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THE PROGRESS.OFE LOVE,
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L.UNCERTAINTY. INn. JEALOUSY,
To Mr. P.O P E. ‘ To ED. WALPOLE, Efg.
IL. HOPE: IV.POSSESSION.

To the Hon. GEORGE DOD-!ITo the Right Honourable the Lord *
DINGTON, Eﬁi. Vifcount CO B H A M,

UNCERTAINTY. EcrocuEg.-l. .
To Mr. P O.P E,

O P E, to whofe reed beneath: the beechen fhade,
The nymphs of Thames a pleas’d attention paid;
While yet thy Mufe, content with humbler praife,
Warbled in Windfor’s grove her {ylvan lays;
Though now fublimely borne on Homer’s wing,
Of glorious wars, and godlike chiefs fhe fing :
Wilt thou with me re-vifit once'again
The cryftal fountain, and the flow’ry plain ?-
Wilt thou, indulgent, hear my verfe relate
The various changes of a lover’s flate;
And while each turn of paffion I purfue,
AlK thy own heart if what I tell be true?
- 4 E 2 To
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To the green margin of a lonely wood,

Whofe pendant fhades o’erlook’d a filver fload,
Young Damon came, unknowing where he ftray'd,
Fyll of the image of his beauteous maid :

His flock far off, unfed, untended lay,

To every favage a defencelefs prey:s :

No fenfe of int’reft could their mafler move,

And every care feem’d trifling now but love,

A while in penfive filence he remain’d,

But though his voice was mute, his looks complain’d;
At length the thoughts within his bofom pent,
Forc'd his unwilling tongue to give them vent.

Ye nymphs, he cry’d, ye Dryads, who fo long
Have favour’d Dameon, and infpir'd his fong 5
For whom retir'd, I fhun the gay reforts
Of fportful cities, and of pompous courts;

In vain I bid the reftlefs world adieu,

To feek tranquillity and peace with you.
Though wild ambition, and deftruéive rage,

No fattions here can form; no wars can wage:
Though envy frowns not on vour humble fhades,
Nor calumny your innocence invades :

Yet cruel love, that troubler of the breaft,

Too often violates your boafted reft;

With inbred ftorms difturbs your calm retreat,
And taints with bitternefs each rural fweet.

Ah lucklefs day | when firft with fond furprize

On Delia’s face I fix'd my eager eyes;

Then in wild tumults all my foul was toft,

Then reafon, liberty, at once were loft:

And every wilh, and thought, and care was gone,
But what my heart employ’d on her alone.

Then too fhe fmil’d : can fmiles our peace deftroy,
Thole lovely children of Content and Joy?

How
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How can foft pleafure and’ tormenting woe,
From the fame fpring at the fame moment flow? .
Unlﬂpp} boy, thefe vain enquiries ceale, | 1]
Thought could not guard, nor will I‘CHOIC thy peace : '
Indu]f‘n. the frenzy that thou muft endure,

And footh the pain thou know’ft not how to cure.
Come, flatt’ring memory, and tell my heart

How kind the was, and with what pleafing art

She ftrove its fondeft wifhes to obtain,

Confirm her pow'’r, and fafter bind my chain,

If on the green we danc’'d, a mirthful band,

To me alone fhe gave her willing hand;

Her partial tafte, if ¢’er I touch’d the lyre,

Still in my fong found fomething to admire.

By none but her my crook with flow’rs was crown’d,
By none but her my brows with ivy bound :

The world that Damon was her choice believ'd,

The world, alas | like Damon was deceiv'd,

When laft T-faw her, and declar’d my fire

In words as foft as paflion could infpire,

Coldly fhe hear’'d, and full of fcorn withdrew,
Without one pitying glance, one {weet adicu,

The frighted hind, who fees his ripen'd corn | I
Up from the roots by fudden tempefls torn, .
Whofe faireft hopes deftroy’d and blafted ile, .
Feels not fo keen a pang of grief as 1. !
Ah, how have Idc!lrvd inhuman maid,

To have my faithful fervice thus repay’d ?

