ;

The daring prince his blafted hopes renews.

And, while the thick embattled hoii he views

Stretcht out in deep array, and dreadful length.

His heart dilates, and glories in his ftrength.



6o ADDISON 's POEMS.
The fatal day its mighty courfe began.

That the griev'd world had long defir'd in vain;

States that their new captivity bemoan'd.

Armies of martyrs that in exile groan'd.

Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard.

And prayers in bitternefs of foul preferr'd,

Europe's loud cries, that Providence aflail'd.

And Anna's ardent vows at length prevail 'd ;

The day was come when heaven defign'd to fhow

His care and conduct of the world below.

Behold in awful march and dread array

The long extended fquadrons (hape their way

!

Death, in approaching terrible, imparts

An anxious horror to the braveft hearts

;

Yet do their beating breafts demand the llrife.

And thirfl of glory quells the love of life.

No vulgar fears can Britilh minds control

:

Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul,

O'erlook the foe, advantag'd by his poft,

LelTen his numbers, and contrad his hoft

;

Though fens and floods pofl"e{l the middle fpace.

That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to pafs

;

Nor fens nor floods can flop Britannia's bands.

When her proud foe rang'd on their borders ftands.

But O, my Mufe, what numbers wilt thou find

To fmg the furious troops in battle join'd !

Methinks I hear the drums tumultuous found

The vidors fliouts and dying groans confound,

The dreadful burft of cannon rend the fkies.

And all the thunder of the battle rife.
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'Twas then great Marlborough's mighty foul was

That, in the fhock ofcharging ho lis unmov'd, [prov'd,

Amidft confufion, horror, and defpair,

Examin'd all the dreadful fcenes of war :

In peaceful thought the field of death furvey'd.

To fainting fquadrons fent the timely aid,

Infpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage.

And taught the doubtful battle where to rage.

So when an angel by divine command

With rifmg tempells fhakes a guilty land.

Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paft.

Calm and ferene he drives the furious blaft

;

And, pleas'd th' Almighty's orders to perform,

Rides in the whirlwind, and direds the ftorm.

But fee the haughty houlhold-troops advance !

The dread of Europe, and the pride of France.

The war's whole art each private foldier knows.

And with a General's love of conqueft glows ;

Proudly he marches on, and void of fear

Laughs at the Ihaking of the Britiih fpear

:

Vain infolence ! with native freedom brave.

The meaneft Briton fcorns the higheil flave

;

Contempt and fury fire their fouls by turns.

Each nation's glory in each warrior burns

;

Each fights, as in his arm th' important day

And all the fate of his great monarch lay

:

A thoufand glorious aftions, that might claim

Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame,

Confus'd in crowds of glorious adions lie.

And troops of heroes undiilinguilh'd die.
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O Dormer, how can I behold thy fate.

And not the wonders of thy youth relate 1

How can I fee the gay, the brave, the young.

Fall in the cloud of war, and lie unfung

!

In joys of conqueft he refigns his breath.

And, fiU'd with England's glory, fmiles in death.

The rout begins, the Gallic fquadrons run,

Compell'd in crowds to meet the fate they ihun

;

Thoufands of fiery deeds with wounds transfixM,

Floating in gore, with their dead mafters mixt,

'Midft heaps of fpears and ftandards driven around.

Lie in the Danube's bloody whirl-pools drown'd.

Troops of bold youths, born on the diftant Soane,

Or founding borders of the rapid Rhone,

Or where the Seine her flowery fields divides.

Or where the Loire through winding vineyards glides.

In heaps the rolling billows fweep away.

And into Scythian feas their bloated corps convey.

From Blenheim's towers the Gaul, with wild affright.

Beholds the various havock of the fight

;

His waving banners, that fo oft had flood

Planted in fields of death and flreams of blood.

So wont the guarded enemy to reach.

And rife triumphant in the fatal breach.

Or pierce the broken foe's remoteft lines.

The hardy veteran with tears refigns.

Unfortunate l^allard ! Oh, who can name

The pangs of rage, of forrow, and of fhame.

That with mixt tumult in thy bofom fwell'd.

When firft thou faw'fl thy braveft troops repell'd.
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Thine only fon pierc'd with a deadly wound,

Chok'd in his blood, and gafping on the ground,

Thyfelf in bondage by the viclor kept!

The chief, the father, and the captive, wept.

An Englifh Mufe is touch'd with generous woe.

And in tl"i' unhappy man forgets the foe !

Greatly dillreft ! they loud complaints forbear.

Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war ;

Give thy brave foes their due, nor bluih to own

The fatal field by fuch great leaders won.

The field whence fam'd Eugenio bore away

Only the fecond honours of the day.

With floods of gore that from the vanquifli'd fell

The marlhes ilagnate, and the rivers fwell.

Mountains of (lain lie heap'd upon the ground.

Or 'midil the roarings of the Danube drown'd

;

Whole captive holls the conqueror detains

In painful bondage, and inglorious chains

;

Ev*n thofe who 'fcape the fetters and the f»vord.

Nor feek the fortunes of a happier lord.

Their raging King diflionours, to compleat

Marlborough's great work, and finifli the defeat.

From Memminghen's high domes, and Aug(burg*s

The diftant battle drives th' infulting Gauls ; [walls.

Freed by the terror of the vi<5lor*s name

The refcu'd States his great proteftion claim

;

Whilft Ulme th' approach of her deliverer waits.

And longs to open her obfequious gates.

The hero's breaft ftill fwells with great defigns.

In every thought the towering genius fhines :



64 A D D I S O N's P O E M S.

If to the foe his dreadful courfe he bends.

O'er the wide continent his march extends

;

If fieges in his labouring thoughts are form'd.

Camps are afTaulted, and an army ftorm'd

;

If to the fight his adlive foul is bent,

The fate of Europe turns on its event.

What diftant land, what region, can afford

An adion worthy his victorious fword ?

Where will he next the flying Gaul defeat.

To make the feries of his toils compleat?

Where the fwoln Rhine rufhing with all its force

Divides the hoftile nations in its courfe.

While each contrads its bounds, or wider grows,

Enlarg'd or ilraiten'd as the river flows.

On Gallia's flde a mighty bulwark Hands,

That all the wide-extended plain commands ;

Twice, fmce the war was kindled, has it try'd

The vidor's rage, and twice has chang'd its fide ;'

As oft whole armies, with the prize o'erjoy'd.

Have the long fummer on its walls employ'd-.

Hither our mighty chief his arms directs.

Hence future triumphs from the war expefts

;

And though the dog-ftar had its courfe begun.

Carries his arms flill nearer to the fun :

Fixt on the glorious aftion, he forgets

The change of feafons, and Increafe of heats ;

No toils are painful that can danger fliow.

No climes unlovely, that contain a foe.

The roving Gaul, to his own bounds rellramM,

Learns to incamp within his native land.
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But foon as the vidorious hoft he fpies.

From hill to hill, from ftream to dream he flies

:

Such dire impreflions in his heart remain

Of Marlborough's fword, and Hochllet's fatal plain :

In vain Britannia's mighty chief befets

Their ftiady coverts, and obfcure retreats

;

They fly the conqueror's approaching fame.

That bears the force of armies in his name.

AuHria's young monarch, whofe imperial fway

Sceptres and thrones are deftin'd to obey,

Whofc boalled anceftry fo high extends

That in the pagan gods his lineage ends.

Comes from afar, in gratitude to own

The great fupporter of his father's throne :

What tides of glory to his bofom ran,

Clafp'd in th' embraces of the godlike man !

How were his eyes with pleafmg wonder fixt

To fee fuch fire with fo much fweetnefs mixt.

Such eafy greatnefs, fuch a graceful port.

So turn'd and finifh'd for the camp or court

!

Achilles thus was form'd with every grace.

And Nireus ihone but in the fecond place

;

Thus the great father of almighty Rome
(Divinely flulht with an immortal bloom.

That Cytherea's fragrant breath beftow'd)

In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd.

The royal youth by Marlborough's prefencecharm'd.

Taught by his counfels, by his adions warm'd.

On Landau with redoubled fury falls,

Difcharges all his thunder on its walls,

VOL. XXX. F
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O'er mines and caves of death provokes the fight.

And learns to conquer in the hero's fight.

The Britifh chief, for mighty toils renown'd,

Increas'd in titles, and with conquefts crown'd.

To Belgian coafts his tedious march renews.

And the long windings of the Rhine purfues.

Clearing its borders from ufurping foes.

And blelT: by refcued nations as he goes.

Treves fears no more, freed from its dire alarms

;

And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms

:

Seated on rocks her proud foundations fhake.

While Marlborough prefles to the bold attack.

Plants all his batteries, bids his cannon roar.

And fhows how Landau might have fall'n before,

Scar'd at his near approach, great Louis fears

Vengeance referv'd for his declining years,

Porgets his thirft of univerfal fway.

And fcarce can teach his fubjeds to obey ;

His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd,

Th' ambitious projects for his race dellroy'd.

The works of ages funk in one campaign.

And lives of millions facrific'd in vain.

Such are th' effedls of Anna's royal cares

:

By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars.

Ranges through nations, wherefoe'er disjoined.

Without the wonted aid of fea and wind.

By her th' unfetter'd Ifter's ftates are free.

And tafte the fweets of Englifh liberty :

But who can tell the joys of thofe that lie

Beneath the conllant influence of her eye I
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Whilft in difFufive fhowers her bounties fall

Like heaven's indulgence, and defcend on all.

Secure the happy, fuccour the dillreft.

Make every fubje6l glad, and a whole people blell.

Thus would I fain Britannia's wars rehearfe.

In the fmooth records of a faithful verfe ;

That, if fuch numbers can o'er time prevail.

May tell pollerity the wondrous tale.

When anions, unadorn'd, are faint and weak,

Ci:ies and countries mull be taught to fpeak

;

Gods may defcend in factions from the ikies.

And rivers from their oozy beds arife ;

Fidion may deck the truth with fpurious rays.

And round the hero call a borrow'd blaze.

Marlborough's exploits appear divinely bright.

And proudly ihine in their own native light

;

Rais'd of themfelves, their genuine charms they boail.

And thofe who paint them trueft praife them moil.

F 2
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COWLEY*s EPITAPH ON HIMSELF,

TRANSLATED BY MR. ADDISON.

•pROM life's fuperfluous cares enlarg'd.

His debt of human toil difcharg'd.

Here Cowley lies ! beneath this ftied.

To every worldly intereft dead

;

With decent poverty content.

His hours of eafe not idly fpent

;

To fortune's goods a foe profeft.

And hating wealth by all careft.

'Tis true he 's dead ; for oh ! how fmall

A fpot of earth is now his all

:

Oh ! wiih that earth may lightly lay.

And every care be far away

;

Bring flowers ; the ihort-liv'd rofes bring^^

To life deceas'd, fit offering :

And fweets around the poet ftrow,

Whilll yet with life his afhes glow.
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P O E M A T A.

INAUGURATIO REGIS GULIELMI*,
16S9.

Tityrus. XJ i c inter corylos, umbrofa cacummajdenfas,

Nos cantare pares qaoniam convenimus

ambo,

Dlcamus laudes heroum (ut, Mopfe, folemus)

Tempora tranfibunt fic Iseta canentibus, & nunc

Die age, quos noftro celebrari carmine fumes.

Mcpfus, Tityre, nunc reddantur eis pia munera

laudum,

Otia qui dederint nobis placidamque quietem ;

Scilicet illorum refonent encomia fylvse.

Qui dignabantur regni fulcire ruinas.

T, Tanta haud conveniunt humili tenuique cicuts

;

Sed quoniam in magnis, dicunt, voluifTe fat efTe ;

Ipfe tuas, Gulielme, canam laudcfque Marias

;

Nam, quos junxit amor, nemo fejungere debet.

M. Tunc mihi Phoebe fave, Mufaeque favete canenti,

Ne culpa ingenii illorum minuantur honores.

Thefe verfss occafionsd Mr. Addifon's beiag dsft«d into

Mag€lal«.i College,

F 3
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T. Art: ego nee Phcebum euro, Phcebive forores,

Carmina namque mihi cedit nune lemma canenti.

AT. Sint licet illuftri proavorum ftemmate clari.

Sunt magis ornati propriis virtutibus ambo.

T. Si Rex efl regit immanes qui peftoris ^ftus

;

Turn quot Regna tenet Gulielmus ! quotque Maria !

M. Inclytus hie Mavors, fapiens hsec altera Pallas,

Vulnerat ille armis, forma fed vulnerat ilia.

T. Quando vias Pelagi tentarunt, mole fuperbum

Suftulit ad nubes mare fe, faftuque tumebat.

M. Quando tellurem tetigerunt. Arcades omnes

Pani Deo Arcadise tenerum madavimus agnum.

T. Tunc iterum totus refonat modulamlne campus,

Mifcent paflores iterum nymphseque choreas.

M. Laetus gramineis lufit tunc agnus in agrls,

Floribus atque novis hoedi infiluere petulci.

T, Quantus erat vi6lor Gulielmus, quando popelli

Vicit corda, hoftes vicit, vicitque feipfum !

M, Participat fponfi virtutem. & regna Maria,

Digna tribus Regnis, & tanto digna Marilo.

T, Primus hie imperio, nulli ell: virtute fecundus*

Sic fol, quam ftellae, majori luce refulget.

M. Sed qualis ftellas micat inter luna minores.

Talis, cum cinfta eft fociis, Regina videtur.

T, At qu£ no.s illis nunc, Tityre, digna precemur,

Ludere qui peeori, pecorifque dedere magiftris ?

M. iEternam inveniam, quam donavere, quictem

!

T. Et fero coelos exomet fidus utrumque 1

Joseph us Addison, Commenfalis hColl.Reg.
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ON THE

RETURN OF KING WILLIAM FROM IRELAND,

AFTER THE BATTLE OF THE BOYNE*.

r~>vM Domini impatiens c.YCuflit lerna catenas,

Tota raens in Martem, inteftinofque labores,

Integri quicunque graves videre tumukus

(Conftitit heu ! tanti virtus) in vincula miffi,

Exofam lu6luque trahunt et carcere vitam.

Late agri dumis horrefcunt, afpera rura

Luxuriant fegete fpinarum, autumnus lernae

Nullus adcft, cultorque deeft quaerentibus arvls.

Paflim turba dolis inftat peregrina fecundis,

Nativamque premit lafciva potentia plebem ;

In lacrymas Gens omnis abit, manifeftat ubiquc

Communes lucftus, vultuque laborat in uno.

Pracceps in tardas fic crevit Hibernia poenas,

Et fic Venturas maturuit ilia ruinae :

Fa6ta efTet tanto nequaquam vindice digna.

Si minor horrendas. Gulielmi fenferat iras.

Anglia in ignavam dudum refoluta quietem,

Imperiis rediviva tuis, Naflbve, vcternum

Excutit, et longum fopitos fufcitat ignes.

From the " Academloe Oxonlenfis Gratulatio pro exoptato

ferenlflimi Regis Gulielmi ex Hibernia reditu. Oxoniae, c Thea-

tro Shcldoniano, Anaj Dom. 1690."

F 4
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Te duce quas fecit ftrages 1 quce praelia movit

!

Dum fervet caedes, et campo fanguis inundat,

Affiduae Aidant peragendo penfa forores,

Et ftipata gemit fub pondere cymba Charontis.

Terga premens Csfar fugientia corripit hoftes

Vindex, atque trahit partem fua quamque ruina

:

Plumbea tempeftas hanc obruit, eminus ilia

Glande cadit, fruftraque evitat miffile ferrum.

Altera dum poenas diiFert fugiendo fequaces,

Infidse {e{Q credit moritura paludi.

His gradibus longo fe folvit Hibernia ludlu,

Imperium expulfi tandem indignata tyranni

Nobiliora petit vincla, optatafque catenas

Induit, atque jugo Gulielmi ornata fuperbit.

Gens nimium diledla Deo 1 nimiumque Britanni

Felices ! base ii exundantia gaudia nuUus

FraenaiTet dolor, et Ducis * haud ignobile fatura

Laetitiae nimios non caftigaverat aeftus.

Ille triumphato toties fecurus ab hofte,

Exulibus Dis ille, ille aris fidus avitis

Ah 1 tandem occubuit pietate inlignis et arrols.

Hei mihi ! quale jaces veneranda mole cadaver

!

Qualis honor vultus ! et frontis Ista feneflus

!

Heu pietas ! heu prifca fides 1 et bellica virtus

Quando habitura parem !

Mufa, tamen taceas intempefliva dolores,

Melpomene, taceas ; non hoc fine numine Divum

* The great duke of Schomberg, whofe death has been la-

mented by many of our poets.
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EveniiTe puto : Senis afpera fata triumphi

Famam auxere Tui, vidor Gulielme, nee ulla

i£mula divifos virtus partitur honores.

I, decus, i, noftrum ! agnofcat fcra Gallia dextram

Vi<^ncem, et quae Te vidit prima anna gerentem,

Sentiat expletas mature in corpore vires.

S^d caveas, dum Te in bellum rapit impetus ardens,

O caveas, nimio ne marte impulfus in hoftes

Irrueres, latamque darent tria regna ruinam.

Infano tandem parce indulgere labori,

Parce, Jacobe, ultra Lodoici innitier armis.

Difcerptos fruftra nunc luges frontis honores

;

Sera fibi veniunt tandem fufpiria, fero

Nunc quercris, quanquam, nifi mens tibi lasva fuiiTetj

Et nifi credideras fallaci uxorius arti.

Jam lastus poteras placidis dare jura Britannis,

Et rexifle gregem, fato meliore, paternum

;

Sed nunc Pares obllant, et non revocabilis ordo.

Jos, Addison, } Coll, Magd.
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HOKORATISSIMO VIRO

CAROLO MONTAGUE, ARMIGERO,
SCACCARIl CANCELLARIO, /ERARII PRiSFECTO,

REGl a SECRETIORIBUS CONSILIIS, &C.

^ u M tanta auribus tuis obftrepat vatum nequiffi-

morum turba, nihil eft cur queraris aliquid inu-

iltatum tibi contigifle, ubi praeclarum hoc argu-

mentum meis etiam numeris violatum confpexeris.

Quantum virtute bellica praeftant Britanni, recens

ex rebus geftis teftatur gloria; quam vero in hu-

inanioribus pacis ftudiis non emineamus, indicio

funt quos nuper in lucem emifimus verficuli. Quod
fi CoNGREvius ille tuus divino, quo folet, furore

correptus materiam hanc non exornalTet, vix tanti

cflet ipfe pax, ut ilia laetaremur tot perditilTimis

poetis tarn mifere decantata. At, dum alios infedor,

mei ipfius oblitus fuifTe videor, qui haud minores

forfan ex Latinis tibi moleftias allaturus fum, quam
quas illi ex vernaculis fuis carminibus attulerunt

;

nifi quod inter ipfos cruciatus lenimentum aliquod

dolori tribuat tormenti varietas. Nee quidem un-

quam adduci poflem, ut poema patrio fermone con-

fcriptum oculis tuis fubjicerem, qui ab iftis conatibus

C32teros omnes fcribendo non minus deterres, quam

favendo excitaveris.

HUMAN ITATIS TU^
CULTOR DEVOTISSIMUS,

Oxt:,6yt JOSEPHUS ADDISON,
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PAX GULIELMI AUSPICIIS EUROVJE
REDDITA, 1697.

posTQjJAM ingens clamorque virum, ftrepltufque

tubarum,

Atque omrds belli cecldit fragor; afpice C^efar,

Quae tibi foHciti, turba importuna, poetae

Munera deducunt : generofje a peftore flammae,

Diraeque armorum effigies, fimulachraque belli

TrilHa difFugiant : O tandem abfifte triumphis

Expletus, penitufque animo totum excate Martem.

Non ultra ante oculos numcrofo milite campi

Mifcentur, folito nee fervent arva tumultu ;

Stat circum alter quies, curvoque innixus aratro

Defertas foflas, et caftra minantia caftris

Rufticus invertit, tacita formidine luftrans

Horroremque loci, et funeftos firagibus agros.

Jamque fuper vallum et munimina longa virefcit

Expeftata feges, jam propugnacula rident

Vere novo ; infuetos mirabitur incola culmos,

Luxuriemque foli, et turgentem a fanguine meilem.

Afplcis ut toto excitus venit advena mundo

Bellorum invifens fedem, et confufa ruinis

Oppida, et everfos flammarum turbine muros

!

Ut trepidos rerum Annales, triflemquc hborum

Inquirit feriem, attonitis ut fpeftat ocellis

Semirutas turres, et adhuc polluta cruore

Flumina, famofofque Ormondi volnere campos

!
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Hie, ubi faxa jacent difperfo infedla cerebro>

Atque interruptis Jiifcunt divortia muris,

Vexillum intrepidus * fixit, cui tempora dudum
Budenfes palmse, peregrinaque laurus obumbrat.

Ille ruens aciem in mediam, qua ferrea grando

Sparfa fuerit circum, et plumbi denfiffimus imber,

Sulphuream nodem, tetrafque bitumine nubes

Ingreditur> crebrcque rubentem fulgure fumum*

Ut vario anfraftu, et disjeftis undique faxis

Moenia difcedunt, fcopulifque immane minantur

Defuper horrificis, & formidabile pendent

!

Hie pellem occultam, & foecundas fulphure moles

C^fnere erat, magno quas inter mota tumuitu

Prcclia fervebant ; fubito cum clauflra fragore

Horrendum difrupta tenant, femiuftaque membra,

Fumantefque artus, laniataque corpora lethum

Corripit informe, et rotat ater in aethere turbo*

Sic, pollquam Enceladi dejecit fulmine fratres

Ccelicolum pater, et vetuit contemnere divos

:

Divulfam terrae faciem, ingentefque ruinas

Mortales ftupuere ; ahum hinc mirantur abefTe

Pelion, invertique imis radicibus OfTam :

Hie fluvium moles inter confufaque faxa

Reptare, atque aliis difcentem currere ripis.

Stant dubii, et notos montes umbrafque requirunt>

Errore ambiguo elufi, et novitate locorum.

Nempe hie Auriaci nupcr vexilla fecutae

Confluxere acies, hie, afpera corda, Britanni,

Germanufque ferox, et jundlo foedere Belga;

* Honoratiirimus D, Dominus Cutts, Baro de Cowran, fcc.
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Qiiique truci Bore^e, et cceIo damnatus iniquo

\'itam agit in tenebris ; et qui dudum ore peruflo

Decolor admoti prodit vefligia Phoebi

:

Undique conveniunt, totum confcripta per orbem

Agmina, Naflbvique latus focialibus armis

Circumfufa tegunt, fremitufque et murmura mifcent.

Tarn vario disjuncfta fitu, tot difTona Unguis.

Te tamen e mediis, * Dudor Fortiffime, turmis

^xere. Tu vitam (fi quid mea carmina poiTunt)

Accipies, populique encomia fera futuri,

Quem varias edo6lum artes, fludiifque Minervas

Omnibus ornatum, Marti Rhedycina furenti

Credidit invita, et tanto fe jadlat alumno.

Hunc nempe ardorem, atque immenfos pedoris asftus

Non jubar Ardoiim, aut nollri penuria coeli,

Sed plaga torridior, qua fol intentius omnes

EiFundit radios, tctique obnoxia Phoebo

India progenuit, tenerifque incoxit ab annis

Virtutem immodicam, et generofae incendia mentis.

Jam quoque torpentem qui infelix fufpicit Ar£lon,

Brumamque aeternam frigufque perambulat, urfas

Horridus exuviis, Gulielmi ingentia fada

Defcribit fociis, pugnataque in ordine bella

Attentus numerat, neque brumam aut frigora curat.

En ! vaftos nivium tradlus et pallida regna

Deferit, imperio extremum f qui fubjicit orbem,

Indigenafque hyemes, Britonumque Heroa pcrerrat

Infig. Dom. Chriftoph. Codrington, unus ex Rcgii Satel-

litii Piaefeais.

f Mofcoviae Imperator.
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Luminlbus tacitis ; fubeunt nunc fufa Namuicze:

Moenia, nunc tardo quas fangulne plurima fluxit

Boinia, nunc dubii palma indifcreta SeneiTi.

Quae facies, et quanta viri ! quo vertice in auras

AfTurgit ! quali firmat veftigia grefiu,

Majeftate rudi, et torvo fpedabiiis ere !

Sic olim Alcides, immania membra Leonis

Inftratus fpoliis, vafta fe mole ferebat,

Evandri amplexus dextramque adjungere dextras

Cum peteret, tedllique ingens fuccederet hcfpes.

Dum pugnas, Gulielme, tuas, campofque cruentos

Accipit, in venis ebullit vivldus humor,

Corda micant crebro, et mentem ferit jemulus ardor.

Non jam Riphseos hoftis populabitur agros

Impune, aut agitabit inultas Sarmata praedas.

Quis tamen ille procul fremitus ! QucE murmura vulgi

NafTovium ingeminant ! video cava littora circum

Fervere remigibus, fubitifque albefcere velis.

Anglia folve metus, et inanes mitte querelas,

NafTovi fecura tui, defifte tumentes

Profpicere in fludus animo fuipenfa, trucefque

Objurgare notos, tardamque requirere puppim

:

Optatus tibi Caefar adeft, nee ut ante videbis

Sollicitum belli lludiis, fatalia Gallo

Confilia et tacitas verfantem in pedlore pugnas.

Olli grata quies et pax tranquilla verendum

Compofuit vultum, laetofque afflavit honores.

Ut denfo circum fe plurimus agmine miles

Agglomerat lateri 1 ut patriam veterefque penates

Refpicit exultans ! juvat ollentare recentes
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Ore cicatrices, et vulnera cruda, notafque

Mucronum infignes, afflataque fulphure membra.

Chara ilupet conjux, reducifque incerta marid

Veftigat faciem ; trepida formidine proles

Stat procul, et patrios horrefcit nefcia vultus.

Ille graves cafus, duri et difcrimina belli

Enumerate tumidifque inilaurat praelia verbis.

Sic, poftquam in patriam fcecunda heroibus Argo
Phryxeam attulerat pellem, lanaraque rigeniem

Expofuit G rails, et tortile velleris aurum,

Navita terrificis infamia littora monftris

Defcribit, mixto fpirantem incendia fumo

Serpentem, vigilefque feras, plauftroque gementes

Infolito tauros, et anhelos igne juvencos.

Te tamen, O quantis Gulielme erepte periclis,

Accipimus reducem : tibi Diva Britannia fundit

Plebemque ct proceres : medias quacunqne per urbes

Ingrederis, crebrae confurgunt undique pomps,

Gaudiaque et plaufus : mixto ordine valgus euntem

Circumftat fremitu denfo : Tibi Jupiter annum

Serius invertit, luces mirata ferenas

Ridet Hyems, feftoque vacat caelum omne triumplio.

Jamque * Nepos tibi parvus adeil, lastcque juventr;

Inceffu, et blando teftatur gaudia rifu.

Ut patrius vigor atque elati gratia vultus

* Cagfareum fpirant, mijeftatemque verendam

Infundunt puero ! ut mater formofa ferenat

Auguftam frontem, et fublimia temperat oral

Agnofco faciem ambiguam, mixtofque parentcs.

* Celfiflimus Princeps Dux GloccftrenGs.

3
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Ille tuas, Gulielme, acies, et triflia bella,

Pugnafque innocua dudum Tub imagine lufit.

Nunc indignanti fimilis fugitiva pufiUae

Terga premit turmae, et falfis terroribus implet,

Sternitqus exiguum fido cognomine Galium.

Nuiic fimulat turres, et propugnacula parva

Nominibus fignat variis j fubitoque tumultu

Sedulus infirmas arces, humilemque Namurcam
Diruit : interea generofas in peftore flammae

AiTurgunt fenfim juveni, notat ignis honeftas

Purpureo fervore genas, et amabilis horror.

Quis tamen Auguflae immenfas in carmine pompas

Inftruet, in luteos ubi vulgo effufa canales

Vina rubent, variatque infedas purpura fordes ?

Quis lapfus referet llellarum, et fidtile ccElum,

Qua laceram oftendunt redolentia compita chartam,

Sulphuris exuvias, tubulofque bitumine cafTos?

En procul attonitam video clarefcere nodlem

Fulgore infolito ! ruit undique lucidus imber,

Flagrantefque hyemes ; crepitantia fidera paflim

Scintillant, totoque pluunt incendia coelo.

Nee minus id terris Vulcanus mille figuras

Ihduit, ignivomafque feras, et fulgida monflra,

Terribiles vifu formas ! hie membra Leonis

Hifpida mentitur, tortifque comantia flammis

CoUa quatit, rutilafque jubas ; hie lubricus Anguem

Ludit, fubfiliens, et multo fibilat igne.

Lastitiam ingentem atque efFufa hasc gaudia civis

Jam tandem fecurus agit, pofitoque timore

Exercet ventos, clafTemque per ultima mundi
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Impune educit, pelagoque licentius errat

:

Seu conllridla gelu, mediifque horrentia Cancri

Menfibus arva videt ; feu turgida malit olenti

Tendere vela noto, qua thurea flamina mifcet

JEolus, et placidis perfundit odoribus auras.

Vos animae illuftres heroum, umbraeque recentes,

Quarum trunca jacent et adhuc ftillantia crudis

Corpora vulneribus, quibus haec optabilis orbi

Parta quies, nondum Naflbvo abducite veftro

Fida fatellitia, at folitis ftipate catervis

Dudlorem, et tenues circum difFundite turmas.

Tuque Maria, tuos non unquam oblita Britannos,

O Diva, O patiens magnum expedlare maritum,

Ne terris Dominum invideas, quanquam amplius ilium

Detineant, longamque agitent Tub vindice pacem.

BAROMETRI DESCRIPTIO.

/^ u A penetrat foflbr terrse caeca antra, metallo

^^FoECunda informi, rudibufque nitentia venis ;

Dum ftupet occultas gazas, nummofque futures,

Eruit argenti latices, nitidumque liquorem

;

Qui nullo efFufus prodit veftigia traftu.

Nee terram figno revolubilis imprimit udo,

Sed fraclus fparfim in globulos formam ufque rotundam

Servat, et in teretes lapfans fe colligit orbes.

Incertum qua fit natura, an negligat ultra

Perficier, jubar et maturus inutile temnat

;

An potius folis vis imperfecta relinquat

VOL, XXX. C
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Argentum male coftum, divitiafque fluentes ;

Quicquid erit, magno fe jadat nobilis ufu ;

Nee Deus effulfit magis afpedlabilis olim.

Cum Danaen flavo circum pretiofus amidu

Ambiit, et gratam fuadente libidine formam,

Depluit irriguo liquefadum Numen in Auro.

Quin age, fume tubum fragilem, cui denfior aer

Exclufus ; fundo vitri fubfidat in imo

Argenti ftagnum ; ut pluvia impendente metallum

Mobile defcendat, vel contra, ubi poftulat asftas,

Prodeat hinc liquor emergens, et rurfus inane

Occupet afcenfu, tubulumque excurrat in omnem.

Jam ccEli faciem tempeftatefque futuras

Confcia lympha monet, brumamque et frigora narrat.

Nam quoties liquor infurgit, vitreoque canali

Sublatum nequeunt ripae cohibere priores ;

Tum laetos fperare dies licet, arva fatentur

^ftatem, et large difFufo lumine rident.

Sin fefe immodicum attollens argenteus humor,

Et nimium opprefTus, contendat ad ardua \dtri.

Jam fitiunt herbas, jam fuccos flamma feraces

Excoquit, et languent confumto prata virore.

Cum vero tenues nebulas fpiracula terrae

Fundunt, et madidi fluitant fuper asquora fuml>

Pabula venturae pluvise ; tum fufile pondus

Inferiora petit ; nee certior ardea ecelos

Indicat humentes, medias quando aetheris eras

Tranando, crafTa fruitur fublimius aura,

Difcutit et madidis rorantia nubila pennis.

Nunc guttae agglomerant, diiberfas frigora (tipant
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Particulas, rarufque in nimbum cogitur humor

:

Prata virent, fcgetem foscundis imbribus aether

Irrlgat, et bibulae radici alimenta miniilrat.

Quin ubi plus xq\io defcerdens uda metalli

Fundum amat, impatiens pluvise, metuenfque pro-

cellam,

Agricoix caveant ; non hoc impune colonus

Afpicit ; oflendet mox foeta vaporibus aura

Colledlas hyemes, tempeftatemque fonoram.

At licet argentum mole incumbente levatum

Subfidat, penitufque imo fe condat in alveo,

Caetera quasque tument ; everfis flumina ripis

Expatiata ruunt, fpumantibus asftuat undis

Diluvium, rapidique efFufa licentia ponti.

Nulla tacet fecreta poli mirabile vitrum,

Quin varios cceli vultus et tempora prodit.

Ante refert, quando tenui velamine tutus

Incedes, quando fperabis frigidus ignem.

Augurio hoc fretus, quanquam atri nubila cceli

Dirumpunt obfcura diem, pluviafque minantur ;

Machina fi neget, et fudum promittat apertum,

Audax carpat iter nimbo pendente viator

;

Nee metuens imbrem, pofcentes mefTor arillas

Proftemat : terrze jam bruma incumbit inermis,

Frigoraque haud nocitura cadunt, feriuntquc paratos.

c 2
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nrrMAio-rEPANOMAXiA.

S I VE

PRi^LIUM INTER P Y G M -® O S

ET GRUES COMMISSUM.

pENNATAS acles, et lamentabile bellum

Pygmaeadum refero : parvas tu, Mufa, cohortes

Inftrue ; tu gladios, mortemque minantia roftra,

OfFenfofque Grues, indignantefque pufiUam

Militiam celebra; volucrumque hominumque tumultus.

Heroum Ingentes animos et triftia bella

Pieridum labor exhaufit, verfuque fonoro

Juffit et aeterna numerorum alTurgere pompa :

Quis ledos Graium juvenes, et torva tuentem

Thefea, quis pedibus velocem ignorat Achillem ?

Quern dura JEnex certamina, quern Gulielmi

Gefta latent ? Fratres Thebani, et flebile fatum

Pompeii quern non delaffavere legentem ?

Primus ego intadas acies, gracilemque tubarum

Carmine depingam fonitum, nova caftra fecutus

;

Exiguofque canam pugiles, Gruibufque malignos

Heroas, nigrifque ruentem e nubibus hoflem.

Qua folis tepet ortu, primitiifque diei

India laeta rubet, medium inter inhofpita faxa

(Per placidam vallem, et paucis acceffa vireta)
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Pygmaeum quondam fletcrat, dum fata finebant,

Imperium. Hinc varias vitam excoluere per artes

Seduli, et affiduo fervebant arva popello.

Nunc fi quis dura evadat per faxa viator,

Defertofque lares, et valles oflibus albas

Exiguis videt, et veftigia parva ftupefcit.

Defolata tenet vidrix impune volucris

Regna, et fecuro crepitat grus improba nido

:

Non fic, dum multos ftetit infuperabilis annos

Parvula progenies ; turn, fi quis cominus ales

Congredi, et immixtae auderet fe credere pugnae.

Miles atrox aderat, fumptifque feroculus armis

Sternithumivolucremmoribundam,humerifquereportat

Ingentem praedam ; casfoque epulatur in hoile.

Sspe improvifas madabat, faspe juvabat

Diripere aut nidum, aut ulcifci in prole parentem.

Nempe larem quoties multa conftruxerat arte,

Aut uteri pofuilTet onus, volucremque fuluram

;

Continuo vultu Tpirans immane minaci

Omnia vaftaret miles, foetufque necaret

Immeritos, vitamque abrumperet imperfeflam.

Cum tepido nondum maturuit hoflis in ovo.

Hinc caufas irarum, bclla hinc, fatalia bella,

Atque acies letho intents, volucrumque viriimque

Commi/Ta (Irages, confufaque mortis imago.

Non tantos motus, nee tarn memorabile bellum,

Maeonius quondam fublimi carmine vates

Lufit ; ubi totam ftrepituque armifque paludem

Mifciiit : hie (vifu miferabile !) corpora murum
Sparfa jacent juncis transfixa, hie gutture rauco

G 3
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Rana dolet, pedibufque abfcifTo poplite ternis

Reptat humi, folitis nee fefe faltibus efFert.

Jamque dies Pygmaso aderat, quo tempore caefl

Pcenituit foetus, intaflaque maluit ova.

Nam fuper his accenfa graves exarfit in iras

Grus llomachans ; omnefque fimul, quas Strymonis unda,

Aut ftagnum Mareotidis, imi aut uda Cayftri

Prata tenent, adfunt; Scythicaque excita palude,

Et conjurato volucris defccndit ab lilro.

Stragefque immenfas et vulnera cogitat abfens,

Exacuitque ungues idlum meditata futurum,

Et roilrum parat acre, fugaeque accommodat alas.

Tantus amor belli, et vindiftje arrefta cupido.

Ergo ubi ver naftus proprium, fufpenfus in alto

Aere concuffis exercitus obftrepit alls,

Terraeque immenfos tra<5lus, femotaque longe

-^quora defpiciunt, Boreamque et nubila tranant

Innumeri : crebro circum ingens fluftuat aether

Flamine, et alTiduus mifcet coelum omne tumultus.

Nee minor in terris motus, dum bella faceflit

Impiger, inlHtuitque agmen, firmatque phalangas,

Et furit arreptis animofus homuncio telis :

Donee turma duas compofha excurrat in alas,

Ordinibufque frequens, et marte inftrudla perito.

Jamque acies inter medias fefc arduus infert

Pygmasdum dudor, qui majeftate verendus

IncelTuque gravis reliquos fupereminet omnes

Mole gigantea, mediamque affurgit in ulnam.

Torvior afpedlu (hoftilis nam infculpferat unguis

Ore cicatrices) vultuque ollentat honefta

4
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Roflrorum figna, et crudos in peftore morfus.

Jmmortali odio, astcrnifque exercuit iris

Alituum gentem, non ilium impune volucris

Aut ore, aut pedibus peteret confifus aduncis.

Fatalem quoties Gruibus diftrinxerat enfem,

Truncavitque alas, celerique fugam abitulit hofti

:

Quot fecit ftrages ! quae nudis funera pullis

Intulit, heu ! quoties implevit Strymona fletu!

Jamque procul Tonus auditur, piceamque volantum

Profpedlant nubem bellumque hoftefque ferentem.

Crebrefcit tandem, atque oculis fe plurimus ofFert

Ordinibus ftru6lus variis exercitus ingens

Alituum, motifque eventilat aera pennis.

Turba polum replet, fpecieque immanis obumbrat

Agmina Pygmasorum, et denfa in nubibus ha^ret

:

Nunc denfa, at patriis mox reddita rarior oris.

Belli ardent ftudio Pygmsi, et lumine fasvo

Sufpiciunt hoflem ; nee longum tempus, et ingens

Turba Gruum horrifico fefc fuper agmina lapfu

Prxcipitat gravis, et bellum fperantibus infert

:

Fit fragor ; avulfae volitant circum aera plumx.

Mox defeffa iterum levibus {e(e eripit alis,

Et vires reparata iterum petit impete terras.

Armorum pendet fortuna : hie fixa volucris

Cufpide, fanguineo k(c furibunda rotatu

Torquet agens circum, roftrumque intendit in hoftem

Imbelle, et curvos in morte recolligit ungues.

Pygmxi hie ftillat lentus de vulnere fanguis,

Singultufque ciet crebros, pedibufque pufiUis

Tundit humum, et moriens unguem execraturacutum.

c 4
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i^fluat omne folum ftrepitu, tepidoque rubefcit

Sanguine, fparguntur gladii, fparguntur et ale,

Unguefque et digiti, commiftaque rofira lacertis.

Pygmoeadum faevit, mediifque in millibus ardet

Duftor, quern late hinc atque hinc pereuntia cingunt

Corpora fufa Gruum ; mediaque in morte vagatur.

Nee plaufu alarum, nee roftri concidit idu.

Ille Gruum terror, ilium denfiflima circum

Mifcetur pugno, et bellum omne laborat in uno :

Cum, fubito appulfus (fic Di voluere) tumultu

Ex inopino ingens et formidabilis ales

Comprendit pedibus pugnantem ; et (trifle relatu)

Suftulit in coelum ; bellator ab unguibus haeret

Pendulus, agglomerat ftrepitu globus undique denfus

Alituum ; fruftra Pygmaei lumine moefto

Regem inter nubes lugent, folitoque minorem

Heroem afpiciunt gruibus plaudentibus efcam.

Jamque recrudefcit bellum, grus defuper urget

Pygmsum roftro, atque hoftem petit ardua m'orfu ;

Turn fugit alta volans ; is furfum brachia jadlat

Vulneris impatiens, et inanes faevit in auras.

Talis erat belli facies, cum Pelion ingens

Mitteret in caelum Briareus, folioque tonantem

Prsecipitem excuteret ; fparguntur in aethere toto

Fulminaque fcopulique : flagrantia tela deorfum

Torquentur Jovis a6la manu, dum vafta glgantum

Corpora fufa jacent, femiuftaque fulphure fumant.

Viribus abfumptis penitus Pygmeia tandem

Agmina languefcunt ; ergo pars vertere terga

Horribili perculfa metu, pars toUere vocem
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Exiguam ; late populus cubitalls oberrat.

Inftant a tergo volucres, lacerantque trahuntque

Immites, certae gentem extirpare nefandam.

Sic Pygmasa domus multos dominata per annos.

Tot bellis defuncla, gruum tot laeta triumphis,

Funditas interiit : nempe exitus omnia tandem

CertQs regna manet, funt certi denique fines,

Quos ultra tranfire nefas : fic corruit olim

AfTyriae imperium, fic magnas Perfidis imis

Sedibus everfum eft, et majus utroque Latmum.

Elyfd valles nunc agmine luilrat inani,

Et veterum Heroum mifcetur grandibus umbris

Plebs parva : aut, fi quid fidei mereatur anilii

Fabula, paftores per nodis opaca puiillas

Sa?pe vident umbras, Pygmaeos corpore cafTos.

Dam fecura gruum, et veteres oblita labores,

Laetitiae penitus vacat, indulgetque choreis,

Anguftofque terit calles, viridefque per orbes

Turba levis falit, et lemurum cognomine gaudet.

RESURRECTIO
D E L I N E A T A

AD ALT ARE COL. MAGD. OXON.

"pcREGios fuci tra6lus, calamlque labores,

Surgentefque homLnum formas, ardentiaque ora

Judicis, et fimulachra modis pallentia miris,

Terribilem vifu pompam, tu carmine Mufa

Pande novo, vatiquc facros accende furores.
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Ollm planitiem (quam nunc foecunda colorum

Infignit pidura) inhonefto et fimplice cultu

Veftiit albedo, fed ne rima ulla priorem

Agnofcat faciem, mox fundamenta futurse

Subftravit pidor tabulae, humoremque fequacem

Per muros traxit ; velamine moenia craflb

Squallent obducta, et rudioribus illita fucis.

Utque (polo nondum flellis fulgentibus apto)

Ne fpatio moles immenfa dehifcat inani.

