* il

II I







= s
















R 2 T

CorreEcTioN of Poewms.

VOL. VL




£
-
L3




GO &L
A

COLLECTION

OF

o) KON S

IN SIX YOLUMES.

BY

SEVERAL HANDS.

L O ND O N:

Printed for . DODSLEY, in Pars-Mazss
MDCCLXX,



P 'y |
LR & VIR

[ l,.-r.l_ il ¥ p]
L ':I'Ill ._ur"l_




(R eeese XSRS Sy

e oNe M IN

T O THE

i G TN G B T

By Dr. AKENSIDE.

MDCCXLVL

CSRSHSH S SRS RS>

Yor., VL. A



L] i o i i L r ""lr",""l'!" e

The Nymphs awko prefide over Springs and riwulets are ad-
dreffed * at day-break ‘in Ponour of ..f%i‘r JSeweral ﬁg fons,
and ‘of the relations avhich e‘u&qf_-_-éﬁ‘ 10 the mmﬁ_i to
the moral averld.  Their origin is deduced from the firf
allegorical deities, or powers of nature; according to the
dofirine of the old mythological poets, concerning the gene-
ration of the Gods and the rife of things. They are then
Suiceffively comfidered, as giving motion to the air and ex-
citing [fummer-breezes 5 as nourifbing and beautifying the
wegetable avorld 5 as contributing to the fulne/s of navigable
rivers, and confequently to the maintenance of commerce ;
and by that means, to the maritime part of military powver.
Next is reprefented their favourable influence upon bealth,
avben affiffed by rural exercife : awhich introduces their con-
nedtion with the art of phyfic, and the bappy effelts of mineral,
medicinal [prings. Laftly, they are celebrated for the friendfbip
aubich the Mufes bear them, and for the true irfpiration whbick
temperance only can receiue; in oppofitisn te thé enthufiafm of
dhe more licemtisis pesis,
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*E R yonder eaftern hill the twilight throws

Her dufky mantle; and the God of day,
With bright Aftra feated by his fide, |
Waits yet to leave the ocean. Tarry, Nymphs,
Ye Nymphs, ye blue-ey’d progeny of Thames,
Who now the mazes of this rugged heath
"T'race with your fleeting ftéps ; who all night long
Repeat, amid the cool and tranquil air,
Your lonely murmurs, tarry: and receive
My offer’d lay, To pay you homage due,
I leave the gates of fleep; nor fhall my lyre
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Too far into the fplendid hours of morn

Ingage your audience : my obfervant hand

Shall clofe t]ve- Itraln ere any fultry beam

Approach you.. To your fubterranean haunts

Ye then may timely fteal ; to pace with care

The humid fands ; to loofen from the foil

The bubbling fources ; to direét the rills..

'T'o meet in wider channels; or beneath |

Some gruttu’s dripping arch, at hEl&]lt of noon .

To ﬂumb;zr, fhelter’d from d‘hﬂ h&rﬂiﬁ%rhcawen. g
Where Iha.ll my fung begm » ¥¢ Nyn;phsi‘ or end #

Wide is your pralfe and cﬂpmus — Firft of things,

Firft of the lonely powers, ere Time arofe,

Were Love and Chaos. Love, the fire of Fate;

Elder than Chaos. Born of Fate was Time,

Who many fons and many comely births

Devoui’d, relentlefs father : ’till the child

Of Rhea drove him from the upper ﬂq,-r:“r

And quell’d his deadly might. Then focial reign’d

The kindred powers, Tethys, and reverend Ops,

And fpotlefs Vefta; while fupreme of fway

Remain’d the cloud-compeller. From the couch :

Of Tethys fprang the fedgy-crowned race,

Who from a thoufand urns, o’er every clime,

Send tribute to their parent; and from them.
Are ye, O Naiads: Arethufa fair,

And tuneful Aganippe; that fiveet name,,
Bandufia; that foft family which dwelt

With
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Nith Syrian Daphne; and the honour’d tribes
selov’d of Pzon. Lilten to my ftrain,
Jaughters of Tethys: liften to your praife.
You, Nymphs, the winged offspring, which of old
\urora to divine Aftreus bore,
Jwns ; and your aid befeecheth. When the might

Of Hyperion, from his noontide throne,

Jnbends their languid pinions, aid from you
I'hey afk : Favonius and the mild South-weft
from you relief implore. Your fallying ftreams

t4iFrefh vigour to their weary limbs impart.
1 Again they fly, difporting ; from the mead

i
J

Half-ripen’d and the tender blades of corn,

To {fweep the noxious mildew ; or difpel
Contagious fteams, which oft the parched earth
Breathes on her fainting fons. From noon to eve,
Along the river and the paved brook,

Afcend the cheerful breezes : hail’d of bards

! Who, faft by learned Cam, the Mantuan lyre

Sollicit; nor unwelcome to the youth
Who on the heights of Tybur, all inclin’d
O’er rufhing Anio, with a pious hand
The reverend {cene delineates, broken fanes,
Or tombs, or pillar’d aqueducts, the pomp '
Of ancient Time; and haply, while he fcans
The ruins, with a filent tear revolves
The fame and fortune of imperious Rome,

You toa O Nymphs, and your unenvious aid

A3 Th



(6

The rural powers confefs ; and ftill prepare
For you their grateful treafures. Pan commands,
Oft as the Delian king with Sirius holds
‘I'he central heavens, the father of the grove
Commands his Dryads over your abodes
To {pread their deepeft umbrage. Well the God
Remembereth how indulgent ye fupplied
Your genial dews to nurfe them in their prime.
Pales, the pafture’s queen, where'er ye firay,
Purfues your fteps, delighted ; and the path
With living verdure clothes. Around your haunts
"The laughing Chloris, with profufeft hand, _
Throws wide her blooms, her odours. Still with you
Pomona feecks to dwell : and o’er the lawns,
And o’er the vale of Richmond, where with Thames
Ye love to wander, Amalthea pours
Well-pleas’d the wealth of that Ammonian horn,
FHer dower ; unmindful of the fragrant ifles
Nylzan or Atlantic. Nor can’ft thou,
( Albeit oft, ungrateful, thou doft mock
The beverage of" the fober Naiad’s urn,
O Bromius, O Lenzan) nor can’ft thou
Difown the powers whofe bounty, ill repaid,
With neftar feeds thy tendrils. Yet from me,
Yet, blamelefs Nymphs, from my delighted lyre,
Accept the rites your bounty well may claim ;
Nor heed the fcoffings of the Edonian band.
For better praife awaits you. ‘Thames, your fire,

As
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As down the verdant flope your duteous rills
Defcend, the tribute ftately Thames receives,
Delighted ; and your piety applauds ;

And bids his copious tide roll on fecure,

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

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

When Hermes, from Olympus bent o’er earth

To bear the words of Jove, on yonder hill

Stoops lightly-failing ; oft intent your {prings

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

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

By you my funétion and my honour'd name

Do I poffefs ; while o’er the Beetic vale,

¢ Or through the towers of Memphis, or the palms
By facred Ganges water’d, I conduét

The Englifh merchant: with the buxom fleece
Of fertile Ariconium while I clothe

¢ Sarmatian kings; or to the houfehold Gods

¢¢ Of Syria, from the bleak Cornubian fhore,

¢t Difpenfe the mineral treafure which of old

¢¢. Sidonian pilots fought, when this fair land

«* Was yet unconfcious of thofe generous arts
A 4 ¢ Which
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¢ Which wife Pheenicia from their native tlime
*¢ Tranfplanted to a more indulgent heaven.”

Such are the words of Hermes: fuch the praife,
O Naiads, which from tongues cceleftial waits .
Your bounteous deeds. From bounty iffueth power ;
And thofe who, fedulous in prudent works,
Relieve the wants of nature, Jove repays
With generous wealth and his own feat on earth,
Fit judgments to pronounce, and curb the might
Of wicked men. Your kind unfailin g urns
Not vainly to the hofpitable arts
Of Hermes yield their flore. For, O ye Nymphs,
Hath he not won the unconquerable queen
Of arms to court your friendfhip? You f{he owns
The fair affociates who extend her fway
Wide o’er the mighty deep ; and grateful things
Of you fhe uttereth, oft as from the fhore
Of Thames, or Medway’s vale, or the green banks
Of Vecta, fhe her thundering navy leads
To Calpe’s foaming channel, or the rough
Cantabrian coaft; her aufpices divine
Imparting to the fenate and the prince
Of Albion, to difmay barbaric kings,
The Iberian, or the Celt. The pride of kings
‘Was ever fcorn’d by Pallas: and of old
Rejoic’d the virgin, from the brazen prow
Of Athens o’er AEgina’s gloomy furge,
To drive her clouds and ftorms ; o’erwhelming all

v The
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The Perfian’s promis’d glory, when the realms

Of Indus and the foft Ionian clime,

When Lybia’s torrid champain and the rocks

Of cold Imaiis join’d their {fervile bands,

To fweep the fons of liberty from earth,

In vain : Minerva on the brazen prow

Of Athens ftood, and with the thunder’s voice

Denounc’d her terrours on their impious heads,

And fhook her burning Egis. Xerxes faw :

From Heracleum, on the mountain’s height

Thron’d in his golden car, he knew the fign

" Cceleftial ; felt unrighteous hope forfake

His faltering heart, and turn’d his face with fhame.
Hail, ye who fhare the ftern Minerva’s power;

Who arm the hand of liberty for war :

And give, in fecret, the Britannic name

To awe contending monarchs : yet benign,

Yet mild of nature: to the works of peace

More prone, and lenient of the many ills

Which wait on human life. Your gentle aid

Hygeia well can witnefs ; fhe who faves,

From poifonous cates and cups of pleafing bane,

The wretch devoted to the entangling fnares

Of Bacchus and of Comus. Him fhe l2ads

To Cynthia’s lonely haunts. To fpread the toils,

To beat the coverts, with the jovial horn

At dawn of day to fummon the loud hounds,

She calls the lingering ﬂu_ggard from his dreams :
And
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And where his brealt may drink the mountain breeze,
And where the fervour of the funny vale

May beat upon his brow, through devious paths
Beckons his rapid courfer. Nor when eafe,

Cool eafe and welcome {lumbers have becalm’d
His eager bofom, does the queen of health

Her pleafing care withhold. His decent board
She guards, prefiding ; and the frugal powers
With joy fedate leads in: and while the brown
Ennzan dame with Pan prefents her ftores ;
While changing ftill, and comely in the change,
Vertumnus and the FHours before him {pread

The garden’s banquet ; you to crown his feaft,
To crown his feaft, O Naiads, you the fair
Hygeia calls: and from your fhelving feats,

And groves of poplar, plenteous cups ye bring,
To flake his veins: ’till foon a purer tide

Flows down thofe loaded channels; walheth off
The dregs of luxury, the lurking feeds

Of crude difcafe; and through the abodes of life
Sends vigour, fends repofe. Hail, Naiads: hail,
Who give, to labour, health ; to flooping age,
The joys which youth had fquander’d. Oft your urns
Will I invoke ; and, frequent in your praife,
Abafh the frantic Thyr{us with my fong.

For not eftrang’d from your benignant arts
Is he, the God, to whofe myfterious fhrine
My youth was facred, and my votive cares

Are
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Are due ; the learned Pzon. Oft when all
His cordial treafures he hath fearch’d in vain ;
When herbs, and potent trees, and drops of balm

' Rich with the genial influence of the {un,
(To rouze dark fancy from her plaintive dreams,
To brace the nervelefs arm, with food to win
Sick appetite, or hufh the unquiet breaft
Which pines with filent paflion) he in vain
Hath prov’d ; to your deep manfions he defcends.
Your gates of humid rock, your dim arcades,
He entereth ; where impurpled veins of ore

. Gleam on the roof ; where through the rigid miune
Your trickling rills infinuate. There the God
From your indulgent hands the ftreaming bowl
Wafts to his pale-ey’d fuppliants ; wafts the feeds
Metallic and the elemental falts
Wafh'd from the pregnant glebe. They drink : and foon
Flies pain; flies inaufpicious care: and foon
The focial haunt or unfrequented f{hade
Hears Io, Io Pzan; as of old,
When Python fell. And, O propitious Nymphs,
Oft as for haplefs mortals I implore
Your {alutary fprings, through every urn
O fthed feleéted atoms, and with all
Your healing powers inform the recent wave.

My lyre fhall pay your bounty. Nor difdain
That humble tribute. Though a mortal hand
Excite the firings to utterance, yet for themes

g INot
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Not unregaﬁi&d of ceeleftial powers,

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

The Mules (facred by their gifts divine)

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

In flumber felt their mufic: oft at noon

Or hour of funfet, by fome lonely ftream,

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

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

And offerings unprofan’d by ruder eye,

My vows I fend, my homage, to the feats

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

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

To their conforted meafure: ’till again,

With emulation all the founding choir,

And bright Apollo, leader of the fong,

Their voices through the liguid air exalt,

And fweep their lofty ftrings: thofe aweful ftrings,
'That charm the minds of Gods: that fill the courts
Of wide Olympus with oslivien fweet

Of evils, with immortal reft from cares ;
Afluage the terrours of the throne of Jove;

And
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And quench th& formidable thunderholt
Of unrelenting fire, With flacken’d wings,
While now the folemn concert breathes around,
Incumbent o’er the fceptre of his lord
Sleeps the ftern eagle ; by the number’'d notes,
Poffefs’d ; and fatiate with the melting tone :
Sovereign of birds. 'The furious God of war,
His darts forgetting and the rapid wheels
That bear him vengeful o’er the embattled plain,
Relents, and fooths his'own fierce heart to eale,

“E‘annnted eafe. The fire of Gods and men,
n

that great moment of divine delight,
Loooks down on all that live ; and whatloe'er
He loves not, o’er the peopled earth and o’er
The interminated ocean, he beholds
Curs’d with abhorrence by his doom fevere,
And troubled at the found. Ye, Naiads, ye
With ravifh’d ears the melody attend
Worthy of facred filence. But the flaves
Of Bacchus with tempeftuous clamours ftrive
To drown the heavenly ftrains ; -of higheft Jove,
Irreverent; and by mad prefumption fir'd
Their own difcordant raptures to advance
With hoftile emulation. Down they ruth
From Nyfa’s vine-impurpled chiff, the dames
Of Thrace, the Satyrs, and the unruly Fauns,

- 'With old Silenus, through the midnight gloom

Toffing the torch impure, and high in air
3

The
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The brandifh’d Thyr{us, to the Phrygian pipe's
Shrill voice, and to the clathing cymbals, mix’d
With fhrieks and frantic uproar. May the Gods
From every unpolluted ear avert -
Their orgies! If within the feats of men,
Within the feats of men, the walls, the gates
Which Pallas rules, 1f haply there be found
Who loves to mingle with the revel-band
And hearken to their accents; who afpires
From {uch inftruéters to inform his breaft
With verfe ; let him, fit votarift, implore
Their infpiration, He perchance the gifts

Of young Ly=zus, and the dread exploits,
May fing in apteft numbers: he the fate

Of fober Pentheus, he the Paphian rites,

And naked Mars with Cytherza chain’d,

And ftrong Alcides in the {pinfter’s robe,
May celebrate, applauded. But with you,

O Naiads, far from that unhallow’d rout,
Muft dwell the man whoe’er to praifed themes
Invokes the immortal Mufe. The immortal Mufe
To your calm habitations, to the cave
Corycian or the Delphic mount, will gnide
His footlteps ; and with your unfullied ftreams
His lips will bathe : whether the eternal lore
Of Themis, or the majefty of Jove,

To mortals he reveal; or teach his lyre

The unenvied guerdon of the patriot’s toils,

In



¢ 5 )

In thofe unfading iflands of the blef,

Where facred bards abide. Hail, honour’d Nymphs ;
Thrice hail. For you the Cyrenajc fhell,

Behold, I touch, revering, To my fongs

Be prefent ye with favourable feet,

And all profaner audience far remove,

o e S oo S G e s o o o e e S e B B
O D E

$ To the Right Honourable

FRANCIS Earl of HUNTINGDON.
MDCC XLVIL

By the Same.
] S

HE wife and great of every clime,
Through all the fpacious walks of Time,
Where'er the Mufe her power difplay’d,
With joy have liften’d and obey’d.
For taught of heaven, the facred Nine
Perfuafive numbers, forms divine,
To mortal fenfe impart :
They beft the foul with plory fire;
They nobleift counfels, boldeft deeds infpire ;

And high o’er Fortune’s rage inthrone the fixed heast.
I. z. Nor
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Nor lefs prevailing is their charm

The vengeful bofom to difarm ;

To melt the proud with heman woe,

And prompt unwilling tears to flow.

Can wealth a power like this afford?
© Can Cromwell’s art, or Marlborough’s {word,

An equal empire claim ¢

No, Hastings. Thou my words wilt own ¢

Thy breaft the gifts of every Mufe hath known ;
Nor fhall the giver’s love difgrace thy noble name,
g
The Mufe’s aweful art,
And the fair funéion of the poet’s tongue,
Ne’er fhalt thou blufh ta honour ; to aflert
From all that fcorned vice or flavith fear hath fung.
Nor fhall the blandifhment of Tufcan ftrings
Warbling at will in pleafure’s myrtle bower ;
Nor fhall the bafer notes to Celtic kings
By lying minftrels paid in evil hour,
Move Thee to fpurn the heavenly Mufe’s reign.
A different ftrain,
And other Themes

From her prophetic fhades and hallow’d ftreams
(Thou well can’ft witnefs) meet the purged ear:
Such, as when Greece to her immortal fhell
Rejoicing liften’d, godlike founds to hear ;

To hear the fweet inftrudtrefs tell

(Whil
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{(While men and heroes throng’d around)
How life its nobleft ufe may find,
How beflt for freedom be refign’d ;

And how, by glory, virtue fhall be crown’d.

1L 1. -
Such was the * Chian father’s flrain
To many a kind domeftic train,
Whofe pious hearth and genial bowl
Had cheer’d the reverend pilgrim’s foul:
When, every hofpitable rite
With equal bounty to requite,
He ftruck his magic ftrings;

And pour’d fpontaneous numbers forth,

And feiz’d their ears with tales of ancient worth,

And fill’d their mufing hearts with vaft heroic things.
II. 2.

Now oft, where happy fpirits dwell,
Where yet he tunes his charming fhell,
Oft near him, with applauding hands,
The genius of his country ftands.
To liftening gods he makes him known,

That man divine, by whom were fown
The feeds of Grzcian fame:

Who firft the race with freedom fir'd :

From whom Lycurgus Sparta’s fons infpir'd;
From whom Platzan palms and Cypnian trophies came,

* Homer,

Vor. VL. B I 3. ©
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| Pt S
O nobleit, happieft age!
When Ariftides rul’d, and Cimon fought ;
When all the generous fraits of Homer’s page
Exulting Pindar faw to full perfeétion brought.
O Pindar, oft fhalt thou be hail’d of me ;
Not that Apollo fed thee from his fhrine ;
Not that thy lips drank {weetnels from the bee s
Nor yet that, ftudious of thy notes divine,
Pan danc’d their meafure with the fylvan throngs
But that thy fong
Was proud to unfold

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

But thou, O faithful to thy fame,

The Mufe’s law didft rightly know ;

That who would animate his lays,

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

IIL. 1.

Are there, approv'd of later times,
Whaofe verfe adorn’d a * tyrant’s crimes?

Who faw majeftic Rome betray’d,
And lent the 1mperial ruffian aid ?

* Oftavius Cofar,

Alas!
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Alas! not one polluted bard,
No, not the ftrains that Mincius heard,
Or Tibur’s hills reply’d,
Dare to the Mufe’s ear alpire;
Save that, inftruted by the Grzcian lyre,
With frcedom’s ancient notes their fhameful tafk they hide.
1. 2.
Marl:, how the dread Pantheon ftands,
Amid the domes of modern hands:
Amid the toys of idle ftate,
How fimply, how feverely great!
Then turn, and, while each weltern clime
Prefents her tuneful {ons to Time,
So mark thou Milton’s name ;
And add, ¢ Thus differs from the throng
“ The fpirit which inform’d thy aweful fong,
¢ Which bade thy potent voice protect thy country’s fame.”,
III. 3.
Yet hence barbaric zeal
His memory with unholy rage purfues ;
While from thefe arduous cares of public weal
She bids each bard begone, and reft him with his Mufe,
O fool! to think the man, whofe ample mind
Muft grafp at all that yonder ftars furvey ;
Mauft join the nobleft forms of every kind,
The world’s moft perfet 1mage to difplayy
Can e'er his country’s majelty behold,

Unmov'd or caold!
B 2 O fool !}
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O fool! to deem
That He, whofe thought mait vifit every theme,
Whofe heart muft every firong emotion know
By nature planted, or by fortune taught ; -
That He, if haply fome prefumptuous foe,
With falfe ignoble fcience fraught,
Shall {fpurn at freedom’s faithful band ;
That He, their dear defence will fhun,
Or hide their glories from the fun,
Or deal their vengeance with a woman’s hand !
T L
I care not that in Arno’s plain,
Or on the {portive banks of Seine,
From public themes the Mufe’s quire
Content with polifh’d eafe retire.
Where priefts the ftudions head command,
Where tyrants bow the warlike hand
To vile ambition’s aim,
Say, what can public themes afford,
Save venal honours to an hateful lord,
Relerv'd for angry heaven and fcorn’d of honeft fame ?
IV. z.
But here, where freedom’s equal throne
To all her valiant fons is known ;
Where all are confcions of her cares,
And each the power, that rules him, fhares;
Here let the bard, w]:m{"e daftard tongue
Leaves public arguments unfung,

Bid
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Bid public praife farewell :
Let him to fitter climes remove,
Far from the heroe’s and the patriot’s love,

And lull mylterious monks to flumber in their cell.

!V R
O Hastings, not to all
Can ruling heav’n the fame endowments lend :
Yet fhill doth nature to her offspring call,

That to one general weal their different powers they bend,
Unenvious. Thus alone, though ftrains divine
Inform the boflom of the Mufe’s fon ;

Though with new honours the patrician’s line
Advance from. age to age ; yet thus alone
They win the {uffrage of impartial fame.

The poet’s name

He beft fhall prove,

Whofe lays the foul with nobleft paffions move.

But thee, O progeny of heroes old,

Thee to feverer toils thy fate requires:

The fate which form’d thee in a chofen mould,
The grateful country of thy fires,

Thee to {fublimer paths demand ;
Sablimer than thy fires could trace,
Or thy own Epwarp teach his race,
Though Gaul’s proud genius fank beneath his hand.
b1 IRRE 7
From rich domains and {ubjeft farms,

They led the rultic youth to arms ;
B 3 And
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And kings their ftern atchievements fear’d ;
While private ftrife their banners rear’d.
But loftier {cenes to thee are fhown,
Where empire’s wide-eftablifh’d throne
No private mafter fills:
Where, long foretold, The People reigns:
Where each a vaffal’s humble heart difdains ;
And judgeth what he fees; and, as he judgeth, wills.
G
Here be it thine to calm and guide
The {welling democratic tide ;
T'o watch the ftate’s uncertain frame,
And baffle faction’s partial aim:
But chiefly, with determin’d zeal,
To quell that fervile band, who kneecl
| To freedom’s banifh’d foes ;
That monfter, which is daily found
Expert and bold thy country’s peace to wound ;
Yet dreads to handle arms, nor manly counfel knows,
N 35
*T'is highelt heaven’s command,
That guilty aims fhould fordid paths purfue;
That what enfnares the heart fhould curb the hand,
And virtue’s worthlefs foes be falfe to glory too.
But look on freedom. fee, through every age,
What labours, perils, griefs, hath fhe difdain’d!
What arms, what regal pride, what prieftly rage,

Have her dread offspring conquer’d or fuftain’d!
For
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For Albion well have conquer’d. Let the ftrains
Of happy fwains,
Which now refound

Where Scarfdale’s cliffs the fwelling paftures bound,

Bear witnefs. there, oft let the farmer hail

The facred orchard which imbowers his gate,

And fhew to ftrangers pafling down the vale,
Where Candith, Booth, and Ofborne f{ate ;
When burfting from their country’s chain,
Even in the midft of deadly harms,

Of papal fnares and lawlefs arms,
They plann’d for freedom this her aweful reign,
Vi 1.

This reign, thefe laws, this public care,
Which Naffau gave us all to fhare,
Had ne’er adorn’d the Englifh name,
Could fear have filenc’d freedom’s claim.
But fear in vain attempts to bind é
Thofe lofty efforts of the mind

Which focial good infpires ;
Where men, for this, affault a throne,

Each adds the common welfare to his own ;

And each unconquer’d heart the ftrength of all acquires.
VI, 2.
Say, was it thus, when late we viewd
Qur fields in civil bloed imbrued ?
When fortune crown’d the barbarous hoft,

And half the aftonifh’d ifle was loft?
b 4 Did



( 24 )

Did one of all that vaunting train,
Who dare affront a peaceful reign,
Durit one in arms appear ?
Durft one in counfels pledge his life ?
Stake his luxurious fortunes in the firife ?
Or lend his boafted name his vagrant friends to cheer }
Vs
Yet, HasTines, thele are they,
Who challenge to themfelves thy country’s love ;
The true; the conftant: who alone can weigh,
What glory fhould demand, or liberty approve !
But let their works declare them. Thy free powers,
The generous powers of thy prevailing mind,
Not for the tafks of their confederate hours,
Lewd brawls and lurking flander, were defign’d.
_ Be thou thy own approver. Honeft praife
_*Oft nobly {ways |
_Ingenuous youth :
But, i-{ll]gg t from cowards and the lying mm:th?
Praife is reproach. Eternal Gop alone
For mortals fixeth that fublime award.
He, from the faithful records of his throne,
" Bids the hiftorian and the bard
Difpofe of honour and of {corn ;
Difcern the patriot from the flave ;
And write the good, the wife, the brave,
For leffons to the multitude unborn.

ODE
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To the Right Reverend

B ENTJAMTIN
Lord Bithop of WINCHEST ER.

By the Same.

L1

O R toils which patriots have endur’d,

For treafon quell’d and laws fecurd,
In every nation Time difplays
The palm of honourable praife.
Envy may rail ; and fafion fierce
May ftrive : but what, alas, can Thofe
(Though bold, yet blind and fordid foes)
To gratitude and love oppofe,

To faithful flory and perfuafive verfe ?
L 2.0
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O nurfe of freedom, Albion, fay,
Thou tamer of defpotic fway,
What man, among thy fons around,
Thus heir to glory haft thou found ?
What page, in all thy annals bright,
Haft thou with purer joy furvey’d
Than that where truth, by Hoadly’s aid,
Shines through the deep unhallow’d {hade
Of kingly fraud and facerdotal night?
E %i
To him the Tezcher blefs’d
Who fent religion, from the palmy field
By Jordan, like the morn to cheer the welt,
And lifted up the veil which heaven from earth conceal’d,
To Hoadly thus He utter’d his behett : |
¢ Go thou, and refcue my difhonour’d law
¢¢ From hands rapacious and from tongues impure :
c Let not my peaceful name be made a lure
¢ The {nares of favage tyranny to aid :
“¢ Let not my words be impious chains to draw
¢ The free-born foul, in more than brutal awe,
< To faith without affent, allegiance unrepaid,”
L. 1.
No cold nor unperforming hand
Was arm’d by heaven with this command,
The world foon felt it: and, on high,
To William’s ear with welcome joy

Did
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Did Locke among the bleft unfold
The rifing hope of Hoadly’s name:
Godolphin then confirm’d the fame ;
And Somers, when from earth he came,
And valiant Stanhope the fair fequel told *.
IL 2. |
Then drew the lawgivers around,
(Sires of the Grecian name renown’d)
And liftening afk’d, and wondering knew,
What private force could thus fubdue
The vulgar and the great combin’d ;
Could war with facred folly wage ;
Could a whole nation difengage
From the dread bonds of many an age,
And to mew habits mould the public mind.
II. 3.
For not a conqueror’s {word,
Nor the ftrong powers to civil founders known,
Were his : but trath by faithful fearch explor’d,
And focial fenfe, hike feed, in genial plenty fown.

# Mr. Locke died in 1704, when Mr. Hoadly was beginning to diftin-
guith himfelf in the caule of civil and religious liberty : Lord Godolphin
in 1712, when the doftrines of the Jacobite faftion were chiefly favour'd
by thofe in power: Lord Somers in 1716, amid the praftices of the non-
juring clergy againdt the proteitant eftablithment ; and lord Stanhope in

1721, during the controverfy with the lower hoult of conyocation,

Whesever
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Wherever it took root, the foul (reftor’d
To freedom) freedom too for others fought.
Not monkifh craft the tyrant’s claim divine,
Not regal zeal the bigot’s cruel fhrine
Could longer guard from reafon’s warfare fage
Not the wild rabble to fedition wrought,
Nor fynods by the papal Genius taught,
Nor St. John’s {pirit loofe, nor Atterbury’s rage,
HI. 3.
But where fhall recompence be found ?
Or how fuch arduous merit crown’d ?
For look on life’s laborious fcene:
What rugged {paces lie between
Adventurous virtue’s early toils
And her triumphal throne! The fhade
Of death, mean time, does oft invade
Her progrefs; nor, to us difplay’d,
Wears the bright heroine her expeéted fpoils.
| iH. 2,
Yet born to conquer is her power :
— O Hoadly, if that favourite houar
On earth arrive, with thankful awe
We own jult heaven’s indulgent law,
And proudly thy fuccefs behold ;
We ’attend thy reverend length of days
With benediétion and with praife,
And hail Thee in our public ways
like fome great Ipirit fam’d in ages old.
III. 3. While
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While thus our vows prolong

Thy fteps on earth, and when by us refign’d

Thou join’ft thy feniors, that heroic throng
Who refcu’d or preferv’d the rights of human kind,

O! not unworthy may thy Albion’s tongue

Thee {till, her friend and benefaftor, name :

O! never, Hoadly, in thy country’s eyes,

May impious gold, or pleafure’s gaundy prize,

Make public virtue, public freedom vile ;

Nor our own manners tempt us to difclaim

That heritage, our nobleft wealth and fame,
‘Which Thon haft kept intire from force and fadtious guile.
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By the Same.

I.
For a G R O T T O

O mé, whom in their lays the fhepherds call
A&tza, daughter of the neighbouring ftream,
This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vine,

Which o’er the rocky entrance downward fhoot,
3 Were
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Were.plac'd by Glycon. He with cowllips pale,
Primrofe, and purple L}rﬁhnis, deck’d the green
Before my threfhold, and my fhelving walls
With honeyfuckle cover’d. Here at noon,
Lull’d by the murmur of my rifing fount,
I flumber : here my cluftering fruits I tend ;
Or from the humid flowers, at break of day,
Frefh garlands weave, and chace from all my bounds
Each thing impure or noxious. Enter-in,
O ftranger, undifmay’d. nor bat nor toad
Here lurks: and if thy breaft of blamelefs thoughts
Approve thee, not unwelcome fhalt thou tread
My quiet manfion : chiefly, if thy name
Wife Pallas and the immortal Mufes own.

SC008CC00CCEE88CEE8E8ECEeS

II.
For a Statue of CHAUCER at WoobnsTock.

U CH was old Chaucer. fuch the placid mien

Of him who firft with harmony inform’d
The language of oar fathers. Here he dwelt
For many a cheerful day. thefe ancient walls
Have often heard him, while his legends blithe
He fang; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles
Of homely life: through each eftate and age,
The fafhions and the follies of the world

With
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With cunning hand portraying. Though perchance
From Blenheim’s towers, O ftranger, thou art come
Glowing with Churchill’s trophies ; yet in vain

Doft thou applaud them, if thy breaft be cold

To him, this other, heroe; who, in times

Dark and untaught, began with charming verfe

To tame the rudenefs of his native land.

R A RCRUE AR O R a8 et
II.

HOE’ER thou art whofe path in fummer lies
Through yonder village, turn thee where the grove
Of branching oaks a rutal palace old
. Imbofoms. there dwells Albert, generous lord
'Of all the harveft round. and onward thence
A low plain chapel fronts the morning light
Faft by a filent riv’let. Humbly walk,
Q firanger, o'er the confecrated ground ;
And on that verdant hilloc, which thou fee’ft
Befet with ofiers, let thy pious hand
Sprinkle freth water from the brook and ftrew
Sweet-fmelling flow’rs. for there doth Edmund reft,
The learned fhepherd ; for each rural art
Fam’d, and for fongs harmonious, and the wocs
Of ill-requited love. The faithlefs pride

Of fair Matilda fank him to the grave
5 _ In



(r 32. )

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

And nuptial pomp, which lur’d her plighted faith
From Edmund to a loftier hufband’s home, :
Relieve her breaking heart, or turn afide

The ftrokes of death. Go, traveller; relate

'The mournful ftory. haply fome fair maid

May hold it in remembrance, and be taught

That riches cannot pay for truth or love.

SR SR SRS S SHeSHSHeNS)

| IV.
YOUTHS and virgins: O declining eld :

O pale misfortune’s flaves: O ye who dwell
Unknown with lamble quiet; ye who wait
In courts, or fill the golden feat of kings :
O fons of fport and pleafure: O thou wretch
That weep’ft for jealous love, or the fore wounds
Of confcious guilt, or death’s rapacious hand
Which left thee void of hope: O ye who roam
In exile; ye who through the embattled field
Seek bright renown ; or who for nobler palms
Contend, the leaders of a public caufe ;
Approach: behold this marble. Know ye not
The features? Hath not oft his faithful tongue

Told
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Told you the fafhion of your own elate,

The fecrets of your bofom ? Here then, round
His monument with reverence while ye ftand,

Say to each other: < This was Shakefpear’s form ;
““ Who walk’d 1n every patﬂ of human life,

¢« Felt every paflion; and to all mankind

¢¢ Doth now, will ever that experience yield

“ Which his own genius only could acquire.”

V.

GULIELMUS III. FORTIS, PIUS, LIBERATOR,
CUM INEUNTE AETATE PATRIAE LABENTI
ADFUISSET SALUS IPSE UNICA; CUM MOX
ITIDEM REIPUELICAE BRITANNICAE VINDEX
RENUNCIATUS ESSET ATQUE STATOR ; TUM
DENIQUE AD ID SE NATUM RECOGNOVIT ET
REGEM FACTUM, UT CURARET NE DOMINO
IMPOTENTI CEDERENT PAX, FIDES, FORTUNA,
GENFRIS HUMANI.
AUCTORI PUBLICAE FELICITATIS P. G. A. M. A.

Vor. VI, i VI. For
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For a Column at RUNNYM E DE,

H O U, who the verdant plain doft traverfe here,
| While Thames among his willows from thy view

Retires ; O ftranger, ftay thee, and the {cene
Around contemplate well. This 1s the place
Where England’s ancient barons, clad in arms
And flern with conqueft, from their tyrant king
(Then render’d tame) did challengé and fecure
The charter of thy freedom., Pafs not on

*T1ll thou have blefs’d their memory, and paid
"T'hofe thanks which God appointed the reward
Of public virtue. and if chance thy home
Salute thee with a father’s honour’d name,

Go, call thy fons: inftruft them what a debt
They owe their anceflors ; and make them fwear
To pay it, by tran{mitting down intire

"Thofe facred rights to which themfelves were born.

ODE
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By the Same.

I.
F rightly tuneful bards decide,
If it be fix’d 1n love’s decrees,
That beauty ought not to be tried
But by its native power to pleafe,
Then tell me, youths and lovers, tell,
What fair can Amoret excell ?
IL.
Behold that bright unfullied {mile,
And wifdom fpeaking in her mien:
Yet (fhe fo artlefs all the while,
So little ftudious to be {een)
We noucht but inftant gladnefls know,
Nor think to whom the gift we owe.
I11.

But neither mufic, nor the powers
Of youth and mirth and frolic cheer,
Add half that funfhine to the hours,
Or make life’s profpeét half {o clear,
As memory brings it to the eye

From f{cenes where Amoret was by,
C 2 IV. Yet
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IV.
Yet not a fatirift could there
Or fault or indifcretion find ;
Nor any prouder fage declare
One virtue, pi¢tur’d in his mind,
Whofe form with lovelier colours glows

Than Amoret’s demeanor fhows.
V.
This fure is beauty’s happieft part:
‘This gives the moft unbounded fway:
This fhall inchant the fubjeét heart
When rofe and lily fade away ;
And She be ftill, in fpite of time,
Sweet Amoret in all her prime.

AR,
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ODE
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WRITTEN ABROAD
By WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Efg;

On entering the Campania of RomEe, at Orricor,

MDCCLYV.
L.

AIL facred Stream, whofe waters roll
Immortal through the claffic page!

To Thee the Mufe-devoted foul,

Though deftin’d to a later age
And lefs indulgent clime, to Thee,

Nor thou difdain, in runic lays
Weak mimic of true harmony,

His grateful homage pays.
Far other ftrains thine elder ear
With pleas’d attention wont to hear,
When he, who ftrang the Latian lyre,
And he, who led th’ Aonian quire
G 3 From
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From Mantua’s reedy lakes with ofiers crown’d,
Taucht Echo from thy banks with tranfport to refound.
Thy banks?—alas! is this the boafted fcene, '
This dreary, wide, uncultivated plain,
Where fick’ning Nature wears a fainter green,
And Defolation fpreads her torpid reign ?
Is this the {cene where Freedom breath’d,
Her copious horn where Plenty wreath’d,
And Health at opening day
Bade all her rofeate breezes fly,
To wake the fons of Induftry,
And make their fields more gay ?
II.
Where is the villa’s rural pride,
The fwelling dome’s imperial gleam,
Which lov’d to grace thy verdant fide,
And tremble in thy golden ftream ?
Where are the bold, the bufy throngs,
That rufh’d impatient to the war,
Or tun'd to peace triumphal {ongs,
And hail’d the pafling car?
Along the folitary * road,
The eternal flint by Confuls trod,
We mufe, and mark the fad decays
Of mighty works, and mighty days!
For thefe vile waftes, we cry, had Fate decreed
That Veir’s fons fhould firive, for thefe Camillus bleed ?

* The Flaminian way,

e Did
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Did here, in after-times of Roman pride,
The mufing fthepherd from Soracte’s height
See towns extend where'er thy waters glide,
And temples rife, and peopled farms unite
They did. For this deferted plain
The Hero firove, nor flrove in vain;
And here the fhepherd {aw
Unnumber’d towns and temples fpread,
While Rome majeftic rear’d her head,

And gave the nations law,
11T.

Yes, Thou and Latium once were great,
And fill, ye firft of human things,
Beyond the grafp of time or fate
Her fame and thine triumphant fprings.
What though the mould’ring columns fall,
And ftrow the defart earth beneath,
Though ivy round each nodding wall
Entwine its fatal wreath,
Yet fay, can Rhine or Danube boait
The numerous gldriES thou haft loft ?
Czn ev’n Euphrates’ palmy fhore,
Or Nile, with all his myftic lore,
Produce from old records of genuine fame
Such heroes, poets, kings, or emulate thy name ?
Ev’n now the Mufe, the confcious Mufe is here 3
From every ruin’s formidable fhade -

Eternal Mufic bhreathes on Fancy’s ear,
Ca ~ And



( 40 )

And wakes to more than form th” illuftrious dead.
Thy Ceiars, Scipios, ‘Catos rife,
The great, the virtuous, and the wife,
In folemn ftate advance!
They fix the philofophic eye,
Or trail the robe, or lift on high
The light’ning of the lance.
| Iv..
But chief that humbler happier train
Who knew thofe virtues to reward
Beyond the reach of chance or pain
Secure, th® hiftorian and the bard.
By them the hero’s generous rage
Still warm 1n youth immortal lives ;
And in thetr adamantine page-
Thy 'glnry ftill furvives. -
Through deep Savannahs wild and vatlt,
Unheard, unknown through ages paft,
Beneath the {fun’s direfter beams
What copious torrents pour their ftreams'!
No fame have they, no fond pretence to mourn,
No annals fwell their pride, or grace their ftoried ura.
Whilft Thou, with Rome’s exalted genius join’d,
Her fpear yet lifted, and her corflet brac’d,
Can’ft tell the waves, can’ft tell the paffing wind
Thy wond’rous tale, and cheer the lift’ning wafte.
Though from his caves th’ unfeeling North

Pour’d all-his legion’d tempefts forth,
.- Yet
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Yet flill thy laurels bloom :
One deathlefs glory ftill remains,

Thy ftream bas roll’d through LaTiaw plains,
Has wafh'd the walls of Rome.

n
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By the Same.
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Written at the CoxvexT of Havrt ViLLeERrs In
CHAMPAGNE, ¥7§4.

ILENT and clear, through yonder peaceful vale,
While Marne’s {low waters weave their mazy way,
See, to th’ exulting fun, and foft’ring gale,
What boundlefs treafures his rich banks difplay !

Falt by the ftream, and at the mountain’s bafe,
The lowing herds through living paftures rove:
Wide-waving harvefts crown the rifing fpace ;

And ftull fuperior nods the viny grove.
High
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High on the top, as guardian of the fcene,
Imperial Sylvan {preads Lis umbrage wide ;
Nor wants there many a cot, and fpire between;

Or in the vale, or on the mountain’s fide,

To mark that Man, as tenant of the whole,
Claims the juft tribute of his calturing care,
Yet pays to Heaven, in gratitude of foul,
The boon which Heaven accepts of, praife and prayet,

O dire effects of war! the time has been
When Defolation vaunted here her reign ¢

One ravag’d defart was yon beauteous fcene,
And Marne ran purple to the frighted Seine.

Oft at his work the toilfome day to cheat
The f{wain ftill talks of thofe difaftrous times,
When Guife’s pride, and Condé’s ill-ftarr’d heat
Taught chriftian zeal to authorize their crimes :

Oft to his children fportive on the grafs
Does dreadful tales of worn Tradition tell,
Oft points to Epernay’s ill-fated pafs
Where force thrice trinmph’d, and where Biron fell,

O dire effeéts of war ! — may ever more
Through this {weet vale the voice of difcord ceafe!
A Britith bard to Gallia’s fertile fhore

Can wifh the bleflings of eternal peace.

Vet
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Yet fay, ye monks, (beneath whofe mofs-grown feat,
Within whofe cloifter’d cells th’ indebted Mufe
Awhile {ojourns, for meditation meet,
And thefe loofe thoughts in penfive ftrain purfues,)

Avails it aught, that War’s rude tumults {pare
Yon clufter’d vineyard, or yon golden field,
If niggards to yourfelves, and fond of care,
! You {light the joys their copious treafures yield ?

Avails it aught, that Nature’s hiberal hand

With every blefling grateful man can know
Cloaths the rich bofom of yon fmiling land,

The mountain’s floping fide, or pendant brow,

If meagre Famine paint your pallid cheek,
If breaks the midnight bell your hours of reft,
If, ’midft heart-chilling damps, and winter bleak,
You fhun the cheerful bow!, and moderate feaft ?

Look forth, and be convinc’d ! ’tis Nature pleads,
Her ample volume opens on your view,

The fimple-minded fwain, who running reads,
Feels the glad truth, and is it hid from you ?

Look forth, and be convinc’d. Yon profpeéts wids
To Reafon’s ear how forcibly they fpeak,
Compar’d with thofe how dull 1s letter’d Pride,

And Auftin’s babbling Eloquence how weak !
Temp’rance,
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Temp’rance, not Abflingnce, 1n every blifs

Is Man’s true joy, and therefore Heaven’s command.
The wretch who riots thanks his God amiis :

Who ftaryes, rejects the bounties of his hand.

Mark, while the Marne in yon full channel glides,
How {mooth his courfe, how Nature {fmiles around ! ol
-But fhould impetnous torrents {well his tides, of
The fairy landfkip finks in oceans drown'd. . : z.

Nor lefs difaftrous, fhould his thrifty urn i aliedl
Neglected leave the once well-water’d land,

To dreary waltes yon paradife would turn,
Polluted ooze, or heaps of barren {and.

i

B L s L
On * the MavsorLeum of AUGUSTUS.

To the Right Honourable

GeorcE Bussy ViLriers, Vifcount ViLLiers.
Written at RomE, 1756,

MID thefe mould’ring walls, this marble round,
Where ilept the Heroes of the Julian name,
Say, fhall we linger ftill in thought profound,
And meditate the mournful paths to fame ?

a It is now a garden belonging to-Marchefe di Corre.

What
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What though no cyprefs fhades, in funeral rows,
No {'r;ulptur’d urns, the laft records of Fate,

O’r the fhrunk terrace wave their baleful boughs,
Or breathe in itoried emblems of the great ;

‘Yet not with heedlefs eye will we furvey
The fcene though chang’d, nor negligently tread ;
Thefe variegated walks, however gay,
Were once the filent manfions of the dead.

In every fthrub, in every flow’ret’s bloom

That paints with different hues yon fmiling plain,
Some Hero’s afhes iffue from the tomb,

And live a vegetative life again,

For matter dies not, as the Sages fay,
But fhifts to other forms the pliant mafs,
When the free {pirit quits its cumb’rous clay,
And fees, beneath, the rolling Planets pafs.