Per cava ccelorum, et convexa patientia late

Hinc atque hinc interfufus fluitaverat aether

;

Mox radiante novum torrebat lumine mundum
Titan, et pallens alienos mitius ignes

Cynthia vibrabat ; crebris nunc coniitus aftris

Scintillare polus, nunc fulgor Ladleus omne

Diffluere in ccelum, longoque albefcere tradlu.

Sic, operis poftquam lufit primordia piftor,

Dum fordet paries, nullumque fatetur Apellem,

Cautius exercet calamos, atque arte tenacem

Confundit vifcum, fuccofque attemperat, omnes

Inducit tandem formas ; apparet ubique

Muta cohors, et pidlurarum vulgus inane.

Aligeris muri vacat ora fuprema miniftris,

Sparfaque per totam cceleftis turba tabellam

Raucos infpirat lituos, buccafque tumentes

Inflat, et attonitum replet clangoribus orbem.

Defunclis Tonus auditur, tabulamque per imam

Pidta gravefcit humus, terris emergit apertis

Progenies rediviva, et plurima furgit imago.
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Sic, dum foccundis Cadmus dat femina fulcis.

Terra tumet praegnans, animataque gleba laborat,

Luxuriatur ager fegete fpirante, calefcit

Omne folum, crefcitque virorum prodiga meflis.

Jam pulvis varias terrae difperfa per oras,

Sive inter venas teneri concreta metalli,

Senfim diriguit, feu fefe immifcuit herbis,

Explicita eft ; molem rurfus coalefcit in unam

Divifum funus, fparfos prior alligat artus

Jundlura, aptanturque iterum coeantia membra.

Hie nondum fpecie perfeda refurgit imago,

Vultum truncata, atque inhonefto vulnere nares

Manca, et adhuc deeft informi de corpora multum,

Paulatim in rigidura hie vita infinuata cadaver

Motu aegro vix dum redivivos erigit artus.

Inficit his horror vultus, et imagine tota

Fufa per attonitam pallet formido figuram.

Detrahe quin oculos fpeclator, et, ora nitentem

Si poterint perferre diem, medium infpice murum,

Qua fedet orta Deo proles, Deus ipfe, fereno

Lumine perfufus, radiifque infperfus acutis.

Circum tranquilly funduntur tempora flammae,

Regius ore vigor fpirat, nitet ignis ocellis,

Plurimaque effulget majeflas numine toto.

Quantum difTimilis, quantum o ! mutatus ab Illo,

Qui peccata luit cruciatus non fua, vitam

Quando ludantem cun6lata morte trahebat

!

Sed fruftra voluit defundlum Golgotha numen

Condere, dum vidta fatorum lege triumphans

Nativam petiit coelum, et fuper aethera veftus

Defpexit lunam exiguam, folemque minorem.
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Jam latus efFofTum, et palmas oftendit utrafque,

Vulnufque infixum pede, clavorumque recepta

Signa, et tranfadi quondam velligia ferri.

Umbrae hue Felices tendunt, numerofaque coelos

Turba petunt, atque immortalia dona capeflunt.

Matres, et longse nunc reddita corpora vitae

Infantum, juvenes, pueri, innuptaeque puellae

Stant circum, atque avidos jubar immortale bibentes

Afngunt oculos in numine : laudibus aether

Intonat, et laeto ridet coslum omne triumpho.

His amor impatiens conceptaque gaudia mentem

Funditus exagitant, imoque in peftore fervent.

Non asque exultat flagranti corde Sibylla,

Hofpite cum tumet inclufo, et praecordia fentit

Mota Dei llimulis, nimioque calentia Phoebo.

Quis tamen ille novus perftringit lumina fulgor }

Quam Mitra effigiem diflinxit pidtor, honefto

Surgentem e tumulo, alatoque fatellite fultam ?

Agnofco faciem, vultu latet alter in illo

* Wainfletus, fic ille oculos, fic ora ferebat

:

Eheu quando animi par invenietur imago I

Quando alium fimilem virtus habitura 1—
Irati innocuas fecurus numinis iras

Afpicit, impavidofque in judice figit ocellos.

Quin age, et horrentem commixtis igne tenebris

Jam videas fcenam ; multo hie ftagnantia fuco

Moenia flagrantem liquefado fulphure rivum

Fingunt, et falfus tanta arte aecenditur ignis,

Ut toti metuas tabulae, ne flamma per omne

Livida ferpat opus, tenuefque abfumpta recedat

* Coll. Magd. Fundator.
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Pi£lura in cineres, propriis peritura favillis.

Hue turba infelix agitur, turpifque videri

Infrendet dentes, et rugis contrahit ora.

Vindex a tergo implacabile faevit, et enfem

Fulmineum vibrans acie flagrante fceleflos

Jam Paradifeis iterum depellit ab oris.

Heu ! quid agat trilHs ? Quo fe coelellibus iris

Subtrahat ? O ! quantum vellet nunc aethere in alto

Virtutem colere ! at tandem fufpiria ducit

Ncquicquam, et fero in lacrymas efFunditur ; obftant

Sortes non revocandae, et inexorabile numen.

Quam varias aperit veneres pi6lura ! periti

Quot calami legimus velligia ! quanta colorum

Gratia fe profert 1 tales non difcolor Iris

Oftendat, vario cum lumine fioridus imber

Rore nitet toto, et gutta fcintillat in omni.

O fuci nitor, O pulchri durate colores

!

Nee, pidlura, tux languefcat gloria formae,

Dum lucem videas, qualem exprimis ipfa, fupremam.

SPHiERISTERIUM.
Tj I c ubi graminea in latum fefe explicat aequor

Planities, vacuoque ingens patet area campo.

Cum folem nondum fumantia prata fatentur

Exortum, et tumidse pendent in gramine guttse,

Improba falx no6tis parva incrementa prioris

Defecat, exiguam radens a cefpite mefl"em :

Turn motu affiduo faxum verfatile terram
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Deprimlt extantem, et furgentes atterit herbas.

Lignea percurrunt vernantem turba palseftram

Un6la, nitens oleo, formae quibus effe rotundae

Artificis ferrum dederat, facilifque moveri.

Ne tamen ofFendant incauti errore globorum,

Qu3Eque fuis incifa notis flat fphaera ; fed unus

Hanc vult, quae infufo multum inclinata metallo

Vertitur in gyros, et iniquo tramite currit ;

Quin alii diverfa placet, quam parcius urget

Plumbea vis, motuque fmit procedere redlo.

Poftquam ideo in partes turbam diftinxerat asquas

Confilium, aut fors ; quifque fuis accingitur armis.

Evolat orbiculus, qua curfum meta futurum

Defignat; jadlique legens veftigia, primam.

Qui certamen init, fphseram demittit, at ilia

Leniter efFufa, exiguum quod ducit in orbem,

Radit iter, donee fenfim prime impete feffo

Subfiftat : fubito globus emicat alter et alter.

Mox ubi funduntur late agmina crebra minorem

Sparfa per orbiculum, flipantque frequentia metam,

Atque negant faciles aditus ; jam cautius exit,

Et leviter (efe infinuat revolubile lignum.

At fi forte globum, qui mifit, fpeftat inertem

Serpere, et impreifum fubito languefcere motum.

Pone urget fphseriE veftigia, et anxius inftat,

Objurgatque moras, currentique imminet orbl.

Atque ut fegnis honos dextrse fervetur, iniquam

Incufat terram, ac furgentem in marmore nodum.

Nee rifus tacuere, globus cum volvitur adus

Infami jadu, aut nimium veftigia plumbum
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Alllcit, et fphxram a re<5lo trahit infita virtus.

Turn qui projecit, ftrepitus efFundit inanes,

Et, variam in fpeciem diftorto corpore, falfos

Increpat errores, et dat convitia ligno.

Sphsra fed, irarum temnens ludibria, coeptuni

Pergit iter, nuUifque movetur furda querelis.

Ilia tamen laudes fummumque meretur honorem,

Quae non dirurapit curfum, abfifHtque moveri.

Donee turbam inter crebram dilapfa fupremum

Perfecit ftadium, et metas inclinata recumbit.

Hoilis at haerentem orbiculo detrudere fphaeram

Certat, luminibufque viam fignantibus omnes

Intendit vires, et miffile fortiter urget

:

Evolat addudlo non fegnis fphasra lacerto.

Haud ita profiliens Eleo carcere pernix

Auriga invehitur, cum raptus ab axe citato

Currentefque domos \ddet, et fugientia te6la.

Si tamen in duros, obflrudla fatellite multo,

Impingat focios, confundatque orbibus orbes

;

Turn fervet bilis, fortunam damnat acerbam,

Atque deos atque allra vocat crudelia

Si vero incurfus facile s, aditumque patentem

Inveniat, partoque hoftis fpolietur honore :

Turba fremit confufa, fonifque frequentibus, cage,

Exclamant focii ;
plaufu ftrepic omne viretum.

Interea fefTos inimico Sirius aftro

Corripit, et falfas exudant corpora guttas

;

Lenia jam Zephyri fpirantes frigora, ut umbrae

Captantur, vukuque fluens abftergitur humor.
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A D

D. D. H A N N E S,

INSIGNISSIMUM MEDICUM ET POETAM.

r^ Qu I canoro blandlus Orpheo

Vocale duels carmen, et exitu

Feliciore lucluofis

Saepe animam revocas ab umbrls.

Jam feu folates in numerum pedes

Cogis, vel aegrum et vix animae tenax

Corpus tueris, feu cadaver

Luminibus penetras acutis

;

Opus relinquens eripe te morae,

Frontemque curis folicitam expHca,

Scyphumque jucundus require

Purpureo gravidum Lyase.

Nunc plena magni pocula poilules

Memor Wilhelmi, nunc moveat fitim

Minifter ingens, imperique

Praefidium haud leve, Montacutus,

Omitte tandem trifte negotium

Gravefque c"uras, heu nimium plus

!

Nee caeteros cautus mederi

Ipfe tuam minuas falutem,

Fruftra cruorem pulfibus incitis

EbuUientem pollice comprimis,

Attentus explorare venam

Qu^ febris exagitet tumentem

:
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Fruflra liquores quot chemica expedit

Fornax, et error fanguinis, et vigor

Innatus herbis te fatigant

:

Serbs aut citius fepulchro

Debemur oranes, vitaque deferet

Expulfa morbis corpus inhofpitum,

Lentumque deflebunt nepotes

(Relliquias anim^) cadaver.

Manes videbis tu quoque fabulas

Quos pauciores fecerit ars tua

;

Suumque vidlorem viciffim

Subjiciet libitina viftrix.

Decurrit illi vita beatior

Quicunque lucem non nimis anxius

Reddit moleftam, urgetque curas

Sponte fua fatis ingruentes

;

Et quern dierum lene fluentium

Deleftat ordo, vitaque mutuis

Felix amicis, gaudiifque

Innocuis bene temperata.

VOL» XXX.
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MACHINiE GESTICULANTES,
A N G L I C E

A PUPPET-SHOW.
ADMiRANDA cano levium fpeclacula rerum,

Exiguam gentem, et vacuum fine mente popellum;

Quern, non furreptis coeli de fornice flammis,

InnoCua melior fabricaverat arte Prometheus.

Compita qua rifu fervent, glomeratque tumultum

Hiflrio, deleftatque inhiantem fcommate turbam ;

Quotquot laetitise ftudio aut novitate tenentur,

Undique congreffi permiiTa fedilia complent.

Nee confufus honos ; nummo fubfellia cedunt

Diverfo, et varii ad pretium flat copia fcamni.

Tandem ubi fubtrahitur velamen, lumina paffim

Anguflos penetrant aditus, qua plurima vifum

Fila fecant, ne, cum vacuo datur ore feneftra,

Pervia fraus pateat : mox ftridula turba penates

Ingreditur pidlos, et moenia fquallido fuco.

Hie humiles inter fcenas, anguftaque clauftra,

Quicquid agunt homines, concurfus, bella, triumphos,

Ludit in exiguo plebecula parva theatro.

Sed praeter reliquos incidit Homuncio rauca

Voce llrepens ; major fubnedlit fibula veflem,

Et referunt vivos errantia lumina motus ;

In ventrem tumet immodicum ; pone eminet ingens

A tergo gibbus ; Pygmasum territat agmen

Major, et immanem miratur turba gigantem..

2
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Hie magna fretus mole, imparibufque lacertis

Confifus, gracili jadtat convitia vulgo,

Et crebro folvit, lepidum caput, ora cachinno.

Quanquam res agitur folenni feria pompa,

Spernit follicitum intradlabilis ille tumultum,

Et rifu importunus adeft, atque omnia turbat.

Nee raro invadit molles, pidamque protervo

Ore petit nympham, invitoque dat ofcula ligno.

Sed comitum valgus diverfis membra fatigant

Ludis, et vario lafcivit mobile faltu.

Saepe etiam gemmis rutila, et fpedabilis auro,

Lignea gens prodit, nitidifque fuperbit in oftris.

Nam, quoties feftam celebrat fub imagine lucem,

Ordine compofito nympharum ineedit honeftum

Agmen, et exigui proceres, parvique quirites.

Pygmaeos eredas pofitis mitefcere bellis,

Jamque, infenfa gruum temnentes pra^lia, tutos

Indulgere joeis, tenerifque vacare choreis.

Tales, cum medio labuntur fidera eoelo,

Parvi fubfiliunt lemures, populufque pufillus

Feilivos, rediens fua per veftigia, gyros

Ducit, et anguftum crebro pede pulfitat orbem.

Mane patent grefTus ; hie fuceos terra feraces

Concipit, in multam pubentia gramina furgunt

Luxuriem, tenerilque virefcit circulus herbis.

At non tranquillas nulla abdunt nubila luces,

Saspe gravi furgunt bella, horrida bella tumultu.

Arma cient truculenta cohors, placidamque quietem

Dirumpunt pugna; ; ufque adeo infincera voluptas

Omnibus, et miftae caftigant gaudia curas.

Jam gladii, tubulique ingeflo fulphure foeti
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Protenfacque haflas, fulgentiaque arma, minasque

Telorum ingentes fubeunt ; dant clauftra fragorem

Horrendum, ruptse flridente bitumine chartae

Confufos reddunt crepitus, et fibila mifcent.

Sternitur omne folum pereuntibus ; undique csefae

Apparent turmse, civilis crimina belli.

Sed poftquam infanus pugnae deferbuit a^ftus,

Exuerintque truces animos, jam marte fugato,

Diverfas repetunt artes, curafque priores.

Nee raro prifci heroes, quos pagina facra

Suggerit, atque olim peperit felicior setas.

Hie parva redeunt fpecie. Cano ordine cernas

Antiques prodire, agmen venerabile, patres.

Rugis fulcantur vultus, prolixaque barbae

Canities mento pendet : fic tarda fene6lus

Tithonum niinuit, cum moles tota cieadam

Induit, in gracilem fenfim colledta figuram.

Nunc tamen unde genus ducat, quae dextra latentes

Suppeditet vires, quern pofcat turba moventem,

Expediam. Truncos opifex et inutile lignum

Cogit in humanas fpecies, et robore natam

Progeniem telo eiFormat, nexuque tenaei

Crura ligat pedibus, humerifque accommodat armos,

Et membris membra aptat, et artubus infuit artus.

Tunc habiles addit trochleas, quibus arte puiiUum

Verfat onus, molique manu famulatus inerti

Sufficit occukos motus, vocemque miniilrat.

His firuvfia auxiliis jam machina tota peritos

Ollendit fulco?, duri et vefligia ferri :

Hinc falit, atque agili fe fublevat incita motu,

Vocefaue emittit tenues, et ncn fua verba.

I
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An INSIGNISSIMUM VIRUM

D. T H O. B U R N E T T U M,

SACRJE THEORI^ TELLURIS AUCTOREM.

-vT o N ufitatum carminis alitem,

Burnette, pofcis, non humiles modos

:

Vulgare pleftrum, languidseque

Refpuis officium camcenae.

Tu mixta rerum femina confcius,

Molemque cernis diflbciabilem,

Terramque concretam, et latentem

Oceanum gremio capaci

:

Dum verltatem quserere pertinax

Ignota pandis, follicitus parum

Ucunque ftet commune vulgi

Arbitrlum et popularis error.

Auditur ingens continuo fragor,

Illapfa tellus lubrica deferit

Fundamina, et compage fradla

Suppofitas gravis urget undas.

Impulfus erumpit medius liquor.

Terras aquarum efrufa licentia

Claudit viciflim ; has inter orbx

Relliquiae fluitant prions.

Nunc et reclufo carcere lucidam

Eala^na fpedat folis imagincm,

Stellafquc miratur nutantes,

Et tremulaj fimulacra luna,*.

Quae pompa vocum non imitabilis

!

Qualis calefcit fpiritus ingeni

!

H 3
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Ut tollis undas ! ut frementem

Diluvii reprimis tumultum !

Quis tarn valenti pedlore ferreus

Ut non tremifcens et timido pede

Incedat, orbis dum dolofi

Detegis inltabiles ruinas ?

Quin haec cadentum fragmina montium

Natura vultum fumere fimplicem

Coget refingens, in priorem

Mox iterum reditura formam.

Nimbis rubenteni fulphureis Jovem
Cernas ; ut udis faevit atrox hyems

Incendiis, commune mundo

Et populis meditata buflum !

Nudus liquentes plorat Athos nives,

Et mox liquefcens ipfe adamantinum

Fundit cacumen, dum per Imas

Saxa fluunt refoluta valles.

Jamque alta coeli moenia corruunt,

Et veftra tandem pagina (proh nefas
!

)

Burnette, veftra augebit ignes,

Heu focio perituro mundo.

Mox aequa tellus, mox fubitus viror

Ubique rident : En teretem globum

!

En Ista vernantes Favoni

Flamina, perpetuofque flores

!

O pectus ingens ! O animum gravem

Mundi capacem ! fi bonus auguror,

Te, noftra quo tellus fuperbit,

Accipiet renovata civem.
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TRANSLATIONS.

HORACE, Book III. Ode III.

Aiiguftus had a defign to rebuild Troy and make it the metro-

polis of the Roman empire, having clofeted feveral fenators

on theprojedl : Horace is fuppofed to have vtrritten the follow-

ing ode on this occafion.

np H E man refolv'd and fteady to his truft.

Inflexible to ill, and obilinately juft.

May the rude rabble's infolence defpife.

Their fenfelefs clamours and tumultuous cries

;

The tyrant's fiercenefs he beguiles.

And the ftern brow, and the harih voice defies.

And with fuperior greatnefs fmiles.

Not the rough whirlwind, that deforms

Adria's black gulf, and vexes it with Ilorms,

The llubborn virtue of his foul can move

;

Nor the red arm of angry Jove,

That flings the thunder from the fky.

And gives it rage to roar, and flrength to fly.

Should the whole frame of nature round him break.

In ruin and confufion hurl'd.

He, unconcern'd, would hear the mighty crack.

And fl:and fecure amidrt a falling world.

H 4
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Such were the godlike arts that led

Bright Polkix to the blefl: abodes ;

Such did for great Alcides plead.

And gain'd a place among the gods

;

Where now Auguitus, mixt with heroes, lies.

And to his lips the neftar bowl applies

:

His ruddy lips the purple tinfture fhow.

And with immortal ftains divinely glow.

By arts like thefe did young Lyaeus rife

:

His tigers drew him to the fkies ;

Wild from the defert and unbroke.

In vain they foam'd, in vain they ftar'd.

In vain their eyes with fury glar'd

;

He tam'd them to the lalh, and bent them to the yoke.

Such were the paths that Rome's great founder trod.

When in a whirlwind fnatch'd on high.

He fhook off dull mortality.

And loft the monarch in the god.

Bright Juno then her avvful filence brcke.

And thus th' affembled deities befpoke.

Troy, fays the goddefs, perjur'd Tjoy has felt

The dire effefts of her proud tyrant's guilt

;

The towering pile, and foft abodes,

Wall'd by the hand of fervile gods.

Now fpreads its ruins all around.

And lies inglorious on the ground.

An umpire partial and unjuft.

And a lewd woman's impious luft.

Lay heavy on her head, and funk her to the daft.

Since falfe Laomedon's tyrannic fway.

That durft defraud th' immortals of their pay.
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Her guardian gods rcnounc'd their patronage.

Nor would the fierce invading foe repel

;

To my refentment, and Minerva's rage.

The guilty king and the wliole people fell.

And now the long-protra£led wars are o*er.

The foft adulterer Ihines no more ;

No more does Hedlor's force the Trojans fhield.

That drove whole armies back, and fingly clear'd the

My vengeance fated, I at length refign [field.

To Mars his offspring of the Trojan line

:

Advanc'd to godhead let him rife.

And take his ftation in the fkies ;

There entertain his ravifh'd fight

With fcenes of glory, fields of light

;

Quaff with the gods immortal wine.

And fee adoring nations croud his Hirine.

The thin remains of Troy's afflidled hoft.

In diflant realms may feats unenvy'd find.

And flourifh on a foreign coall:

;

But far be Rome from Troy disjoin'd,

Remov'd by feas, from the difaftrous ftiore.

May endlefs billows rife between, and ftorms un-

number'd roar.

Still let the curfl deteiled place

Where Priam lies, and Priam's faithlefs race.

Be cover 'd o'er with weeds, and hid in grafs.

There let the wanton flocks unguarded flray ;

Or, while the lonely fhepherd fmgs,

Amidft the mighty ruins play.

And frifk upon the tombs of kings.
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May tigers there, and all the favage kind.

Sad folitary haunts and filent deferts £nd

;

In gloomy vaults, and nooks of palaces.

May th' unmolefted lionefs

Her brinded whelps fecurely lay.

Or, coucht, in dreadful llumbers wafte the day.

While Troy in heaps of ruins lies,

Rome and the Roman capitol fhall rife

;

Th' illuftrious exiles unconfin'd

Shall triumph far and near, and rule mankind.

In vain the fea's intruding tide

Europe from Afric fhall divide.

And part the fever 'd world in two :

Through Afric 's fands their triumphs they (hall fpread.

And the long train of victories purfue

To Nile's yet undifcover'd head.

Riches the hardy foldiers fhall defpife.

And look on gold with undefiring eyes.

Nor the difbowel'd earth explore

In fearch of the forbidden ore

;

Thofe glittering ills, conceal'd within the mine.

Shall lie untouch'd, and innocently fhine.

To the lafl bounds that nature fets.

The piercing colds and fultry heats.

The godlike race fhall fpread their arms.

Now fill the polar circle with alarms.

Till florms and tempefls their purfuits confine

;

Now fweat for conquefl underneath the line.

This only law the vidor fhall reflrain.

On thefe conditions fhall he reign

;
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If none his guilty hand employ-

To build again a fecond Troy,

If none the rafh defign purfue.

Nor tempt the vengeance of the gods anew.

A curfe there cleaves to the devoted place.

That fhall the new foundations rafe

;

Greece fhall in mutual leagues confpire

To ftorm the rifing town with fire.

And at their armies head myfelf will fhow

What Juno, urg'd to all her rage, can do.

Thrice fhould Apollo's felf the city raife

And line it round with walls of brafs.

Thrice fhould my favourite Greeks his works con-

found.

And hew the fhining fabric to the ground :

Thrice fhould her captive dames to Greece return.

And their dead fons and flaughter'd hufbands mourn.

But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy towering flight.

Nor bring the fecrets of the gods to light

:

In vain would thy prefumptuous verfc

Th' immortal rhetoric rehearfe

;

The mighty ftrains, in lyric numbers bound.

Forget their majeily, and lofe their found.
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THE VESTAL,
FROM

OVID DE FASTIS, Lib. III. El. i.

<' Blanda qoies vidtis furtim fubrepit ocellis, &c."

AS the fair Vellal to the fountain came,

(Let none be flartled at a Veftal's name)

Tir'd with the walk, fhe laid her down to reft.

And to the winds expos'd her glowing breaft.

To take the frefhnefs of the morning-air.

And gather'd in a knot her flowing hair

;

While thus (he refted, on her arm reclin'd.

The hoary willows waving with the wind.

And feather'd choirs that warbled in the fhade.

And purling ftreams that through the meadow ftray'dj

In drowfy murmurs lull'd the gentle maid.

The God of War beheld the virgin lie.

The God beheld her with a lover's eye

;

And, by {o tempting an occafion prefs'd.

The beauteous maid, whom he beheld, pofTefs'd :

Conceiving as ihe flept, her fruitful womb
Swell'd with the Founder of immortal Rome.

\
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O V I D 's METAMORPHOSES.
BOOK ir.

THE STORY OF PHAETON.

np HE fun's bright palace, on high columns raIsM,

With burnilli'd gold and flaming jewels blaz'd ;

The folding gates diffused a filver light.

And with a milder gleam refrefh'd the fight

;

Of polifh'd ivory was the covering wrought

:

The matter vied not with the fculptor's thought.

For in the portal was difplay'd on high

(The work of Vulcan) a fiditious fky;

A waving fea th' inferior earth embrac'd.

And Gods and Goddefies the waters grac'd.

JEgeon here a mighty whale bellrode ;

Triton, and Proteus (the deceiving God),

With Doris here were carv'd, and all her train.

Some loofely fwimming in the figur'd main.

While fome on rocks their drooping hair divide.

And fome on fifties through the waters glide :

Though various features did the fillers grace,

A filter's likenefs was in every face.

On earth a different landfkip courts the eyes, -^

Men, towns, and beads, in diftant profpeds rife, C

And nymphs, and dreams, and woods, and rural deities, j

O'er all, the heaven's refulgent image fliines

;

On ciUier gate were fix engraven figns.
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Here Phaeton, Hill gaming on th' afcent.

To his fafpeded father's palace went.

Till preffing forward through the bright abode.

He faw at diftance the illuilrious God :

He faw at diftance, or the dazzling light

Had flafh'd too ftrongly on his aking fight.

The God fits high, exalted on a throne

Of blazing gems, with purple garments on ;

The hours in order rang'd on either hand.

And days, and months, and years, and ages, ftand.

Here fpring appears with flowery chaplets bound

;

Here fummer in her wheaten garland crovvn'd

;

Here autumn the ricli trodden grapes befmear

;

And hoary winter fhivers in the rear.

Phoebus beheld the youth from off his throne

;

That eye, which looks on all, was fix'd on one.

He faw the boy's confufion in his face,

Surpriz'd at all the wonders of the place;

And cries aloud, ** What wants my fon? For know
** My fon thou art, and I muft call thee fo."

" Light of the world," the trembling youth replies

** Illuftrious parent 1 fince you don't defpife

" The parent's name, fome certain token give,

*« That I may Clymene's proud boaft believe,

** Nor longer under falfe reproaches grieve."

The tender Sire was touch 'd with what he faid.

And flung the blaze of glories from his head.

And bid the youth advance : " My fon (faid he)

*' Come to thy father's arms ! for Clymene
*' Has told thee true ; a parent's name I own,

*« And deem thee worthy to be call'd my fon.
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** As a Aire proof, make fome requeft, and I,

*' Whate'er it be, with that requell comply

;

" By Styx I fwear, whofe waves are hid in night,

** And roll impervious to my piercing fight.'*

The youth, tranfported, aflcs without delay.

To guide the Sun's bright chariot for a day.

The God repented of the oath he took.

For anguifh thrice his radiant head he Ihook :

** My fon (fays he) fome other proof require

;

*' Rafti was my promife, rafh is thy defire.

** I 'd fain deny this wifli which thou haft made,
** Or, what I can't deny, would fain diffuade.

'* Too vaft and hazardous the tafk appears,

** Nor fuited to thy ftrength, nor to thy years.

** Thy lot is mortal, but thy wifhes fly

*' Beyond the province of mortality :

** There is not one of all the Gods that dares

" (However fkill'd in other great affairs)

*' To mount the burning axle-tree, but I

;

*' Not Jove himfclf, the ruler of the fky,

** That hurls the three -fork'd thunder from above,

" Dares try his ftrength ; yet who fo ftrong as Jove ?

** The fteeds climb up the firft afcent with pain ;

** And when the middle firmament they gain,

** If downwards from the heavens my head I bow,

f* And fee the earth and ocean hang below,

" Ev'n I am feiz'd with horror and affright,

** And my own heart mifgives me at the fight.

** A mighty downfall fteeps the evening ftage,

^* And fteddy reins muft curb the horfes* rage.
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Tethys herfelf has fear'd to fee me driven

Down headlong from the precipice of heaven.

Befides, confider what impetuous force

Turns ftars and planets in a different courfe :

I fteer againfl their motions ; nor am I

Borne back by all the current of the fky.

But how could you refill the orbs that roll

In adverfe whirls, and ftem the rapid pole ?

But you perhaps may hope for pleafmg woods^

And {lately domes, and cities fill'd with Gods ;

While through a thoufand fnares your progrefs lies.

Where forms of Harry monfters Hock the Ikies

:

For, fliould you hit the doubtful way aright.

The Bull with Hooping horns flands oppofite

;

Next him the bright H:£monian Bow is flrung

;

And next, the Lion's grinning vifage hung :

The Scorpion's claws here clafp a wide extent.

And here the Crab's in lefTer clafps are bent.

Nor would you find it eafy to compofe
J

The mettled ileeds, when from their noflrils flows >

The fcorching fire, that in their entrails glows, i

Ev'n I their headflrong fury fcarce reflrain.

When they grow warm and relHff to the rein.

Let not my fon a fatal gift require.

But, O ! in time, recal your rafh defire;

You afk a gift that may your parent tell.

Let thefe my fears your parentage reveal

;

And learn a father from a father's care ;

Look on my face ; or, if my heart lay bare.

Could you but look, you 'd read the father there}
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" Choole out a gift from feas, or earth, or ikies,

*' For open to your wifli all nature lies,

*' Only decline this one unequal taflc,

*' For 'tis a mifchief, not a gift, you afk;

** You afk a real mifciiief. Phaeton :

" Nay hang not thus about my neck, my Ton:

** I grant your wifti, and Styx has heard my voice,

** Choofe what you will, but make a wifer choice."

Thus did the God th' unwary youth advife ;

But he flUl longs to travel through the fkies.

When the fond father (for in vain he pleads)

At length to the Vulcanian chariot leads.

A golden axle did the work uphold.

Gold was the beam, the wheels were orb'd with gold.

The fpokes in rows of filver pleas'd the fight.

The feat with party-colour'd gems was bright

;

Apollo fhin'd amid the glai-e of light.

The youth with fecret joy the work furveys

;

When now the morn difclos'd her purple rays ;

The flars were fled ; for Lucifer had chac*d

The liars away, and fled himfelf at laft.

Soon as the father faw the rofy morn.

And the moon fliining Vvdth a blunter horn.

He bid the nimble hours without delay

Bring forth the ileeds ; the nimble hours obey :

From their full racks the generous fleeds retire.

Dropping ambrofial foams, and fnorting fire.

Still anxious for his fon, the God of day.

To make him proof againft the burning ray.

His temples with celeiHal ointment wet.

Of fovereign virtue to repel the heat,

VOL. xxx. I



114 A D D I 3 O N's P O E M S»

Then fixM the beamy drcle on his head.

And fetch'd a deep fore-boding figh, and faid,

" Take this at leaft, this laft advice, my fon j

*' Keep a ftifF rein, and move but gently on :

" The courfers of themfelves will run too faft,

*' Your art mulT: be to moderate their hafte.

** Drive them not on direftly through the Ikies,.

** But where the Zodiac's winding circle lies,

** Along the n-idmoft Zone ; but fally forth

*•' Nor to the diftant fouth, nor ftormy north.

" The horfes' hoofs a beaten track will Ihovv,

" But neither mount too high, nor fmk too low,

'* That no new fires or heaven or earth infeft

;

*' Keep the mid-v/ay, the middle way is bell.

*' Nor^ where in radiant folds the Serpent twines^

" Diredl your courfe, nor where the Altar fhines.

" Shun both extremes ; the reft let fortune guide,

" And better for thee than thyfelf provide !

^' See, while I fpeak, the fhades difperfe away,

" Aurora gives the promife of a day ;

*' I *m call'd, nor can I make a longer ftay.

" Snatch up the reins ; or ftill th' attempt forfake,

" And not my chariot, but my counfel take,

'* While yet fecurely on the earth you ftand

;

" Nor- touch the horfes with too ralli a hand.

*' Let me alone to light the world, v^^hile you

*' Enjoy thofe beams which you may fafely view."

He fpoke in vain ; the youth with adlive heat

And fprightly vigour vaults into the feat

;

And joys to hold the reins, and fondly gives

Thofe thanks his father with remorfe receives.

}
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Mean while the reftlefs horfes ncigh'd aloud,

T^reathing out fire, and pawing where they Hood.

I'ethys, not knowing what had pafl, gave way,

\nd all the wafte of heaven before them lay.

They fpring together out, and fwiftly bear

The flying youth through clouds and yielding air

;

With wingy fpeed outftrip the eafiern wind.

And leave the breezes of the morn behind.

The youth was light, nor could he fill the feat.

Or poife the chariot with its wonted weight ;

But as at fea th' unballaft vefTel rides,

Caft to and fro, the fport of winds and tides

;

So in the bounding chariot tofs'd on high.

The youth is hurry'd headlong through the fky.

Soon as the fteeds perceive it, they forfake

Their ftated courfe, and leave the beaten track.

The youth was in a maze, nor did he know

Which way to turn the reins, or where to go

;

Nor would the horfes, had he known, obey.

Then the Se^uen Stars firll felt Apollo's ray.

And wifh'd to dip in the forbidden fea.

The folded Serpent next the frozen pole,

StiiFand benumb'd before, began to roll.

And rag'd with inward heat, and threaten'd war.

And fliot a redder light from every ftar

;

Nay, and 'tis faid, Bootes too, that fain [wain.

Thou wouldft have fled, though cumber 'd with thy

Th' unhappy youth then, bending down his head.

Saw earth and oce^n far beneath him fpread :

His colour chang'd, he ftartled at the fight.

And his eyes darken'd by too great a light.

\
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Now could he wiili the fiery fteeds untry'd^

His birth obfcure, and his requeft deny'd ;

Now would he Merops for his father own.

And quit his boafted kindred to the Sun.

So fares the pilot, when his ihip is toll

In troubled feas, and all its fteerage loft ;

He gives her to the winds, and in defpair

Seeks his lall refuge in the Gods and prayer.

What could he do? His eyes, if backward caft.

Find a long path he had already paft

;

If forward, ilill a longer path they find :

Both he compares, and meafures in his mind ;

And fometimes cafts an eye upon the eaft,

Andfometimes looks on the forbidden weft.

The hcrfes' names he knew not in the fright : [tight.

Nor would he loofe the reins, nor could he hold them

Now all the horrors of the heavens he fpies.

And monftrous fhadows of prodigious fize.

That, deck'd v^ith ftars, lie fcatter'd o'er the fkies

There is a place above, where Scorpio bent

In tail and arms furrounds a vaft extent

;

In a wide circuit of the heavens he ihines.

And fills the fpace of two celeftial figns.

Soon as the youth beheld him, vex'd with heat,

Brandifh his fting, and in his poifon fweat.

Half dead with fudden fear he dropt the reins

;

The horfes felt them loofe upon their manes.

And, flying out through all the plains above.

Ran uncontrol'd where-e'er their fury drove;

Rufti'd on the ftars, and through a pathlefs way

Of unknov/n regions hi^rry'd on the day.
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And now above, and now below they flew.

And near the earth the burning chariot drew.

The clouds difperfc in fumes, the wondering moon

Beholds her brother's fleeds beneath her own ;

The highlands fmoke, cleft by the piercing rays.

Or, clad with woods, in their own fuel blaze.

Next o'er the plains, where ripen'd harvefls grow.

The running conflagration fpreads below.

But thefe are trivial ills : whole cities burn.

And peopled kingdoms into aflies turn.

The mountains kindle as the car draws near,

Athos and Tmolus red with fires appear

;

Oeagrian Hxmus (then a fingle name)

And virgin Helicon increafe the flame

;

Taurus and Oete glare amid the fky.

And Ida, fpite of all her fountains, dry.

Eryx, and Othrys, and Citha^ron, glow;

And Rhodope, no longer cloath*d in fnow

;

High Pindus, Mimas, and Parnafl'us, fweat.

And JEtna. rages with redoubled heat.

Ev*n Scythia, through her hoary regions warm'd.

In vain with all her native froit was arm'd.

Cover*d with flames, the towering Appennine,

And Caucafus, and proud Olympus, fliine ;

And, where the long-extended Alps afpire.

Now (lands a huge continued range of fire.

Th' aftonifli'd youth, where-e'er his eyes could turn.

Beheld the univerfe around him burn :

The world was in a blaze ; nor could he bear

The fultry vapours and the fcorching air,

' 3
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Which from below, as from a furnace, flow'd;

And now the axle-tree beneath him glow'd :

Loll in the whirling clouds, that round him broke.

And white with aihes, hovering in the fmoke.

He flew where-e'er the horfes drove, nor knew
Whither the horfes drove, or where he flew.

'Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy Moor begun

To change his hue, and blacken in the fun.

Then Libya firft, of all her moifture drain'd.

Became a barren wafle, a wild of fand.

The water-nymphs lament their empty urns

;

Boeotia, robb'd of filver Dirce, mourns

;

Corinth Pyrene's wafted fpring bewails

;

And Argos grieves vvhilft Amymone fails.

The floods are drain'd from every diftant coaft

:

Ev'n Tanai's, though fix'd in ice, was loft;

Enrag'd Caicus and Lycormas roar.

And Xanthus, fated to be burnt once more.

The fam'd Mseander, that unweary'd ftrays

Through mazy windings, fmokes in every maze.

From his lov'd Babylon Euphrates flies

;

The big-fwoln Ganges and the Danube rife

In thickening fumes, and darken half the fkies.

In flames Ifmenos and the Phafls roll'd,

And Tagus floating in his melted gold.

The fvvans, that on Cayfter often try'd

Their tuneful fongs, now fung their laft, and dy'd.

The frighted Nile ran oiF, and under ground

Conceal'd his head, nor can it yet be found :

His feven divided currents are all dry.

And where they roll'd, feven gapmg trenches lie.
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No more the Rhine or Rhone their courfe maintain.

Nor Tiber, of his promis'd empire vain.

The ground, deep cleft, admits the dazzling ray.

And ftartles Pluto with the flafh of day.

The feas ihrink in, and to the fight difclofe

Wide naked plains, where once their billows rofe;

Their rocks are all difcover'd, and increafe

The number of the fcatter'd Cyclades.

The fifh in fholes about the bottom creep.

Nor longer dares the crooked dol].!-.in leap :

Gafping for breath, th' unfhapen Phocae die^

And on the boiling wave extended lie.

Nereus, and Doris with her virgin train,

Seek out the laft recefles of the main

;

Beneath unfathomable depths they faint.

And fecret in their gloomy caverns pant.

Stern Neptune thrice above the waves upheld

His face, and thrice was by the flames repell'd.

The earth at length, on every fide embrac'd

With fcalding feas, that floated round her wafte.

When now ftie felt the fprings and rivers come.

And crowd within the hollow of her womb.

Up-lifted to the heavens her blafted head.

And clapt her hands upon her brows, and faid ;

(But firfl:, impatient of the fultry heat.

Sunk deeper down, and fought a cooler feat
:)

*' If you, great King of Gods, my death approve,

" And I deferve it, let me die by Jove

;

^* If I mull perifli by the force of fire,

** Let me transfix'd with thunderbolts expire.

I 4
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*' See, whilll I fpeak, my breath the vapours choke,

(For now her face lay wrapt in clouds of fmoke)
*' See my fmg'd hair, behold my faded eye,

" And vvither'd face, where heaps of cinders lie !

" And does the plough for this my body tear? ^
'* This the reward for all the fruits I bear, >
" Tortur'd with rakes, and harafs'd all the year? i
" That herbs for cattle daily I renew,

" And food for man, and frankincenfe for you?
*' But grant me guilty ; what has Neptune done ?

" Why are his waters boiling in the fun ?

*' The wavy empire, which by lot was given,

*' Why does it vvafte, and further flirink from heaven ?

*' If I nor he your pity can provoke,

" See your own heavens, the heavens begin to fmoke 1

" Should once the fparkles catch thofe bright abodes,

*' Dellrudion feizes on the heavens and gods

;

** Atlas becomes unequal to his freight,

*' And almoll faints beneath the glowing weight.

** If heaven, and earth, and fea, together burn,

** All mult again into their chaos turn.

" Apply fome fpeedy cure, prevent our fate,

*' And fuccour nature, ere it be too late."

She ceas'd ; for, chok'd with vapours round her fpread,

Down to the deepell (hades flie funk her head.

Jove call'd to witnefs every power above.

And ev'n the God, whofe fon the chariot drove.

That what he acls he is compelPd to do.

Or univerfal ruin mull enfue.

Straight he afcends the high ethereal throne.

From whence he usM to dart his thunder down.
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From whence his (howers and florms he us'd to pour.

But now could meet with neither florm nor fhower.

Then, aiming at the youth, with lifted hand.

Full at his head he hurl'd the forky brand.

In dreadful thunderings. Thus th' Almighty fire

Supprefs'd the raging of the fires with fire.

At once from life and from the chariot driven,

Th' ambitious boy fell thunder-llruck from heaven.

The horfes ftarted with a fudden bound.

And flung the reins and chariot to the ground :

The ftudded hamefs from their necks they broke ;

Here fell a wheel, and here a filver fpoke.

Here were the beam and axle torn away

;

And, fcatter'd o'er the earth, the Ihining fragments lay.

The breathlefs Phaeton, with flaming hair.

Shot from the chariot, like a falling liar.

That in a fummer's evening from the top

Of heaven drops down, or feems at leafl: to drop

;

Till on the Po his blaHed corpfe was hurl'd.

Far from his country, in the v/eflem world.

PHAETON'S SISTERS TRANSFORMED
INTO TREES.

THE Latian nymphs came round him, and amaz'd

On the dead youth, transfix'd with thunder, gaz'd

;

And, whilfl: yet fmoking from the bolt he lay.

His fliatter'd body to a tomb convey.

And o'er the tomb an epitaph devife :

*' Here he who drove the fun's bright chariot lies;

** His father's fiery fteeds he could not guide,

*"• But in the glorious enterprize he dy'd."
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Apollo hid his face, and pin'd for grief.

And, if the ftory may deferve belief.

The fpace of one whole day is faid to run.

From morn to wonted eve, without a fun :

The burning ruins, with a fainter ray.

Supply the fun, and counterfeit a day,

A day, that Hill did nature's face difclofe :

This comfort from the mighty mifchief rofe.

But Clymene, enrag'd with grief, laments.

And, as her grief infpires, her paffion vents

:

Wild for her fon, and frantic in her woes.

With hair difhevel'd, round the world fhe goes.

To feek where-e'er his body might be caft;

Till, on the borders of the Po, at laH

The name infcrib'd on the new tomb appears.

The dear dear name fhe bathes in flowing tears

;

Hangs o'er the tomb, unable to depart.

And hugs the marble to her throbbing heart.

Her daughters too lament, and figh, and mourn,

(A fruitlefs tribute to their brother's urn ;)

And beat their naked bofoms, and complain.

And call aloud for Phaeton in vain :

All the long night their mournful watch they keep.

And all the day (land round the tomb and weep.

Four times, revolving, the full moon return'd

;

So long the mother and the daughters mourn'd

;

When now the eldeft, Phaethufa, ftrove

To reft her weary limbs, but could not move

;

Lampetia would have help'd her, but fhe found

Herfelf withheld, and rooted to the grouad :
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A third in wild affliction, as fhe grieves.

Would rend her hair, but fills her hand with leaves;

One fees her thighs transform'd, another views

Her arms fhot out, and branching into boughs.

And now their legs, and brealb, and bodies, flood

Crufted with bark, and hardening into wood ;

But dill above were female heads difplay'd.

And mouths, that call'd the mother to their aid.

What could, alas 1 the weeping mother do ?

From this to that with eager hafte fhe flew.

And kifs'd her fprouting daughters as they grew

She tears the bark that to each body cleaves.

And from the verdant fingers ftrips the leaves :

The blood came trickling, where fhe tore away

The leaves and bark : the maids were heard to fay,

** Forbear, miftaken parent, oh ! forbear

;

" A wounded daughter in each tree you tear

;

** Farewel for ever." Here the bark increas'd,

Clos'd on their faces, and their words fupprefs'd.

The new-made trees in tears of amber run.

Which, harden'd into value by the fun,

Diftil for ever on the llreams below :

The limpid ilreams their radiant treafure fhow,

Mix'd in the fand; whence the rich drops convey'd

Shine in the drefs of the bright Latian maid.

THE TRANSFORMATION OF CYCNUS
INTO A SWAN.

CYCNUS beheld the nymphs transform'd, ally'd

To their dead brother, on the mortal fide.
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In friendfhip a.nd atFediion nearer bound ;

He left the cities and the realms he own'd.

Through pathJefs fields and lonely fhores to range.

And woods, made thicker by the fifiers' change.

Whilft here, within the difmal gloom, alone.

The melancholy monarch made his moan.

His voice was leffen'd, as he try'd to fpeak.

And iiTued through a long-extended neck

;

His hair transforms to down, his fingers meet

In ikinny nlms, and Ihape his oary feet

;

From both his fides the wings and feathers break

;

And from his mouth proceeds a blunted beak :

All Cycnus now uito a fwan was turn'd.

Who, ilill remembering how his kinfman burn'd.

To folitary pools and lakes retires.

And loves the waters as oppos'd to fires.

Mean-while Apollo in a gloomy fhade

(The native lullre of his brows decay 'd)

Indulging forrow, iickens at the fight

Of his own fun-ihine, and abhors the light

:

The hidden griefs, that in his bofom rife.

Sadden his looks, and overcall his eyes.

As when fome dufky orb ob{lru(fts his ray.

And fullies, in a dim eclipfe, the day.

Now fecretly with inward griefs he pinM,
^

Now warm refentments to his griefs he join'd, >

And now renounc'd his oHice to mankind. 3

" E'er fmce the birth of time," faid he, "I've borne

" A long ungrateful toil without return ;

*' Let now fome other manage, if he dare,

" The fiery Heeds, and mount the burning car.
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" Or, if none elfe, let Jove his fortune try,

** And learn to lay his murdering thunder by;
" Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late,

" My fon deferv'd not fo fevere a fate."

The gods ftand round him, as he mourns, and pray

He would refume the conduft of the day.

Nor let the world be loft in endlefs night

:

Jove too himfelf, defcending from his height,

Excufes what had happened, and intreats,

Majeftically mixing prayers and threats.

Prevail'd upon at length, again he took

The harnefsM fteeds, that ftill with horror fhoolc.

And plies them with the lafli, and whips them on.

And, as he whips, upbraids them with his fon.

THE STORY OF CALISTO.

THE day was fettled in its courfe ; and Jove

Walk'd the wide circuit of the heavens above.

To fearch if any cracks or flaws were made

;

But all was fafe : the earth he then furvey'd.

And caft an eye on every different coaft.

And every land ; but on Arcadia moft.

Her fields he cloath'd, and chear'd her blafted face

With running fountains, and with fpringing grafs.

No trads of heaven's deftruftive fire remain

;

The fields and woods revive, and nature fmiles again.

But, as the god walk'd to and fro the earth.

And rais'd the plants, and gave the fpring its birth.

By chance a fair Arcadian nymph he view'd.

And felt the lovely charmer in his blood.
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The nymph nor fpun, nor drefs'd with artful pride;

Her veft was gather'd up, her hair was ty'd

;

Now in her hand a ilender fpear ihe bore.

Now a light quiver on her fhoulders wore

;

To chafle Diana from her youth inclined.

The fprightly warriors of the wood ftie join'd.

Diana too the gentle huntrefs lov'd.

Nor was there one of all the nymphs that rov'd

O'er M3enalus, amid the maiden throng,

More favour'd once ; but favour laiis not long.

The fun nov/ ihone in all its Hrength, and drove

The heated virgin panting to a grove ;

The grove around a grateful fhadow caft :

She dropt her arrows, and her bow unbrac'd ;

She flung herfelf on the cool grafiy bed

;

And on the painted quiver rais'd her head.

Jove faw the charming huntrefs unprepar'd,

Stretch'd on the verdant turf, without a guard.

*' Here I am fafe," he cries, '^ from Juno's eye;

** Or (hould my jealous queen the theft defcry,

'' Yet would I venture on a theft like this,

'' And ftand her rage for fuch, for fuch a blifs !"

Diana's fhape and habit ftraight he took,

Soften'd his brows, and fmooth'd his awful look.

And mildly in a female accent fpoke.

« How fares my girl ? Hovv^ went the morning chace ?"

To whom the virgin, ftarting from the grafs,

«f All hail, bright deity, whom I prefer

" To Jove himfelf, though Jove himfelf were here."

The god was nearer than fhe thought, and heard

Well-pleas'd himfelf before himfelf prefcrr'd.
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He then falutes her with a warm embrace

;

And, ere fhe half had told the morning chace.

With love inflam'd, and eager on his blifs,

Smother'd her words, and Itop'd her with a kifs;

His kiffes with unwonted ardour glow'd.

Nor could Diana's fhape conceal the God.

The virgin did whate'er a virgin cou'd

(Sure Juno muft have pardon'd, had fhe view'd) ;

With all her might againft his force fhe ftrove :

But how can mortal maids contend with Jove !

PofTeft at length of what his heart defir'd.

Back to his heavens th' infulting god retir'd.

The lovely huntrefs, rifmg from the grafs.

With down-call eyes, and with a blufliing face^

By Ihame confounded, and by fear difmay'd.

Flew from the covert of the guilty fhade.

And almoil, in the tumult of her mind.

Left her forgotten bow and fhafts behind.

But now Diana, with a fprightly train

Of quivTr'd virgins, bounding o'er the plain,

Caird to the nymph : The nymph began to fear

A fecond fraud, a Jove difguis'd in her

;

But, when Ihe faw the filler nymphs, fupprefs'd

Her rifmg fears, and mingled with the reft.

How in the look does confcious guilt appear !

Slowly Ihe mov'd, and loiter'd in the rear ;

Nor lightly tripp'd, nor by the goddefs ran.

As once (he us'd, the foremoft of the train.

Her looks were ilufh'd, and fullen was her mien,.

That fure the virgin goddefs (had Ihe been

Aught but a virgin) muft the guilt have feen.
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'Tis faid the nymphs faw all, and guefs'd aright:

And now the moon had nine times lofl her light.

When Dian fainting, in the mid-day beams.

Found a cool covert, and refrefhing dreams.

That in foft murmurs through the forell flow'd.

And a fmooth bed of fhining gravel fnow'd.

A covert fo obfcure, and ilreams fo clear.

The goddefs prais'd : " And now no fpies are near,

'^ Let's ftrip, my gentle maids, and wafh," Ihe cries.

Pleased with the motion, every maid complies

;

Only the blufliing huntrefs flood confus'd.

And form'd delays, and her delays excus'd :

In vain excus'd ; her fellows round her prefs'd.

And tlie reludant nymph by force undrefs'd.

The naked huntrefs all her ihame reveal 'd.

In vain her hands the pregnant womb conceal'd ;

*' Begone !" the goddefs cries with ftern difdain^

" Begone ! nor dare the hallow'd ilream to ftain

She fled, for-ever banifh'd from the train.

This Juno heard, who long had v.'atch'd her time

To puniih the detefted rival's crime ;

The time was com.e : for, to enrage her more,

A lovely boy the teeming rival bore.

The goddefs caft a furious look, and cjy'd,

'« It is enough ! I 'm fully fatisfy'd !

*' This boy Ihall Hand a living mark, to prove

** My hulband's bafenefs, and the ftrumpet's love :

"But vengeance fhall awake thofe guilty charms,

" That drew the thunderer from Juno's arms,

" No longer fhall their wonted force retain,

" Nor pleafe the god, nor make the mortal vain.'*

1, 1
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This faid, her hand within her hair fhe wound.

Swung her to earth, and dragg'd her on the ground;

The proftrate wretch lifts up her arms in prayer;

Her arms grow Shaggy, and deform'd with hair.

Her nails are fharpen'd into pointed claws.

Her hands bear half her weight, and turn to paws

;

Her lips, that once could tempt a god, begin

To grow diftorted in an ugly grin.

And, left the fupplicating brute might reach

The ears of Jove, fhe was depriv'd of fpeech :

Her furly voice through a hoarfe paffage came

In favage founds : her mind was IHll the fame.

The furry monller fix'd her eyes above.

And heav'd her new unwieldy paws to Jove,

And begg'd his aid with inward groans ; and though

She could not call him falfe, fhe thought him (o.

How did fhe fear to lodge in woods alone.

And haunt the fields and meadows once her own !

How often would the deep-mouth'd dogs purfue,

Whilfl: from her hounds the frighted huntrefs flew

!

How did fhe fear her fellow brutes, and fhun

The fhaggy bear, though now herfelf was one !

How from the fight of rugged wolves retii-e.

Although the grim Lycaon was her fire !

But now her fon. had fifteen fummers told.

Fierce at the chace, and in the foreft bold

;

When, as he beat the woods in queft of prey.

He chanc'd to roufe his mother where fhe lay» -

She knew her fon, and kept him in lier fight,

And fondly gaz'd : the boy was in a fright,

VOL. XXX. K
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And alm'd a pointed arrow at her breaft

;

And would have flain his mother in the beaft

;

But Jove forbad, and fnatch'd them through the air

In whirlwinds up to heaven, and iix'd them there :

Where the new conllellations nightly rife.

And add a luftre to the northern fkies.

When Juno faw the rival in her height.

Spangled with ftars, and circled round with light.

She fought old Ocean in his deep abodes.

And Tethys ; both rever'd among the gods.

They afk what brings her there. " Ne'er aik,' ' fays ftie,

** What brings me here ; heaven is no place for me.

" You '11 fee, when night has cover'd all things o'er,

*' Jove's Harry baflard and triumphant whore

*' Ufurp the heavens ; you'll fee them proudly roll

*' In their new orbs, and brighten all the pole.

*^ And who fhall now on Juno's altar wait,

*' When thofe fhe hates grow greater by her hate ?

" I on the nymph a brutal form imprefs'd,

** Jove to a goddefs has transform'd the beaft :

*' This, this was all my weak revenge could do ;

*' But let the god his chafte amours purfue,

*' And, as he afted after lo's rape,

*' Reftore th' adulterefs to her former ihape

;

** Then may he caft his Juno off, and lead

" The great Lycaon's offspring to his bed.

** But you, ye venerable powers, be kind;

" And, if my wrongs a due refentment find,

" Receive not in your waves their fetting beams,

" Nor let the glaring ftrumpet taint your ftreams.*'

4
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The goddefs ended, and her wifh was given.

Back fhe return'd in triumph up to heaven

;

Her gaudy peacocks drew her through the fkles.

Their tails were fpotted with a thoufand eyes

;

The eyes of Argus on their tails were ranged.

At the fame time the raven's colour chang'd.

THE STORY OF CORONIS, AND BIRTH
OF ^SCULAPIUS.

THE raven once in fnowy plumes was dreft.

White as the whiteft dove's unfully'd breaft.

Fair as the guardian of the capitol.

Soft as the fwan ; a large and lovely fowl

;

His tongue, his prating tongue, had chang'd him quite

To footy blacknefs from the pureft white.

The ftory of his change fhall here be told

;

In Theflaly there liv'd a nymph of old,

Coronis nam'd ; a peerlefs maid fhe fhin'd,

Confeft the faireil of the fairer kind.

Apollo lov'd her, till her guilt he knew

;

While true fhe was, or whilll he thought her true.

But his own bird the raven, chanc'd to find

The falfe-one with a fecret rival join'd.

Coronis begg'd him to fupprefs the tale.

But could not with repeated prayers prevail.

His milk-white pinions to the god he ply'd

;

The bufy daw flew with him fide by fide.

And by a thoufand teazing queflions drew

Th* important fecret from him as they flew.

The daw gave honefl counfel, though defpLs'd.,

And, tedious in her tattle, thus advis'd.



132 A D D I S O N's P O E M S.

" Stay, filly bird, th' ill-natur*d tafk refufe,

" Nor be the bearer of unwelcome news.

" Be warn'd by my example : you difcern

" What now I am, and what I was fhall learn.

" My fooliih honefty was all my crime

;

<« Then hear my ftory. Once upon a time,

" The two-fhap'd Eri6lhonius had his birth

*' (Without a mother) from the teeming earth ;

*' Minerva nurs'd him, and the infant laid

*' Within a cheft, of twining ofiers made.

" The daughters of king Cecrops undertook

'' To guard the cheft, commanded not to look

*' On what was hid within. I flood to fee

" The charge obey 'd, perch 'd on a neighbouring tree,

" The fifters Pandrofos and Herse keep

" The ftrift command ; Aglauros needs would peep,

" And faw the monftrous infant in a fright,

*' And call'd her fifters to the hideous fight

:

" A boy's foft ftiape did to the waift prevail,

*' But the boy ended in a dragon's tail.

" I told the ftem Minerva all that pafs'd,

" But, for my pains, difcarded and difgrac'd,

" The frowning goddefs drove me from her fight,

'' And for her favourite chofe the bird of night.

'* Be then no tell-tale ; for I think my wrong
*' Enough to teach a bird to hold her tongue.

*' But you, perhaps, may think I was remov'd,

" As never by the heavenly maid belov*d

;

'' But I was lov'd ; afk Pallas if I lie ;

'' Though Pallas hate me now, flie won't deny

;
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" For I, whom in a feather'd fhape you view

" Was once a maid (by heaven the ftory's true

*' A blooming maid, and a king's daughter too

" A croud of lovers own'd my beauty's charms ;

" My beauty was the caufe of all my harms

;

*' Neptune, as on his ihores I went to rove,

" Obferv'd me in my walks, and fell in love.

" He made his courtihip, he confefs'd his pain,

** And ofFer'd force when all his arts were vain

;

** Swift he purfued : I ran along the ftrand,

" Till, fpent and weary *d on the fmking fand,

*' I Ihriek'd aloud, with cries I fill'd the air

*' To gods and men ; nor god nor man was there

:

*' A virgin goddefs heard a virgin's prayer.

** For, as my arms I lifted to the ikies,

" I faw black feathers from my fingers rife

;

*' I ftrove to fling my garment on the ground ;

•* My garment turn'd to plumes, and girt me round

** My hands to beat my naked bofom try

;

*' Nor naked bofom now nor hands had I.

" Lightly I tript, nor weary as before

*' Sunk in the fand, but Ikimm'd along the Ihore;

*' Till, rifmg on my wings, I was prefer'd

" To be the chafte Minerva's virgin bird :

** Prefer'd in vain ! I now am in difgrace :

'* Nydlimene the owl enjoys my place.

** On her inceftuous life I need not dwell

** (In Leibos ftill the horrid tale they tell) ;

** And of her dire amours you mull have heard,

" For which Ihe now does penance in a bird,

K 3
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" That, confcious of her ihame, avoids the light,

*' And loves the gloomy covering of the night

;

*' The birds, where'er fhe flutters, fcare away
" The hooting wretch, and drive her from the day.'*

The raven, urg'd by fuch impertinence.

Grew paflionate, it feems, and took offence.

And curfl: the harmlefs daw ; the daw withdrew :

The raven to her injur'd patron flew.

And found him out, and told the fatal truth

Of faife Coronis and the favour'd youth.

The god was wroth ; the colour left his look.

The wreath his head, the harp his hand forfook

His fdver bow and feather'd fhafts he took.

And lodg'd an arrow in the tender breaft.

That had fo often to his own been preft.

Down fell the wounded nymph, and fadly groan'd.

And pull'd his arrow reeking from the wound

;

And, weltering in her blood, thus faintly cry'd,

*' Ah cruel god ! though I have juftly dy*d,

" What has, alas ! my unborn infant done,

" That he fhould fall, and two expire in one r'*

This faid, in agonies fhe fetch'd her breath.

The god diffolves in pity at her death;

He hates the bird that made her falfehood known.

And hates himfelf for what himfelf had done

;

The feather'd fhaft, that fent her to the fates.

And his own hand, that fent the fhaft, he hates.

Fain would he heal the wound, and eafe her pain.

And tries the compafs of his art in vain.

Soon as he faw the lovely nymph expire.

The pile made ready, and the kindling fire.
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\^'ith fighs and groans her obfequies he kept.

And, if a god could weep, the god had wept.

Her corpfe he kifs'd, and heavenly incenfe brought.

And folemniz'd the death himfelf had wrought.

But, left his offspring fhould her fate partake.

Spite of th' immortal mixture in his make.

He ript her womb, and fet the child at large.

And gave him to the centaur Chiron's charge :

Then in his fury black'd the raven o'er.

And bid him prate in his white plumes no more.

OCYRRHOE TRANSFORMED TO A MARE.

OLD ChL'-on took the babe with fecret joy.

Proud of the charge of the celeftial boy.

His daughter too, whom on the Tandy fhore.

The nymph Chariclo to the centaur bore.

With hair dilhevel'd on her fhoulders, came

To fee the child, Ocyrrhoe was her name

;

She knew her father's art, and could rehearfe

The depths of prophecy in founding verfe.

Once, as the facred infant (he furvey'd.

The god was kindled in the raving maid.

And thus fhe utter'd her prophetic tale ;

** Hail, great phyfician of the world, all hail

;

'* Hail, mighty infant, who in years to come
** Shall heal the nations, and defraud the tomb

;

** Swift be thy growth ! thy triumphs unconfin'd 1

" Make kingdoms thicker, and increafe mankind.

** Thy daring art fhall animate the dead,

*' And draw the thunder on thy guilty head

;

K 4
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" Then fhalt thou die ; but from the dark abode

" Rife up vidlorious, and be twice a god.

" And thou, my fire, not deftin'd by thy birth

" To turn to dufl, and mk with common earth,

'' How wilt thou tofs, and rave, and long to die,

*' And quit thy claim to immortality

;

*' When thou fhalt feel, enrag'd with inward pains,

" The Hydra's venom rankling in thy veins ?

'* The gods in pity fhall contract thy date

;

" And give thee over to the power of fate."

Thus, entering into deftiny, the maid

The fecrets of offended Jove betray'd :

More had fhe flill to fay ; but now appears

Opprefs'd with fobs and fighs, and drown'd in tears.

" My voice," fays fhe, " is gone, my language fails

;

*' Through every limb my kindred fhape prevails

;

*' Why did the god this fatal gift impart,

** And with prophetic raptures fwell my heart ?

" What new defires are thefe ? I long to pace

*' O'er flowery meadows, and to feed on grafs

;

*' I haflen to a brute, a maid no more ;

*' But why, alas 1 am I transform'd all o'er ?

** My fire does half a human fhape retain,

" And in his upper parts preferves the man.'*

Her tongue no more diflinft complaints affords.

But in (hrill accents and mif-fhapen words

Pours forth fuch hideous wailings, as declare

The human form confounded in the mare :

Till by degrees, accomplifh'd in the bead.

She neigh'd outright, and all the Heed exprefl.
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Her ftooping body on her hands is borne.

Her hands are turn'd to hoofs, and fhod in horn;

Her yellow trefies ruffle in a mane.

And in her flowing tail fhe frifks her train.

The mare was finilh'd in her voice and look.

And a new name from the new figure took.

THE TRANSFORMATION OF BATTUS TO
A TOUCHSTONE.

SORE wept the centaur, and to Phoebus pray'd;

But how could Phcebus give the centaur aid?

Degraded of his power by angry Jove,

In Elis then a herd of beeves he drove;

And wielded in his hand a ftafF of oak.

And o'er his fhoulders threw the fiiepherd's cloak;

On feven compared reeds he us'd to play.

And on his rural pipe to wafte the day.

As once, attentive to his pipe, he play'd, ^
The crafty Hermes from the god convey 'd >

A drove that feparate from their fellows flray'd. j
The theft an old infidious peafant view'd

(They call'd him Battus in the neighbourhood)

;

Hir'd by a wealthy Pylian prince to feed

His favourite mares, and watch the generous breed.

The thievifti god fufpedled him, and took

The I\ind afide, and thus in whifpers fpoke:

" Difcover not the theft, whoe'er thou be,

" And take that milk-white heifer for thy fee.

*' Go, llrangcr," cries the clown, " fecurely on,

" That ilone (hall fooner tell;" and ihow'd a flone.
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The god withdrew, but ftraight returned agjun.

In fpeech and habit like a country fvvain

;

And cried out, '' Neighbour, haft thou feen a ftray

*' Of bullocks and of heifers pafs this way?
*' In the recovery of my cattle join,

'' A bullock and a heifer fhall be thine.'*

The peafant quick replies, " You'll find them there

" In yon dark vale :" and in the vale they were.

The double bribe had his falfe heart beguil'd;

The god, fuccefsful in the trial, fmil'd;

*' And doft thou thus betray myfelf to me?
'' Me to myfelf doft thou betray?" fays he:

Then to a Touch-Jione turns the faithlefs fpy.

And in his name records his infamy.

THE STORY OF AGLAUROS, TRANS-
FORMED INTO A STATUE.

THIS done, the god flew up on high, and pafs'd

O'er lofty Athens, by Minerva grac'd.

And wide Munichia, whilft his eyes furvey

All the vaft region that beneath him lay.

'Twas now the feaft, when each Athenian maid

Her yearly homage to Minerva paid;

In canifters, with garlands cover'd o'er.

High on their heads their myftic gifts they bore

;

And now, returning in a folemn train.

The troop of Ihining virgins fill'd the plain.

The god well-pleas'd beheld the pompous fhow.

And faw the bright proceflion pafs below;

Then veer'd about, and took a wheeling flight.

And hover'd o'er them; as the fpreading kite.
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That fraells the flaughter'd viclim from on high, '

Flies at a diftance, if the priefts are nigh,
]

And fails around, and keeps it in her eye

:

So kept the god the virgin choir in view.

And in flow winding circles round them flew.

As Lucifer exxels the meanefl fl:ar.

Or, as the fuU-orb'd Phoebe Lucifer;

So much did Herse all the reft outvy.

And gave a grace to the folemnity.

Hermes was fir'd, as in the clouds he hung

:

So the cold bullet, that with fury flung

From Balearic engines mounts on high.

Glows in the whirl, and burns along the fky.

At length he pitch'd upon the ground, and fliow'd

The form divine, the features of a god.

He knew their virtue o'er a female heart.

And yet he ftrives to better them by art.

He hangs his mantle loofe, and fets to fliow

The golden edging on the feam below

;

Adjufts his flowing curls, and in his hand

Waves with an air the fleep-procuring wand :

The glittering fandals to his feet applies.

And to each heel the well-trim'd pinion ties.

His ornaments with niceft art difplay'd.

He feeks th' apartment of the royal maid.

The roof was all with polifli'd ivory lin'd.

That, richly mix'd, in clouds of tortoife fliinM.

Three rooms contiguous in a range were plac'd;

The midmoft by the beauteous Herse grac'd;

Her virgin fifters lodg'd on either flde.

Aglauros firft th* approaching god defcry'd.
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And, as he crofs'd her chamber, afk'd his name.

And what his bufinels was, and whence he came.

" I come," reply 'd the god, " from heaven to woo
" Your fifter, and to make an aunt of you;
*' I am the fon and meiTenger of Jove,

" My name is Mercury, my bufmefs love

;

" Do you, kind damfel, take a lover's part,

*' And gain admittance to your filler's heart.'*

She ftar'd him in the face with looks amaz'd.

As when (he on Minerva's fecret gaz'd.

And afks a mighty treafure for her hire.

And, till he brings it, makes the god retire.

Minerva griev'd to fee the nymph fucceed

;

And now remembring the late impious deed.

When, difobedient to her Uriel command.

She touch'd the cheft with an unhallow'd hand;

In big-fwoln fighs her inward rage exprefs'd.

That heav'd the rifing ^gis on her breaft;

Then fought out Envy in her dark abode,

Defil'd with ropy gore and clots of blood:

Shut from the winds, and from the wholefome fkies.

In a deep vale the gloomy dungeon lies,

Difmal and cold, where not a beam of light

Invades the winter, or difturbs the night.

Direftly to the cave her courfe fhe fteer'd; ^
Againil the gates her martial lance fhe rear'd; >

The gates flew open, and the fiend appear'd. J
A poifonous morfel in her teeth fhe chew'd.

And gorg'd the flefh of vipers for her food.

Minerva, loathing, turn'd away her eye;

The hideous monfier, rifmg heavily,
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Came ftalking forward with a fuUen pace.

And left her mangled offals on the place.

Soon as ihe faw the goddefs gay and bright.

She fetch 'd a groan at fuch a chearful fi^^ht.

Livid and meagre v/ere her looks, her eye

In foul dirtorted glances turn'd awry

;

A hoard of gall her inward parts poffefs'd.

And fpread a greennefs o'er her canker'd breaft;

Her teeth were brown with nift ; and from her tongue.

In dangling drops, the ftringy poifon hung.

She never fmiles but when the wretched weep.

Nor lulls her malice with a moment's fleep.

Reftlefs in fpite : while, watchful to deilroy.

She pines and fickens at another's joy;

Foe to herfelf, diftrefling and diftreil.

She bears her own tormentor in her breail.

The goddefs gave (for Ihe abhorr'd her fight)

A fhort command: " To Athens fpeed thy flight;

" On curll Aglauros try thy utmoft art,

" And fix thy rankeft venoms in her heart."

This faid, her fpear fhe pulh'd againft the ground.

And, mounting from it with an adlive bound.

Flew off to heaven : The hag with eyes aflcew

Look'd up, and muttcr'd curies as flie flew;

For fore Ihe fretted, and began to grieve

At the fuccefs which fhe herfslf muft give.

Then takes her flaff, hung round with wreaths of thorn,

And fails along, in a black whirlwind borne.

O'er fields and flowery meadows: where fhe fleers

Her baneful courfe a mighty blafl appears.
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Mildews and blights ; the meadows are defac'd.

The fields, the flowers, and the whole year, laid wafte

;

On mortals next, and peopled towns Ihe falls.

And breathes a burning plague among their walls.

When Athens fhe beheld, for arts renown'd.

With peace made happy, and with plenty crown'd.

Scarce could the hideous fiend from tears forbear,

To find out nothing that deferv'd a tear.

Th' apartment now Ihe enter'd, where at reft

Aglauros lay, with gentle fleep oppreft.

To execute Minerva's dire command.

She flrok'd the virgin with her canker'd hand.

Then prickly thorns into her breafl convey'd.

That flung to madnefs the devoted maid

:

Her fubtle venom ftill improves the fmart.

Frets in the blood, and feflers in the heart.

To make the work more fure, a fcene fhe drew.

And plac'd before the dreaming virgin's view

Her filler's marriage, and her glorious fate;

Th' imaginary bride appears in Hate

;

The bridegroom with unwonted beauty glows;

For Envy magnifies whate'er fhe fhows.

Full of the dream, Aglauros pin'd away

In tears all night, in darknefs all the day

;

Confum'd like ice, that jufl begins to run.

When feebly fmitten by the diflant fun;

Or like unwholefome weeds, that fet on fire

Are flovvly wafted, and in fmoke expire.

Given up to envy (for in every thought

The thorns, the venom, and the vifion wrought)



OVID'S METAMORPHOSES, Book II. 143

Oft did fhe call on death, as oft decreed.

Rather than fee her filler's wifh fucceed.

To tell her awful father what had part:

At length before the door herfelf fhe caft;

And, fittmg on the ground with fullen pride,

A paflage to the love-fick god deny'd.

The god carefs'd, and for admiflion pray'd.

And footh'd in foftefl: words th' envenom'd maid.

In vain lie footh'd; " Begone!" the maid replies,

•* Or here 1 keep my feat, and never rife."

" Then keep thy feat for ever," cries the god.

And touch'd the door, vvide opening to his rod.

Fain would fhe rife, and Hop him, but fhe found

Her trunk too heavy to forfake the ground

;

Her joints are all benumb'd, her hands are pale.

And marble now appears in every nail.

As when a cancer in the body feeds.

And gradual death from limb to limb proceeds;

So does the chilnefs to each vital part

Spread by degrees, and creeps into her heart;

Till, hardening every where, and fpeechlefs grown.

She fits unmov'd, and Freezes to a ftone.

But flill her envious hue and fullen mien

Are in the fedentary figure feen.

E U R O P A 's RAPE.
WHEN now the god his fury had allayM,

And taken vengeance of the ftubborn maid.

From where the bright Athenian turrets rife

He mounts aloft, and xe-afcends the fldes.
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Jove faw him enter the fublime abodes.

And, as he mix'd among the croud of Gods,

Beckon'd him out, and drew him from the refl.

And in foft whifpers thus his will expreft

:

" My trufty Hermes, by whofe ready aid

" Thy Sire's commands are through the world conveyed,

*« Refume thy wings, exert their utmoll force,

" And to the walls of Sidon fpeed thy courfe

;

«' There find a herd of heifers wandering o'er

*' The neighbouring hill, and drive them to the fliore.'*

Thus fpoke the God, concealing his intent.

The trufty Hermes on his meiTage went,

And found the herd of heifers wandering o'er

A neighbouring hill,' and drove them to the ihore;

Where the King's daughter with a lovely train

Of fellow-nymphs, was fporting on the plain.

The dignity of empire laid afide

(For love but ill agrees with kingly pride)

;

The ruler of the Ikies, the thundering God,

Who fhakes the world's foundations with a nod.

Among a herd of lowing heifers ran,

Frifk'd in a bull, and bellow'd o'er the plain.

Large rolls of fat about his fhoulders clung.

And from his neck the double dewlap hung.

His fkin was whiter than the fnow that lies

Unfully'd by the breath of fouthern Ikies;

Small fhining horns on his curl'd forehead ftand.

As turn'd and polifh'd by the workman's hand;

His eye-balls roU'd, not formidably bright.

But gaz'd and langui(h'd with a gentle light.
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His every look was peaceful, and expreft

The foftnefs of the lover in the beaft.

Agenor's royal daughter, as flie play'd

Among the fields, the milk-white bull furvey'd.

And view'd his fpotlefs body with delight.

And at a diflance kept him in her fight.

At length fne pluck'd the rifmg flovvers, and fed

The gentle beafl, and fondly llrok'd his head.

He flood well-pleas'd to touch the charming fair.

But hardly could confine his pleafure there.

And now he wantons o'er the neighbouring flrand.

Now rolls his body on the yellow fand

;

And now, perceiving all her fears decay'd.

Comes tofling forward to the royal maid

;

Gives her his bread to ftroke, and downward turns

His grifly brow, and gently ftoops his horns.

In flowery wreaths the royal virgin dreft

His bending horns, and kindly clapt his breaft.

Till now grown wanton, and devoid of fear.

Not knowing that fhe preft the thunderer.

She plac'd herfelf upon his back, and rode

O'er fields and meadows, feated on the God.

He gently march'd along, and by degrees

Left the dry meadow, and approach'd the feas;

Where now he dips his hoofs, and wets his thighs.

Now plunges in, and carries off the prize.

The frighted nymph looks backward on the fliore.

And hears the tumbling billows round her roar

;

But Hill fhe holds him fail: : one hand is borne

Upon his back ; the other grafps a horn

:

VOL. XXX. L
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Her train of ruffling garments flies behind^

Swells in the air, and hovers in the wind.

Through ftorms and tempefts he the virgin borej

And lands her fafe on the Diftean ihore ;

Where now, in his divineft form array 'd.

In his true Ihape he captivates the maid :

Who gazes on him, and with wondering e}'es

Beholds the new majeftic figure rife,

Kis glowing features, and celeftial light.

And all the God difcover'd to her fight.



[ H7 ]

OVID'S METAMORPHOSES.
BOOK III.

THE STORY OF CADMUS.

"incTHEN now x-\genor had his daughter loft.

He fent his Ton to fearch on every coaft

;

And fternly bid him to his arms reftore

The darling maid, or fee his face no more.

But live an exile in a foreign clime

;

Thus was the father pious to a crime.

The reftlefs youth fearch'd all the world around

;

But how can Jove in his amours be found?

When, tir'd at length with unfuccefsful toiU

To fliun his angry fire and native foil.

He goes a fuppliant to the Delphic dome

;

There afks the God what new-appointed home
Should end his wanderings, and his toils relieve.

The Delphic oracles this anfwer give :

" Behold among the fields a lonely cow,

'* Unworn with yokes, unbroken to the plough ;

*' Mark well the place where firft fhe lays her down,
•' There mcafure out thy walls, and build thy town,
*' And from thy guide Boeotia call the land,

*' In which the deftin'd walls and town fhall ftand."

No fooner had he left the dark abode.

Big with the promife of the Delphic God,

When in the fields the fatal cow he view'd,

Nor gall'd with yokes, nor worn with fervitude

Her gently at a diftance he purfued ;

L 2
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And, as he walk'd aloof, in filence pray'd

To the great power vvhcfe counfels he obeyed.

Her way through flowery Panope flie took.

And now, Cephifus, crofs'd thy filver brook;

WJien to the heavens her fpacious front fhe rais'd.

And bellow'd thrice, then backward turning gaz'd

On thofe behind, till on the defiin'd place

She ftoop'd, and couch'd amid the rifing grafs.

Cadmus falutes the foil, and gladly hails

The new-found mountains, and the namelefs vales.

And thanks the Gods, and turns about his eye

To fee his new dominions round him lie

;

Then fends his fervants to a neighbouring grove

For living ftreams, a facrilice to Jove.

O'er the wide plain there rofe a fhady wood

Of aged trees ; in its dark bofom ftood

A bufliy thicket, pathlefs and unworn,

O'er-run with brambles, and perplex'd with thorn,

Amidft the brake a hollow den was found.

With rocks and (helving arches vaulted round.

Deep in the dreary den, conceal'd from day.

Sacred to Mars, a mighty dragon lay.

Bloated with poifon to a monftrous fize

;

Fire broke in flalTies when he glanc'd hi? eyes

:

His towering creft was glorious to behold.

His fhoulders and his fides were fcal'd with gold

;

Three tongues he brandifh*d when he charg'd his foes

:

His teeth ftood jaggy in three dreadful rows.

The Tyrians in the den for water fought.

And with their urns explor'd the hollow vault

;
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From liJe to fide their empty urns rebound.

And roufe the fleepy ferpent with the found.

Straight he beilirs him, and is feen to rife ;

And now with dreadful hilfmgs fills the fkies.

And darts his forky tongue, and rolls his glaring eyes

The Tyrians drop their vefTels in the fright.

All pale and trembling at the hideous fight.

Spire above fpire uprear'd in air he ilood.

And, gazing round him, overlook'd the wood :

Then floating on the ground, in circles roll'd

;

Then leap'd upon them in a mighty fold.

Of fuch a bulk, and fuch a monllrous fize.

The ferpent in the polar circle lies.

That ftretches over half the northern fkies.

In vain the Tyrians on their arms rely.

In vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly :

All their endeavours and their hopes are vain ;

Some die entangled in the winding train ;

Some are devour'd ; or feel a loathfome death,

Swoln up with blafcs of peiHIential breath.

And now the fcorching fun was mounted high.

In all its lufli-e, to the noon-day fky ;

When, anxious for his friends, and fill'd with care

To fearch the woods th' impatient chief prepares.

A lion's hide around his loins he wore.

The well-pois'd javelin to the field he bore

Inur'd to blood ; the far-dellroying dart.

And, the befl weapon, an undaunted heart.

Soon as the youth approach 'd the fatal place.

He faw his fervants breathlefs on the grafs

;

L 3
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The fcaly foe amid their corpfe he view'd,

Bafking at eafe, and feafting in their blood.

*' Such friends," he cries, " defervM a longer date :

*' But Cadmus will revenge, or fhare their fate."

Then heav'd a ftone, and, rifmg to the throw.

He fent it in a whirlwind at the foe :

A tower, aifaulted by fo rude a ftroke.

With all its lofty battlements had fhook ;

But nothing here th' unwieldy rock avails.

Rebounding harmlefs from the plaited fcales.

That, firmly join'd, preferv'd him from a wound.

With native armour crufted all around.

With more fuccefs the dart unerring flew.

Which at his back the raging warrior threw

;

Amid the plaited fcales it took its courfe.

And in the fpinal marrow fpent its force.

The monfter hifs'd aloud, and rag'd in vain.

And v.-rith'd his body to and fro with pain

;

And bit the fpear, and wrench'd the wood away :

The pomt ftill buried in the marrow lay.

And now his rage, increafmg with his pain.

Reddens his eyes, and beats in every vein

;

Churn'd in his teeth the foamy venom rofe,

Whilil from his mouth a blaft of vapours flows.

Such as th' infernal Stygian waters cafl:

:

The plants around him wither in the blaft.

Now in a maze of rings he lies enroll'd.

Now all unravel'd, and without a fold

;

Now, like a torrent, with a mighty force

Bears down the foreit in his boiilerous courfe.
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Cadmus gave back, and on the lion's fpoil

Salbin'd the (hock, then forc'd him to recoil;

The pointed javelin warded oft" his rage :

Mad with his pains, and furious to engage.

The ferpent champs the Ilcel, and bites the fpear.

Till blood and venom all the point befmear.

But Hill the hurt he yet receiv'd was flight

;

For, whilll the champion with redoubled might

Strikes home the javelin, his retiring foe

Shrinks from the wound, and difappoints the blow.

The dauntlefs hero flill purfues his firoke.

And prefTes forward, till a knotty oak

Retards his foe, and ftops him in the rear

;

Fall in his throat he plung'd the fatal fpear.

That in th' extended neck a paflage found.

And pierc'd the folid timber through the wound.

Fix'd to the reeling trunk, with many a ftroke

Of his huge tail, he lafh'd the llurdy oak

;

Till, fpent with toll, and labouring hard for breath.

He now lay twilling in the pangs of death.

Cadmus beheld him wallow in a flood

Of fvvimming poifon, intermix'd with blood ;

When fuddenly a fpeech was heard from high,

(The fpeech was heard, nor was the fpeakcr nigh)

*' Why doll thou thus with fecret pleafure fee,

** Infulting man ! what thou thyfelf (halt be r'*

Alloniili'd at the voice, he flood amaz'd.

And all around with inward horror gaz'd :

When Pallas fwift defcending from the (kies,

Pallas, the guardian of the bold and wife,

L 4



J51 A D D I S O N's P O E M S.

Bids him plow up the held, and fcatter round

The dragon's teeth o'er all the furrow'd ground

;

Then tells the youth how to his wondering eyes

Embattled armies from the field fhould rife.

He fows the teeth at Pallas's command.

And flings the future people from his hand.

The clods grow warm, and crumble where he fows

:

And now the pointed fpears advance in rows

;

Now nodding plumes appear, and fhining creils.

Now the broad fhoulders and the rifmg breafts

:

O'er all the field the breathing harveft fwarms,

A growing hoft, a crop of men and arms.

So through the parting flage a figure rears

Its body up, and limb by limb appears

By juft degrees ; till all the man arife.

And in his full proportion fcrikes the eyes.

Cadmus, furpriz'd, and ftartled at the fight

Of his new foes, prepar'd himfelf for fight:

When one cry'd out, *' Forbear, fond man, forbear

" To mingle in a blind promifcuous war."

This faid, he ftruck his brother to the ground,

Himfelf expiring by another's wound ;

Nor did the third his conqueil long furvive.

Dying ere fcarce he had begun to live.

The dire example ran through all the field.

Till heaps of brothers were by brothers kill'd ;

The furrows Avam in blood : and only five

Of all the vafl: increafe were left alive.

Echion one, at Pallas's command.

Let fall the guiltlefs weapon from his hand

;
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And with tlie rell a peaceful treaty makes.

Whom Cadmus as his friends and partners takes

;

So founds a city on the promis'd earth.

And gives his new Boeotian empire birth.

Here Cadmus reign'd ; and now one would have

The royal founder in his exile blefl:

:

[guefs'd

Long did he live within his new abodes,

Ally'd by marriage to the deathlcfs gods

;

And, in a fruitful wife's embraces old,

A long increafe of children's children told

:

But no frail man, however great or high.

Can be concluded bleft before he die.

A6la:on was the firil of all his race.

Who griev'd his grandfire in his borrowed face

;

Condemn'd by flern Diana to bemoan

The branching horns, and vifage not his own ;

To fhun his once-lov'd dogs, to bound away.

And from their huntfman to become their prey.

And yet confider why the change was wrought.

You '11 find it his misfortune, not his fault

;

Or if a fault, it was the fault of chance :

For how can guilt proceed from ignorance ?

THE TRANSFORMATION OF ACTION
INTO A STAG.

IN a fair cliace a (hady mountain ftood.

Well ftor'd with game, and mark'd with trails of blood.

Here did the huntfmen till the Jieat of day

Purfue the flag, and load themfelves with prey

;
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When thus Adaeon calling to the reil:

:

*' My friends," fays he, " our fport is at the be/l.

** The fun is high advanc'd, and downward fheds

" His burning beams directly on our heads

;

** Then by confent abllain from further fpoils,

** Call off the dogs, and gather up the toils

;

"^ And ere to-morrow's fun begins his race,

" Take the cool morning to renew the chace."

They all confent, and in a chearful train "%

The jolly huntfmen, loaden with the llain, j-

Return in triumph from the fultry plain. J

Down in a vale with pine and cyprefs clad,

RefreOi'd with gentle winds, and brown with fliade.

The chafte Diana's private haunt, there flood

Full in the center of the darkfome wood

A fpacious grotto, all around o'er-grown

With hoary mofs, and arch'd with pumice-flone :

From out its rocky clefts the waters flow.

And trickling fwell into a lake below.

Nature had every where fo play'd her part.

That every where fhe feem'd to vie with art.