Perhaps, my Villiers, for I fing to Thee,
Perhaps, unknowing of the bloom it gives,
In yon fair fcion of Apollo’s tree
The facred duft of young Marcellus lives.

Pluck not the leaf —’twere facrilege to wound
Th? ideal memory of fo fweet a fhade ;

In thefe {ad feats an early grave he found,
And b the firft rites to gloomy Dis convey’d.

b He is faid to be the firft perfon buried in this monument,

Witnefs
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Witnefs © thou Field of Mars, that oft hadft known
His youthful triumphs in the mimic war,

Thou heardft the heart-felt univerfal groan
When o’er thy bofom roll’d the funeral car.

Witnefs ¢ thou Tufcan ftream, where oft he glow’d
In {portive ftrugglings with th’ oppofing wave,
Faft by the recent tomb thy waters flow’d
While wept the wife, the virtuous, and the brave,

O loft too foon ! — yet why lament a fate

By thoufands envied, and by Heaven approv’d,
Rare is the boon to thofe of longer date

To live, to die, admir’d, efteem’d, belov’d.

Weak are our judgments, and our paffions warm,
And flowly dawns the radiant morn of truth,
Our expectations haftily we form,
And much we pardon to ingenuous youth,

Too oft we fatiate on th’ applaufe we pay
To rifing Merit, and refume the Crown;
Full many a blooming genius, fnatch'd away,
Has fallen lamented who had liv’d unknown,

For hard the tatk, O Villiers, to fuftain
Th’ important burthen of an early fame ;
FEach added day fome added worth to gain,
Prevent each wifh, and anfwer every claim,

¢ Quantos ille virim magnam Mavortis ad urbem
Campus aget gemitus !
i : Vel quz, Tyberine, videbis

Funera, cum tumulum praterlabere recgntem ! Vize,
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™3¢ thou Marcellus, with a length of days!

But O remember, whatfoe’er thou art,

T'he moft exalted breath of human praife
To pleafe indeed muft echo from the heare,

il

. Fhough thou be brave, be virtuous, and be wife,
By all, like him, admit'd, efteem’d, belov’d,
o Tis from within alone true Fame can rife,
The only happy is the Self-approv’d.

QT . 3 83 R s ot T T
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To the Right Honourable

Grorce Simon HarcourT, Vifc. NEwnnam,

Written at RomE, 1756,

E S, noble Youth, *tis true ; the fofter arts,
The {weetly-founding ftring, and pencil’s pow’r,
Have warm'd to rapture even heroic hearts,
And taught the rude to wonder, and adore,

For Beauty charms us, whether fhe appears

In blended colours; or to foothing found
Attunes her voice; or fair proportion wears

In yonder fwelling dome’s harmonious round.

2 All
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All, all the charms; but not alike to all

'T'is given to revel in her blifsful bower ;
Coercive ties, and Reafon’s powerful call

Bid fome but tafte the fweets, which fome devour.

When Natare govern’d, and when Man was young,
Perhaps at will th’ untutor’d Savage rov’d,
Where waters murmur’d, and where clufters hung

He fed, and flept beneath the fhade he lov’d.

But fince the Sage’s more fagacious mind,

By Heaven’s permiflion, or by Heaven's command,
To polifh’d ftates has focial laws affign’d,

And general good on partial duties plann’d,

Not for ourfelves our vagrant fteps we bend

As heedlefs Chance, or wanton Choice ordain ;
On various ftations various talks attend,

And men are born to trifle or to reign.

As chaunts the woodman whilft the Dryads weep,
And falling forefts fear th’ uplifted blow,

As chaunts the fhepherd, while he tends his fheep,
Or weaves to pliant forms the ofier bough,

To me ’tis given, whom Fortune loves to lead
Through humbler toils to life’s fequefter’d bowers,
To me ’tis given to wake th’ amufive reed,
And footh with fong the folitary hours,

But
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Buat Thee {uperior foberer toils demand,
Severer paths are thine of patriot fame;
Thy birth, thy friends, thy king, thy native land,

Have given thee honors, and have each their claim.

Then nerve with fortitude thy feeling breaft
Each wifh to combat, and each pain to bear ;

Spurn with difdain th’ inglerious love of reft,
Nor let the fyren Fafe approach thine ear.

Beneath yon cyprefs fhade’s eternal green
See proftrate Rome her wond’rous flory tell,

Mark how fhe rofe the world’s imperial queen,
And tremble at the profpeé how fhe fell!

Not that my rigid precepts would require

A painful ftruggling with each adverfe gale,
Forbid thee liften to th’ enchanting Lyre,

Or turn thy fteps from Fancy’s flowery vale.-

Whate’er of Greece in fculptur’d brafs furvives,
Whate’er of Rome in mould’ring arcs remains,
‘Whate’er of Genius on the canvafs lives,
Or flows in polifh’d verfe, or airy ftrains,

Ee thefe thy leifure ; to the chofen few,
Who dare excel, thy foft'ring aid afford ;
Their arts, their magic powers with honors due
Exalt; but be thyfelf what they record.
Vor., VI, D ELEGY



( 50 )

R T TSR P IR P I
offe el o) o T ol ol nd o

E 1. B0 X .IV
Tﬂan OFFICER.

Written 4t Roms, 1756,

F ROM Latian fields, the manfions of Renown;
Where fix’d the Warrior God his fated feat
Where infant Heroes learnt the martial frown,

And little hearts for genuine glory beat;

What for my friend, my foldier, fhall I frame?
What nobly-glowing verfe that breathes of arms;
To point his radiant path to deathlefs fime;
By great examples; and tetrific tharms 2

Quirinus firft, with imld, collected bands,
The finewy fons of ftrength, for empir? ftrove 3

Beneath his thunder bow’d th’ aftonifh’d lands,
And temples rofe to Mars, dnd to Feretrian Jove.
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EWar ﬁﬁght ::mifempt of death, contempt of pain,
: And hence the Fabii, hence the Decii come :

War urg’d the flaughter, though fhe wept the flain,
Stern War, the rugged nurfe of virtuous Rome.

But not from antique fables will I draw,
To fire thy feeling foul, a dubious aid,

T]iuugh now, ev’n now, they ftrike with rev’rent awe,
By Poets or Hiltorians facred made.

Nor yet to thee the babbling Mufe fhall tell
What mighty kings with all their legions wrought;
What cities funk, and floried nations fell |
When Czfar, Titus, or when Trajan fought.

From private worth, and Fortune’s private ways’
~ Whilft o’er yon hill th’ exalted ¢ Trophy fhows
To what vaft heights of incorrupted prdife

The great, the felf-ennobled Marius rofe.

From ftecp Arpinum’s rock-invefted fhade,

- From hardy Virtue’s emulative {chool

His daring flight th’ expanding Genius made,
And by obeying nobly learnt to rule.

Abafh’d, confounded, ftern Iberia groan'd,

 And Afric trembled to her utmoft coafts ;

When the proud land its deftin’d Conqueror own’d
In the new Conful, and his veteran hofts. .

¢ The trophies of Marius, now erefted before the Capitol,
Dz Yet
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Yet Chiefs are madmen, and Ambition weak,
And mean the joys the laurel’d harvefts yield,
If Virtoe fal. Let Fame, let Envy {peak
Of Capfa’s walls, and Sextia’s watry field,

But fink for ever, in oblivion caft,
Difhoneft triumphs, and ignoble {poils.

'Minturnz’s Marfh {feverely paid at lait

The guilty glories gain’d in civil broils.

Nor yet his vain contempt the Mufe fhall praife
For {cenes of polifh’d life, and letter’d worth ;

The fteel-rib’d Warrior wants not Envy’s ways
To darken theirs, or call his merits forth,

Witnefs yon Cimbrian Trophies ! — Marius, there
Thy ample pinion found a fpace to fly;

As the plum’d eagle foaring fails in air,
In upper air, and fcorns a middle fky.

Thence too thy country claim’d thee for her own,
And bade the Scalptor’s toil thy atts adorn,

To teach in charafers of living ftone
Eternal leffons to the youth unborn.

For wifely Rome her warlike Sons rewards
With the fiveet labours of her Artifts’ hands ;
He wakes her Graces, who her empire guards,
And both Minervas join in willing bands.
O why,

&



s 58 )

O why, Britannia, why untrophied pafs
The patriot deeds thy godlike Sons difplay,
Why breathes on high no monumental brafs,
Why fwells no Arc to grace Culloden’s Day g

Walt we “till faithle(s France {fubmiflive bow

Beneath that Hero’s delegated fpear,
Whofe light'ning fmote Rebellion’s haughty brow,
And fcatter’d her vile rout with horror in the rear?

O Land of Freedom, Land of Arts, afflume
That graceful dignity thy merits claim ;
Exalt thy Heroes like imperial Rome,
And build their virtues on their love of fame.

So fhall the modeft worth, which checks my friend,
Forget its blufh when rous’d by Glory’s charms ;

From breaft to brealt the generous warmth defcend,
And ftill new trophies rife, at once, to Arts, and Arms,

S
o 33k of 3
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Toa FRIEND Sick,
eritf*.en at Roue, 1756.

?TWAS in this f ifle, O Wrzght indulge my lay,
Whofe naval form divides the Tufcan flood, '

In the bright dawn of her illuftrions day
ane ﬁx’d her Temple to the healmg Gnd

Here ftood his altars, here his arm he bared,
And round his myftic ftaff the I'erpr;:nt twin’d,
Thrﬂugh crowded portals hymns of praife were hﬁard
And w&lms blﬁd and fau:red f'eers dwm'd

On every breathing wall, on every round
" Of column, {welling with' pmpﬂrtmn’d grace,
Its ftated feat fome votive tablet found, g
; Arui ﬁ'ﬂntd wonders &1gmﬁ&d I:he plal:E.

f The Infula Tiberina, where there are i’nll i'umc [maﬂ remaing nf thl

fimu-ul t:mph of Eﬁ:ulagmh
Oft



( 55 )

Oft from the balmy bleflings of repofe,
W And the cool ftillnefs of the night’s deep fhade,

!EI“a To light and health th’ exulting Votarift rofe,
Wllit fancy work’d with med’cine’s powerful aid.

Oft in his dreams (no longer clogg’d with fears
Of fome broad torrent, or fome headlong ﬁeep,
With each dire form Imagination wears

When harrafs’d Nature finks in turbid fleep)

Oft in his dreams he faw diffufive day
Through burfting glooms its cheerful beams exgend ;
. On billowy clouds faw fportive Genii play, |
And bright Hygeia from her heaven defcend.

What marvel then, that man’s o’erflowing mind
Should wreath-bound columns raife, and altars fair,

And grateful offerings pay, to Powers fo kind,
Though fancy-form’d, and creatures of the Air.

Who that has writh’d beneath the fcourge of pain,
Or felt the burthen’d languor of difeafe,

But would with joy the flichtelt refpite gain,
And idolize the hand which lent him eafe ?

To thee, my friend, unwillingly to thee
For truths like thefe the anxious Mufe appeals.
Can Memory anfwer from affliction free,
Or {peaks the {ufferer what, I fear, he feels ?
| D 4 sy No,
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No, let me hope ere this in Romely grove
Hygeia revels with the blooming Spring,
Ere this the vocal feats the Mufes love
With*hymns of praife, like Pzon’s temple, ring,

It was not written in the book of Fate

That, wand’ring far from Albion’s fea-girt plain,
Thy diftant Friend fhould mourn thy fhorter date,

And tell to alien woods and ftreams his pain.

It was not written. Many a year fhall roll,
If aught th’ infpiring Mufe aright prefage,
Of blamelefs intercourfe from Soul to Soul,
And friendfhip well matur’d from Youth to Age,

FOSVGOSIOTOAV:TOTEITTITIY

 ORSERS (PP TERE © RIS SR

To another F R I E N D.
Written at Rome, 1756, |

EHOLD, my friend, to this fmall & orb:confin’d
The genuine features of Aurelius’ face ;,

The father, friend, and lover of his kind,

Shrunk to a narrow coin’s contracted {pace,

& The medal of Marcus Ayrelius,
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Not fo his fame ; for erft did heaven ordain |
Whilft feas fhould waft vs, and whilft {funs fhould warm,

On tongues of men, the friend of man fhould reign,
And in the arts he lov'd the patron charm.

Oft as amidft the mould’ring {poils of Age,

His mofs-grown monuments my-fteps purfue ;
Oft as my eye revolves the hiftoric page,

Where pafs his generous aéts in fair review,

Imagination grafps at many things,

Which men, which angels might with rapture fee;
Then tarns to humbler fcenes its {afer wings,

And, bluth not whilit I {fpeak it, thinks on thee.

With all that firm benevolence of mind,

Which pities, whalft it blames, th’ unfeeling vain,
With all that ative zeal to ferve mankind,

That tender fuffering for another’s pain,

Why wert not thou to thrones imperial rais’d ?
Did heedlefs Fortune {lumber at thy birth,
Or on thy virtues with indulgence gaz’d,
And pave her grandeurs to her {ons of earth ?

Happy for thee, whofe lefs diftinguith’d {phere
Now cheers 1n private the delighted eye,
For calm Content, and fmiling Eafe are there,
And, Heav’n’s divineft gift, fweet Liberty.
Happy
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Happy for me, on life’s ferener food

Who fail, by talents as by choice reftrain'd,
Elfe had [ only fhar'd the general good, '
~ And loft the friend the Univerfe had gain’d.

G R R

The Lyric Muvse to M. MASQN.

On the Recovery of the Right Honourable the Earl
of HoLDERNESSE from a dangerous Illnefs,

By the Same.

ASON, fnatch the votive Lyre,
D’Arcy lives, and I infpire.
*Tis the Mufe that deigns to afk,
Can thy hand forget its tafk?
Or can the Lyre its ftrains refufe
To the Patron of the Mufe ?

Hark, what notes of artlefs love
The feather’d poets of the grove,
Grateful for the bowers they fill,
Warble wild on Sion hill ; ‘
In tuneful tribute duely paid
To the Mafter of the fhade !

And fhall the Bard fit fancy-proof

Beneath the hofpitable roof,
F . Where
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~ Where every menial face affords
Raptur’d thoughts that want but words ?
And the Patron’s dearer part,

The gentle fharer of his heart,
Wears her wonted charms again.
Time, that felt Afliftion’s chain,
Learns on lighter wings to move ;
And the tender pledge of love,
Sweet Amelia, now is preft

With double tranfport to her breaft.
Sweet Amelia, thoughtlefs why,
Imitates the general joy ; '
Innocent of care or guile

See the lovely Mimic {mile,

And, as the heart-felt raptures rife,
Catch them from her Mother’s eyes.

Does the noify town deny
Soothing airs, and extacy 3
Sion’s fhades afford retreat,
Thither bend thy pilgrim feet.
There bid th’ imaginary train,
Coinage of the Poet’s brain,
Not only in effets appear,
But forms, and limbs, and features wear.
Let feftive Mirth, with flow’rets crown’d,
Lightly tread the mealur’d round ;

And
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And Peace, that feldom knows to fhare
The Statefman’s friendly bowl, be there;
While rofy Health, fuperior gueft,
Loofe to the Zephyrs bares her breaft;

And, to add a fweeter grace,
Give her foft Amelia’s face.

Mafon, why this dull delay?
Hafte, to Sion hafte away.
There the Mufe again fhall alk,
Nor thy hand forget its tafk;

Nor the Lyre its ftrains refufe
To the Patron of the Mufe.

S R AN

On the IMmMmorTALITY Of the SovuL.

TRANSLATED

From the Latin of Isaac Hawkins Browwe, Efq;

By SoamME JENNYNS, 'Efq;
B OO K I

O all inferior animals ’tis given
T’ enjoy the ftate allotted them by Heaven ;
No vain refearches e’er difturb their reft,
No fears of dark futurity moleft, ;
3 . Man,
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Man, only Man f{olicitous to know
The {prings whence Nature’s operations fow,
Plods through a dreary wafte with toil and pain,
And reafons, hopes, and thiniks, and lives in vain;
For fable Death ftill hov'ring o’cr his head,
Cuts fhort his progrefs, with his vital thread.
Wherefare, fince Nature errs not, do we find
Thefe feeds of Science in the human mind,
If no congenial fruits are predefign’d
For what avails to man this pow’r to roam
Through ages pait, and ages yet to come,
T’ explore new worlds o’er all th’ =therial way,
Chain’d to a {pot, and living but a day ?
Since all muft perifh in one common grave,
Nor can thefe long laborious fearches fave.
Were it not wifer far, {upinely laid,
To fport with Phyllis in the noontide fhade ?
Or at thy jovial feftivals appear,

Great Bacchus, who alone the foul can clear
From all that 1t has felt, and all that it can fear?
Come on then, let us fealt: let Chloe fing,

And foft Nezra touch the trembling {tring ;
Enjoy the prefent hour, nor feek to know
What good or ill to-morrow may beftow.

But thefe delights foon pall upon the tafte;
Let’s try then if more {erious cannot lait:
Wealth let us heap on wealth, or fame purfue,
Let pow’r and glory be our points in view ;
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In courts, in camps, in fenates let us live,
Our levees crowded like the buzzing hive :
Bach weak attempt the fame fad leffon brings,
Alas, what vanity in hdman things !
What means then fhall we try # where hope to ﬁnd
A friendly harbour for the reftlefs mind ?
Whn ftill, you fee; impatient to obtair
Knowledge immenfe, (fo Nature’s laws ordain)
Ev’n now, though fetter’d in corporeal clay,
Climbs ftep by itep the profpeét to furvey, ]
And feeks, unweary’d, Trath’s eternal ray.
No fleeting joys fhe afks, which muft depend
On the frail fenfes, and with them muft end ;
But fuch as fuit her own immortal fame,
Free from all change, eternally the fame.
Take courage then, thefe joys we fhall attain ;
Almighty Wifdom never afls in vain ;
Nor fhall the foul, on which it has beftow’d
Such pow’rs, e’er perifh, like an earthly ¢lod ;
But purg’d at length from foul corruption’s ftain, y
Freed from her prifon, and unbound her chain, }
She fhall her native ftrength, and native fkies regiin :
To heav’n an old inhabitant return,
And draw neftareous ftreams from truth’s perpetual urn.
Whilft life remains, (if lifé it ¢an be call’d
T exift in flethly bondage thus enthrall’d)
Tir'd with the dull purfuit of worldly things,
The foul fearge wakes, or opes her gladfome wings,
3 Yet
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Yet ftill the podlike exile in difgrace
Retains fome marks of her celeftial race ;
Elfe whence from Mem’ry’s ftore can fhe produce
Such various thoughts, or range them fo for ufe ?
- Can matter thefe contain, difpofe, apply ? ' ‘
Can in her cells fuch mighty treafures lIye 2 }
Or can her native force produce them to the eye ?

Whence 1s this pow’r, this foundrels of all arts,
Serving, adorning life; through all its parts,
Which names impos’d, by letters mark’d thofe names,
Adjufted properly by legal claims,
From woods, and walds collefted rude mankind,
And cities, laws, and governments defign’d ?
What can this be, but fome bright ray from heaven,
Some emanation from Omnifcience given ?

When now the rapid ftream of Eloquence
Bears all before it, paflion, reafon, {enfe,
Can its dread thunder, or its light’ning’s force,
Derive their effence from a mortal fource ?
What think you of the bard’s enchanting art,
Which, whether he attempts to warm the heart
With fabled fcenes, or charm the ear with rhyme,
Breathes all pathetic, lovely, and fublime ?
Whilit things on earth roll round from age to age;
The fame dull farce repeated ; on the ftage
The poet gives us a creation new,

More pleafing, and more perfeét than the true:
| The
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The ntind, who always to perfection haftes,
Perfection, {uch as here fhe never taites,
With eratitude accepts the kind deceit,
And thence forelees a {fyltem more compleat.
Of thofe what think you, who the circling race
Of funs, and their revolving planets trace, _
And comets journeying threugh unbounded {pace ?
Say, can you doubt, but that th’ all-fearching foul,
That now can traverfe heaven from pole to pole,
From thence defcending vifits but this earth,
And fhall once more regain the regions of her birth ?

Could fhe thus aé, unlefs fome Power unknown,
From matter quite diftiné, and all her own,
Supported, and 1mpell’d her? She approves
Self-confcious, and condemns ; {lid hates,‘ and loves,
Mourns, and rejoices, hopes, and 1s afraid,
Without the body’s unrequefted aid :
Her own internal ftrength her reafon guides,
By this fhe now compares things, now divides ;
Truth’s fcatter’d fragments piece by ‘piece colleéts,
Rejoins, and thence her edifice ereéls ;
Piles arts on arts, effeéls to caufes ties,
And rears th’ afpiring fabric to the fkies:
From whence, as on a diftant plain below,
She fees from caufes confequences flow,
And the whole chain diftinétly comprehends,

Which from th’ Almighty’s throne to earth defcends:

And
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And laftly, turning inwardly her eyes,
Perceives how all her own ideas rife,
Contemplates what fhe s, and whence fhe came,
And almoft comprehends her own amazing frame.
Can mere machines be with fuch pow’rs endued,
Or confcious of thofe pow’rs, fuppofe they could?
For body is but a machine alone
Mov’d by external force, and impulfe not its own.
Rate not the extenfion of the human mind
By the plebeian ftandard of mankind,
But by the fize of thofe gigantic few,
Whom Greece and Rome {111l offer to our view ;
Or Britain well-deferving equal praife,
Parent of heroes too in better days.
Why fhould I try her num’rous fons to name
By verle, law, eloquence confign’d to fame?
Or who have forc'd fair Science into fight
Long loft in darknefs, and afraid of lighc?
O’er all fuperior, like the folar ray,
Firft Bacor ufher’d in the dawning day,
And drove the mifts of f{ophiltry away ;
Pervaded nature with amazing force,
Following experience ftill throughout his courfe,
And finifhing at length his deftin’d way,
To Newtor he bequeath’d the radiant lamp of day.
Illuftrious fouls! if any tender cares
Affet angelic breaits for man’s affairs,

Vor. VI, E

If
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' H in your prefent happy heav’nly ftate,

You're not regardlefs quite of Britain's fate,
Let this degen’rate land again be bleft

With that true vigour, which fhe once poffelt ;
Compel us to unfold our flumb’ring eyes,

And to our ancient dignity to rife.

Such wond’rous pow’rs as thefe muft fure be given
For moft important purpofes by heaven ;

Who bids thefe ftars as bright examples fhine
Befprinkled thinly by the hand divine,

To form to virtue each degenerate time,

And point out to the foul its origin fublime.
That there’s a felf which after death fhall liva,
All are concern’d about, and all believe ;

That fomething’s ours, when we. from life depart,
This all conceive, all feel 1t at the heart ;
The wife of learn’d antiquity proclaim

This truth, the public voice declares the fame;
No land fo rude but looks beyond the tomb
For future profpefts in a world to come.
Hence, without hopes to be in life repaid,

We plant flow oaks pofterity to fhade;

And hence vaft pyramids afpiring high

Lift their proud heads aloft, and time defy.
Hence is our love of fame, a love fo ilrong,
We think no dangers great, or labors long,
By which we hope our beings to extend,

And ‘to remotelt times in glory to defcend.

For
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For fame the wretch bemeath the gallows lyes;
Difowning every crime for which he dies ;
Of life profufe, tenacious of a name,
Fearlefs of death, and yet afraid of fhame.
Nature has wove into the human mind
This anxious care for names we leave behind,
T" extend our narrow views beyond the tomb,
And give an earneft of a life to come:
For, if when dead, we are but dult or clay;
Why think of what polterity fhall fay?
Her praife, or cenfure cannot us concern,
Nor ever penectrate the filent urn.

What mean the nodding plumes, the fun’ral train,
And maible monument that {peaks in vain,
With all thofe cares, which every nation pays
To their unfecling dead in diff’rent ways!
Some in the flow'r-firewn grave the corpfe have lay’d,
And annual obfequies around it pay’d,
As if to pleafe the poor departed fhade;
Others on blazing piles the body.burn,
And ftore their afhes in the faithful urn;
But all in one great principle agree
To give a fancy'd immortality.
Why fhould I mention thofe, whofe ouzy {oil
Is render’d fertile by th’ o’erflewing Niie ?
Their dead they bary not, nor burn with fires,
No graves they dig, ercct no fun’ral pires,

E 2 - B,
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But, wafhing firlt th* embowel’d body clean,
Gums, fpice, and melted pitch they pour within ;
Then with firong fillets bind it round and round,
To make each flaccid part compaét, and found ;
And laftly paint the varnifh’d furface o’er

With the {ame features which in life it wore :

So ftrong their prefage of a future ftate,

And that our nobler part furvives the body’s fate.

Nations behold remote from reafon’s beams,
Where Indian Ganges rolls his fandy ftreams,

Of life impatient, rufh into the fire,

And willing viétims to their Gods expire !
Perfuaded the loofe foul to regions flies
Bleft with eternal fpring, and cloudlefs fkies.

Nor 1s lefs fam’d the oriental wife
For ftedfaft virtue, and contempt of life:
Thefe heroines mourn not with loud female cries
Their hufbands loft, or with o’erflowing eyes,
But, ftrange to tell! their funeral piles afcend,’
And in the fame fad flames their {orrows end ;

In hopes with them beneath the fhades to rove,
And there renew their interrupted love.

In climes where Boreas breathes eternal cold,
See numerous nations, warlike, fierce, and bold,
To battle all unanimouily run,

Ner fire, nor fivord, nor inftant death they fhun :

Whence
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Whence this difdain of life in every breaft,’
But from a notion on their minds impreft,
That all, who for their country die, are bleft ?
Add toosto thefe the once prevailing dreams,
Of fweet Elyfian groves, and Sipgian {treams :
All thew with what confent mankind agree
In the firm hope of Immortality.
Grant thefe th’ inventions of the crafty prieft,
Yet {fuch inventions never could fubfift,
Unlefs fome glimmerings of a future flate
Were with the mind cozval, and innate :
For every fi¢tion, which can long perfuade,
In truth muft have its firlt foundations laid.
Becaufe we are unablc.tr:- conceive,
How unembodied fouls can a&, and live,
The vulgar give them forms, and limbs, and faces,
And habitations in peculiar places;
Hence reafoners more refin’d, but not more wife,
Struck with the glare of fuch abfurdities,
Their whole exiftence fabuloas fufpeét,
And trath and falthood in a lump rejet ;
Too indolent to learn what may be known,
Or elfe too proud that ignorance to own.
For hard's the tafk the daubing to pervade
Folly and fraud on Truth’s fair form have laid ;
Yet let that tafk be ours; for great the prize;
Nor let us Truth’s celeftial charms defpife,
Becaufe that priefts, or poets may difguife.
E 3

That
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That there’s a God from Nature’s voice is clear,
And yet what errors to this truth adhere ?
How have the fears and follies of mankind |
| Hnw multiply’d their Gods, and now fubjoin’d }
To each the frailties of the human mind!
Nay fuperftition fpread at length fo wide,
Beafts, birds, and onions too were Jeify’d.

Th’ Athenian fage revolving in his mind
This weaknefs, blindnefs, madnef: of mankind,
Foretold, that in maturer days, ‘though late,
When Time fhould ripen the decrees of F ate,
Some God would light us, like the rifing day,
‘Through error’s maze, and chafe thefe clouds away.
Long fince has Time fulfill’d this great decree,
And brought us aid from this Divinfity.

Well worth our fearch difcoveries may be made
By Nature, void of the celeftial aid :
Let’s try what her conjetures then can reach,
Nor fcorn plain Reafon, when fhe deigns to teach,

That mind and body often {ympathize
Is plain ; fauch 1s this union Nature ties:
But then as often too they difagree,
Which proves the foul’s fuperior progeny.
Sometimes the body in full firength we find,
Whilft various ails debilitate the mind ;
At others, whilft the mind its force retains,
The body finks with ficknefs and with pains :

5 Now
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Now did one common fate their beings end,

Alike they'd ficken, and alike they’d mend.

But fure experience, on the {lighteft view,

Shews us, that the reverfe of this is true;

For when the body oft expiring lies,

Its limbs quite fenfelefs, and half clos’d 1ts eyes,

The mind new force, and eloquence acquires,

And with prophetic voice the dying lips infpires.
Of like materials were they both compos’d,

How comes it, that the mind, when fleep has clos’d

Each avenue of fenfe,” expatiates wide

Her liberty reftor’d, her bonds unty’d:

And like fome bird who from its prifon flies,

Claps her exulting wings, and mounts the fkics.
Grant that corporeal is the human mind,

It muit have parts iz nfimitum join'd ;

And each of thefe muft will, perceive, defign,

And draw confus’dly in a different line;

Which then can claim dominion o’er the reft,

Or ftamp the ruling paffion in the brealt ?
Perhaps the mind is form’d by various arts

Of modelling, and figuring thefe parts ;

Juft as if circles wifer were than fquares ;

But furely common fenfe aloud declares

That fite, and figure are as foreign ﬂuite

From mental pow’rs, as colours black or white.
Allow that motion is the caufe of thought,

With what firange phw'rs muft motion then be fraught ?
E 4 Reafon,



G

Reafon, fenfe, fcience, muft derive their fource

From the wheel’s rapid whirl, or pully’s force ;

Tops whip’d by fchool-boys fages muft commence,

Their hoops, like them, be cudgel'd into fenfe,

And boiling pots o’erflow with eloquence.

Whence can this very motion take its birth ?

Not fure from matter, from dull clods of earth ;

But from a living fpirit lodg’d within,

Which governs all the bodily machine :

Juft as th’ Almighty Univerfal Soul

Informs, direéts, and animates the whole.
Ceafe then to wonder how th’ immortal mind

Can live, when from the body quite disjoin’d ;

But rather wonder, if fhe e’er conld die,

So fram’d, fo fathion’d for eternity ;

Self-mov’d, not form’d of parts together ty’d,

Which time can diflipate, and force divide ;

For beings of this make can never die,

Whofe pow’rs within themfelves, and their own eflence lic.

If to conceive how any thing can be
From fhape abftratted and locality
Is hard; what think you of the Deity/?
His Being not the leaft relation bears,
As far as to the human mind appears,
To fhape, or fize, fimilitude or place,
Cioath’d in no form, and bounded by no {pace.
Such then is God, a Spirit pure refin’d

From all material drofs, and fuch the human mind.

|
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For in what part of effence can we fee
More certain marks of Immortality ?
Ev'n from this dark confinement with delight
She looks abroad, and prunes herfelf for flight ;
Like an unwilling inmate longs to roam
From this dull earth, and feek her native home.

Go then forgetful of its toil and ftrife,
Purfue the joys of this fallacious life ;
Like fome poor fly, who lives but for a day,
Sip the frefh dews, and in the funfhine play, }
And into nothing then diffolve away.
Are thefe our great purfuits, is this to live?
Thefe all the hopes this much-lov’d world can give !
How much more worthy envy is their fate,
Who fearch for truth in a {uperior ftate !
Not groping ftep by ftep, as we purfue, '
And following reafon’s much entangled clue, }
But with one great, and inftantaneous view.

Bur how can fenfe remain, perhaps you’'ll fay,
Corporeal organs if we take away, }
Since it from them proceeds, and with them muft decay ?
Why not? or why may not the foul receive
New organs, fince ev’'n art can thefe retrieve ?
The filver trumpet aids th’ obftraéted ear,
And optic glafles the dim eye can clear ;
Thefe 1in mankind new faculties create,
And lift him far above his native ftate;

Call
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Call down revolving planets from the fky,
Earth’s fecret treafurcs open to his eye,
The whole minute creation make his own,
With all the wonders of a world unknown.
How could the mind, did fhe alone depend
On f{enfe, the errors of thofe fenfes mend ?
Yet oft, we fee thofe {fenfes fhe correéts,
And oft their information quite rejets.
In diftances of things, their fhapes and fize,
Our reafon judges better than our eyes.
Declares not this the foul’s preeminence
Superior to, and quite diftinét from fenfe ?
For fure ’tis likely, that, fince now fo high
Clogg’d and unfledg’d fhe dares her wings to try,
Loos’d, and mature, fhe fhall her ftrength difplay,
And foar at length to Truth’s refulgent ray.
Inquire you how thefe pow’rs we fhall attain ?
>T'is not for us to know ; our fearch is vain :
Can any now remember or relate
How he exifted in the embryo ftate ?
Or one from birth infenfible of day
Conceive ideas of the folar ray 2
That light’s deny’d to him, which others fee,
He knows, perhaps you’ll fay—and fo do we.
The mind contemplative finds nothing here
On earth, that’s worthy of a wifh or fear:
He, whofe fublime purfuit is God and truth,

Burns, like fome abfent and impatient youth,
To
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To join the object of his warm defires,
Thence to fequelter’d fhades, and ftreams retires,
And there delights his paflion to rehearle
In wifdom’s {acred voice, or in harmonious ver{e.
To me moft happy therefore he appears,
Who having once, unmov’d by hopes or fears,
Sarvey’d this fun, earth, ocean, clouds, and flame,
Well fatisfy’d returns from whence he came.
Is life a hundred years, or ¢’er {o few,
’T1s repetition all, and nothing new :
A fair, where thoufands meet, but none can fay,
An inn, where travellers bait, then poft away ;
A fea, where man perpetually is toft,
Now plung’d in bus'nefs, now in trifles loft ;
Who leave 1t firit, the peaceful port firlt gain ;
Hold then ! no farther launch into the main :
Contract your fails ; life nothing can beftow
By long continuance, but continu’d woe:
The wretched privilege daily to deplore
The funerals of our friends, who go before :
Difeafes, pains, anxieties, and cares,
And age furrounded with a thoufand fnares.
But whither hurry’d by a generous {corn
Of this vain world, ah! whither am I borne ?
Let’s not unbid th” Almighty’s ftandard quit,
Howe’er fevere our poft, we muft fubmit.
Could I a firm perfuafion once attain

That after death no being would remain ;
To
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To thofe dark fhades I'd willingly defcend.

Where all muft fleep, this drama at an end :

Nor life accept, although renew’d by Fate

Ev’n from its earlieft, and its happieft ftate.
Might I from Fortune’s bounteous hand receive

Each boon, each blefling in her pow’r to give,

Genius, and fcience, morals, and good fenfe,

Unenvy’d honors, wit, and eloguence,

A numerous offspring to the world well known,

Both for paternal virtues and their own ;

Ev’n at this mighty price I'd not be bound

"T'o tread the fame dull circle round, and round :

The foul requires enjoyments more fublime,

By {pace unbounded, undeftroy’'d by time.

B Q. Ak ko 1

O D then through all creation gives, we find,
Sufficient marks of an indulgent mind,
Excepting in ourfelves ; ourfelves of all
His works the chief on this terreftrial ball,
His own bright image, who alone unbleft
Feel 1lls perpetual, happy all the reft.
But hold, prefumptuous! charge not heav’n’s decree
With fuch injuftice, fuch partiality.
Yet true 1t 1s, furvey we life around,
Whole hofts of ills on every fide are found ;
Who wound not here and there by chance a foe,
But ar the fpecies' meditate the blow.

-y
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What millions perifh by each others hands

In war’s fierce rage ! or by the dread commands

Of tyrants languifh out their lives in chains,

Or lofe them in variety of pains?

What numbers pinch’a by want and hunger die,

In {pite of Nature’s liberality? .

(Thofe, {till more numerous, I to name difdain,

By lewdnefs, and intemperance juftly flain :)

What numbers, guiltlefs of their own difeafe,

Are fnatch’d by fudden death, or wafte by flow deorees ?
Where then 1s Virtue’s well-deferv’d reward '—

Let’s pay to Virtue every due regard:

‘That fhe enables man, let us confefs,

To bear thofe evils, which fhe can’t redrefs ;

Gives hope, and confcious peace, and can afluage

'Th’ impetuous tempelts both of luft, and rage ;

Yet fhe’s a guard {o far from being iure,

That oft her friends peculiar ills endure :

Where Vice prevails fevereft is their fate,

Tyrants purfue them with a three-fold hate.

How many &ruggling in their country’s caufe,

And from their country meriting applauie,

Have fall’n by wretches fond to be inflav’d,

And perifh’d by the hands themfelves had fav'd!
Soon as fuperior worth appears in view,

See knaves, and fools united to purfue!

The man {o form'd they all confpire to blame,

And Envy’s pois’nous tooth attacks his fame ;

| Should



-

( 78 )
‘Should he at length, fo truly good and great,
Pravail, and rule with honeft views the ftate,
Then muft he toil for an ungrateful race,
Submit to clamor, libels, and difgrace;
Threaten'd, oppos’d, defeated in his ends,
By foes feditious, and alpiting friends.
Hear this and tremble! all who would be oreat,
Yet know not what attends that dang’rous wretched ftate,
Is private life from all thefe evils free ?
Vice of all kinds, rage, envy, there we fee,
Deceit, that Friendfhip’s mafk infidious wears,
Quarrels and feuds, and law’s imtangling fnares.
But there are pleafures ftill in human life,
Domeftic eafe, a tender loving wife,
Children, whofe dawning fmiles your heart engage,
The grace and comfort of foft-ftealing age.

If happinefs exiits, *tis furely here
But are thefe joys exempt from care and fear?
Need I the miferies of that ftate declare,
When different paflions draw the wedded pair?
Or fay how hard thofe paffions to difcern,
Ere the die’s caft, and ’tis too late to learn ¢
Who can infure, that what is right, and good,
Thefe children fhall purfue ? or if they fhou’d,
Death comes, when leaft you fear fo black a day,
And all your blooming hopes are fnatch’d away.
We fay not, that thefe ills from virtue flow :

Did her wife precepts rule the world, we know
The
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The golden ages would again begin,
But ’tis our lot in this to fuffer, and to fin.
Obferving this, fome fages have decreed
That all things from two caufes muft proceed ;
Two principles with equal pow’r endu’d,
This wholly évil, that fupremely good.
From this arile the miferies we endure,
. Whilft that adminifters a friendly cure ;
Hence life is chequer’d {lill with blifs and woe,
Hence tares with golden crops promifcuous grow,
And poifonous ferpents make their dread repofe
Beneath the covert of the fragrant rofe.
Can fuch a fyftem fatisfy the mind,
Are both thefe Gods in equal pow’r conjoin’d,
Or one fupertor? Equal 1if you fay,
Chaos returns, fince neither will obey.
Is one fuperior? coad, orill muft reign,
Eternal joy, or everlafting pain.
Whiche'er 15 conquer'd mult entirely yield,
And the vi¢torious God enjoy the feld,
Hence with thefe fictions of the Mag:’s brain !
Hence ouzy N:ile, with all her monitrous train !
Or comes the Stoic nearer to the right?
He holds, that what{cever yields delight, '
Wealth, fame, externals all, are ufelefs things;
Himfelf half-ftarving happier far than kings.
Tis fine indeed to be fo wond’rous wife !
By the fame reas’ning too he pain denies ;

Reaft
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Roaft him, or flay him, break him on the wheel,
Retract he will not, though he can’t but feel :
Pain’s not an ill, he utters with a groan ;

What then? an inconvenience ’tis, he’ll own.
What, vigour, health, and beauty? are thefe good ?
No: they may be accepted, not purfued : ‘
Abfurd to fquabble thus about a name,

(Quibbling with diff’rent words that mean the fame.
Stoic, were you not fram’d of flefh and blood,

You might be bleft without external good ;

But know, be felf-fufficient as you can,

You are not {pirit quite, but frail, and mortal man.

But fince thefe fages, fo abfurdly wife,

Vainly pretend enjoyments to defpife,

Becaufe externals, and in Fortune’s pow’r,

Now mine, now thine, the bleflings of an hour ;
Why value then, that firength of mind, they boaft,
As often varying, and as quickly loft ?

A head-ach hurts it, or a rainy day,

And a {low fever wipes it quite away.

See * one whofe councils, cne ® whofe conqu’ring hand
Once fav’d Britannia’s almoft finking land :
FExamples of the mind’s extenfive pow’r,

Examples too how quickly fades that flow’r.
¢ Him let me add, whom late we faw excel
In each politer kind of writing well;

a Lord Somers. 5 Duke of Marlborough. ¢ Dean Swift,
Whether
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Whether he ftrove our follies to expofe

In eafy verfe, or droll and hum’rous profe ;
Few years, alas! compel his throne to quit
This mighty monarch o’er the realms of wit,
See felf-furviving he’s an ideot grown!

A melanchoely proof our parts are not our own.

Thy tenets, Stoic, yet we may forgive,

If in a future ftate we ceafe to live,

For here the virtuous fuffer much, ’tis plain ;
If pain is evil, this muft God arraign ;

And on this principle confefs we muft,

Pain can no evil be, or God muft be unjuft.

Blind man ! whofe reafon fuch ftrait bounds confne,
‘That ere it touches truth’s extremeit line, }
It ftops amaz’d, and quits the great defign.

Own you not, Stoic, God is juft and true ?

Dare to proceed ; fecure this path purfue:

*Twill foon conduét you far beyond the tomb,

To future juftice, and a life to come.

This path you fay 15 hid in endlefs night,

"T1s {elf-conceit alone obftruéts your fight ;

You ftop, ere half your deftin’d courfe is run,

And triumph, when the conqueft is not won ;

By this the Sophifts were of old mifled :

See what a monftrous race from one miftake is bred !

Hear then my argument :—confefs we muft,

A God there 1s, {upremely wife and juit :

Yor. VI F I
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If fo, however things affe® our fight;
As fings our bard, awhbatever is, is right.
But 1s it right, what here fo oft appears,
‘That vice thould triumph, virtue fink in tears ?
"The inference then, that clofes this debate,
Is, that there muft exift a futare ftate.
The wife extending their enquiries wide
See how both ftates are by connetion ty’d ;
Fools view but part, and not the whole furvey,
So crowd exiftence all into a day:
Hence are they led to hope, but hope in vain,
"That Juftice never will refume her reign ;
On this vain hope adulterers, thieves rely,
And to this altar vile affaffins fly.
¢ But rules not God by general laws divine ?
¢ Man’s vice, or virtues change not the defign.”
What laws are thefe ? inftruét ns if you can :—

"There’s one defign’d for brutes, and one for man:

Another guides inaftive matter’s courfe,

Attra@ing, and attraéted by its force :

Hence mutunal gravity fubfifts between

Far diftant worlds, and ties the vaft machine,
The laws of life why need I call to mind,

Obey’d by birds, and beafts of every kind ;

By all the fandy defart’s favage brood,

And all the num’rous offspring of the flood ;

Of thefe none uncontroul’d, and lawlefs rove,

But to fome deftin’d end fpontancous move.

2
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Led by that inltinct, heav’'n itfelf infpires,
Or fo much reafon, as their ftate requires;
See all with fkill acquire their daily food,
All ufe thole arms, which Nature has beftow’d ;
Produce their tender progeny, and feed
With care parental, whilft that care they need ;
In thefe lov’d offices compleatly bleft,
No hopes beyond them, norvain fears moleit.

Man o'er a wider field extends his views ;
- Geod through the wonders of his works purfues,
Exploring thence his attributes and laws,
Adores, loves, imitates th’ Eternal Caufe ;
For fure in nothing we approach {o nigh
The great example of divinity,
As in benevolence : the patriot’s foul
Knows not felf.center'd for itfelf to roll, }
But warms, enlightens, animates the whole :
Its mighty orb embraces firft his friends,
His country next, then man ; nor here it ends, }
But to the meaneft animal defcends.

Wife Natuare has this focial law confirm’d,
By forming man fo helplefs, and unarm’d ;
His want of others’ aid, 'and pow’r of i’peech s
T’implore that aid, this leffon daily teach. |
Mankind with other animals compare,
Single how weak, and impotent they are!
But view them in their complicated ftate,
Their pow’rs how wond’rous, and their ftrength how great,

F 2 When
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When f{ocial virtue individuals joins,
And in one folid mafs, like gravity combines !
This then’s the firft great law by Nature giv'n, ~
Stamp’d on our fouls, and ratify’d by Heav'n ;
All from utility this law approve,
As every private blifs muft fpring from focial love.
Why deviate then fo many from this law ?
See paffions, cuftom, vice, and folly draw!
Survey the rolling globe from Eaft to Weft,
How few, alas! how very few are bleft ?
Beneath the frozen poles, and burning line,
What poverty, and indolence combine,
To cloud with Error’s mifts the human mind ?
No trace of man, but in the form we find.
And are we free from error, and diftrefs ?

Whom Heav’n with clearer light has pleas’d to blefs ?

Whom true religion leads ? (for fhe hut leads

By foft perfuafion, not by force proceeds ;)

Behold how we avoid this radiant fun !

This proffer’d guide how obftinately fhun,

And after Sophiftry’s vain fyftems run !

For thefe as for effentials we engage

In wars, and maflacres, with holy fage;

Brothers by brothers’ impious hands are flain.

Miftaken zeal, how favage is thy reign!
Unpunifh’d vices here fo much abound,

All right, and wrong, all order they confound ;

Thefe
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Thefe are the giants, who the gods defy,
And mountains heap on mountains to the fky.
Sees this th’ Almighty Judge, or feeing fpares,
And deems the crimes of man beneath his cares 2
He fees ; and wall at laft rewards beltow,
And punifhments, not lefs afflur’d for heing flow.
Nor doubt I, though this flate confus’d appears,
That ev’n 1n this God {fometimes interferes :
Sometimes, left man fhould quite his pow’r difown,
He makes that pow’r to trembling nations known :
But rarely this ; not for each vulgar end,
As Superitition’s idle tales pretend,
Who thinks all foes to God, who are her own,
Direéts his thunder, and ufurps his throne.
Nor know I not, how much a confcious mind
Avails to punith, or reward mankind ;
Ev'n in this life thou, impious wretch, muft feel
The Fury’s {courges, and th’ infernal wheel ;
From man’s tribunal, though thou hop’ft to run,
Thyfelf thou can’ft not, nor thy confcience fhun :
What mult thou {uffer, when each dire difeafe,
The progeny of vice, thy fabric feize ?
Confumption, fever, and the racking pain
Of {pafms, and gout, and ftone, a frightful train!
When life new tortures can alone {fupply,
Life thy fole hope thou’lt hate, yet dread to die.
Should fuch a wretch to num’rous yeary arrive,

It can be little worth his while to live ;
F 3 No
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No henors, no regards his age attend,

Companions fly : he ne’er could have a friend :
His flatterers leave him, and with wild affright
He looks within, and fhudders at the fight :

When threat’ning Death uplifts his pointed dart,

With what impatience he applies to art,

Life to prolong amidft difeafe and pains !
Why this, 1f after it no fenfe remains?

Why fhould he choofe thefe miferies to endure,
If Death could grant an everlafling cure ?

*T1is plain there’s fomething whifpers in his ear,
(Though fain he’d hide it) he has much to fear.
See the reverfe ! how happy thofe we find,

‘Who know by merit to engage mankind !
Prais’d by each tongue, by every heart belov'd,
For Virtues praétis’d, and for Arts improv’d :
Their eafy afpedls thine with fmiles {erene,
And all is peace, and happinefs within :
Their fleep is ne’er difturb’d by fears, or firife,
Nor luft, nor wine, impair the {prings of life,
Him Fortune cannot fink, nor much elate,
Whofe views extend beyond this mortal ftate;
By age when fummon’d to refign his breath,
Calm, and ferene, he fees approaching death,
As the fafe port, the peactful filent fhore,
Where he may reft, life’s tedious voyage o’er :
He, and he only, 15 of death afraid,
Whonm his own confcience has a coward made ;

Whilft
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Whalft he, who Virtue’s radiant courfe has run,
Defcends like a ferenely-fetting {un :
His thoughts triumphant Heav’n alone employs,
And hope anticipates his future joys.

So gocd, {o bleft, th’ illuftrious 4 Heugh we find,
Whoie image dwells with pleafure on my mind ;
The Mitre’s glory, Freedom’s conftant friend,

In times which ak’d a champion to defend ;

Who after near a hundred virtuous years,

His fenfes perfedt, free from pains and fears,

Replete with lite, with honours, and with age,

Like an applauded attor left the ftage;

Or hike fome victor 1in th’ Olympic games,

Who, having run his courfe, the crown of Glory claims,

From this jult contraft plainly it appears,

How Confcience can infpire both hopes and fears ;
But whence proceed thefe hopes, or whence this dread,
If nothing really can affeét the dead ?

see all things join to promife, and prefage

The fure arrival of a future age !

Whate'’er their lot is here, the good and wife,
Nor doat on life, nor peevifhly defpife.

An honeft man, when Fortune’s florms begin,
Has Confolation always fure within ;

And, if fhe fends a more propitious gale,

He’s pleas’d, but not forgetful it may fail.

Nor fear that he, who fits {fo loofe to life,
Should too much fhun its labors, and its ftrife;

4 Bilhop of Worcelter,
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- And fcorning wealth, contented to be mean,
Shrink from the duties'of this buftling fcene ;
Or, when his country’s fafety claims his aid,
Avoid the fight inglorious, and afraid :

Who f{corns life moft muft furely be moft brave,
And he, who pow'r contemns, be leaft a flave:
Virtue will lead him to Ambition’s ends,

And prompt him to defend his country, and his friends,

But fill his merit you can not regard,
Who thus purfues a pofthumous reward ;
His foul, you cry, is uncorrupt and great,
Who quite uninfluenc’d by a future flate,
Embraces Virtue from a nobler fenfe
Of her abftrated, native excellence,
From the {elf-confcious joy her effence brings,
The beauty, fitnels, harmony of things.
It may be fo: yet he deferves applaufe,
Who follows where inftrative Nature draws;
Aims at rewards by her indulgence giv’n,
And foars triumphant on her wings to heav’n,
Say what this venal virtuous man purfues,
No mean rewards, no mercenary views ;
Not wealth ufurious, or a num’rous train,
Not fame by frand acquir’d, or title vain!
He follows but where Nature points the road,
Rifing in Virtoe’s fchool, till he afcends to God,
But we th’ inglorious common herd of man,
§ail without compafs, to1] without a plan ;
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In Fortune's varying ftorms for ever toft,
Shadows purfue, that in purfuit are loft ;
Mere infants all, *ull Iife’s extremeft day,
Scrambling for toys, then toffing them away,
Who refls of Immortality afiur'd
Is fafe, whatever 1lls are here endur’d :
He hopes not vainly in a world like this,

' To meet with pure uminterrupted blifs ;

For good and 1ill, in this imperfect ftate,

Are ever mix'd by the decrees of Fate.

With wifdom’s richeft harveit Folly grows,

And baleful hemlock mingles with the rofe ;

All things are blénded, changeable, and vain,

No hope, no wifh we perfeétly obtain ;

God may perhaps (might human Reafon’s line

Pretend to fathom infinite defign)

Have thus ordain’d things, that the reftlefs mind

No happinefs compleat on earth may find ;

And, by this friendly chaftifement made wafe,

To heav'n her fafeft, beft retreat may rife,
Come then, fince now in fafety we have paft

Through Error’s rocks, and fee the port at lait,

Let us review, and recolle& the whole.—

Thus ftands my argument.—The thinking foul

-Cannot terreftrial, or material be,

But claims by Nature Immortality :
God, who created it, can make it end,
We qucition not, but cannot apprehend
He
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He will ; becaufe it is by him endued

With ftrong ideas of all-perfe@ Good :

With wond’rous pow’rs to know, and calculate
"Things too remote from this our earthly ftate ;
With fure prefages of a life to come,

All falfe and ufelefs ; if beyond the tomb

Our beings ceafe: we therefore can’t believe
God either afts in vain, or can deceive.

If every rule of equity demands,
"That Vice and Virtue from th’ Almi ghty’s hands,
Should due rewards, and punifhments receive,
And this by no means happens whillt we live,
It follows, that a time muft furely come,
When each fhall meet their well-adjufted doom : -
Then fhall this fcene, which now to human fight
Seems fo unworthy Wifdom infinite,
A fyftem of confummate fkill appear,
And every cloud difpers’d, be beautiful and clear,

Doubt we of this! what folid proof remains,
"That o’er the world a wife DifPﬂfer reigns ?
Whilft alt Creation {peaks a pow’r divine,
Is it deficient in the main defign ¢
Not fo: the day fhall come, (pretend not now
Prefumptuous to enguire or when, or how)
But after death fhall come th’ important day,
When God to all his juftice fhall difplay ;
Each aftion with impartial eyes regard,
And in a juft propottion punith and reward,

The
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The Arcgour: An Opk to CONTENTMENT.

By Mr. Thomas CoLE,

O thefe lone fhades, where Peace delights to dwe]lq
May Fortune oft permit me to retreat;
Here bid the world, with all its cares, farewel,
And leave its pleafures to the rich and great.

Oft as the fumnmer’s fun fhall cheer this {cene, .
With that mild gleam which points his parting ray,
Here let my foul enjoy each eve ferene,
Here fhare its calm, ’till life’s declining day.

No gladfome image then fhould ’fcape my fight,
From thefe gay flow’rs, which border near my eye,

To yon bright cloud, that decks, with richeft light,
The gilded mantle of the weftern fky.

With ample gaze, I'd trace that ridge remote,
Where op’ning cliffs difclofe the boundlefs main ;
With earnelt ken, from each low hamlet note
The fieeple’s fummit peeping o’er the plain.

What various works that rural landfcape fill,

Where mingling hedge-rows beauteous fields inclofe 5
And prudent Calture, with indufirious fkill,

Her chequer’d fcene of crops and fallows fhows !

How
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How fhould I love to mark that riv'let’s maze,
Through which it works its untaught courfe along ;
“Whillt near its graffy banks the herd fhall graze,
And blithfome milkmaid chaunt her thoughtlefs {fong !

Still would I note the fhades of length’ning fheep,
As fcatter’d o’er the hill’s {lant brow they rove ;

Still note the day’s laft glimm’ring luftre creep
From off the verge of yonder upland grove.

Nor fhould my leifure feldom wait to view

The flow-wing’d rooks in homeward train fucceed ;
Nor yet forbear the fwallow to purfue,

With quicker glance, clofe (kimming o’er the mead.

But moitly here fhould I delight t’ explore
The bounteous laws of Nature’s myftic pow’r ;
Then mufe on Him who blefleth all her ftore,
And give to folemn thoughts the fober hour.

Let mirth unenvy’d lgugh with prond difdain,
And deem it {pleen one moment thus to walte;
if fo fhe keep far hence her noify train,
INor interrupt thofe joys fhe cannot tafte.

Far fweeter fireams fhall flow from Wifdom’s {pring,
Than fhe receives from Folly’s coftlicit bowl ;
And what delights can her chief dainties bring,
Like thofe which feaft the heavenly-penfive foul ?
| Hai
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Iail Silence then! be thou my frequent gueft;
i Ilor thou art wont my egratitude to raife,

~As high as wonder can the theme fuggeft,

% Whene’er I meditate my Maker’s praife.

-

What joy for tutor’d Piety to learn,
All that my chriftian folitude can teach,
Where weak-ey’d Reafon’s felf may well difcern
Each clearer truth the gofpel deigns to preach ?

No objet here but may convince the mind,

~ Of more than thoughtful honefty fhall need ;

Nor can Safpenfe long queftion here to find
Sufhcient evidence to fix its creed.

*Tis God that gives this bow’r its aweful gloom ;
His arched verdure does its roof invelt ;

He breathes the life of fragrance on its bloom ;
And with his kindnefls makes its owner bleit.

Oh! may the guidance of thy grace attend
The ufe of all thy bounty fhall beftow ;
Left folly fhould ‘miftake its facred end,

Or vice convert it into means of woe.

Incline and aid me fill my life to fteer,

As confcience ditates what to fhun or chufe ;
Nor let my heart feel anxious hope or fear,

For aught this world can give me or refufe.

3

T ben
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Wko that ill-featur'd Jpeitre of @ max,

Shiv’ring in nakeduefs, /2 fpare and awan ?

And fbe, whofe eye aghaft awith horrey Jares,

Whofe meagre form a Sifter's likenefs bears 2
Lond Lamentation, wild Defpair,  All thefe,
Fell vultures, the devoted caitiff feize.
Ah dreadful durance ! with thefe fiends to dwell !
What tongue the terrors of his fou] can tell ?
Worry’d by thefe foul fiends, the wretch begins
Sharp penafce, wages of remember'd fins -
Then desper finks, plung’d in the pit of We,
Worle fuff ’rings in worfe kell to undergo:
Unlefs, rare gieft, Repentance &’er the gloom
Diffafe her radiance, and repeal his doom.
She comes ! meek-ay’d, array’d in grave attire,
See Right Qpinion, join'd with Good Defire,
Handmaids of 7ruzh : with thofe, an adverfe pair
( Falfe Wijdors’s minions, that deceiving fair)
Attend her folemn ftep : the furies flee.
Come forth, fhe calls, come forth to libetty,
Guilt-harrals’d thrall - thy future lot decide,
And, pond’ring well, eledt thy fature guide,
Momentous option ! choofing right, he’ll find
A fov’reign med’cine for his ulcer’d mind ;
Led to True Wijdom, whofe cathartic bowl
Recovers and beatifies the fou}.
Mifguided elfe, a counterfeit he’ll gain,
Whofe art is only to amufe the brain ;
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From vice to ftudious folly now he fiies,

From blifs ftill erring, fill betray’d by lies.

O heavens ! avhere end the rzﬁs ave mortals ran 2
How dreadful this, and yet bow bard to fun!
Say, father, what difpindive marks declare
That counterfeit of Wefdom?

f View her there,

At yonder gate, with decent port, fhe ftands,
Her {potlefs form that fecond court commands :
Styl’d Wifdom DY the crowd, the thinking few
Know her difguife, the phantom of the true:
Skill’d in all learning, fkill'd in every art
To grace the head, not meliorate the heart.
The fav’d, who meditate their noble flight
From a bad world, to Wifdon's lofty height,
Juft touching at this inn, for fhort repaft,
Then fpeed their journey forward to its laft.
This the fole path? '
Another path there lies,
The plain man’s path, without proud Science wife.
IWho they, awhich sraverfe this deluder’s bound ?
A bufy feene, all thought or allion round.
Her lovers, whom her fpecious beauty Warms,
Who grafp, in vifion, Truth's immortal charms,
Vain of the glory of a falfe embrace :
Fierce fyllogiftic tribes, a wrangling race, .

§ The fecond court, or the frugions life.
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Bards rapt beyond the moon on Fancy’s wings,
And mighty maflers of the vocal firings ;
Thofe who on labour’d {peeches wafte their oil, 248
Thofe who in crabbed calculations toil,
Who meafure earth, who climb the ftarry road,
And human fates by heav’nly figns forebode,
Pleafure’s phﬂn{ophers,l Lyceunt’s pride,
Difdainful foaring up to heights untry’d, 250
All who in learned trifles fpin their wit, |
Or comment on the works by triflers writ,
Who are yon aflive Semales, like in face
Do the lewd harlots, in the nether Jfpace,
File agents of voluptuous Sin 2 _
The fame, 254
Admitted heve P
Ev’n here, eternal fhame !
They boaft fome rarer lefs i gnoble {poils,
Art, wit, and reafon, tangled in their toils,
And Farcy, with th’ Opinions in her rear,
Enjoys thefe ftudious walks, no firanger here: 260
Where wild hypothefis, and learn’d romance
Too oft lead up the philofophic dance,
Sull thefe ingenious heads, alas! retain
Delufion’s dofe, ftill the vile dregs remain _
Of ignorance with madding folly join’d, 263
And a foul heart pollutes th’ embellifh’d mind,
Nor will prefumption from their fouls recede,
Nor will they from one vicious plague be freed,
4 "Till,
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/Till, weaty of thefe vanities, they’ve found
Th’ exalted way to Truth’s enlighten’d ground, 278
Quaff’d her cathartic, and all cleans'd within,
By that ftrong energy, from pride and fin,
Are heal’d and fav’d.  But loit'ring here they fpend
Life’s precious hours in thinking to no end :
From fcience up tO fcience let them rife, 7%
And arrogate the fwelling ftyle of wife,
Their wildom’s folly, impotent and blind,
Which cures not one diftemper of the mind.
Eneugh. Difecover now the faithful road, ,
Which mounts us to the joys of Truth's abede. 2%
Survey this folitary wafte, which rears :
Nor bufh nor herb, nor cotiage there appears.
At diftance fee yon firait and lonely gate
(No crowds at the forbidding entrance wait)
Its avenue a rugged rocky foil, 283
Travell’d with painfal ftep and tedious toil.
Beyond the wicket, tow’ring in the fkies
See Difficulty’s cragged mountain rife,
Narrow and fharp th’ afcent; each edge a brink,
Whence to val depth dire precipices fink. 200
Is that the wway to Wijdom 2 Dreadful way!
The land/kip frovims wwith danger and difmays
Yet higher fill, sround the mountain’s brow
Winds yon huge rock, whofe fleep fmooth fides allow
No track. Its top two fifter higures grace; 203
Health’s rofy habit glowing 1n their face.
Witk
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With arms protended o’er the verge they lean,
The promptitude of friendfhip in their mien.
The pow’rs of Continence and Patience, there
Station’d by Wi/dom, her commiflion bear 300
"To rouze the fpirit of her fainting fon
Thus far advanc’d, and urge and urge him on,
Courage! they call, the coward’s floth difdain,
Yet, yet awhile, the noble tojl fuftain :
A lovely path foon opens to your fight. 305
But ab! how climb'd that rock's bare flipp’ry beight ?
Thefe generous guides, who Virtue’s courfe befriend,
In fuccour of her Pilgrim, fwift defcend,
Draw up their trembling charge; then, fmiling, greet
With kind command to reft his weary feet. 310
With their own force his panting breaft they arm,
And with their own intrepid fpirit warm :
Next, plight their guidance in his future way
To Wifdom, and in rapt’rous view difplay
The blifsful road (there it invites your eyes) R 1 {4
How {mooth and eafy to the foot it lies,
Through beauteous land, from all annoyance clear,
Of thorny evil and perplexing fear,
2 Yon lofty grove’s delicious bow’rs to gain, .
You crofs th’ expanfe of this enamell’d plain ; 320
A meadow with eternal beauty bright,
Beneath a purer heav’n, o’erflow’d with light,

& The third court, or the virtuous life,
4 Fuli
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Full in the center of the plain, behold . e & e
A court fu—ﬂamiqg;ﬁﬁkiﬂ--wﬂ}fﬂgﬂid ; :
And gate of diamond, where the xighteous ety -~ Ba5F
This clime theitbpmes:the conatry-of the blefi: w0 nodi
Here all the Firtues dwells mmﬁvﬁt.l SEal T
With Happinefi, Who ruj¢s the peaceful, featy o ti sudl
In fiation at th’ effalgsntipertalsfea .00 sy Bl
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Spirit and folid thought eacks feature owsy | o g
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Her fafety from the futuse Wf WO, o b s’y
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There ftanding, M.ﬂmthﬂw]@m bowks, : oW o'l
Divine cathartic, which reftores the foul, B L
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This affs a comment, “¥atn
' In fome dire difeafe,

Mackaon’s (kill firge purges off the lees; .« ./
Then clear and ftrong the purple current flows,
And life renew’d in every member glows:: a1t
But if the patient all controy] defpife) 1 ofw [Ha 155
Jult viGtim of hjs ftubborn wil] he dies.. 3} ]
So Hifdem, by her rules, with healing arp
Expels Delufion's mifchiefs from the heart; o' SR
Blindnefs, and error, :ang high-boatting pride, . ..

Thus purg'd, her Pupil through the gate the brings,
The Virtues hail their gueflt, the gueft cnraptur’d fings,
Behold the fpotlefs band, celeftial charms ! 365

Scene that with awe chaftifes whom It warms ;

No Barlotry, no paint, no gay excefs, -

But beauty upaffeqieq as their drefs;

See E’mwfe@e grafping a refulgent flar, |
See Fortitude in panoply of war + : 170

There bounteous LM{; expands - 375

The
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The florid Hile of Temperance, her fide
Adorn’d by Health, a nymph in blooming pride.
Lo, foft-ey’d Meekne/s holds a curbing reifl,
Anger’s high-mettied {pirit to reftrain’s LN
While Moral Order tunes her golden lyre, - '
And white-rob’d Probity compleats the choir.
O faireft of all fair! O st iigeol ol pun'cs
What hopes fublime our ravifp’d foul dilate ! B
Subftantial hepes, if by the do@rine taught, - woTHIEgE
The fafhion’d manners are (o habit wrought, ' ik
Yers 'tis refolo’d. - Well eviry nerve employ.

Live, then, reftor’d ; and reap the promis’d joy. il 3o
But avhither di the Virtues lead their truff ? fiflod S1of
To Happinefi, réwarder of the juft. - e

Look upward to the hill beyond the grove, Rk
A fovereign plle extends its front above:
Stately and firong, the lofty caftle ftands, '
Its boundlefs profpéét all the courts commands.
Within the porch, high on a jafper throne, 2L LE e
Th’ Imperial Mother by her form is known ; |
Bright as the morn, when fmiling on the hills,
Barth, air, and fea with vernal joy fhe fills, -
Rich without lavifh coft her veft behold -
In colours of the fky, and fring’d with gold : - 400
A tiar, wreath’d with every flow’r that blows
Of livelieft tints, around her temples glows:
Eteérnal bloom her fnowy temples binds,
Fearlefs of burning funs and blafting winds.

52 Now,



Now, with a crown of wond’rous POW’t, her hand.

(Aﬂiﬂ:ﬂntp muﬂd.-!]ﬂ" 311 thEE'ri:rmﬂs .Iﬂq;nq_i I'I "+ ? g

----- [

Adorns her hero, ahnqng;;ahl_q meed.

Ot conquefls won by many a valian L
Wkat conguefis 2 bl -

Sxplain thefe favage beafs ar ayar, avigh man,. .
‘Error and Ignorance, Wwhich head the vay, -~
Hea‘.rt-gnawing Gl‘iﬁﬂ; and lﬂﬂd-lammﬁgg Wﬂ. '
Incontinence, a wild:deftroying PR 3iiz on
Rapacious Avarice ; cruel numbers RAre:s, ., .
O’er all he triumphs noy,. their flave before,

O great atchievements more iﬂuﬂriﬂg far, 1

Thefe triumphy, than the bloody avreaths of auar.

But, fay ; -zu&arfmﬁwmm.’r isfoed. .

By the fair rown, which decks the bers’s bead 2.
Modt beatific, For poffefing this
He lives, rich owner of man’s proper blifs :

Blifs independent or on wealth or pow’r,
Fame, birth, or beauty, or voluptuous hour,

L™, ¥
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| i Rormidable beafls fabdud; -
Lab’ring he fought, hg:l'thl,ﬂ,l;ﬂpﬂrfuﬁd. s g Bos
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His hope’s divorc'd from a1l exterior things,
Within himfelf the fount of pleafure {prings;
Springs ever in the ftlf-apprnﬁ:rg breaft,
And his own honeft heart’s 2 conftant feaft.

Where, next, bis fieps 2 |
e mmealures back his way,
Conduéted by the Firfues, to farvey
His firft abode. The giddy crowd, below,
Wailing their wretchied fpan in erime, they fhow s
How in the whirl of palfions they are toft,
And, fhipwreck’d on the turking fhelves, are loft :
Here fierce Ambition haling in her chain
The mighty, there a defpicable train
Impure in Lauff’s inglorious fetter bound,
And flaves of Avarice rooting ap the ground :
Thralls of Pain-glery, thralls of fwelling Pride,
Unnumber'd fools, unnumbet’d plagues befide.
All-pow’rlefs they to burft the galling band,
To {pring aloft, and reach yon happy land,
Entangled, impotent the way t0 find, .
The clear infira&ion blotted from their mind
Which the Good Genius gave 3 Guilt’s gloomy fears
Becloud their funs and fadden all their years.

I fland convinc'd, bt yet perplex’d itz thought -

Why to review a well-kuoun feené be's broughts
Scene rudely known: Uncertain and confus'dy
His judgment by illufions was abus’'d. |

H 3
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His evil was not evil, nor his good
Aught elfe byt vanity mufunderftood,
Cunfnunding good and evil, like the throng,

His life, like theirs, was adion always wrong,

Where’er his wife volition leads,
Where’er it leads, fafety attends him fill
Not fafer, fhould he on. Apolle’s hill, -
Among the Nymphs, among the vocal Poy’ys,
Dwell in the San&tum of the Corycian bow’rs :
Hanourd by a1, the friend of hyman kind,
Belov’d phyfician of the fin-fick mind ;
Not Efculapius more, whofe pow’r to fave
Redeems his patient from the yawning grave,
But never myppe Sfoall bis old refllefs foes
Hwake bis foars, moy trouble bis repof; 2
Never, In righteous habitud;_: inur’d,
From Pafiion’s baneful anarchy fecur'd,
In each en ticing feene, each inftant hard,
That fovereign antidote his mind wij] guard :
Like him, who, of fome virtuogs drag poffest,
Grafps the fe]] viper coil’d within her neft,

46p
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Hears her dire haflings, {ees her terrors rife,
@And, unappall’d, deftruétion’s tooth defies. '
Yon troops in motion from the mount explain,
Faricus fo view ; j:'ar there a goodly train,
With garlands crown'd, advance awith comely paces
Noble their port, and in each trangwil face
oy fparkles : others, a bare-beaded throngs
* ' Batter'd and gafp'dy drag their flow fieps along,
Captives of fome firange female crew,
The crown’d,
Long feeking, fafe arrivid at Wifdem's bound,
Exult in her imparted grace. * The reft,
"Thofe on whom #ifdoms, unprevailing, preit
Her healing aid ; reje&ted from her care,
In evil plight their wicked days they wear:
Thofe too, who Difficulty’s hill had gain’d,
There bafely ftopp’d, by daftard floth detain’d:
Apoftate now, in thorny wilds they rove,
Purfuing furies fcourge the caitiff drove ;
Serrowws which gnaw, Wﬁfd Tbﬂﬂgﬁt{ I.’l‘_liﬁh tt:nr,
Blindnefs of mind, and beart-oppreffiug Fear,
With all the contumelious rout of Shame,
And every ill, and every hateful name.
Relaps’d to Ltwd'naﬁ. ‘and hﬂrﬁnfmf Queen,
Unblufhing at thl:m.ﬁﬁ‘i'ﬂ, but drunk with fpleeu,
Wifdon’'s high worth their canker’d tongues difpraife
Revile her children, and blafpheme her ways.
7§ Apoftates, |
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Deluded wretches, ,(-th-!’-i’ih?is-‘!‘aﬁ[ﬁ:ﬁ,-“."w

-
L o BT TR T Jw
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Dull mopes, weak dupes of philofophic Besg .. 510
Ilncnmfurted, unjoyous, and lmblﬁi}_,.ﬁ s URY D
Lot from the Pleafures here gt_jarg;, pofleft, . E% nitiank
NI .. s 708
B Yl Pleafurgs of the flews, "
Pleafures which Riot’s frantic r_hu,ﬁr_.ginfg&.._ﬂ_ g .

LY
o Gk

Pinion’s foot s never nrwcr ,ﬁound J Y e :.5.:-!5
Where Knowwled, dwells, *tjs interdiGed gpond,

At "mydrg;?,.q gate th’ Qp:n;pmml;ﬂ1 !I'Bﬁag‘l; 2 | il
Their charge, thofe fimits they employ, confine,
Thus trading barks, ill’d ‘in'the wat’ry road,

To diftans climes cdﬁirg}r ﬂrl_clrpii'eﬁ;ﬂug* . ,
Then tarn he;; Prow, light bounding o’er the main,
And with new trafic i_t‘uggg;ei; keels again, |
Y0 far i cledr. By ye Hoimey
What'the Good Geniug 10 the 70ud ordaing, i
i The ﬂiﬂf.nft:iﬂn between QEghjaq and Knﬂwltdgc.
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Yuft on the werge of life. s LU :
4 1 & He bids them hold 25 Lgee
A fpirit with ‘erefted cottrage bold. - A%
Never (he calls) on- Fortune's faithrrely)” -~ -
Nor grafp her dubious gifts as property. _
Let not her {mile tranfport, der frown' difmay,
Nor praife, nor blame, nor wonderathépfway =~ 540
Which reafon nevergoides : *tis fortune H;ill, - :
Capricious chance and arbitrary will,
Bad bankers, vain of “treafuré not their own,
With foolifh rapture hug-the trufted loan : | -
Impatient, when the pow’rful bond demands 545
Its unremember’d cov'hant from their hands. |
Unlike to fuch, without 2 figh reftore
What Fortune lends : anon The’ll lavifh more:
Repenting of her bounty fnatch away, -
Yea {feize your patri:'ﬂﬁﬁai fund for prey. G sge
Embrace her proffer’d boon; but inftant rife, '
Spring upward, and fecare 2 lafting prize, =
The gift which Wifdom to her fons divides; et
Knowledge, whofe beam the dﬁnﬁﬁﬁg jndgm‘éﬁtgnidﬁl, ¥
Scatters the fenfual fog, and clear to view 553
Diftinguifhes falfe int’reft from the true. E 3
Flee, flee to this, with unabating pace,
Nor parly for a moment at the place .
Where Pleafure and her Harlots tempt, nor reft, |
But at Falfe Wifdon’s inn, a tranfient guclt : 560

kE The infiruftions of the Genius. |
. For
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For fhort refetion, ather table fir,
And tafle what {cience may your palate hit :
Then wing your journey forward ¢ij] you reach |
True Wifdom, and imbibe. the tryg)s fhe’ll teach,
Such is th’ advice th:-fricndly Genins gives, 965
He perithes whe fcorns, whe follows lives, | )
And thus this moral piece inftru@s ; if aughe
Is myftic fill, revea) your doubting thought,
Thanks, generous Sire ; sof], then, ths iranfient bais,
The Geminy Erants us ar Fali W ifdom’; gate,
T Whate'er in arts-or {ciences is found

575

May glimmer through tranflztion in our own ;
Yet mafters of his Ia_l;guage, We might gain
Some trivia] Purpofes by tedioys pain.
S0 in the fciences, though rudely taught, 585
We may attain the lirele that we oughe ;

! 'Natuyra] knm-rle;ige,

how far ufeful, and when unprofitable and
h!-lﬂfl] L - | !

4 Yet,
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Vet, accurately known, they might convey
More light, not wholly ufelefs in its way.
But virtue may be reach’d, through all her rules,
Without the curious fubtleties of fchools,

How ! not the learn’d excel the common finaly

In po’rful aids to meliorate the foul ?
Blind as the crowd, alas! to good and ill,
Intangled by the like corrupted will,
What boafts the man of letters o’er the reft?
Skill’d in all tongues, of all the arts poffeft,
What hinders but he fink into a fot,
A libertine, orvillain in a plot,
Mifer, or knave, Or what_:foc"cr you’ll name
Of moral lunacy and reafon’s fhame

Scandals oo rife! L -
" How, thep, for living right
Avail thofe ftudies, and their vaunted light
Beyond the vulgar? |

Nothing. But difcloje

The caufe from awhence this firange appearancé Zrowys.

Held by a potent charm in this retreat

They dwell, content with nearnefs to the feat

Of Virtuous Wifdom. |

Near, methinks, in wain :

Since numbers, oft, from eut the ncther plain,
*Scap’d from the fuares of Lewdnefs and Exeefs,
Undewvious to ber lofty flation prefs,
Vet pafs thefe letter’ d clans.
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What,



sl e
> Wﬁat, then, are thefe
In moral things, advantag’d o’er the fees
Of human race'? In moral things, we find
Thefe duller, or lefs traqtable of mind,
Decgpler thar. Ry ) LG4

Pride, pride averts their eyes (3T
From offer’d light : 'iﬂ"fclféfuﬂiciehce'iiri fe, '
Although unknowin g they prefume to Know :
Clogg’d with that vain’ coneer: they creep below,
Nor can mount up to yon exalted bound, * |
True Wifdom’s manfion » by the humble found. " 6,0
Not found by thefe, til] the vain vifions fpread, &
By Falfe Opinion, in the learned head,
Repentance fcatter ; and deceiv’d no more,
They own th’ illufion which deceiv’d before,
That for Trus Wifdom: they émbrac’q her fhade, 62;
And hence the He‘alin:g of their fouls delay’d,

Strangers, thefe leflons, oft revolying, hold

Faft to your hearts, angd ingo habft moyld -

Defpife aught elfe as El'f-fng from your end. . 630

 The




( 325 )
The DROPSICAL MAN.
"By Mr. W. Taxion
A JOLLY, brave toper; who coyld not forbear,
Though his life was in danger, old port and ftale beer,
Gave the dofors the hearing—but #ill would drink on,
'Till the dropfy had fivell’d him as big as a ton.
The more he took phyfic the worfe fill he grew,
And tapping was now: the, laft thing hecould:do. " 5
Affairs at this.crifis, and dodors.come downy [ 3.4
He began to confider—fo' fent for hasifony .
Tom, fee by what courles Pve thorten’d my life,
P'm leaving the world e’er P'm forty and five;
More than probablesis,, that in twenty-four hours,
This manor, this houfe, andeftate will be yours;
My early excefles, may, teach. you this truth, .
That tis working fﬂrdegth 10 _d_.ri_n_k_lh'ﬁél__ in one’s youth.
Says Tom, (who’s a lad of a generous {pirit,
And not like young ﬁl;e_a, wﬁﬁ*?g ini haﬂe to inheri__t,} |
Sir, don’t be difhearten’d ; although it be tvae, oL
T operation 1s pai'q_ﬁ;f, and hazardous too, }
"Tis no more than what many a man has gone thro’.
And then, as for yéﬁi‘s; you may yet be call’d young,
Your life after this may be happy and long. .
Don’t flatter me, ‘Tom, was the father’s reply,
With a jeft in his mouth, and a tear in his eye: -
Too well by experience; my veffels, thou know'ft,
No fooner are tap’d, but they give up the ghoft.
PARADISK
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mmmmm&wmmmmm
| PARADISE REGAIN'D

By H. T,

: L |
S EE K not for Paradife with curious
In Afiatic climes, where Tigris’ wave,
Mix’d with Euphrates in tamaultuous joy,
Doth the broad plains of Babylonia

. IL
*Tis gone with all jts charms; and like a dream,
Like Babylon itfelf, is fwept away ; |
Beftow one tear upon the mournfy] theme,
~ But let it not thy gentle heart difmay,
. Ir.
For know where-ever love and virtue guide, .
They lead us to a flate of heav'nly blifs,
Where joys unknown to guilt and fhame prefide,
And pleafures unalloy’d each hour increafe.
| IvV. '
Behold that grove, whofe waving boughs admit,
Through the live colonade, the frujtful hill,
A moving profpe& with fat herds replete,
Whofe lowing voices all the valleys fl.

eye

lave,

-

Il‘rt Thtﬂ.!
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v,
There, through the {piry grafs where glides the biook,
(By yon tall poplar which ereéts its head
Above the verdure of the neighb’ring oak,)
And gently murmurs o’er th’ adjoining mead ;
1% 8
Philander and Cleora, happy pair,
Tafte the cool breezes of the gentle wind
Their breafts from guilt, their looks are free from care,
Sure index of 2 calm contented mind.
| Vil.
*T'is here in virtuous lore the fludious fair
Informs her babes, nor fcorns herfelf ¢’ improve,
While in his fmile fhe lives, whofe pluﬁng care
Difpenfes knowledge from the lips of love.
K
No wild defires can fpma.d their poifon here,
 No difcontent their peaceful hnu.rs attend ;
Falfe joys, nor flatt’rmg hopes, mor fervile fear,
Their gentle minds with jarring. paflions rend.
IX.
Here oft in pleaﬁng folitude they rove, =
Recounting o'er the deeds of former days ;
With inward joy their well-fpent time approve,
And feel a recompence beyond all praife.
X. 7
Or in fweet converfe through the grove, or mear .
The fountain’s brink, or where the arbour’s fhade
Beats back the heat, fair Virtue’s voice ti:.ey hear.
More mufical by fiweet digreflion ma&e
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XL
- With calm' deperidence every gosd they tafle,. .
Yet feel their neighbours’ wants ﬂﬁtﬁiﬁiﬁ&rﬂgﬁn
Nor cheer themfelves alone; (a mean’ repafiy 1 vodd
But deal forth  bleflings round e happy feat,
XI.
"Tis to fuch virtue; that the POW’r fupreme
The ‘choiceft of his Bleffings-hutH defign’d) 1
And fhed them plentesiss over every clime, - |
The calm delights of ah uhtiidted: mind.
Ere yet the fad effads of foolifh ‘pride, T
HAmi'me."_m ambition il emplby’ﬂ Lﬁl?ﬂﬁfé;'h:'
And luxary did o’er the world 'I:_réﬁdé;"'l 2
Deptav'd the tafte, and ‘palbd the soys of ifs.
.For fuch tthp;ing, in richeft mantle clad,
Pours ﬁ:}rth.ﬁé_r be he '

auties through the ga}";_;ﬂrt;rt;i
And Ai;tuni:;'ﬁ various bof i |

- XV. i 3
Such Summei:témpu, in Iignidin?ﬁéé_:mﬂ array’d,.
Which o’er the fields in borrow'd lufire glow, .
To meditate beneath th:-:mling__..ﬂladf: (o
Their happy flate, ang whence their bleflings flow,
| XVL W
E’en rogged Winger varies but their joy, =

‘Fainting the cheek with fref, vermilion-hue s

o i
which fofter frames Aannoy
their flack’ning nerves renew.

4nd thofe rough fre{ls
With vig’rous health

E
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XVIL
¥rom the dark bofom of the dappled Mornt
To Pheebus (hining with meridian light,
Or when mild Ev’ning does the fky adorn, -
Or the pale moon rides through the fpangled night:
- XVIIL
The varying fcenes in every virtuous foul
Each pleafing change with various pleafures blefs,
Raife cheerful hopes, and anxious fears controul,
And form 2 Paradife of inward peace.

To the Right Hon.” Sir Roegirt WaLPO L ¥

yit ady gis

b ¥ 4 -
: B At ol sHesiad moly vadod) g
——— Quod cenfet. dmiculis, HL i Aavg s ae st
Ceecus iter thonfirare i B0 S O Hos:
By the Honourable Mr. Dy

\H O’ ftrength of genius; hyexpainm:ﬁghts -' :
Gives thee to found the depth of human thoughts

To trace the various workings Ufth:mmd, a1y HoaC
And rule the fecret {prings that rulé:mankind 3 = - o0 [
Rare gift! yet, Walpole; wilt thow condefeend s o o0

To Liten, if thy meﬁmc’&-ﬁieiﬂ 5 goipansg Toids ed'l
Can aught of ufe impmt,,_'th@gh:iﬁii?ﬁMif'i* o1 Aavig 6T
And raife attention by fincere good wilks [Jnis s o ok 10
¥ Vou. VL. R SRS ~ For
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For friendfh; p foietimes want of parts f upplies,
The heart may furnifh what the hedd denjes.
As, when the rapid Rhine o’ep fwelling tides;
To grace old Ocean’s coaft, in tri umph rides;
Though rick in-fource, He drains a thtai:fand,.-fpri'nga,
Nor fcorns the tribute cach fhaall fiv’las brings ;
50 thou thalt hence Sbiorh cach feeble ray,
Each dawﬂ'nkffmtnﬁ‘ing" in thy, brighter_day;
Shalt like, or'where thow cangt not like, excufe,
Since no mean intereft hall' prophate the Mufe ;
No malice Wrapt in troth’s difguife offend,
Hﬂmﬂaﬂc@ taint the freedom of a friend. BOD

When firft 2 generons mind f; urveys the greae,
And views the trowds that on their fortune wair;
Pleas’d with the fhew, (though little u}fd}:r{innﬂ;) '
He only feeks the Pow’r, to do th:gogf:{ 1o
Thinks, till he tries, *is godlike o difpofe, -
And gratitude &il] {prings, when bount}r Aows 5
That every grant fincere affeftion wins, T
And where oyy wants have end, oy love begins,
But they who long the paths of fate have trod, | 24
Learn from theclamours of the murm’ring crowd,
Which cramm’d,fjlﬁ-l:mving, #1ll their gates befiege,
“Tis eafier far fo' pive, than to blige 1 v .1
This of thy dondua feems the hiceft part,
The chief perfe@ion of the Ratefman’s ary,
To give to fajr affent a fairer face,
Or foften 2 refufal into grace, :

-2
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But few there afey that can be freely kiod,
Or know to fix the favours on the mind;
Hence fome whene’er they would oblige, offend,
And while they make the fortune, lofe the friend
8till give unthank’d 3 fusdl fauander, not beftow ;
For great men want not whatte give, but how:
The race of tenthat follow courtsy tis true,
Think all they get, ‘and miore than all, their doe
Sull afk, but ne’er confult their own deferts,
And meafure by their intereft, not'their parts;
From this miftake fo many men we fee
But i1l become the thing they wifh to be :
Hence diﬁ:untént and freflr demands arife, -
More power, more favour in the great man’s eyes :
All feel a want, though none the caufe fufpetts,
But hate their patron for their own defells.
Such none can pleafe, but who reforms their hearts, '
And when he gives them places, gives them paris.
As thefe o’erprize their worth, fo fure the great
May fell their favours at too dear a rate.
When merit pines while clamoar 15 prefer’d,
* And long attachment waits among the herd ;
When no diffin&ion, where diftin&tion’s due,
Marks from the many the fuperior few ;
When ftrong cabal conftrains them to be juft,
And makes them give at laft, becaufe they muf 3
What hopes that men of real worth fhould prize
What neither friendfhip gives, nor merit buys.

Iz The
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The man who Jultly o’r the whole prefides,

But thinks how {jttle gratitude is ow’q,

When favours are extorted, not beftow’d,
When fafe on fhore ourfelves, we fee the crowd
Surround the great, Importunate and leud,.
Through fuch 2 tumult ’tis no eafy tafk,

To drive the man of real worth to afk ;
Surrounded thus, and giddy with the fhew,
"T'is hard for §reat men rightly to befioyw 3
From hence few are ki’ in either cafe,
To afk with dignity, or give with grace,
Sometimes the great, feduc’d by love of parts,
Confult our genius, byt negle& our hearts ;
Pleas’d with the glittering fparks that genjus flings,
They lift us tow’ring on the eagle’s wings ;
Mark out the flights by which themfelves begun,
And teach oyr dazzled eyes to bear the fun,
*Till we forget the hand that made us gregt,
And grow to €nvy, not to emulate.,

To emulate 5 generous warmth implies,

T0 reach the virtyes that make great men rife ;
But envy wears 4 Mmean malignant face,

And aims not at their virtues, but their place,
Such to oblige, how vaip is the pretence !
When every favour is o freih oifence,
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By which fuperior power is @il imply’d,
And while it helps the fortane, hurts the pride.
Slight is the hate negleét or hardfhips breed,
But thofe who hate from envy, hate indeed.
Since fo perplex’d the choice, whom {hall we truft?
Methinks, I hear thee cry, the brave, the juft;
The man by no mean fears or hopes controul’d,
Who ferves thee from affeétion, not for !
We love the honeft, and efteem the brave,
Defpife the coxcomb, but detelt the knave.
No fhew of parts the truly wife feduce,
To think that knaves can be of real ufe.
The man who contradiéts the public voice,
And ftrives to dignify a worthlefs choice,
Attempts a tafl. that on the choice refletts,
And lends us light to point out new defellbe.
One worthlefs man that gains what he pretends,
Difgufts a thoufand unpretending friends ;
And fince no art can makg a counter paf,
Or add the weight of gold to mimic bras,
When princgs to bad ore their image join,
They more debafe the ftamp than raife the coin s
Be thine that care, true merit to reward,
And gain that good; nor will the tafk be hard.
Souls found alike fo quick by nature blend,
An honeft man is more than half thy f riend.
Him no mere views, no hafte to rife, fhall {way,

T'hy choice to fully, or thy truft betray.
i 3 le'hitiﬂﬂ
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Ambition here fhall 4¢ due diftanee fland, o -
Nor is wit dangerous in a5 honest hand ;
Befides, if failings at the bottom e,
He views thofe failings with 5 lover’s eye,
Though fmall his genius, let him do his beft,
Our withes and belief fupply the reft .
Let others barter fervile faith for gold,
His friendfhip is not to be bought or fold.
Fierce oppofition he unmov’d fhall face,
Modett in favoyr, daring in difgrace ;
To thare th y adverfe fate alone pretend,
In power a {ervant, oyt of Power a friend,
Here pour ¢4 Y favours in apn ample flood,
Indulge thy boundlefs thirft of doing good,
Nor think that good alone to him confin’q §
Such to oblige {5 to oblige manking.
If thus thy mighty mafiers ftéps thoy trace,
The brave to cherith, and the good to grace,

While jh-:'lm}urf,r gratitude, affeGion Jjoin,
To deck thy clofe, and brighten thy decline,
Hluftrions doom ! the great when thys difplac’d,
With fricndﬂlip guarded, and with virtge grac’d,
In awefyl rain, - like Rome’s fenate, f1]]
The prey and ﬁrf;érﬂ;ip of the wandiring Gaul,
Ne
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No doubt to genius fome reward is due,
(Excluding that were fatirizing you:)
But yet believe thy undefigning friend,
When truth and genius for'thy choice contend,
Though:both have weight, when in the balance caft,
Let probity be firft, and parts the laft.
On thefe foundations if thou dar’ft be great,
And check the growth of folly and deceit,
When party rage fhail drop through length of days,
And calemny be ripen’d into praife,
Then fature times fhall to thy worth allow
That fame, which envy.-waul& call flattery now.
Thus far my zeal, thuugh1fur ¢he tafk unfic,
Has pointed out the rocks where others fplit :
By that infpir’d, thnngh' ﬂrﬁngef to the Hine,
And negligent of any fame bat thine,
I take that friendly, ‘bt fupprﬁuuus part,
That afts from natore what I teach from art.