Here the bright goddefs, toil'd and chaPd with heat.

Was wont to bathe her in the cool retreat.

Here did fhe now with all her train refort.

Panting with heat, and breathlefs from the fport ;

Her armour-bearer laid her bow afide.

Some loos'd her fandals, fome her veil unty'd

;

Each bufy nymph her proper part undrert

;

Wnile Crocale, more handy than the reil,

Gather'd her flowing hair, and in a noofe

Bound it together, whilft: her own hang loofe.
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Five of the more ignoble fort by turns

Fetch up the water, and unlade their urns.

Now all undrefl the fhining goddefs flood.

When young Adlson, wilder 'd in the wood.

To the cool grot by his hard fate betray 'd.

The fountains fill'd with naked nymphs furvey'J.

The frighted virgins fliriek'd at the furprize

(The foreil echo'd with their piercing cries).

Then in a huddle round their goddefs preft :

She, proudly eminent above the reft.

With blufhes glow'd ; fuch bluflies as adorn

The ruddy welkin, or the purple morn :

And though the crowding nymphs her body hide.

Half backward fhrunk, and view'd him from afidc.

Surpriz'd, at firfl fhe would have fnatch'd her bow.

But fees the circling waters round her flow

;

Thefe in the hollow of her hand (he took.

And dafh*d them in his face, while thus {he fpv^ke :

** Tell, if thou canft, the wondrous fight difclus'd;

" A goddefs naked to thy view expos'd.'*

This faid, the man begun to difappear

By flow degrees, and ended in a deer.

A riflng horn on either brow he wears.

And llretches out his neck, and pricks his ears

;

Rough is his fkin, with fuddcn hairs o'er-grown.

His bofom pants with fears before unknown.

Transform 'd at length, he flies away in hafte.

And wonders why he flies away fo faft.

But as by chance, within a neighbouring brook.

He faw his branching horns and alter'd look.
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Wretched A<5lson ! in a doleful tone

He try'd to fpeak, but only gave a groan ;

And as he wept, within the watery glafs

He faw the big round drops, with filent pace.

Run trickling down a favage hairy face.

What fhould he do? Or feek his old abodes.

Or herd among the deer, and fculk in woods ?

Here fhame difTuades him, there his fear prevails.

And each by turns his aking heart affails.

As he thus ponders, he behind him fpies

His opening hounds, and now he hears their cries

;

A generous pack, or to maintain the chace.

Or fnufF the vapour from the fcented grafs.

He bounded off with fear, and fvviftly ran

O'er craggy mountains, and the flowery plain;

Through brakes and thickets forc'd his way, and flew

Through many a ring, where once he did purfue.

In vain he oft endeavour'd to proclaim

His new misfortune, and to tell his name

;

Nor voice nor words the brutal tongue fupplies ; J
From fliouting men, and horns, and dogs, he flies, >

Deafen'd and flunn'd with their promifcuous cries. )

When now the fleeteft of the pack, that preft

Clofe at his heels, and fprung before the reft.

Had faften'd on him, ftraight another pair

Hung on his wounded hauncii, and held him there

Till all the pack came up, and every hound

Tore the fad huntfman groveling on the ground

Who now appear'd but one continued wound

With dropping tears his bitter fate he moans

And iills the mountain with his dying groans

i
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His fcrvants with a piteous look he fpies.

And turns about his fupplicating eyes.

His fervants, ignorant of what had chanc'd.

With eager hafte and joyful fhouts advanc'd.

And call'd their Lord Aclxon to the game

;

He fhook his head in anfvver to the name ;

He heard, but wifti'd he had indeed been gone.

Or only to have ftood a looker-on.

But, to his grief, he finds himfelf too near, •%

And feels his ravenous dogs with fury tear V
Their wretched mailer panting in a deer. j

THE BIRTH OF BACCHUS.

ACTION'S fuirerings, and Diana's rage.

Did all the thoughts of men and gods engage ;

Some caird the evils, which Diana wrought.

Too great, and difproportion'd to the fault

;

Others again efteem'd Adlaeon's woes

Fit for a virgin-goddefs to impofe.

The hearers into different parts divide.

And reafons are produc'd on either fide.

Juno alone, of all that heard the news.

Nor would condemn the goddefs, nor excufe :

She heeded not the juRice of the deed,

But joy'd to fee the race of Cadmus bleed ;

For IHII ihe kept Europa in her mind.

And, for her fake, detefled all her kind.

Befides, to aggravate her hate, fhe heard

How Semele, to Jove's embrace preferr'd.

Was now grown big with an immortal load.

And carrv'd in her womb a future God.
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Thus terribly incens'd, the goddefs broke

To fudden fury, and abruptly, fpoke :

*' Are my reproaches of fo fmall a force ?

*^ 'Tis time I then purfue another courfe

:

** It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die,

** If I'm indeed the miftrefs of the fky ;

*' If rightly ftyl'd among the powers above

*' The wife and fifter of the thundering Jove

" (And none can fure a filler's right deny) ;

" It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die.

*« She boafts an honour I can hardly claim

;

" Pregnant ftie rifes to a mother's name

;

*' While proud and vain fhe triumphs i:i her Jove,

*' And ftiows the glorious tokens of his love :

«' But if I'm ftill the miftrefs of the fkies,

" By her own lover the fond beauty dies."

This faid, defcending in a yellow cloud.

Before the gates of Semele fhe flood.

Old Beroe's decrepit fhape fhe wears.

Her wrinkled vifagc, and her hoary hairs ;

Whilfl in her trembling gait fhe totters on.

And learns to tattle in the nurfe's tone.

The goddefs, thus difguis'd in age, beguil'd

With pleafmg flories her falfe fofter-child.

Much did fhe talk of love, and when fhe came

To mention to the nymph her lover's name.

Fetching a figh, and holding down her head,

*' 'Tis well," fays fhe, *' if all be true that's faid.

*' But trufl me, child, I'm much inclin'd to fear

*' Some counterfeit in this your Jupiter.
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'* Many an honefl well-defigning maid

*' Has been by thefe pretended gods betray 'd.

But if he be indeed the thundering Jove,

" Bid him, when next he courts the rites of love,

** Defcend triumphant from th' ethereal C:y,

•' In all the pomp of his divinity ;

*' Encompafs'd round by thole celellial charms,

' With which he tills th' immortal Juno's arms."

Th' unwary nymph, enfnar'd with what flie faid,

Dffir'd of Jove, when next he fought her bed.

To grant a certain gift which Ihe would choofe

;

•' Fear not," replied the God, '* that I '11 refufe

** Whate'er you aik : may Styx confirm my voice,

" Choofe what you will, and you (hall have your choice.

** Then," fays the nymph, " when next you feek my
" May you defcend in thofe celelHal charms [arms
** With which your Juno's bofom you inflame,

*' And fill with tranfport heaven's immortal dame."

The God furpriz'd would fain have ftopp'd her voice :

But he had fworn, and fhe had made her choice.

To keep his promife, he afcends, and fhrouds

His awful brow in whirlwinds and in clouds j

Whilfl all around, in terrible array.

His thunders rattle, and his lightnings play.

And yet, the dazzling luHre to abate.

He fet not out in all his pomp and ilate.

Clad in the mildefl: lightning of the fkics.

And arm'd with thunder of the fmalleft fize :

Not thofe huge bolts, by which the giants flaia

Lay overthrown on the Phlegrean plain.
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'Twas of a leiTer mold, and lighter weight

;

They call it thunder of a fecond rate.

For the rough Cyclops, who by Jove's command

Temper'd the bolt, and turned it to his hand,

Work'd up lefs flame and fury in its make.

And quench'd it fooner in the ftanding lake.

Thus dreadfully adorn'd, with horror bright,

Th' illuftrious God, defcending from his height.

Came rufhing on her in a ftorm of light.

The mortal dame, too feeble to engage

The lightning's fiafhes and the thunder's rage,

Confum'd amidft the glories fhe defir'd.

And in the terrible embrace expir'd.

But, to preferve his offspring from the tomb,

Jove took him finoking from the blafted womb

;

And, if on ancient tales we may rely,

Inclos'd th' abortive infant in his thigh.

Here, when the babe had all his time fulfiU'd,

Ino fir ft took him for her fofter-child ;

Then the Nifeans, in their dark abode,

Nurs'd fecretly v/ith milk the thriving God.

THE TRANSFORMATION OF TIRES IAS.

'TWAS now, while thefe tranfaftions paft on earth.

And Bacchus thus procured a fecond birth.

When Jove, difpos'd to lay afide the weight

Of public empire, and the cares of ftate;

As to his Queen in nedlar bowls he qualFd,

" In troth," fays he, (and as he fpoke he laugh'd,)
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" The fenfe of pleafure in the male is far

" More dull and dead, than what you females ihare.**

Juno the truth of what was faid deny'd;

Tirefias therefore mull the caufe decide;

For he the pleafure of each fex had try'd.

It happened once, within a (hady wood.

Two twilled fnakes he in conjundlion view'd;

When with his flafF their flimy folds he broke.

And loft his manhood at the fatal flroke.

But, after feven revolving years, he view'd

The felf-fame ferpents in the felf-fame wood;
" And if," fays he, " fuch virtue in you lie,

«* That he who dares your flimy folds untye

** Mull change his kind, a fecond ftroke I 'II try

Again he ftruck the fnakes, and ftood again

New-fex'd, and ftraight recover'd into man.

Him therefore both the Deities create

The fovereign umpire in their grand debate

:

And he declar'd for Jove : when Juno, fir'd.

More than fo trivial an affair requir'd,

Depriv'd him, in her fury, of his fight.

And left him groping round in fudden night.

But Jove (for fo it is in heaven decreed.

That no one God repeal another's deed)

Irradiates all his foul with inward light.

And with the prophet's art relieves the want of fight.

THE TRANSFORMATION OF ECHO.

FAM'D far and near for knowing things to come.

From him th' enquiring nations fought theix doom

;

VOL. XXX, M
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The fair Liriope his anfwers try'd.

And firft th' unerring prophet juftify'd;

This nymph the God Cephifus had abus*d.

With all his winding waters circumfusM,

And on the Nereid got a lovely boy.

Whom the foft maids ev'n then beheld with joy.

The tender dame, folicitous to know

Whether her child fhould reach old age or no,

Confults the fage Tirefias, who replies,

*' if e'er he knows himfelf, he furely dies."

Long liv'd the dubious mother in fufpenfe.

Till time unriddled all the prophet's fenfe.

NarciiTus now his fixteenth year began,

JuH turn'd of boy, and on the verge of man;

Many a friend the blooming youth carefs'd.

Many a love-fick maid her flame confefs'd.

Such was his pride, in vain the friend carefs'd.

The love-fick maid in vain her flame confefs'd.

Once, in the woods, as he purfued the chace.

The babbling Echo had defcry'd his face;

She, who in others' words her filence breaks.

Nor fpeaks herfelf but when another fpeaks.

Echo was then a maid, of fpeech bereft.

Of wonted fpeech; for though her voice was left,

Juno a curfe did on her tongue impofe.

To fport with every fentence in the clofe.

Full often, when the goddefs might have caught

Jove and her rivals in the very fault.

This nymph with fubtle fl:ories would delay

Her coming, till the lovers flipp'd away.

4
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The Goddcfs found out the deceit in time.

And then llie cry 'd, '* That tongue, for this thy crime,

•« Which could fo many fubtle tales produce,

«' Shall be hereafter but of little ufe."

Hence 'tis fhe prattles in a fainter tone.

With mimic founds, and accents not her own.

This love-fick virgin, over-joy'd to find

The boy alone, flill follow'd him behind;

When glowing warmly at her near approach>

As fulphur blazes at the taper's touch.

She long'd her hidden paffion to reveal.

And tell her pains, but had not words to tell

:

She can't begin, but waits for the rebound.

To catch his voice, and to return the found.

The nymph, when nothing could Narciffus move.

Still dalh'd with blufhes for her flighted love,

Liv'd in the fhady covert of the woods.

In folitary caves and dark abodes

;

Where pining wander'd the rejedled fair.

Till, harafs'd out, and worn away with care.

The founding flceleton, of blood bereft,

Befides her bones and voice had nothing left.

Her bones are petrify'd, her voice is found

In vaults, where ilill it doubles every found.

THE STORY OF NARCISSUS.
THUS did the nymph in vain carefs the boy.

He ftill was lovely, but he ftill was coy

:

When one fair virgin of the flighted train

Thus pray'd the gods, provok'd by his difdain,

** Oh may he love like me, and love like me in vain
!

'
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Rhamnufia pity'd the negleded fair.

And with jufl vengeance anfwer'd to her prayer.

There Hands a fountain in a darkfome wood.

Nor ftain'd with falling leaves nor rifing mud;
Untroubled by the breath of winds it refts,

TJnfully'd by the touch of men or beafts;

High bovvers of Ihady trees above it grow.

And rifmg grafs and chearful greens below.

Pleas 'd with the form and coolnefs of the place^

And over-heated by the morning chace,

NarcilTus on the graffy verdure lies

:

But whilft within the cryftal fount he tries

To quench his heat, he feels new heats arife.

For, as his own bright image he furvey'd.

He fell in love with the fantaftic fhade;

And o'er the fair refemblance hung unmov'd.

Nor knew, fond youth ! it was himfelf he lovM.

The well-turn'd neck and fhoulders he defcries.

The fpacious forehead, and the fparkling eyes

;

The hands that Bacchus might not fcorn to Ihow,

And hair that round Apollo's head might flow.

With all the purple youthfulnefs of face.

That gently blufhes in the watery glafs.

By his own flames confum'd, the lover lies.

And gives himfelf the wound by which he dies.

To the cold water oft he joins his lips.

Oft catching at the beauteous fliade he dips

His arms, as often from himfelf he flips.

Nor knows he who it is his arms purfue

With eager clafps, but loves he knows not who.
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What could, fond youth, this helplefs paflion move?

What kindle in thee this unpity'd love?

Thy own warm blufh within the water glows.

With thee the colour'd fhadow comes and goes.

Its empty being on thyfelf relies

;

Step thou afide, and the frail charmer dies.

Still o'er the fountain's watery gleam he flood,

Mindlefs of fleep, and negligent of food;

Still view'd his face, and languifh'd as he view'

At length he rais'd his head, and thus began

To vent his griefs, and tell the woods his pain:

" You trees," fays he, " and thou farrounding grove,

«* Who oft have been the kindly fcenes of love,

*' Tell me, if e'er within your fhades did lie

" A youth fo tortur'd, fo perplex'd as I

!

" I who before me fee the charming fair,

" Whilft there he Hands, and yet he Hands not there

:

*' In fuch a maze of love my thoughts are loft

;

*' And yet no bulwark'd town, nor diftant coaft,

" Preferves the beauteous youth from being feen,

** No mountains rife, nor oceans flow between.

** A fhallow water hinders my embrace;

" And yet the lovely mimic wears a face

" That kindly fmiles, and when I bend to join

*' My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine.

" Hear, gentle youth, and pity my complaint,

** Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant.

*' My charms an eafy conqueft have obtain'd

" O'er other hearts, by thee alone difdain'd.

** But why {hould I defpair? I 'm fure he burns

" With equal flames, and languiihes by turns.

M 3
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" "Whene'er I ftoop, he offers at a kifs :

" And when my arms I ftretch, he flretches his.

" His eye with pleafure on my face he keeps,
"^ He fmiles my fmiles, and when I weep he weeps,

" When-e'er I fpeak, his moving lips appear

" To utter fomething, which I cannot hear.

'* Ah wretched me ! I now begin too late

" To nnd out all the long perplex'd deceit;

'f It is myfelf I love, myfelf I fee;

*' The gay delufion is a part of me.

*' I kindle up the fires by which I burn,

" And my own beauties from the well return.

*' Whom fhould I court? How utter my complaint?

•' Enjoyment but produces my reftraint,

" And too much plenty makes me die for want.

*' How gladly would I from myfelf remove

!

" And at a diftance fet the thing I love.

'* My breaft is warm'd with fuch unufual fire,

*' I wifii him abfent whom I moft defire.

*' And now I faint with grief; my fate draws nigh|

" In all the pride of blooming youth I die.

*' Death will the forrows of my heart relieve.

*' O might the vifionary youth furvive,

" I fhould v/ith joy my lateft breath refign!

** But, oh ! I fee his fate involv'd in mine."

This faid, the weeping youth again return'd

To the clear fountain, where again he burn'd

;

His tears defac'd the furface of the v/ell,

V/ith circle after circle, as they fell

:

And now the lovely face but half appears.

O'er- run with wrinkles, and deform'd with tears.
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" Ah whither," cries NarcifTus, " doft thou fly?

" Let me ilill feed the flame by which I die;

«* Let me flill fee, though I 'm no further bled.**

Then rends his garment ofi^, and beats his breall

:

His naked bofom redden 'd with the blow.

In fuch a blufh as purple cluflers fliow.

Ere yet the fun's autumnal heats refine

The fprightly juice, and mellow it to wine.

The glowing beauties of his breaft he fpies.

And with a new redoubled pafiion dies.

As wax diflblves, as ice begins to run.

And trickle into drops before the fun.

So melts the youth, and languifhes away

:

His beauty withers, and his limbs decay.

And none of thofe attradlive charms remain.

To which the flighted Echo fued in vain.

She faw him in his prefent mifery.

Whom, fpite of all her wrongs, flie griev'd to fee.

She anfwer'd fadly to the lover's moan,

Sigh'd back his fighs, and groan'd to every groan;

'* Ah youth! belov'd in vain," NarciflTus cries;

" Ah youth! belov'd in vain," the nymph replies.

" Farewcl," fays he: the parting found fcarce fell

From his faint lips, but flie reply'd, " Farewel.'*

Then on th* unwholfome earth he gafping lies.

Till death fliuts up thofe felf-admiring eyes.

To the cold ftiades his flitting ghort retires.

And in the Stygian waves itfelf admires.

For him the Naiads and the Dryads mourn.

Whom the fad Echo anfwers in her turn :

And now the fifter-nymphs prepare his urn

;
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When, looking for his corpfe, they only found

A rifmg llalk with yellow bloiToms crown'd.

THE STORY OF PENTHEUS.

THIS fad event gave blind Tirefias fame.

Through Greece ellablilh'd in a prophet's name.

Th' unhallow'd Pentheus only durfl deride

The cheated people, and their eyelefs guide.

To whom the prophet in his fury faid.

Shaking the hoary honours of his head

;

" 'Tvvere. well, prefumptuous man, 'twere well for

" thee

*' If thou wert eyelefs too, and blind, like me

:

" For the time comes, nay, 'tis already here,

*' When the young god's folemnities appear;

*' Which if thou doll not with juft rites adorn,

'^ Thy impious carcafe, into pieces torn,

." Shall llrew the woods, and hang on every thorn,

*' Then, then, remember what I now foretel,

" And own the blind Tirefias faw too well."

Still Pentheus fcorns him, and derides his fkill

;

But time did all the prophet's threats fulfil.

For now through proftrate Greece young Bacchus

rode,

Whilft howling matrons celebrate the god.

All ranks and fexes to his Orgies ran.

To mingle in the pomps, and fill the train.

When Pentheus thus his wicked rage exprefs'd;

^' What madnefs, Thebans, has your foul pofTefs'd?
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«' Can hollow timbrels, can a drunken fhout,

" And the lewd clamours of a beaftly rout,

" Thus quell your courage ? Can the weak alarm

" Of women's yell thofe ftubborn fouls difarm,

" Whom nor the fword nor trumpet e'er could fright,

** Nor the loud din and horror of a fight ?

•« And you, our fires, who left your old abodes,

'* And fix'd in foreign earth your country gods ;

" Will you without a firoke your city yield,

** And poorly quit an undifputed field ?

" But you, whofe youth and vigour fhould infpire

" Heroic warmth, and kindle martial fire,

*' Whom burnifli'd arms and crefted helmets grace,

" Not flowery garlands and a painted face

;

*' Remember him to whom you ftand ally'd

:

** The ferpent for his well of waters dy'd.

*' He fought the ftrong ; do you his courage {how,

•' And gain a conquefl o'er a feeble foe.

" If Thebes mull fall, oh might the fates afford

*' A nobler doom, from famine, fire, or fword I

*' Then might the Thebans perifh with renown

:

" But now a beardlefs vi6lor facks the town

;

*' Whom nor the prancing fl:eed,nor ponderous fhield,

*' Nor the hack'd helmet, nor the dully field,

" But the foft joys of luxury and eafe,

" The purple vcfts, and flowery garland pleafe.

" Stand then afide, I '11 make the counterfeit

*' Renounce his godhead, and confefs the cheat.

** Acrifius from the Grecian wails repell'd

** This boalled power; why then fliouldPentheus yield?
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*' Go quickly, drag th' audacious boy to me j

" I'll try the force of his divinity."

Thus did th' audacious wretch thofe rites profane

;

His friends diiluade th' audacious wretch in vain;

In vain his grandfire urg'd him to give o'er

His impious threats ; the wretch but raves the more.

So have I feen a river gently glide.

In a fmooth courfe, and inoffenfive tide

;

But if with dams its current we reftrain.

It bears do.vn all, and foams along the plain.

But now his fervants came befmear'd with blood.

Sent by their haughty prince to feize the god;

The god they found not in the frantic throng.

But dragg'd a zealous votary along.

THE MARINERS TRANSFORMED TO
DOLPHINS.

HIM Pentheus view'd with fury in his look.

And fcarce withheld his hands, while thus he fpoke

:

'^ Vile flave, whom fpeedy vengeance fhall purfue,

'' And terrify thy bafe feditious crew :

*' Thy country, and thy parentage reveal,

*' And, why thou join'ft in thefe mad orgies, tell."

The captive views him with undaunted eyes.

And, arm'd with inward innocence, replies

:

** From high Meonia's rocky (hores I came,

" Of poor defcent, Accstes is my name :

" My fire was meanly born ; no oxen plough'd

*• His fruitful fields, nor in his paftures low'd.
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" His whole eftate within the waters lay

;

<* With lines and hooks he caught the finny prey

;

*' His art was all his livelihood ; which he

•* Thus with his dying lips bequeath'd to me :

** In llreams, my boy, and rivers, take thy chance

;

** There fwims, faid he, thy whole inheritance.

*' Long did I live on this poor legacy,

** Till, tir'd with rocks, and my own native fky,

*' To arts of navigation I inclin'd ;

*' Obferv'd the turns and changes of the wind

:

" Learn'd the fit havens, and began to note

*' The (lormy Hyades, the rainy Goat,

" The bright Taygete, and the fhining Bears,

" With all the failor's catalogue of ftars.

*' Once, as by chance for Delos I defignM,

*' My vefTel, driv'n by a llrong guft of wind,

** Moor'd in a Chian creek : afhore I went,

*' Ard all the following night in Chios fpent.

" When morning rofe, I fent my mates to brln*

" Supplies of water from a neighbouring fpring,

** Whilft I the motion of the winds explor'd ;

" Then fummon'd-in my crew, and went aboard.

" Opheltes heard my fummons, and with joy

*' Brought to the fhore a foft and lovely boy,

** With more than female fweetnefs in his look,

** Whom ftraggling in the neighbouring fields he took.

*' With fumes of wine the little captive glows,

*' And nods with fleep, and ftaggers as he goes.

** I viewed him nicely, and began to trace
^

«* Each heavenly feature, each immortal grace, >

** And faw divinity in all his face. }
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" I know not who, faid I, this god fhould be ;

" But that he is a god I plainly fee :

" And thou, whoe'er thou art, excufe the force

'* Thefe men have us'd, and oh befriend our courfe

!

" Pray not for us, the nimble Didlys cry'd

;

" Diftys, that could the main-top-maft beftride,

'* And down the ropes with adlive vigour flide.

*' To the fame purpofe old Epopeus fpoke,

" Who over-look'd the oars, and tim'd the ftroke ;

'' The fame the pilot, and the fame the reft

;

*' Such impious avarice their fouls poifeft.

" Nay, heaven forbid that I fhould bear away
*' Within my veiTel fo divine a prey,

" Said I ; and ftood to hinder their intent

:

" When Lycabas, a wretch for murder fent

*' From Tufcany, to fuffer banifhment,

" With his clench'd fift had ftruck me over-board,

" Had not my hands in falling grafp'd a cord.

" His bafe confederates the fa6l approve

;

" When Bacchus (for 'twas he) began to move,

" Wak'd by the noife and clamours which they rais'd;

" And fhook his drowfy limbs and round him gaz'd:

" What means this noife ? he cries ; am I betray 'd?

" Ah ! whither, v/hither muft I be convey 'd ?

" Fear not, faid Proteus, child, but tell us where

'* You wifti to land, and truft our friendly care

*' To Naxos then dired your courfe, fays he ;

" Naxos a hofpitable port fhall be

'' To each of you, a joyful home to me.

" By every God that rules the fea or iky,

" The perjur'd villains promife to comply.

\

\
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*' And bid me haften to unmoor the ihip.

" With eager joy I launch into the deep

;

*' And, heedlefs of the fraud, for Naxos ftand

:

" They whifper oft, and beckon with the hand.

" And give me figns, all anxious for their prey,

" To tack about, and fleer another way.

** Then let fome other to my poll fucceed,

" Said I, I 'm guiltlefs of fo foul a deed.

" What, fays Ethalion, mud the fliip*s whole crew
*' Follow your humour, and depend on you ?

** And llraight himfelf he feated at the prore,

" And tack'd about, and fought another fhore.

'* The beauteous youth now found himfelfbetray *d,

*' And from the deck the rifmg waves furvey'd,

*' And feem*d to weep, and as he wept he faid ;

** And do you thus my eafy faith beguile ?

*• Thus do you bear me to my native ifle ?

«* Will fuch a multitude of men employ

" Their llrength againll a weak defencelefs boy ?

" In vain did I the Godlike youth deplore,

" The more I beggM, they thwarted me the more.

** And now, by all the Gods in heaven that hear

" This folemn oath, by Bacchus' felf, I fwear,

*' The mighty miracle that did enfue,

** Although it feems beyond belief, is true.

*' The veflel, fix'd and rooted in the flood,

" Unmov'd by all the beating billows Hood.

" In vain the mariners would plough the main

** With fails unfurl'd, and llrike their oars in vain

;
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«* Around their oars a twining ivy cleaves,

*' And climbs the mall, and hides the cords in leaves

:

*' The fails are cover'd with a chearful green,

" And berries in the fruitful canvas feen.

" Amidft the waves a fudden foreft rears

" Its verdant head, and a new fpring appears.

** The god we now behold with open eyes

;

*' A herd of fpotted panthers round him lies

*' In glaring forms ; the grapy clufters fpread

*' On his fair brows, and dangle on his head.

" And whilft he frowns, and brandifhes his fpear,

*' My mates, furpriz'd with madnefs or with fear,

*' Leap'd over-board ; firil: perjur'd Madon found

*' Rough fcales and fins his ftifFening fides furround :

'* Ah what, cries one, has thus transform'd thy look?

** Straight his own mouth grew wider as he fpoke :

** And now himfelf he views with like furprize.

*' Still at his oar th' induftrious Libys plies ;

" But, as he plies, each bufy arm fhrinks in,

" And by degrees is fafhion'd to a fin.

*' Another, as he catches at a cord,

*' MilTes his arms, and, tumbling over-board,

^' With his broad fins and forky tail he laves

*' The rifing furge, and flounces in the waves.

" Thus all my crew transform'd, around the fhip,

*' Or dive below, or on the furface leap,

*' And fpout the waves, and wanton in the deep.

*' Full nineteen failors did the fhip convey,

*' A Ihole of nineteen dolphins round her play.
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**"
I only in my proper (hape appear,

** Spcechlefs with wonder, and half dead with fear,

*' Till Bacchus kindly bid me fear no more.

•* With him 1 landed on the Chian fhore,

" And him fhall ever gratefully adore."

" This forging ilave," fays Pentheus, *' would prevail

*' O'er our juil fury by a far-fetch'd tale

;

" Go, let him feel the whips, the fwords, the Hre,

" And in the tortures of the rack expire."

Th' officious fervants hurry him away.

And the poor captive in a dungeon lay.

But, whilft the whips and tortures are prepar'd.

The gates fly open, of themfelves unbarr'd

;

At liberty th' unfettered captive (lands.

And flings the loofen'd (hackles from his hands.

THE DEATH OF PENTHEUS.
BUT Pentheus, grown more furious than before,

Refolv'd to fend his meflTengers no more.

But went hirafelf to the difrracled throng.

Where high Cithaeron echo'd with their fong.

And as the fiery war-horfe paws the ground.

And fnorts and trembles at the trumpet's found ;

Tranfported thus he heard the frantic rout.

And rav'd and madden'd at the dillant fliout.

A fpacious circuit on the hill there flood.

Level and wide, and (kirted round with wood

;

Here the rafli Pentheus, with unhallow'd eyes.

The howling dames and mylHc orgies fpies.

His mother flemly view'd him where he flood.

And kindled into madnefs as flie view'd

:
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Her leafy javelin at her fon fhe caft

;

And cries, " The boar that lays our country walle

!

** The boar, my fifters ! aim the fatal dart,

•' And ftrike the brindled monfter to the heart.'*

Pentheus aftonifh'd heard the difmal found.

And (ces the yelling matrons gathering round

;

He fees, and weeps at his approaching fate.

And begs for mercy, and repents too late.

" Help, help ! my aunt Autonoe," he cry'd;

«' Remember how your own Aftaeon dy'd."

Deaf to his cries, the frantic matron crops

One Ilretch'd-out arm, the other Ino lops.

In vain does Pentheus to his mother fue.

And the raw bleeding flumps prefents to view

:

His mother howl'd ; and, heedlefs of his prayer.

Her trembling hand fhe twifled in his hair,

" And this," ihe cried, " fhall be Agave's fhare.

When from the neck his flruggling head fhe tore.

And in her hands the ghaflly vifage bore.

With pleafure all the hideous trunk furvey

;

^
Then pull'd and tore the mangled limbs away, >

As flarting in the pangs of death it lay. J

Soon as the wood its leafy honours cafls.

Blown off and fcatter'd by autumnal blafls.

With fuch a fudden death lay Pentheus flain.

And in a thoufand pieces flrow'd the plain.

By (o diflinguifhing a judgment aw'd.

The Thebans tremble, and confefs the god.

.]
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THE

STORY OF SALMACIS AND HERMAPHRODITUS.

FROM THE FOURTH BOOK OF OVID's METAMORPHOSES.

TTOvv Salmacis, with weak enfeebling ftreams.

Softens the body, and unnerves the limbs.

And what the fecret caufe, Ihall here be fhown;

The caufe is fecret, but th' efFedl is known.

The Naiads nurll an infant heretofore.

That Cytherea once to Hermes bore

:

From both th' illuftrious authors of his race

The child was nam'd; nor was it hard to trace

Both the bright parents through the infant's face

When fifteen years, in Ida's cool retreat.

The boy had told, he left his native feat.

And fought frelh fountains in a foreign foil

:

The pleafare lefTen'd the attending toil.

With eager Heps the Lycian fields he croft.

And fields that border on the Lycian coaft;

A river here he view'd fo lovely bright.

It fhew'd the bottom in a fairer light.

Nor kept a fand conceal'd from human fight

The ftream produc'd nor llimy ooze, nor weeds.

Nor miry rufhes, nor the fpiky reeds;

13ut dealt enriching moifture all around, -x

The fruitful banks with chearful verdure crown'd, >

And kept the fpring eternal on the ground, 3

VOL, XXX, N

J



J7S A D D I S O N's P O E M S.

A nymph prefides, nor pradlis'd in the chace.

Nor fkilful at the bow, nor at the race

;

Of all the blue-eyed daughters of the main.

The only ftranger to Diana's train :

Her fillers often, as 'tis faid, wou'd cry,

" Fy, Salmacis, what always idle! fy;

" Or take thy quiver, or thy arrows feize,

'' And mix the toils of hunting with thy eafe."

Nor quiver fhe nor arrows e'er would feize.

Nor mix the toils of hunting with her eafe.

But oft would bathe her in the cryftal tide.

Oft with a comb her dewy locks divide

;

Now in the limpid ftreams fhe view'd her face.

And drefs'd her image in the floating glafs :

On beds of leaves Ihe now repos'd her limbs.

Now gather'd flowers that grew about her llreams

;

And then by chance was gathering, as flie flood

To view the boy, and long for what flie view'd.

Fain would flie meet the youth with haily feet.

She fain would meet him, but refus'd to meet

Before her looks were fet with nicefl: care.

And well deferv'd to be reputed fair.

" Bright youth," ftie cries,"whom all thy features prove

" A god, and, if a god, the god of love;

" But if a mortal, blefl: thy nurfe's breall:

" Blefl are thy parents, and thy fillers blell;

*' But oh how blefl 1 how more than blefi thy bride,
•

" Ally'd in blifs, if any yet ally'd.

" If fo, let mine the {lol'n enjoyments be;

'» If not, behold a willing bride in me."

I
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The boy knewnought oflove, and touch 'd with fhame.

He llrove, and blufht, but ftill the blulh became

;

In rifing blu(hes Hill frefh beauties rofe

;

The funny fide of fruit fuch blufhes fhows.

And fuch the moon, when all her filver white

Turns in eclipfes to a ruddy light.

The nymph ftill begs, if not a nobler blifs,

A cold falute at leaft, a filler's kifs

:

And now prepares to take the lovely boy

Between her arms. He, innocently coy.

Replies, " Or leave me to myfelf alone,

" You rude uncivil nymph, or I '11 be gone."
*' Fair ftranger then," fays (he, " it (hall be fo;"

And, for Ihe fear'd his threat, fhe feign'd to go;

But, hid within a covert's neighbouring green.

She kept him ftill in fight, herfelf unfeen.

The boy now fancies all the danger o'er.

And innocently fports about the ihore

;

Playful and wanton to the ftream he trips.

And dips his foot, and fhivers as he dips.

The coolnefs pleas 'd him, and with eager hafte

His airy garments on the banks he caft;

His godlike features, and his heavenly hue.

And all his beauties, were expos'd to view.

His naked limbs the nymph with rapture fpies.

While hotter paffions in her bofom rife,

Flufti in her cheeks, and fparkle in her eyes.

She longs, fhe burns to clafp him in her arms.

And looks and fighs, and kindles at his charms.

Now all undreft upon the ba?nks he ftood.

And clapt his fides, and leapt into the flood

:

N 2
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His lovely limbs the filver waves divide.

His limbs appear more lovely through the tide

;

As lilies Ihut within a cryftal cafe.

Receive a gloily luftre from the glafs.

'^ He*s mine, he's all my own," the Nai'ad cries;

And flings off all, and after him fhe flies.

And now flie fallens on him as he fwims.

And holds him clofe, and wraps about his limbs.

The more the boy refilled, and was coy.

The more flie clafpt, and kift the fliruggling boy.

So when the wriggling fnake is fnatch'd on high

In eagles claws, and hiflTes in the fky.

Around the foe his twirling tail he flings.

And twills her legs, and writhes about her wings.

The refllefs boy Hill obilinately llrove

To free himfelf, and Hill refus'd her love.

Amidll his limbs flie kept her limbs intwin'd,

*' And why, coy youth," ftie cries, " why thus

unkind ?

•* Oh may the gods thus keep us ever join'd

!

*f Oh may we never, never part again !"

So pray'd the nymph, nor did flie pray in vain:

For now flie finds him, as his limbs flie preft.

Grow nearer ftill, and nearer to her breall;

Till, piercing each the other's flefli, they run

Together, and incorporate in one

:

Laft in one face are both their faces join'd.

As when the flock and grafted twig combin'd

Shoot up the fame, and wear a common rind

;

Both bodies in a Angle body mix,

A iingle body with a double fex.

i

}
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The boy, thus loft in woman, now furvey'd

The river's guilty ftream, and thus he pray'd,

(He pray'd, but wonder'd at his fofter tone,

Surpriz'd to hear a voice but half his own)

You parent god?, whofe heavenly names I bear.

Hear your Hermaphrodite, and grant my prayer;

Oh grant, that whomfoe'er thefe ftreams contain.

If man he enter'd, he may rife again

Supple, unfmew'd, and but half a man

!

The heavenly parents anfwer'd, from on high.

Their two-fhap'd fon, the double votary;

Then gave a fecret virtue to the flood.

And ting'd its fource to make his wiihes good.

n3
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NOTES
O N

SOME OF THE FOREGOING STORIES IN
OVID'S METAMORPHOSES.

ON THE STORY OF PHAETON.

'TpH E ftory of Phaeton is told with a greater air

•• of majelly and grandeur than any other in all

Ovid. It is indeed the molt important fubjedt he

treats of, except the deluge ; and I cannot but be-

lieve that this is the conflagration he hints at in the

iiril book

;

*' Efle quoque in fatis reminifcltur affbre tempus

*< Quo mare, quo tellus, correptaque regia coeli

*' Ardeat, et mundi moles operofa laboretj"

(though the learned apply thofe verfes to the future

burning of the world) for it fully anfwers that de-

fcription, if the

*« Cceli miferere tul, clrcumfplce utrumque,

*' Fumat uterque polus
"

" Fumat uterque polus"—comes up to " correp-

<' taque regia coeli'*—Befides, it is Ovid's cuftom

to prepare the reader for a following ftory, by

giving fome intimations of it in a foregoing one,

which was more particularly neceflary to be done

before he led us into fo Ilrange a ftory as this he is

now upon.

P. 109. 1. 7. For in the portal, &c.] We have

here the pidure of the univerfe drawn in little.
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«< —Balaenarumque prementetn

*' iEgeona fuis immania terga laccrtls."

JEgeon makes a diverting figure in it.

« —Facies non omnibus una,

*' Nee diverfa tamen : qualcm decet effe fororem."

The thought is very pretty, of giving Doris and

her daughters fuch a difference in their looks as is

natural to different perfons, and yet fuch a likenefs

as fhewed their affinity.

'* Terra viros, urbefque gerit, fylvafque, ferafque,

** Fluminaque, et nymphas, et caetera mimina ruris."

The lefs important figures are well huddled toge-

ther in the promifcuous defcription at the end,

which very well reprefents what the painters call a

groupe.

" —Circum caput omne mlcantes

« Depofuit radios
J
propiufque accederc juflit."

P. 110. 1.27. And flung the blaze, &c.] It

gives us a great image of Phoebus, that the youth

was forced to look on him at a dillance, and not

able to approach him until he had lain afide the

circle of rays that call fuch a glory about his head.

And indeed we may every where obferve in Ovid,

that he never fails of a due loftinefs in his ideas,

though he wants it in his words. And this I think

infinitely better than to have fublime exprefTions and

mean thoughts, which is generally the true charac-

ter of Claudian and Statius. But this is not con-

fidered by them who run down Ovid in the grofs,

for a low middle way of writing. What can be

K4
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more fimple and unadorned, than his defcription cf

Enceladus in the fixth book ?

** Nititur ille quidem, pugnatque refurgere faepe,

*' Dextra fed Aufonio manus eft fubje(5la Peloro,

*' Laeva, Pachyne, tibi, Lilibaeo crura premuntur,

** Degravat ^tna caput, fub qua refupinus arenas

" Ejedlat, flammamque fero vomit ore Typhoeus."

But the image we have here is truly great and

fublime, of a giant vomiting out a tempeft of fire,

and heaving up all Sicily, with the body of an

ifland upon his breaft, and a vaft promontory on

either arm.

There are few books that have had worfe com-

mentators on them than Ovid's Metamorphofes.

Thofe of the graver fort have been v.'hoUy taken

up in the Mythologies ; and think they have ap-

peared very judicious, if they have fhewn us out

of an old author that Ovid is miftaken in a pedi-

gree, or has turned fuch a perfon into a wolf that

ought to have been made a tiger. Others have

employed themfelves on what never entered into

the poet's thoughts, in adapting a dull moral to

every ftory, and making the perfons of his poems

to be only nicknames for fuch virtues or vices

;

particularly the pious commentator, Alexander

Rofs, has dived deeper into our Author's defign

than any of the reft ; for he difcovers in him the

greateft mylleries of the Chriftian religion, and

finds almoft in every page fome typical reprefenta-

tion of the world, the fiefli, and the devil. Bat if
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tiiefe writers have gone too deep, others have been

wholly employed in the furface, moft of them

fen'ing only to help out a fchool-boy in the con-

Uruing part ; or if they go out of their way, it is

only to mark out the gncm^ of the author, as they

call them, which are generally the heavieft pieces

of a poet, diftinguifhed from the reft by Italian

charaders. The beft of Ovid's expofitors is he

that wrote for the Dauphin's ufe, who has very

well ihewn the meaning of the author, but feldom

refleds on his beauties or imperfeflions ; for in moft

places he rather adls the geographer than the cri-

tic, and, inftead of pointing out the finenefs of a

defcription, only tells you in what part of the

world the place is fituated. I ftiall therefore only

confider Ovid under the character of a poet, and

endeavour to ihew him impartially, without the

ufual prejudice of a tranfiator : which I am the

more willing to do, becaufe I believe fuch a com-

ment would give the reader a truer taiie of poetry

than a comment on any other poet would do ; for,

in reflecting on the ancient poets, men think they

may venture to praife all they meet with in forae,

and fcarce any thing in others ; but Ovid is confeft

to have a mixture of both kinds, to have fomething

of the beft and v/orft poets, and by confequence to

be the faireft fubjefl for criticifm.

P. III. 1. 9. My fon, fays he, &:c.] Phoebus's

fpeech is very nobly ulher'd in, with the " Terque
*' quatcrque concutiens illuftre caput"—and well
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reprefents the danger and difficulty of the under-

taking ; but that which is its peculiar beauty, and

makes it truly Ovid's, is the reprefenting them jufl

as a father would to his young fon

;

" Per tamen adverfi gradieris cornua tauri,

** Haemoniofque arcus, violentique ora leonis,

" Saevaque circuitu curvantem brachia longo

*' Scorpion, atque aliter curvantem brachia cancrunm"—

for one while he fcares him with bugbears in the

way,

** —Vafti quoque reftor OlympI,

** Qui fera terribili jaculetur fulmina dextra,

** Non agat hos currus j et quid Jove majus habetur ?'*

*' Deprecor hoc unum quod vero nomine poena,

*' Non honor eft. Poenam, Phaeton, pro munere pofcis.""

And in other places perfectly tattles like a father,

which by the way makes the length of the fpeech

very natural, and concludes with all the fondnefs

and concern of a tender parent.

** —Patrio pater effe metu proborj afpice vuJtus

" Ecce meos : utinamque oculos in pedlore pofles

** Inferere, 8c patrias intus deprendere curas ! &c."

P. 113. 1. 13. A golden axle, &c.] Ovid has

more turns and repetitions in his words than any

of the Latin poets, which are always wonderfully

eafy and natural in him. The repetition of Au-

reus, and the tranfition to Argenteus, in the de-

fcription of the chariot, give thefe verfes a great-

fweetnefs and majefty

:

*' Aureus axis erat, temo aureus, aurea fummae
** Curvatura rotse j radiorum argenteus ordo."
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P. 114. I. 7. Drive them not on diredly, &c.]