B k= i
To a Lapy on a LAHI‘;E{:APEDf _hf:l' I_)fEI.Wil_’lg.

By Ms. PazrAT,

BE HOLD the magic of Therefa’s hand !
A new creation blooms at her command.
Touch’d into life the vivid Fﬂéﬁﬂfﬁ. alow, :
Catch the warm fiream, and quigken as they flow.

14 The




Stll Murm’ring rapg, or feems to Mmurmur fi]],
An aged oz, with hoary mog; O'erfpread,

Here lifis aloft itg venerable head : |

There everthadowing hangs a facred wood,

And neds inverted in the neighb’ring food.

Each tree ag in jts native foreft fhoots,

And blufhing bends with Autump’s golden frujgs,
Thy pencil lends the rofe 4 lovelier hye,

Here fruits and fow’rs adorn thﬁ varied year,
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So the bright fires that light the milky way,
Loft and extinguifh’d in the folar ray ;
In the fun’s abfence pour a flood of light,
And borrow all their brightnefs from the night.

To cheat our eyes, how well doft thou consrive!
Each obje& here feems real and alive.
Not more refembling life the figures ftand,
Form’d by Lyfippus, or by Phidias’ hand.
Unnumber’d beauties in the piece unite;
Rufh on the eye, and crowd upon the fight. '
At once our wonder and delight you raife,
We view with pleafure, and with rapture praife.

00 R RN U eI RO

ODE to Cupip on VaLeNTINE'S Day,

By the Same,

O ME, thou rofy-dimpled boy,
Source of every heart-felt joy,
Leave the blifsful bow’rs awhile,
Paphos and the Cyprian ifle:
Vifit Britain’s rocky fhore,
Britons too thy pow’r adore.
Britons hardy, bold, and free,
Own thy laws, and yield to thee,
Svurce of every heart-felt joy,
Come, thou rofy-dimpled boy.

Hafte
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Hafte to Syluia, hafte away,
This is thine, ayid Hymen’s day s "
Bid her thy fof: boendage wear,
Bid her for Love’s rites prepare,
Let the nymphs with -mén}r a flow'y
Deck the facred nuptial bow’r,
Thither |¢ad the lovely fair,
And let Hymen too he there,
This is thine, and Hymen’s day,
Hafte to Sylvia, hafte away,

Only while we fove, we live,
Love alone can pleafure give ;
Pomp and POW’r, -and tinfe] ftate,
Thofe falfe pPageants of the great,
Crowns and icepters, envied things,
And the pride of Eaflern kings,
Are but childig empty toys, .
When compar'd ¢o Love’s fweet Joys.
Love alone can pleafure give,
Only while we love, we Jive.

%ﬁ&ﬂ--&*ﬂﬁ*%&wﬁ-ﬁ-ﬁ&*&%r&wﬁ-@-ﬂ-w*Hr-@"

To the VVgrthy, Humape, Generous, Rev. and
Noble, Mr, F. C. now Lord Bifhop of Litchfield,

By Dr, D. * Written in the Year 1743.
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And waft to views romantic ; there difplay

Some motley vifion, fhade and fun: the chiff
O’erhanging, fparkling brooks, and ruins grey ;
Bade me meanders trace, and catch the form
Of varying clouds, and rainbows learn to paint.

Sometimes ambition, brufhing by, would twitch
My fpirits, and with winning look fublime
Allure to follow.- What though fteep the track,

Her mountain’s top would overpay, when climb’d,
The fcaler’s toil ;3 her temple there was fine,

And lovely thence the profpeéts. She could tell
Where laurels grew, whence many a wreath antique ;
- But more advis’d to fiun the barren twig,

(What is immorsal verdure without fruit #)

And woo fome thriving art : her num’rous mines
Were open to the fearcher’s fkill and pains.

Caught by th’ harangue, heart beat, and flutt’ring Pnlﬂn:-
Sounded irregular marches, to be gone
What, panfe 2 moment when Ambition calls?
No, the blood gallops to the diftant goal,

And throbs to reach it. Let the lame fit fll..
When Fortune gentle, at the hill’s verge extreme,
Array’d in decent robe, and plain attire,

Smiling approach’d ; anlci, what occafien, afk’d,
Of climbing ? She already provident -

Had cater'd well, if ffomach could digeft

Her viands, and a palate not toa nice.

Unht
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Unfit fhe faid, for perilous &ttempt,
That manly limb requir'd, and finews tough,
She tock, and lay’d me in a vaje remote,
Amid the gloomy fcene of g, and yew,
On apple ground ; where Morpheus firew’d the bed :
Obfcurity her curtain round me drew,

And folded arms, i prefence of the throne,
Turk, or Indu&au.—-'ﬂitiea, forums, courts,

And prating fanhedrims, and dramming wars,
Affe® no more than flories told to bed

Lethargic, which at intervals the fick

Hears and forgets, and wakes to doze again,
Infiead of converfe and variety,

The fame trite round, the {ame ftale filent fcene
Such are thy comforts, bleffed Solityde !

Is it to balk i’ th? fun ? if fo, a fmajl

Were happy crawling on a foythern wall,
4 | : - Why
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Why fits Content upon a cottage-fill ' SHEIVEE 17
At even-tide; and blefleth the coarfe meal '
In footy corner ? why fweet flumbers wait
Th’ hard Pﬂllet-‘? not becasfe from haunt remote,
Sequefter'd in a dingle’s buthy lap :
*Tis labour malkes the peafant’s {av’ry fare,
And works o4t his repofe : for eafe muft atk
The leave of diligence to be enjoy’d.

Oh! lifien not to that enchantrefs Eafe
With feeming fmile ; her palatable cup
By ftanding grows infipid ; and beware . -~
Perdition, for there’s poifon in the lees.
What health impair’d, and crowds inaétive maim'd?
What daily martyrs to her flaggifh caufe !
Lefs ftri devoir the Rufs and Perfian claim
Defpotic ; and as fubjefts long inur'd
To fervile burden, grow fupine and tame :—
So fares it with our fov’reign, and her train, -

What tho® with lure fallacious {he pretend
From worldly bondage to fet free ; what gain
Her votaries ? What avails from iron chains
Exempt, if rofy fetters bind as faft.

Beftir, and anfwer your creation’s end.
Think we that man with vig’rous pow’r endow'd,
And room to firetch, was deftin’d to fit &ill 2
Sluggards are Nature's rebels, -flight her laws,
Nor live up to the terms on which they hold
Their vital leafe. Laborious terms and hard ! e

But
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But fuch the tenure of ouy earthly flate |
Riches and fame dre Induflry’s reward 3

The nimble runner courfes Fortune down,
And then he banquets, for the feeds the bold,

Think what you owe youricountry, what yourfelf,
If fplendor charm hot, vet avoid the fcorn '
That treads on lowly ftations. Think of fome
Aflidaous booby mounting o’er your head,

And thence with faucy grandenr looking down -
Think of (Refle@ion’s ftab) the pitying friend

With thoulder thrug’d, and' forry, : Think that Time
Has golden minutes, if difcreetly feiz’d -

And if fome fad example, indolent, . -

To warn and feare be Wanting—think of me,

teR BN R e
"To his Friend and Neighbour, o, Ry ol 7444

" B_'f the _Sﬂ.mc-

-—-FReﬁch pow’r, and weak allies, and war, and wang—
No more of that, my friend , you touch a firing

That hurts My ear. All polities apart,

Except a gen’rous with, a glowing pray’r

For Britifh welfare, commerce, glory, peace,

Give party to the winds : it is g word,

A phantom found, by which he cenning preat

it
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Whiftle to their depéndents : a‘decoy, |

To guﬂ th’ unwary s where the mafter flands -

Encouraging his:minions; this frain’d birds, v

Fed and carefs’d,’ their fpeciel tobetraye. .o 0i 1, o2

see, with whatchollew blandifhatent nd art;

Thty lead the winged ‘captives -to 'the fanre ; -

Fools! that in open mthertmight have fodr’'d,

Free ds the air they it ;- fipt pureft rillss

Din’d with the Thames; or bath’d.in cryftal Iakeh
Heav'n knows, it is not Inﬁ}lﬁﬁ:ﬁﬁ that fpeaks!

The tribute of refpe&, to greatnels due, _

Not the brib’d fycophant more willing pays,
Still, 3]l as: much of party be-retain’d,

As principle requires, and fenfel direéts;; pez |

EIf: our vain bark, witholit'a rudder, floats,

The fcorn and: paftime of each veering gale.
This gentle E‘E‘Ehiﬂg'}ﬂ"ﬁe"fm ‘defcend

Untroubled 3 ‘while it paints your ambient hills

With faded luftre; and a fiveet farewell : -

Here is our feat)  That * caftle appofite,

Proud of its woody crelt, adoras the fcene.

~ Di&ate, O vers’d in books, and juft of taite,

Diétate the pleafing theme of our difcourde.

Shall we trace fcience from her Eaftern home

Chaldzan ? or the banks of Nile ? where Thebes,

Nurfing her daughter arts, majeftic flood,

And pour’d forth knowledge from an handred gates.

* A Caftle belonging 0 the Rarl of Oxford,
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There firlt the marble learn’d to mimic forth :
The pillar’d temple rofe; and pyramids,
Whofe undecaying grandeur laughs at Time.
Birth-place of letters ! where the fun was fhewn
His radiant way, and heav’ns were taught to roll,

There too the Mufes tun’d their earlieft lyre,
Warbling foft numbers to Serapis® ear ;

*Till, chas’d by tyrants, or a milder clime ‘
Inviting, they remov’d with pilgrim harp, e
And all their band of melody to Greece.

As when a flock of linnets, if perchance
Deliver'd from the falcon’s talon, fly
With trembling wing to covert, and their notes
- Renew ; tell every buth of their efcape,

And tril] their merry thanks to Liberty.

‘The tuneful tribe, pleas’d with their new abode,
Polifh’d the rude inhabitants 3, whence tales |
Of li’ning woods, and rocks that danc’d to found.
Hear the full chorus lifting hymns to Jove !

Linus and Orpheus catch the firain ; and all
The raptur'd audience utter loud applaufe !

A fong, believe me, was no trifle Then -

Weighty the Mufe’s tafk, and wide her fway :
Her’s was Religion ; the refounding Fanes
Echo’d fer language ; Polity was ber’s 3

And the world bow’d to legiflative verfe,

As ftates increas’d, and governments were form'd,
Her aid lefs ufeful, fhe retir'd to grots
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And Iha&}' bow’rs, content to teach and pleafﬁu
Under her laurel frequent bards repos’d ;
Voluble Pindar troll’d his rapid fong,
And Sappho breath’d her {] pirited complairit.
Hence fprung the tragic rage, the lyric charm,
And Homer’s genuine thunder. — Happy Greece
Blefs’d in her offspring ! Seat of eloquence,
Of arms and reafon ; patriot-virtue’s feat! -
Did the fun thither dart uncommon rays!
Did fome prefiding genius hover o'er
That animated foil with brooding wings i
The fad reverfe might ftart a gentle tear.
Go, fearch for Athens; her deferted ports
Enter, a noifelefs folitary inore,
Where commerce crouded the Pirman firand.
Trace her dark ftreets, her wall-embarrafs’d fhrines ¥ 3
And penfive wonder, where her glories beam’d.
Where are her orators, her fages, now?—
Shatter'd her mould’ring arcs, her tow’rs in deft, —
But far lefs ruin’d, than her foul decay’d.
The ftone, infcrib’d to Socrates, debas’d
To prop a reeling cot, — Minerva’s dome
Poffefs’d by thofe, who never kifs’d her fhield.
—Upon the mount where old Mufzus fung,
Sits the gruff turban’d captain, and exalls :
Harth tribute ! —In the grove, where Plato tagght
His polifb’d ftrain fublime; a flupid Turk
[s preaching ignorance and Mahomet.
{Where He, whom only dauntlefs Philip fear’'d,

®* Wheeler's Travels, page 346, 347, 130, 100,
Yor. VL K

Choaln
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- Shook the aftoniih’d throng ; — where holy Pan?
Harangu’d the Pagan multitude, and brought
'To flaring human wifdom news from heav’n.)

Turn next to Rome : — Is that the clime, the place,
Where, on his laurel’d throne, with tuneful choirs
Of arts furrounded, great Auguftus reign'd ?

And (greater far) the venerable band

Of elder heroes (fime’s eternal theme N

In fplendid huts, and noble poverty,

Brave for their country liv’d, and fought, and died.

Heav’n ! what firm Souls! who knew not gold had pricey
Nor perfidy, nor bafenefs knew. ~They, they,

The demi-gods of Rome ! whofe mafter voice,
Whofe awe-commanding eye, more terror ftruck,
Than rods, and liftors, and Pratorian bands.
Could the pure crimfon tide, the nobleft blood,
In all the world, to fuch pollution turn :

Like Jordan’s river, pouring his clear flood

Into the black Afphaltus’ flimy lake?

Patrons of wit, and viftors of mankind,

Bards, warriors, worthies, (revolution flrange 1)
Are pimps, and fidlers, mountebanks, and monks.
In ‘Tully’s hive, rich magazine of fveets !
The lazy drones are buzzing, or afleep.
But we forgive the living for the dead ;
Indebted more to Rome, than we can pay:
Of a long dearth prophetic, (he laid in =
A feaft for ages.— O thou banquet nice!
" -Where the foul riots with'fecure ‘excefs. |
“What heart-fel¢ blifs ! what pleafure-winged hours

Tl
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Tranfported owe we to her letter’d fons ! —
We, by their favour, Tyber’s banks enjoys
Their teraples trace, and fhare their noble ganies 3
Enter the crowded theatre at will 3
March to the forum ; hear the conful plead ;
Are prefent in the thund’ring Capitol |
When ‘Tally fpeaks. — At {ofter hours, attend
Harmonious Virgil to lus Mantuan farm,

Or Baia’s thore : — how often drink his ftraias,
Rural, or epic, fweet!— how often rove
With Horace, bard and moralift benign !
With happy Horace rnﬁ, in frag:au.t'paf.hs
Of myrtle bow’rs, by Tiveli’s calcade.
Hail, precious pages ! that ampfe and teach,
Exalt the genius, and improve the breafl.
Ye fage hiftorians, all your ftores unfold,
Reach your clear fieady mirror ; —in that glafs
The forms of gmd and ill are _"-'_iﬂ‘:ll pourtrafd.
But chiefly thou, fupreme Philofophy !
Shed thy bleft influence ; with thy train appear
Of graces mild : far be the Stoi¢ boaft,
The Cynics fnarl, and chprlifh Pﬁd&ﬂ_;:ry.
‘Bright vifitant, ‘if not too high my wifh, .
Come in the 'lﬂ."i"cljf drefs yon WOorIe, ,a.__gugﬂ:
At Plato’s table 3 or in ftudious walks,
In green Frefcati’s academic graves,
The Roman feafting his feleGed friends.
Tamer of pride! at thy ferene I'Ehuhc s
See crouching infolence, {pleen, and Ievenge |
Before thy fhining taper d;{a.ppe;:. Y -
| ¢ B S Tutos -
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Tutor of human Jife! aufpicious guide!

Whofe faithful clue unravels every maze :

Whofe ikill can difengage the tangled thorn,

And fmooth the rock to down ; whofe magic pow’rs
Controul each ftorm, and bid the roar be itill.

R S L R R b R R R RS

Vi AL A 2000 N,
By——-Efq;

H ENCE ﬁge, myfterious Law,
That fitt’ft with rugged brow, and crabbed look
O’er thy black-letter’d book,

And the night-watching fludent firik’t with awe ;
Away with thy dull train,
Slow-pac’d Advice, Surmife, and fqui:lt-ey’d Doubt ;
Dwell with the noify rout
Of bufy men, ’mid cities and throng’d halls,
Where Clamour ceafelefs bawls,
And Enmity and Strife thy flate fuftain,
But on me thy bleflings pour,
Sweet Vacation, Thee, of yore,
In all her youth and beauty’s prime,
Summer bore to aged Time,
As he one funny morn beheld her
Tending a field of corn : the elder
There ’mid poppies red and blue,
Unfufpeéted nearer drew,
And, with foftly-fliding pace
Hal'ning to a ftol’n embrace, |
2 Fiil’d
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Fill’d her with thee; and joy and mirth
Hung on thy aufpicious birth.
Come, fweet goddefs; full of play,
Ever unconfin’d and gay,
Bring the leifure hours with thee
Leading on the Graces three
Dancing ; nor let aught detain
The Holidays, 2:fmiling train :
Whofe fair brows let Peace ferene
Crown with olive-branches green,
Bring too Health with rnddy cheek,
Lively air, and count’nance fleek,
Attended, as {he’s wont to be,
With all her jolly company
Of exercifes, chace, and flight,
Ad&ive ftrength, and cunning {leight,
Nimble feats, and playful bouts,
Leaps of joy, and cheerful fhouts,
Tricks and pranks and fports and games
Such as youthful Fancy frames.
And, O kind goddefs, add to thefe
Cheerful Content, and placid Eafe;
Not her who fondly fitteth near,
Dull Indolence in elbow’d chair;
But Eafe who aids th’ harmonioas Nine,
Tuning their inftruments divine, -
And without whdm, in lofty firain,
Phacbus® elient tries in vain .

B3y 1 Te
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To raife His feeble voice abova
The crowd, and catch the ear of Jove,
And do thou, Vacdation, deign
To let me pafs among thy train ;
So may I, thy vot’ry true,
All thy flow'ry paths purfue,
Pleafed ftill with thee to mect
In fome friendly rural feat . g
Where I gladfothe oft’ furvey
Natore in her beft array; - oo ;
Woods and lawns and lakes 'Betsgen,
Fields of corn and hedges oréen; -
Fallow grounds of tawny. hae;
Diitant hills, and mountains blue; |
On whofe ridge far off appeats
A wood (the growth of many years)
Of aweful oak, or ‘glootny pine,
Above th’ horizén’s level line
Rifing black: fuch thofe of old
Where Britifh druids wont to hold
Solemn affemblies, and to keep
Their rites, unfolding myft’ries deep,
Such that fam’d Dodona’s grove,
Sacred to prophetic Jove.
Oft’ I admire the verdant fteep,
Spotted white with many a fheep,
While, in paftures rich below

Among the grazing cattle, flow
3 Moves
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Moves the bull with heayy tread
Hanging down his lumpith head,
Aund the prond dteed neigheth oft
Shaking his wanton mane aloft.
Or, traverfing the woml about,
The jingling packhorfe-bellssremote
1 hear, amid the noontide ffillncfs,
Sing through the -air with brafly fhrillnefs ;
What time the waggon’s cumbrous load
Grates, along the grav’lly road:
There onward, drefs’d in homely guile,
Some unregarded maiden hies.
Unlefs by change a trav’lling ’fquire,
Of bafe intent and foul defire,
Stops to infnare, with fpeech beguiling,
Sweet innocence and beauty fmiling.
Nor fail I joyful to partake
The lively {ports of country wake,
Where many a lad and many a lafs
Poot it on the clofe-trod grafs.
There nimble Marian of the green
Matchlefs in the jig is {een,
Allow'd beyond compare by all,
The beauty of the raitic ball:
While, the tripping damfels near,
Stands a lout with wagglfh leer 3
He, if Marian chance to fhew
Her taper leg and ftocking blue,

K 4

‘Winks
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Winks and noeds and laughs aloud,
Among the merry-making crowd,
Utt'ring forth, 'in aukward. jeer,
Words unmeet for virgin’s ear.
Soon as ev'ning clouds have thed
Their wat'ry flore on earth’s foft bed,
And through their flowing mantles thin,
Clear azure {pots of fky are feen,
I quit fome oak’s clofe-cover’d bow’r
To tafte the boon of new-fall’n how’r,
To pace the corn-ficld’s grafly edge
Clofe by a frefh-blown fweet-bri’r hedge ;
While at every green leaf’s end
Pearly drops of rain depend,
And an earthy fragrance ‘round
Rifes from the moiften’d ground.
Sudden a fun-beam darring out,
Brightens the landfkip all about,
With yellow light the grove o'erfpreads,
And tips with gold the haycocks’ heads -
Then, as mine eye is eafward led,
Some fair caftle rears jts head,
Whofe height the country round commands,
Well known mark to diftant lands,
There the windows glowing bright
Blaze from afar with ruddy light
Borrow’d from clouds of fcarlet dye,
Juj}, as the fun hath left the ﬂ-:_}r.

But
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But if chill Etrus cut the air
With keener wing, I then repair
To park or woodland, fhelter meet,
Near fome noble’s ancient feat,
Where long winding walks are feen
Btately oaks and elms between, :
Whofe arms promifcuous form above
High over-arch'd a'green alcove;
While the hoarfe-voic’d hungry rook
Near her ftick-built neft doth croak;
Waving on the topmoft bough ;
And the mafter ftag below
Bellows loud with favage roar,
Stalking all his hinds before.
Thus mufing, night with even pace
Steals on, o'erfhad’wing nature’s face;
While the bat with dufky wings,
Flutters round in giddy rings,
And the buzzing chaffers come
Clofe by mine ear with folemn hum,
Homeward now my fteps I guide
Some rifing grafly bank befide,
Studded thick with fparks of light

Hfuing ﬁ-gm many a glnwrwnrm hﬁghl:_;

While village-cur with minute bark -
Alarms the pilf’rer in the dark,
Save what li'ght the ftars convey,
Clufler'd in the milky way,

Or
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Or fcatter’d numberlefs on high '
Twinkling all o’er the boundlefs fky,
Then within -doors let ‘me meet
The viol touch’d by finger 'neat,
Or, foft fymphonies among
Wrap me in the facred fong,
Atton’d by Handel’s matchlefs ki),
While Attention mute and Ml
Fixes all'my foul to hesr

The voice harmonious, fiveet and clear,
Nor Jet fmmth-tﬂngﬁ’d'(?ﬁnverﬁ fail,

With many a well-devifed tale,
And ftories link’d, to twift 2 chain
That may awhile old Time detain,
And make him reft upon his feythe
Pleas’d 16 fee the hours {o blithe -
While, with fweet attrallive grace,
The beauteous houfe-wife of the place
Wins the heart of every guslt

By couartéons deeds, and all conteft
Which fhall readieft homage fhew
To fach fov’reign fiweetnefs due.
Thefe delights, Vacation, give,
And I with thee will choofe to live,

To
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el fﬁ}i‘ﬂm}iﬁ

To a LADY vcry handfome, but too fond
of DRESS.

B:,r the Same,

RYTHEE why fo fa,nta&: and vain!
What charms can the toilet {upply ?
Why fo findious, admirers to gain?
Need beduty lay traps for the eye?
Recaufe that thy breaft is fo fair,
Muit thy tdcker be fill {bmng right ?
And canft thou not laughing forbear,
Becaufe that thy teeth are fo white?

Shall fovereign beauty defcend
To a& fo ignoble a part?
Whole hours at the looking-glafs fpend,
A flave to the di&ates of art?
And cannot thy heait be at reft
Unlefs thou excellef each fair
1n trinkets and frumpery drefs’d ?
Is not that a fuperfluous care?

Vain,
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Vain, idle attempt! to pretend
The Tilly with whitenefs to deck !
Does the rich folitaire recommend
The delicate turn of thy neck ?
The glofly bright hue of thy hair
Can powder or jewels adorn?
Can perfumes or vermillions compare
With the breath or the blufh of the morn }

When, embarrafs’d” with baubles and toys,
Thou’rt fet out fo enormoufly fine,
Over-doing thy purpofe defiroys,
And to pleafe thou haft too much defign : -
Little know’ft thos, how beauty beguiles,
How alluring ‘the innocent eye ;
What fweetnefs in natural {miles,
And what charms in fimplicity lye,

Thee Nature with beauty has clad,
With genuine ornaments drefs’d ;
Nor can Art an embellithment add
To fet off what already is beft:
Be it thine, falfvaccnmpliﬂl’d to reign;
Bid the toilet be far fet apart,
And difmifs with an honeft difdain
That impertinent Abigail, Art.

ANACREON.
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ANACREON. Op: IIL
Tranflated by the Same.

N the dead of the night, when with labour opprefs'd
All mortals enjoy the calm blefling of reft,
Cupid knock’d at my door, I awoke with the noife,
And ¢ who is it (I call’d) that my {leep thus deflroys?”

“ You need not be frighten’d, he anfiwered mild,

“ Let me in ;3 I’m a little unfortunate child ;

““ "Tis a dark rainy night; and I’m wet to the fkin;

““ And my way I have loft ; and do, pray, let me in.”

I was mov’d with compaffion ; and firiking a light,

I open’d the door ; when a boy ftood in fight,

Who had wings on his fhoulders; the rain from him dripp’d,
With a bow and with arrows too he was equipp’d, |

[ firrd up my fire, and clofe by its fide

I fet him down by me: with napkins I dried,

I chaf'd him all over, kept out the cold air, -

And I_wrung with my hands the wet out of lus hair.

He from wet and from cold was no fooner at eafe,

But taking his bow up, he faid, * If you pleafe

*“ We will try it ; I would by experiment know

'* If the wet hath not damag’d the ftring of my bow.”
Forthwith
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Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drei,

To the ftring he apply’d it, and twang went the yew
The arrow 'was gone ; in my bofom it center’d :

No fting of a hornet more fharp ever enter'd.

Away (kipp'd the urchin, as brifk as a bee, |
And laughing, “ I wifh you much joy friend, quoth he ¢
““. My bow 1s undamag'd, for true went the dart ;

*¢ But you will have trouble enough with your heart,”

S = = B s

An Imitation of Horace, Book IIT. Ode 2.
Anguflam amice, &c.

s By Mr. Farrey, to Dr. Begrrzy,

HE that would great in fcience gTOW
By whom bright Virtue is ador’d,
At firlt muft be content to know
An humble roof, an homely board.

With want, and rigid college laws
Let him inur'd betimes, comply ;
Firm to religion’s faered caufe,
The learned combat let him try 3
| Let

2
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Let him her envied praifes tell,
And all his elogunence difclofe
The fierce endeavours 4o repel,
And #ill the tamult of her foes.

Him early form’d, and {eafon'd young,
Subtle oppofers foon will fear,

And tremble at his artful mngﬁe,
Like Parthians at the Roman fpear.

; Grim ‘death, +h’ inevitable lot
Which fools and cowards ftrive to fly,
Is with a noble pleafure fought
By him who dares for truth to die,

With pureft luftre of her own
Exalted Virtue ever ﬂﬁnes,

Nor as the vulgar fmile or frown
Advances mow, and now declines.

A glorious and immortal prize,
She on her harﬂy fon beftows,
She fhews him heaven, and bids him rife,
Though pain, and tou, and death oppofe:
With lab’ring flight he wings i’ obftrufted way,
Leaving hoth common fouls apd sommon. ¢lay.

F

. A Reply
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A Reply to a Copy of Verfes made in Imitation
of Book III. Ode 2. of Hor ack.

Angufsam amice pauperiem pati, &c.
~And fent by Mr. Tirrey to Dr. BentLsy.

By Dr. BEnTLEY.

W HO firives to mount Parnaffus’ hill,

And thence poetic laurels bring,
Mauft firft acquire due force, and {Lill,
Muft fly with fwans, or eagle’s wing.

Who' nature’s treafures would explore,
Her myileries and arcana know,

Muft high, as lofty Newton foar,
Muit floop, as delving Woodward low.,

Who ftudies ancient laws and rites,
Tongues, arts, and arms, and hiftory,

Muft drudge like Selden days and nights,
Angd in the endlefs labour die.

Who travels in religious jars,
(Truth mixt with error, fhade with rayss}
Like Whifton wanting pyx or ftars, '

In ocean wide or finks or firays.
Bt
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But grant our heroe’s hope leng tml
And comprehenfive genius crown,
All fciences,:all afts his fpoil,
Yet what reward, or what renﬁwn?

Envy, innate in vulgar fouls;
Envy fteps in and ftops his rife ;
Envy, with poifon’d tarnifh fouls
His luftre, and his worth decries, ~ = 0 7 F

He lives mg'inntjus, or in want;
To college and old books confin’dy
Inftead of learn’d he’s call’d pedanf, : ™,
Dunces advanc’d he’s left behind : e
Yet left content, 2 genmne ftoic ke, i
Great wuhuut pat.run, rich without Snuth-f:a

%@E&&&&&ﬁm Eﬁ%ﬁﬁ&ﬁiﬁﬁ%&

?nfcnptmn on 2 GROTTO Df Shﬂlls at ‘Cr'u X
EasTton, the Work of Nine yuung Lﬁdtfs.

By M}' Pore: .

- H ERE fhunning idlenefs at once and praile, -
This radiant pile nine rural fifters raife 3
The glitt’ring emblem of each fpotlefs dame,
Clear as her foul, and fhining as her frame; - -
Vou. VL L " Beauty
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Beauty which Nature only can impare,
And fuch a polifh as difgraces Art;

But Fate difpos’d them in this humble fort,
And hid in defarts what would charm a court,

QBAOROADMDRO RO AORORERD

VERSES occafioned by feeing a GroTroO
~ buile by Nine Sifters.

Sﬂ' much this building entertains my fight,
Nought but the builders can give more delight :

In them the mafter-piece of Nature’s thown,

In this I fee Art’s mafter-piece in foge,

O! Nature, Nature, thou haft conquer’d Art;

She charms the fight alone, but you the heart,

ii?#iﬁ*()*i}*(¥#{§}*{}#{)#(}*{}*{}*

An Excuse for Inconstaney, 1437
By the Rev. Dr. Lisy 5.

WHEH Phaebus’s beams are withdrawn from our fight,
We admire his fair fifter, the regent of night ;
Though languid her beauty, though feeble her ray,
Yet fll fhe’s akin to the God of the day,
- T When
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When Sufasi, like Cynthia, has finith'd her reign,

. Then Charlotte, like Pheebus, fhall fhine out again.

As Catholic bigets fall humble before ' "

The pictures of thofe whom in heart they adore,

Which though known to be nothing but canvafs and paint,
Yet are {aid to enliven their zea] to the faint;

So to Sufan I bow; charming Charlotte, for fhe

Has juft beauty enongh to remind me of thee.

Inconftant and faithlefs in love’s the pretence

O1n which you arraign me: pray hear my defence.

Such cenfures as thefe to my credit redound ;

I acknowledge; and thank a good appetite for't,

When ven’{fdn and claret are not 0 be found,

I can make a good meal upon maiton and post.

Tho’ * Highclear’s fo finc thata prince waonld not fcorn i,
Though nature _illld tafte have Fﬂmhin’ﬂ o adorn ity
Yet the artift that ewns it would think it {evere, J
Were a law made to keep lim there all round the year,
How enrag’d would the reétor of b Bofcowille look, N
If the king fhould enjoin him to read but one book !
And how would his audience their forfune bemoan,
If he gave them no fermons but what were his own !
*T'is variety only makes appetite laft,

And by changing our difhes we quicken our tafte.

Iid

2 The feat of the honourable R. H—
» Wotton, the author’s parifh in the ifle of Wight.

Lz | Te
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ETG V E N US A Rant, 1432,
| Set to Mufic by. Dr. Havys 5

By the Same.

Recirarive,

' Goddefs moft rever’d above,
0 Bright parent of almighty Love,
Whofe pow’r th’ immortal Gods confefs,
Hear and approve my fond addrefs -
In melting foftnefs I thy doves outvie,
Then teach me like thy fwans to fing ‘and fly 3~
So I thy vot’ry will for ever be ;
My fong, my life P’ll confecrate to thee.

| ' Air.
Give me numbers ftrong and fweet,
Glowing language, pointed wit
Words that might a Veftal move,
And melt a frozen heart to love.

Bid, bid thy blind boy

All his vigour employ ;

o On



On his wings would I foar up 10 fame:
*Tis but jult,’ if he fcorch
My breaft with his torch,
In my wit too Je kindle:a flame.
RECITATIVE.
Trophies to Chaftity let others raife,
In notes as cold as the dull thing they praife,
To rage like mine more fprightly themes belong ;
Gay youth infpires, and beauty claims my fong;
Me all the little Loves and Graces own;
For I was born to worfhip them alone.
Argese
Tell not me' the joys that wait
On him that’s rich, on him that’s great:
Wealth and wifdom 1 defpife:
Cares furround the rich and wife,
No, ng, — let_love, let life be mine;
Bring me women, brinﬁimﬂ wine:
Speed the dancing hours away,
And mind not what the grave ones {ay;
Speed, and gild ’em as they fly |
With love and freedom, wit and joy:
Bus’nefs, title, pomp, ‘and ftate, |
Give ’em to the fools I hate,

The
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The Powrr of MUSIC. A SONG.,
Imitated from the Spawsn.
Bj' the Same,

Set to Mufic by Dr. Hay g 5,

g .
W HEN Orpheus went down ta the regions below,
Which Men are forbidden to fee, ;
He tun’d up his lyre, as old'l?iﬁpripshﬂ;gw!_ |
To fet his Eurydice free, '
II.
AlL hell was aftonifh’d.a perfon fo wife
Should rafhly enﬂang:r_lﬁs life, .
And venture {o far,— but how vait their furprife !
When they heard that he came for his wife.
III.
To find out a punifhment due to his fault,
Old Pluto had puzzled his brain,
But hell had not torments {ufficient, he
— S0 he gave him his wife back
IV
But pity fucceeding found Place in his heart,
And pleas’d with his playing fo well,
He took her again in reward of Lis art
Such merit had mufic in hell!

thﬂught*
agﬁ_l.in,

LETTER
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LET TER from Suvewa to his Sifters
at Crux-EastoN; 1733-

By the Same.

HE héro who to Smyina bay

From Eafton, Hants, purfued his way,
Who travérs’d feas, and hills and vales,
To fright his fifters with his tales,
Sing heavenly mufe ; for what befel
Thou faw’t, and only thou can’ft tell,|
Say firft (but one thing I premife,
I’ll not be chid for telling lies;
Befides, my grannam us’d to fay
I always had a knack that way ;
So, if the love of truth be in ye,
Read Strabo, Diodorus, Pliny— -
But like fome authors I could name,
Wrapt in myfelf I lofe my theme.)
Say firft, thofe very rocks we fpy’d,
But left ’em on the farboard fide,
Where Juno urg’d the Trojan’s fate:
Shield us, ye Gods! from female hate !

L 4 Then
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Then how precarious Was the doom
* Of Cafar’s line, "and mighty Rome,

And fav’d, poor ¢ Die, for thy undoing,
What faw we on Sicilian ground ?

(A foil in ancient verfe renown’d) |
The felf-fame fpot, of Virgil 1yd, . ;

On which the good Anchifes dy'd ;s

The fields where Ceres? daughter fpnrted,
And where the pretty Cyclops courted.,
The nym ph: hard-hearted 25 the rocks, =™
" ‘Refus’d the monfter, fcorn’d Lis flocks,
And took a thepherd in his fead, 12 o,
With nought but Joye and worth to plead :
An inflance of 3 generous mind 25
That does much honour to your kind,

But in ap age of fables grew,

So poflibly it may’nt be trge., -

While on the fummit Etna glows,
His'thivering fides are chilPd with fnows, -
Beneath, the painted landfkip chaims ;
Here infant Spring-in Winter’s arms
Wantons fecure 3 in youthful pride
Stands Summey laughing by her fide ;

Ev’n Autumn’s yellow robes appear,
And one gay feene difclofes al] the year, |

¢ Bido,




Hence to rude Cerigo we came,
Known once by Cytherea’s name;
When Ocean ficft the goddefs bore,
She rofe on this diftinguifh’d fhore.
Here firft the happy Paris ftopp’d,
When Helenfrom her lord elop’d.
With pleas’d refleftion I furvey’d
Each fecret grote, “each confcious thade ;
Envy'd his choice, approv'd his flame,
And fondly wifh’d my lot the fame. -
O were the caufe reviv’d again! -
For charming Queenfbury liv'd not then,’
The radiant fruit, had fhe been there,
Would fcarce have fallen to Venus’ thare 3
Saturnia’s felf had wav’d her claim,
And modeft Pallas blufh’d for fhame ;
All had been right: the Phrygian fwain
Had figh’d for her, but figh’d in vain;
The fair (Enone joy’d to find, '
The pains fhe felt repaid in kind ;
No rape reveng’d, ' no room for firife,
Atrides might have kept his wife,
O1d Troy in peace and plenty fmil'd —
But the ¢ beft poem had been fpoil’d.

How did my heart with joy run o'er,
When to the fam’d Cecropian fhore,
Wafted by gentle hreezes, we = -~ !
Came gliding through the fmooth fil ﬁi!
. ® Lliad, »

Whih |
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While backward rov’d my bufy thought
On deeds in diftant ages wrought ;
On tyrants glorioufly withflood ;
On feas diftain’d with Pérfian blood ;
On trophies rais’d o’er hills of flain
In Marathon’s unrival’d plain.
Then, as around I ecaft my eyé,
And view’d the pleafing profpect nigh,
The land for arms and arts renown’d,
Where wit was horour’d, poets crown’d b
Whofe mahners and whofe rules refin’d
Our fouls, and eiviliz’d mankind 3
Or (yet a loftier pitch to raife
Our wonder, and compleat its praife)
‘The land that ¢ Plato’s mafter bore
How did my heart with joy run o’er!

Now coafting on the eaftern fide,
We peep’d where Peneus rolls his tide :
Where Arcthufa came t’ appeafe
The thepherd that had loft his bees,
And led him to Cyrene’s grott ;
’Tis a long tale; and matte. s not,
Drydes will tell you all that pait ;
See Virgil’s Georgics, book the laft,
I fpedk on’t, but to let you know
This grott ftill ftands in ftata quo ;
Of which if any doubts remain,
I've proof, as follows, clear and plain.

e Socratds.,

Here,
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Here, fiflers, we fuch honours met]
Such honours I fhall ne’er forget.
The Goddefs (wo uncommeon cafe)
Proud, I fuppofe, to fhew her place,
Or piqu’d perhaps at your renowa,
Sent Boreas to invite us down ;-
And he fo prefs’d it, that we us'd
Some pains to get ourfelves excus’d,
My brother. fhipmates, all in hafte
Declat’d, that fhells were not their tafle 3
And I had f fomgwhere feen, you know,
A finer grott than fhe could fhew.

Hence let the Mufe to Delos roam,
Or Nio, fam’d for Homer’s tomb ;
To Naxos, known in ancient time
For Bzechus” love, for Thefens’ crime,
Can fhe the Lefbian yine forget
Whence Horace reinforc’d his wit?
Where the fam’d harp Arion #rung,
Nor play’d more fiveet than Sappho fung ?
Could the old bards revive again,
‘How would they mourn th’ inverted fcene [
Scarce with the barren wafte acquainted,
They once fo beantifally painted.

And here, ’twixt friends, I needs muft fay,
But let it go no farther, pray,
Thefe fung-up, cry’d-up countries are
Difpleafing, rugged, black, and bare;

f At Cryx-Eafton,

And
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And &l Pve yet beheld -or known -
Serve only to endear my own.

The matters I thall next difflofe;" -
*T1s likely may be wrapp'd in profe ;
But verfe methought would fuit thefe-better,
Befides, it lengthens out my lstter. ;
Read then, -dear girls, with kind regard,
What.comes o far, what comes {o-hard;
And to our mother too make known,
How travelling has mmprov’d her fon,

Let not malicious critics join -
Pope’s bomefpun rhymes in rank with mine,
Form’d on that very fpot of earth,
Where Homer’s felf receiv’d his birth;
Add, as I fzid, * enhance their worth,
The pains they coft in bringing forth ;
While his, as all mankind agrees,
‘Though wrote with care, are wrote wif§i eafe,

Part of a LeTTzr to my Sifters at Crux-Easrtoy,
wrote from Carro in Ecyer, Auguft 1 734
By the Same.

PHILE you, my dear girls, in your paradife ftray,
Diverting with innocent freedom the day,
¥ wander alone in a barbarous land,

Half bak'd by the fun,  half blind by the fand., .3
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Then your wood too and grotto fo fwim in my fight; -

They give me no refpite by day nor by night; .

No fooner afleep but I’mi dreaming of you ;

Iam juft wak’d from one, — would to God. it were true,
Methought I .was now a fine gentleman grown,

And had got; Lord knows how, an eftate of my own. -

Good-bye to plain Fom, I was rais’d a peg higher;

Some call’d me his worfhip, and others the {quire.

'Twas a place, I remember, exadtly like Eafton,

A {cene for an emperor’s fancy to feait on.

There I built:a fine houfe with great coft and great care,

(Your Ia’fhips have form’d many fuch in the air)

Not of ftucco, nor brick, but as good Portland ftone

As Kent would defire to be working upon.

The apartments not {mall, nor monflrouily great,

But chiefly for ufe, and a little for Rate;

So begilt, and becarv’d, and with ornaments grac'd,

That every one faid, I’d an ‘excellent tafte.

Here [ liv’d like a king, never hoarded my pelf,

Kept 2 coach for my fifters, a nag for myfelf,

With fomething that’s good when our Highclear friends :fﬂﬂlﬂ,

And, fpite of *fquire Herbert, a fire in each room.

A canal made for profit as well as for pleafure,

That’s about, let me fee; two acres in meafure;

Both the eye to delight, and the table to crown, .

With 2 jack, or a perch, wlen my uncles come down.

An exceeding great woed, that’s been fet a greatwhile,

In length near a league, and in breadsh near a mile.

e

‘1 here
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There ¢very dear girl her bright genius difplays,
In a thoufand fine whimfies a thoufand fine ways.
O how charming the walks to my fancy appear !
What a number of temples and grottos are here !
My foul was tranfported to fuch an extreme,
That I leap’d up in raptures, —when Io ! ’twas a dream ;
Then vexing I chid the impertinent day

For driving fo fweet a delufion away.

Thus {peétres arife, as by nurfe-maids we're told,
And hie to the place where they buried their gold ;
There hov'ring around until morning remain ;
Then fadly return to their torments again.

A A A A SO S

LETTER from MaRSEILLES to my Sifters a
Crux-EasTton, May 1733,

By the Same,

SCENE, the Study at Crux-Eafton. Molly and Fanny ar:
Sitting at work; enter to them Harriot in a pallian.

Harnror.
LO RD! fifter, here’s the butcher come,
And not one word from brother Tom 3
The punétual fpark, that made his boat

He'd write by every other poft !
That
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That ever [ was fo abfurd
To take a man upon his word !
Quoth Frances, Child, I wonder much
You could expect him to keep touch :
"T'is fo, my dear, with all mankind ;
When out of fight you’re out of mind.
Think you he’d to his fifters write ?
Was ever girl fo unpolite !
Some fair Italian ftands poffefs’d,
And reigns fole miftrefs in his breaft ;
To her he dedicates his time,
And fawns in profe, or fighs in rhyme.
She’ll give him tokens of her love,
Perhaps not eafy to remove ;
Such as will make him large amends
For lofs of fifters, and of friends.

Cries Harriot, when ke comes to France,
I hope in God he’ll learn to dance,
And leave his aukward habits there,
I’m fure he has enough to fpare.

O could he leave his faults, faith Fanny,
And bring the good alone, if any,
Poor brother Tom, he'd grow fo light,
The wind might rob us of him quite!
Of habits he may well get clear;

11l humours are the faults I fear,
For in my life T ne’er faw yet
A creatare half fo paflionate,

Good -
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Good heav’ns! how did he rave and tear;
On my ndt going you know where ;
I fcarcely yet have got my dread off :
I thought he’d bite my fifter’s head off,
“Tween him and Jenny what a clatter
About a fig, a mighty matter !
I could recount a thoufand more,
But fcandal’s what I moft abhor,

Molly, who long had patient fate, -
Ang heard in filence all their chat, = -
Obferving how they fpoke with rancour,
Took up my caufe, for which I thank her,
What eloquence was then difplay’d,

The charming things that-Molly faid,
Perhaps it fuits not me to tell ; '
But faith ! fhe fpoke extremely well.
She firlt, with much ado; put on

A prudifh face,: then thus begun.

Heyday! quoth fhe, you let your tongue
Run on moft firangely, right or wrong.
*Tis what I never can connive at;
Befides, confider whom you drive at ; -
4 perfon of eftablifh’d credit,

Nobody better, though I faid it.