Several have endeavoured to vindicate Ovid againft

the old objedlion, that he miftakes the annual for

the diurnal motion of the fun. The Dauphin's

notes tell us that Ovid knew very well the fun did

not pafs through all the figns he names in one day,

but that he makes Phcebus mention them only

to frighten Phaeton from the undertaking. But

though this may anfwer for what Phoebus fays in

his firft fpeech, it cannot from what is faid in this,

where he is acflually giving diredions for his

journey, and plainly

<* Se^s in obliquam eft laco curvamine limes,

** Zonarumque trium contcntus fine plomumque
" EfFugit auftralem, junftamque aquionibus Ar<flon,"

defcribes the motion through all the Zodiac.

P. 114. I. 23. And not my chariot, &c.]

Ovid's verfe is, " Confiliis non curribus utere

" noftris.'* This way of joining two fuch different

ideas as chariot and counfel to the fame verb is

mightily ufed by Ovid ; but is a very low kind of

wit, and has always in it a mixture of pun, becaufe

the verb muft be taken in a different fenfe when it

is joined with one of the things, from what it has

in conjuniElion with the other. Thus in the end of

this ftory he tells you that Jupiter flung a thun-

derbolt at Phaeton—'* Pariterque, animaque, ro-

*' tifque expulit aurigam," where he makes a

forced piece of Latin (*' animx e.xpulit aurigam")
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that he may couple the foul and the wheels to the

fame verb.

P. 115. 1. 17. The youth was in a maze, &c.]

It is impoffible for a man to be drawn in a greater

confufion than Phaeton is; but the antithefis of

light and darknefs a little flattens the defcription.

" Suntque oculis tenebr£e per tantum lumen
*' obortae."

Ibid. 1. 20. Then the feven ftars, &c.] I won-

der none of Ovid's commentators have taken no-

tice of the overfight he has committed in this

verfe, where he makes the Triones grow warm
before there was ever fuch a fign in the heavens

;

for he tells us in this very book, that Jupiter

turned Callllo into this confiellation, after he had

repaired the ruins that Phaeton had made in the

world.

P. 117. 1. 12. Athcs and Tmolus, &c.] Ovid

has here, after the way of the old poets, given us

a catalogue of the mountains and rivers which were

burnt. But, that I might not tire the Englifh

reader, I have left out fome of them that make no

figure in the defcription, and inverted the order of

the reft according as the fmoothnefs of my verfe

required.

P. 1 18. 1. 7. 'T was then, they fay, the fwarthy

Moor, &c.] This is the only Metamorphofis in all

this long ftory, which, contrary to cuftom, is in-

ferted in the middle of it. The critics may de-.
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termine whether what follows it be not too great

an excurfion in him who propofes it as his whole

defign to let us know the changes of things. I dare

fay that, if Ovid had not religioufly obferved the

reports of the ancient Mythologills, we fhould have

feen Phaeton turned into feme creature or other

that hates the light of the fun ; or perhaps into an

eagle, that Hill takes pleafure to gaze on it.

P. 118. 1. 28. The frighted Nile, &c.] Ovid

has made a great many pleafant images towards

the latter end of this ftory. His verfes on the

Nile,

** Nilus in extremum fugit perterrltus oibem,

** Occuluitque caput, quod adhuc latet : oftia feptem

*' Pulverulenta vacant, feptem fine flumine valles,"

are as noble as Virgil could have written ; but then

he ought not to have mentioned the channel of the

fea afterwards,

<« Marc contrahitur, ficcseque eft campus arenae,'*

becaufe the thought is too near the other. The
image of the Cyclades is a very pretty one ;

*< — Quos altum texerat aequor

" ExifVunt montes, et fparlas Cycladas augent."

But to tell us that the f.vans grew warm in Cayfler,

** —Medio volucres caluere Ciyftro/'

and that the Dolphins durfl not leap,

** Ne fe fuper aequora curvi

*' Tollerc confueus audent Delphines in auras,"

is intolerably trivial on fo great a fubjedl as the

. burning of the world.
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P. 119. I. 19. The earth at length, &c.] We
have here a fpeech of the Earth, which will doubt-

lefs feem very unnatural to an Englifti reader. It

is I believe the boldeft Profopopoeia of any in the

old Poets ; or, if it were never fo natural, I can-

not but think (he fpeaks too much in any reafoa

for one in her condition.

ON EUROPA's RAPE.

P. 144. 1. 17. The dignity of empire, &C.3

This ftory is prettily told, and very well brought

in by thofe two ferious lines,

" Non bene conveniunt, nee in una fede morantur,

** Majeftas e£ Amor. Sceptri gravitate relifta, &c."

without which the whole fable would have appeared

very prophane.

P. 145. 1. 27. The frighted nymph looks, &c.]

This confternation and behaviour of Europa,
*' —Elufam defignat imagine tauri

*< Europen : verum taurum, freta vera putaras.

*' Ipfa videbatur terras fpeftare reliftas,

*' Et comites c'.amare fuos, taftumque vereri

" Aflilientis aquae, timidafque redacere plantas,"

is better defcribed in Arachne's pifture in the

Sixth Book, than it is here ; and in the beginning

of Tatius's Clitophon and Leucippe, than in either

place. It is indeed ufual among the Latin Poets

(who had more art and reflexion than the Grecian)

to take hold of all opportunities to defcribe the

pidture of any place or adion, which they gene-

rally do better than they could the place or a^on
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itfelf ; becaufe in the defcription of a pifture you

have a double fubjed before you, either to defcribe

the pidure itfelf, or what is reprefented in it.

ON THE STORIES IN THE THIRD BOOK.

FAB. I.

THERE is fo great a variety in the arguments

of the Metamorphofes, that he who would treat of

them rightly, ought to be a mafter of all ftiles,

and every diiferent way of writing. Ovid indeed

fliovvs himfelf moft in a familiar ftory, where the

chief grace is to be eafy and natural ; but wants

neither flrength of thought nor expreflion, when

he endeavours after it, in the more fublime and

manly fubjefts of his poem. In the prefent fable,

the ferpent is terribly defcribed, and his behaviour

very well imagined ; the actions of both parties in

the encounter are natural, and the language that

reprefents them more ftrong and mafculine than

what we ufually meet with in this Poet : if there

be any faults in the narration, they are thefe, per-

haps, which follow :

P. 149. 1. 8. Spire above fpire, &c.] Ovid, to

make his ferpent more terrible, and to raife the

character of his champion, has given too great a

loofe to his imagination, and exceeded all the

bounds of probability. He tells us, that when he

raifed up but half his body, he over-looked a tall

forefl of oaks, and that his whole body was as



J92 NOTES ON THE TRANSLATIONS

large as that of the ferpent in the fkies. None but

a madman would have attacked fuch a monller as

this is defcribed to be ; nor can we have any no-

tion of a mortal's {landing againft him. Virgil is

not afhamed of making ^neas fly and tremble at

the fight cf a far lefs formidable foe, where he

gives us the defcription of Polyphemus, in the

Third Book ; he knew very well that a monfter

was not a proper enemy for his hero to encounter

;

but we ihould certainly have feen Cadmus hewing

down the Cyclops, had he fallen in Ovid's way :

or if Statius's little Tydeus had been thrown on

Sicily, it is probable he would not have fpared one

of the whole brotherhood.

*« —Phanlcas, five illi tela parabant,

** Sive fugam, five ipfe timor prohibebat utrumque,

" Occupat:—

"

P. 149. 1. 15. In vain the Tyrians, &c.] The
Poet could not keep up his narration all along, in

the grandeur and m.agnificence of an heroic ftile :

he has here funk into the flatnefs of profe, where

he tells us the behaviour of the Tyrians at the

fight of the ferpent

:

,

** —Tegimen direpta leoni

<« Pelljs erat 5 telum fplendenti lancea ferro,

** Etjaculumj teloque animus przftantior. omnI j"—

and in a few lines after lets drop the majefty of hi3

yerfe, for the fake of one of his little turns. How-

does he languiih in that which feems a laboured

line ! " Triftia fanguinea lambentem vulnera lin-
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gua." And what pains does he take to exprefs

the ferpent's breaking the force of the ftroke, by

flirinking back from it

!

« Sed leve vulnus erat, quia fe retrahebat ab i£lu,

<' Laefaque colla dabat retro, plagamque federe

** Credendo fecit, nee longius ire fmebat."

P. 152. 1. 6. And flings the future, &c.] The
defcription of the men rifmg out of the ground is

as beautiful a pafiage as any in Ovid. It ftrikes

the imagination very ibongly ; we fee their motion

in the firft part of it, and their multitude in the

*' Meffis virorum" at laft.

Ibid. 1. 1 1 . The breathing harvefl, &c.] " Mef-
*' Us clypeata virorum." The beauty m thefe

words would have been greater, had only " Meffis

** virorum'* been exprefTed without *' clypeata;'*

for the reader's mind would have been delighted

with two fuch different ideas compounded together,

but can fcarce attend to fuch a complete image as

is made out of all three.

This way of mixing two different ideas together

in one image, as it is a great furprize to the reader,

is a great beauty in poetry, if there be fufncient

ground for it in the nature of the thing that is de-

fcribed. The Latin Poets are very full of it, efpe-

cially the worft of them ; for the more correal ufe

it but fparingly, as indeed the nature of things will

feldom afford a juft occafion for it. When any

thing we defcribe has accidentally in it fome qua-

lity that feems repugnant to its nature, or is very

VOL, XXX, o
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extraordinary and unconfimon in things of that

fpecies, fuch a compounded image as we are now

fpeaking of is made, by turning this quality into

an epithet of what we defcribe. Thus Claudian,

having got a hollow ball of cryftal with water in

the midll of it for his fubjeft, takes the advantage

of confidering the cryftal as hard, ftony, precious

water, and the water as foft, fluid, imperfedl cry-

ftal ; and thus fports off above a dozen Epigrams,

in fetting his words and ideas at variance among

one another. He has a great many beauties of

this nature in him ; but he gives himfelf up fa

much to this way of writing, that a man may

eafily know where to meet with them when he fees

his fubjeft, and often ftrains fo hard for them that

he many times makes his defcriptions bombaftic

and unnatural. What work would he have made

with Virgil's Golden Bough, had he been to de-

fcribe it ? We fhould certainly have feen the yel-

low bark, golden fprouts, radiant leaves, bloom-

ing metal, branching gold, and all the quarrels

that could have been raifed between words of fuch

different natures : when we fee Virgil contented

with his " Auri frondentis ;*' and what is the fame,

though much finer exprefled—** Frondefcit virga

'' metallo.'* This compofition of different ideas

is often met with in a whole fentence, where cir-

cumftances are happily reconciled that feem wholly

foreign to each other ; and is often found among

the Latin Poets (for the Greeks wanted art for it)>
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in their dcfcriptions of piclures, images, dreams,

apparitions, metamorphofes, and the like ; where

they bring together two fuch thwarting ideas, by

making one part of their defcriptions relate to the

reprefentation, and the other to the thing that is

reprefented. Of this nature is that verfe, which,

perhaps, is the wittieft in Virgil; ** Attollens hu-
** meris famamque et fata nepotum," ^n. viii.

where he dcfcribes yEneas carrying on his fhoulders

the reputation and fortunes of his pofterity ; which,

though very odd and furprizing, is plainly made
out, when we confider how thefe difagreeing ideas

are reconciled, and his pofterity's fame and fate

made portable by being engraven on the fhield.

Thus, when Ovid tells us that Pallas tore in pieces

Arachnc's work, where fhe had embroidered all

the rapes that the gods had committed, he fays—
** Rupit cceleftia crimina." I ihall conclude this

tedious reflexion with an excellent ftroke of this

nature out of Mr. Montague's * Poem to the King j

where he tells us, how the King of France would

have been celebrated by his fubjefls, if he had ever

gained fuch an honourable wound as King William**

at *He fight of the Boyne :

*' His bleeding arm had funiifh'd all their rooms,

«* And run for ever purple in th« looms."

Afterwards Earl of Halifax,

Q Z



J96 NOTES ON THE TRANSLATIONS

FAB. II.

P. 153. 1. 5. Here Cadmus reign'd.] This is

a pretty folemn tranfition to the ftory of A6laeon>

which is all naturally told. The goddefs and her

maids undreffing her, are defcribed wdth divert-

ing circumftances. Aclseon's flight, confufion,

and griefs, are paffionately reprefented ; but it is

pity the whole narration fhould be fo carelefly

clofed up.

<' —Ut abefle queruntur,

*« Nee capere oblatae fegnem fpedlacula praeda?.

« Vellet abefle quidem, fed adeft, velletque videre,

« Non etiam fentire, canum fera fadla fuorum."

P. 156. I. 12. A generous pack, &c.] I have

not here troubled myfelf to call over Aftason's

pack of dogs in rhyme : Spot and Whitefoot make

but a mean figure in heroic verfe ; and the Greek

names Ovid ufes would found a great deal worfe.

He clofes up his own catalogue with a kind of a

jell on it: *' Quofque referre mora eft"—which,

by the way, is too light and full of humour for the

other ferious parts of this ftory.

This way of inferting catalogues of proper names

in their Poems, the Latins took from the Greeks

;

but have made them more pleafmg than thofe they

imitate, by adapting fo many delightful charadlers

to their perfons names ; in which part Ovid's co-

pioufnefs of invention, and great infight into na-

ture, has given him the precedence to all the Poet*
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that ever came before or after him. The fmooth-

nefs of our Englifh verfe is too much loft by the

repetition of proper names, which is otherwife

very natural, and abfolutely necefTary in fome

cafes ; as before a battle to raife in our minds an

anfwerable expedlation of the events, and a lively

idea of the numbers that are engaged. For, had

Homer or Virgil only told us in two or three lines

before their fights, that there were forty thoufand

of each fide, our imagination could not poflibly

have been fo afFeded, as when we fee every leader

fmgled out, and every regiment in a manner drawn

up before our eyes.

FAB. III.

P. 157. 1. 28. How Semele, Sic] This Is one

of Ovid's finiihed flories. The tranfition to it is

proper and unforced : Juno, in her two fpeeches,

a(^s incomparably well the parts of a refenting

goddefs and a tattling nurfe : Jupiter makes a very

majeftic figure with his thunder and lightning, but

it is ftill fuch a one as ftiews who drew it ; for who
does not plainly difcover Ovid's hand in the

<' Qua tamen ufque poteft, vires fibi demere tentat,

*' Nee, quo centimanum dejicerit igne Typhtta,

** Nunc, armatur eo : nimium feritatis in illo.

<' Eft aliud levius fulmen, cui dextra Cyclopum,

** Ssvitiae flammaeque minus, minus addidit irasj

*' Tela fecunda vocant fuperi."

P. 158. 1. 28. 'Tis well, fays (he, &c.] Virgil

has niade a Beroe of one of his goddelTes in the

o 3
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Fifth JEneid ; but if we compare the fpeech fhe

there makes with that of her name-fake in this

ftory, we may find the genius of each Poet difco-

vering itfelf in the language of the nurfe : Virgil's

Iris could not have fpoken more majelHcally in her

own fhape ; but Juno is fo much altered from her-

felf in Ovid, that the goddefs is quite loft in the

old woman.

FAB. V.

P. 163. 1. 13. She can't begin, &c.] If playing

on words be excufable in any Poem, it is in this,

where Echo is a fpeaker ; but it is fo mean a kind

of wit, that, if it deferves excufe, it can claim no

more.

Mr. Locke, in his Eflay of Human Underftand-

ing, has given us the bell account of wit in Ihort

that can any where be met with. <* Wit," fays

he, '' lies in the aflemblage of ideas, and putting

•' thofe together with quicknefs and variety, where-

" in can be found any refemblance or congruity,

*' thereby to make up pleafant pidlures and agree-

" able vifions in the fancy." Thus does true wit,

as this incomparable author obferves, generally

confill in the likenefs of ideas, and is more or lefs

wit, as this likenefs in ideas is more furprizing and

unexpe£led. But as true wit is nothing elfe but a

fimilitude in ideas, fo is falfe wit the fimiUtude in

words, whether it lies in the likenefs of letters only,

as in Anagram and Acroftic ; ©r of Syllables, as in
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doggrel rhymes ; or whole words, as Puns, Echoes,

and the like. Befide thefe two kinds of falfe and

true wit, there is another of a middle nature, that

has fomething of both in it—when in two ideas

that have fome refemblance with each other, and

are both exprefTed by the fame word, we make

ufe of the ambiguity of the word to fpeak that of

one idea included under it, which is proper to the

other. Thus, for example, moil languages have

hit on the word, which properly fignifies fire, to

exprefs love by (and therefore we may be fure

there is fome refemblance in the ideas mankind

have of them) ; from hence the witty Poets of all

languages, when they once have called Love a

fire, confider it no longer as the paflion, but fpeak

of it under the notion of a real fire ; and, as the

turn of wit requires, make the fame word in the

fame fentence Hand for either of the ideas that is

annexed to it. When Ovid's Apollo falls in love,

he burns with a new flame ; when the Sea-nymphs

languilh with this paiTion, they kindle in the water;

the Greek Epigrammatift fell in love with one that

flung a fnow-ball at him, and therefore takes occa-

fion to admire how fire could be thus concealed in

fnow. In fliort, whenever the Poet feels any thing

in this love that refembles fomething in fire, he car-

ries on this agreement into a kind of allegory ; but

if, as in the preceding inftances, he finds any cir-

cumftance in his love contrary to the nature of fire,

he calls his love a fire, and by joining this circum-

o 4
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llance to it furprizes his reader with a feemlng*

contradi(5lion. I fhould not have dwelt fo long on

this inftance, had it not been fo frequent in Ovid,

who is the greateil admirer of this mixt wit of all

the ancients, as our Cowley is among the moderns.

Homer, Virgil, Horace, and the greateil Poets,

fcprned it ; as indeed it is only fit for Epigram,

and little copies of verfes : one would wonder

therefore how fo fublime a genius as Milton could

fometimes fall into it, in fuch a work as an Epic

Poem. But we muft attribute it to his humouring

the vicious tafte of the age he lived in, and the

falfe judgment of our unlearned Englifh readers in

general, who have few of them a relifh of the more

mafculine and noble beauties of Poetry.

FAB. vr.

Ovid feems particularly pleafed with the fubjeft

of this (lory, but has notorioufly fallen into a fault

he is often taxed with, of not knowing when he

has faid enough, by his endeavouring to excel.

How has he turned and twilled that one thought

of NarciiTus's being the perfon beloved, and the

lover too ?

*' Cunftaque miratur qulbus eft mirabills ipfe.

«c —Qui probat, ipfe probatur.

*' Dumque petit petitur, pariterque Incendit et ardet,

" Atque oculos idem qui decipit incitat error.

** Perque oculos perit ipfe funs—
*' Uror amoie mei, flammas moveoque feroque, &e."
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But we cannot meet with a better inftance of the

extravagance and wantonnefs of Ovid's fancy, than

in that particular circumftance at the end of the

ftory, of NarciiTus's gazing on his face after death

in the Stygian waters. The defign was very bold,

of making a boy fall in love with himfelf here on

earth; but to torture him with the fame paffion

after death, and not to let his ghoft reil in quiet,

was intolerably cruel and uncharitable.

P. 164. 1.12. But whilft within, &c.] '^ Dumque
" fitim fedare cupit fitis altera crevit.'* We have

here a touch of that mixed wit I have before fpoken

of; but I think the meafure of pun in it out-weighs

the true wit ; for if we exprefs the thought in

other words the turn is almoft loft. This pafTage

of NarcifTus probably gave Milton the hint of

applying it to Eve, though I think her furprize,

at the fight of her own face in the water, far more

juft and natural than this of NarcifTus. She was

a raw unexperienced being, juft created, and

therefore might eafily be fubjeft to the dclufion;

but Narciffus had been in the world fixteen years,

was brother and fon to the water-nymphs, and

therefore to be fuppofed converfant with fountains

long before this fatal miftake.

P. 165. 1. 12. You trees, fays he. Sec] Ovid

is very juftly celebrated for the paflionate fpeeches

of his Poem. They have generally abundance of

nature in them, but I leave it to better judgments

to confider whether they are not often too witty
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and too tedious. The Poet never cares for fmo-

thering a good thought that comes in his way, and

never thinks he can draw tears enough from his

reader : by which means our grief is either diverted

or fpent before we come to his conclufion ; for we
cannot at the fame time be delighted with the wit

of the Poet, and concerned for the perfon that

fpeaks it ; and a great Critic has admirably well

obferved, '' Lamentationes debent effe breves et

" concifae, nam lacryma fubito excrefcit, et difEcile

*' et Auditorem vel Leftorem in fummo animi af-

*' fedu diu tenere." Would any one in NarcifTus's

condition have cried out " Inopem me copia

** fecit?'* Or can any thing be more unnatural

than to turn off from his forrows for the fake of a

pretty reflexion ?

« O utinam noftro fecedere corpore poffcm !

*' Votum in amante novum j vellem, quod amamus, abeflet."

None, I fuppofe, can be much grieved for one that

is fo witty on his own aiHiflions. But I think we

may every where obferve in Ovid, that he em-

ploys his invention more than his judgment; and

fpeaks all the ingenious things that can be faid on

the fubjecl, rather than thofe which are particularly

proper to the perfon and circumftances of the

fpeaker.

FAB. VII.

P. 169. 1. 25. When Pentheus thus] There is

a great deal of fplrit and fire ia this fpeech of
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Pentheus, but I believe none befide Ovid would

have thought of the transformation of the ferpent's

teeth for an incitement to the Thebans courage,

when he defires them not to degenerate from their

great forefather the Dragon, and draws a parallel

between the behaviour of them both.

*' Efte, precor, memores, qua fitis ftirp€ creati,

*< lliiulqiic animos, qui muitos pcrdidit unus,

** Sumite ferpentis : pro fontibui ille, lacuque

*' Interiit, at vos pro fama vincite veftra.

** Ille dedit letho fortes, vos pellite molies,

«* Et patrium rcvocate dfcus."

F A B. vni.

The ftory of Acoctes has abundance of natur:

In all the parts of it, as well in the defcription of

his own parentage and employment, as in that of

the failors charaflers and manners. But the fhort

fpeeches fcattered up and down in it, which make

the Latin very natural, cannot appear fo well in

our language, which is much more flubborn and

unpliant; and therefore are but as (o many rubs in

the ftory, that are flill turning the narration out of

its proper courfe. The transformation at the latter

end is wonderfully beautiful.

FAB. IX.

Ovid has two very good fimilies on Pentheus,

where he comp?.res him to a river in a former flory,

and to a war-horfc in the prefent.
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ESSAY ON VIRGIL^s GEORGICS.

TTiRGiL may be reckoned the firft who intro-

duced three new kinds of poetry among the

Romans, which he copied after three of the greatefl

mailers of Greece: Theocritus and Homer have

ftill difputed for the advantage over him in Palloral

and Heroics, but I think all are unanimous in

giving him the precedence to Hefiod in his Geor-

gics. The truth of it is, the fweetnefs and rulli-

city of a Paftoral cannot be fo well exprefTed in any

other tongue as in the Greek, when rightly mixed

and qualified with the Doric dialed; nor can the

majefty of an heroic poem any where appear fo

well as in this language, which has a natural great-

nefs in it, and can be often rendered more deep

and fonorous by the pronunciation of the lonians.

But in the middle Ilyle, where the writers in both

tongues are on a level, we fee how far Virgil has

excelled all who have written in the fame way with

him.

There has been abundance of criticifm fpent on

Virgil's Paftorals and^neids; but the Georgics

are a fubjeft which none of the critics have fuffi-

ciently taken into their confideration; moil of them

paffing it over in filence, or calling it under the
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fame head with Pafloral; a divifion by no means

proper, unlefs we fuppofe the ftyle of a hufband-

man ought to be imitated in a Georgia, as that of

a (hepherd is in a Paftoral. But though the fcene

of both thefe poems lies in the fame place, the

fpeakers in them are of quite a different charafter,

fmce the precepts of hulbandry are not to be de-

livered with the fimplicity of a ploughman, but

with the addrefs of a poet. No rules therefore,

that relate to Paftoral, can any way affe<^ the

Georgics, iince they fall under that clafs of poetry,

which confiib in giving plain and diredl inftruc-

tions to the reader; whether they be moral duties,

as thofe of Theognis and Pythagoras ; or philofo-

phical fpeculations, as thofe of Aratus and Lucre-

tius ; or rules of practice, as thofe of Hefiod and

Virgil. Among thefe different kind of fubjecls,

that which the Georgics go upon is, I think, the

meanell and leail improving, but the moll pleafmg

and delightful. Precepts of moralit}', befides the

natural corruption of our tempers, which makes

us averfe to them, are fo abllra6ted from ideas of

fenfe, that they feldom give an opportunity for

thofe beautiful defcriptions and images which

are the fpirit and life of poetry. Natural philofo-

phy has indeed fenfible objedls to work upon j but

then it often puzzles the reader with the intricacy

of its notions, and perplexes him with the multi-

tude of its difputes. But this kind of poetry I am
now fpeaking of, addreffes itfelf wholly to the ima-
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ginatlon: It is altogether converfant among the

fields and woods, and has the moft delightful part

of nature for its province. It raifes in our

minds a pleafmg variety of fcenes and landikips,

whilft it teaches us; and makes the dryeft of its

precepts look like a defcription. '* A Georgic

" therefore is fome part of the fcience of huf-

** bandry put into a pleafmg drefs, and fet off with

*' all the beauties and embellifhments of poetry."

Now fince this fcience of hufbandry is of a very

large extent, the poet ihews his ikill in fmgling

out fuch precepts to proceed on, as are ufeful, and

at the fame time moft capable of ornament. Vir»

gil was fo well acquainted with this fecret, that to

fet oiF his iirft Georgic, he has run into a fet of

precepts, which are almoft foreign to his fubjedl,

in that beautiful account he gives us of the figns

in nature, which precede the changes of th9

weather.

And if there be fo much art in the choice of fit

precepts, there is much more required in the treat-

ing of them; that they may fall-in after each

Other by a natural unforced method, and ihew

themfelves in the beft and moll advantageous light.

They Ihould all be fo finely wrought together in

the fame piece, that no coarfe feam may difcover

where they join; as in a curious brede of needle^

work, one colour falls away by fuch juil degrees, and

another rifes fo infenfibly, that we fee the variety,

without being able t© diilinguifh the total vaniihing
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of the one from the firft appearance of the other.

Nor is it fufficient to range and difpofe this body of

precepts into a clear and eafy method, unlefs they

are delivered to us in the moft pleafmg and agreeable

manner; for there are feveral ways of conveying

the fame truth to the mind of man ; and to choofe

the pleafantefl: of thefe ways, is that which chiefly

difHnguillies poetry from profe, and makes \^irgil's

rules of hulbandr)' pleafanter to read than Varro's.

Where the profe writer tells us plainly what ought

to be done, the poet often conceals the precept in

a defcription, and reprefents his countryman per-

forming the a£lion in which he would inibucl his

reader. Where the one fets out, as fully and

diflindlly as he can, all the parts of the truth,

which he would communicate to us ; the other

iingles out the moft pleafmg circumilance of this

truth, and fo conveys the whole in a more divert-

ing manner to the underilanding. I fhall give one

inftance out of a multitude of this nature that

might be found in the Georgics where the reader

may fee the different ways Virgil has taken to

exprefs the fame thing, and how much pleafanter

every manner of expreffion is, than the plain and

dired mention of it would have been. It is in the

fecond Georgic, where he tells us v/hat trees will

bear grafting un each other.

" Et fepc akerlus ramos impune vJdemua
** Venere in akerius, mutatanique iniita mala
*' Ferre pyrum, et prunjs lapidofa rubefcere corna.

*' Steriles platani malos gelTere vaientcs,

4
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*' Caftanese fagos, ornufque iiicanult albo

*' Flore pyri : glandemque fues fregere fub ulmls.

*' Nee longum tempus : et ingens

« Exiit ad ccelum ramis felicibus arbosj

** Miraturque novas frondes et non fua poma."

Here we fee the Poet confidered all the effefts

of this union between trees of different kinds, and

took notice of that eifefl which had the moft fur-

prize, and by confequence the moll delight in it,

to exprefs the capacity that was in them of being

thus united. This way of writing is every where

much in ufe among the Poets, and is particularly

pradlifed by Virgil, who loves to fuggeft a truth

indireftly, and, without giving us a full and open

view of it, to let us fee jufl: fo much as will na-

turally lead the imagination into all the parts that

lie concealed. This is wonderfully diverting to

the underflanding, thus to receive a precept, that

enters as it were through a by-way, and to appre-

hend an idea that draws a whole train after it.

For here the mind, which is always delighted with

its own difcoveries, only takes the hint from the

Poet, and feems to work out the reft by the"

ftrength of her own faculties.

But, fmce the inculcating precept upon precept

will at length prove tirefome to the reader, if he

meets with no entertainment, the Poet muft take

care not to incumber his poem with too much

bufmefs ; but fometimes to relieve the fubjeft with

a moral reflexion, or let it reft a while for the fake

of a pleafant and pertinent digreffion. Nor is it
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fufficient to run out into beautiful and diverting

digreffions (as it is generally thought) , unlefs they

are brought in aptly, and are fomething of a piece

with the main defign of the Georgic : for they

ought to have a remote alliance at leaft to the fub-

jeft, that fo the whole poem may be more uniform

and agreeable in all its parts. We fhould never

quite lofe fight of the country, though we are

fometimes entertained with a diftant profpedl of it.

Of this nature are Virgil's defcription of the ori-

ginal of Agriculture, of the fruitfulnefs of Italy,

of a country life, and the like; which are not

brought in by force, but naturally rife out of the

principal argument and defign of the poem. I

know no one digreflion in the Georgics that may
feem to contradid this obfervation, befides that in

the latter end of the iirft book, where the Poet

launches out into a difcourfe of the battle of Phar-

falia, and the adlions of Auguftus : but it is worth

while to confider how admirably he has turned the

courfe of his narration into its proper channel, and

made his hufbandman concerned even in what re-

lates to the battle, in thofe inimitable lines

;

" Scilicet et tempus veniet, cum finibus illis

*' Agricola incurvo terram molitus aratro,

" Exefa inveniet fcabra rubigine pila :

" Aut gravibus raftris galeas pulfabit inanes,

*' Grandiaque eftbffis mirabitur ofla fepulchris."

And afterwards, fpeaking of Auguftus 's aiStlons,

he ftill remembers that Agriculture ought to be

fome way hinted at throughout the whole poem.

VOL. XXX. p
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*' -Non ullus aratro

t' Dignu5 honos : fqualent abdudlis an'a colonis

:

« Et curvae rigidum fakes conflantur in enfem."

We now come to a ftyle which is proper to a

Georgic ; and indeed this is the part on which the

Poet muft lay out all his Ilrength, that his words

may be warm and glowing, and that every thing

he defcribes may immediately prefent itfelf, and

rife up to the reader's view. He ought in parti-

cular to be careful of not letting his fubjeft debafe

his ftyle, and betray him into a meannefs of ex-

preffion ; but every where to keep up his verfe in

all the pomp of numbers, and dignity of words.

I think nothing which is a phrafe or faying in

common talk fhould be admitted into a ferious

Poem : becaufe it takes off from the folemnity of

the expreffion, and gives it too great a turn of fa-

miliarity : much lefs ought the low phrafes and

terms of art, that are adapted to hufbandry, have

any place in fuch a work as the Georgic, which is

not to appear in the natural fimplicity and naked-

nefs of its fubjedl, but in the pleafanteft drefs that

poetry can bellow on it. Thus Virgil, to deviate

from the common form of words, would not make

ufe of tempore but fydere in his firft verfe; and

every where elfe abounds with Metaphors, Grze-

cifms, and Circumlocutions, to give his verfe the

greater pomp, and preferve it from fmking into a

plebeian ftyle. And herein confifts Virgil's mafter-

piece, who has not only excelled all other Poets,

but even himfelf in the language of his Georgics;
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where we receive more ftrong and lively ideas of
things from his words, than we could have done

from the objedls themfelves : and find our ima-

ginations more affedled by his defcriptions, than

they would have been by the very fight of what
he defcribes.

I ihall now, after this fliort fcheme of rules,

confider the different fuccefs that Hefiod and Vir-

gil have met with in this kind of poetry, which

may give us fome further notion of the excellence

of the Georgics. To begin with Hefiod; if we
may guefs at his character from his writings, he
had much more of the hufbandman than the Poet

in his temper : he was wonderfully grave, difcreet,

and frugal, he lived altogether in the country, and

was probably for his great prudence the oracle of

the whole neighbourhood. Thefe principles of

good hulbandry ran through his works, and di-

redled him to the choice of tillage and merchan-

dize, for the fubjedl of that which is the moll ce-

lebrated of them. He is every where bent on in-

llrudlion, avoids all manner of digreiTions, and

does not ftir out of the field once in the whole

Georgic. His method in defcribing month after

month, with its proper feafons and employments,

is too grave and fimple ; it takes off from the fur-

prize and variety of the Poem, and makes the

whole look but like a modern almanack in verfe.

The reader is carried through a courfe of weather;

and may before-hand guefs whether he is to meet

p 2
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with fnow or rain, clouds or funihine, in the next

defcription. His defcriptions indeed haV6 abun-

dance of nature in them, but then it is nature in

her fimplicity and undrefs. Thus when he fpeaks

of January, " The wild beafts,'* fays he, *' run

" fhivering through the woods with their heads
'* {looping to the ground, and their tails clapt be-

*' tween their legs ; the goats and oxen are almoll

" flead with cold ; but it is not fo bad with the

*' iheep, becaufe they have a thick coat of wool
«' about them. The old men too are bitterly

*' pinched with the weather ; but the young girls

" feel nothing of it, who fit at home with their

*' mothers by a warm fire-fide.'* Thus does the

old gentleman give himfelf up to a loofe kind of

tattle, rather than endeavour after a jufl poetical

defcription. Nor has he fhewn more of art or

judgment in the precepts he has given us ; which

are fovvn fo very thick, that they clog the Poem

too much, and are often fo minute and full of cir-

cumftances, that they weaken and unnerve his

verfe. But, after all, we are beholden to him for

the firft rough fketch of a Georgic : where we

may ftill difcover fomething venerable in the an-

tiquenefs of the work ; but if we would fee the

defjgn enlarged, the figures reformed, the colour-

ing laid on, and the whole piece finifhed, we mufl:

exped it from a greater mafler's hand.

Virgil has drawn out the rules of tillage and

planting into Uvo Books, which Hefiod has dif-
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patched in half a one ; but has (o raifed the natu-

ral rudenefs and fimplicity of his fubjedl, with fuch

a fignificancy of expreflion, fuch a pomp of verfe,

fuch variety of tranfitions, and fuch a folemn air

in his reflexions, that, if we look on both Poets

together, we fee in one the plainnefs of a down-

right countryman ; and in the other, fomething of

ruftic majefty, like that of a Roman didator at the

plough-tail. He delivers the meaneft of his pre-

cepts with a kind of grandeur ; he breaks the clods

and tofl'es the dung about with an air of graceful-

nefs. His prognoftications of the weather are

taken out of Aratus, where we may fee how judi-

cioufly he has picked out thofe that are mofl pro-

per for his huflDandman's obfervation ; how he has

enforced the expreflion, and heightened the images

which he found in the original.

The Second Book has more wit in it, and a

greater boldnefs in its metaphors, than any of the

reft. The Poet, with great beauty, applies obli-

vion, ignorance, wonder, defire, and the like, to

his trees. The lafl: Georgic has indeed as many
metaphors, but not fo daring as this ; for human
thoughts and paflions may be more naturally

afcribed to a bee, than to an inanimate plant.

He who reads over the pleafures of a country

life, as they are defcribed by Virgil in the latter

end of this Book, can fcarce be of Virgil's mind

in preferring even the life of a philofopher to it.

P 3
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We may, I think, read the Poet's clime in his

defcription, for he feems to have been in a fweat

at the writing of it

:

<' —O quis me gelid is fub montibus HjemI
<' Siftat, et ingenti ramonim protegat umbra !"

and is every where mentioning, among his chief

pleafures, the coolnefs of his fhades and rivers,

vales and grottoes, which a more Northern Poet

would have omitted for the defcription of a funny

hill, and fire-fide.

The Third Georgic feems to be the moft la-

boured of them all ; there is a wonderful vigour

and fpirit in the defcription of the horfe and cha-

riot-race. The force of love is reprefented in

noble inllances, and very fublime expreffions. The

Scythian winter-piece appears fo very cold and

bleak to the eye, that a man can fcarce look on it

without fhivering. The murrain at the end has

all the exprefTivenefs that words can give. It was

here that the Poet Ibained hard to out-do Lucre-

tius in the defcription of his plague ; and if the

reader would fee what fuccefs he had, he may find

it at large in Scaliger.

But Virgil feems no where (o well pleafed, as

when he is got among his bees in the Fourth

Georgic : and ennobles the adions of fo trivial a

creature, with metaphors drawn from the moft im-

portant concerns of mankind. His verfes are not

in a greater noife and hurry in the battles of

iEneas and Turnus, than in the engagement of
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two fvvarms. And as in his ^neis he compares

the labours of his Trojans to thofe of bees and

pifmires, here he compares the labours of the

bees to thofe of the Cyclops. In lliort, the lafl:

Georgic was a good prelude to the ^neis ; and

very well fhewed what the Poet could do in the

defcription of what was really great, by his de-

fcribing the mock-grandeur of an infed with fo

good a grace. There is more pleafantnefs in the

little platform of a garden, which he gives us

about the middle of this Book, than in all the

fpacious walks and water-works of Rapin. The
fpeech of Proteus at the end can never be enough

admired, and was indeed very fit to conclude fo

divine a work.

After this particular account of the beauties in

the Georgics, I fhould in the next place endeavour

to point out its imperfeftions, if it has any. But

though I think there are fome few parts in it that

are not fo beautiful as the reft, I fhall not prefume

to name them ; as rather fufpedling my own judg-

ment, than I can believe a fault to be in that Poem,

which lay fo long under Virgil's corredlion, and

had his laft hand put to it. The firft Georgic was

probably burlefqued in the author's lifetime ; for

we ftill find in the fcholiafts a verfe that ridicules

part of a line tranflated from Hefiod, " Nudus
*' ara, fere nudus"—And we may eafily guefs at

the judgment of this extraordinary critic, whoever

he was, from his cenfuring this particular precept.

P 4
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We may be fure Virgil would not have tranflated

it from Hefiod, had he not difcovered fome beauty

in it ; and indeed the beauty of it is what I have

before obferved to be frequently met with in Vir-

gil, the delivering the precept fo indireftly, and

fmgling out the particular circumftance of fowing

and plowing naked, to fugged to us that thefe

employments are proper only in the hot feafon of

the year.

I Ihall not here compare the ftyle of the Georgics

with that of Lucretius, which the reader may fee

already done in the preface to the fecond volume

of Mifcellany Poems *
; but fhall conclude this

Poem to be the mofl complete, elaborate, and fi-

nilhed piece of all antiquity. The ^neis indeed

is of a nobler kind, but the Georgic is more per-

fedl in its kind. The JEneis has a greater variety

of beauties in it, but thofe of the Georgic are more

exquifite. In (hort, the Georgic has all the per-

fection that can be expefled in a poem written by

the greateft Poet in the flower of his age, when

his invention was ready, his imagination warm, his

judgment fettled, and all his faculties in their full

vigour and maturity.

The Colleaion publilhed by Mr. Dryden.



[ 217 ]

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS,

TO SIR GODFREY KNELLER,
ON HIS PICTURE OF THE KING.

1^ N E L L E R , with filence and furprlze

We fee Britannia's monarch rife,

A godlike form, by thee difplayM

In all the force of light and ihade

;

And, aw'd by thy delunve hand.

As in the prefence chamber fland.

The magic of thy art calls forth

His fecret foul and hidden worth.

His probity and mildnefs fliows.

His care of friends, and fcorn of foes :

In every Uroke, in every line.

Does fome exalted virtue lliine.

And Albion's happinefs we trace

Through all the features of his face.

O may I live to hail the day.

When the glad nation fhall furvey

Their fovereign, through his wide command.

Faffing in progrefs o'er the land I

Each heart fhall bend, and every voice

In loud applauding fhouts rejoice,

Whilil all his gracious afpedl praife.

And crowds grow loyal as they gaze.
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The image on the medal plac'd.

With its bright round of titles grac'd.

And ftampt on Britifh coins fhall live.

To richeft ores the value give.

Or, wrought within the curious mold.

Shape and adorn the running gold.

To bear this form, the genial fun

Has daily fmce his courfe begun

Rejoic'd the metal to refine.

And ripen'd the Peruvian mine.

Thou, Kneller, long with noble pride.

The foremoll of thy art, hall vy'd

With nature in a generous ftrife.

And touch'd the canvas into life.

Thy pencil has, by monarchs fought.

From reign to reign in ermine wrought.

And, in the robes of ftate array'd.

The kings of half an age difplay'd.

Here fwarthy Charles appears, and there

His brother with dejecled air :

Triumphant Naffau here we find.

And with him bright Maria join'd;

There Anna, great as when ihe fent

Her armies through the continent.

Ere yet her Hero was difgrac'd :

O may fam'd Brunfvvick be the laft,

(Though heaven fhould with my wifh agree.

And long preferve thy art in thee)

The laft, the happieil Britifh king.

Whom thou fhalt paint, or I Ihall fing I
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Wife Phidias thus, his fkili to prove.

Through many a god advane 'd to Jove,

And taught the polifht rocks to fhine

With airs and lineaments divine ;

Till Greece, amaz'd, and half-afraid,

Th' affembled deities furvey'd.

Great Pan, who wont to chace the fair.

And lov'd the fpreading oak, was there;

Old Saturn too with upcalt eyes

Beheld his abdicated fkics

;

And mighty Mars, for war renown'd.

In adamantine armour frown 'd ;

By him the childlefs goddefs rofe,

Minerva, ftudious to compofe

Her twilled threads ; the web fhe ftrung.

And o'er a loom of marble hung :

Thetis, the troubled ocean's queen,

Match'd with a mortal, next was feen.

Reclining on a funeral urn.

Her fhort-liv'd darling fon to mourn.

The laft was he, whofe thunder llsw

The Titan-race, a rebel crew.

That from a hundred hills ally'd

In impious leagues their king defy'd.

This wonder of the fculptor's hand

Produc'd, his art was at a ftand :

For who would hope new fame to raife.

Or rifle his well-ellablilh'd praifc.

That, his high genius to approve.

Had drawn a George, or cai'v'd a Jove?
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PROLOGUE
T O

SMITH'S PHi^DRA AND HIPPOLITUS.

SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS.

T ONG has a race of heroes fill'd the flage.

That rant by note, and through the gamut rage;

In fongs and airs exprefs their martial fire.

Combat in trills, and in a fugue expire :

While, lull'd by found, and undifturb'd by wit.

Calm and ferene you indolently fit.

And, from the dull fatigue of thinking free.

Hear the facetious fiddles repartee :

Our home-fpun authors muft forfake the field.

And Shakefpeare to the foft Scarletti yield.

To your new tafte the poet of this day

Was by a friend advis'd to form his play

;

Had Valentini, mufically coy,

Shunn'd Phaedra's arms, and fcorn'd theprofFer'd joy:

It had not mov'd your wonder to have feen

An eunuch fly from an enamour'd queen :

How would it pleafe, fhould fhe in Englifh fpeak.

And could Hippolitus reply in Greek !

But he, a ftranger to your modifh way.

By your old rules muft fland or fall to-day.

And hopes you will your foreign tafte command.

To bear, for once, with what you underftand.
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PROLOGUE
T

STEELE'S TENDER HUSBAXD.

T N the firft rife and infancy of farce.

When fools were many, and when plays were fcarcCj

The raw unpradlis'd authors could, with eafe,

A young and unexperienc'd audience pleafe :

No fingle charadler had e'er been Ihown,

But the whole herd of fops was all their own

;

Rich in originals, they fet to view.

In every piece, a coxcomb that was new.

But now our Britifh theatre can boaft

Drolls of all kinds, a vail unthinking hoft !

Fruitful of folly and of vice, it fhows

Cuckolds, and cits, and bawds, and pimps, and beaux;

Rough country knights are found of every fhire

;

Of every fafliion gentle fops appear

;

And punks of different charadlers we meet.

As frequent on the ftage as in the pit.

Our modern wits are forc'd to pick and cull.

And here and there by chance glean up a fool

:

Long ere they find the necefTary fpark.

They fearch the town, and beat about the Park,

To all his moll frequented haunts refort.

Oft dog him to the ring, and oft to court j
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As love of pleafure or of place invites

;

And fometimes catch him taking fnufF at White's.

Howe'er, to do you right, the prefent age

Breeds very hopeful monfters for the llage

;

That fcorn the paths their dull forefathers trod.

And won't be blockheads in the common road.

Do but furvey this crowded houfe to-night

:

—Here's Hill encouragement for thofe that write.

Our author, to divert his friends to-day.

Stocks with variety of fools his play

;

And that there may be fomething gay and new.

Two ladies -errant has expos'd to view;

The iirfl a damfel, travell'd in romance

;

The t'other more refin'd, fhe comes from France :

Refcue, like courteous knights, the nymph from

danger.

And kindly treat, like well-bred men, the llranger»
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EPILOGUE
o

LANSDOWNE's BRITISH ENCHANTERS.

vy H E N- Orpheus tun'd his lyre with pleafing woe.

Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow.

While liilening forefts cover'd, as he play'd.

The fofc mufician in a moving fhade.

That this night's ilrains the fame fuccefs may find.

The force of mufic is to mufic join'd :

Where founding ftrings and artful voices fail.

The charming rod and mutter'd fpells prevail.

Let fage Urganda wave the circling wand

On barren mountains, or a wafte of fand ;

The defert fmiles ; the woods begin to grow.

The birds to warble, and the fprings to flow.

The fame dull fights in the fame landikip mixt.

Scenes of ftill Hfe, and points for ever fix'd,

A tedious pleafure on the mind bellow.

And pall the fenfe with one continued fhow

;

But, as our two magicians try their fkill.

The vifion varies, though the place (lands Hill;

While the fame fpot its gaudy form renews.

Shifting the profpeft to a thoufand views.

Thus (without unity of place tranfgrell)

Th' enchanter turns the critic to a jeft.

But howfoe'er, to pleafe your wandering eyes.

Bright objeds difappear and brighter rife :

There's none can make amends for loft delight.

While from that circle we divert your fight.
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AN ODE FOR ST. CECILI A»s D AY,

SET TO MUSIC BY MR. DANIEL PURCELL.

PERFORMED AT OXFORD 1699.

I.

PREPARE the hallovv'd flrain, my Mufe,

Thy fofteft founds and fweeteft numbers chufe;

The bright Cecilia's praife rehearfe.

In warbling words, and gliding verfe.

That fmoothly run into a fong.

And gently die away, and melt upon the tongue,

II,

Firft let the fprightly violin

The joyful melody begin.

And none of all her firings be mute.

While the Iharp found and fhriller lay

In fweet harmonious notes decay,

Soften'd and mellow'd by the flute.

* " The flute that fweetly can complain,

** Diflblve the frozen nymph's difdain

;

" Panting fympathy impart,

" Till flie partake her lover's fmart.'*

CHORUS.
III.

Next, let the folemn organ join

Religious airs, and ftrains divine,

* The four laft lines of the fecond and third ftanzas were

added by Mr. Tate.
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Such as may lift us to the Ikies,

And fet all heaven before our eyes

:

<' Such as may lift us to the Ikies

;

'« So far at leaft till they

" Defcend with kind furprize,

" And meet our pious harmony half-way."

IV.

Let then the trumpet's piercing found

Our ravifh'd ears with pleafure wound

:

The foul o'er-powering with delight^

As, with a quick uncommon ray,

A ftreak of lightning clears the day.

And flaflies on the fight.

Let echo too perform her part.

Prolonging every note with art.

And in a low expiring flrain

Play all the concert o^er againt

V.

Such were the tuneful notes that hung

On bright Cecilia's charming tongue :

Notes that facred heats infpir'd.

And with religious ardour fir'd :

The love-fick youth, that long fupprefs'd

His fmother'd paffion in his breall.

No fooner heard the warbling dame.

But, by the fecret influence turn'd.

He felt a new diviner flame.

And with devotion burn'd.

YOL. XXX, O
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With ravifti'd foul, and looks amaz'd.

Upon her beauteous face he gaz'd

;

Nor made his amorous complaint

:

In vain her eyes his heart had charmM,

Her heavenly voice her eyes difarm'd.

And chang'd the lover to a faint.

GRAND CHORUS^
VI.

And now the choir compleat rejoices.

With trembling firings and melting voices.

The tuneful ferment rifes high.

And works with mingled melody :

Quick divifions run their rounds,

A thoufand trills and quivering founds

In airy circles o'er us fly.

Till, wafted by a gentle breeze.

They faint and languifh by degrees.

And at a diilance die.
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AN ODE.
I.

rp H E fpaclous firmament on high.

With all the blue ethereal Iky,

And fpangled heavens, a fhining frame.

Their great original proclaim.

Th* unweary'd fun, from day to day.

Does his Creator's power difplay

;

And publifhes, to every land.

The work of an Almighty hand.

II.

Soon as the evening ihades prevail.

The moon takes up the wonderous tale

;

And nightly, to the lillening earth.

Repeats the ftory of her birth :

Whilft all the liars that round her burn,

And all the planets, in their turn.

Confirm the tidings as they roll.

And fpread the truth from pole to pole,

III.

What though, in folemn filence, all

Move round the dark terreftrial ball

;

What though, no real voice, nor found,

Amidft their radiant orbs be found

:

In Reafon's ear they all rejoice.

And utter forth a glorious voice

;

For ever finging as they fhine.

The hand that made us is divine.

Q. 2
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AN HYMN.
I.

TTtTHEN all thy mercies, O my God,

My rifmg foul furveys

;

TraiiTported with the view, I *m loft

Id wonder, love, and praife.

II.

O how (hall words with equal warmth

The gratitude declare.

That glows within my ravilh'd heart

!

But thou canft read it there.

III.

Thy Providence my life fuftaiii'd.

And all my wants redreft

;

When in the filent womb I lay.

And hung upon the breaft.

IV.

To all my weak complaints and cries.

Thy mercy lent an ear,

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt

To form themfelves in prayer.

V.

Unnumber'd comforts to my foul

Thy tender care beftow'd.

Before my infant heart conceiv'd

from whence thefe comforts flowM.
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VI.

When in the flippery paths of youth

With heedlefs fteps I ran.

Thine arm unfeen convey'd me fafe.

And led me up to man.

VII.

Through hidden dangers, toils, and death.

It gently clear'd my way

;

And through the plealing fnarcs of vice.

More to be fear'd than they.

VIII.

When worn with iicknefs, oft haft thou

With health renewM my face ;

And when in fms and forrows funk,

Reviv'd my foul with grace.

IX.

Thy bounteous hand with worldly blifi

Has made my cup run o'er.

And in a kind and faithful friend

Has doubled all my ilore.

X.

Ten thoufand thoufand precious gifts

My daily thanks employ ;

Nor is the leaft a chearful heart.

That taftes thofe gifts with joy.

XI.

Through every period of my life.

Thy goodnefs I'll purfue ;

And after death, in diftant worlds.

The glorious theme renew,

<^3
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XII.

When Nature fails, and day and night

Divide thy works no more.

My ever-grateful heart, O Lord,

Thy mercy Ihall adore.

XIII.

Through all eternity to thee,

A joyful fong I '11 raife ;

For, oh 1 eternity 's too fhort.

To utter all thy praife.

AN ODE.
I.

TT w are thy fervants bleft, O Lord I

How fure is their defence !

Eternal wifdom is their guide.

Their help Omnipotence.

II.

In foreign realms, and lands remote.

Supported by thy care.

Through burning climes I pafs'd unhurt.

And breath'd in tainted air.

III.

Thy mercy fweeten'd every foil.

Made every region pleafe

;

The hoary Alpine-hills it warm'd.

And fmooth'd the Tyrrhene feas.
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IV.

Think, O my foul, devoutly think.

How, with affrighted eyes.

Thou faw'ft the wide-extended deep.

In all its horrors rife.

V.

Confufion dwelt in every face.

And fear in every heart

;

When waves on waves, and gulphs on gulphsj

O'ercame the pilot's art.

VI.

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord,

Thy mercy fet me free

;

Whilft, in the confidence of prayer.

My foul took hold on thee.

VII.

For though in dreadful whirls we hung

High on the broken wave,

I knew thou wert not flow to hear.

Nor impotent to fave.

VIII.

The Ilorm was laid, the winds retirM,

Obedient to thy will

;

The fea, that roar*d at thy command.
At thy command was ftill.

IX.

In midll of dangers, fears, and death.

Thy goodnefs I '11 adore ;

And praife Thee for thy mercies pad.

And humbly hope for more.

<^4
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X.

My life, if thou preferv*ft my life.

Thy facrifice fhall be

;

And death, if death muft be my doom,

Shall join my foul to Thee.

AN HYMN,

TTTHEN rifmg from the bed of death,

O'erwhelm'd with guilt and fear,

I fee my Maker face to face ;

O how ihall I appear

!

II.

If yet, while pardon may be found.

And mercy may be fought.

My heart with inward horror jfhrinks.

And trembles at the thought

:

III.

When thou, O Lord, fhalt Hand difclos'd

In majefly fevere.

And fit in judgment on my foul

;

O how fhall I appear I

IV.

Bat thou haft told the troubled foul.

Who does her fms lament.

The timely tribute of her tears

Shall endlefs woe prevent.



AN HYMN,
V.

Then fee the forrows of my heart.

Ere yet it be too late

;

And add my Saviour's dying groans.

To give thofe forrows weight.

VI.

For never Ihall my foul defpair

Her pardon to procure.

Who knows Thy Only Son has dy'd

To majie that pardon fare.

PARAPHRASE ON PSALM XXIII.

I.

rp H E Lord my pafture Ihall prepare.

And feed me with a Ihepherd's care

;

His prefence fhall my wants fupply.

And guard me with a watchful eye :

My noon-day walks he ihall attend.

And all my mid-night hours defend.

II.

When in the fultry glebe I faint.

Or on the thirfty mountain pant

;

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary wandering Heps he leads

:

Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow.

Amid the verdant landfcape flow.

«3S
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III.

Though in the paths of death I tread.

With gloomy horrors overfpread.

My ftedfaft heart fhall fear no ill.

For thou, O Lord, art with me ftill

;

Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid.

And guide me through the dreadful made;

IV.

Though in a bare and rugged way.

Through devious lonely wilds I ftray.

Thy bounty Ihall my wants beguile.

The barren wildernefs fhall fmile.

With fudden greens and herbage crown'd^

And Ibeams fhall murmur all around.

THE PLAY-HOUSE*.
"TX7HERE gentle Thames through llately channels

glides.

And England's proud metropolis divides

;

A lofty fabrick does the fight invade.

And flretches o'er the waves a pompous fhade 5

Whence fudden Ihouts the neighbourhood furprize.

And thundering claps and dreadful hiffmgs rife.

. Here thrifty R— hires monarchs by the day.

And keeps his mercenary kings in pay ;

With deep-mouth 'd adiors fills the vacant fcenes.

And rakes the flews for goddeffes and queens

;

* See Scdley's Mifcellanies, 8vot p. zoz.
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Here the lewd punk, with crowns and fceptres grac'd.

Teaches her eyes a more majeftic call

;

And hungry monarchs, with a numerous train

Of fuppliant flaves, like Sancho, ftarve and reign.

But enter in, my Mufe ; the Stage fnrvey.

And all its pomp and pageantry difplay

;

Trap-doors and pit-falls, from th' unfaithful ground.

And magic walls encompafs it around :

On either fide maim'd Temples fill our eyes.

And intermixt with Brothel-houfes rife

;

Disjointed Palaces in order Hand,

And Groves obedient to the mover's hand

O^erlhade the Stage, and flourifh at command.

A ftamp makes broken towns and trees entire :

So v/hen Amphion ftruck the vocal lyre.

He faw the fpacious circuit all around.

With crowding woods and rifmg cities crown'd.

But next the tiring-room furvey, and fee

Falfe titles, and promifcuous quality,

Confus'dly fvvarm, from heroes and from queens,

To thofe that fwing in clouds and fill macliines.

Their various charaders they chufe with art.

The frowning bully fits the tyrant's part

:

Swoln cheeks and fwaggering belly make an holl

Pale meagre looks and hollow voice a ghoft

;

From careful brows and heavy down-cad eyes.

Dull cits and thick-fcull'd aldermen arife :

The comic tone, infpir'd by Congreve, draws

At every word, loud laughter and applaufe :

The whining dame continues as before.

Her charader unchang'd, and afts a whore.
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Above the reft, the prince with haughty ftalks

Magnilicent in purple bufkins walks

:

The royal robes his awful Ihoulders grace,

Profufe of fpangles and of copper-lace :

Officious rafcals to his mighty thigh,

Guiltlefs of blood, th* unpointed weapon tye :

Then the gay glittering diadem put on.

Ponderous with brafs, and ftarr'd with Briftol ftonc

His royal confort next confults her glafs.

And out of twenty boxes culls a face

;

The whitening firll her ghallly looks befmears.

All pale and wan th' unfinirti'd form appears;

Till on her cheeks the blufhing purple glows.

And a falfe virgin-modefty beftows.

Her ruddy lips the deep vermilion dyes

;

Length to her brows the pencil's art fupplies.

And with black bending arches fhades her eyes

Well pleas'd at length the pi6lure fhe beholds,^

And fpots it o'er with artificial molds

;

Her countenance compleat, the beaux Ihe warms

With looks not hers ; and, fpight of nature, charms,

Thus artfully their perfons they difguife.

Till the laft flourilh bids the curtain rife.

The prince then enters on the Stage in ftate

;

Behind, a guard of candle -fnufFers wait

:

There, fwoln with empire, terrible and fierce.

He Ihakes the dome, and tears his lungs with verfe

;

His fubjedls tremble ; the fubmiffive pit.

Wrapt up in filence and attention, fit

;

Till, freed at length, he lays afide the weight

Of public bufinefs and affairs of ftate :

I
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Forgets his pomp, dead to ambitious fires.

And to fome peaceful brandy-ihop retires

;

Where in full gills his anxious thoughts he drowns.

And quaffs away the care that waits on crowns.

The princefs next her painted charms difplays.

Where every look the pencil's art betrays

;

The callow 'fquire at diftance feeds his eyes.

And filently for paint and wafhes dies :

But if the youth behind the fcenes retreat.

He fees the blended colours melt with heat.

And all the trickling beauty run in fweat.

The borrow'd vifage he admires no more.

And naufeates every charm he lov'd before :

So the fam'd fpear, for double force renownM,

Apply'd the remedy that gave the wound.

In tedious lills 't were endlefs to engage.

And draw at length the rabble of the Stage,

Where one for twenty years has given alarms.

And call'd contending monarchs to their arms

;

Another fills a more important poll.

And rifes every other night a ghoft

;

Through the cleft Stage, his mealy face he rears.

Then ftalks along, groans thrice, and difappears

;

Others, with fwords and fhields, the foldier's pride.

More than a thoufand times have changed their fide.

And in a thoufand fatal battles dy'd.

Thus feveral perfons feveral parts perform ;

Soft lovers whine, and bluftering heroes ftorm.

The Hern exafperatcd tyrants rage.

Till the kind bowl of poifon clears the Stage.
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Then honours vanifh, and dillinflions ceafe

;

Then, mth reluctance, haughty queens undrefs.

Heroes no more their fading laurels boaft.

And mighty kings in private men are loH.

He, whom fuch titles fwell'd, fuch power made proud.

To whom whole realms and vanquifh'd nations bow*d.

Throws ofF the gaudy plume, the purple train.

And in his own vile tatters ftinks again.

ON THE LADY MANCHESTER,
WRITTEN ON THE TO AST I N G-G L ASSES OF TH

KIT-CAT CLUB.

TTTHiLE haughty Gallia's dames, that fpread

O'er their pale cheeks, an artful red.

Beheld this beauteous ftranger there

In native charms, divinely fair

;

Confufion in their looks they fhow*d

;

And with unborrow'd blufhes glow'd.



o.

A

TRAGEDY,
«* Ecce fpedlaculum dignum, ad quod refpiclat, intentua

« operl fuo, Deus ! Ecce par Deo dignum, vir fortis

" cum mala fortuna compofitus ! Non video, inquam,

** quid habeat in terris Jupiter pulchrius, fi convertere

** animum velit, quam ut fpedlet Catonem, jam parti-

•' bus non femel fraftis, nihiiominus inter ruinas puWi-

<« cas eredtum." Sen. de Divin, Prov.
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TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS

THE PRINCESS OF WALES,
WITH THE TRAGEDY OF CATO,

NOVEMBER I7I4.

rp H E Mufe that oft, with facred raptures fir'd.

Has generous thoughts of Liberty infpirM,

And, boldly rifmg for Britannia's laws,

Engag'd great Cato in her country's caufe.

On you fubrniffive waits, with hopes afTur'd,

By whom the mighty bleffing ftands fecur'd.

And all the glories, that our age adorn.

Are promis'd to a people yet unborn.

No longer fhall the widow'd land bemoan

A broken lineage, and a doubtful throne

;

But boaft her royal progeny's increafe.

And count the pledges of her future peace.

O born to ftrengthen and to grace our ifle !

While you, fair Princefs, in your Offspring fmile.

Supplying charms to the fucceeding age.

Each heavenly Daughter's triumphs we prefage

;

Already fee th' illuftrious youths complain.

And pity Monarchs doom'd to figh in vain.

Thou too, the darling of our fond defires.

Whom Albion, opening wide her arms, requires,

With manly valour and attradive air

Shalt quell the fierce, and captivate the fair.

VOL. XXX. R
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O England's younger hope ! in whom confpire

The mother's fweetnefs, and the father's fire !

For thee perhaps, ev'n now, of kingly race

Some dawning beauty blooms in every grace.

Some Carolina, to heaven's didlates true.

Who, while the fcepter'd rivals vainly fue.

Thy inborn worth with confcious eyes fhall fee.

And flight th' Imperial diadem for thee.

Pleas'd with the profpeft of fucceilive reigns.

The tunefdl tribe no more in daring ftrains

Shall vindicate, with pious fears oppreft,

Endanger'd rights, and liberty diftreft :

To milder founds each Mufe fhall tune the lyre.

And gratitude, and faith to kings infpire.

And filial love ; bid impious difcord ceafe.

And footh the madding fadlions into peace

;

Or rife ambitious in more lofty lays.

And teach the nation their new Monarch's praife,

Defcribe his awful look, and godlike mind.

And Caefar's power with Cato's virtue join'd.

Meanwhile, bright Princefs, who, with graceful eafe

And native majefty, are form'd to pleafe.

Behold thofe Arts with a propitious eye.

That fuppliant to their great protedlrefs fly I

Then fhall they triumph, and the Britifh flage

Improve her manners, and refine her rage.

More noble characters expofe to view.

And draw her finifh'd heroines from You.

Nor you the kind indulgence will refufe,

Skill'd in the labours of the deathlefs Mufe

;
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The deathlefs Mufe, with undiminifh'd rays.

Through diftant rimes the lovely dame conveys

:

To Gloriana Waller's harp was ftrung

;

The Qaeen ftill ftiines, becaufe the Poet Tung.

Ev'n all thofe graces, in your frame combin'd.

The common fate of mortal charms may find

(Content our fhort-liv'd praifes to engage.

The joy and wonder of a fingle age)

,

Unlefs fome Poet, in a lafting fong.

To late porterity their fame prolong,

Inftruft our fons the radiant form to prize.

And fee Your beauty with their fathers* eyes,

VERSES
TO THE

AUTHOR OF THE TRAGEDY OF CATO.

TX7HILE you the fierce divided Britons awe.

And Cato with an equal virtue draw

;

While envy is itfelf in wonder loft.

And factions ftrivc who fhall applaud you m.oft

;

Forgive the fond ambition of a friend.

Who hopes himfelf, not you, to recommend

:

And joins th' applaufe which all the leam'd bellow

On one, to whom a perfect work they owe.

To my * light fcenes I once infcrib'd your name.

And impotently ftrove to borrow fame

;

Soon will that die, which adds thy name to mine

;

Let me, then, live, join'd to a work of thine.

RICHARD STEELE,
• Tender Hufband, dedicated to Mr, Addifon.

R 2
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3np IS nobly done thus to enrich the ftage.

And raife the thoughts of a degenerate age ;

To Ihew how endlefs joys from freedom fpring.

How life in bondage is a worthlefs thing.

The inborn greatnefs of your foul we view.

You tread the paths frequented by the few;

With fo much Ilrength you write, and fo much cafe.

Virtue and fenfe I how durft you hope to pleafe ?

Yet crowds the fentiments of every line

Impartial clapt, and own'd the work divine.

Ev'n the four critics, who malicious came.

Eager to cenfure, and refolv'd to blame.

Finding the hero regularly rife.

Great while he lives, but greater when he dies.

Sullen approv'd, too obllinate to melt.

And iicken'd with the pleafures which they felt.

Not fo the fair their paffions fecret kept.

Silent they heard, but, as they heard, they wept;

When glorioufly the blooming Marcus dy'd.

And Cato told the gods, Pm fatisfy^d.

See ! how your lays the Britifh youth inflame

!

They long to fhoot and ripen into fame

;

Applauding theatres difturb their reft.

And unborn Cato's heave in every breaft;

Their nightly dreams, their daily thoughts repeat.

And pulfes high with fancy 'd glories beat.

So, griev'd to view the Marathonian fpoils.

The young Themiftocles vow'd equal toils

;

Did then his fchemes of future honours draw

From the long triumphs which with tears he faw.
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How fhall I your unrival'd worth proclaim.

Loft in the fpreading circle of your fame 1

We faw you the great William's praife rehearfe.

And paint Britannia's joys in Roman verfe.

We heard at diftance foft enchanting ftrains.

From blooming mountains, and Italian plains.

Virgil began in Englifh drefs to fhine.

His voice, his looks, his grandeur, ftill divine

:

From him too foon unfriendly you withdrew.

But brought the tuneful Ovid to our view.

Then the delightful theme of every tongue,

Th' immortal Marlborough, was your darling fong.

From clime to clime the mighty viftor flew.

From clime to clime as fwiftly you purfue.

Still with the hero's glow'd the poet's flame.

Still with his conquefts you enlarg'd your fame.

With boundlefs raptures here the Mufe could fwell.

And on your Rofamond for ever dwell

:

There opening fweets and every fragrant flower

Luxuriant fmile, a never-fading bower!

Next, human follies kindly to expofe.

You change from numbers, but not fmk in profe

:

Whether in viflonary fcenes you play.

Refine our taftes, or laugh our crimes away.

Now, by the bufkin'd Mufe you fliine confeft.

The patriot kindles in the poet's breaft.

Such energy of fenfe might pleafure raife.

Though unembellifli'd with the charms of phrafe :

Such charms of phrafe would with fuccefs be crowa'd.

Though nonfenfe flowed in the melodious found.

R 3
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The chaftell virgin needs no blufhes fear.

The learn'd themfelves not uninftrucled hear.

The libertine, in pleafures us'd to roll.

And idly fport with an immortal foul.

Here comes, and, by the virtuous heathen taught.

Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful thought.

Whene'er you traverfe vafl Numidia's plains.

What fluggilh Briton in his ifle remains

!

When Juba feeks the tiger wdth delight.

We beat the thicket, and provoke the fight;

By the defcription vvarm'd, we fondly fweat.

And in the chilling eaft wind pant with heat.

What eyes behold not, how the itream refines.

Till by degrees the floating mirror fhines ?

While hurricanes in circling eddies play.

Tear up the fands, and fvveep whole plains away.

We fhrink with horror, and confefs our fear.

And all the fudden founding ruin hear.

When royal robes, dillain'd with blood, deceive.

And make poor Marcia beautifully grieve

;

When Ihe her fecret thoughts no more conceals.

Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals

;

Well may the prince exult with noble pride.

Not for his Libyan crown, but Roman bride.

But I in vain on Angle features dwell.

Where all the parts of the fair piece excel.

So rich the (lore, fo dubious is the feaft.

We know not which to pafs, or which to taile.

The ftiining incidents fo juftly fall.

We may the whole new fcenes of tranfport call.
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Thus jewellers confound our wandering eyes.

And with variety of gems furprize.

Here fapphires, here the Sardian ftone is feen.

The topaz yellow, and the jafper green.

The colUy brilliant there, confus'dly bright.

From numerous furfaces darts trembling light

:

The different colours mingle in a blaze.

Silent we fland, unable where to praife.

In pleafure fweetly loft ten thoufand ways.

Trinity CoUege, Cambridge. L. E U S D E N.

SIR,
"tTTHEN your generous labour firft I view'd.

And Cato's hands in his own blood imbrued.

That fcene of death fo terrible appears.

My foul could only thank you with her tears.

Yet with fuch wondrous art your fldlfal hand

Does all the paffions of the foul command.

That ev'n my grief to praife and wonder tum'd.

And envy'd the great death which firft I mourn'd.

What pen, but yours, could draw the doubtful ftrife

Of honour ftruggling with the love of life ?

Defcribe the patriot, obftinately good.

As hovering o'er eternity he ftood

:

The wide, th' unbounded ocean lay before

His piercing fight, and heaven the diftant fhore.

Secure of endlefs blifs, with fearful eyes,
"J

He grafps the dagger, and its point defies, >

And rufhes out of life to fnatch the glorious prize. )

R 4
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How would old Rome rejoice, to hear you tell ^

How juft her patriot liv'd, how great he fell

!

Recount his wondrous probity and truth.

And form new Juba's in the Britifh youth.

Their generous fouls, when he refigns his breath.

Are pleas'd with ruin, and in love with death

:

And when her conquering fword Britannia draws,

Refolves to perifh, or defend her caufe.

Now firft on Albion's theatre we fee

A perfed image of what man fliould be

;

The glorious charadler is now expreft.

Of virtue dwelling in a human breaft

:

Drawn at full length by your immortal lines.

In Cato's foul, as in her heaven fhe fhines.

All Souls College, Oxon. DIGBY COTES.

LEFT WITH THE PRINTER BY
AN UNKNOWN HAND*.

XTOW we may fpeak, fmce Cato fpeaks no more

:

'Tis praife at length, 'twas rapture all before;

When crowded theatres with lo's rung

Sent to the fkies, from whence thy genius fprung;

Ev'n civil rage a while in thine was loft.

And faftions ftrove but to applaud thee moft;

* Thefe verfes were by George Jeffreys, Efq. which Addifoa

never knew. See Seledl Colledion of Mifcellany Poems, vol. vi.

p. 59; and fee Dr. Johnfon's encomium on them in the Life of

Addifon. N.
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Nor could enjoyment pall our longing tafte,

Jjut every night was dearer than the laft.

As when old Rome, in a malignant hour

Depriv'd of fome returning conqueror.

Her debt of triumph to the dead difcharg'd.

For fame, for treafure, and her bounds enlarged

;

And while his godlike figure mov'd along.

Alternate paflions fir'd th' adoring throng;

Tears flow'd from every eye, and ihouts from every

tongue ;

So in the pompous lines has Cato far'd,

Grac'd with an ample, though a late reward :

A greater viclor we in him revere ;

A nobler triumph crowns his image here.

With wonder, as with pleafure, we furvey

A theme fo fcanty wrought into a play ;

So vaft a pile on fuch foundations plac'd

;

Like Ammon's temple rear'd on Libya's wafle :

Behold its glowing paint 1 its eafy weight

!

Its nice proportions 1 and ftupendous height

!

How chafle the condud ! How divine the rage I

A Roman worthy, on a Grecian ftage

!

But where (hall Cato's praife begin or end

;

Inclin'd to melt, and yet untaught to bend.

The firmed patriot, and the gentleft friend ?

How great his genius, when the traitor crowd

Ready to ftrike the blow their fury vow'd

;

Quell'd by his look, and liHening to his lore.

Learn, like his paflions, to rebel no more

!

I
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When, laviih of his boiling blood, to prove

The cure of ilavilh life, and flighted love.

Brave Marcus new in early death appears.

While Cato counts his wounds, and not his years

;

Who, checking private grief, the public mourns.

Commands the pity he fo greatly fcorns

;

But when he flrikes (to crown his generous part)

That honeft. Haunch, imprafticable heart

;

No tears, no fobs, purfue his panting breath

;

The dying Roman fhames the pomp of death.

O facred freedom ! which the powers bellow

To feafon bleffings, and to foften woe;

Plant of our growth, and aim of all our cares.

The toil of ages, and the crown of wars

:

If, taught by thee, the poet's wit has flow'd

In ftrains as precious as his hero's blood

;

Preferve thofe ilrains, an everlalling charm

To keep that blood and thy remembrance warm ;

Be this thy guardian image IHU fecure.

In vain (hall force invade, or fraud allure

;

Our great Palladium fhall perform its part,

Fix'd and enlhrin'd in every Britiih heart.



[ 251 ]

UPON MR. ADDISON'S CATO.

JONG had the Tragic Mufe forgot to weep.

By modern Operas quite lull'd afleep :

No matter what the lines, the voice was clear;

Thus fenfe was facrific'd to pleafe the ear.

At lad, * One Wit ftood up in our defence.

And dar'd (O impudence '.) to publifn— fenfe.

Soon then as next the juft tragedian fpoke.

The ladies figh'd again, the beaux awoke.

Thofe heads that us'd mofl indolent to move

To fmg-fong, ballad, and fonata love.

Began their buried fenfes to explore.

And found they now had paflions as before

:

The power of nature in their bofoms felt.

In fpite of prejudice compell'd to melt.

When Cato 's firm, all hope of fuccour pafr.

Holding his ftubborn virtue to the lafl,

I view, with joy and confcious tranfport fir'd.

The foul of Rome in one great man retir'd :

In him, as if (he by confinement gain'd,

Her powers and energy are higher firain'd

Than when in crov/ds of fenators {he reign'd

!

Cato well fcorn'd the life that Csfar gave.

When fear and weaknefs only bid him fave :

* The Speftator,
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But when a virtue like his own revives

The hero's conftancy—with joy he lives.

Obferve the juftnefs of the poet's thoughts,

Whofe fmalleft excellence is want of faults :

Without afFeded pomp and noife he warms

;

Without the gaudy drefs of beauty charms.

Love, the old fubjedl of the bufkin'd Mufe,

Returns, but fuch as Roman virgins ufe.

A virtuous love, chaftis'd by pureft thought.

Not from the fancy, but from nature wrought.

Britons, with lelTen'd wonder, now behold

Your former wits, and all your bards of old;

Jonfon out-vy'd in his own way confefs

;

And own that Shakefpeare's felf now pleafes Iefs»

While Phcebus binds the laurel on his brow.

Rife up, ye Mufes ; and, ye Poets, bow

:

Superior worth with admiration greet.

And place him neareil to his Phoebus' feat.
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ON C A T O:

OCCASIOKED BY

MR. ADDISON'S TRAGEDY OF THAT NAME,

BY MR. COPPING.

TT I s ancient Rome by party-faftions rent.

Long fince the generous Cato did lament

;

Himfelf united with his country's caufe.

Bravely refus'd to live, 'midfl dying laws.

Pleas 'd with returning liberty to come.

With joy the hero rifes from his tomb ;

And in Britannia finds a fecond Rome.

Till by repeated rage, and civil fires,

Th' unhappy patriot again expires ;

Weeps o'er her fate, and to the gods retires.

TO MR. ADDISON, ON HIS CATO.

(from Steele's collection.)

T s Britain refcued from th' Italian chain.

And the dear fong negleded for thy ftrain ?

Are ev'n the Fair reclaim'd r and dare they fit

Intent on Virtue, and be pleas'd with Wit?

What Mufe, but thine, could thus redeem our tafle.

With ihow deluded, and with found debas'd ?
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Hard was the talk, and worthy of your rage.

You feem the great Alcides of the age :

How glorioufly you rife in our defence

!

Your caufe is Liberty
;
your armour, Senfe

;

The brood of tuneful monfters you control.

Which link the genias, and degrade the foul

:

Thofe foes to verfe you chace with manly arts.

And kindle Rom.an fires in Britifh hearts.

Oh ! fix, as well as raife, that noble flame :

Confirm your glory, and prevent our fhame.

The routed Opera may return again.

Seduce our hearts, and o'er our fpirits reign :

Ev'n Cato is a doubtful match for all.

And Right, oppreft with odds, again may fall

;

Let our juft fears your fecond aid implore.

Repeat the ftroke, this Hydra fprings no more.

VERSES SENT TO A LADY, WITH THE
TRAGEDY OF CATO.

(from Steele's collection.)

T N vain, O heavenly maid, do I perufe

Th' inftrudive labours of the Tragic Mufe,
If Cato's virtue cannot cure my foul.

And all the jarring pafTions there control

In vain—but ah 1 what arguments can prove

Sufficient to refift the force of Love ?

4
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i burn like Marcus in th' impetuous fire

;

Like him I languifh with the fond defire

;

Like him I groan beneath th' uneafy weight.

And ev'n, like him defpairing, wifh my fate.

Could you with Lucia's eyes behold my pain.

Then would you ftrive to foften your difdain :

My anxious griefs your tender breall would move.

And raife compaffion, where they could not love.

But lo bright Marcia ! fee, relentlefs fair.

In Cato's daughter thy whole felf appear.

In thee, alas ! her lovely virtues fhine.

Her charms, her heavenly beauties, all are thme

;

And whilft in moving numbers is difplay'd

Juba's foft paffion for the glorious maid.

Think you behold your lover proftrate lie.

In tendereft accents think you hear me figh :

Then, then be kind—and on my fufFerings fmile.

As generous Marcia pitied Juba's toil.

Thou, in whom all the Roman virtues dwell.

Let not the Roman mercy thine excel

;

Since Love like that of Juba fills my breafl.

Let me at length with equal joys be bleft.

*^* The verfes of Dr. Youkg, Mr. Tickell, and Mr.

Hughes, on this tragedy, are among the poems of their re-

fpe^ve authors.
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Scene, a large Hall in the Governor's Palace of Utica.

^* See the Prologue and Epilogue to Cato in the volumes

which contain the Poems of Garth and Pope.
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ACT I. SCENE I.

FORTIUS, MARCUS.

FORTIUS.

'T^HE dawn is over-caft, the morning lowers^

-- And heavily in clouds brings on the day.

The great, th' important day ; big with the fate

Of Cato and of Rome.—Our father's death

Would fill up all the guilt of civil war.

And clofe the fcene of blood. Already Casfar

Has ravaged more than half the globe, and fees

Mankind grown thin by his deftru6live fword

:

Should he go further, numbers would be wanting.

To form new battles, and fupport his crimes.

Ye gods, what havock does ambition make

'Among your works

!

MARCUS.

Thy fleady temper. Fortius,

Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Caefar,

In the calm lights of mild philofophy

;

I 'm tortur'd, ev'n to madnefs, when I think

On the proud victor : every time he 's nam'd

Pharfalia rifes to my view—I fee

Th' infulting tyrant prancing o'er the field

VOL. XXX. s
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StrowM with Rome's citizens, and drench'dinflaughter^

His horfe's hoofs wet with Patrician blood.

Oh Poi'tius, is there not fome chofen curfe.

Some hidden thunder in the ftores of heaven>

Red with uncommon wrath, to blafl the man
Who owes his greatnefs to his country's ruin?

FORTIUS.

Believe me, Marcus, 'tis an impious greatnefs.

And mixt with too much horror to be envy'd

:

How does the luftre of our father's actions.

Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him.

Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightnefs I

His fufferings fhine, and fpread a glory round him

;

Greatly unfortunate, he fights the caufe

Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome.

His fword ne'er fell but on the guilty head;

OpprefFion, tyranny, and power ufurp'd.

Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon them.

MARCUS.

Who knows not this ? But what can Cato do

Againft a world, a bafe degenerate world.

That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Casfar?

Pent up in Utica, he vainly forms

A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs.

And, cover 'd with Numidian guards, dire£ls

A feeble army, and an empty fenate.

Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain.

By heavens, fuch virtues, join'd with fuch fuccefs,

Diftradl my very foul : our father's fortune

Would almoft tempt us to renounce his precepts.
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FORTIUS.

Remember what our father oft has told us

:

The ways of heaven are dark and intricate j

Puzzled in mazes, and perplex'd with errors.

Our underftanding traces them in vain.

Loft and bewilder'd in the fruitlefs fearch

;

Nor fees with how much art the windings run.

Nor where the regular confufion ends.

MARCUS.

Thefe are fuggeftions of a mind at eafe

:

Oh Fortius, didfl thou tafte but half the griefs

That wring my foul, thou could'ft not talk thus coldly,

PaiTion unpity'd and fuccefslefs love

Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate

My other griefs. Were but my Lucia kind !—
FORTIUS.

Thou fee'ft not that thy brother is thy rival

:

But I mull hide it, for I know thy temper. [J/j^e^

Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue 's on the proof:

Put forth thy utmoft llrength, work every nerve.

And call up all thy father in thy foul

:

To quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart

On this weak fide, where moft our nature fails,

Would be a conqueil worthy Cato's fon.

MARCUS.
Fortius, the counfel which I cannot take,

Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weaknefs.

Bid me for honour plunge into a war

Of thickeft foes, and rufh on certain death.

Then {halt thou fee that Marcus is no? flow

s z
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To follow glory, and confefs his father.

Love is not to be reafon'd down, or lofl:

In high ambition, and a thirft of greatnefs ;

'Tis fecond life, it grows into the foul.

Warms every vein, and beats in every pulfe.

I feel it here : my refolution melts

—

FORTIUS.

Behold young Juba, the Numidlan Prince

!

With how much care he forms himfelf to glory.

And breaks the fiercenefs of his native temper

To copy out our father's bright example.

He loves our filler Marcia, greatly loves her;

His eyes, his looks, his actions, all betray it

:

But ftill the fmother'd fondnefs burns within him.

When moft it fwells and labours for a vent.

The fenfe of honour and defire of fame

Drive the big paffion back into his heart.

What ! Ihall an African, fhall Juba's heir.

Reproach great Cato's fon, and fhow the world

A ^drtue wanting in a Roman foul ?

MARCUS.

Fortius, no more I your words leave flings behind them

.

When-e'er did Juba, or did Fortius, fhow

A virtue that has call me at a dillance.

And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour ?

FORTIUS.

Marcus, I know thy generous temper well

;

Fling but th' appearance of difhonour on it.

It llrait takes fire, and mounts into a blaze.

MARCUS.

A brother's fufferings olaim a brother's pity.
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FORTIUS.

Heaven knows I pity thee : behold my eyes

Ev'n whilft I fpeak.—Do they not fwim in tears?

Were but my heart as naked to thy view,

Marcus would fee it bleed in his behalf.

MARCUS.

Why then doil treat me with rebukes, inftead

Of kind condoling cares and friendly forrow r

FORTIUS.

O Marcus, did I know the way to eafe

Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains,

Marcus, believe me, I could die to do it.

MARCUS.
Thou beft of brothers, and thou beft of friends I

Pardon a weak diftemper'd foul, that fwells

With fudden gufts, and fmks as foon in calms.

The fport of paffions—But Sempronius comes:

He njufl not find this foftnefs hanging on me. [Exit,

SCENE II.

SEMPRONIUS.

Confpiracies no fooner fhould be form'd

Than executed. What means Fortius here?

I like not that cold youth, I mull diffemble.

And fpeak a language foreign to my heart.

SEMFRONIUS, FORTIUS.

SEMPROXIUS,
Good morrow. Fortius ! let us once embrace.

Once more embrace j vvhilll: yet we both are free.

s ^
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To-morrow fhould we thus exprefs our friendfliip.

Each might receive a Have imo his arms.

This fun perhaps, this morning fun, 's the laft

That e'er ihall rife on Roman liberty.

FORTIUS.

My father has this morning call'd together

To this poor hall his little Roman Senate

(The leavings of Pharfalia), to confult

If yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent

That bears down Rome, and all her gods, before It,

Or mull at length give up the world to Czefar.

SEMP R-ONIUS.

Not all the pomp and majefty of R.ome

Can raife her Senate more than Cato's prefence.

His virtues render our affembly awful.

They ftrike with fomething like religious fear.

And make ev'n Csefar tremble at the head

Of armies fluih'd with conqueft : O my Fortius,

Could I but call that wondrous man my father.

Would but thy fifter Marcia be propitious

To thy friend's vows ; I might be blefs'd indeed

!

FORTIUS.

Alas ! Sempronius, vv^ould'ft thou talk of love

To Marcia, whilfl her father's life's in danger?

Thou might'H as well court the pale trembling Veftal,

V\''hen fhe beholds the holy flame expiring.

SEMPRONIUS.

The more I fee the wonders of thy race.

The more I'm charm'd. Thou muft take heed, my
Fortius

!

*i

il
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The world has all its eyes on Cato's Ton.

Thy father's merit fets thee up to view.

And (hews thee in the faireit point of light.

To make thy virtues or thy faults confpicuous.

FORTIUS.

Well doft thou feem to check my lingering here

On this important hour— I '11 ftrait away

;

And while the fathers of the Senate meet

In clofe debate, to weigh th' events of war,

I '11 animate the foldiers' drooping courage.

With love of freedom, and contempt of life.

I '11 thunder in their ears their country's caufe.

And try to rouze up all that 's Roman in them.

*Tis not in mortals to command fuccefs.

But we'll do more, Sempronius; we'll deferve it.