In all that’s good, fo tried and known, .
Why, girls, he’s quite a proverb grown,
His worth no mortal dares difpute -
Then he’s your brother too to boot,
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At this fhe made a moment’s paule;
Then with 2 figh refam’d the caufe,
Alas! my dears, you little kaow

A failor’s toil, a trav’ler’s woe;
Perhaps this véry hour he firays

A lonely. wretch through defart ways;
Or ihipwretk’d on a f;:urﬂign' firand,
He falls beneath fome ruffian’s hand :
Or on the naked rock he lies,

And pinch’d by famine waftes and dies:
Can you this hated brother fce
Floating, the fport of wind and fea?
Can you his feeble accents hear,
Though bat in thought, nor drop 2 tear ?
He fainely fuives, his hopes ate fled,
The billows Booming o’er his' head
He mounts upon” the waves again,

He calls on us, but calls in vainj

To death prefervés his friendfhip truey
And mutters ot & kind’ adie

See now he rifées to our fights

Now finks: ifi’ everlafting’ nighti -

Here Fariny’s’ colour rofe and’ fell,
And Harsiot’s throat bégan to fwell':
One fidled to the window quite; '
Pretending fome’ anufual fight, ' }
The other léfi! the room! cutrighty
While Molly laugh’d; Her enids obtain'd,

To think how artfully fhe feign'd.

Vot. VI, M - The
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>y PR g Y
ELEbE bR D Pa i et z

The History of Porsenna, King of Russia.

IN TWO BOOKSs.

o

By the Same,

Arva, beata
Petamus arva, divites e infulas,

Hor. Epod. 16,

50 0y KT

IN Ruflia’s frozen clime fome ages fince

There dwelt, hiftorians fay, a worthy prince,
Who to his people’s good confin’d his care,
And fix’d the bafis of his empire there ;
Inlarg’d their trade, the lib’ral arts improy'd,
Made nations happy, and himfelf belov’d ;
To all the neighh’ring ltates a terror grown,
The dear delight, and glory of his own.
Not like thofe kings, who vainly feek renown
From countries ruin’d, and from battles won ;
Thofe :mighty Nimrods, who mean laws defpife,
Call murder but a princely exercife,
And if one bloodlefs fun fhould flea] away,
Cry out with Titus, they have loft 2 day ;

ks g Whe,
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Who, to be tore than men, themfelves debafe
Beneath the brute, their Maker's form deface;
Raifing their titles by their God’s difgrace.
Like fame to bold Eroftratus we give,

Who fcorn’d by lefs than facrilege to live s

On holy ruins rais’d a lafting name,

And in the temple’s fire diffus’d his fhame.

Far diffrent praifes, and a brighter fame,

The virtues of the young Porfenna claim ;

For by that name the Riiffian king was known,
And fure a nobler ne’er adorn’d the throne.

In war he knew the deathful fword to wield,
And fought the thickelt dangers of the field,

A bold commander ; but, the ftorm o’erblown,
He feem’d as he were made for peace alone
Then was the golden age again reftor’d,

Nor lefs his juftice honour’d than his fword.
All needlefs pomp, and outward grandeur {par’d,
The deeds that grac’d him were his only guard ;
No private views beneath a borrow’d name §
His and the public intereft were the fame.

In wealth and pleafure let the fubje&t live,

But virtue is the king’s prerogative§

Porfenna there without a rival ftood,

And would maintain his right of doing good.
Nor did his perfon lefs attrattion wear,

Such majefty and fweetnefs mingled there ;

M 2

Heav'n
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Heav’n with uncommon art the clay refin’d,
A proper manfion for fo fair 2 mind ;
Each look, each action bore peculiar grace,
And love itfelf was painted on his face,
In peaceful time he fuffer’d not his mind
To ruft in.floth, though much to peace inclin’d
Nor wanton in the lap of pleafiire lay,
And loft to glory loiter’d life away ;
But adive rifing ere the prime- of, day,
Through woods and lonely defarts lov'd to ftray ;
With hounds and horns to wake the farious bear,
Or rouze the tawny lion from his laire ;
To rid the foreft of the ﬁvagc'brund,

And whet his courage for his country’s ‘
* Oneday, as he purfued the dang’rous iport,
. Attended by the nobles of his court,
It chane’d a beaftiof more than common fpeed
Sprang from 'the brake, and through the defart fled,
The ardent Prince impetuous as the wind
Rufh’d on, and lefi his:lagging train behind.
Fir'd with the chace; and full of youthful bleod,
O’er plains, and vales, and woodland wilds he rode,
Urging his courfer’s fpeed, nor thought the day
How wafted, nor how intricate the way ;
Nor, ’till the night in-dufky clouds came on,
Reftrain’d his pace, or. found himfelf alone,
Mifling his train, he firove to meafure back
The road he came, but could not find the track -

Still
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Still turning to the place he left before,
And only lab’ring to be loft the more.
The bugle horn, which o’er his fhoulders hung,
So loud he winded, that the foreft rung;
In vain, no voice but Echo from the ground,
And vocal woods made mock’ry of the found.

And now the gath’ring clouds began to fpread
O’r the dun face of night a deeper fhade;
And the hearfe thunder gm'ﬂin g from afar,
With herald voice proclaim’d th* approaching War;
Silence awhile enfuzed, —then by degrees
A hollow wind came mutt’iing through: the trees.
Sudden the full-fraught fky difcharg’d its ftore,
Of rain and rattling hail a mingled fhow's;
The attive light’ning ran along the groand ;
The fiery bolts by fits were hurl'd around,
And the wide forefts trembled at the found.
Amazement feiz’d the prince ; ~where could he fly &
No guide to lead, no friendly cottage nigh,
Penfive and unrefoly’d awhile he flood,
Beneath the fcanty covert of the wood ;
But drove from thence foon fallied forth again,
As chance direfled, on the drﬂar}' plain 3
Conftrain’d his melancholy way to take
Through many a loathfome bog, and thorny brake,
Caught in the thicket, flound’ring in the lake,
Wet with the ftorm, and wearied with the way,
By hunger pinch’d, himfelf to beails a prey ;

M 3

Nor
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Nor wine to cheer his heart, nor fire to burn "

Nor place to reft, nor proipe& to return.

Drooping and fpiritlefs, at life’s defpair,

He bade it pafs, not worth his farther care ;

When fuddenly he fpied a diftant light,

That faintly twinkled through the gloom of ni ght, }
And his heart leap’d for Joy, and blefs'd the welcome fight,
Oft-times he doubted, it appear’d fo far,

And hung o high, ’twas nothing but a flar,

Or kindled vapour wand'ring through the fky,

But ill prefs’d on his fteed, fill kept it in his eye s
*Till, much fatigue, and many dangers pait,

At a huge mountain he arriv’d at laft,

There, lighting from his horfe, on hands and knees
Grop’d out the darkfome road, by flow degrees,
Crawling or clambring o’er the rugged way;

The thunder rolls above, the fames around him play.
Joyful at length he gain’d the feepy height,

And found the rift whence fprang the friendly light,
And here he fopp’d to reft his wearied feet,

And weigh the perils he had fiill to meet ;

Unfheath’d his trufty fword, and dealt his eyes

With caution round him to prevent furprize ;

Then fummon’d al the forces of his mind,

And ent’ring boldly caft his fears behind :

Refolv’d to puih his way, whate’er withitood,

Or perifh bravely as a monarch fhoyld.
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While he the wonders of the place furvey’d,
And through the various cells at random fray’d,
In a dark corner of the cave he view'd
Somewhat, that in the fhape of woman ftood ;
But more deform’d than dreams can reprefent
The midnight hag, or poet’s fancy paint
The Lapland witch, when the her broom beftrides,
And featters ftorms and tempefts as the rides.
She look’d as nature made her to difgrace
Her kind, and caft a blot on all the race;
Her fhrivel’d fkin with yellow fpots befmear'd
Like mouldy records feem’d ; her eyes were blear’d;
Her feeble limbs with age and palfy fhook;
Bent was her body, haggard was her look. -
Fram the dark nock outcrept the filthy crone,
And propp’d upon her crutch came tott’ring on.

The prince in civil guife approach’d the dame,
Told her his piteous cafe, and whence he came,
And ’till Aurora fhould the fhades expel,
Implor'd a lodging in her friendly cell.
Mortal, whoe’er thou art, the fiend began,
And as the {pake, a deadly horror ran
Through all his frame ; his cheeks the blood forfook,
Chatter’d his teeth, his knees together ftruck.
Whoe’er thou art, that with prefumption rude
Dar't on our facred privacy intrude,
And without licence in our court appear,
Know, thou’rt the firft that ever enter’d here.

M 4

But



( 184 )

But fince thou plead’ft excufe, thou’rt hither brought

More by thy fortune than thy own defauls,

Thy crime, though Ereat, an eafy pardon finds,

For mercy ever dwells in royal minds ;

And would you learn from whofe indulgent hand

You live, and in whofe aweful prefence ftand,

Know farther, through yon wide extended plaing

Great Eolus the king of tempefs reigns,

And in this lofty palace makes abode,

Well fuited to his flate; and worthy of the God,

The various elements his empire own,

- And pay their humble homage at his throne ;

And hither all the fiorms and clouds refort,

Proud to increafe the fplendor of his coart.

His queen am I, from whom the beauteous race

Of winds arofe, fweet fruit of our embrace !

She fcarce had ended, when, with wild uproar,

And horrid din, her fons impetuous pour

Around the cave ; came rafhing in amain

Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, 3ll the boif’rous train ;

And clofe behind them on a whirlwind rode

In clouded majefly the bluf’ring God,

Their locks a thoufand ways were blown about ;

Their cheeks like full-blown bladders ftrutted out ;

Their boafting talk was of the feats th’ had done,

Of trees uprooted, and of towns o’erthrown ;

And when they kindly tarn’d them to accoft

“The prince, they almoft Pierc’d him with their froft,
The
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The gaping hag in fix’d attention fiood,

And at the clofe of every tale cried — good,
Blefling with c}'u;i'_trﬂ:ch’d arms each darling f{on,
In due Pr{}pnrtiﬂn to the mifchief done.

And where, {aid fhe, does little Zephyr firay 2
Know ye, my fons, your brothet’s rout to-day ?
In what bold deeds does he his hours employ ¢
Grant heav’n no evil has befali’n my boy !
Ne’er was he known to linger thus before.
Scarce had fhe {poke, when at the cavern door
Came hightly tﬁppin_g_ in a form more fair
Than the young poet’s fond ideas are,

When fir'd with love he tries his utmoft art

To paint the beautcons tyrant of his heart,

A {atin velt his flender fhape confin’d,
Embroiderd o’er with flow’rs of every kind,
Fiora’s own work, when firft the goddefs firove
To win the little wanderer to her love.

Of burnifh’d filver were his fandals made,

Silver his bufkins, and with gems o’erlaid ;

. A faffron-colour’d robe behind him flow’d,

And added grace and grandeur as he trod.

His wings than lillies whiter to behold, ;

Sprinkled with azure fpots, and ftreak’d with gold ;
So thin their form, and of fo light a kind,

That they for ever danc’d, and futter'd in the wind.
Aroand his temples with becoming air, |

In wanton ringlets curl’d his auburn hair,

And
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#nd o’er his fhoulders negligently fpread ;
A wreath of fragrant rofes crown’d lis head.
Such his attire, but O! pno pen can trace,
No words can fhew the beauties of his face ;
So kind! fo winning ! fo divinely fair!
Eternal youth and pleafure flourifh there 3
There 211 the lttle loves and graces meet,
And every thing that’s foft, and every thing that's fiveet.
" 'Thou vagrant, cried the dame jin angry tone,
Where could’f thou lojter thus {o long alone ?
Little thou car’ft what anxious thoughts moleft,
What pangs are lab’ring in 2 mothey’s breaft,
Well do you fhew your duty by your hafte, |
For thou of all my fons art always laft ; }
A child lefs fondled wopld have fled more faft,
Sure tis a curfe on mothers, doom’d to mourn,
- Where beft they love, the leaft and worft return,
My dear mamma, the gentle youth replied,
And made a low obeifance, ceafe to chide,
Nor wound me with your words, for well you know,
Your Zephyr bears a part in all your woe ;
How great muft be his forrow then to learn
That he himfelfs the caufe of your concern !
Nor had I loiter’d thus had T been free,
But the fair princefs of Felicity
Intreated me to make fome fhort delay,
And alk’d by her who could refufe to flay

Surrounded
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Surrounded by the damfels of her court
She fought the fhady grove, her lov'd reforts
Freth rofe the grafs, the flow’rs were mix’d between,
Like rich embroid’ry on a ground of green,
And in the midft, protetted by the fhade,
A cryftal fiream in wild meanders play’d;
While in its banks, the trembling leaves among,
A thoufand little birds in concert fung.
Clofe by a mount with fragrant fhrubs o’ergrown,
On 2 cool mofly couch fhe laid her down;
Her air, her pofture, all confpir’d to pleafe;
Her head, upon her fnowy arm at eafe
Reclin’d, a ftudied careleflnefs exprefs’d;
Loofe lay her robe, and naked heav’d her breaft.
Eager I flew to that delightful place, '
And pour’d a fhow’r of kiffes on her face;
Now hover’d o’er her neck, her breaft, her arms,
Like bees o'er flow’rs, and tafted all her charms 3
And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried,
And fann'd, and wanten’d round on every fide.
O Zephyr, cried the fair, thou charming boy,
Thy prefence only can create me joy; -
To me thou art beyond exprefiion dear,
Nor can I quit the place while thou art here,
Excufe my weaknefs, madam, when I {wear
Such gentle words join’d with fo foft an air,
Pronounc’d fo fweetly from a mouth fo fair,
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Quite ravifh’d all my fenfe, nor did know,
How long I ftaid ; or when, or where to go,
Mean while the damfels debonnair and gay,
Prattled around, and laugh’d the time away :
Thefe in foft notes addrefs’d the ravifh’d ear,
And warbled out o fweet, ’twas heav’n to hear s
And thofe in rings, beneath the greenwood. thade,
Danc’d to the melody their fellows made.
Some ftudious of themfelves, employ’d their care
In weaving flow’ry wreaths to deck their hair ;
While others to fome fay’site plant convey'd
Refrefhing thow’rs, and cheer'd its drooping head,
A joy fo general {pread thﬁ:mgh all the place,
Such fatisfation dwelt on every face,
The nymphs fo kind, fo lovely look’d the queen,
That never eye beheld 2 fweeter fcene.
- Porfenna, like a Ratye fix’d appear'd,
And, wrapp’d in filent wonder, gaz'd and heard 3
Much he admir'd the f; peech, the fpeaker more,
And dwelt on every word, and griev'd to find it o’er.
O gentle youth, he cried, proceed to tell,
In what fajr country does this princefs dwell H
What regions unexplor'd, what hidden coaft
Can fo much goodnefs, fo much beauty boatt ?
To whom the winged god with gracious look,
Numberlefs fiveets diffafing while he fpoke,
"Thus anfiver'd kind — Thefe happy sardens lje
Far hence remov’d, beneath a milder ky ; }
Their name — The kingdom of Felicity. ¥
' Sweet.
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Sweet fcenes of endlefs blifs, enchanted ground;
A foil for ever fought, but feldom found;
Though in the fearch all human kind in vain
Weary their wits, and wafte their lives in pain.

In diff’rent parties, diff’rent paths they tread,

As reafon guides them, or as follies lead ;.

Thefe wrangling for the place they ne’er fhall fee,.
Debating thofe, if fuch a place there bes

But not the wifeit, nor the beft can fay

Where lies the point, or mark the certain way.
Some few, by Fortune favour’d for her fport,

Have {ail’d in fight of: this delightful port ;

In thought already feiz'd the blefs’d abodes,

And in their fond delirium rank’d with gods.
Fruitlefs attempt! all avenues are kept

By dreadful foes, fentry. that never flept.

Here fell Detra@ion darts her pois’nouns-breath
Fraﬂght with a thoufand flings, and fcatters death ;
Sharp-fighted Envy there maintains her pof,

And fhakes her flaming brand, and ftalks around’ the coaft.
Thefe on the helplefs bark their fury poar,

Plunge in the waves, or dath againft the fhore;
Teach wretched mortals they were doom’d to mourn,
And ne’er muft reft but in the filent urn.

But fay, young monarch, for what name you bear
Your mien, your 4::"|Ln=:.{'-..¢,.i your perfon; all declare;
And though I feldom fan the frozen north;

Yet [ have heard of brave Porfenna’s. worth.

5 My
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My brothez Roreas through the world has flown,
Swelling his breath to fpread forth your renown ;
Say, would you choofe to vifit this retreat,
And view the world where all thefe wonders meet ?
Wilh you fome friend o’er that tempeftuous fea
"T'o bear you fafe ! behold that friend in me.
My adtive wings fhall all ‘their force employ,
And nimbly waft you to the realms of joy;
As once, to gratify the god of Love,
I hore fair Plyche to the Cyprian grove ;
Or as Jove’s bird, defcending from on high,
Snatch’d the young Trejan trem bling to the tky.
There perfeit blifs thou may'ft for ever {hare,
"Scap’d from the bufy world, and all its care 3
There in the lovely princefs thou fhalt find
A miftrefs ever blooming, ever kind.
All ecftacy on #ir Porfenna trod,
And to his bofom firain’d the little god ;
With grateful fentiments his heart o’erflow’d,
And in the warmeft words millions of thanks beftow’d,
When Eolus in furly humour broke '
Their firi& embrace, and thus abruptly fpoke.
Enough of compliment; I hate the fport
Of meanlefs words ; this is no human court 3
Where plain and honeft are difcarded quite,
For the more modifh title of polite
Where in foft fpeeches hypocrites impart
“The venom’d ills that lurk beneath the heart
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In friendfhip’s holy guife their guilt improve, ;
And kindly kill with fpecious thew of love.
For us,

my fubjeéts are not us’d to wait,

And wafte their hours to hear a mortal prate ;

They muft abroad before the rifing fun,

And hie ’em to the feas: there’s mifchief to be done,

Excufe my plainnefs, Sir, but ‘bufinefs ftands,

And we have ftorms and fhipwrecks on our hands,
He ended frowning, and the neify rout,

Each to his feveral cell went pufling out.

But Zephyr, far more courteous than the reft,

'To his own bow’r convey’d the royal gueit ;

There on a bed of rofes neatly laid,

Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle fhade,

His limbs to needful reft the prince applied,

His fiweet companion flumb’ring by his fide.

B0 0 kil

O fooner in her filver chariot rofe
The ruddy morn, than fated with repofe
The prince addrefs’d his hoft ; the God awoke,
And leaping from his couch, thus kindly {poke.
This early call, my lord, that chides my fay,
Requires my thanks, and I with joy obey.
Like you I long to reach the blifsful coaf,
Hate the flow night, and mourn the moments loft.
| The
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The bright Rofitida, loveliett of the fiir

That crowd the princefs’ court, demarids my care'y
Ev’n now with fears and jealoufies o'erborn
Upbraids, and calls me cruel and forfworn,

What fweet rewards on' all my toils attend,

Serving at' once my miftrefs and' my friend !

Juft to my love and to my duty too,

Well paid in her, well pleas’d in pleafing you,
This {aid, he led him t6 the cavern gate,

And clafp’d him in his arms, and pois’d his weight

Then ballancing his body here and there,

Stretch’d forth his agile wings, and launch’d jn ajp g

Swift as the fiery meteor fom on high

Shoots to its goal, and gleams athiwart’ the fky.

Here with quick fan his lab’ring pinions play;

There glide at eafe along the liquid way;

Now lightly fkim the plain with even flight

Now proudly foar above the mountain’s height.
Spitefal Detra&ion, whofe envenom’d Hate

Sports with the fuff'rings of the good and great,

Spares not our prince, but with opprobrious' fneer

Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear;

That he, fo tried in arms, whofe very name

Infus’d a fecret panic where it came,

Ev’n he, as high above the clouds he fei,

And fpied the mountains lefs’ning to the view,

Nought round him but the wide expanded air,

Helplefs, abandon’d to 2 ftripling’s care,

Struck _
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Struck with the rapid whirl, and dreadful height;
Confefs’d fome faint alarm, fome litile fright.

The friendly God, who inftantly divis’d
The terrors that poffefs’d his fellow’s mind,
To calm his troubled thonghts, and cheat the way,
Defcrib’d the nations that beneath them lay,
The name, the climate, and the {oil’s increafg,
Their arms in war, their government in peace ;
Shew’d their domeftic arts; their foreign trade,
What int’reft they purfued, what leagues they made,
The fweet difcourfe fo charm’d Porfenna’s ear,
That loft in' joy he had no time for fear.

From Scandinavia’s ccld inclement walte
Q’er wide Germania’s various realms they paft;
And now on Albion’s fields fufpend their toil,
And hover for 2 while, and blefs the {oil.
O’er the gay fcene the prinice delighted hung,
And gaz’d in rapture, and forgot his tongue;
"Till burfting forth at length. Behold, cried he,
The promis’d ifle, the land I long’d to fee;
. Thofe plains, thofe vales, and froitful kills déclara
My queen, my charmér muft inhabit there.
Thus rav'd the monarch, and the gentle guide;
Pleas’d with his error, thus in fmiles replied. -

I muft applaud, my lord, the lucky thought;
Ev'n I, who know th’ original, am caught,
And doubt my fenfes, when I view the draught.

You. VI N

The



( 194 )

The ﬂ!w-a{:&nding hill, the lofty wood
‘That mantles o’er its brow, the filver flood
Wand’ring in mazes through the flow’ry mead,
"The herd that in the plenteous paftures feed,
And every obje&, every fcene excites
Frefh wonder in my foul, and £ills with new delights :
Dwells cheerful Plenty there, and ledrned Eafe,
And Art with Nature feems at ftrife to pleafe,
There Liberty, delightful goddefs, reigns,
Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertile plains ;
There firmly feated may fhe ever {mile,
And fhow'r her bleflings o’er her fav’rite ille!
But fee, the rifing fun reproves our ftay,
He faid, and to the ocean wing’d his way,
Stretching his courfe to climates then unknown,
Nations that fwelter in the burning zone,
There in Peruvian vales a moment flaid,
And fmooth’d his wings beneath the citron fhade ;
Then fwift his oary pinions plied again,
Crofs’d the new world, and fought the Southern main ;
Where many a wet and weary league o’erpatt,
The wifh’d-for paradife appear’d at laft.

With force abated now they gently fweep
O’er the fmooth farface of the fhining deep;
The Dryads hail’d them from the diftant fhore,
The Nereids play’d around, the Tritons fiwam before,
While foft Favonius their arrival greets,

And breathes his welcome in a thoufand fiveets. %
# : or
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Nor pale difeafe, nor health-confuming care,
Nor wrath, nor foul revenge can enter there ;
No vapour’s foggy gloom imbrowns the fky ;
No tempeils rage, no angry lightnings fly 5
But dews, and foft-refrefhing airs are found,
And pure ztherial azure thines around.
Whate’er the {weet Sabeean foil can boaft,
Or Mecca’s plains, or India’s fpicy coaft ;
What Hybla’s hills, or rich CEbalia’s ficlds,
Or flow’ry vale of fam’d Hymettus yields ;
Or what of old th’ Hefpetian orchard grac'd 3
All that was e’er delicious to the tafte,
Sweet to the {fmell, or lovely to the view,
Colleéted there with added beauty grew.
High-tnw‘rfng to the heav’ns the trees are feen,
Their bulk immenfe, their leaf for ever green;
So clofely interwove, the tell-tale {un
Can ne’er defcry the deeds beneath them done,
But where by fits the fportive gales divide
“Their tender tops, and fan the leaves afide.
Like a {mooth carpet at their feet lies {pread
The matted grafs, by bubbling fountains fed ;
And on each bough the feather’d choir employ
Their melting notes, and nought is heard but joy.
The painted Aow’rs exhale a rich perfame,
The fruits are mingled with eternal bloom,
And Spring and Autumn hand in hand appear,
Lead on the merry months, and join to cloath the year.

| N 2 Here,
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Here, o’er the mountain’s fhaggy fummit pour'd,
From rock to rock the tumbling torrent roar’d,
While beaateons Iris in the vale below
Paints on the rifing fumes her radiant bow.
Now through the meads the mazy current flray'd,
Now hid its wand’rings in the myrtle thade ;
“Or 1n a thoufand veins divides its ftore,
Vifits each plant, refrethes every flow’r ;
O’er gems and golden fands in murmurs fows,
And fweetly foothes the foul, and lulls to {oft repofe.

If hunger call, no fooner can the mind
Exprefs her will to needful food inclin’d,
But in fome cool recefs, or op’ning glade,
The feats arc}pla::’ﬂ, the tables neatly laid,
And inftantly convey’d by magic hand
In comely rows the coftly difthes ftand;
Meats of all kinds that nature can impart,
Prepar’d in all the miceft forms of art.
A troop of {prightly nymphs array’d in preen,
With flow’ry chaplets crown’d, come {cudding in
With fragrant blofloms thefe adorn the feaft,
Thofe with officious zeal attend the guell ;
Beneath his feet the filken carpet {pread,
Or fprinkle liquid odours o’er his head.
Others in ruby cups with rofes bound
Delightful ! deal the fparkling neftar round ;
Or weave the dance, or tune the vocal lay;

- The Iyres refound, the merry minftrels play, 2
. Gay
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Gay health, and youthful joys o’erfpread the place,
And fwell each heart, and trinmph in each face.
So when embolden’d by the vernal air,
The bufy bees to blooming fields repair ;
For various ufe employ their chymic pow'’r 5 _
One culls the fuowy pounce, one fucks the flow’r;
Again to diff’rent works returning home,
Some ¥ fteeve the honey, fome eret the comb;
All for the general good in concert ftrive,
And every foul’s in motion, every limb’s alive.

And now defcending from his flight, the God
On the préen tuzf releas’d his precious load ;
There, after mutual falatations paft,
And endlefs friendfhip vow’d, they part in hafte;
Zephyr impatient to behold his love, |
The prince in raptures wand’ring through the grove;
Now fkipping on, and finging as he went,
Now flopping {liort to give his tranfports vent;
With fudden gufts of happinefs opprefs’d,
Or ftands entrane’d, or raves like one pofiefs’d 5
His mind afloat, his wand’ring fenfes quite
O’ercome with charms, and frantie with delight ;-
From fcene to fcene by random fteps convey'd,
Admires the diftant views, explores the fecret fhade,
Dwells on each fpot, with eager eye devours
The woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the hmﬁr'ﬁs
New fiweets, new joys at every glance arife, ‘
And every turn creates a freth furprize.

* Or flive, Ripant,

N3 Clofe
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Clofe by the borders of a rifing wood,
In a green vale a cryftal grotto ftood ;
And o’er its fide, beneath a beechen fhade,
In broken falls a filver fountain play’d.
Hither, attrafted by the murm’ring fiream,
And cool recefs, the pleas’d Porfenna came,
And on the tender grafs reclining chofe
‘To wave his joys awhile, and take a fhort repofe.
The fcene invites him, and the wanton breeze
That whifpers through the vale, the dancing trees,
‘The warbling birds, and rills that gently creep,
All join their mufic to prolong his fleep.

The princefs for her morning walk prepar’d;
'The female troops attend, a beauteous guard.
Array’d 1n all her charms appear’d the fair ;
Tall was her ftature, unconfin’d her air ;
Proportion deck’d her limbs, and in her face
Lay love infhrin’d, lay fweet attrallive grace
Temp’ring the aweful beams her eyes convey’d,
And like a lJambent flame around her play’d.
No foreign aids, by mortal ladies worn,

From fhells and rocks her artlefs charms adorn 3
For grant that beauty were by gems increas’d,
*Tis render’d more fufpefted at the leaft;

And foul defefts, that would efcape the fight,
Start from the piece, and take a ftronger light,
Her chefnut hair in carelefs rings around

Her temples wav’d, with pinks and jes’mine crown’d,

Aﬂd:'
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And, gather’d in a filken cord behind,
Curl’d to the waift, and floated in the wind 3
O’er thefe a veil of yellow gaufe fhe wore,
With amaranths and gold embroider’d o'er.
Her fnowy neck half naked to the view
Gracefully fell 5 a robe of purple hue
Hung loofely o’er her flender fhape, and tried
To fhade thofe beauties, that it could not hide.

The damfels of her train with mirth and fong
Frolic behind, and laugh and fport along.
The birds proclaim their queen from every tree ;
The beafts run frifking through the groves to fee;
The Loves, the Pleafures, and the Graces meet
In antic rounds, and dance before her feet.
By whate’er fancy led, it chanc’d that day
They through the fecret valley took their way,
And to the cryftal grot advancing fpied
The prince extended by the fountain’s fide.

He look’d as, by fome fkilful hand exprefs'd,
Apollo’s youthful form retird to reft ;
When with the chace fatigued he quits the wood
For Pindus’ vale, and Aganippe’s flood ;-
There fleeps fecure, his carelefs limbs difplay’d
At eafe, encircled by the laurel fhade s
Beneath his head his fheaf of arrows lie,
His bow unbent hangs negligently by. =~
The flumb’ring prince might boaft an equal grace,
So turn’d his limbs, fo beautiful his face.

N 4 Waking
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Waking he ftarted from the ground in hafte, .
And faw the beauteous choir around him plac’d;
Then, fummoning his fenfes, ran to meet |
The queen, and.laid him humbly at her feet;
Deign, lovely princefs, to behold, faid he, » - -
One, who has travers’d all the world, to fee }
Thofe charms, and worfhip thy divinity :

Accept thy flave, and with a gracious fmile

Excufe his rathnefs; and reward his toil,

Stood motionlefs the fair with mute furprize,

And read him over with admiring eyes ;

And while fhe ftedfalt gaz’d, a pleafing fmart

Ran thrilling through her veins; and reach’d her heait.
Each limb the fcann'd, c¢onfides’d EVEry grace,
And fagely judg’d him of the pheenix race.

An apimal like this fhe ne’er had known, =

And thence concluded there could be but one ;-
The creature too.had dll the pheenix’ air ;

None but the phaenix could appear-fo fair, - :
The more fhe look’d, the more fhe thought it true,
And call’d him by'that name, to thew fhe knew.

O handfome pheenix; for that fuch you are '
We know ; your beanty does your breed declare ;
And I with {forrow own through all my coaft
- No other bird can.fuch perfedtion boaft; .

For Nature form’d you fingle and alone:
Alas! what pity “tis there is bat one!

Were
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Were there a queen fo fortunate to fhew
An aﬁar}r of ¢harming birds like you,
What envy would her happinefs create
In all, who faw the gloties of her itate!
The prince laugh’d inwardly, forpriz’d to find
So firange a fpeech, fo innocent & mind. -
The compliment indeed did fome offence
To reafon, and a little wrong'd her fenfe ;
He could not let it pafs, but told his name,
And what he was, and whence, and why he came ;
And hinted other-things of high concern:
For him to menticn, and for her to learn 3
And fhe ’ad a piercing wit, of wond’rous reach
To comprehend whatever he could teach.
Thus hand in hand they to the palace walle,
Pleas’d and infiruéted with each other’s talk.
Here, fhould [ tell the furniture’s expence,
And all the firuéture’s vait magnificence,
Defcribe the walls of fhining faphire made,
With emerald and pearl the floors inlaid,
And how the vaulted canopies upfold
A mimic heav’n, and flame with gems and.gold ;
Or how Felicity regales her guefty »
The wit, the mirth, the mufic, and the feaft ;
And on each part beftow the praifes due,
*T'would tire the writer, and the reader too.
My amorous tale a fofter Pathhpurfu&s: :
Love and the happy pair demand my Mufe, |
' S | © could
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O could her art ip equal terms exprefs

The lives they lead, the pleafures they poffefs !

Fortune had ne’er fo plenteouily before

Beftow’d her gifts, nor can fhe lavifh more, .

*T1s heav’n itfelf, ’tis ecftacy of blifs,

Uninterrupted joy, untir'd excefs;

Mirth following mirth the moments dance away g

Love claims the night, and friendfhip rules the day.
Their tender care no cold indiff’rence knows ;

No jealonfies difturb their fweet repofe ;,

No ficknefs, no decay; but youthful grace,

. And conftant beauty fhines in either face.

Benumming age may mortal charms invade,

Flow’rs of a day that do but bloom and fade;

Far diff"rent here, on them it only blows

The lilly’s white, and fpreads the bluthing rofe ;

No conqueft o’er thofe radiant eyes can boaft;

They like the ftars thine brighter in its froft ;

Nor fear its rigour, nor its rule obey ;

All feafons are the fame, and every month is May.
Alas! how vain is happinefs below !

Man foon or late maft have his fhare of woe ;

Slight are his joys, and fleeting as the wind ;

His griefs wound home, and leave a fting behind.

His lot diftinguifh’d from the brute appears

Lefs certain by his laughter than his tears;

For ignorance too oft our pleafure breeds,

‘But forrow from the reas’ning foul proceeds.
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If man on earth in endlefs blis could be,
The boon, young pyince, had been beftow’d on thee,
Bright fhone thy ftars, thy Fortune flourifh’d fair,
And feem’d fecure beyond the reach of care,
And fo might ftill have been, but anxious thonght
Has dafh’d th}r' cup, and thou mauft tafte the draught.

It fo befel, as on a certain day .
This happy couple toy’d their time away,
He afik’d how many charming hours were flown,
Since on her flave her heav’n of beanty fhone.
Should I confult my heart, cried he, the rate
Were fmall, a weel would be the utmoft date :
But when my mind refleéts on aétions paft,
And counts its joys, time muft have fied more faft.
Perhaps I might have faid, three months are gone.
Three months! replied the fair, three months alone !
Kuow that three hundred years have roll’d away,
Since at my feet the lovely pheenix lay.
Three hundred years ! re-echo’d back the prince,
A whole three hundred years compleated fince
I landed here! O! whither then are flown
My deareft friends, my fubjeéts, and my throne ?
How ftrange, alas! how alter’d fhall I find
Each earthly thing, each fcene I left behind !
Who knows me now ¢ on whom fhall I depend
To gain my rights ? where fhall I find a friend !
My crown perhaps may grace a foreign line,
A race of kings, that know not me nor mine;

5 Who
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Who reigns may wifh my death, his fubje@s treat

My claim with fcorn, and call their prince a cheat,

Oh had my life been ended as begun !

My deftin’d flage, my race of glory run,

I fhould have died well pleas’d ; my honour’d name

Had lIiv’d, had flourifh’d in the lift of fame;

RefleCting now my mind with horror fees

The fad furvey, a fecene of fhameful eafe,

'The odious blot, the fcandal of my race,

Scarce known, and only mention’d with difgrace,
The fair beheld him with impatient eye,

And red with anger made this warm reply.

Ungrateful man.! is this the kind return

My love deferves ¢ and can you thus with fcorn

Rejeét what once you priz’d, what once you fwore

Surpals’d all charms, and made ev’n glory poor ?

What gifis have I beftow'd, what favours thewn !

Made ycu partaker of my bed and throne ;

"Three centuries preferv’d in' youthful prime,

Safe from the rage of death,-and injuries of time,

Weak argoments! for glory reigns above

The feeble ties of gratitude and love.

I urge them not, nor would requefl your ftay;

The phantom glory calls, and I obey;

All ather virtues are regardlefs quite,

Sunk and abferb’d in that fuperipr light.

Go then, barbarian, to thy realms return,

And thew thyfelf unwerthy my concern ;

GO
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o, tell the world, your tender heart could give
eath to the princefs, by whofe care you live.
At this a deadly pale her cheeks o’erfpread,
old trembling feiz’d her limbs, her {pirits fled ;
he funk into his arms: the prince was mov'd,
elt all her griefs, for fill he greatly lov'd.
e figh’d, he wifh’d he could forget his throne,
onfine his thoughts, and live for her alone ;
at glory fhot him deep, the venom’d dart
'as fix’d within, and rankled at his heart;
e conld not hide its wounds, but pin’d away
ike a fick Aow’r, and languifh’d in decay.
An age no longer like a month appears,
ut every month becomes a hundred years.
Felicity was griev’d, and could not bear
A feene fo chang’d, a fight of fo much care.
She told him with a look of cold difdain,
And feeming eafe, as women well can feign,
He might depart at will ; a milder air
Would mend his health ; he was no pris’ner there;
She kept him not, and with’d he ne’er mighe find
Caufe to regret the place he left behind ;
Which once he lov’d, and where he ftill muft own,
He had at leaft fome little pleafure known.
If thefe prophetic words awhile deftroy
His peace, the former ballance it in joy.
He thank’d her for her kind concern, but chofe

To quit the place, the reft let heav’n difpofe.
For
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For Fate, on mifchiefs bent, perverts the will,

And firft infatuates whom it means to kill.
Aurora now, not, as fhe wont to rife,

In gay attire ting’d with a thoufand dies,

But fober-fad in folemn ftate appears,

Clad in a dufky veil bedew’d with tears,

Thick mantling clouds beneath her chariot fpread,

A faded wreath hangs drooping from her head.

The fick’ning fun emits a feeble ray,

Half drown'd in fogs, and ftruggling into day.

Some black event the threat’ning fkies foretel.

Porfenna rofe to take his laft farewel.

A curious velt the mournful princefs brought,

And armour by the Lemnian artit wrought;

A fhining lance with fecret virtue fior’d,

And of refiftlefs force a magic {word ;

Caparifons and gems of wond’rous price,

And loaded him with gifts and good advice;

Baut chief fhe gave, and what he moft would need,

The fleeteft of her ftud, a flying fleed.

The fwift Grifippo, faid th’ afli@ed fair, |

(Such was the courfer’s name) with fpeed fhall bear,

And place you fafely in your native air;

Aflit againit the foe, with matchlefs might

Ravage the field, and turn the doubtful fight ;

With care prote&t you till the danger ceafe,

Your truft in war, your ornament in peacc.
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But this, I warn, beware; whate’er fhall lay
To, intercept your courfe, or tempt your ftay,
Quit not your faddle, nor your fpeed abate,
*Till fafely landed at your palace gate.
On this alone depends your weal or woe;
Such is the will of Fate, and fo the Gods forefhew.
He in the fofteft terms repaid her love,
And wow’d, nor age, nor abfence fhould remove
His conftant faith, and fure fhe could not blame
A fhort divorce due to his injur’d fame.
The debt difcharg’d, then fhould her foldier come
Gay from the field, and flufh’d with conqueft, home;
With equal ardour her affeftion meet,
And lay his laurels at his miftrefs’ feet.
He ceas’d, and fighing took a kind adien ;
Then urg’d his fteed 5 the fierce Grifippo flew 3
With rapid force outftripp’d the lagging wind,
And left the blifsful fhores, and weeping fair behind ;
Now o'er the feas purfued his airy flight,

Now f{cower’d the plains, and climb’d the mountain’s height.
Thus driving on at {peed the prince had run
Near half his coutfe, when, with the fetting {un,

As through a lonely lane he chanc’d to ride,
With rocks and buthes fenc’d on either fide,

He fpied a waggon full of wings, that lay

Broke and o’erturn’d acrofs the narrow way.

The helplefs driver on the dirty road |
Lay ftruggling, crufh’d beneath th’ incumbent load.
~ §iis Never
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Never in human fhape was feen before

A wight fo pale, fo feeble, and fo poor.

Comparifons of age would do him wrong,

For Neftor’s {elf, if plac’d by him, were young.

His limbs were naked all, and worn fo thin,

‘The bones feem’d ftarting through the parchment fkin,

His eyes half drown’d in rheum, his accents wezak,

Bald was his head, and farrow’d was his cheek.
The confcious fteed ftopp’d fhort in deadly fiight,

And back recoiling ftretch’d his wings for flight.

When thus the wretch-with fupplicating tone,

And rueful face, began his piteous moan, }

And, as he fpake, the tears ran trickling down.

O gentle youth, if pity €’er inclin’d

Thy foul to gen’rous deeds, if e’er thy mind

Was touch’d with foft diftrefs, extend thy care

To fave an old man’s life, and eafe the load I bear,

$0 may propitious heav’n your journey {peed,

Prolong your days, and all your vows fucceed.
Mov’d with the pray'r the kind Porfenna faid,

Too nobly-minded to refufe his aid,

And, prudence yielding to fuperior grief,

f.ﬁap‘d from his fteed, and ran to his relief; .

Remov’d the weight, and gave the pris’ner breath,

Jult choak’d, and gafping on the verge of death.,

Then reach’d his hand, when lightly with a bound-

The grizly fpeétre vaulting from the ground,
eind
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Seiz'd him with fudden gripe, th’ aftonifh’d prine¢
Stood horror-firuck, and thoughtlefs of defence.

O king of Ruffia; with a thund’ring found
Bellow’d the ghaitly fiend, at length thou’rt found:
Receive the ruler of mankind, and know,

My name is Time; thy ever-dreaded foe.
Thefe feet are founder’d, and the wings you {'e.:
Worn to the pinions in purfuit of thee;’

hrough all the world in vain for ages {ought,

But Fate has doom’d thee now, and thow art caught.

Then round his neck his atms he nimbly caf,

And feiz’d him by the throat, and grafp’d him faft ;

"Til1 forc’d at Tength the foul forfook its feat,

And the pale breathlefs corfe fell bleeding at his feet.

Scarce had the carfed fpoller left his prey,

When, fo it chanc’d; yoang Zephyr pafs’d, that way ;

Too late his prefenice to affift his friend,
A fad, but helplefs witnefs of his end.
He chafes, and fans, and ftrives in vain to cure

. His ftreaming wounds ; the work was déne too fure~

Now lightly with a foft embrace nprears

The lifelefs load, and bathes it in' his tears;
Then to thé blifsful feats with fpeed conveys,
And graceful on the mofly ¢arpet lays

With decent care, clofé by the fountain’s fide,
Where firft the princefs had her pheenix fpied.
There with fweet fow’rs his lovely limbs he frew'd;

And gave a parting kifs, and fighs and tears beftow’d.
You. VI O

To



( 210 )

T'o that fad folitude the weeping dame,
Wild with her lofs, and fwoln with forrow, came.
There was fhe wont to vent her griefs, and mourn
Thofe dear delights that muf no more return.
Thither that morn with more than ufual care
She {ped, but oh what joy to find him there !
As juift arriv’d, and weary with the way,
Retir'd to foft repofe her hero lay.
Now near approaching fhe began to creep
With careful fteps, loth to difturb his fleep ;
"Till quite o’ercome with tendernefs fhe flew,
And round his neck her arms in tranfport threw.
But, when fhe found him dead, no tongue can tell

The pangs fthe felt ; fhe fhriek’d, and i'wnumng fell.

Waking, with loud laments fhe pierc’d the fkies,
And fill’d th’ affrighted foreft with her cries.

That fatal hour the palace gates fhe barr'd,

And fix’d around the coaft a ftronger guard ;

Now rare appearing, and at diftance feen,

With crowds of black misfortunes plac’d between ;
Mifchiefs of every kind, corroding care,

And fears, and jealoufies, and dark defpair.
And fince that day (the wretched world muft own
Thefe mournful truths by fad experience known)
No mortal e’er enjoy’d that happy clime,

And every thing on earth fubmits to Time.

The




W HEN tepid breezes fann’d the air;

And violets perfum’d the glade,

Penfive and grave my chafming fait
Béneath yor fitady lime was laid.

 Flourith; faid 1, thofe fairn_l:lr’d boughs; |
And ever footh the pureft Aames !

Witnefs to none but faithful vows !
Wounded by none but faithful names

Yield every treé that erqu_tj_;;g; grove

To this which pleas’d my wandering deart
Range where you will, ye bands of loves

ve fill fhall fezm to revel here.

T,avinia {mil’d —and whilft her arm.
Her fair reclining head fuftain’d;
Betray’d fhe felt fome frefh alarm
And thus the meaning {mile explain’ds

When fummer funs fhine forth no more,
Wiil then this lime its fhelter yield ? |
Prote& us when the tempeits roar; .
And winter drives us from the field f |
0z ' Vet
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Yet faicthful then the fir thall 1aft —
* Ifmile, the cry'd, but ah! I tremble,
To think when my fair feafon’s paft,
‘Which Damon then will moit refemble.

AN S W E R

OO tim'rous maid, can time or chance
A pure ingenuous flame controul ?
O lay afide that tender glance,
That melts my frame, that kills my foul.

Were but thy outward charms admir’d,
Frail origin of female fivay !
My flame, like other flames infpir’d,
nght then like other ﬂamea decay 2

But whil!l'thy'mind-' fhall feem thus fair,
Thy foul’s unfading charms be feen,

Thou may’ft refign that fhape and air,
Yet find i‘hy fwain —an ev er-green.

PELEEE PP LB E DL P OS54
Ciuhe N D) O U R

“f 'HE warmett friend, I ever prov’d,
T My bittereft foe I fee:
The kindeft maid I ever lov’d,
Is falfe to lgve and me,
o But
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But fhall I make the angry vow,
Which tempts my wavering mind?

Shall dark fufpicion clond my brow,
And bid me fhun mankind?

Avaunt, thou hell-born fiend! no more
Pretend my fteps to guide;

Let me be cheated o'er and o’er,
But let me ftill confide,

If this be folly, all my claim

~ To wifdom I refign ; '

But let no fage prefume to name
His baﬁnfﬂgﬁ with mine, '

(RSB @Wﬁ@m&@}

LYSANDER to CLOE

b T IS true, my wifhi will never find
Another nymph fo fair, fo true
Since all that's bright, ‘and all that’s kmd

In thofe :?tpreﬁive eyes I view.