[Exit,

SEMPRONIUS.

Curfe on the ftripling ! How he apes his fire

!

Ambitioufly fententious !—But I wonder

Old Syphax comes not ; his Numidian genius

Is well difpos'd to mifchief, were he prompt

And eager on it; but he mufl: be fpurr'd.

And every moment quicken'd to the courfe.

Cato has us'd me ill : he has refus'd

His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows.

Befides, his bafHed arms and ruin'd caufe

Are bars to my am.bition. Csefar's favour.

That (howers down greatnefs on his friends, will raife me
To Rome's firll honours. If I give up Cato,

I claim in my reward his captive daughter.

But Syphax comes !—
s 4
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SCENE III,

SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUS.

SYPHAX.

— Sempronius, all is ready,

I Ve founded my Numidians, man by man.

And find them ripe for a revolt : they all

Complain aloud of Cato's difcipline.

And wait but the command to change their matter,

SEMPRONIUS.

Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to walle;

Ev'n whilft we fpeak, our conqueror comes on.

And gathers ground upon us every moment.

Alas ! thou know'ft not Caefar's adlive foul.

With what a dreadful courfe he rufhes on

From war to war : in vain has nature form'd

Mountains and oceans to oppofe his paffage

;

He bounds o'er all, viftorious in his march;

The Alps and Pyreneans fmk before him;

Through winds, and waves, and ftorms, he works his

way.

Impatient for the battle : one day more

Will fet the viflor thundering at our gates.

But tell me, hall thou yet drawn-o'er young Juba?

That ftill would recommend thee more to Csefar,

And challenge better terms—
SYPHAX.

—Alas! he's loft.

He's loft, Sempronius; all his thoughts are full

Of Cato's virtues—But I'll try once more
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(For every inflant I expedl him here)

If yet I can fubdue thofe ftubborn principles

Of faith, of honour, and I know not what.

That have corrupted his Numidian temper.

And ilruck th' infeftion into all his foul.

SEMPRONIUS.

Be fure to prefs upon him every motive.

Juba's furrender, fmce his father's death.

Would give up Afric into Caefar's hands.

And make him lord of half the burning Zone.

SYPH AX.

But is it true, Sempronius, that your Senate

Is call'd together ? Gods ! thou mull be cautious

!

Cato has piercing eyes, and will difcern

Our frauds, unlefs they 're cover'd thick with art.

SEMPRONIUS.

Let me alone, good Syphax, I '11 conceal

My thoughts in paffion ('tis the fureft way) ;

I '11 bellow out for Rome and for my country.

And mouth at Casfar till I fnake the Senate.

Your cold hypocrify 's a ftale device,

A worn-out trick : wouldil thou be thought in earnefl.

Clothe thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury '.

SYPHAX.

In troth, thou 'rt able to inftrud grey-hairs.

And teach the wily African deceit 1

SEMPRONIUS.
Once more, be fure to try thy fkill on Juba

;

Mean-while I '11 hallen to my Roman foldiers.
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Inflame the mutiny, and underhand

^low up their difcontents, till they break out

Unlook'd for, and difcharge themfelves on Cato*

Remember, Syphax, we muil work in hafte :

think what anxious moments pafs between

The birth of plots, and their laft fatal periods.

Oh 1 't is a dreadful interval of time,

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death !

Deftrudion hangs on every word we fpeak.

On every thought, till the concluding ftroke

Determines all, and clofes our defign. [Exif,

SYPHAX.

I *11 try if yet I can reduce to reafon

This head-ftrong youth, and make him fpum at Cato.

The time is fhort, Csfar comes rufhing on us—
But hold ! young Juba fees me, and approaches.

SCENE IV.

JUBA, SYPHAX.

JUBA.

Syphax, I joy to meet thee thus alone.

1 have obferv'd of late thy looks are fallen,

O'ercaft with gloomy cares, and difcontent

;

Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me.

What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns.

And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy Prince ?

SYPHAX.

'Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts.

Nor carry fmiles and fun-ihine in my face..
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When difcontent fits heavy at my heart.

I have not yet fo much the Roman in me.

JUBA.

Why dofl thou call out fuch ungenerous terms

Againll the lords and fovereigns of the world ?

Doll thou not fee mankind fall down before them.

And ov/n the force of their fuperior virtue ?

Is there a nation in the wilds of Afric,

Amidll our barren rocks and burning fands.

That does not tremble at the Roman name ?

SYPHAX.

Gods ! where 's the worth that fets this people up

Above your own Numidia's tawny fons?

Do they with tougher fmcws bend the bow ?

Or flies the javelin fwifter to its mark,

Launch'd from the vigour of a Roman arm r

Who like our adive African inflru£ls

The fiery fleed, and trains him to his hand ?

Or guides in troops th' embattled elephant,

Loaden with war r Thefe, thefe are arts, my Prince,

In which your Zama does not floop to Rome.

JUBA.
Thefe all are virtues of a meaner rank,

Perfedions that are plac'd in bones and nerves.

A Roman foul is bent on higher views

:

To civilize the rude unpolifh'd world.

And lay it under the reflraint of laws ;

To make man mild and fociable to man

;

To cultivate the wild licentious favage

With wifdom, difcipiine, and hberal arts;
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Th' embellifhments of life : virtues like thefe

Make human nature Ihine, reform the foul.

And break our fierce barbarians into men.

SYPHAX.

Patience, kind heavens !—Excufe an old man*9

warmth.

What are thefe wondrous civilizing arts.

This Roman poliih, and this fmooth behaviour.

That render man thus traflable and tame ?

Are they not only to difguife our paffions.

To fet our looks at variance with our thoughts.

To check the ftarts and fallies of the foul.

And break off all its commerce with the tongue

;

In fhort, to change us into other creatures

Than what our nature and the gods defign'd us ?

JUB A.

To ftrike thee dumb : turn up thine eyes to Cato !

There may 'ft thou fee to what a godlike height

The Roman virtues lift up mortal man.

While good, and juil, and anxious for his friends.

He's flill feverely bent againil himfelf

;

Renouncing fleep, and rell:, and food, and eafe.

He ftrives with thiril and hunger, toil and heat

;

And when his fortune fets before him all

The pomps and pleafures that his foul can wifh.

His rigid virtue will accept of none.

SYPHAX.

Believe me. Prince, there's not an African

That traverfes our vail Numidian deferts

In queft of prey^ and lives upon his bow.

But better praclifes thefe boafted virtues.
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Coarfe are his meals, the fortune of the chafe,

Amidll the running ilream he flakes his thirft.

Toils all the day, and at the approach of night

On the firll friendly bank he throws him down.

Or refts his head upon a rock till morn :

Then rifes frefli, purfues his wonted game.

And if the following day he chance to find

A new repaft, or an untafted fpring,

Bleffes his ilars, and thinks it luxury.

J u B A

.

Thy prejudices, Syphax, won*t difcern

What virtues grow from ignorance and choice.

Nor how the hero differs from the brute.

But grant that others could with equal glory

Look down on pleafures and the baits of fenfe.

Where Ihall we find the man that bears affliftion.

Great and majeftic in his griefs, like Cato?

Heavens, with what ftrength, what fteadincfs of mind.

He triumphs in the midft of all his fufFerings

!

How does he rife againft a load of woes.

And thank the gods that throw the weight upon him !

SYPHAX.

'Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtinefs of foul :

I think the Romans call it Stoicifm.

Had not your royal father thought fo highly

Of Roman virtue, and of Cato's caufe.

He had not fall'n by a flave's hand inglorious

:

Nor would his flaughter'd army now have lain

On Afric's fands, disfigur'd with their wounds.

To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia.
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JUBA.

Why do '11 thou call my forrows up afrefh ?

My father's name brings tears into my eyes,

SYPHAX.

Oh, that you 'd profit by your father's ills

!

JUBA.

V/hat wouldil thou have me do ?

SYPHAX.

Abandon Cato*

JUBA.

Syphax, I (hould be more than twice an orphan

By fuch a Icfs.

SYPHAX.

Ay, there 's the tie that binds you !

You long to call him father. Marcia's charms

Work in your heart unfeen, and plead for Cato.

No wonder you are deaf to all I fay.

JUBA.

Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate ;

I *ve hitherto permitted it to rave.

And talk at large ; but learn to keep it in.

Left it fhould take more freedom than I '11 give it.

SYPHAX.

Sir, your great father never us'd me thus.

Alas, he 's dead ! but can you e'er forget

The tender forrows, and the pangs of nature.

The fond embraces, and repeated bleffings.

Which you drew from him in your laft farewell ?

Still muft I cherifa the dear fad remembrance.

At once to torture and to pleafe my foul.

4
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The good old king, at parting, wrung my hand,

(His eyes brim-full of tears) then fighing cry'd,

Pr'ythee be careful of my fon !—his grief

Swell'd up fo high he could not utter more.

JUBA.

Alas, thy ilory melts away my foul.

That beft of fathers ! how fnall I difcharge

The gratitude and duty which I owe him !

SYPH AX.

By laying up his counfels in your heart.

JUBA.

His counfels bade me yield to thy direflions

:

Then, Syphax, chide me in fevereft terms.

Vent all thy paiTion, and I '11 (land its ihock.

Calm and unruffled as a fummer-fea.

When not a breath of wind flies o'er its furface.

SYPHAX.

Alas, my prince, I 'd guide you to your fafety,

JUBA.

I do believe thou wouldfl ; but tell me how ?

SYPHAX.
Fly from the fate thr.t follows Caefar's foes.

JUBA.

My father fcorn'd to do 't.

SYPHAX.

And therefore dyM.

JUBA.

Better to die ten thoufand thoufand deaths.

Than wound my honour.
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SYPHAX.

Rather fay your love.

JUBA.

Syphax, I 've promis'd to preferve my temper.

Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a flame,

I long have ftifled, and would fain conceal ?

SYPHAX.

Believe me. Prince, 't is hard to conquer lovCi

But eafy to divert and break its force :

Abfence might cure it, or a fecond miftrefs

Light up another flame, and put out this.

The glowing dames of Zama's royal court

Have faces fluflit with more exalted charms.

The fun, that rolls his chariot o'er their heads.

Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks :

Were you with thefe, my Prince, you 'd foon forget

The pale unripen'd beauties of the North.

JUBA.

'Tis not a fet of features, or complexion.

The tindure of a ikin, that I admire.

Beauty foon grows familiar to the lover.

Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenfe.

The virtuous Marcia towers above her fex :

True, flie is fair, (oh, how divinely fair
!

)

But ftill the lovely maid improves her charms

With inward greatnefs, unaiFeded wifdom.

And fandtity of manners. Cato's foul

Shines out in every thing flie a(5ls or fpeaks.

While winning mildnefs and attractive fmiles
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Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace

Soften the rigour of her father's virtues.

SYPH AX.

How does your tongue grow wanton in her praife !

But on my knees I beg you would confider

—

Enter M a

r

ci a and L u ci a .

JUBA.

Hah ! Syphax, is 't not Ihe ! — She moves this way

:

And with her Lucia, Lucius's fair daughter.

My heart beats thick— I pr'ythee, Syphax, leave me.

SYPHAX.

Ten thoufand curfes fallen on them both

!

Now will this woman with a fingle glance

Undo, what I 've been labouring all this while. \_Exit,

JUBA, MARCIA, LUCIA.

JUBA.

Hail charming maid, how does thy beauty fmooth

The face of war, and make ev'n horror fmile !

At fight of thee my heart Ihakes off its forrows;

I feel a dawn of joy break in upon me.

And for a while forget th' approach of Caefar.

MARCIA.
I fhould be griev'd, young prince, to think my pre-

fence

Unbent your thoughts, and flacken'd them to arms.

While, warm with flaughter, our victorious foe

Threatens aloud, and calls you to the field.

VOL. XXX. T
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JUBA.

O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns

And gentle wifhes follow me to battle

!

The thought will give new vigour to my arm.

Add ftrength and weight to my defcending fword.

And drive it in a tempeft on the foe.

MARCIA.

My prayers and wifhes always ihall attend

The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtue^

And men approved of by the gods and Cato.

JUBA.

That Juba may deferve thy pious cares,

I'll gaze for ever on thy godlike father,

Tranfplantmg, one by one, into my life

His bright perfections, till I Ihine like him,

MARCIA.

My father never at a time like this

Would lay out his great foul in words, and wafle

Such precious moments.

JUBA.

Thy reproofs are juft.

Thou virtuous maid; I '11 haften to my troops.

And fire their languid fouls with Cato's virtue;

If e'er I lead them to the field, when all

The war fhall ftand rang'd in its juft array.

And dreadful pomp : then will I think on thee

!

O lovely maid, then will I think on thee

!

And, in the fhock of charging holls, remember

What glorious deeds fhou'd grace the man, who hop

For Marcia's love. . [£^
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LUCIA.

Marcia, you're too fevere:

How could you chide the young good-natur'd prince.

And drive him from you with {o ftern an air,

A prince that loves and dotes on you to death ?

MARCIA.

'Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me.

His air, his voice, his looks, and honefl foul.

Speak all fo movingly in his behalf,

I dare not trull myfelf to hear him talk,

LUCIA.

Why will you fight againfl: fo fweet a paiTion,

And fteel your heart to fuch a world of charms ?

MARCIA.

How, Lucia ! would'ft thou have me iink away

In pleafmg dreams, and lofe myfelf in love.

When every moment Cato's Hfe's at flake?

Czefar comes arm'd with terror and revenge.

And aims his thunder at my father's head

:

Should not the fad occafion fwallow up

My other cares, and draw them all into it?

LUCIA.

Why have not I this conftancy of mind.

Who have fo many griefs to try its force ?

Sure, nature form'd me of her fofteft mould.

Enfeebled all my foul with tender paffions.

And funk me ev'n below my own weak fex

:

Pity and love, by turns, opprefs my heart.
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Lucia, di(burthen all thy cares on me.

And let me fhare thy moil retir'd diftrefs;

Tell me who raifes up this conflid in thee,

LUCIA.

I need not blulh to name them, when I tell thee

They 're Marcia's brothers, and the fons of Cato.

MARCIA.

They both behold thee with their filler's eyes

;

And often have reveal 'd their paffion to me.

But tell me, whofe addrefs thou favour'll moll?

I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it.

LUCIA.

Which is it Marcia wifhes for ?

MARCIA.
For neither

And yet for both—The youths have equal fhare

In Marcia's wifties, and divide their filler

:

But tell me which of them is Lucia's choice?

LUCIA.

Marcia, they both are high in my efleem.

But in my love—Why wilt thou make me name hir

Thou know'fl, it is a blind and foolifh paffion.

Pleas 'd and difguiled with it knows not what.

MARCIA.
O Lucia, I 'm perplex'd : O tell me which

I muft hereafter call my happy brother ?

LUCIA.

Suppcfe 'twere Fortius, could you blame my choi

O Fortius, thou hall llol'n away my foul

!
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With what a graceful tendernefs he loves

!

And breathes the fofteft, the fincerefl: vows

!

Complacency, and truth, and manly fweetnefs.

Dwell ever on his tongue, and fmooth his thoughts.

Marcus is over-warm, his fond complaints

Have To much earneftnefs and paffion in them,

I hear him with a fecret kind of dread.

And tremble at his vehemence of temper,

M A R CI A .

Alas, poor youth ! how can'll thou throw him from

thee ?

Lucia, thou know'fl not half the love he bears thee;

Whene'er he fpeaks of thee, his heart's in flames.

He fends out all his foul in every word.

And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranfported.

Unhappy youth ! how will thy coldnefs raife

Tempefts and ftorms in his afflided bofom

!

I dread the confequence

—

LUCIA.

You feem to plead

Againft your brother Fortius

M A R CI A

.

Heaven forbid

!

Had Fortius been the unfuccefsful lover.

The fame compaiTion would have fall'n on him.

LUCIA.
Was ever virgin love diflreft like mine

!

Fortius himfelf oft falls in tears before me.

As if he mourn'd his rival's ill fuccefs.

Then bids me hide the motions ofmy heart,

T 3
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Nor {how which way it turns. So much he fears

The fad efFedls that it would have on Marcus.

MARCIA.

He knows too well how eafily he*s fir'd.

And would not plunge his brother in defpair.

But waits for happier times, and kinder moments.

LUCIA.

Alas ! too late I find myfelf involv'd

In endlefs griefs and labyrinths of woe.

Born to afRift my Marcia's family.

And fow diffenfion in the hearts of brothers.

Tormenting thought! it cuts into my foul.

MARCIA.
Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our forrows.

But to the gods permit th' event of things.

Our lives, difcolour'd with our prefent woes.

May fiill grow bright, and fmile with happier hours.

So the pure limpid ftream, when foul with ftains

Of rufhing torrents, and defcending rains.

Works itfelf clear, and, as it runs, refines

;

Till, by degrees the floating mirror fhines,

Reflefts each flower that on the border grows.

And a new heaven in its fair bofom ihows. [Exeunt.

i
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rhe SENATE,

SEMPRONIUS.

p M E mil furvives in this afTembled fenate

!

Let us remember we are Cato*s friends.

And aft like men who claim that glorious title.

LUCIUS.

Cato will foon be here, and open to us

Th' occafion of our meeting. Hark ! he comes

!

[Afound of trumpets.

May all the guardian gods of Rome direft him

!

Enter cato.

CATO.

Fathers, we once again are met in council.

Casfar's approach has fummon'd us together.

And Rome attends her fate from our refolves

:

How fhall we treat this bold afpiring man ?

Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes i*

Pharfalia gave him Rome ; Egypt has fmce

Receiv'd his yoke, and the whole Nile is Csfar's.

Why Ihould I mention Juba's overthrow.

And Scipio's death ? Numidia's burning fands

Still fmoak with blood. 'Tis time we fhould decree

What courfe to take. Our foe advances on us.

And envies us ev'n Libya's fultry defarts.

Fathers> pronounce your thoughts, are they Itill fixt

T 4
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To hold it out, and fight it to the laft ?

Or are your hearts fubdued at length, and wrought

By time and ill fuccefs to a fubmiffion r

Sempronius, fpeak.

SEMPRONIUS.

My voice is ftill for war.

Gods, can a Roman fenate long debate

Which of the two to chufe, flavery or death

!

No, let us rife at once, gird on our fwords.

And, at the head of our remaining troops.

Attack the foe, break through the thick array

Of his throng 'd legions, and charge home upon him;

Perhaps fome arm, more lucky than the reft.

May reach his heart, and free the world from bondage.

Rife, fathers, rife; 'tis Rome demands your help;

Rife, and revenge her flaughter'd citizens.

Or fhare their fate : the corps of half her fenate

Manure the fields of Theffaly, while we
Sit here, deliberating in cold debates.

If we fhould facrifice our lives to honour.

Or wear them out in fervitude and chains.

Roufe up for fhame ! our brothers of Pharfalia

Point at their wounds, and cry aloud—to battle I

Great Pompey's Ihade complains that we are flow.

And Scipio's ghoft walks unreveng'd amongft us.

CATO.

Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal

Tranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon

:

True fortitude is feen in great exploits.

That juftice warrants, and that wifdom guides

;
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All elfe is towering phrenfy and diftraflion.

Are not the lives of thofe, who draw the fword

In Rome's defence, entrufted to our care ?

Should we thus lead them to a field of flaughter.

Might not th' impartial world with reafon fay.

We lavifli'd at our deaths the blood of thoufands.

To grace our fall, and make our ruin glorious ?

Lucius, we next would know what's your opinion.

LUCIUS.

My thoughts, I mull confefs, are tum'd on peace.

Already have our quarrels fill'd the world

With widows and with orphans : Scythia mourns

Our guilty wars, and earth's remotell regions

Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome :

'Tis time to fheath the fword, and fpare mankind.

It is not Caefar, but the gods, my fathers.

The gods declare againft us, and repel

Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battle,

(Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair)

Were to refufe th' awards of providence.

And not to reft in heaven's determination.

Already have we fhown our love to Rome :

Now let us fhow fubmiflion to the gods.

We took up arms, not to revenge ourfelves.

But free the commonwealth ; when this end fails.

Arms have no further ufe ; our country's caufe.

That drew our fwords, now wrefts them from our hands.

And bids us not delight in Roman blood,

Unprofitably flied ; what men could do

Is done already : heaven and earth will witijefs.

If Rome muft fall, that we are innocent.
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S E M P R O N I U S

.

This fmooth difcourfe and mild behaviour oft

Conceal a traitor—Something whifpers me
All is not right— Cato, beware ofLucius. \^AfidetoQ,2XQ*

CATO.

Let us appear not rafh nor diffident

:

Immoderate valour fwells into a fault.

And fear, admitted into public councils.

Betrays like treafon. Let us fhun them both.

Fathers, I cannot fee that our affairs

Are grown thus defperate. We ha^'-e bulwarks round us

;

Within our walls are troops inur'd to toil

In Afric's heats, and feafon'd to the fun ;

Numidia's fpacious kingdom lies behind us.

Ready to rife at its young prince's call.

Whilfl: there is hope, do not dillrull the gods

;

But wait at leaft till Caefar's near approach

Force us to yield. 'Twill never be too late

To fue for chains, and own a conqueror.

Why fhould Rome fall a m.oment ere her time ?

No, let us draw her term of freedom out

In its full length, and fpin it to the laft.

So ihall we gain ftill one day's liberty ;

And let me perilh, but in Cato's judgment,

A day, an hour of virtuous liberty.

Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.

Enter marcus.

MARCUS.
Fathers, this moment as I watch'd the gates,

Lodg'd on my poll, a herald is arriv'd
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From Cxfar's camp, and with him comes old Decius,

The Roman knight ; he carries in his looks

Impatience, and demands to fpeak with Cato.

CATO.

By your permiffion, fathers, bid him enter.

[Exit Marcus.

Decius was once my friend ; but other profpefts

Have loos'd thofe ties, and bound him fall to Csefar.

His mefTage may determine our refolves.

Enter decius.

DECIUS.

Caefar fends health to Cato—

CATO.

Could he fend it

To Cato\s flaughter'd friends, it would be welcome.

Are not your orders to addrefs the fenate ?

DECIUS.

My bulinefs is with Cato : Casfar fees

The ftreights to which you're driven ; and, as he knows

Cato's high worth, is anxious for his life.

CATO.

My life is grafted on the fate of Rome :

Would he fave Cato ? bid him fpare his country.

Tell your didator this ; and tell him Cato

Difdains a life, which he has power to offer.

DECIUS.

Rome and her fenators fubmit to Csfar

;

Her generals and her confuls are no more.
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Who check'd his conquefts, and deny'd his triumphs.

Why will not Cato be this Caefar's friend ?

CATO.

Thofe very reafons, thou haft urg'd, forbid it.

DECIUS.

Cato, I 've orders to expoftulate.

And reafon with you as from friend to friend :

Think on the llorm that gathers o'er your head.

And threatens every hour to burfl upon it

;

Still may you Hand high in your country's honours.

Do but comply, and make your peace with Csfar.

Rome will rejoice, and call its eyes on Cato,

As on the fecond of mankind.

CATO.

No more

!

I muft not think of life on fuch conditions.

DECIUS.

Caefar is well acquainted with your virtues.

And therefore fets this value on your life

:

Let him but know the price of Cato's friendfhip.

And name your terms.

CATO.

Bid him difband his legions,

Reftorc the commonwealth to liberty.

Submit his anions to the public cenfure.

And ftand the judgment of a Roman fenate.

Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend.

DECIUS.

Cato, the world talks loudly of your wifdom—
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CATO.

Nay more, though Gate's voice was ne'er employ'd

To clear the guilty, and to varnifh crimes,

Myfelf will mount the Roftrum in his favour.

And llrive to gain his pardon from the people,

DECIUS.

A ftile like this becomes a conqueror.

CATO.

Decius, a ftile like this becomes a Roman.

DECIUS.

What is a Roman, that is Caefar's foe ?

CATO.

Greater than Caefar, he's a friend to virtue.

DECIUS.

Conlider, Cato, you 're in Utica

;

And at the head of your own little fenate

;

You don't now thunder in the capitol.

With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you.

CATO.

Let him confider that who drives us hither

:

'Tis Czefar's fword has made Rome's fenate little.

And thinn'd its ranks. Alas! thy dazzled eye

Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light.

Which conqueft and fuccefs have thrown upon him

;

Didft thou but view him right, thou 'dft fee him black

With murder, treafon, facrilege, and crimes.

That ftrike my foul with horror but to name them.

1 know thou look'ft on me, as on a wretch

Befet with ills, and cover'd with misfortunes;
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But, by the gods I fwear, millions of worlds

Should never buy me to be like that Csfar.

D E c I u s

.

Does Cato fend this anfwer back to Caefar,

For all his generous cares, and profFer'd friendfliip?

CATO.

His cares for me are infolent and vain :

Prefumptuous man ! the gods take care of Cato.

Would Ccefar Ihow the greatnefs of his foul.

Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends.

And make good ufe of his ill-gotten power

By (heltering men much better than himfelf.

DECIUS.

Your high unconquer'd heart makes you forget

That you're a man. You rufh on your deftrudlion.

But I have done. When I relate hereafter

The tale of this unhappy embaiTy,

All Rome will be in tears. [Exit,

S E M P R N I U S

.

Cato, we thank thee.

The mighty genius of immortal Rome
Speaks in thy voice, thy foul breathes libei-ty

:

Csefar will ihrink to hear the words thou utter'fl.

And fhudder in the midft of all his conquefts.

LUCIUS.

The fenate owns its gratitude to Cato,

Who with fo great a foul confults its fafety.

And guards our lives while he negle^s his own.

s E M p R o N I u s

.

Sempronius gives no thanks on this account.
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Lucius feems fond of life ; but what is life ?

'Tis not to ftalk about, and draw frelh air

From time to time, or gaze upon the fun

;

*Tis to be free. When liberty is gone.

Life grows infipid, and has loll its relilh.

O could my dying hand but lodge a fword

In Caefar*s bofom, and revenge my country.

By heavens I could enjoy the pangs of death.

And fmile in agony.

LUCIUS.

Others perhaps

May ferve their country with as warm a zeal.

Though 'tis not kindled into (o much rage.

SEMPROKIUS.

This fober condud is a mighty virtue

In luke-warm patriots.

CATC.

Come ! no more, Sempronius

:

All here are friends to Rome, and to each other.

Let us not weaken Hill the weaker fide.

By our divifion.'^.

SEMPRONIUS.
Cato, my refentmcnts

Are facrific'd to Rome— I Hand reprov'd.

CATC.

Fathers, 'tis time you come to a refolve.

LUCIUS.
Cato, we all go into your opinion.

Caefar's behaviour has convinc'd the fenate

We ought to hold it out till terms arrive.

4
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SEMPRONIUS.

We ought to hold it out till death ; but, Cato,

My private voice is drown'd amid the fenate*s.

CATO.

Then let us rife, my friends, and ftrive to fill

This little interval, this paufe of life,

(While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful)

With refolution, friendfhip, Roman bravery.

And all the virtues v/e can crowd into it

;

That heaven may fay, it ought to be prolonged.

Fathers, farewell—The young Numidian prince

Comes forward, and expeds to know our councils.

[Ex, Sen.

Unfer juba.

CATO.

Juba, the Roman fenate has refolv'd.

Till time give better profpedts, ftill to keep

The fword unfheath'd, and turn its edge on Caefar.

JUBA.

The refolution fits a Roman fenate.

But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience.

And condefcend to hear a young man fpeak.

My father, when fome days before his death

He order'd me to march for Utica

(Alas 1 I thought not then his death fo near!)

Wept o*er me, prefs'd me in his aged arms.

And as his griefs gave way. My fon, faid he.

Whatever fortune fhall befal thy father.

Be Cato's friend ; he '11 train thee up to great
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And virtuous deeds : do but obferve him well.

Thou 'It fhun misfortunes, or thou 'It learn to bear

them.

CATO.

Juba, thy father was a worthy prince.

And merited, alas 1 a better fate

;

But heaven thought otherwife.

JUBA.

My father's fate.

In fpite of all the fortitude that fhines

Before my face, in Cato's great example.

Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with tears.

CATO.

It is an honeft forrow, and becomes thee.

JUBA.

My father drew refpeft from foreign climes

:

The kings of Afric fought him for their friend.

Kings far remote, that rule, as fame reports.

Behind the hidden fources of the Nile,

In diftant worlds, on t' other fide the fun :

Oft have their black ambafTadors appear'd,

Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of Zama.

CATO.

I ani no flrangcr to thy father's greatnefs.

JUBA.
I would not boafl the greatnefs of my father.

But. point out new alliances to Cato.

Had we not better leave this Utica,

To arm Nunxidia in our caufe, and court

VOL. XXX. u
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Th' afllftance of my father's powerful friends ?

Did they know Cato, our remotell kings

Would pour embattled multitudes about him ;

Their fwarthy hoils would darken all our plains.

Doubling the native horror of the war.

And making death more grim.

CATO.

And canft thou think

Cato will fly before the fword of Caefar ?

Reduc'd, like Hannibal, to feek relief

From court to court, and wander up and down,

A vagabond in Afric !

JUBA.

Cato, perhaps

I 'm too officious ; but my forward cares

Would fain preferve a life of fo much value.

My heart is wounded, when I fee fuch virtue

AiRided by the weight of fuch misfortunes.

CATO.

Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me.

But know, young prince, that valour foars above

What the world calls misfortune and affliftion.

Thefe are not ills ; elfe would they never fall

On heaven's firft favourites, and the beft of men :

The gods, in bounty, work up ftorms about us.

That give mankind occafion to exert

Their hidden ftrength, and throw out into pradice

Virtues, that fhun the day, and lie conceal'd

In the fmooth feafons, and the calms of life.
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JUBA.

I 'm charm'd whene'er thou talk'ft ! I pant for virtue!

And all my foul endeavours at perfedlion.

CATO.

Dofl thou love watchings, abflinence, and toil.

Laborious virtues all ? learn them from Cato :

Succefs and fortune mull thou learn from Csefar.

JUBA.

The befl: good-fortune that can fall on Juba,

The whole fuccefs at which my heart afpires.

Depends on Cato.

CATO.

What does Juba fay ?

Thy words confound me.

JUBA.

I would fain retradl them.

Give them me back again. They aim'd at nothing.

CATO.

Tell me thy wifh, young prince ; make not my ear

A flranger to thy thoughts.

JUBA.

Oh, they *re extravagant

;

Still let me hide them.

CATO.

What can Juba afk

That Cato will refufe I

JUBA.

I fear to name it.

Marcia—inherits all her father's virtues.

U 2
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CATO.

What wouldil thou fay ?

J u B A .

Cato, thou hafl a daughter.

CATC.

Adieu, young prince : I would not hear a word

Should leffen thee in my efteem : remember

The hand of fate is over us, and heaven

Exa6b feverity from all our thoughts

:

It is not now a time to talk of aught

But chains, orconqueft; liberty, or death. [Exit,

Enter syphax.

SYPHAX.

How *s this, my prince ! what, cover'd with con-

fufion ?

You look as if yon ftern philofopher

Had juft now chid you.

JUBA.

Syphax, I 'm undone

!

SYPHAX.

I know it well.

JUBA.

Cato thinks meanly of me,

SYPHAX.

And fo will all mankind.

JUBA.

I 've open'd to him

The weaknefs of my foul—my love for Marcia.
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S Y P H A X.

Cato 's a proper perfon to entruft

A love-tale with.

J U B A .

Oh, I could pierce my heart.

My foolifli heart ! Was ever wretch like Juba ?

SYPH AX.

Alas ! my prince, how are you chang'd of late !

I 've known young Juba rife before the fun.

To beat the thicket where the tiger flept.

Or feek the lion in his dreadful haunts

:

How {lid the colour mount into your cheeks.

When firil you rous'd him to the chace ! I 've feen you:.

Ev'n in the Libyan dog-days hunt him down.

Then charge him clofe, provoke him to the rage

Of fangs and claws, and ftooping from your horfe

Rivet the panting favage to the ground.

JUBA.

Pr'ythee, no more !

SYPHAX.

How would the old king fmile

To fee you weigh the paws, when tipp'd with gold.

And throw the ihaggy fpoils about your fhoulders

!

JUBA.
Syphax, this old man's talk (though honey flow'd

In every word) would now lofe all its fweetnefs.

Cato's difpleas'd, and Marcia loft for ever !

SYPHAX.
Yoyng prince, I yet could give you good advice.

Marcia might Hill be yours,

u 3
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JUBA.

What fay 'ft thou, Syphax ?

By heavens, thou turn'ft me all into attention.

SYPHAX.

Marcia might ftill be yours.

JUBA.

As how, dear Syphax ?

SYPHAX.

Juba commands Numidia*s hardy troops.

Mounted on fteeds, unus'd to the reftraint

Of curbs or bits, and fleeter than the winds :

Give but the word, we '11 fnatch this damfel up.

And bear her off.

JUBA.

Can fuch difhoneft thoughts

Rife up in man ! would' ft thou feduce my youth

To do an ad that would deftroy my honour ?

SYPHAX.

Gods, I could tear my beard to hear you talk !

Honour 's a fine imaginary notion.

That draws in raw and unexperienced men

To real mifchiefs, while they hunt a fhadow*

JUBA.

Would'ft thou degrade thy prince into a ruffian ?

SyPHAX.
The boafted anceftors of thefe great men,

Whofe virtues you admire, were all fuch ruffians.

This dread of nations, this almighty Rome,

That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds

All under heaven, was founded on a rape.
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Your Scipio's, C^far's, Pompey's, and your Cato's

(Thefe gods on earth) are all the ipurious brood

Of violated maids, of ravifli'd Sabines.

JUBA.

Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine

Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles.

SYPHAX.

Indeed, my prince ; you want to know the world.

You have not read mankind : your youth admires

The throes and fwellings of a Roman foul,

Cato*s bold flights, th' extravagance of virtue.

JUBA.

Jf knowledge of the world makes man perfidious.

May Juba ever live in ignorance !

SYPHAX.
Go, go, you're young.

JUBA.

Gods, muft I tamely bear

This arrogance unanfwer'd ! thou 'rt a traitor,

A falfe old traitor.

SYPHAX.

I have gone too far. [J/tde*

JUBA.

Cato fhall know the bafenefs of thy foul.

SYPHAX.
I muft appeafe this ftorm, or perifh in It. [J/i^g,

Young prince, behold thefe locks, that are grown white

Beneath a helmet in your father's battles.

JUBA.
Thofe locks fhall ne'er proteft thy iiifolencc.

u *
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SYPHAX.

Muft one rafh word, th' infirmity of age.

Throw down the merit of my better years ?

This the reward of a whole life of fervice

!

Curfe on the boy ! how fleadily he hears me ! [Jji^e,

J u B A .

Is it becaufe the throne of my fore-fathers

5,till Hands unfiird, and that Numidia's crown

Hangs doubtful yet, whofe head it fhall enclofe.

Thou thus prefum'fl to treat thy prince with fcorn ?

SyPH AX.

Why will you rive my heart with fuch expreflions ?

Does not old Syphax follow you to war ?

What are his arms ? why does he load with darts

His trembling hand, and crufh beneath a cafque

His wrinkled brows ? what is it he afpires to ?

Is it not this ? to fhed the flow remains.

His lafl poor ebb of blood, in your defence ?

J u B A .

Syphax, no more ! I would not hear you talk.

SYPHAX.

JNot Jiear me talk ! what, when my faith to Juba,

My royal mailer's fon, is call'd in queftion ?

My prince may ftrike me dead, and I '11 be dumb :

But, whilft I live, I muft not hold my tongue.

And languifh out old age in his difpleafure.

J u B A .

Thou know'ft the way too well into my heart

;

I do believe thee loyal to thy prince.

SYPHAX.
What greater inftance can I give f I Ve oifer'd
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To do an a£lion which my foul abhors.

And gain you whom you love at any price.

J UB A.

Was this thy motive ? I have been too hafty.

SYPHAX.

And 'tis for this my prince has call'd me traitor,

J u B A .

Sure thou miftak'H: ; I did not call thee fo.

SYPHAX.

You did indeed, my prince ; you call'd me traitor:

Nay, further, threaten'd you 'd complain to Cato.

Of what, my prince, would you complain to Cato ?

That Syphax loves you, and would facrifice

His life, nay more, his honour, in your fervice ?

J u B A .

Syphax, I know thou lov'Il me, but indeed

Thy zeal for Juba carried thee too far.

Honour's a facred tie, the law of kings.

The noble mind's diftinguifhing perfection.

That aids and ftrengthens virtue, where it meets her.

And imitates her actions, where ihe is not

:

It ought not to be fported with.

SYPHAX.

By heavens

I 'm ravilli'd when you talk thus, though you chide me,

Alas, I 've hitherto been us'd to think

A blind officious zeal to ferve my king

The riiling principle, that ought to burn

And quench all others in a fubjedt's heart.
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Happy the people who preferve their honour

By the fame duties that oblige their prince !

J U B A .

Syphax, thoa now beginn'fr to fpeak thyfelf.

Numidia 's grown a fcorn among the nations

For breach of public vows. Our Punic faith

Is infamous, and branded to a proverb.

Syphax, we'll join our cares, to purge away

Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation.

SYPHAX.

Believe me, prince, you make old Syphax weep

To hear you talk—but 'tis with tears of joy.

If e'er your father's crown adorn your brows,

Numidia will be bleft by Cato's ledures.

JUBA.

Syphax, thy hand ! we '11 mutually forget

The warmth of youth, and frowardnefs of age :

Thy prince efleems thy worth, and loves thy perfon.

If e'er the fcepter comes into my hand,

Syphax fhall Hand the fecond in my kingdom.

SYPHAX.
Why will you overwhelm my age with kindnefs ?

My joy grows burthenfome, I Iha'n't fupport it.

JUBA.

Syphax, farewell. I '11 hence, and try to find

Some bleft occafion that may fet me right

In Cato's thoughts. I 'd rather have that man

Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers.

[Exit.
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SYPHAX.

Young men foon give, and foon forget afFronts ;

Old age is flow in both—a falfe old traitor !

Thofe words, rafh boy, may chance to coft thee dear:

My heart had ilill fome foolifh fondnefs for thee

:

But hence ! 'tis gone : I give it to the winds :—
Casfar, I 'm wholly thine

—

Enter sempromus.

SYPHAX.

All hail, Sempronius

!

Well, Cato*s Senate is refolv'd to wait

The fury of a fiege, before it yields.

SEMPROMUS.
Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate :

Lucius declar'd for peace, and terms were oiFer'd

To Cato by a mefTenger from Caefar.

Should they fubmit, ere our defigns are ripe.

We both mull perifh in the common wreck.

Loft in a general undiftinguifh'd ruin.

SYPHAX.

But how ftands Cato ?

SEMPROMUS.
Thou haft feen Mount Atlas

;

While ftorms and tempefts thunder on its brows.

And oceans break their billows at its feet.

It ftands unmov'd, and glories in its height.

Such is that haughty man ; his towering foul,

'Midft all the fhocks and injuries of fortune,

Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Caefar.
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SYPHAX.

But what^s this meffenger?

SEMPROVIUS.
I've praflis'd with him.

And found a means to let the vidlor know
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends.

But let me now examine in my turn :

Is Jubafix'd?

sypHAX.

Yes, but it is to Cato.

I 've try'd the force of every reafon on him,

Sooth'd and carefs'd, been angry, footh'd again.

Laid fafety, life, and intereft, in his fight

;

But all are vain, he fcorns them all for Cato.

SEMPROMUS.
Come, 'tis no matter, we fhall do without him.

He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph.

And ferve to trip before the victor's chariot.

Syphax, I now may hope thou haft forfook

Thy Juba's caufe, and wilheft Marcia mine.

SYPHAX.

May fhe be thine as faft as thou wouldft have her !

SEMPRONIUS.
Syphax, I love that woman ; though I curfe

Her and myfelf, yet, fpight of me, I love her,

SYPHAX.

Make Cato fure, and give up Utica :

Casfar will ne'er refufe thee fuch a trifle.

But are thy troops prepar'd for a revolt ?

Does the fedition catch from man to man.

And run among their ranks ?
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All, all is ready.

Tlie fadlous leaders are our friends, that fpread

Murmurs and difcontents among the foldiers.

They count their toilfome marches, long fatigues,

Unufual fallings ; and will bear no more

This medley of philofophy and war.

Within an hour they '11 ftorm the Senate-houfe.

SYPHAX.

Mean-while I '11 draw up my Numidian troops

Within the fquare, to exercife their arms.

And, as I fee occafion, favour thee.

I laugh to think how your unfhaken Cato

Will look aghaft, while unforefcen deftrudion

Pours in upon him thus from every fide.

So, where our wide Numidian waftes extend.

Sudden ih' impetuous hurricanes defcend.

Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play.

Tear up the fands, and f.veep whole plains away.

The helplefs traveller, with wild furprize.

Sees the dry defert all around him rife.

And, fmothcr'd in the dufty whirlwind, dies. \
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ACT III. SCENE L

MARCUS ^«^ FORTIUS,

MARCUS.
i^HAKKS to my ftars, I have not rang'd about

The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend

;

Nature firil pointed out my Fortius to me.

And early taught me, by her fecret force.

To love thy perfon, ere I knew thy merit

;

Till, what was inftind, grew up into friendship,

FORTIUS.

Marcus, the friendships of the world are oft

Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleafure ;

Ours has fevereft virtue for its bafis.

And fuch a friendship ends not but with life.

MARCUS.

Fortius, thou know'ft my foul in all its weaknefs

;

Then pr'ythee fpare me on its tender fide.

Indulge me but in love, my other paflions

Shall rife and fall by virtue's niceft rules.

FORTIUS.

When love's well-tim'd, 'tis not a fault to love.

The firong, the brave, the \artuous, and the wife.

Sink in the foft captivity together.

I would not urge thee to difmifs thy paflion,

(I know 'twere vain) but to fupprefs its force.

Till better times may make it look more graceful.



MARCUS.
Alas ! thou talk'ft like one who never felt

Th' impatient throbs and longings of a foul.

That pants and reaches after diftant good.

A lover does not live by vulgar time :

Believe me. Fortius, in my Lucia's abfence

Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden ;

And yet when I behold the charming maid,

I'm ten-times more undone; while hope, and fear.

And grief, and rage, and love, rife up at once.

And with variety of pain diftradl me.

FORTIUS.

What can thy Fortius do to give thee help ?

MARCUS.
Fortius, thou oft enjoy'ft the fair-one's prefence :

Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her

With all the ftrength and heat of eloquence

Fraternal love and friendfhip can infpire.

Tell her thy brother languifhes to death.

And fades away, and withers in his bloom ;

That he forgets his Heep, and loaths his food.

That youth, and health, and war, are joylefs to him j

Defcribe his anxious days and reftlefs nights.

And all the torments that thou fecft me fuiTcr.

FORTIUS.
Marcus, I beg thee, give me not an office

That fuits with me fo ill. Thou know'll: my temper

.

M A R c u s

.

Wilt thou behold me fmking in my woes ?

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm.