And I with grateful zeal could hafte
To China for the mereft toy ;
Could fcorch on Lybia’s barren walfte,
To give my dear a moment’s joy. -
| | O 3 - But
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But fickle as the wave or wind,
I once may {light thofe lovely arms
Pardon a free ingenuous mind,
I do not half deferve thy charms.

Jf 1 in any praife excel,

*T1s in fﬂﬁ themes to paint my ﬂamc :
But Clnes fweetnefs bids me tell,

I fhall not long remain the fame,

I know its feafon will expire,
Replac’d by cao] efteem alone;

Nor more thy matchlefs breaft admire
Than I deteft and fcorn my own,

‘This interyal my fate allows,
And friendthip diates all I fay ;
O fhun to hear my future vows,
When giddy love refumes the lay.

Sa fome poor maniac can forefee

The random hours of madnefs nigh 3
. Hle mourns the fates’ fevere decree,
- And cautions whom he Joves to fly.

&

byt

CLOE
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CLOK o I.YSANDER

F vagrant loves, and fickle flames
Lyf{ander’s Mufe may tell,
And fure {uch artlefs freedom claims
His Cloe’s beft farewel.

Whene'er his heart becomes the theme
We fee his fancy fhine;

But let not vain Lyfander dream
That e’er that heart was mine.

Can he that fondly hopes to move,
with caution chill his lay?

Can he who fecls the power of love,
Foretel that love’s decay !

Why teize believing nymphs in vain?
Go feele fome pathlefs vale,

And liften to thy vocal frain
Soft echoing down the dale.

While artlefs. Cloe hence retir'd,
Shall this fad maxim prove ;
No bofom, once with love infpir'd,

Could ever ceafe to love,
Q3
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To the Memgfy of an agreeable I, ADY

bury’d in Marriage to a Perfon undeferving
her. - |

‘-FTWA S always held, and ever will,
By fage mankind, difcreeter
T’ anticipate a leffer i1l

Than undergo a greater,

When mortals dread difeafes, pain,
And languithing conditions ;
Who don’t the lefler ills {uftain
Of phyfic and phyficians ?

Rather than lofe his whole efiate,
He that but little wife is,

Full gladly pays four parts in eight
Yo taxes and excifes,

With numerous ills in fingle life
The batchelor’s attended ;

Such to aveid, he takes a wife —
And much the cafe is mended.

Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year,
Fn{eﬁeeing future woe,

Chofe to attend a monkey here,
Before an spe below., .
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AnErrcy, writtecn on VALENTINE Morning,

. BF##*#

ARK, through the facred filence of the night,

Lond Chanticleer doth found his clarion fhrill,
Hailing, with fong the firlt pale gleam of light,
That floats the dark brow of yon eaftern hill.

Bright ﬁa.r of morn, oh! leave not yet the wave,
To deck the dewy frontlet of the day, i
Nor thou, Aurora, quit Tithonus’ cave,
Nor drive retiring darknefs yet away.

Ere thefe my ruflic hands 2 garland twine,
Ere yet my tongue indite a fimple {ong,
For her I mean to-hail my Valentine,
Sweet maiden, faireft of the virgin throng.

Sweet is the morn, and fweet the gentle breeze
That fans the fragrant bofom of the fpring,
Sweet chirps the lark, and fweeter far than thefe

The gentle love-fong gurgling turtles fing.

Oh let the flowers be fragrant as the morn,
And as the turtle’s fong my ditty fweet :
Thofe flowers my woven chaplet muft adorn,
That ditty muft my waking charmer greet.

And |
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And thou, bleft faint, whom choral creatures join
In one enlivening {ymphony to hail,

Oh be propitious, gentle Valentine,
And let-each holy tender figh prevail.

Oh give me to approach my fleeping love,
And ftrew her pillow with the frefheft flowers,
No figh unhallow’d fhall my bofom move,
Nor'ftep prophane pollute my true-love’s bowers,

At facred diftance only will I gaze,
Nor bid my unreproved eye refrain,

Mean while my tongue fhall chaunt her beauty’s praife,
And hail her fleeping with the gentleft firain,

¢ Awake my fair, awake, for it is time ;

Hark, thoufand fongfters rife from yonder grove,
And rifing carol this fweet hour of prime,

Each to his mate, a roundelay of love.

All nature ﬁ_ngs the hymeneal fong,
All nature follows, where the fpring invites ;
de: forth my love, to us thefe joys belong,
Ours is the fpring,’ and gll her young delights.

For us fhe throws profufely forth her flowers,

" Which in frefh chaplets joyful T will twine ;

Come forth my fair, oh do not lofe thiefe hours,
But wake, and be my faithful Valentine,
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oil many an hour, all lonely have I figh’d,
Nor dared the fecret of my love reveal,
ull many a fond expedient have I tried

My warmeft wifh in filence to conceal.

nd oft to far retired folitude

All mournfully my flow flep have I bent,
uxurious there indu}g’d my mufing mood,
And there alone have given my forrows vent,

his day refolv’d I dare to plight my vow,

mbolden’d will I fpeak my flame, nor thou

et if I fhould behold my love awake,

Ah frail refolves, ah whither will ye fly ?
Full well T know I fhall not filence break,

But firuck with awe almoft for fear fhall die.

Oh no, I will not trufk a fault’ring fpeech

In broken phrafe an aukward tale to tell,

A tale, whofe tendernefs no tongue can reach,
Nor fofteft melody can utter well.

But my meck eye, beft herald to my heart,

I will compofe to faft and downcaft look,
And at ene humble glance it fhall impart

My love, mor fear the language be miftook.

This day, long fince the feaft of love decreed,

Refufe to hear how fore my heart does bleed.”

For
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For fhe fhall read ( apt fchelar at this lore)
With what fond paffion my true bofom glows,

How hopelefs of return I ftill adore,
Nor dare the boldnefs of my with difclofe,

Should fhe then {mile, —yet ah! fhe fmiles on all,
Her gentle temper pities all diftrefs ;

Qn every hill, each vale, the fun-beams fall, -
Each herb, and flow’r, each tree; and fhrub they blefs,

Altke all nature grateful owns the hoon,
The univerfal ray to all is free;

Like fond Endymion fhould I hope the moon,
Becaufe among the reft fhe fhines on me?

Hope, vain prefumer, keep, oh keep away :
Ev’n 1f my woe her gentle bofom move,
Pity fome look of kindnefs may difplay ;
But each foft glance is not a look of love. .

Yet heav’nly vifitaut, thou doft not quit

Thofe bow’rs where angels fveet divifion fing,
Nor deigneft thon on mortal fhrine to fit

Alone, for round thee ever on the wing,

Glad choirs of loves attend, and hov’ring wait
Thy mild command ; of thefe thy blooming train
Oh bid fome fylph in morning dreams relate,
Ere yet my love awake, my fecret pain,
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The DO W A G E R.
By the Same.

HERE aged elms in many 4 goddly row,
Give yearly fhelter to the conftant crow,
manfion ftands : < long fince the pile was rais’d,
'hofe Gothic grandéur the rude hind amaz’d.

or the rich ornament on every parf, =

onfefi’d the founder’s wealth, and workman’s art:
hough as the range of the wide court we tread,

he broken arch now totters o’er the head H

nd where of old rofe high the focial fmoke,

fow {wallows build, and lonely ravens croak.

hough Time, whofe touch each beaunty can deface,
as torn from every tow’r the fﬂl_ﬂpttll"d grace ;
‘hough round each ftone the {lugeard ivy crawls,

‘et ancient ftate fits hov’ring on the walls.

Where wont the feftaléchorus to refound,

ud jocund dancing frequent beat the ground,
\ow Silence fpreads around her gloomy reign,
ave when the mafiff clanks his iron chain,

el
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Save when his hoarfe bark echoes dire alarm;

Fierce to prote&t the place from midnight harm;

Its only guard ; no revel {ounding late

Drives the night villain from the® lonely gate.

An hallow'd matron and her fimple train

"Thefe folemn battlements alone contain ;

An hoary dowager, whofe placid face

Old age has deck’d with lovely aweful pracé ;

With almoft vernal bloom her cheek #ill ftrow’d;
As beauty ling’ring left her lov'd abode ;

That lov’d abode, where join’d with troth and fenfs
She form’d the features to mute eluquﬂnqe,

And bade them charm the fill attentive throng,
Who watch'd the facred leffons of her tongue.

For not through life the dame had liv'd retir’d,

But once had fhone; e'en midit a court admir’d :
 What time the lov'd pofiefior of her charms
Returning from the war in victor arms,

Call’d from his monarch’s tongue the plaufive praife;
While honour wreath’d him with unfading bays:
She, happy partner of each joyful hour,

Then walk’d ferene amid the pomp of pow’r:
While all confefs'd no warrior’s with could move
For fairer prize, than fuch accomplifh’d love :
Nor to that love could aught more tgan{port yield,
Than graceful valour from the viGtor field. '
Thus flourifh’d once the beauteous and the brave

But mortal blifs meets ftill th’ untimely grave:
2 " Aurelios
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durelius died — his reli&’s picus tear
O%r his lov’d afhes frequent flow’d fincere,
Fach decent rite with due obfervance paid,
Each folemn requiem offer'd to his fkade,
Plac’d *mid the brave his urn in holy ground,
And bade his hallow’d banners wave around.
Then left the gaudy fcenes of pomp and power,
While prudence beckon’d to that ancient bosver,
And thofe paternal ficlds, the fole remains
Of ample woods and far-extended plains,
Which tyrant cuftom rudely tore away
To diftant heirfhip an expefted prey,
Serene fhe fought the far-retired grove,
Once the blefs’d mandfion of her happy love,
Pleas’d with the thought, that memory oft would raife
A folemn profpe& of thofe blooming days
Aurelins gave: her pious purpofe now
To keep ftill conftant to her facred vow ;.
In lonely luxury her forrows feed,
And pafs her life in widow’s decent weed.
One Piedge of love her comfort fill remain’d,
Whom in this folitude fhe careful train’d ‘
To virtuous lore; and while asyear by year
New graces made Aurelia fill more dear 3
Full many an hour unheeded fhe would trace
The father’s femblance in the daughter’s face ;
While tender fighs oft heav’d her faithfal breaft,
And fudden tears her lafting love expreit.
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Thus fﬂng fhe dwelt in innate virtues great;
Amid the villagers in facred ftate:

For every grace to which fubmiffion bows;
The pow’r which confcious dignity beflows,
She felt fuperior; for from ancient race
She gloried her long ancefiry:to trace ;
And ever bade Aurelia’s thought afpire

To every grace, each ray of fa&pg:l fire,
That full of heav’n-born dignity iaforms
'T'he mortal breaft which ardent virtue warms j
Then led her to the venerable hall

Where her fucceflive fires adorn’d the wall,

And arched windows with their blazon briglit
Shed through the herald glow a {olemn light :
There clad in rough habiliments of war

Full many a hero bore a glorious fear;

There in the civic fur the fons of peace,

Whofe counfels bade their country’s tumules ceafs
While by their fide, gracing the ancient fcene,
Hung geatle ladies of moft comely mien.

Then eager through the well-known tale fhe rumn,
In what fair caufe each honour had been won,
What female grace each virgin had poffefs’d

To charm to gentle love the manly breaft;

Pleas’d to oblerve how long her gen'rous blood
Through fair and brave had pafs’d a fpotlefs flood.
Mean while the young Aarelia’s bafom fir'd

With emulation by each tale infpir'd,

-

; In
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In eager tranfport frequent breath’d her prayer
The graces of her anceftry to fhare:
Nor breath’d in vain, her fond maternal guide
Cherifh’d with care each fpark of virtuous pride;
And ever as the gave a leflon newy
Would point fome old example to her view =
Inflam’d by this; her mind was quickly fraught
With each fage precept, that her mother taught.
The goodly dame thus blefs'd in her employ,
Felt each foft tradfport of parental joy,
And liv'd content, her utmoft with fulfill’d
In the fair profpe of a virtuous child :
Refign’d fhe waited now the aweful hour
When death {hould raife her to that heav’nly bow’r,
Where with her lov’d Auréelius fhe might fhare
The pleafing fafk, to watch with guardian care
Their offspring’s fteps, and hov’ting o’er her head,
The gracious dew of heavenly peace to fhed ;
Nor fear'd her decency of life-would prove
An added blifs to all the joys above.

$5%
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O D E to the Honourable * * % *
By the late Mir. F. Covenrry.

OW Britain’s fenate, far renown’d,
Aflfembles full an aweful band !
Now Majefty with golden circle erown’d,
Mounts her bright threne, and waves her gracious hand,
*‘ Ye chiefs of Albion with attention hear,
* Guard well your liberties, review your laws,
 Begin, begin th’ important year,
““ And beldly fpeak in Freedom’s caufe.”
Thep flarting from her fummer’s reft
Glad Eloquence unbinds her tongue.
She feels rekindling raptures wake her breaff,
And pours the facred energy along.
"Twas here great Hampden's patriot voice was heard,
Here Pym, Kimbolton fir’d the Britith foul,
When Pow’r her arm defpotic rear’d
But felt a fenate’s great controul.
“I'was here the pond’ring worthies fat,
Who fix'd the crown on William’s head,
When awe-ftruck tyranny renounc’d the ftate,
And bigot James his injur'd kingdoms fled.

4 | Thee,




( 237 )
Thee, geﬁemﬁé youth, whom nature, birth adorm
"The Mufe felects from yon affembled throng :
O thou to ferve thy country born,
Tell me, young hero of my fong,
Thy genius now in faireft bloom,
~ And warm with fancy’s brighteit rays;
Why fleeps thy foul unconfcious of its doom ¢
Why idly fleet thy unapplauded days !
Thy country beckons thee with lifted hand,
Arife, fhe calls, awake thy latent flame,
Arife; *tis England’s high command,
And fnatch the ready wreaths of fame.
Be this thy paffion 5 greatly dare
A people’s jarring wills to {fways
With curft Corruption wage eternal war; |
That where thou goe’ft, applanding crond$ may {2
¢ Lo, that is he; whofe {pirit-ruling voice
¢ From her wild heights can call Ambition down,
¢¢ Can Rill Sedition’s brutal noife;
¢ Or fhake a tyrant’s purple throne:”
Then chiefs; and fages yet unborit
Shall boaft thy thoughts in diftant days,
With thee fair Hiftory her leaves adorn,
And laurell’d bards prociaim thy lafting prasfe.

Pg To
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To Mifs ****, By Mifs Erisa CArTER.

I -
T HE nudmght moon ferenely fmiles
O’er nature’s foft repofe,
No lowring cloud obfcures the fkies;
Nor rufling tempeft blows,
- IL.
Now every paffion finks to reft,
The throbbing heart lies fill,
And varying fchemes of life n6 more
Diftract the labouring will.
I1I.
In filence hufh’d, to reafon’s voice
"Attends each mental power ;
Come, dear Amanda, and enjoy
Reflettion’s favourite hour,
IV,
Come, while this peaceful fcene i invites,
Let’s fearch this ample round :
Where fhall the lovely fleeting form
Of Happinefs be found ?
2 _
Does it amidft the frolic mirth
Of gay aflemblies dwell ?
Or hide beneath the folemn gloom
That fhades the hermit’s cell ;

How
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VI, ;
‘How oft the laughing brow of joy
A fick’ning heart conceals,
And throagh the cloifter’s decp recefs
Invading forrow fteals,
VIL |
In vain:through beauty, fortune, wit,
The fugitive we trace ! ,
It dwells not in the faithlefs {mile
That brightens Clodio’s face.
=t YoM
Howe’er our varying notions rove,
All yet agree, in one,
To place its being in fome flate,
At diftance from owr own.
O blind to each indulgent gift -
Of power, fapremely wile,
Who fancy happinefs in aught
That Providence denies,
X,
Vain is alike the joy we feck,
And vain what we poflefs,
Unlefs harmonious reafon tunes
The paffions 1nto peace,
| - XL
To temp’rate bounds, to few defires,
Is happinefs confin'd, :
And deaf to folly’s noife attends
The mufic of the mind.

4 . Lady
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Lady Mary L'y g '_ﬁg Sir Wi Yxay

I.
E AR Colin, prevent my warm blufhes,
Since how can I fpeak without pain ?

My eyes have oft told you their withes,

Ah! can’t you their meaning explain }
My paflion would lofe by expreffion,

And you too might cruelly blame :
Then don’t you expe& a confeflion

Of what 15 too tender to name,

| 35

Since yours is the province of fpeaking,

Why fhould you expeét it of me ?
Our wifhes fhould be in our keeping,

"T1l you tell us what they thould be.
Then quickly why don’t you difcover ?

Did your breaft feel tortares like mine,
£yes need not tell over and over

What I in my bofom confine,

TR oL LT I T T T T

Sir WH¥iks yasssg, Anfwer.

OOD madam, when ladies are willing,
A man mu#t needs look like 2 fool;
For me I would not give a fhilling
For.one that is kind out of rule,

At
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At leaft you might ftay for my offer,
Not {natch like old maids in defpair,
If you've livd to thefe years without proffer,
Your fighs are now loft in the air.
1L
You might leave me t0 guefs by your bluthing,
And not fpeak the matter fo plain ; :
"Tis ours to pur{ue and be pufhing,
"Tis }rﬂurs: to affeét a difdain.
That you’re in a pitiful taking,
- By all your fiveet ogles I fee; |
But the fruit that will fall witheat fhaking
Indeed is too mellow for me. -

AR D RDRDEDL

Mifs Sorer’s Anfwer to 24 L.ady, who invited her
to retire into a monaftic Life at St, Cross, near

WINCHESTER.

I.
N vain, miftakken maid, you'd fly
To defart and to fhade;
But fince you call, for once I'll try
How well your vows are made.
' 1l
To noife and cares let’s bid adiey,
And folitude commend.
But how the world will envy you,

And pity me your friend !
P 4 111, You,
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3 I,
You, like rich metal hid in earth,
' Each fwain will dig to find ;

But I expect no fecond birth,
For drofs is left behind.

AR PN
REPENTANCE. By the Same.

I examin’d my heart, - 4
Laft night when I lay’d me to teft;
And methinks I'm inclind
To a change of my mind,
For, you know, fecond thoughts are the beft,

II. .
To retire from the crowd,

And make ourfelves good,
By avoiding of €Very temptation,
* Is in truth to reveal
What we’d better congeal,
That our paffions want fome regulation. '
III.
It will much more redound
To our praife to be found,
In a world fo abounding with evil,
Unipotted and pure;
Though not fo demure,

As to wage open war with the devil,

Then
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| 1V. | o
Then bidding farewell
To. the thoughts of a cell,
I'll prepare for a militant life;
And if brought to diftrefs,
Why then——TI'll confefs,
And do pepance in fhape of a avife.

S A A I KA DK

A 8.0 NG By Ta Ry,

O Nancy, wilt thou go with me,
Nor {igh to leave the flaanting town :

Can filent glens have charms for thee,
The lﬂw]jr cot and ruffet gown ?

No longer :;h_-e{'s‘d in filken fheen,
No longer deck’d with jewels rare,

Say can’ft thou quit each courtly {cene,
Where thou wert fairelt of the fair?

O Nancy! when thou’rt far away,
Wilt thou not caft 2 with behind ?
Say canft thou face the parching ray, -
Nor fhrink before the wintry wind ? :
O can that foft and gentle mign
Extremes of hardfhip learn to bear,
Nor fad regret each courtly fcene,
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? _
S e - O Nancy!
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O Nancy! can’ft thou love {o true,
Through perils keen with me to go,
Or when thy fwain mifhap thall rue,
To fhare with him the pang of woe?
' $ay fhould difeafe or pain befal, -
Wilt thou affume the nurfe’s care,
Nor wiftful thofe gay fcenes recafl
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ?

And when at laft thy love fhall die,
Wilt thou receive his parting breath
Wilt thou reprefs each ftruggling figh,
And chear with fmiles the bed of death?
And wilt thou o’er his breathlefs clay
Strew flow’rs, and drop the tender tear,
Nor then regret thofe fcenes fo gay,
Where thoy wert faireft of the fair ?

$ORR RO RO EIeOn D Ou et

CYNTHIA, an Elegiac Porm.
By the Same,

~——Libeat t:5i Cyuthia mecum
R@E‘fﬂ mﬂffyﬂ arnira tenere jggf;. ProreRT

ENEATH an aged oak’s embow'ring fhade,
Whofe {preading arms with gray mofs fringed were,
Around whofe trunk the clalping ivy firay’d ;

A love-lorn youth oft penfive would repair. | y
. - | F
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at by, a Naid taught her fiream to elide,

Which through the dale a winding channel wore 3
he filver willow deck’d its verdant fide,

The whifp’ring fedges wav’d along the fhore.

ere oft, when Morn peep’d o’er the dufky hill ;
Here oft when Eve bedew’d the mifty vale ;
arelefs he laid him all befide the rill,

Apd pour’d in ftrains like theie his artlefs tale,

1! would he fay—and then a figh would heave;
Ah Cynthia! fweeter than the breath of morn,
oft as the gentle breath that fans at eve,

Of .thee bereft how fhall I live forlorn ?

Ah! what avails this fweetly folemn bow’r
That filent ftream where dimpling eddies play ;'
‘on thymy bank bedeck’d with many a flow’r,
¢ Where maple-tufts exclude the beam of day ?

Robb’d of my love, for how can thefe delight,
Though lavith Spring her fmiles around has caft !
Defpair, alas! that whelms the foul in night,
Dims the fad eye and deadens every tafle.

aft

As



(236 )
As droops the lilly at the blighting gales
Or *'qrimfun-fpﬂtted cowilip of the mead,
Whofe tender ftalk (alas! their flalk fo frail)
Some haity foot hath bruis’d “with heedlefs tread ;

As droops the woodbine, when fome village hind
Hath fell’d the fapling elm it fondly bound ;

No more it gadding dances in the wind, i
But trails its fading beauties on the ground :

So aroops my foul, dear maid, downeaft and {ad,
For ever! ah! for ever torn from thee j
Bereft of each {weet hope, which once-it had,
When love, when treacherous love firft finil’d on me.

Return bleft days, return ye langhing hours,
Which led me up the rofeat ficep of youth ;
Which ftrew’d my fimple path with vernal flow’rs,
And bade me court-chafte Science and fair Truth.

Ye know, the curling breeze, or gilded fly
That idly wantons in the noon-tide air,
Was not fo free, was not fo gay as I,
For ah! I knew not then or love, or care,

* = On her left breaft
A mole cinque-fpotted: like the crimfon drops
I' th’ bottom of a cowflip,
. Shakefpear’s Cymbeline, A& 3.
Witnel
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linefs, ye winged daughters of the year;

If ¢’er a figh had learnt to heave my breaft !
¢'er my cheek was confcious of a tear,

'Till Cynthia came and rob’d my foul of reft!

have you feen, bath’d in the morning dew,
The budding rofe its infant bloom difplay ;
‘hen firft its virgin tints unfold to view,

It thrinks and fearcely trufts the blaze of day.

0 foft, fo delicate, fo fiveet fhe came,
Youth’s damafk glow juft dawning on her cheek :
gaz'd, I figh’d, 1 caught the tender flame,

¢t not unpitied was my pain the while;

For oft befide yon fiveet-briar in the dale,
Vith many a bluth, with many 2 melting fmilei
She fate and liften’d to the plﬂiﬂﬂ?ﬂ tale.

h me! I fondly dreamt of pleafures rare,

Nor deem’d {o feet a face with fcorn could glow ;
How could you crael then pronounce defpair,

Chill the warm hope, and plant the thorn of woe !

What though no treafures canker in my cheft,

Nor crowds of fuppliant vaffals hail me lord !
What though my roof can boaft no princely gueft,
Nor furfeits lurk beneath my frugal board!

Felt the fond pang, and droop’d with paffion, weak.

Yet
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Yet fould Content, that fhuns the gilded bed;
With fmiling Peace, and Virtue there forgot,
And rofe-lip’d Health; which haunts the firaw-built fhed;
With cherub Joy, frequent my little eot :

Led by chafte Love, the decent band fhould come;
O charmer would’ft thou deign my roof to fhare ?
Nor fhould the Mufes fcorn our fimple dome,
Or knit in myftic dance, the Graces fair.

The wood-land nymphs, and gentle fays, at eve
Forth from the dripping cave and mofly dell,

Should round our hearth fantaftic meafires weave;
And fhield from mifchief by their guardian fpell,

Come then bright maid; and quit the city throng ;
Have rural joys no c¢harm to win the foul 2

w—=8he proud, alas! derides my lowly fong,
Scorns the fond vow; and fpurns the ruffet flole,

Then Love begone, thy thrifilefs empire yield,
In youthful toils I'll lofe the anmanly pain :
With echoing horns I'll roufe the jocund field,
Urge the keen chace, and fiveep along the plain.

Or all in fome lone mofs-grown tow’r fublime
With midnight lamp P’ll watch pale Cynthia round,
Explore the choiceft rolls of ancient Time, &

And heal with Wifdom’s balm my haplefs wotnds ./
_ ﬂr
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r elfe I'll roam — Ah no'! that figh profound
Tells me that fubborn love difdains to yield ;

ed;
Nor pain forfake mé in the jocund field,

BY MI’. AiLsor:

5, E A SE, Chlorinda, ceafe to ¢hide me;
When my paffion I relate;
Why fhould kindnefs be denied me?
Why fhould love be paid with hate ?

If the fruit of all my wifhes
Muft be, to be freated fo;

What could you do more than this is
To your moft outrageous foe?

C. Simple Strephon, ceafe complaining,
Talk no more of foolifh love;
Think not €’er my heart to Ireign_ T
Think not all you fay can move,

Did T take delight to fetter

Thrice ten thoufand flaves a day,
Thrice ten thoufand times your betters
. Gladly would my rule obey.
o1

or flight, nor Wifdom’s balm can heal the wound,

g el i o i i
DIALOGUE to CHLORINDA.

S; Strive
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Strive nof; faireft, to unbind me $
Let me keep my pleafing chain :
Charms that firlt to love inclin’d me;
Will for ever love maintain.

Would you fend my heatt a roving ?
Firft to love I muft forbear.

Would you have mé ceafe from loving ?
You muft ceafe from being fair.

Strephont, leave to talk thus idly;
Let me hear of love no more ;

You miltake Chlorinda ‘widely;
Thus to teize her o'er and o’er.

- Seek not her who ftill forbids you §

To fome other tell your moan :

Choofe wheite’er your fancy leads you,
Let Chlorinda but alone.

If Chlorinda: ftill denies me
That which none but fhe can give,
Let the whole wide world defpife me,
"T1s for her alone I live.

F

Grant me yet this one poor favour,
With this one requeft comply ; -
Let us each go on for ever,
I to akk, and you deny.
: 3

C. Sinct
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¢, Since, my Strephon, you fo kiud are,
All pretenfions to refign ;

Truft Chlorinda.— You may fird her
Lefs {fcvere than you divine.

Strephon flruck with joy beholds her,
Would have fpoke but knew not how ;

But he look’d fuch things as told her
Moze than all his fpeech could do.

Te CHLORIND A. By the Same.

EE, Strephon, what unhappy fate
Does on thy fruitlefs paflion wait,
Adding to flame freth fuel:
Rather than thou fhould’ft favour find,
The kindeft foul on earth’s unkind,
And the belt nature cru:s:i:

The goodnefs, which Chlorinda -fhews;

From mildnefs and good breeding flows;
But muft not love be fil'd:

Or elfe ’tis {fuch as mothers try,

When wearied with inceffant cry;
They ftill a froward child,

She with a gracefiil mien and air;
Genteely civil, yet fevere,
Bids thee all hopes give o'er.
Friendfhip fhe offers, pure and free ;
And who, with fuch a friend as fhe;
Could want; or wifh for more?
Ver. VI ) Q, : The
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The cur that fwam along the flood,
His mouth well fill’'d with morfel good,
(Too good for common cur!)
By vifionary hopes betray’d,
Gaping to catch a fleeting fhade,
Loft what he held before,

Mark, Strephon, and apply this tale, ,

Left love and friendfhip both fhould fail :
Where then would be thy hope ?

Of hope, quoth Strephon, talk not, friend ;

And for applying—know, the end -
Of every cur’s a rope,

A A A A S S I M SN

The Fable of Ixion. To ‘SH.'L{}RII"JTI}}Li

By the Same. | i

I XION, as the poets tell us,
Was one of thofe pragmatic fellows,

Who claim aright to kifs the hand
Of the beft lady in the land ;
Demonftrating by dint of reafon,
Thatimpudence in love’s no treafon.

He let his fancy foar much hicher ;
And ventur’d boldly to afpire
To Juno’s high and miglity grace,
And woo’d the goddefs face to face,

- TSy What




A

18

( 243 )

What mortal e’er had whims fo odd,
To think of cackolding aGod ?
For (he was both Jove’s wife and fifter,
And yet the rafcal would have kifs’d hers

How he got up to heav’n’s high palace,
Notone of all the poets tell us 3
It muft be therefore underftood,

. 'That he got up which way he could.

Norisit, that I know, recorded,
How bows were made, and fpeeches worded ;
So, leaving this to each one’s guefs,
Tl only tell you the fuccefs.
But firft I flop awhile to fhew
What happen’d lately here below.
Chlorinda, who beyond compare
Of all the fair ones is moit fair;
Chlorinda, by the Gods defign’d
To be the pattern of herkind,
With every charm of face and mind ;
Glanc’d light’ning from her eyes {o blue,
And fhot poor Strephon through and through.
He, over head and ears her lover;
Try’d all the ways he could to move her;
He figh’d, and vow’d, and pray’d, and cry'd;
And did a thoufand things befide :
She let him figh, and pray, and cry on—.
But now hear more about Dxion. | |

Q:z .
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The Goddefs; proud, (asfolks report her}
Difdain’d that mortal wight fhould court her,
And yet fhe chofe the fool to flatter, '
To make him fancy fome great matter, ; }
And hope in time he might get at her ;
Grac’d him with now and then a fmile,
But inly fcorn’d him all the while ;
Refolv’d at laft a trick to fhew him,
Seeming to yield and fo undo him. ,

Now which way, do you think, fhe took ?
(For do’t fhe would by hook or crool) }
Why, thus I find it in my book.

She call’d a pretty painted cloud,
The brighte of the wand’ring crowd,
For fhe you know is queen o’th’ the air,
And all the clouds and vapours there
Governs at will, by nod or fummons,
As Walpole does the houfe of commons.
This cloud which came to her flark naked,
She drefs’d as fine as hands could make it.
From her own wardrobe out fhe brought
Whate’er was dainty, wove or wrought.
A fmock which Pallas fpun and gave her 4
©nce on a time to gain her favour; |
A gown that ha’n’t on earth its fellow,
Of fineft blue and lin’d with yellow,
Fit for a Goddefs to appear in, d
And got a pin the worfe for wearing.

2 A quilted

-
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A quilted petticoat befide,
With whalebone hoop fix fathom wide.
With thefe fhe deck’d the clond, d’yefee?
As like herfelf, as like could be:
So like, that<could not I or you know
Which was the cloud, and which was Juno.
Thus drefs’d fhe fent it to the villain,
To let him aét his wicked will on:
Then laugh’d at the poor fool aloud,
Who for a goddefs grafp’d a cloud. _
* This you will {ay was well done on her
T expofe the tempter of her honour—
But more of him you need not hear ;
Only to Strephon lend an ear.
He never entertain’d one thought
With which a goddefs could find faults
His fpotlefs love might be forgiven
By every faint in earth and heaven.
Juno herfelf, though nice and hanghty,
Would not have judg’d his paflion naughty.
All this Chlorinda’s felf confefs'd,
And own’d his flame was pure and chafte,
Read what his teeming Mufe brought farth,
- And prais’d it far beyond its worth :
Mildly receiv’d his fond addrefs,
And only blam’d his love’s excefs :
Yet fhe, fo good, fo fweet, fo {miling,
So full of truth, fo sabeguiling,

9,3

P
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One way or other ftill devis’d
To let him fee he was defpis’d :
And when he plam’d, and grew moft proud,
All was a vapour, all a cloud.

A TALE. To CHLORIND A.

By the Same.

A ME Venus, adaughter of Jove’s,
And amongft all his daughters molt fair,
Loft, it feems, t’ other day the two doves,
"T'hat wafted her car through the air.

The dame made a heavy fad rout.
Ran about heav’n and earth to condole ’em ;
And fought high and low to find out,
Where the Eidd}res were ftray’d, or who flole ‘em,

To the God, who the firagglers thould meet,
She promis’d moft tempting fine pay,

bix kifles than honey more fiveet,
And a feventh far fiveeter than they,

The propofal no fooner was made,
Butit put all the Gods in a flame ;

For who would not give all he had
To be kifi’d by fo dainty a dame ?

il s e e bl 8 o8 s e 20 s s e £
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To Cy prﬁa, to Paphos they run,
Where the Goddefs oft us’d to retire ;
Some rode round the world with the fun,
And fearch’d every country and fhire.

But with all their hard running and riding,
Not a God of ’em claim’d the reward ;
For no one could tell tale or tiding,
If the doves were alive or were ftarv’d.

At laft the {ly fhooter of men

Young Cupid, (Ibeg the God’s pardon)
Mamma, your blue birds I have {cen

In.a certain terreftrial garden.

Where, where, my dear child, quickly fhew,
Quoth the dame, almoft out of her wits:
Do bat go to Chlorinda’s, fays Cu,
And you'll find ’em in fhape of pewits.

Is it fhe that hath done me this wrong 2
Full well I know her, and her arts;

She has follow’d the thieving trade long,
But I thought fhe dealt onlyin hearts.

I {hall foon make her know, fol fhall—
And with that to Jove’s palace fhe run,
And began like a bedlam to bawl,

I am cheated, I am robb’d, P'm undone.
Q_q_ Chlorinda,

4
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C 2gd:)
Chiorinda, whom none can approach
Without lofing his heart or his {fenfes,
Has flol’n the two doves from my coach,
And now flaunts it at Venus’ cxpences.

She has chang’d the poor things to pewits,
And keeps ’em like ord’nary fowls :

So when fhe robs men of their wits,
She turns ’em tp afles or owls.

I could tell you of many a hundred
Of figure, high ftation, and means,
Whom fhe without mercy has plunder’d,
Ever fince fhe came into her teens,

But her thefts npon earth I'd have borpe,
Or have let ’em all pafs for mere fable;

- But nothing will now ferve her turn,

But the doves out of Venus’s ftable.

Is it fie, let your mightylhip fay,
That 1, like fome pitiful flirt,

Should tarry within doors all day,
Or elfe trudge it afoot in the dirt ?

Is it fit that 2 mortal thould trample

On me; who am ftyl’d queen of beauty?

© make her, great Jove, an example,
And teach Nimble-fingers her duty,

Sir
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Sir Jove when he heard her thus rage,
For all his great gravity, fmil’d;
And then, like a judge wife and fage,
He began in terms fober and mild,

Learn, daughter, to bndle your tﬂngue,
Forbear to traduce with your prattle

The fair, who has done you no wrong,
And fcorns to purloin gﬂﬂi_.'ls and chattel,

She needs neither gewgaw, nor trinket,
"To carry the world all before her;
Her deferts, I would have you to think it,
Are enough to make all men adore her,

Your doves are elop’d, I confefs,
And chufe with Chlerinda to dwell ;
But blame not the lady for this;
For fure ’tis no crime to excel,

As for them, I applaud their high aims ;
Having ferv’d from the time of their birth
The faireft of heavenly dames,

They would now ferve the fairelt on earth.

ODE
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Ope on Lyric PorTry. By Mr. Mannm"r-

i

INM ATE of fmoaking cots, whofe tuftic fhed,
Within this humble bed,
Her twittering progeny contains,
The fwallow fiveeps the plains,
Or lightly fkims from level lakes the dew.
The ringdove ever true
In plaintive accents tells of unrelenting fate,
Far from the raven’s croak, and bird of night,
That fhrieking wings her flight
When, at his mutter'd rite,
Hid in the dufky defart vale,
With flarting eye, and vifage pale,
The grimly wizard fees the fpectres rife unholy ;
But haunts the woods that held her beauteous mate,
And wooes the Echo {oft with murmurs melancholy,
' R
Sublime alone the feather’d monarch fiies,
His neft dark mifts upon the mountains fhrowd ;
In vain the howling florms arife,
When borne on outfiretch’d plume aloft he fprings,
Dafhing with many a firoke the partmg cloud,
Or to the buoyant air commits his wings
Floating with even fail adown the liquid fkies ;
Then darting upward, {wift his wings afplre, :
Where thunders keep their gloomy feat,

And lightnings arm'd with heaven’s avenging ire,
: - None
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None can the dread artillery meet,
Or through the airy region rove,
But he who guards the throne of Jove,
And grafps the flaming bolt of facred fire,
. 3.
Know, with young Ambition bold,
In vain, my Mufe, thy dazzled eyes explors
Diftant aims, where wont to foar,
Their burning way. the kindling fpirits hold,
Heights too arduous wifely fhun;
Humbler flights thy wings attend ;
For lmaven—taﬁght Génius can alone afcend
Back to her native tky,
And with direGted eagle eye
ervade the Jofty {pheres, and view the blazing fun,
II. 1.
But hark ! o’er all the flower-enamell’d ground
What mufic breathes around !
I fee, I fee the virgin traif
Unlock their fireams again, -
olling to many a vale their liquid lapfe along,
While at the warbled fong |
Which holds entranc’d Attention’s wakeful ear,
Broke are the magic bands of iron fleep.
Love, wayward child, oft wont to weep,
In tears his robe to fteep
Forgets ; and Care that counts his ftore,
Now thinks each mighty bufinefs o’er;
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While fits on ruin’d cities, war’s wide-wafling glory,
Ambition, ceafisg the proud pile to rear,
And fighs ; unfinifh’d leaving half her ample ftory.
I 2.
Then once more, fweet enthufiafl, happy lyre,
Thy foothing folace deign awhile to bring,
I firive to catch the facred fire,
And wake thee emulous on Granta’s plain,
Where all the Mufes haunt his hallow’d fpring,
And where the Graces thun the fordid train
Scornful of heaven-born arts which thee and peace infpire;
On life’s fequefter’d feenes they filent wait,
Nor heed the bafelefs pomp of power,
Nor fhining dreams that crowd at Fortune’s gate ;
But fmooth th’ inevitable hour |
Of pain, which man is doom’d to kno W,
And teach the mortal mind to glow
With pleafures plac’d beyond the fhaft of F ate,
iI. o
But, alas! th’ amufive reed
Ill faits the lyre that atks a2 mafter’s hand,
And fond fancies vainly feed
A breaft that life’s more a@ive fcenes demand.
Sloth ignoble to difclaim
"Tis enoagh: the Iyre unftring,
At other feet the vifor palm I ﬂing
In Granta’s glorious fhrine ;
Where crown’d with radiance divine

Her fmiles fhall nurfe the Mufe; the Mufe fhall lift her fame.
ARION,
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ARION, an Ope. By the Same,

)

UEREN of each {acred found, fweet child of air,
Who fitting thron’d upon the vaulted fky,
Doft catch the notes which undulating fly,
Oft wafted up to thy exalted {phere,
Oa the foft bofom of each rolling cloud,
Charming thy lift'ning ear
With ftrains that bid the panting lover die s
Or 'Iaughing_ mirth, or tender grief inipire,
Or with full chorus loud
Which Kft our holy hope, or fan the hero’s fire :
Enchanting Harmony, ’tis thine to cheer
The foul by woe which finks oppreft,
From forrow’s eye to wipe the tear,
And on the bleeding wound to pour the balmy reff.
1L
"T'was when the winds were roaring loud,
And Ocean fwell’d his billows high,
By favage hands condemn’d to die, '
Rais’d on the ftem the trembling Lefbian flood ;
All pale he heard the tempeft blow,
As on the watry grave below
- He fix’d his weeping eye.
Ah! hatefgl luft of impious gold,
What can thy mighty rage withhold,
Deaf to the melting powers of Harmony !

Bat
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But ere the bard unpitied dies,

Again his foothing art he tries,
Again he fweeps the ftrings,
Slowly fad the notes arife,

While thus in plaintive founds the fiveet mufician fings,

II.

From beneath the coral cave
Circled with the filver wave,
Where with wreaths of emerald crown’d

Ye lead the feftive dance around,
Daughters of Venus, hear, and fave.
Ye T'ritons, hear, whofe blaft can fwell
With mighty founds the twifted fhell ;
And you, ye fifter Syrens, hear,

Ever beauteous, ever fweet,
Whe Iull the lift'ning pilot’s ear

With magic fong, and foftly breath’d deceit.

By all the Gods who fubjeét roll
From guthing urns their tribute to the main,
By him who bids the winds to roar,
By him whofe trident thakes the fhore,
If e’er for you I raife the facred ftrain
When pious mariners your power adore,
Daughters of Nereus, hear and fave,
V.
He fung, and from the coral cave,
Circled with the filver wave,
‘With pitying ear i
‘The Nereids hear.

Genlf
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Gently the waters flowing,
The winds now ceas’d their blowing,
In filence liftening to his tuneful lay.
Around the bark’s fea-beaten fide,
The facred dolphin play’d,
And {portive dafh’d the briny tide :
The joyous omen foon the bard furvey’d,
Wor fear’d with bolder leap to . try the watry way,
On his fcaly back now riding,
O’er the curling billow gliding,
Again with bold triumphant hand
He bade the notes afpire,
Again to joy attun’d the lyre,
Forgot each dmgﬂr palt, and reach’d fecure the land.

Aottt e e e
HOR ACE, Book II. Ode II

Quid bellicofus Cantaber, &c.

Imitated by Lord B—~#u.,——PauL to Faz.

I
EVER, dear Faz, torment thy brain
With idle fears of France or Spain,
Or any thing that’s foreign :
What can Bavaria do to us,
What Prufia’s monarch, or the Rufs,
Or ¢’en prince Charles of Lorrain ?
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1I.
Let us be cheerful whillt we can,
And lengthen out the fhort-liv’d fpan;
Enjoying every hour.
The moon itfelf we fee decay,
Beauty’s the worfe for every day;
And f{o’s the fweeteft flower.
I1I.
How oft, dear Faz, have we been told,
That Paul and Faz are both grown old,
By young and wanton laffes?
Then, fince our time is now fo fhort,
Let us enjoy the only fport
Of toffing off our glaffes.
IV.

From Whitﬂiﬁ we’ll move th’ ﬂpﬂnﬁ#ﬂ f{:gncj .

And fteal away to Richmond Green ;
There free from noife and riot,
Polly each morn fhall fll our ted,
Spread bread and butter———and then we
Each night get drunk in quiet.
: V.
Unlefs perchance earl L——— comes;
As noify as a dozen drums,
And makes an horrid pother;
Elfe might we quiet fit and quaff,
And gently chat, and gayly laugh
At this and that and t’other.

Br—
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B fhall fettle what’s to pay;
Adjuft accompts by algebra ;

I'll always order dinner —
Br though folemn, yet s {ly,
And leers at Poll with roguith eye

To make the girl a finner,

ViL
Powell, d’ye hear, let’s have the ham,

Séme chickens and a chine of {amb —

And what elfe 7—1et’s fee—Ilook ye—
Br—— muft have his dainn’d boullie,
B——— fatterts on his fricaflee,

’ll have my water-fuchy.

VIII.
“When dinner comes we’ll drink about,
No matter who is in, or out,

#Till wine, or ileep, o'ertake us;
Each man may nod, or nap, or wink,
And when it is our turn. to drink,

Our neighbour then fhall wake us.

IX.
Thus let us live in {oft retreat;
Nor envy, nor defpife the great,

Submit to pay our taxes;

With peace or war be well content, .
*Till eas’d by a good parliament,

*Till Scroop his hand relaxes.

You VL "R X, Never
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X.

Never enquire about the Rhine ;
But fill your glafs, and drink your wine;

Hope things may mend in Flanders;
The Dutch we know are good allies,
So are they all with fubfidies,

And we have choice commanders.

XL
Then here’s the King, God blefs his grace,
Though neither you nor I have place,
He hath many a fage advifer ;
And yet no treafon fure’s in this,
Let who will take the pray’r amifs,
God fend ’em all much wifer.

A PANEGYRIC on ALE.

e Mz mec Falerne
Temperant wites, neque Formiani
Pocula colles. Hor.