To raife me from amidil this plunge of forrows ?

z.
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FORTIUS.

Marcus, thou canft not afk what I 'd refufe.

JBut here believe me I 've a thoufand rcafons

—

MARCUS.
I know thou 'It fay, my paffion 's out of feafon.

That Cato's great example and misfortunes

Should both confpire to drive it from my thoughts.

But what 's all this to one who loves like me ?

Oh Fortius, Fortius, from my foul I wifli

Thou didft but know thyfelf what 't is to love !

Then would'il: thou pity and aflifl thy brother.

FORTIUS.

What fliould I do ! If I difclofe my paffion.

Our friendlhip 's at an end : if I conceal it.

The world will call me falfe to a friend and brother.

lAfide.

MARCUS.

But fee where Lucia, at her wonted hour.

Amid the cool of yon high marble arch.

Enjoys the noon-day breeze ! obferve her. Fortius

!

That face, that Ihape, thofe eyes, that heaven of

beauty !

Obferve her well, and blame me if thou canft.

FORTIUS.

She fees us, and advances

—

MARCUS.
I '11 withdraw.

And leave you for a while. Remember, Fortius,

Thy brother's life depends upon thy tongue. \Exit,
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Enter lucia.

LUCIA.

Did not I fee your brother Marcus here ?

Why did he fly the place, and fhun my prefence?

FORTIUS.

Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to Ihow

His rage of love ; it preys upon his life ;

He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dies

:

His paffions and his virtues lie confus'd.

And mix'd together in fo wild a tumult.

That the whole man is quite disfigur'd in him.

Heavens ! would one think 'twere poffible for love

To make fuch ravage in a noble foul

!

Oh, Lucia, I 'm diftrefs'd ! my heart bleeds for him

;

Ev'n now, while thus I Hand bleft in thy prefence,

A fecret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts.

And I 'm unhappy, though thou fmil'ft upon me.

LUCIA,

How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the Ihock

Of love and friendfhip ? Think betimes, my Fortius,

Think how the nuptial tie, that might enfure

Our mutual blifs, would raife to fuch a height

Thy brother's griefs, as might perhaps deftroy him.

FORTIUS.

Alas, poor youth 1 what doll thou think, my Lucia?

His generous, open, undefigning heart

Has begg'd his rival to folicit for him.

Then do not ftrike him dead with a denial.

But hold him up in life, and cheer his foul

VOL. XXX. X
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With the faint glimmermg of a doubtful hope

:

Perhaps, when we have pafs'd thefe gloomy hours^

And weather'd out the ftorm that beats upon us—
LUCIA.

No, Fortius, no ! I fee thy fifter's tears.

Thy father's anguifh, and thy brother's death.

In the purfuit of our ill-fated loves.

And, Fortius, here I fwear, to heaven I fwear.

To heaven, and all the powers that judge mankind.

Never to mix my plighted hands with thine,

While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about us

:

But to forget our loves, and drive thee out

From all my thoughts, as far—as I am able.

FORTIUS.

What haft thou faid ! I 'm thunder-ftruck !—Recall
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever.

LUCIA.

Has not the vow already pafs'd my lips ?

The gods have heard it, and 't is feal'd in heaven.

May all the vengeance, that was ever pour'd

On perjur'd heads, o'erwhelm me, if I break it

!

FORTIUS. [Jfter a paufe,

Fix'd in aftonifhment, I gaze upon thee ;

Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from heaven.

Who pants for breath, and ftiffens, yet alive.

In dreadful looks : a monument of wrath

!

LUCIA.

At length I 've adled my fevereft part

;

I feel the woman breaking in upon me.
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And melt about my heart ! my tears will flow.

But oh, I '11 think no more ! the hand of fate

Has torn thee from me, and I muft forget thee.

FORTIUS.

Hard-hearted, cruel maid

!

LUCIA.

Oh, flop thofe founds,

Thofe killing founds ! Why dofl thou frown upon me ?

My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave.

And life itfelf goes out at thy difpleafure.

The gods forbid us to indulge our loves.

But, oh ! I cannot bear thy hate, and live

!

FORTIUS.

Talk not of love, thou never knew'ft its force.

I Ve been deluded, led into a dream

Of fancied blifs. O Lucia, cruel maid!

Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, IHll founds

In my ftunn'd ears. What Ihall I fay or do?

Quick, let us part ! perdition's in thy prefence.

And horror dwells about thee !—Ah, fhe faints 1

Wretch that 1 am ! what has my ralhnefs done !

Lucia, thou injur'd innocence ! thou beil

And loveliefl of thy fexl awake, my Lucia,

Or Fortius rufhes on his fword to join thee.

—Her imprecations reach not to the tomb.

They Ihut not out fociety in death.

—

But, ah ! fhe moves ! life wanders up and down

Through all her face, and lights up every charm.

LUCIA.
O Fortius, was this well !—to frowTi on her

X 2
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That lives upon thy fmiles ! to call in doubt

The faith of one expiring at thy feet.

That loves thee more than ever woman lov'd I

—What do I fay? My half-recover'd fenfe

Forgets the vow in which my foul is bound.

Deflruftion ftands betwixt us 1 we muft part.

FORTIUS.

Name not the word, my frighted thoughts run back^

And ilartle into madnefs at the found.

LUCIA.

What wculd'fl: thou have me do ? Confider well

The train of ills our love would draw behind it.

Think, Fortius, think, thou feeft thy dying brother

Stabb'd at his heart, and all befmear'd with blood.

Storming at heaven and thee ! thy awful fire

Sternly demands the caufe, th' accurfed caufe.

That robs him of his fon 1 poor Marcia trembles.

Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs.

Calls out on Lucia 1 What could Lucia anfweri"

Or how Hand up in fuch a fcene of forrow ?

FORTIUS.

To my confufion and eternal grief,

I muft approve the fentence that deftroys me.

The mift that hung about my mind clears up

;

And now, athwart the terrors that thy vow

Has planted round thee, thou appear'ft more fair.

More amiable, and rifeft in thy charms.

Lovelieft of women ! heaven is in thy foul.

Beauty and virtue fhine for ever round thee.

Brightening each other ! thou art all divine 1
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LUCIA.

Fortius, nomore 1 thy words Ihoot through my heart.

Melt my refolves, and turn me all to love.

Why are thofe tear.3 of fondnefs in thy eyes ?

Why heaves thy heart ? Why fvvells thy foul with forrovv ?

It foftens me too much.— Farewell, my Fortius;

Farewell, though death is in the word, for-ever

!

FORTIUS.

Slay, Lucia, flay ! What doil thou fay? For-ever!

LUCIA.

Have I not fworn ? If, Fortius, thy fuccefs

MuH throw thy brother Oxi his fate, farewell.

Oh, how {hall I repeat the word ! for-ever 1

FORTIUS.

Thus o'er the dying lamp th' unfteady flame

Hangs quivering on a point, leaps off by fits.

And falls again, as loth to quit its hold.

—Thou mull not go, my foul ftill hovers o'er thee.

And can't get loofe.

LUCIA.

If the firm Fortius fhake

To hear of parting, think what Lucia fufFcrs

!

FORTIUS.

'Tis true ; unrufHed and ferene I Ve met

The common accidents of life : but here

Such an unlook'd-for ftorm of ills falls on me.

It beats down all my llrength. I cannot bear it.

Wc muft not part.

LUCIA.

What doft thou fay ? Not part ?

Haft thou forgot the vow that I have made ?

X 3
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Are there not heavens and gods and thunder o'er us ?

—But fee, thy brotlier Marcus bends this way I

I ficken at the fight. Once more, farewell

;

Farewell, and know thou wrong'fl me, if thou think*ft

Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine. [Exit,

Enter marcus.

MARCUS.

Fortius, what hopes ? How ftands fhe ? Am I doom'd

To life, or death ?

FORTIUS.

What would'ft thou have me fay ?

MARCUS.

What means this penfive pofture ? Thou appear'ft

Like one amaz'd and terrify 'd.

FORTIUS.
IVe reafon.

MARCUS.
Thy dovvn-caft looks, and thy diforder'd thoughts.

Tell me my fate. I afk not the fuccefs

My caufe has found.

FORTIUS.

I 'm griev'd I undertook it.

MARCUS.
What ? Does the barbarous maid infult my heart.

My aching heart ! and triumph in my pains ?

That I could call her from my thoughts for ever

!

FORTIUS.

Away ! you 're too fufpicious in your griefs

;
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Lucia, though fworn never to think of love,

Compaflionates your pains, and pities you.

MARCUS.
Companionate s my pains, and pities me

!

"What is compaffion when 'tis void of love!

Fool that I was to choofe fo cold a friend

To urge my caufe 1 compaflionates my pains

!

Pr'ythee, what art, what rhetoric, didft thou ufe

To gain this mighty boon? She pities me

!

To one that afks the warm returns of love.

Companion's cruelty, 'tis fcorn, 'tis death—

.

FORTIUS.

Marcus, no more I have I deferv'd this treatment?

MARCUS.
What have I faid ! O Fortius, O forgive me

!

A foul exafperated in ills falls out

With every thing, its friend, itfelf—But ha

!

What means that fhout, big with the founds ofwar?

What new alarm ?

FORTIUS.

A fecond, louder yet.

Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us.

MARCUS.
Oh, for feme glorious caufe to fall in battle

!

Lucia, thou haft undone me ! thy difdain

Has broke my heart : 't is death muft give me eafe.

FORTIUS.
Quick, let us hence ; who knows if Cato's life

Stand fure? O Marcus, I am warm'd, my heart

Leaps at the trumpet's voice, and burns for glory.

X 4 [E;veunf,
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Enter s E M p r o n i u s, <^j:lth the leaders cf the

Mutiny,

SEMPRONIUS.

At length the winds are rais'd, the ftorm blows high.

Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up

In its full fury, and direft it right.

Till it has fpent itfelf on Cato's head.

Mean-while I '11 herd among his friends, and feem

One of the number, that, whate'er arrive.

My friends and fellow-foldiers may be fafe.

FIRST LEADER.
We all are fafe, Sempronius is our friend.

Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato.

But hark ! he enters. Bear up boldly to him

;

Be fure you beat him down, and bind him faft :

This day will end our toils, and give us reft

;

Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our friend.

Enter CATO, sExMPronius, lucius, fortius,

and MARCUS.

CATO.

Where are thefe bold intrepid fons of war.

That greatly turn their backs upon the foe.

And to their general fend a brave defiance ?

sempronius.

Curfe on their daftard fouls, they ftand aftonifh'd

!

[Afide,

CATO.

Perfidious men! and will you thus difhonour

Your paft exploits, and fully all your wars ?
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Do you confefs *twas not a zeal for Rome,
Nor love of liberty, nor thirft of honour.

Drew you thus far ; but hopes to fhare the fpoil

Of conquer'd towns, and plunder'd provinces?

Fir'd with fuch motives you do well to join

With Cato's foes, and follow C^efar's banners.

Why did I 'fcape th' invenom'd afpic's rage.

And all the fiery mongers of the defart.

To fee this day? Why could not Cato fall

V/ithout your guUt ? Behold, ungrateful men.

Behold my bofom naked to your fwords.

And let the man that's injur 'd flrike the blow.

Which of you all fufpedls that he is wrong'd.

Or thinks he fufFers greater ills than Cato ?

Am I diftinguifh'd from you but by toils,

Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares!

Painful pre-eminence

!

s E M p R N I u s

.

By heavens, they droop

!

Confufion to the villains ! all is loft. \_Ajlde.

CATO.

Have you forgotten Libya's burning wafte.

Its barren rocks, parch'd earth, and hills of fand.

Its tainted air, and all its broods of poifon ?

Who was the firft t' explore th' untrodden path.

When life was hazarded in every ftep ?

Or, fainting in the long-laborious march.

When on the banks of an unlook'd-for Ilream

You funk the river with repeated draughts.

Who was the laft in all your hoft that thirfted ?
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SEMPRONIUS.

If fome penurious fource by chance appeared

Scanty of waters, when you fcoop'd it dry.

And oiFer'd the full helmet up to Cato,

Did not he dafli th' untafted moifture from him ?

Did not he lead you through the mid-day fun.

And clouds of dull ? Did not his temples glow

In the fame fultry winds, and fcorching heats ?

CATO.

Hence, worthlefs men ! hence ! and complain to

Csfar

You could not undergo the toils of war.

Nor bear the hardfhips that your leader bore.

LUCIUS.

See, Cato, fee th' unhappy men ! they weep

!

Fear and remorfe, and forrow for their crime.

Appear in every look, and plead for mercy.

CATO.

Learn to be honefl men ; give up your leaders.

And pardon fhall defcend on all the reft.

SEMPRONIUS.
Cato, commit thefe wretclies to my care.

Firft let them each be broken on the rack.

Then, with what life remains, impal'd, and left

To writhe at leifure round the bloody ftake.

There let them hang, and taint the fouthern wind.

The partners of their crime will learn obedience.

When they look, up and fee their fellow-traitors

Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the fun.
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LUCIUS.

Sempronlus, why, why wilt thou urge the fate

Of wretched men?

s E M p R N I u s

.

How! would'ft thou clear rebellion!

Lucius (good man) pities the poor offenders

That would imbrue their hands in Cato's blood.

CATO.

Forbear, Sempronius!— See they fuffer death.

But in their deaths remember they are men.

Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous.

Lucius, the bafe degenerate age requires

Severity and juflice in its rigour;

This awes an impious, bold, oifending world.

Commands obedience, and gives force to laws.

When by juft vengeance guilty mortals perifh.

The gods behold their punifhment with pleafure>

And lay th' uplifted thunder-bolt afide.

SEMPRONIUS.

Cato, I execute thy will with pleafurc.

CATO.

Mean-while we '11 facrifice to liberty.

Remember, O my friends, the laws, the rights.

The generous plan of power dfliver'd down.

From age to age, by your renown'd forefathers,

(So dearly bought, the price of fo much blood)

O let it never perifh in your hands 1

But piouily tranfmit it to your cluldren.

Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our fouls



3i6 A D D I S O N's P O E M S.

And make our lives in thy pofTeflion happy.

Or our deaths glorious in thy jull defence.

[Exeunt Cato, tffc.

SEUF KOa IV s and the leaders of tbe Mutiny,

FIRST LEADER.

Sempronius, you have afled like yourfelf.

One would have thought you had been half in earneft.

SEMPRONIUS.

Villain, Hand off! bafe groveling worthlefs wretches.

Mongrels in fadion, poor faint-hearted traitors I

SECOND LEADER.

Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius

:

Throw off the mafk, there are none here but friends.

SEMPRONIUS.

Know, villains, when fuch paltry flaves prefume

To mix in treafon, if the plot fuceeeds.

They 're thrown neglefted by : but if it fails.

They're fure to die like dogs, as you fhall do.

Here, take thefe fadlious monflers, drag them forth

To fudden death.

Enter GUARDS,

FIRST LEADER.

Nay, fmce it comes to this

—

SEMPRONIUS.

Difpatch them quick; but firft pluck out their tongues.

Left with their dying breath they fow fedition.

[Exeunt GUARDS nAjith the leaders.
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Enter syphax.

SYPHAX.

Oar firfl defign, my friend, has prov'd abortive;

Still there remains an after-game to play

:

My troops are mounted; their Numidian Heeds

Snuff up the wind, and long to fcower the defart

:

Let but Sempronius head us in our flight.

We '11 force the gate where Marcus keeps his guard.

And hew down all that would oppofe our pafiage.

A day will bring us mto Ccefar's camp.

s E M p R X I u s

.

Confufion ! I have fail'.d of half my purpofe.

Marcia, the charming Marcia, 's left behind

!

SypH AX.

How ! will Sempronius turn a woman's flave I

SEMPRONIUS.

Think not thy friend can ever feel the foft

Unmanly warmth, and tendemefs of love.

Syphax, I long to clafp that haughty maid.

And bend her ftubborn virtue to my paffion;

When I have gone thus far, I 'd call her off.

SYPHAX.

Well faid! that's fpoken like thyfelf, Sempronius.

What hinders then, but that thou find her out.

And hurry her away by manly force ?

SEMPRONIUS.

But how to gain admiffion ? For accefs

Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers.
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SyPHAX.

Thou ihalt have Juba's drefs, and Juba's guards:

The doors will open, when Numidia's Prince

Seems to appear before the flaves that watch them.

SEMPRONIUS.

Heavens, what a thought is there ! Marcia 's my own!

How will my bofom fwell with anxious joy.

When I behold her flruggling in my arms.

With glowing beauty, and diforder'd charms.

While fear and anger, with alternate grace.

Pant in her breaft, and vary in her face !

So Pluto, feiz'd of Proferpine, convey 'd

To hell's tremendous gloom th' affrighted maid.

There grimly fmil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous prize*

Nor envy'd Jove his fun-lhine and his fkies.
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LUCIA ii;:i{ MARCIA.

LUCIA.

I^ow tell me, Marcla, tell me from thy foul;

If thou belie
V

'ft it poiTible for woman

To fufFer greater ills than Lucia fuifers ?

MARCIA.

Lucia, Lucia, might my big fwoln heart

Vent all its griefs, and give a loofe to forrcw:

Marcia could anfwer thee in fighs, keep pace

With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear.

LUCIA.

1 know thou'rt doom'd alike to be belov'd

By Juba, and thy father's friend Sempronius

;

But which of thefe has power to charm like Fortius

!

MARCIA.

Still muft I beg thee not to name Sempronius?

Lucia, I like not that loud boifterous man

:

Juba to all the bravery of a heroe.

Adds fofteft love, and more than female fweetnefs

;

Juba might make the proudeft of our fex.

Any of woman-kind, but Marcia, happy.

LUCIA.

And why not Marcia ? come, you ftrive in vain

To hide your thoughts from one, who knows too well

The inward glowings of a heart in love.
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M A R C I A .

While Cato lives, his daughter has no right

To love or hate, but as his choice diredls.

LUCIA.

But fhould this father give you to Sempronius?

MARCIA.

I dare not think he v/ill : but if he fhould

—

Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I fuifer

Imaginary ills, and fancy'd tortures?

I hear the found of feet ! they march this way

!

Let us retire, and try if we can drown

Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent danger.

When love once pleads admiifion to our hearts

(In fpight of all the virtue we can boaft)

The woman that deliberates is loll. [Exeunt,

Enter sempronius, drefs^d like JUBA, nx)itb

Numidian Guards,

sempronius.

The deer is lodg'd. I 've track'd her to her covert.

Be fure you mind the word ; and when I give it,

Rulh in at once, and feize upon your prey.

Let not her cries or tears have force to move you.

—How will the young Numidian rave, to fee

His millrefs loft ? If aught could glad my foul

Beyond th' enjoyment of fo bright a prize,

'Twould be to torture that young, gay, barbarian.

—But hark, what noife I death to my hopes 1 'tis he,

'Tis Juba's felf I there is but one way left—
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He muft: be murder'd, and a paflage cut

Through thofc his guards. Ha, daftards, do you

tremble

!

Or ad like men, or by yon azure heaven——.

Enter juba.

J u B A .

What do I fee ? who *s this that dares ufurp

The guards and habits of Numidia's prince?

SEMPRON lUS.

One that was bom to fcourge thy arrogance,

Prefumptuous youth

!

JUBA.

What can this mean? Semproniuo

!

SEMPRONIUS.

My fword fhall anfwer thee. Have at thy heart.

JUBA.

Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous man

!

[ s E M p . falls. His Guards furrender,

SEMPRONIUS.

Curfe on my ftars ! am I then doom*d to fall

By a boy's hand? disfigur'd in a vile

Numidian drefs, and for a worthlefs woman ?

Gods, 1 'm diilraded ! this my clofe of life !

O for a peal of thunder, that would make

Earth, fea, and air, and heaven, and Cato tremble I

[Did.
JUBA.

With what a fpring his furious foul broke loofe.

And left the limbs Hill quivering on the ground!

VOL. XXX. y
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Hejice let us carry ofF thofe flaves to Cato,

That we may there at length unravel all

This dark delign, this myftery of fate.

[Exit juBA, vjith pri/oners, ScCd

Enter l u c i a and m a r c i a .

LUCIA.

Sure 'twas the clafh of fwords ; my troubled heart

Is fo call down, and funk amidft its forrows.

It throbs with fear, and akes at every found.

Marcia, fliould thy brothers for my fake I—
1 die away with horror at the thought.

MARCIA.

See, Lucia, fee ! here 's blood I here 's blood and

murder

!

Ha 1 a Numidian ! heavens preferve the prince I

The face lies muffled up within the garment.

But ha I death to my fight ! a diadem.

And purple robes 1 O gods ! 'tis he, 'tis he,

Juba, the lovelieft youth that ever warm'd

A virgin's heart, Juba lies dead before us

!

LUCIA.

Now, Marcia, now call up to thy aiTiftance

Thy wonted flrength, and conftancy of mind;

Thou canft not put it to a greater trial.

MARCIA.

Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience.

Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my breaft.

To rend my heart with grief, and run diftradted I
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LUCIA.

What can I think or fay, to give thee comfort ?

M A R C I A .

Talk not of comfort, 'tis for lighter ills

:

Behold a fight, that ftrikes all comfort dead.

Enter juba lijlening.

I will indulge my forrows, and give way

To all the pangs and fury of defpair ;

That man, that beft of men, deferv'd it from me.

JUBA.

What do I hear? and was the falfe Sempronius

That bell of men ? O, had I fall'n like him.

And could have thus been mourn 'd, I had been happy

!

LUCIA.

Here will I (land, companion in thy woes.

And help thee v\ith my tears ; when I behold

A lofs like thine, I half forget my own.

M A R C I A .

'Tis not in f^te to eafe ray tortur'd breaft.

This empty world, to me a joylefs defert.

Has nothing left to make poor Marcia happy.

JUBA.

I 'm on the rack ! was he fo near her heart ?

MARCIA.

Oh, he was all made up of love and charms.

Whatever maid could wilh, or man admire

:

Delight of every eye ! when he appear'd,

A fecret pleafure gladden 'd all that faw him;

y 2
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13ut when he talk'd, the proudeft Roman blufh'd

To hear his virtues, and old age grew wife.

JUBA.

I fnall run mad

M A R C I A .

O Juba! Juba! Juba!

JUBA.

What means t'hat voice r did fhe not call on Jaba?

M A R CI A .

Why do I think on what he was ! he 's dead

!

He 's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him,

Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart

Amidil: its agonies, remember 'd Marcia,

And the laft words he utter'd call'd me cruel

!

Alas ! he knew not, haplefs youth ! he knew not

Marcia's whole foul was full of love and Juba I

JUBA.

Where am I ! do I live ! or am indeed

What Marcia thinks ! All is Elyfium round me !

MARCIA.

Ye dear remains of the mofl lov'd of men.

Nor m.odelly nor virtue here forbid

A laft embrace, while thus

JUBA,
See, Marcia, fee,

The happy Juba lives ! he lives to catch

That dear embrace, and to return it too

With mutual warmth and eagernefs of love.
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MARCI A.

With pleafure and amaze, I Hand tranfported I

Sure 'tis a dream ! dead and alive at once !

If thou art Juba, who lies there?

JUBA.
A wretch,

Bifguis'd lilce Juba on a curs'd defign.

The tale is long, nor have I heard it gut.

Thy father knows it all. I could not bear

To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death.

But flew, in all the hafte of love, to find thee.

I found thee weeping, and confefs this once.

Am wrapt with joy to fee my Marcia's tears.

MARCIA.

I 've been furpriz'd in an unguarded hour.

But mull not now go back : the love, that lay

Half-fmother'd in my breaft, has broke through all

Its weak reftraints, and burns in its full luftre^

I cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee.

JUBA.

I 'm loft in extafy I anddoft thou love.

Thou charming maid ?

MARCIA.
And doft thou live to afk it?

JUBA.

This, this is life indeed ! life worth preferving 1

Such Ufe as Juba never felt till now !

MARCIA.
Believe me, prince, before I thought thee dead,

I did not know myfelf how much I lov'd thee.

Y 3
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JUBA.

fortunate miftake

!

M ARCI A.

O happy Marcia

!

JUBA.

My joy ! my beft belov'd! my only wilh

!

How fliall I fpeak the tranfport of my foul

!

MARCIA.
Lucia, thy arm ! oh let me reft upon it !—

•

The vital blood, that had forfook my heart.

Returns again in fuch tumultuous tides.

It quite o'ercomes me. Lead to my apartment.

O prince 1 I blufh to think what I have faid.

But fate has wrefted the confeffion from me

:

Go on, and profper in the paths of honour.

Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee.

And make the gods propitious to our love,

[Ex. MARC, an^ luc.

JUBA.

1 am fo blefs*d, I fear 'tis all a dream.

Fortune, thou now haft made amends for all

Thy paft unkindnefs. I abfolve my ftars.

What though Numidia add her conquer'd towns

And provinces to fwell the vidlor's triumph ?

Juba will never at his fate repine.

Let Cccfar have the world, if Marcia 's mine. [Exit.
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A march at a dljlance.

Enter c a T and Lucius.

LUCIUS.

I Hand aftonifli'd ! what, the bold Sempronius \

That IHII broke foremoll through the croud ofpatriots.

As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported.

And virtuous ev'n to madnefs—
CATO.

Trull: me, Lucius,

Our civil difcords have produced fuch crimes.

Such monftrous crimes, I am furpriz'd at nothing.

O Lucius, I am fick of this bad world

!

The day-light and the fun grow painful to me.

Enter fortius.

But fee where Fortius comes ! what means this hafle?

Why are thy looks thus chang'd?

FORTIUS.

My heart is griev'd.

I bring fuch news as will afflidt my father.

C ATO.

Has Caefar Ihed more Roman blood?

FORTIUS.
Not fo.

The traitor Syphax, as within the fquare

He exerciz'd his troops, the fignal given.

Flew off at once with his Numidian horfe
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To the fouth gate, where Marcus liolds the watch.

I faw, and call'd to ftop him, but in vain;

He tofs'd his arm aloft, and proudly told me.

He would not Hay and perifh like Semproniusv

CATO.

Perfidious men! but hafte my fon, and fee

Thy brother Marcus afts a Roman's part.

[Exit FORTIUS.

—Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me

:

Juftice gives way to force : the conquer 'd world

Is Caefar's : Cato has no bufmefs in it.

LUCIUS.

While pride, oppreffion, and injuftice reign.

The world will ftill demand her Cato's prefence.

In pity to mankind, fubmit to Caefar,

And reconcile thy mighty foul to life.

CATO.

Would Lucius have me live to fwell the number

Of Caefar's flaves, or by a bafe fubmiffion

Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant ?

LUCIUS.

The vidor never will impofe on Cato

Ungenerous terms. His enemies confefs

The virtues of humanity are Caefar's.

CATO.

Curfe on his virtues ! they 've undone his country.

Such popular humanity is treafon

—

But fee young Juba ! the good youth appears

Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubjeils.
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LUCIUS.

Alas, poor prince ! his fate deferves compafllon.

Enter juba.

JUBA.

I blufh, and am confounded to appear

Before thy prefence, Cato.

CATO.

What 's thy crime ?

JUBA.

I'm a Numldlan.

C A T .

And a brave one too.

Thou haft a Roman foul.

JUBA.

Haft thou not heard

Of my falfe countrymen ?

CATO.

Alas! young prince,

Falfehood and fraud ihoot up in every foil.

The produdl of all climes.—Rome has its Caefars.

JUBA.

'Tis generous thus to comfort the diftrefs'd.

CATO.

'Tis juft to give applaufe where 'tis deferv'd;

Thy virtue, prince, has ftood the teft of fortune.

Like pureft gold, that, tortur'd in the furnace.

Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its weight.
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JUBA.

What Ihall I anfwer thee? my raviih'd heart •

O'erflows with fecret joy : I'd rather gain

Thy praife, O Cato, than Numidia*s empire.

Enter fortius hazily.

FORTIUS.

Misfortune on misfortune ! grief on grief

!

My brother Marcus

CATO.

Ha ! what has he done ?

Has he forfook his poll ? has he given way ?

Did he look tamely on, and let them pafs ?

FORTIUS.

Scarce had I left my father, but I met him

Borne on the fhields of his furviving foldiers,

Breathlefs and pale, and cover'd o'er with wounds.

Long, at the head of his few faithful friends.

He ftood the fhock of a whole hoft of foes.

Till, obftinately brave, and bent on death,

Oppreft with multitudes, he greatly fell.

CATO.

I'm fatisfy'd.

FORTIUS.

Nor did he fall before

His fword had pierc'd through the falfe heart ofSyphax

Yonder he lies. I faw the hoary traitor

Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground.
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CATO.

Thanks to the gods ! my boy has done his duty.—

Fortius, when I am dead, be fure thou place

His urn near mine.

FORTIUS.

Long may they keep afunder

!

LUCIUS.

O Cato, arm thy foul with all its patience ;

See where the corpfe of thy dead Ton approaches

!

The citizens and fenators, alarm'd.

Have gather'd round it, and attend it weeping.

CATO meeting the corpfe.

CATO.

Welcome, my fon ! here lay him down, my friends.

Full in my fight, that I may view at leifure

The bloody corfe, and count thofe glorious wounds.

How beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue I

Who would not be that youth ? what pity is it

That we can die but once to ferve our country !

Why fits this fadnefs on your brows, my friends?

I (hould have blufh'd if Cato's houfe had flood

Secure, and flourifh'd in a civil war.

—

Fortius, behold thy brother, and remember

Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it.

JUBA.

Was ever man like this

!

\Aftde,

CATO.

Alas, my friends !

Why mourn you thus? let not a private lofs
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Afflidl your hearts. 'Tis Rome requires our tears.

The miftrefs of the world, the feat of empire.

The nurfe of heroes, the delight of gods.

That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth.

And fet the nations free, Rome is no more.

O liberty ! O virtue ! O my country 1

JUBA.

Behold that upright man ! Rome fills his eyes

With tears, that flowed not o*erhis own dead fon. \^AJide,

CATO.

Whatever the Roman virtue has fubdued.

The fun's whole courfe, the day and year, are Caefar's,

For him the felf-devoted Decii dy'd.

The Fabii fell, and the great Scipio's conquer 'd

:

Ev'n Pompey fought for Caefar. Oh, my friends

!

How is the toil of fate, the work of ages.

The Roman empire fall'n! O curfl ambition!

FalPn into Caefar's hands ! Our great fore-fathers

Had left him nought to conquer but his country.

JUBA.
While Cato lives, Caefar will blufti to fee

Mankind enilav'd, and be afham'd of empire.

CATO.

Caefar afliam'd ! has not he feen Pharfalia

!

LUCIUS.

Cato, 'tis time thou fave thyfelfand us.

CATO.

Lofe not a thought on me. I 'm out of danger.

Heaven will not leave me m the vidtor's hand.
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But oh ! my friends, your fafety fills my heart

With anxious thoughts : a thoufand fecret terrors

Rife in my foul : how fhall I fave my friends ?

*Tis now, O Casfar, I begin to fear thee.

LUCIUS.

Caefar has mercy, if we aik it of him.

CATC.

Then afk it, I conjure you ! let him know

Whate'er was done againft him, Cato did it.

Add, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him.

That I myfelf, with tears, requeft it of him.

The virtue of my friends may pafs unpunifh'd.

Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake.

Should I advife thee to regain Numidia,

Or feek the conqueror?

JUBA.

If I forfake thee

Whilft I have life, may heaven abandon Juba

!

CATO.

Thy virtues, prince, if I forefee aright.

Will one day make thee great ; at Rome hereafter,

'Twill be no crime to have been Cato's friend.

Fortius, draw near ! my fon, thou oft haft feen

Thy fire engag'd in a corrupted ftate,

Wreftling with vice and faflion : now thou feeft me
Spent, overpowered, defpairing of fuccefs

;

Let me advife thee to retreat betimes

To thy paternal feat, the Sabine field.

Where the great Cenfor toil'd with his own hands.
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And all our frugal ancellors were blefs'd

In humble virtues, and a rural life.

There live retir'd ; pray for the peace of Rome 5

Content thyfelf to be obfcurely good.

When vice prevails, and impious men bear fway.

The poll of honour is a private llation.

FORTIUS.

I hope, my father does not recommend

A life to Fortius, that he fcorns himfelf.

CATO.

Farewell, my friends 1 if there be any of you

That dares not trull the victor's clemency.

Know there are Ihips prepar'd by my command,

(Their fails already opening to the winds)

That Ihall convey you to the wifh'd-for port.

Is there aught elfe, my friends, I can do for you ?

The conqueror draws near. Once more farewell

!

If e'er we meet hereafter, we fnall meet

In happier climes and on a fafer ihore.

Where Caefar never Ihall approach us more.

There the brave youth, with love of virtue iir*d,

[Pointixg to the body of his dead/on.

Who greatly in his country's caufe expir'd.

Shall know he conquer'd. The firm patriot there

(Who made the welfare of mankind his care)

Though Hill, by fadlion, vice, and fortune, croft.

Shall find the generous labour was not loll.
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c ATO folm^

Sitting in a thoughtful poflure : In bis hand Plato*^ hock

en the immortality of the foul, A drawnfword on the

table by him.

T T mud be fo— Plato, thou reafon'ft well!—
Elfe whence this pleafing hope, this fond defire.

This longing after immortality ?

Or whence this fecret dread, and inward horror.

Of falling into nought ? Why flirinks the foul

Back on herfelf, and ftartles at deftrudlion ?

'Tis the divinity that llirs within us

;

*Tis heaven itfelf, that points out an hereafter.

And intimates eternity to man.

Eternity! thou pleafing, dreadful thought!

Through what variety of untry'd being.

Through what new fcenes and changes muft we pafs!

The wide, th' unbounded profpecl, lies before me ;

But (hadows, clouds, and darknefs, reft upon it.

Here will I hold. If there 's a power above us,

(And that there is all nature cries aloud

Through all her works) he muft delight in virtue

;

And that which he delights in muft be happy.

But when I or where !—This world was made for Caefar,

l*m weary of conjedures—This muft end them.

[ Laying his hand upon hisfivord.

4
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Thus am I doubly arm*d : my death and life.

My bane and antidote, are both before me :

This in a moment brings me to an end.

But this informs me I fhall never die.

The foul, fecur'd in her exiftence, fmiles

At the drawn dagger, and defies its point.

The ftars fhall fade away, the fun himfelf

Grow dim wath age, and nature fmk in years

;

But thou fhalt flourilh in immortal youth.

Unhurt amidft the war of elements.

The wrecks of matter, and the crulh of worlds.

What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me ?

This lethargy that creeps through all my fenfes ?

Nature opprefs'd, and harafs'd out with care.

Sinks down to reft. This once I '11 favour her.

That my awaken'd foul may take her flight,

Renew'd in all her ftrength, and frefh with life.

An offering fit for heaven. Let guilt or fear

Difturb man's reil : Cato knows neither of them,

IndifF^ent in his choice, to lleep or die.

Enter fortius.

But ha ! how 's this, my fon ? why this intrufion ?

Were not my orders that I would be private ?

Why am I difobey'd?

FORTIUS.

Alas, my father

!

What means this fword ? this inftrument of death ?

Let me convey it hence

!
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CATO.

Rafh youth, forbear !

PORTIUS.

O let the prayers, th' entreaties of your friends.

Their tears, their common danger, vvfeft it from you.

CATO.

Wouldft thou betray me ? wouldft thou give me up

A Have, a captive, into Caefar's hands ?

Retire, and learn obedience to a father.

Or know, young man 1

FORTIUS.

Look not thus fternly on me ;

You know I 'd rather die than difobey you.

CATO.

'T is well ! again I 'm mafter of myfelf.

Now, Casfar, let thy troops befet our gates.

And bar each avenue, thy gathering fleets

O'erfpread the fea, and ftop up every port;

Cato fliall open to himfclf a pafTage,

And mock thy hopes

FORTIUS.
O Sir, forgive your fon,

Whofe grief hangs heavy on him ! O my father !

How am I fure it is not the lad time

I e'er fhall call you fo ! Be not difpleas'd,

O be not angry with me whilft I weep.

And, In the anguifli of my heart, befeech you

To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul.

CATO.

Thou hall been ever good and dutiful.

[E/nSracing hhn.
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Weep not, my fon. All will be well again.

The righteous gods, whom I have fought to pleafe.

Will fuccour Cato, and preferve his children.

POR-TIUS.

Your words give comfort to my drooping heart.

CATO.

Fortius, thou may'ft rely upon my condudl.

Thy father will not adt what milbecomes him.

But go, my fon, and fee if aught be wanting

Among thy father's friends : fee them embark'd;

And tell me if the winds and feas befriend them.

My foul is quite weigh'd down with care, and alks

The foft refrefhment of a moment's fleep. [Exit.

FORTIUS.

My thoughts are more at eafe, my heart revives.

Enter MAR CI A.

O Marcia, O my filler, flill there 's hope !

Our father will not call away a life

So needful to us all, and to his country.

He is retir'd to reft, and feems to cherifh

Thoughts fall of peace. He has difpatch'd me hence

With orders, that befpeak a mind composed.

And ftudious for the fafety of his friends.

Marcia, take care that none difturb his flumbers. [Ex -

MARCIA.

O ye immortal powers, that guard the juft.

Watch round his couch, and foften his repofe,

Banifh his forrows, and becalm his foul

With eafy dreams ; remember all his virtues

;

And fiiow mankind that goodnefs is your care.



Enter lucia.

LUCIA.

Where is your father, Marcia, where Is Cato

M A R C I A .

Lucia, fpeak low; he is retir'd to reft.

Lucia, I feel a gently-dawning hope

Rife in my foul. We fhall be happy llill.

LUCIA.
Alas, I tremble when I think on Cato.

In every view, in every thought, I tremble !

Cato is ftern, and awful as a god

;

He knows not how to wink at human frailty.

Or pardon weaknefs, that he never felt.

M A R CI A .

Though ftern and awful to the foes of Rome,
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild,

CompafTionate, and gentle, to his friends.

FilPd with domelUc tendernefs, the beil.

The kindeft father ! I have ever found him

Eafy and good, and bounteous to my wiflies.

LUCIA.

'Tis his confent alone can make us blefs'd.

Marcia, we both are equally involved

In the fame intricate, perplex 'd, dilirefs.

The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy'd

Thy brother Marcos, whom we both lament—

MARCIA.
And ever Ihall lament, unhappy youth I

Z 2
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LUCIA.

Has fet my foul at large, and now I ftand

Loofe of my vow. But who knows Cato's thoughts .?

Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Fortius,

Or how he has determined of thyfelf ?

M A R c I A ,

Let him but live ! commit the reft to heaven.

Enter lucius.

LUCIUS.

Sweet are the {lumbers of the virtuous man \

Marcia, I have feen thy godlike father

:

Some power invifible fupports his foul.

And bears it up in all its wonted greatnefs.

A kind refrertiing fleep is fall'n upon him :

1 faw him ftretch'd at eafe, his fancy loft

In pleafmg dreams ; as I drew near his couch.

He fmil'd, and cry'd—Csfar, thou canft not hurt me !

M A R c I A .

His mind llili labours with fome dreadful thought.

LUCIUS.

Lucia, why all this grief, thefe floods of forrow?

Dry up thy tears, my child ; we all are fafe

While Cato lives— his prefence will protedl \is.

Enter juba.

J u E A .

Lucius, the horfcmen are returned from viewing

The number, ftrength, and pofture of our foes.

Who now encamp within a fhort hour's march

r
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On the high point of yon bright wcflern tower

We ken them from afar ; the fetting fun

Plays on their fhining arms and burnifti'd helmets.

And covers all the field with gleams of fire.

LUCIUS.

Marcia, 'tis time we fhould awake thy father.

Caefar is ftill difpos'd to give us terms.

And waits at diHance till he hears from Cato.

Enter fortius.

Fortius, thy looks fpeak fomewhat of importance.

What tidings doft thou bring ? Methinks I fee

Unufual gladnefs fparkling m thy eyes.

FORTIUS.

As I was hading to the port, where now

My father's friends, impatient for a pafTage,

Accufe the lingering winds, a fail arriv'd

From Pompey's fon, who through the realms of Spain

Calls out for vengeance on his father's deatli.

And rouzes the whole nation up to arms.

Were Cato at their head, once more might Rome
AfTert her rights, and claim her liberty.

But hark 1 what means that groan ? O give me way.

And let me fly into my father's prefence.

LUCIUS.

Cato, amidft his (lumbers, thinks on Rome,

And in the wild diforder of his foul

Mourns o'er his country ; ha ! a fecond groan !—

»

Heaven guard us all !

—

^- 3
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MARCIA.
Alas ! 't is not the voice

Of one who fleeps ! 't is agonizing pain,

'Tis death is in that found

—

Re-enter fortius.

FORTIUS.

O fight of woe !

O Marcia, what we fear'd is come to pafs 1

Cato is falPn upon his fword

—

LUCIUS.

O Fortius,

Hide all the horrors of thy mournful tale.

And let us guefs the reft.

FORTIUS.

I Ve rais'd him up.

And placed him in his chair, where, pale and faint.

He gafps for breath, and, as his life flows from him.

Demands to fee his friends. His weeping fervants,

Obfequious to his orders, bear him hither.

\The hack Scene opens3 and difcovers Cato»

MARCIA.

O heaven, afiift me in this dreadful hour

To pay the laft fad duties to my father

!

JUBA.

Thefe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Csefar I

LUCIUS.

Now is Rome fall'n indeed !—
[Cato broughtforward in his chair^
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CATO.
Here fet me down

—

Portlus, come near me—are my friends embark'd ?

Can any thing be thought of for their fervice ?

Wiiilft I yet live, let me not live in vain.

—O Lucius, art thou here ?—Thou art too good !

—

Let this our friendfhip live between our children;

Make Fortius happy in thy daughter Lucia.

Alas poor man, he weeps !—Marcia, my daughter—

—O bend me forward !—Juba loves thee, Marcia.

A Senator of Rome, while Rome furviv'd.

Would not have match'd his daughter with a king.

But Csefar's arms have thrown down all diftindion;

Whoe'er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman

—

—I 'm fick to death—O when fhall I get loofe

From this vain world, th' abode of guilt andforrow!—
—And yet methinks a beam of light breaks in

On my departing foul. Alas, I fear

I 've been too hafty. O ye powers, that fearch

The heart of man, and weigh his inmoft thoughts.

If I have done amifs, impute it not !

—

The befl may err, but you are good, and—oh ! [Dier.

LUCIUS.

There fled the greateft foul that ever warm'd

A Roman breaft. O Cato ! O my friend !

Thy will fhall be religioufly obferv'd.

But let us bear this awful corpfe to Casfar,

And lay it in his fight, that it may Hand

A fence betwixt us and the vigor's wrath

;

Cato, though dead, fliall flill proteft his friends.
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From hence, let fierce contending nations know

What dire efFedls from civil difcord flow.

'Tis this that fhakes our country with alarms.

And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms.

Produces fraud, and cruelty, and ftrife.

And robs the guilty world of Cato's life.

[Exeunt Omnes,
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