By T. Wes##s,

A LM of my cares, fweet folace of my toils,
B Hail, juice benignant ! o’er the coftly cups
Of riot-ftirring wine, unwholfome draught,

Let pride’s loofe fons prolong the wafteful night : -
My fober evening let the tankard blefs,

With toaftimbrowa'd, and fragrant nucmeg fraughts
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While the rich draught with oft repeated whiffs
Tobacco mild improves : divine repait ! |
Where no crude {urfeit, or intemperate joys
Of lawlefs Bacchus reign : but o’er my foul
A calm Lethean creeps: in drowfy trance
Each thought fubfides, and fweet oblivion wraps
My peaceful brain, as if the magic rod
Of leaden Morpheus ©’er mine eyes had fhed
Its opiate influence. What though fore ills
Opprefs, dire want of chill-difpelling coals,
Or cheerfal candle, fave the makeweight’s gleam
Hap’ly remaining ; heart-rejoicing ale
Cheers the fad fcene, and every want fupplies,

Meantime not mindlefs of the daily tafk
Of tutor fage, upon the learned leaves
Of deep Smiglecius much I meditate ;
While ale infpires, and lends her kindred aid
The thought-perplexing labour to purfue,
Sweet Helicon of logic !—But if friends
Congenial call me from the toilfome page,
To pot-houfe I repair, the facred haunt,
Where, Ale, thy votaries in full refort
Hold rites no&urnal, In capacious chair
Of monumental oak, and antique mould,
That long has ftood the rage of conquering Time
Inviolate, (not in more ample feat
Smokes rofy juftice, when th’ important caufe,
Whether of henrooft or of mirthful rape,

R 2
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In all the majefty of paunch, he tries,)

Studious of eafe, and provident I place

My gladfome limbs, while in repeated round
Returns replenith’d the fucceflive cup, |
And the brifk fire confpires to gemal joy,

Nor feldom to relieve the ling’ring hours

In innocent delight, amufive putt

On fmooth joint-fool in emblematic play

The vain vicifiitudes of fortune fhews.

Nor reck’ning, nsme tremendous, me difturbs,
Nor, call’d-for, chills my breaft with fudden fear,
While on the wonted door (expreflive mark !)
"The frequent penny ftands defcrib’d to view

In fnowy charaters, a graceful row.

Hail Ticking! fureft gnardian of diftrefs,
Beneath thy fhelter pennylefs I quaff

"The cheering cup : though much the poet’s friend,
Ne’er yet attempted in poetic ftrain,

Accept this humble tribute of my praife.

Nor proftor thrice with vocal heel alarms

Our joys fecure, nor deigas the lowly roof

Of pot-houfe fnug to vifit : wifer he

The fplendid tavern haunts, or coffee-houfe
Of James or Juggins, where the grateful breath
Of mild Tobacco ne’er diffus’d its balm ;

But the lewd {pendthrift, falfely deem’d polite,
While fteams around the fragrant Indian bowl,
Oft damms the vulgar fons of humbler Ale:
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In vain—the pro&or’s voice alarms their joy ; -
Juft fate of wanton pride, and vain excefs!

Nor lefs by day delightful is thy draught,
Heart-eafing Ale, whofe forrow-foothing fwegts'
Oft I repeat in vacant afterngon, . |
When tatter’d ftockings alk my mending hand
Not unexperienc’d, while the tedious-toil -
Slides unregarded. Llét the, tender {wain
Each morn regale on nerve-relaxing tea, -
Companion meet of languor-Joving nymph: .
Be mine each morn with eager appetife. e
And hunger undifiembied, ;0 repair . A
To friendly butt'ry, thete on {)

&L r

And foaming Ale to hanguet anrcfirain’d, b

mozkiag cruft -

an

Material breakfaft I Thus in ancient times. ;. ... ... ..

Our anceftors rnbuﬁw‘_}ﬂl Iifbf{rii cups

Uther’d the mqui. _u;;:l}kﬁ-;h{:ilang-uiﬂ-{ﬁ:_ﬁs .] .
ﬂf I'l‘lﬂd.El'I] dﬂ}rﬁ H nq'_l.' Eﬁ-’ﬂr_h&d th‘?’ _migh; .r-.~1'-_-r-_';~ e f r

L

Of Britons brave dﬂﬁizr‘d,h?d thtj:sdttﬁégkfedgx“ f
With Englifh Ale improving Englifh worth, - .

With Ale irriguous, undifmay’d I hear
The frequent dun aﬂ:cud;il m}rlnﬂ}' &ﬁ.rét_ﬁ;. :

Importunate : whether the plaintive voice

OF laundrefs fhrill awake my fartled ear, iy

Or taylor with nbfequi;iﬂ's hhnw--_aqiwuﬂﬁ._; ;
Or groom invade me with defying lock
And fierce demeanor, whofe emaciate fteeds o
Had panted oft he:l_elﬁﬂlf.m;r,g_ﬁringr.ﬁee-l :

In vain they plead or threat;. ﬂ“Pﬂ"""é‘f“JAhr ity

R 3

x - Cl
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Excufes new fupplies, and each defcends
With joylefs pace and dcbt-dc{'pairing looks:
E’en Sp—y with indignant bow retires,
Sterneft of duns! and conquer’d quits the field.
Why did the gods fuch vatious bleflings pour "
On helplefs mortals, from their grateful hands
So foon the fhort-liv’d bounty to recal ?
Thus while, improvident of futute ill,
I quaff the lufcions tankard unreftrain’d,
And thoughtlefs riot in ambrofial Blifs,
Sudden (dire fate of all things excellent !y
Th’ unpitying burfar’s crofs affixing hand
Blafts all my joys;" and flops my blad career.
Nor now the friendly pot-houfe Ionger yields
A fure retreat when ev’ning fhades the fkies, -
Nor * Sheppard, ruthléfs' widow, now’ votchfafes
The wonted traft,” and * W_i:‘i__tﬂ'-'_ﬁéké’ no more,
Thus Adam exil’d from the bYfiful eenes
Of Eden griev'd, nd ‘moré in Kallow’d bow’s
On ne&’rine fruits to feaft, freth thade or vale
No more to vifit, or vine-mantled Ul it
But all forlorn the naked wildernefy) - "
And unrejoicing folitudes to trace, '
Thus too the matchlefs bard, whofe lay refounds
The Splendid Shilling’s praife, ‘in nightly gloom
Of lonefome garret pin’d for cheerful ‘Ale ;
Whofe fteps in verfe Miltonic I purfie,
Mean follower ! like him with honeft love
Of Ale divine infpi’d, and love of fong. .
e ut
¥ Noted alchoufes in Oxford,
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But long may bounteous Heav’n with waschful care,
Avert his haplefs fate ! enough for me,

That burning with congenial flame I dar’d

His guiding fteps at diftance to purfue,

And fing his fav’rite theme in kindred ftrains.

R RO O PR R RO

ODE to the Genius of ITALY, occafioned by
the Earl of CorkEr’s going Abroad.

By Mr. J. DuncOMBE.

THOU that, on 2 pointlefs {pear reclin’d,
In dufk of eve oft tak'ft thy lonely way
Where Tyber’s flow, neglefted waters ftray,
And pour’ft thy fruitlefs forrows to the wind,
Grieving to fee his fhore no more the feat
Of arts and arms, and liberty’s retreat,

Tealia’s Genius, rear thy drooping head,
Shake off thy trance, and weave an olive crown,
For {ce! a noble gueft appears, well known
To all thy werthies, though in Britain bred ;
Guard well thy charge, for know, our polifh’d ifle
Relutant fpares thee fuch a fon as BoYLE.

There, while their fweets thy myrtle groves difpenfe,
Lead to the Sabine or the Tufcan plain,
Where playful Horace tun’d his amorous ftrain,
And Tully pour’d the fiream of eloquence ;
Nor fail to crown him with that ivy bloom,
Which graceful mantles o’er thy Maro’s tomb.
R 4 At
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At that bleft fpot, from vulgar cares refin’d,
In fome f{oft vifion or indulgent dream
Infpire his fancy with a glorious theme,

And point new fubjefts to his generous mind,

At once to charm his country, and improve
The laft, the youngeft objeét of his love.

But O ! mark well his tranfports in that fhade,
Where circled by the bay’s unfading green,
Amidft a rural and fequefter’d fcene

His much-lov’d Pliny refts his honour’d head :

There, rapt in filence, will he gaze around,

And ftrew with fweeteft flow’rs the hallow’d ground,

But fec ! the fage, to mortal view confeft,
Thrice waves the hand, and fa}rs, or feems to fay,
¢ The debt I owe thee how fhall I repay ?

*¢ Welcome to Latium’s fhore, illuftrious gueft !

‘“ Long may’ft thou live to grace thy native ifle,

¢ Humarne in thought, and elegant in fiyle !

¢« While on thy confort I with rapture gaze,
¢ My own Calphurnia rifes to my view :
“ That blifs unknown but to the virtuous few,
¢¢ Briton! isthine; charm’d with demeflic praife
¢¢ Thine are thofe heart-felt joys that {weeten life,
# The fon, the friend, the daughter, and the wife.”

Content with fuch approof, when genial Spring
Bids the fhrill blackbird whiftle in the vale,
Home may he haften with a profperous gale, .

And Health prote@ him with her foft’ring wing ;

So thall Britannia to the wind and fea =~

Entruft no more her fav’rite OnrER Y,
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To C*%% P¥**E {q; now Lord CAMDE Nv

Written in 1743, By Dr. D.

R OM friendfhip’s cradle up the verdant paths
Of youth, life’s jolly {pring ; and now {ublim’d

o its full manhood and meridian firength,
Her lateft flage, (for friendfhip ever hale
Knows not old age, difeafes, and decay,
But burning keeps her facred fire, ’till death’s
Cold hand extinguifh)—At this fpot, this point,
Here P* %%, we focial meet, and gaze about,
And look back to the fcenes our paftime trod
In pature’s morning, when the gamefome hours
Had fliding feet, and laugh’d themfelves away-
Luxurious {eafon ! vital prime! where Thames
Flows by Etona’s walls, and cheerful fees
Her fons wide fivarming ; and where fedgy Cam
Bathes with flow pace his academic grove,
Pierian walks!—O never hope again,
(Impofiible ! untenable!) to grafp
Thofe joys again ; to feel alike the pulfe
Dancing, and fiery fpirits boiling high
Or fee the pleafure that with carelefs wing
Swept on, and flow’ry garlands tofs'd around
Difporting ! Try to call her back—as wife
Bid yefterday return, arreft the flight
Of Time ; or mufing by a nver’s brink,
Say to the wave that huddles {wiftly by
For ever, *¢ from thy fountain roll anew.”

The merriment, the tale, and heartfelt laugh
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That echo’d round the table, idle guefls,
Mautft rife, and ferious inmates take their place ;
Reflection’s daughters fad, and world-born thoughts
Diflodging Fancy’s empire—Yet who knows
Exac the balance of our lofs and gain ?
Who knows how far a rattle may outweigh
The mace or {cepter ! But as boys refign
The play-thing, bauble of their infancy,
So fares it with maturer years: they, fage,
Imagination’s airy regions quit,
And under Reafon’s banner take the field 3
With refolution face the cloud or florm,
While all their former rainbows die away.

Some to the palace with regardful flep,
And courtly blandifhment refort, and there
Advance obfequious ; in the funfhine bafk
Of princely grace, catch the creating eye,
~ Parent of honours :—in the fenate fome
Harangue the full-bench’d auditory, and wield
Their lif’ning paffions (fuch the pow’r, the fway
Of Reafon’s eloquence !)—or at the bar,
Where Cowper, Talbot, Somers, Yorke before
Pleaded their way to glory’s chair fupreme,
And worthy fill’d it. Let not thefe great names
Damp, but incite: nor Murray’s praife obfcure
Thy younger merit. Know, thefe lights, ere yet
‘To noon-day laftre kindled, had their dawn,
Proceed familiar to the gate of Fame,
- Nor think the tafk fevere, the prize too high
Of toul and honour, for thy Father’s fon,
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Epiftle from the late Lord Vifcount B—ga—xks

to Mifs LLuey A—xk—Ns,

EAR thoughtlefs CLara, to my verfe attend,
Believe for once thy lover and thy friend ;
Heaven to each fex has various gifts afign’d,
And fhewn an equal care of human-kind ;
Strength does to man’s imperial race belong,
To yours that beauty which {ubdues the firong ;
But as our ftrength, when mifapply’d, is lof,
And what fhould {ave, urges our ruin moft;
Juft fo, when beauty proftituted lies,
Of bawds the prey, of rakes th’ abandon’d prize,
Women no more their empire can maintain,
Nor hope, vile flaves of luft, by love to reign.
Superior charms but make their cafe the worfe,
And what thould be their blefling, proves their curfe.
0 h}'mph! that might, reclin’d on Cupid’s breaf,
Like Pfyche, footh the God of love to reft ;
Or, if ambition mov'd thee, Jove enthral,
Brandifh his thunder, and direét its fall ;.
Survey thyfelf, contemplate every grace
Of that fweet form, of that angelic face,
Then Crara fay, were thofe delicious charms
Meant for lewd brothels, and rude ruffians arms?
No Crawra, nol that perfon, and that mind,
Were form’d by nature, and by heaven defign’d

3

For
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For nobler ends ; to thefe return, thou gh late,
Return to thefe, and fo avert thy fate.

Think Crara, think, (nor will that thought be vain)
Thy flave, 'Thy Harry, doom’d to drag his chain
Of love, ill-treated and abus’d, that he |
From more inglorious chains might refcue thee.
Thy drooping health reftor’d ; by his fond care,
Once more thy beauty its full luftre weear ;

Mov’d by his love, by his example taught,

Soon ihall thy foul, once more with virtue fraught,
With kind and gen’rous truth thy bofom warm,
And thy fair mind, like thy fair perfon,  charm.
To virtue thus, and to thyfelf reftor’d,

By all admir’d, by one alone ador’d,

Be to thy Harry ever kind and true,

And live for him, who more than dies for you.

W@maavmﬁmmﬁmamm
The CHE AT’s AroLocy.
By Mr. ELLIS.

*Tis my wecationy, Hal? SHARKESPEAR.

OOK round the wide world, each profeffion, you'll find,
Hath fomething difhoneft, which myft’ry they call;
Each knave points another, at home is ftark blind,
Except but his own, there's a cheat in them all :
When tax’d with impﬂﬁurc, the charge he’ll evade,

And like Falftaff pretend he but lives by his trade. o
g
%
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The hero ambitious (like Philip’s great fon,
Who wept when he found no more mifchief to do)
Ne'er fcruples a neighbouring realm to o'er-run,
While flaughters and carnage his fabre imbrue.
Of rapine and murder the charge he'll evade,
For conquett is glorious, and fighting his trade,

The ftatefman, who fteers by wife Machiavel’s rules,
Is ne’er to be known by his tongue or his face;

They’re traps by him us’d to catch eredulous fools,
And breach of his promife he counts no difgrace;

But policy calls it, reproach to evade,

For flatt’ry’s his province, cajoling his trade.

The prieft will inftro& you this world to defpife,
With all its vain pomp, for a kingdom on high ;
While earthly preferments are chiefly his prize,
And all his purfuits give his do&rine the lye;
He’ll plead you the gofpel, your charge to evade:
The lab’rer’s entitled to live by his trade.

The lawyer, as oft on the wrong fide as right,
Who tortures for fee the true fenfe of the laws,

While black he by fophiftry proves to be white,
And falthood and perjury lifts in his caufe ;

With fteady affurance all crime will evade :

His client’s his care, and he follows his trade.

The
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Thc fons of Machaon, who thu-ﬁy for gold
"The patient palt cure vifit thrice in a day,
Write largely the Pharmacop league to uphold,
While poverty’s left to difeafes a prey ;
Are held in repute for their glitt’ring parade :
Their prallice is great, and they fhine in their trade.

Since then in all flations impofture is found,
No one of another can juftly complain ;

The coin he receives will pafs current around,
And where he is confen’d he coufens again:

ButI, who for cheats this apology made,

Cheat myfelf by my rhyming, and flarve by my trade.

m*mﬁwmﬁﬂmﬁmm '

S O N G.. By the Same.

AS Chloe ply’d her needle’s are,
A purple drop the fpear
Made from her heedlefs finger ftart,
And from her eyes a tear.

Ah! might but Chloe by her fmart
Be taught for mine to feel;

Mine caus’d by Cupid’s piercing dart,
More fharp than pointed fleel !
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Then I her needle would adore,
Love’s arrow it fhould be,
Indu’d “with fiich a fubtle pow'r
To reach her heart for me.

ﬁﬁw&ﬁ}mﬁ{ﬁ}iﬁ{?ﬁi
Another. By the Same.

UE venal Belinda to grant you the blefling
As Jove courted Danae, or vain’s your addrefling ;
For love, ihe afferts, all that’s gen’rous infpires,
And therefore rich tokens of love fhe requires.

Such faitors as nothing but ardours are boafting,
Will ne’er reach Elyfium, but ever be coafting.
Like pennylefs ghoits deny’d paflage by Charon,
They'll find, without fee, unrelenting the fair one.

But give me the nymph not ungrateful to wooing,
Who love pays with love, and careffes with cooing,
By whom a true heart is accepted as fterling,
And Cupid alone makes her lover her darling.

To Mr. GrenviLLE on his intended Refignation.

By RICHARD BE RENGER, Eig;

Wretch tir'd out with Fortune's blows,
Refolv’d at once to end his wogs 3

And
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And like a thoughtlefs filly elf,
In the next pond to drown bimfelf,
>Tis fit, quoth he, my life fhould end,
The cruel world is not my friend ;
I have nor meat, nor drink, nor cloaths,
But want each joy that wealth beftows ;
Befides, I hold my life my own,
And when I pleafe may lay it down }
A wretched hopelefs thing am I,
Forgetting, as forgot, I'll die.

Not fo, faid one who ftood behind,
And heard him thus difclofe his mind ;
Confider well pray what you do,

And think what numbers live in you :
If you go drown, your woes to eafe,
Pray who will keep your lice and fleas ?
On yours alone their lives depend,
With you they live, with you muft end.

On great folks thus the little live,
And in their funthine bafk and thrive :
But when thofe {funs no longer fhine,

The haplefs jnfeéts droop and pine. | :

Oh GrenviLLE then this tale apply,
Nor drown yourfelf left I fhould die:
Compaflionate your loufe’s cafe,

And keep your own to fave his place.

To
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To Mf, Garrick, on his r.rﬂ&mg a Tcmplb
and Statue to SHAKESPEAR.

. By the Sﬂmn -

— Viridi in rﬁmpﬁ Jigum de marmaore ponanm
Propter aquam, tardis ingens ﬂ&fﬁexf&’f #‘Ffﬂf
T hamefis, et mj&a pratexit arundine. ripas 3
In medio mibi SHAKESEEAR erily semplumque tenchit.
VIlﬂlhﬁ
HERE yqnder trees rife. h‘tgh in cheerful air,
Where yonder ba:nks =t.m'nai verdure wear, ]
And opening flow’rs diﬁ‘ﬂing fwﬂkﬂ around e ongi o}
Paint with their vivid hues the ﬁ.ap;ty W MR
While Thames majeflic 0 e IS > B Al 2ol
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Thll‘lﬂ, Sﬂﬁliﬁfﬁw e h . ;' i 4 ." B
i prde, bis boat, wnequalld and divine.
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As bill and dale there
Such fweat 7 .-',
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Like the tall trees fublime thy genius tow'rs,
Sprightly thy fancy, as the opening flow’rs ;
While copious as the tide Thames pours along,
Flow the fweet numbers of thy heav’nly fong,
Serenely pure, and yet divinely firong —
Look down, great fhade, with pride this tribute fee
The hand that pays it makes it worthy thee —
As fam’d Apelles was allow’d alone
To paint the form auguft of Philip’s fon,
None but a Garrick can, O bard divine!
Lay a fir offering on thy hallow'd fhrine.
To {peak thy worth is his peculiar boaft,
He belt can tell it, for he feels it moft.
Bleft bard! thy fame through every age fhall grow,
Till Nature ceafe to charm, or Thames to flow.
Thou too, with him, whofe fame thy talents raife,
Shalt fhare our wonder, and divide our praife ;
Blended with his thy merits rife to view,
And half thy Suakespear’s fame to thee is due :
Unlefs the actor with the bard confpire,
How impotent his firength, how faint his fire !
One boafts the mine, one brings the gold to Zgky,
And the Mufe triumphs in the A&or’s mighs ;
Too weak to give her own conceptions birth,
Till all-expreflive 4&ion call them forth.
Thus the fweet pipe, mute in itfelf, no found

Sends forth, nor breathes its pleafing notes around ;

But if fome fwain with happy fkill endu’d,
Infpire with animating breath the wood,

Wak’d
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Walk’d into voice; it pours its tunefal flrains,
And harmony divine enchants the plains.
Duod fpire, &t placeo, fi placeo, tuum eff — Hox,
On the Birth-Day of Swakespear. A CENTO.

Taken from his Works,
By the Same.

Naturd ipfa walere, ef mentis wiribus excitariy et guaft quodam
divino [piritn affars. | CicerO.

P E A C E-to this meeting,

Joy and fair time, health and good withes !

Now, worthy friends, the caufe why we are met

Is in celebration of the day that gave

Immortal Shakefpear tO this favour’d iile,

The moft replenifhed fveet work of nature,

Which from the prime creation e’er fhe fram'd. |
O thou divinelt Nature! how thyfelf thou blazon’ft
In this thy fon! form’d in thy prodigality,

Ta hold thy mirror up, and give the time

Its very form and preffure ! When he {peaks

Pach aged ear plays truant at his tales,

And younger hearings are quite ravifhed,

So voluble is his difcourfe — Gentle

As Zephyr blowing underncath the violet,

Not wapging its fiweet head —yet as rough,

(His noble blood enchaff’d) as the rude wind,

That by the top doth take the mountzin pine,

S 2 - And
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And make him ftoop to th’ vale. —*Tis wonderful
That an invifible .inflin& fhould frame him
To Loyalty, unlearn’d ; honour untaught ;
Civility not feen in other ; knowledge
That wildly grows in him, but vields a crop
As if it had been fown. What a piece of work'!
How noble in faculty! infinite in reafon!
A combination and a form indeed,
Where every God did feem to fet his feal.
Heav’n has him now — yet let our idolatrous faney
Still fanétify his relicks; and this day
Stand aye diftinguifh’d in the kalendar
To the laft fyllable of recarded time:
For if we take him but for all in all,
We ne’er fhall look wpon ‘his like again. -

SEEPEPEERR R PR RS T

Ao Opr to SCULPTURE.

E D by the Mufe, my ftep pervades
The facred haunts, the peaceful fhades
Where A4rt and Scalpture reign:
I fee, I fee, at their command,
The living ftones in order ftand,
And marble breathe through every vein !
Time breaks his hoftile fcythe; he fighs
To find his pow’r malignant fled ;
“ And what avails my dart, he cries,
¢* Since thefe can animate the dead ?
¢ Since wak’d to mimie life again in ftone
“ The patriot feems to fpeak, the hero frown.”
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There Virtus's filent train are feen,

Falt fix’d their looks, eret their mien,

Lo! while with more than ftoic foul,

The @ Aeti¢ fage exbaufts the bowl,

A pale fuffufion fhades his eyes,

rill by degrees the marble dies !

See there the injur'd ® poef bleed !

Ah! fee he droops his languid head !

What ftarting nerves, what dying pain,

~ 'What horror freezes every vein!

Thef@ are thy works, O Sculpture ! thine to {hew
In rugged rock a feeling fenfe of woe. '

Yet not alone fuch themes demand

The Phydian ftroke, the Dedal hand ;

[ view with melting eyes

A {ofter fcene of grief difplay’d,

While from her breaft the duteous maid

Her infant fire with food fupplies.

In pitying ftone {he weeps, to, fee
His fqualid hair, and galling chains:
And trembling, on her bended knee,

His hoary head her hand fuftains;
While every look and forrowing feature prove
How foft her breaft, low great her filial love.

Lo! there the wild © Affprian queen,
With threat'ning brow, and frantic mien !

a Soerates, who was condemned to die by poifon.

b Seneca, born at Corduba, who, according to Phiny, was orator, pogf,
and philofopher. He bled to death in the bath.

¢ Semiramis, cum €l circa cultum capitis ful occupat
Babylonem defeciffe; alterd parte crinium adhuc folutd protinus ad eant

# punciatum edlet
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Revenge ! revenge! the marble cries,
While fury fparkles in her eyes.

Thus was her aweful form beheld,

When Baéylen’s proud fons rebell’d ;

She left the woman’s vainer care,

And flew with loofe difhevell’d hair ;

She fretch’d her hand, imbru’d in blood,
While pale Sedition trembling flood ;

In {udden filence, the mad croud obey’d
Her aweful voice, and Stygian Difcord fled !
With hope, or fear, or love, by turns,
‘The marble leaps, or fhrinks, or burns,

As Sculpture waves her hand ;

‘T'he varying paflions of  the mind
Her faithfal handmaids are affign’d,

And rife and fall by her command.

When now life’s wafted lamps expire,

When finks to duft this mortal frame,

She, like Prometheus, grailps the fire;

Her touch revives the lambent flame ;
While, pheenix-like, the fatefman, bard, or fage,
Spring frefh to life, and breathe through every age.

Hence, where the organ full and clear,
With loud hofannas charms the ear,

Behold (a prifm within his hands)
Abforb’d in thought, great ¢ Newton ftands ;

expugnandam cucurrit : nec prius decorem capillorum in ordinem gquam
tantam urbem in poteftatem fuam redegit : quocirca flatua ejus Babyloot
pofita eft, &c. Val, Max de Ira.

d A noble ftatue of Sir Ifaac Newton, erected in Trinity-College chapel,
11’ Dr. Smith,
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Such was his folemn wonted ftate,

His ferious brow, and mufing gait,

When, taught on eagle-wings to fiy,

He trac’d the wonders of the fky;

The chambers of the fun explor’d,

Where tints of thoufand hues are ftor’d ;
Whenee every flower in painted robes 1s dreft,
And varying Iris fteals her gaudy velt. -

Here, as Devotion, heavenly queen,

Conduéts her beft, her fav’rite train,

At Neawton's fhrine they bow !

And while with raptur’d eyes they gazc,

With Firtue’s pureft veftal rays,

Behold their ardent bofoms glow !

Hail, mighty Mind ! hail, aweful name !

[ feel infpir’d my lab’ring breaft;
And lo! I pant, I burn for fame !
Come, Science, bright etherial gueft,
Oh come, and lead thy meaneft, humbleit fon,
Through Wifdom’s arduous paths to fair renown.
Could I to one faint ray afpire,
One {park of that celeftial fire,
The leading cynofure, that glnw’ﬂ
While Smith explor'd the dark ahode,
Where Wifdom fate on Nature's fhrine,
How great my boaft ! what praife weré mine !
Tlluftrious fage! who firft counld’ft tell
Wherein the powers of Mufic dwell;
- And every magic chain untie,
That binds the foul of Harmony !

S 4

To
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To thee, when mould’rin g in the duft,
To thee thall fwell the breathing buft :
Shall here (for this reward thy merits claim)
¢¢ Stand next in place to Newion, asin fame.”

BASASAANPIN AN
True RESIGNATION,

Equam memento vebus in arduis

Servare mentem. : HoraT,

By Mr. LI % %% %,

APEACRERACIAE

HEN Colin’s good dame, who long held Lim a tug,

And defeated his hopes by the help of the jug,
Had taken too freely the cheeruping eup,
And repeated the dofe ’till it laid her quite up ;
Colin fent for the doftor : with forrowful face
He gave him his fee, and he told him her cafe,
Quoth Galen, I'll do what I can for your wife;
But indeed fhe’s {o bad, that I fear for her life.
In counfel there’s fafety —e’en fend for another ;
For if fhe fhould die, folks will make a firange pother,
And fay that I loft her for want of good {kill —
Or of better advice —or, in fhort, what they will.
Says Colin, your judgment there’s none can difpute;
And if phyfic can cure her—1I know yours will do’t.
But if, after all, the fould happen to die,
And they fay that you kill'd ber—T'1l fwear *tis a lye;
"T'1s the bufband’s chiet bufinefs, whatever enfue;
And wheever finds fault=T'11 be fhot—1if 7 do.

3

An
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An Eprstie from the King of PRUSSIA, to
Monfieur VOLTAIRE. 1757,  °

P

ROYEZ que fi j' etois, Voltaire,
Particulier aujourdhui,
Me contentant du necefiaire,
Je verrois envoler la Fortune legere,
It m’en mocquercis comme lui.
Je connois I’ ennui des grandeurs,
Le fardeau des devoirs, le jargon des flatears,
Et tout I’ amas des petitefles, =
Et lears genres et leurs efpeces,
Dont il faut s* occuper dans le fein des honneurs.
Je meprife la vaine gloire, s
Quoique Poete et Souverain,
Quand du cifeau fatal retranchant mon deflin
Atropos m’ aura va plonge dans la nuit noire,
Que m’ importe I’ honneur incertain ’
De vivre apres ma mort au temple de Memoire :
Un inftant de bonheur vaut mille ans dans 1’ hiftoire.
Nos deftins font ils donc fi beaux?
Le doux Plaifir et la Mollefle,
La vive et naive Allegrefle
Ont toujours fui des grands, la pompe, et les faifceaux,
Nes pour la liberté leurs troupes enchantreffes
Preferent 17 aimable parefle -

Aux aufteres devoirs guides de nos travanx.
' Auflx
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Aufli la Fortune volage
N’ a jamais caufé mes ennuis,
Soit qu’ elle m’ agage, ou qu’ elle m’ outrage,
Je dormirai toutes les nuits
En lui refufant mon hommage.
Mais notre etat nous fait loi,
Il nous oblige, 1l nous engage
A mefurer notre courage,
Sur ce qu’ exige notre emploi.
Voltaire dans fon hermitage,
Dans un pais dont 1’ heritage
Eft fon antique bonne foi,
Peut ¢’ addonner en paix.a la vertu du fage
Dont Platon nous marque la loi.
Pour moi menacé du naufrage,
Je dois, en affrontant I’ orage,
Penfer, vivre, et mourir en Roi.

Tranflated into Englith
By Joux GirssrT CooPER, Efg;

OLTAIRE, believe me, were I now
In private life’s calm ftation plac’d,
Let Heav'n for nature’s wants allow,
With cold indiff’rence would I view
. Changing Fortune’s winged hafte,
And laugh at her caprice like you.
Th’ infipid farce of tedious fate,

Imperial duty’s real weight,
The
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The faithlels courtier’s fupple bow,
The fckle multitude’s carels,

And the great Vulgar's Littlenefs,

By long experience well I know ;
And, though a Prince and Poet born,
Vain blandifhments of glory fcorn.
For when the ruthlefs fhears of Fate
Have cut my life’s precarious thread,
And rank’d me with th’ uncenfcious dead,
What will’t avail that I avas great
Or that th’ uncertain tongue of Fame
In Mem’ry’s temple chaunts my name?
One blifsful moment whilt we live

~ Weighs more than ages of renownj
What then do Potentates reccive

Of good, pecaliarly their own ?
Sweet Eafle and unaffe&ted Joy,
Domeftic Peace, and fportive Pleafure,
The regal throne and palace fly,
And, born for liberty, prefer

Soft filent feenes of lovely leifure,
To, what we Monarchs buy {fo dear,
The thorny pomp of feepter’d care.
My pain or blifs fhall ne‘er depend
On fickle Fortune’s cafual flight,

For, whether the’s my foe or friend,
In calm repofe I’ll pafs the night ;
And ne'er by watchful homage own

I court her fmile, or fear her frown.
5 | L But
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But from our fations we derive

Unerring precepts how to live,

And certain deeds each rank calls forth,
By which is meafur’d human worth.
Voltaire, within his private cell ’
In realms where ancient honeity

—

Is patrimonial property,

And facred Freedom loves to dwell,

May give up all Ais peaceful mind,
Guided by Plato’s deathlefs page,

In filent folitude refign’d

To the mild virtues of a Sage;

But I, ’gainft whom wild whirlwinds wage
Fierce war with wreck-denouncing wing,
Muft be, to face the tempeit’s rage,

In thought, in life, in death a king,.

SEEHTHDHDDIR D LDDDHHDHOHBE

On feeing * Archbithop WirLrrams’s Monument

in CARNARVONSHIRE.
By Dr. D.

N that remote and folitary place,

Which the feas wafh, and circling hills embrace,
Where thofe lone walls amid the groves arife,
All that remains of thee, fam’d W#illiams, “lies.
Thither, fequefter’d fhade, creation’s nook, :
The wand'ring Mufe her penfive journey took,

a John Williams was confecrated bifhop of Lincoln, Nov, 11. 1621, Wi

tranflated to York, Dec. 4. 1641, and died March 25, 1649. and was buried
at Landegay near Bangor, :
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Curious to trace the Ratefman to his home, .

And moralize at leifure o'er his tomb:

She came not, with the pilgrim, tears to fhed,

Mutter a vow, or trifle with a bead,

But fuch a fadnefs did her thoughts employ,

As lives within the neighbourhood of joy.

Refle@ting much upon the mighty fhade,

His glories, and his miferies, fhe faid :

«« How poor the lot of the once-honour’d dead !

Perhaps the duft is Williams, that we tread.

The learn’d, ambitious, politic, and great,

Statefman, and prelate, this alas! thy fate.

Could not thy Lincols yield her paftor room,

Could not thy Yor# fupply thee with a tomb ?

Was it for this thy lofty genius foar’d, '

Carefs’d by monarchs and by crowds ador’d ?

For this, thy hand o’er rivals could prevail,

Grafping by turns the crofier and the ® feal ?

Who dar’d on Laud’s meridian pow’r to frown,

And on afpiring Buckingbam lock down.

This thy gay morn, — but ere the day decline

Clouds gather, and adverfity is thine.

Doom’d to. behold thy country’s fierce alarms,

What had thy trembling age to do with ,arms ?

Thy lands dragoon’d, thy palaces in duft,

Why was thy life protrafted to be curft?

Thy king in chains, — thyfelf by lawlefs might

Stript of all pow’r, and exil’d from thy right.

% He was made lord keeper of the great feal July 20, 1621, |

Awhile
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¥ Awhile the venerable hero ftood,

And fltemm’d with quiv’ring limbs the boift’rous flood ;

At length, o’ermatch’d by injuries and time,

Stole from the world, and fought his native clime.
Cambria for him with moans her region fills :

She wept his downfal from a thoufand halls:

‘Tender embrac’d her prelate though undone, ¢

Stretch’d out her mother-rocks to hide her fon :

Search’d, while alive, each vale for his repaft,

And, when he died, receiv’d him 1n her breaft.

Envied Ambition! what are all thy {fchemes,

But waking mifery, or pleafing dreams,

Sliding and tottering on the heights of ftate !

The fubject of this verfe declares thy fate.

Great as he was, you fee how fmall the gain,

A burial fo obicure, a Mufe fo mean.

{eieamexerex e exer

Extempore Verfes upon a Trial of Skill between
the two great Mafters of Defence, Meficurs

Ficc and SurtoONn.

By Dr. By rom.

3 .r". ‘llh Iv-.,.-

ONG was the great Figg, by the pfize-fighting fivains,

Sole monarch acknowledg’d of Mary-bone plains:
To the towns, far and near, did his valour extend,

And fwam down the river from Thame to Gravefend ;

W here
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Where liv’d Mr. Sutton, pipemaker by trade,

Who hearing that Fige was thought fuch a ftout blade,

Refolv’d to put in for a fhare of his fame,

And fo fent to challenge the champion of Thame.
IL.

With alternate advantage two trials had paft,

When they fought out the rubbers on Wednefday laft.

To fee fuch a conteft the houfe was fo full,

There hardly was room left to thruft in your fkull.

With a prelude of cudgels we firlt weresfaluted,

And two or three fhoulders moft handfomely fluted ;

'Till weary at laft with inferior difafters,

All the company cry’d, Come, the mafters, the mafters.
e A

Whereupon the bold Sutton firft mounted the flage,

Made his honours as ufual, and yearn’d to engage;

Then Figg, with a vifage fo fierce, yet fedate,

Came and enter’d the lifts, with his frefh-fhaven pate;

Their arms were encircled with armigers t0o,

With a red ribbon Sutton’s, and Figg’s with a blue.

Thus adorn’d the two heroes, "twixt fhoulder, and ¢lbow.

Shook hands, and went to’t, and the word it was Bilboe.
IV.

sure fuch a concern in the eyes of {pectators,

Was never yet feen in our amphintheatres,

Our commons and peers from their feveral places,

To half an inch diftance all pointed their faces;

While the rays of old Pheebus that fhot thro’ the fey-light,

Seem’d to make on the fage 3 new kind of twilight;

And
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And the Gods, without doubt, if one could but have feen ‘em;
Were peeping there through to do juitice between ems
| V.
Figg ftruck the firft firoke, and with fuch a vaft f'a:u-;,r,lr
That he broke his huge weapon in twain, I affare you s
And if his brave rival this blow had not warded,
His head from his fhoulders had quite been difcarded.
Figg arm’d him again, and they took t’ other tilt,
And then Sutton’s blade ran away from its hile;
The weapons were frighted, but as for the men,
In truth they ne’er minded, but at it again.

: VI.
Such a force in their blows, you’d have thought it a wonder
Every firoke they receiv’d did not cleave ’em afunder.
Yet fo great was their courage, fo equal their ficill,
"That they both feem’d as fafe as a thief in a mill;
While in doubtful attention dame Victory ftood,
And which fide to take cou’d not tell for her bload,
But remain’d like the afs, ’twixt the bundles of hay,
Without ever firring an. inch etther way. '
*T'iil jove to the Gods fignified his 1ntention
In a fpeech that he made "em too tedions to mention §
But the upfhot on’t was, that at that very bout,
From a wound in Figg’s fide the hot blood fpouted ouf ;
Her ladyfhip then feem’d to think the cafe plain,
But Figg ftepping forth with a fullen difdain,
Shew’d the gath, and appeal’d to the company round,

If his own broken fword had nct given him the wound.
VI, The
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VIIL
'hat bruifes, and wounds a man's {'pirit (héuld touch,
With danger {o litrle, with honour {0 much !
Well, they both took a dram, and retarn’d to the battle,
And with a frefh fury they made the fwotds rattle;
While Sutton’s right arm was obferved to bleed,
By a touch from his rival, fo Jove had decreed §
Jukt enough for to thew ¢hat his blood was not icor,
But made up, like Figg’s; of the common red-liquor.
X |

Again they both tuft’d with as equal a fire on,
»Till the company cry’d, Hold, enough of cold iron,
T'o the quarter-ftaff now, lads. So firlt having dram’d it,
They took to their wood, and Pfaith never ham’d it.
The firft bout they had was fo fair, and fo handiome,
That to make a fair bargain, was worth a king’s ranfom 3
And Satton fuch bangs on his neighbour imparted,
Would have made any fibres but Figg’s t0 have {fmarted.

X. otk 1§
Then after that bout they went on to another ——
But the matter muft end on fome fafhion, or other ;'
So Jove told the Gods he had made a decree, |
That Figg fheuld hit Sutton a firoke on the knee.
Though Sutton difabled as foon as he hit him
Would ftill have fought om, bat Jove would aot permit him;
>Twas his fate, not his fault, that confirain'd him to yield,
And thus the great Figg became lord of the ﬁelu’t,

“Vor. VL T 5 A Letter

i
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A Letter from Cambriﬂg'e‘ to-a young Gentleman
at Eton School. |

By Dr. LittreTON,

THQUGH plagu’d with algebraic leftures;
And aftronomical conjetures,
Wean’d from the fweets of poetry.
To fcraps of dry philofophy,
You fee, dear fir, I've found a time .
T’ exprefs my thoughts to you in rhime, -
For why, my friend, fhould diftant parts, . 3iig 2
Or times, disjoin united hearts, . |
Since, though by intervening fpace
Depriv’d of fpeaking face to face,
By faithful emiflary letter. . -
We may converfe as well, or better
And not to ftretch a narrow fani:y,_.
To fhew what pretty things I can fay;
(As fomte will ftrain at fimile, FI 18IS
Firft work it fine, and then applys .
Tag Butler’s rhimes to Prior’s thoughgs,
And choofe to mimic all their faalts,
By head and fhoulders bring in @ Ak 11T Bl
To thew their knack: at hudibraftic,). .. ...
I'll tell you as a friend, and CEORY, L
How here I fpend my time, and moneys |

- i T7 s on
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for time, and money, go together
As fure as weathercock, and weather ;
And thrifty guardians all allow
This grave refletion to be true,
That whilt we pay fo dear for learning
Thofe weighty truths we've no concern in,
The fpark who fquanders time away
In vain pﬂrfmts, and fruitlels play,
Not only proves an afrant blockhead,
But, what’s much worfe, is out of pocket.
Whether my condu& bad; or good is,
Judge from the nature of my ftudies,

No more majeftic Virgil's heights,
Not tow’ring Milton’s loftier fights;
Nor courtly Flaccus’s rebukes;.
Who batiters vice with friendly jokes,
Nor Congteve’s life, nor Cowley’s firy
Nor all the beauties that confpire
To place the greeneft bays upon
Th’ mmurta] brows of Addifon 3
Prior’s 1n1m1table ealg, }2 :
Nor Pope’s harmonious numbets pleafe §
Homer indeed (for tritics fhew it)
Was both philofopher, and poet;
But tedious piilafophic chapters
Quite fifie my poetic raptures,
And I to Pheebus bade adien
When firft T took my leave of you. . |

T 2 . No#d
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Now algebra, geometry,
Arithmetic, aftronomy,
Optics, chromology, and fatics,
- All tirefome parts of mathematics;
With twenty harder names than thefe
Difturb my brain, and break my peace.
All feeming inconfiftencies
Are nicely folv'd by a’s, and b’s;
Our eye-fight is difprov’d by prifms,
Our arguments by fyllogifms.
If I fhould confidently write
This ink is black, this paper white,
Or, to exprefs myfelf yet fuller,
Should fay that black, or white’s a colour ;
They’d contradiét it, and perplex one
With motion, rays, and their reflexion,
And folve th’ apparent falfehood by
The curious texture of the eye.
Should I the poker want, and take it,
When’t looks as hot, as fire can make it,
And burn my finger, and my coat,
They'd flatly tell me, ’tis not hot ;
The fire, fay they, has in’t, ’tis true,
The pow’r of caufing heat in you ;
But no more heat’s in fire that heats you,
Than there is pain in flick that beats you.

Thus too philofophers expound
The names of odour, tafte, and found ;

The
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The fults, and juices in all meat
Affe&t the tongues of them that eat,
And by fome fecret poignant power
Give them the tafte of fieet, and four.
Carnations, violets, and rofes
Caufe a fenfation in our nofes ;
But then there’s none of us can tell
The things themfelves have tafte, or fmell.
So when melodions Mafon fings,
Or Gethring tunes the trembling [lﬁngs,
Or when the trumpet’s brifk alarms
Call forth the cheerful youth to arms,
Convey'd through undulating air
The mufic’s only in the ear.

Weé're told how planets roll on high,
How large their orbits,  and how nigh;
I hope in little time to know -

Whether the moon's a cheefe, or no;
Whether the man in’t, as fome tell ye,
With beef and carrots fills his belly ;
Why like a lunatic confin’d

He lives at diftance from mankind ;
When he at one good hearty fhake,
Might whirl his prifon off his back ;
Or like a maggot in a nut

Full bravely eat his pafiage out.

Who knows what vaft difcoveries

From fuch :nqmrms might arife ?
g - Bu
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But feuds, and tumaults in the nation -
Difturb {uch curious fpeculation, ,
Camhndgc ﬁ'om furious broils of ftate,
Forefees her near-appmachmg fate ;.

" Her fur:ﬁ patrons are remov’d,
And her trii:mpha.m foes apprm- d,
~ No mage! this due to friendfhip takgi
Not idly writ, for writing’s fake ;
No Iﬂngfr quqﬁypq my refpedt,
Nor call this ﬂ:nrt d:]a}r negieﬁ
At Iea& excufe it, whea you fee -,
"This Pl:dgq n,f mlr ﬁnqﬁtnty, _
For one who, zi;ymea to make you ea!'y,

And his invention firains to pleafe you,
To ﬂlew his fnendfh: ] qacks his hra.lp,s,

Sure i 15 a mad—map lf. he. fmgns.u_

%{*}m{m@eﬂmﬁmmmmmm

LLLLLL

The' IT' N DO L E"N‘T

H AT felf-fuﬁﬂency and falle content.

Btnum.h the {enfes of the mduk-nt‘ L
Dead to all purpqﬁ:a ﬂfgaod or iJJ,,
Alive alﬂne in an wraSiwve il
His unly vice in no gmi adion lies,
And his fu!e ﬂrtuﬂ is his vant of wice.
Bufinefs he deems too hard, trifles too eafy, -
,&nd doing nﬂthulg finds himfelf too bufy,

Silency
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Silence he cannot bear, noife is diftralion,
Noife Lills with buftle, filence with refletion ;
No want he feels, — what has he to purfue ?
To him ’tis lefs. to fifer, than to 4o,

The dafy world’s a fool, ‘the learn’d a fot,
And his fole hope to-he by all forgat:
Wealth is procur’d with voil, and kept with fear,
Knowledge by labour purchas’d cofts too dear ;
Frendfhip’s a clog;, and family a jeft,
A wife but a bad bargain at the beft ;
Honour a bubble, fubjefttoa breath,
And all engagements vain fince null’d by death 3
Thus all the wile efteem, ‘he can defpife,
And caring unot, 'tis he dlone is wife :
Yet, all his wifh poffefling, finds no reft,
And only lives to know, ke never cax be bleft

rESEEEEEREE EEEDEBEETEE

The Sono of Srmeown paraphrafed.
By Mr. Mngg:c;;.

,TIS enough — the hour is come.
Now within the filent tomb
Let this mortal frame decay, .
Mingled with its kindred' clay 3
Since thy mercies oft of old
Py thy chofen: feers foretold,
T 4 Faithful
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Faithful now and fiedfaft prove,
‘God of truth and God of love!
Since at length my aged eve

Sees the day-fpring from on high.
Son of rightequfnefs, to thee
Lo! the nations bow the knee,
And the realms of diftant kings
Own the healing of thy wings.
Thofe whom death had overfpread
With his dark and dreary fhade,
Lift their eyes, and from afar
Hail the light of Jacob’s ftar;
Waiting till the promis’d ray
Turn their darknefs into day.
See the beams intenfely thed
Shine o'er Sion’s favour’d head.
Never may they hence remove,
God of truth and God of love !

SO RPRrnd e IePepe I

On the Invention of LETTERS.

T ELL me what Genius did the art invent,
The lively image of the voice to paint;
Who firft the fecret how to colour found,
And to give fhape to reafon, wifely found;
With bodies how to cloath ideas, taught;
And how to draw the pitture of a thought ;
2z S Who
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Who taught the hand to fpeak, the eye to hear
A filent language roving far and near ; b
Whofe fofteft noife outftrips lond thunder’s found,
And fpreads her accents through the world’s vaft round ;
A voice heard by the deaf, fpoke by the dumb,
Whofe echo reaches long, long time to come;
Which dead men fpeak as well as thofe alive —
Tell me what Genius did this art contrive.

The ANSWER.

HE noble art to Cadmus owes its rife,
Of painting words, and {peaking to the eyes ;
He firft in wond’rous magic fetters bound
The airy voice, and ftop’d the flying found :
The various figures by his penci] wrought,
Gave colour, form, and body to'the thought. .

B i Lh ot ir ik s
On W I T. |

R UE wit is like the brilliant ftone
Dug from the Indian mine;
Which boafts two various powers in one
To cut as well as fhine.

Genius, like that, if polifh’d right,
With the fame gifts abounds;
Appears at once both keen and bright,

And fparkles while it wounds.
‘ On
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On .3 SPIDE R.

RTIST, | :ﬁha underneath my table
Thy mnqus texture hatt dﬂ}:lay‘& .
Who, if we may believe the fable,
Wert once a:fair ingenious maid ;

Infidious, reftlefs, watchful fpider,
Fear no officious damfel’s broom, -
Extend thy artfol fabric wider,
And fpread thy hanmm&h]r roomt, |

Swept from the rich - man’s coftly. I:E,I‘I:I.ng*
. . .Theu’rt welcome to my homely roof ;
Here may’#t thou find a peaceful dweﬂmg,' :
And undifturb’d atfend thy woef.

Whil# I thy wond’rous fabric ftare at, -
And think on haplefs' poet’s fate 3

Like thee confin’d to Ionely garret,
And rudely banifh’d rooms of {late,

And as from out thy tortur’d body

Thou draw’ft thy flender firing with pain,
So does he labour, like 2 noddy,

To fpin materials from his brain,
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He for fome fluttering tawdry creature,
"That fpreads her charms before his eye §
And that’s a cnnquelt little better
Than thine oer ;zptﬂe butterily.

Thus far tis PIELIII we both agree,
~ Perhaps our des.tns may better hew it3
' ?sz ten to one but penury fotel
. Ends hoth thﬂ fplder and the poet, .

wmﬁﬁ%wwmmﬁ

The Pray-THING chang’d.

"I TTY’s charming voice and face,
1% Syren-like, firt caught my fancy;
Wit and humour next take place,

And now I doat on fprightly Nancy.

~ Kitty tanes her pipe in. vain,
With airs moit languifhing and dying;
{Jalls me falfe ungrateful fwain, :
And tries in vain to fhoot me H}*:mg. |

Nancy with reﬁﬂle{g art, . | "J 3 7
Alwa}'s humurnps, gay, and witty 3
Has talk’d herfelf into my heart,  »

And quite excluded tuneful Kitty. .

w

‘Ah Kitty ! | Love, awanton boy, :
Now pleas’d with fong, and now with prﬂfﬂe,
Still longing for the newell toy,

Has :hang’d his whiltle for a rattlt-', 45
The
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The Fasite of JOTHAM: To the
BorouGcH-HuNTERS.
By Ricrarp Ow:em Cﬁﬁ,ﬁ-ﬂmaﬁ, Efgs.

Jotham’s fable of the trees is the oldeff that is extant, and as
beastiful as any which bave been made fince that time.
. _ A E R Appisow.
JUDGES, Chap. u': ver. 8. '
OLD Plum®, who though bleft in his Kentifp retreat,
~#" Sall thrives by his oilthop in Leadeuball-fireet,
With a Poertagal merchant, a knight by creation,
From a borough' in. Cornwuall teceiv’d irvitation.
Well-affur'd of each vote, well equip’t from the alley; -
In queft of eleftion-adventures they fally.
Though much they difcours’d, the long way to beguile;
Of the carthguakes, the Jews, and the change of the ftile,
Of the Irith, the ftocks, and the lott’ry committee,
They came hlent and tir'd into Exerer city. A
« Some books, prithee Fandlord, to pafs a dull hour;
¢« No nonfenfe of parfons, or methodifts four, =
‘¢ No poetical fluff, a damn’d jingle of rhymes,
* ¢ But fome pamphlet that’s new, and a touch on the times.”
<« O Lord ! fays mine hoft, you may hunt the town round,
¢ I quefhion if any fuch thing can be found ; ;
« T never was afk’d for a book by a gueft ;
¢ And Pm fure T have all the great folk in the 77,
¢« None of thefe to my knowledge €’er call’d for a book ;
« But fee, Sir, the womdn with fifh, and the cook ;
«¢ Here’s the fatteft of carp, fhall we drefs you a brace ?
¢ Would you have any foals, or a mullet, or plaice?
-
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¢ A place, quoth the knight, we muit have to be fure,
¢« Bat firft let us fee that our borough’s fecure,
«« We'll talk of the place when we’ve fettled the poll:’
«« They may drefs us for fupper the mullet and foal.
« But do you, my good landlord, look over your fhelves,
« For a book we muift have, we're fo tired of ourfelves.”
¢¢ Tn troth, Sir, I ne’er had a book in my life,
s« But the prayer book and bible 1 bought for my wife.”
tc Well! the bible muft do; but why don’t you take in *
<« Some monthly colle&ion, the new magazine 7™
The bible was brought, and laid out on the table,
And open’d at Fotham’s moit appofite fable.
Sir Freepors began with this verfe, though no rhyme —
¢« The trees of the foreft went forth on 2 time,
(To what purpofe our candidates fcarce could expelt,
For it was not, they found, to tranfplant—but ELECT)
st To the olive and fig-tree their deputies came,
¢« But by both were refus’d, and their anfwer the {ame:
«t Quoth the olive, thall I leave my fatnefs and oil
« For an unthankful office, 2 dignify’d toil 2 |
¢t Shall I leave, quoth the fig-tree, my {weetnels and fruit,
¢« To be envy’d or flav'd in fo vain a purfuit?
¢ Thus rebufi’d and furpriz’d they apply’d to the vine,
¢ Fle anfwer’ : Shall I leave my grapes and my wine,
« (Wine the fovereign cordial of god and of man)
« To be made or the tool or the head of a clan? -
« At laft, asitalways falls outina {cramble,

 The mob gave the try for a bramble! a bramble!
« A
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¢¢ A bramble for ever! O! chance unexpeﬂﬂdf
¢« But bramble prevail’d; and was duly eleéted.”

« O! ho! quoth the knight with a look moft profound;
¢« Now I fee there’s fome good in gesd books to be found.
¢« T with I had read this fame bible before:
¢ Of long miles at the leaft *twould have fat’d us fourfcore.
¢« You, Plumb, with your olives and oil might have ftaid,
And myfelf might have tarried my wines to unlade;
¢+ What have merchants to do from their bufinefs to ramble!
¢« Your eleftioneer-errant fhould fiill be a bramble;*

Thus ended at once the wife commetit on Forbaim;
And our citizens’ jaunt to the Borough of Gotbam.

GHAHALALROAOAE HRABRLHRD
An Elegy written in an empty Affembly-Room;
By the Same,

4

iy

Sempergue velingui ‘
— Vikec,

Sola ﬁf e |
ADVERTISEMENT.

This poem being a parody om the moff remarkable paffages in the

avell-known epiftle of Eloifa to Abelard, i avas thought un-

neceffary to tranferibe any lines from that poem, awbich is it
the bands of all, and in the memory of maft readers,

N fcenes where HavLeT’s genius has combin’d
With BromwicH to amufe and cheer the mind ;-
Amid this pomp of coft, this pride of art,

What mean thefe forrows in a female heart?
Ye
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Ye crowded walls, whofe wetl-enlighten’d:
With lovers fighs and proteftations found,

Ye piGures fiatter’d by the learn'd and wife,
Ve glaffes ogled by the brightef eyes,

Ye cards, which beanties by their touch have bl:&.
Ye chairs, which peers and minifters have preft,
How are ye chang’d ! like yon my fate I moan,
Like you, alas! neglefted and alone —

For ah! to me alone no card is come,

I muft not go abroad — and cannot bz af Bome.

Bleft be that focial pow’r, the firft who pair'd
The erring f footman with th” unerring card.
*T'was Venus fure; for by their faithful aid
The whifp’ring lover meets the blufhing maid :
From folitade they-give the cheerful call
To the choice fupper, or the {prightly ball :
Speed the foft fummons of the gay and fair,
From diftant Bloomfbury to Grofvenor’s fquare 3
And bring the colonel to the tender hour,

From the parade, the fenate, or the Tower.

" Ye records, patents of our worth and pride !
Our daily leffon, and our nightly guide!
Where’er ye ftand, difpos’d in proud array,

The vapours vanifh, ‘and the heart is gay ;

But when no cards the chunnejr—glafs adorn,
The difmal void with heart-felt (hame we mourn 3
Confcious negleét 1|1fp1res a fullen gloom,

And brumhpg fadnefs Blls the flighted room,
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If but fome happier female’s card I've feer; '
I fivell with rage; or ficken with the fpleen;
While artful pride conceals the burfting tear,
With fome forc’d bantér or affefted fneer:
But now grown defp’rate, and beyond all hope,
I curfe the ball, the d—15, and the pope.”
And as the loads of borrow’d plate go by,
Tax it! ye greedy minifters, I cry.

How thall I feel, when Sol refigrs his light
T'o this proud fplendid goddefs of the night !
Then when her ankward guefts in meafare beat
The crowded floors, which groan benedth their feet ?
What thoughts in folitude {liall then poflefs
My tortur’d mind, or foften my diftrefs !
Not all that envious malice can {uggeft
Will footh the tumults of my raging breaft.
(For Envy’s loft amid the numerous train,
And hiffes with her hundred fnakes in vain)
Though with contempt each defpicable foul
Singly I view, — I muft revere the whole.

The methodift in her peculiar lot,
The world forgetting, by the world forgot,
Though fingle happy, though alone 1s proud,
She thinks of heav’n (fhe thinks not of a crowd}
And if fhe ever feels a vap’rith qualm,
Some * drop of bonzy, or fome holy balm,

w0

% "The title of a took of modern devotion, |
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The pious prophet of her fe& diftils;
And her pure foul feraphic rapture fills ;
Grace fhines around her with fereneft beams,
And whifp’ring W¥#¥ prompts her golden dreams.

Far other dreams my {enfual foul employ,
While confcious nature tafies unholy joy :
[ view the traces of experienc’d charms,
And clafp the regimentals in my arms: ,
To dream laft night I clos’d my blubber'd eyes;
Ye foft illufions, déar deceits arife;
Alas! no more; methinks I wand’ring g0
To diffant quarters midft the Highland {now ;
To the dark inn where never wax-light burns,
Where in fmoak’d tap’firy faded Dipo mourns;
To fome affembly in a country Towi,
And meet the colonel—in a patfon’s gown—
1 fart—1I fhriek — %

O! could I on my waking brain impbfe,
Or but forget at lealt my prefent woes ! ;
Forget *em ! —how ! —cach rattling coach fuggefts
The loath’d ideas of the crowding guefts.
T'a vifit—were to publifh my difgrace ;
To meet the {pleen in every other place;
To join old maids and dowagers forlorn ;.
And be at once their comfort and their fcorn !
For once, to read with this diftemper’d brain,
Ev'n modern novels lend their aid in vain. |

Vou. VL. U
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My Maxporine—what place can mufic find
Amid the difcord of my reftlels mind ?

How fhall I waite this time which flowly flies !
How lull to flumber my reluant eyes!
This night the happy and th’ unhappy keep
Vigils alike, —N * * * bas murder’d fleep.

LECCCOCECECELELSCECETEET
The FAKEER: A TaLk.

B}" the SME#

AFJ!LF:E Er (a religious well known in the Eaft,

Not much like a parfon, ftill lefs like a priefty

With no canting, no fly jefuitical arts,

Field-preaching, hypocrify, learning, or parts;

By a happy refinement in mortification, |

Grew the oracle, faint, and the pope of his nation,

But what did he do this efteem to acquire ?

Did he torture his head or his bofom with fire ?

Was his neck in a portable pillory cas’d ?

Did he faften a chain to his leg or his waift ?

No. His holinefs rofe to this fovereign pitch

By the merit of running long nails in his breech.
A wealthy young Indian, approaching the fhrine,

Thas in banter accofts the prophetic divine,

This tribute accept for your int’reft with FO,

Whom with torture you ferve, and whofe will you muft know :
To
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Tn your fuppliant difclofe his immortal decree ;
Tell me which of the heav’ns 1s allotted for me.
FAKEEK.
Let me firft know your merits.
INpIan. !
I ftrivé to be juit:
To be true to my friend, ‘to my wife, to my truft:
In religion I duly obferve every form :
With an heart to my country devoted and warm {
I give to the poor; and I lend to the rich—
FAKEER.
But how many nails do you run in your breech
INDIAN.
Witk fabmiffion I fpeak to your rev’rence’s tail 3
But mine has no tafte for a ten-penny nail.
FAKEER.
Well | T’ll pray to our prophet and get you prefer’d ;
‘Though no farther exped than to heaven the third.
\With me in the thirtieth your {eat to obtain,
You muft qualify duly with hunger and pair.
| B PTe T e
With you in the thirtieth ! you impudent rogue!
Can fiuch wretches as you give to madnefs a vogue!
Though the priefthood of FO on the vulgar impole,
By fquinting whole years at the end of their nofe,
Though with cruel devices of mortification

"Fhey adore @ vain idol of modern creationy

1SF

Does
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Does the God of the heav’ns fuch a fervice direft ¢
Can his mercy approve a felf-punifthing fe& ?

Will his wifdom be worfhip’d with chains and with nails ?

Or e’er look for his rites in your nofes and tails ?

Come along to my houfe, and thefe penances leave,

Give your belly a feaft, and your breech a reprieve.
This reas’ning unhing’d each fanatical notion ;

And ftagger’d our faint in his chair of promotion,

At length with relu&tance he rofe from his feat ;

And refigning his nails and his fame for retreat,

T'wo weeks his new life he admir’d and enjoy’d :

'The third he with plenty and quiet was cloy’d.

To live undiftinguifh’d to him was the pain,

An exiftence unnotic’d he could not fuftain.

In retirement he figh’d for the fame-giving chair ¢

For the crowd to admire him, to rev’rence and ftare -

No endearments of pleafure and eafe could prevail ;

He the faintfhip refum’d, and new larded his tail.
Our Faxeer reprefents all the vot’ries of fame ;

Their ideas, their means, and their end is the fame ;

The fportiman, the buck ; all the heroes of vice,

With their gallantry, lewdnefs, the bottle and dice;

The poets, the critics, the metaphyficians,

The courtier, the patriot, all puliticians :

The ftatefman begirt with th’ importunate ring,

(I had almoft compleated my lift with the king)

All labour alike to illaftrate my tale ;

All tortur’d by choice with th’ invifible nail.

To
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To Mr. WHITEHEaD"‘

On his being made Porr LAURE.."
By the Same.

’ 1S fo— though we're furpris’d to hear
The laurel is beftow’d on merit.
How hufh’d is every envious voice !
Confounded by fo jult a choice,
»  'Though by prefcriptive right prepar’d
To libel the {elefied bard.
: But as you fee the ftatefman’s fate
In this our democratic ftate,
Whom virtue ftrives in vain to guard
From the rude pamphlet and the card 3
You'll find the demagogues of Pindus
In envy not 2 jot behind us:
For each Aonian politician
(Whofe element is oppofition,)
Will fhew how greatly they furpafs us,
In gall and wormwood at Parnaffus.
- Thas as the fame detraiting fpirit
Attends on all diftinguifh’d merit,

VW hen ’tis your turt, obferve, the quarrel
Is not with you, but with the laurel.
Suppofe that Jaurel on your brow,
For cyprels chang’d, funereal bough*

U3 See
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See all things take a diff’rent tyrn !
The very critics fweetly mourn,
And leave their fatire’s Pois’nous ﬁing
In plaintive elegies to fing :
With folemn threnody and dirge
Condu¢t you to Elyfium’s verge.
At Weftminfter the furplic’d dean
The fad but honorable fcene
Prepares.. The well-attended herfe
Bears you amid the kings of verfe.
Each rite obferv’d, each duty paid, -
Your fame on marble is difplay’d,
With fymbols which yonr genius fuit,
The maik, the butkin, and.the flute -
‘The laurel crown aloft is hang ;
And o’er the ﬁ:'nlpt_nr’d lyre u.ﬁﬂruug
Sad allegoric figures leaning —
(How folks will gape to find their meaning!)
And a long epitaph is fpread,
Which happy You will never read. -
But hold — The change is fo invitin g
Town, Itremble while Pm writing.
Yet, Wrirenzeap, ’ts too foon to lofe you :
Let critics flatter or abufe you,
O teach us, ere you change the fcene
To Stygian banks from Hippocrene,
How free-born bards fhould firike the firings,
And how a Briton write to kings.

' Verles
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of -planting ARTS and

| A Rfe iR 1w ol

By the late Dr. BE;-;:—:LE'-T_,; _Biihﬂp of CLOXYNE.
HE Mufe, difgufted at an age and ciime,
Barren of every g}nﬁﬂus._them_t,

I5 diftant lands now waits a better fime, '

Producing fﬁ}:jie&s" worthy fame: L

| where from the genial {un
fuch fcenes enfue,
nature feems outdone,
s by the true: '

Veries on the Profpect
LEARNING 10

In happy climes,
And vi:gin:&arth
The force of art by
And fancied beautic

In happy climes, the feat of innocence,

Where nature guides:and yvirtue rules,
¢ impofe for truth an

and fchools :

Where men {hall no d fenie

The pedantry of courts
ng another golden 2%,

The rife of empire and of arts,
The good and great in{piring epic rage,
The wifeft heads and nobleft hearts-

There fhall be fu

urope breeds in her decay s
when frefh and youngs

When heav'nly fame did animate her clay,

By future posts (hall be fung.
* At ot Weftward
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Weftward the courfe of empire takes its way;
The four firft a&s already paft,

A fifth fhall clofe the drama with the day ;
Time’s nobleft offspring is the laft.

A I S D G e

To Mr. M A S O N.
By Wirvrram WuitTegusan, Efq;

L
ELIEVE me, Masow, ’tis in vain
Thy fortitude the torrent braves

Thou too muft bear th’ inglorious chain ;

The world, the world will have its flaves,
The chofen friend, for converfe fiveet,
The fmall, yet elecant retreat,
Are peaceful unambitious views -
~ ‘Which early fancy loves to form,
When aided by th’ ingenuous Mufe,
She turns the philofophic page,
And fees the wife of every age

With Nature’s diétates warm.

11,

But ah! to few has Fortune given

The choice, to take or to refufe ;
To fewer flill indulgent Heaven

Allots the very will to chufe.
And why afe varying fchemes prefer’d ?
Man mixes with the common herd,
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By caftom guided to purfue
Or wealth, or honors, fame, or eale;
What others wifh he wifhes t00,
Nor, from his own peculiar choice,
*Till firengthen’d by the public voice,
His very pleafures pleafe.
= 11,
How oft, beneath fome hoary fhade *
Where Cam glides indolently flow,
Haf thou, as indolently laid,
prefer’d to Heav'n thy fav’rite vOW :
« Here, here forever let me ftay,
¢ Here calmly loiter life away,
¢ Nor all thofe vain canneftions know
<« Which fetter down the free-born mind
¢« The flave of :ntereflt, or of fhew ;
¢¢ Whilit yon gay tenant of the grove,
¢« The happier heir of Nature’s love,
<« Can warble unconfin’d.”
IV,
Yet {ure, my friend, th’ eternal plan
By truth unerring was defign’d ;
Inferior parts Were made for man,
smielf for all mankind.

Then by th’ apparent judge th’
Behold how rolls this vaft machine
To one great end, howe’er withftoods ¢
Direfting 1ts mPa.rna] courle.
All labour for the general good.
z

Some
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Some fiem the wave, fome till the foil, -
By choice the bold, th’ ambitious toil,
The indolent by force.
e il .0
That bird, thy fancy frees from care,

With manya fear, unknown to thee,
Mutft rove to glean his fcanty fare ;

From field to field, from treé to tree:
His lot, united with his kind,

Has all his little joys-confin’d ;.
The Lover’s and the Parent’s ties

Alarm by turns his anxious breaft ;
Yet, bound by fate, by inflinét wife, :
He hails with fohgs the rifing morn, . **
~ And pleas’d at evening’s cool retum

He fings himfelf to reft,
' | VL _
And.tell me, has not Nature made

Some ftated void for thee to fill, .

Some {pring, fome wheel, which afks thy aid
To move, regardlefs of thy will ?

Go then, go feel with glad furprife:

New blifs from new conne&ions rife ;

*Till, happier in thy wider iphere,

Thou quit thy darling fchemes of eafe ;
Nay, glowing in the full career
E¥’n with thy virtuous labours more -
Nor ’till the toiliome day is o’er

Expe& the night of peace,

r

O DE
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ODE. To IﬂDEPENDENCY
By Mr. Mason,

L
£ R E, on my native fhore reclin’d,
While Silence rules the midnight hour,

Woo thee, GODDESS. On my mufing mind

Defcend, propitious Power!
And bid thefe rufling pales of grief fubfide:
Bid my calm'd foul with all thy influence {hine ;
As yon chafte Orb along this ample tide

Draws the long luftre of her filver line,

While the hufh’d brecze sts Jaft weak whifper blows,

And lalls old HuMBER 10 his deep repofe.
Come to thy Vot'ry’s ardent pray’r,
In all thy graceful plainnefs drefi;
~ No knot confines thy waving hair, - -
No zone thy floating veft.
Unfullied Honor decks thine open brow,
And Candor brightens in thy modeft eye:
Thy blafh 1s warm Content’s therial glow,
Thy fmile is Peace ; tﬁy ftep is Liberty :
Thou fcatter'ft blefings round with lavifh hand,
As Spring with carelefs fragrance fills the land.

4

III.

As
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I1I.
As now oer this lone beach I ftray ; .
Thy #* fav’ritc Swain oft flole along,
And artlels wove his Doric lay,
Far from the bufy throng.
Thou heard’ft him, Goddefs, ftrike the tender ftring,
And badft his foul with bolder paflions move :
Strait thefe refponfive fhores forgot to ring,
With Beauty’s praife, or plaint of flighted Love:
To loftier flights his daring Genius rofe,
And led the war, ’gainit thine, and Freedom’s foes,
| IV.
Pointed with Satire’s keeneft fteel,
The fhafts of Wit he darts around:
Ev'n + mitred Dulnefs learns to feel,
And fhrinks beneath the wound.
In awful poverty his honet Mafe
Walks forth vindiftive through a venal land:
In vain Corruption fheds her golden dews,
In vain Oppreflion lifts her iron hand;
He fcorns them both, apd, arm’d with truth alone,
Bids Luft and Folly tremble on the throne.
' V.
Behold, Iike him, immortal Maid,
" The Mufes veftal fires I bring : .
Here at thy feet the fparks I {pread ;
,Prn;ﬁtiuur wave thy wing,

+ ® Agdrew Marvell, born at Kingflon upon Hull in the year 1620

1 Pirl:f:r, blﬂlﬂﬂ of ﬂ:fﬂrd-

And
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And fan them to that dazzling blaze of Sang;
That glares tremrendouns on the Sons of Pride.
But, hark, methinks I hear her hallow’d tongue t
In diftant trills it echos o’er the tide; '
Now meets mine ear with warbles wildly free,

As fwells the Lark’s meridian ecftacy.
: : VL

¢t Fond Youth! to Marvers's patriot fame;
¢¢ Thy humble breaft muft ne’er afpire.
¢¢ Vet nourifh fill the lambent flame;
‘et ull firike thy blamelefs Lyre;
o Led by the moral Maufe fecurely rove;
¢« And all the vernal fweets thy vacant Youth
«¢ Can cull from bufy Fancy’s fairy grove,
% O hang their foliage round the fane of Truth :
«« To arts like ‘hefe devote thy tunefal toil,
« And meet its fair reward in D?Arcy’s fmile.””
' - VIL
« *Tis he, my Son, alone fhall cheer
¢ 'Thy fick’ning foul ; at that fad hour
¢« When oer a much-lov’d Parent’s bier
¢¢ Thy duteous Sorrows fhower :
At that {ad hour, when all thy hopes decline 3
When pining Care leads on her pallid train,
And fees thee, like the weak, and widow'd Vine;
Winding thy blafted tendrils o’er the plain.
At that fad hour fhall D’ArcY lend his aid,

And raife with Friendfhip’s arm thy drooping head.
VIIL ¢ This

o 4

L]
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VIIL

¢ This fi-agrant wreath, the Mufes meed;

¢« That bloom’d thofe vocal fhades among;

“ Where never Flatt’ry dared to tread;

¢¢ Or Intereft’s fervile throng ;
¢ Receive; my favour’d Son, at my command,
¢« And keep, with facred care, for D’Arcy’s brow:
¢ Tell him; 'twas wove by my immortal hand,
¢¢ ] breath’d on every flower a purer glow ;
¢ Say, for thy fake, I fend the gift divine
¢« To him,; who calls thee nrs, yet makes thee minz.”’

LRl b e gl e Ll B Rl R e

ODE. On MELANCHOLY.
Toa FRIEND.
By the Same.

I.
H! ceafe this kind perfuafive ftrain,
Which, when it flows from friend{hip’s ton gue;
However weak, however vain,
O'¢rpowers beyond the Siren’s fong :
Leave me, my friend, indulgent go,
And let me mufe upon my woe.
Why lure me from thefe pale retreats 7 '
Why rob_me of thefe penfive fweets?
Can Mufic’s voice, can Beauty’s eye,
€Can Painting’s glowing hand, fupply
A charm
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A charm fo fuited to my mind,

As blows this hollow guft of wind,

As drops this little weeping rill

Soft-tinkling down the mofssgrown hilly
Whilit through the weft, where finks the crimfon Day,
Meek Twilight flowly fails; and waves her banners grey ?

IL

Say, from Afi&ion's various fource

Do none but turbid waters flow ?

And cannot Fancy clear their courfe?

For Fancy is the friend of Woe. .

Say, 'mid that grove, in love-lorn fiate,

When yon poor Ringdove mourns her mate,

Is all, that meets the fhepherd’s ear,

Infpir'd by anguifh, and defpair?

Ah no, fair Fancy rules the Song:

She fwells her throat; fhe guides her tongue ;

She bids the waving Afpin-fpray

Quiver in Cadence to her lay;

She bids the fringed Ofiers bow,

And ruftle round the lake below,
To fuit the tenor of her gurgling fighs, :
And footh her throbbing hreaft with folemn fympathies.

. 1L

To thee, whofe young and peliﬂ:‘d brow

The wrinkling hand of Sorrow fpares;

Whofe cheeks, beftrew’d with rofes, know

No channel for the tide of tears;
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To thee yon Abbey dank, and lone,
Where Ivy chains each mould’ring flones
That nods o’er many a Martyr’s tomb,
May caft a formidable gloom.
Yet fome there are, who, free from fear;
Could wander through the cloyfters drear;
Could rove each defolated Ifle,
Though midnight thunders fhook the pile 3
And dauntlefs view, or feem to view;
* (As faintly flafh the lightnings blue)
Thin thiv’ring Ghofts from yawning charnels throng, -
And glance with filent fiveep the fhaggy vaults along.
S o
But fuch terrific charms as thefe;
I afk not yet: My fober mind
The fainter forms of Sadnefs pleafe ;
My forrows are of {ofter kind.
Through this ftill valley let me ftray,
Wrapt in fome ftrain of penfive Gray :
Whofe lofty Genius bears along
The confcious dignity of Song;
And, fcorning from the facred flore
To wafte a2 note nnJ.Pride, or Power;
Roves, when the glimmering twilight glooms;
And warbles *mid the ruftic tombs :
He too perchance (for well I know,
His heart would melt with friendly woe)
 He too perchance, when thefe poor limbs are laid,

Will heave one tuncful fich, and footh my hov'ring Shade.
O DE.
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| By Mr. GRAY. g

$ONANTA < YNETOISI— :
. Pinpar; Olymp. 3

| I
W AKE, Zolian lyre, awake,
And give to rapture all thy trembling. rings.
From Helicon’s harmonious {prings
A thoufand rills their mazy progrefs take:
The laughing fAQwers, r:]_:_tat yound them blow,
Drink life and fragrance as they flow.
Now the rich ftream of mufic winds along
Deep, majeftic, {mooth and ftrong,
Through verdant vales, and Ceres’ golden reign :
' Now rolling down the'fteﬂp.amﬂﬂ:
Headlong, impetuous, fee it pour: _
The rocks, and nodding groves rebellow to the roar.
_ I z.
Oh! Sovereign of the willing foul,
Parent of {weet and {olemn-breathing 2irs,
Enchanting fhell ! the fullen Cares;
And frantic Pafiions hear thy foft comtroul.
On Thraciz’s hills the Lord of War
fias curb'd the fury of his can
« Voi. VI ' X

A

And
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And drop’d his thirfty lance at thy command,
Perching on the fcept’red hand
Of Jove, thy magic lalls the feather’d king
With rufled plymes, and flagging wing :
Quench’d in dark clouds of flumber lic
The terror of his beak, and hght’nmgs of his eye.
L 3.

Thee the voice, the dance, obey,
Temper’d to thy warbled lay.
O’er Idalia’s velvet-green
The rofy-crowned Loves are feen
On Cytherea’s day, . ' .
With antic Sports, and blue-eyed Pleafures,
Frikking light in frolic meafures ;
Now purfuing, now retreating, -
Now in circling troops they meet’
To brifk notes in cadence beating
Glance their many-twinkling feet.
Slow melting ftrains their Queen’s approach declare ;
Where’er fhe turns the Graces homage pay.
With arms fublime, that float upon the air,
In gliding ftate the wins her eafy way :
O’er her warm cheek, and rifing bofom, move
The bloom of young Defire, and purple light of Love.

il 3. 54

Man’s feeble race what Ills await, p
Labour, and Penury, the racks of Pain,
Difeafe, and Sorrow’s weeping train,
And Death, fad refuge from the ftorms of Fate!

| The
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Hhe fond complaint; my Song, difprove,
And juftify the laws of Jove.
Say, has he given in vain the heav’nly Mufe?
Night, and all her fickly dews,
Her Spectres wan; and Birds of boding crys
He gives to range the dreary fky:
»Till down the eaftern cliffs afar
Hyperion’s march they fpy; and glict'ring fhafts of war.
: | | §

In climes beyond the folar road;
Where fhaggy forms o'er ice-built mountains r0am,
The Mufe has broke the twilight gloom
To cheer the fhiv'ring Native’s dull abode: -
And oft, beneath the od’rous {hade
" Of Chili’s boundlefs forefts 1aid,
She deigns to hear the favage Youth repeaty
In loofe numbers wildly fweet,
. Their fqathcr-ﬂin&ured Chiefs, and dufley Loves.
Her track, where'er the Goddefs roves;
Glory purfue; and generous Shame;
Th’ unconquerable Mind, and Freedom’s holy flame.
- il. 3.

Woods; that wave O'¢r Delphi’s fteeps
~ Iiles, thﬂ;rt‘l!mﬁ"tl th’ Egﬂ:aﬁ deep, ]
Fields; that cool Iliffus laves,
Or where Mazander’s amber Waves
In lingering Lab’rinths creep,
How do your tuneful Echo’s languifh,

Mute, but to the voice of ﬁngmi'hl

: % 2 Wh:r&
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Where each old poetic Mountain
Infpiration breath’d around ;
Every fhade and hallow’d Fountain
Murmur’d deep a folemn found :
"Till the fad Nine in Greece’s evil hour
Left their Parnaffus for the Latian plains.
Alike they fcorn the pomp of tyrant-Power,
And coward Vice, that revels in her chains.
When Latium had her lofty fpirit loft,
They fought, oh Albion! next thy fea-encircled coaft.
II. 1.

Far from the fun and fummer-gale,
In thy green lap was Nature’s Darling laid,
What time, where lucid Avon firay’d,
To Him the mighty mother. did unveil
Her aweful face: The dauntlefs Child’
Stretch’d forth his little arms, and fmil’d.
This pencil take (fhe faid) whofe colours clear
Richly paint the vernal year:
Thine too thefe golden keys, immortal Boy !
This can unlock the gates of Joy;
Of Horrour that, and thrilling Fears,
Or ope the facred fource of fympathetic Tears.

L 2, i

Nor fecond He, that rode fublime
Upon the feraph-wings of Extafy,
The fecrets of th’ Abyfs to {py.
He pals’d the flaming bounds of Place and Time :

The
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The living Throne, the faphire-blaze,
Where Angels tremble while they gaze,
He faw; but blafted with excefs of light,
Clofed his eyes in endlefs night. 1
Behold, where Dryden’s {efs prefumptuous car,
Wide o’er the felds of glory bear

Two coutrfers of ethereal race, b (@
With necks in chunder cloath’d, and long-
~Hark, his hands ‘the lyre explorel
Bright-eyed Fancy _hovering o'er
Scatters from her pictur'd urn _
Thoughts, that breathe, and words, that burfe
Bat ah! ’tis heard 10 more ~—

Oh! Lyre divine what daring Spirit
Wakes thee now ? tl}'cm h he inherit

Nor the pride,. no¥ ;qn;;k, pinion,
That the Theban Eagle bear.' . ¢

Through the azare deep of air: |

yet oft before his infant €y€s would run
Guch forms, a8 glitter in the Mufe's 72Y .
With orient hues, unborrow :

vet fhall he mount,
Beyond the limits of & yulgar fat

oD

S i



By the Same.

Tie following Ode is founded on & tradition current in Wales,
that EnwARD the Firf, awber be compleated the congueft of
that country, ordered all the Bards, thar fell into bis bands,
to be put to death,” ¢t

J I 1
s UIN feize thee, ruthlefs King!
¢ Confufion on thy banners wait,

¢ Though fann’d by Conqueft’s crimfon wing
¢ They mock the air with idle fdte.
¢ Helm, nor Hauberk’s twifted mail, '
- ¢ Nor even thy virtues, Tyrant, fhall a‘vii_I
¢ To fave thy fecret foul from nightly fears,
¢ From Cambria’s curfe, from Cambria’s tears !’
Such were the founds, that o’er the crefed pride
Of the firft Edward featter’d wild difmay,
As down the fieep of Snowdon’s fthaggy fide
He wound with toilfome march his long array.
Stout Glofter ftood aghaft in {peechlefs trance :
“Toarms! cried Mortimer, and couch’d his quiv’ring lance.
| I 2. On




¢ Smear’d with gore,

"« The famifh’d Eagle

)

1. 2.

On a rock, whofe haughty brow
Frowns o'er old Conway’s foaming flood,
Robed in the {able garb of woe,
With haggard €yes the Poet ftood 3
(Loofe his peard, and hoary hair
Stream’d, like a meteor, to the troubled air)
And with a Mafter’s hand, .nd Prophet’s firt;
gtruck the deep {orrows of his 1y7e
¢ Hark, how each giant-nak, and defart caves
¢ Sighs to the torrent’s aweful voice beneath !
¢ O’er thee, oh King! their hun ed arms they wave,

¢« Revenge on fhee in hoarfer numbers breathe 3
« Vocal no more, fince Cambria’s fatal days,
¢ To high-born Hoel’s harp, of {oft Llewellyn's lay.

« Brave Urien flecps upon his craggy bed :

¢« Mountains, ¥© mourn in van

¢ Modred, whofe magic fong

¢ Made huge Plinhmmon bow his :laud-to[{’d head.
¢ On dreary 1P_sr'-f'_tim,"m coaft they lies

and ghaﬂly pale:

¢ Far, far aloof th’ aifrighlcd ravens fail 3

(creams, and pafles by

¢ Dear loft companions of my tuncful 3t

X 4
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e Dear, as the light, that vifits thefe fad eyes,

¢ Dear, as the ruddy drops that warm my hearty

¢ Ye died amidit your d}ring cﬂ'uhtry’s Crigs —

¢ No more I weep. They do not ﬂtgp.

On yonder cliffs, a grielly band,

I fee them fit, they linger yet,

Avengers of their native land ;

* With me in dreadful harmony they join,

And weave with bloody hands the tiffue qf thy line,
* s | Vg ' a8

“ Weave the warp, and weave ﬂlﬂ woof,

“ "The winding-theet of Edward’s race, -

“ Give ample room, and verge enough,

““ The ci}ara&m‘s: of hell to trace. = -

¢ Mark the year, and mrk'_i:he n%ght,

¢ When Severn fhall re-echo with affright

““ The fhrieks of death, throush Berkley’s roofs that ring,

L]

L]

“¢ Shricks of an agonizing King ! ‘ Bt dle o
¢ She-Wolf of France, with unrq:lcntiug:fang*s, -
¢¢ That tear’ft the bowels of thy mangled Mate,
¢ From thee be born, who o’er thy country hangs - ,
‘¢ The fcourge of Heav’n.  What Terrors round him wait !
““ Amazement in his van, with Flight combin’d,
“ And Sorrow’s faded form, " and Solitade behind.
gty [ LA

¢ Mighty Viftor, mighty Lord,
¢ Low on his funeral couch he lies !
¢ No pitying heart, no eye afford
““ A tear to grace his obfequies.

5 _

€ Js
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¢« Ts the fable Warriour fled?
¢¢ Thy fon 1s gone. He refts among the Dead.
¢ The Swarm, that in thy noon-tide beam weére born,
¢« Gone to falute the rifing Morn.
« Fair langhs the Morn, and {oft the Zephyr blows,
¢« While proudly riding o’er the azure realm
<« In gallant trim the gilded Veflel goes;
¢t Youth on the prow, and Pleafure at the helm 3
i Regar&lefs of the fweeping Whirlwind's fway,
¢« That, hufh’d in grim rf:pufﬂ; expells his ﬂen‘ing-prtf.
L 3.
¢« % Fill high the {parkling bowl,
¢c The rich repaft prepare,
¢ Reft of a crown, he yet may (hare the feafts
Clofe by the regal chair ' |
Fell Thirft and Famine feowl
A baleful fmile upon their bafiled Guelt.
¢« Heard ye the din of battle bray,
¢« Lance to lance, and horfe to horfe ?
¢« Long ears of havoc urge their deftin’d courfe,
And through the kindred {quadrons mow their waye
¢ Ye Towers of Julins, Londen’s lafting thame,
¢« With many 2 foul and midnight murther fed,
¢« Revere his Confort’s faith, his Father’s fame,
¢« And fpare the meck Ufurper’s holy head.

(4

il

sl

L1

[ 4

s Richard the Second, (a8 we 2T told by Archbifhop Scroop, Thomas

. L]
of Walfingham, and all the older Writers) was ftarved 1 death. The fory

of his affaffination by Sir Piers of Exon, 18 of much later date-
i g hbﬂﬂ
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¢ Above, below, the rofe of fnow,
“ Twined with her bluthing foe, we {pread :
““ The briftled Boar in infant-gore :
“ Wallows beneath the thorny fhade.
“‘. Now:Brothers, bending o’er th’ accurfed loom,
“ Stamp we our vengeance deep, and ratify his doom.
: ' o
““ Edwagd, lo! to fudden fate :
‘““ (Weave we the woof. The thread is fpun)
““ § Half of thy heart we confecrate.
¢ (The web is wove. The work is done.)”
¢ Stay, oh ftay! nor thues forlorn
¢ Leave me unblefled, unpitied, here to mourn:
In yon bright track, that fires the weftern fiies,
They melt, they vanifh from my eyes,
But oh! what folemn fcenes oh Snowdon’s height
¢ Defcending flow their glitt’ring fkirts unroll?
¢ Viifions of glory, fpare my aching fight,
¢ Ye unborn ages, crowd not on my foual !
- ¢ No more our long-loft Arthur we bewail,
¢ All-hailt, ye genaine Kings, Britannia’s Iffie, hail!
HE 2.
¢ Girt with many a Baron bold,
¢ Sublime their flarry fronts they rear;
¢ And gorgeous Dames, and Statefmen old
¢ In bearded majefty, appear.

T Eleanar of Caftile died a few years after the conguet of Wales, The
beroic proof the gave of her affe@ion for her Lord 15 well known, The
monuments of his regret, and forrow for the lofs of her, are il to be
feen in feveral parts of England., I Acceilion of the line of Tudor, |

o~
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¢ Tn the midft 2 fﬂrm divine! *
« Her eye prﬂelmms her of the Briton-line 3
¢ Her Iyon-port, her awe-commanding face,
« Attemper’d fweet to virgin-grace.
What firings {ymphonious tremble in the air,
What firains of vocal tranfport round her play !
Hear ﬁ'um the grave, great Talieflin *, hear;
The}r hwhg a foul to animate. thy clay.
Bnght,ﬁagtyn calls, and foaring; as fhe fings,
Waves in t'hc eyeﬂf Heav nhﬂ: ma;ty-tulonr d wings.
3, Thﬁ'ﬁtﬁf%;a&ﬂm ﬂgain PR

" - 'l'i - -

DIICH
]g. thnu. yon fanguine cloud,
qunch d the Orb of day?
ﬁldcn flood,

. . 3 nﬁi‘d m the Vih Century. His
2 ks are i :rﬂﬂ,aﬁdhrﬁ mICmory Leld 1o hlgh yeneration among

his Countrymen. ; d - ¢ Ennugh
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* Enough for me: With joy I fee

¢ The different doom our Fates affign.
¢ Be thine Defpair, and icepter’d Care,
¢ To triumph, and to die, are mine.’
He fpoke, and headlong from the mountain’s height
Deep in the roaring tide he plung’d to endlefs uigj'laii:7

POS Ta-
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P OISTS'CRIPIT.

reTYAVING nnw, by - *the advice and afliftance of my
fnends brought this Colletkion of Pogums to a com-

petent fize, 1 it has been thﬂught proper that the farther pro-

Frefs of its growth h fhould h be flop’d. From the loofe and
tive pieces, fome prmtf:d, m.hm in mnnuﬁ.npt, which
fnr forty or fifty years P pait have been been thrown into the

world, and carelefsly left to p-en-.m 1 have here, according
to the moft judicions opinions 1 could obtain in diftingwih-
ing their merits, en endeavour'd to Elu&an& preferve the beft.
The favourable reception which the former yolumes have
met with, demands my wWarm :E mﬂhd%-ments, and
calls for all my care in com ‘the Collettion ; and

in this refpect, if it 2 Ihavs ‘pot been altogether
4 P?earhc allow’d the merit; which 1s

ligent,
eFIg:].mﬁu, @ hagng fum;ﬂﬁ‘! to the Public an elegant
and Pnh:g Ar ~ Little more need be added,, than.

to return’ my w ;ﬂpft;veml ingenious friends, who
have uh];my con " to this Entertainment. If the
find, what I hope he feldom will,

reade

an ;:ﬁ;ﬁ cﬁpﬂ ma{ t nk unworthy of having been
mz;rtﬁd ;ﬁ:itmﬁﬁld ill become me 1O attribute his diflike
of them to his mm&lnf Tafte, fo I am to0 cunﬁ:muf. of
my Owi eficiencies ROt | to impute the infer-

tion Ofthmm WD i -
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