Were all the marks of kindnefs I receiv’d,

But dreams of joy, that charm’d me and deceiv’d ?

Or did you only nurfe my growing love,

That with more pain I mig vht your hatred prove?

Sure guilty treachery no FL\CC could find

In fuch a gentle, fuch a a gen’rous mind :

A maid
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A maid brought up the woods and wilds among,

Could ne’er have learnt the art of courts fo young :

Noj; let me rather think her anger feign’d,

Still let me hope my Delia may be gain’d;

“Twas only modefty that feem’d difdain,

And her heart fuffer’d when fhe gave me pain.
Pleas’d with this flatt’ring thought, the love-fick boy

Felt the faint dawning of a doubtful joy;

Back to his flock more chearful he return’d,

When now the fetting fun lefs fiercely burn’d,

Blue vapours rofe along the mazy rills,

And light’s laft blufhes ting’d the diftant hills.
H O P'E, Ecrosuer IL
To Mr.DODDINGTON.

HEAR, Doddington, the notes that {hepherds fiog
Like thofe that warbling hail the genial {pring.
Nor Pan, nor Pheebus, tunes our artlefs reeds :
From love alone their melody proceeds,
From love Theocritus, on Enna’s plains,
Learnt the wild {fweetnefs of his Doric ftrains.
Young Maro, touch’d by his infpiring dart,
Could charm each ear, and foften every heart :
Me too his power has reach’d, and bids with thine,
My ruitic pipe in pleafing concert join *,
Damon no longer fought the filent fhade,
No more in unfrequented paths he ftray’d,
But call'd the fiains to hear his jocund fong,
And told his joy to all the rural throng.

* N. B. Mr, Doddington had written fome very pretty love-verfes, which have never
been publifthed.

4 Bleft
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Bleft be the hour, he faid, that happy hour,
When firft I own'd my Delia’s gentle pow’r ;
Then gloomy difcontent and pining care:
Forfook my breaft, and left {oft withes there;
Soft withes there they left, and gay defires,
Delightful languors, and tranfporting fires.
Where yonder limes combine to form a fhade,
Thefe eyes firft gaz’d upon the charming maid ;
There fhe appear’d, on that aufpicious day,
When fwains their fportive rites to Bacchus pay :
She led the dance—heav’ns! with what grace fhe mov'd |
Who could have feen her then, and not have lov’d ?
I ftrove not to refilt fo fweet a flame,

But glory’d in a happy captive’s name ;
Nor would I now, could love permit, be free,
But leave to brutes their favage liberty.

And art thou then, fond youth, fecure of joy ?
Can no reverfe thy flatt’ring blifs deftroy ?

Has treacherous love no torment yet in ftore ?

Or haft thou never prov’d his fatal pow’r ?

Whence flow’d thofe tears that late bedew’d thy cheek ?

Why figh'd thy heart as if it ftrove to break ?

Why were the defart rocks invek’d to hear

The plaintive accent of thy fad defpair?

From Delia’s rigour all thofe pains arofe,

Delia, who now compaflionates my woes,

Who bids me Aope; and in that charming word

Has peace and tranfport to my foul reftor’d.
Begin, my pipe, begin the gladlome lay ;

A kifs from Delia fhall thy mufic pay;

A kifs obtain’d ’twixt ftruggling and confent,

Giv'n with forc’d anger, and difguis’d content:

No laureat wreaths I afk to bind my brows,

Such as the Mufe on lofty bards beftows ;
Let

583
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Let other {iains to praife or fame afpire 5
I from her lips my recompence require.

Why ftays my Delia in her fecret bow’r ?

Light gales have chas'd the late impending thow’r ;
Th’ emerging fun more bright his beams extends :
Oppos’d, its beauteous arch the rainbow bends !
Glad youths and maidens turn the new-made hay :
The birds renew their fongs on every {pray |

Come forth, my love, thy fhepherd’s joys to crown s
All nature {miles,—Will only Delia frown ?

Hark how the bees with murmurs fill the plain,
While every flow’r of every fweet they drain :
See, how beneath yon hillock’s {hady ftcep,

The fhelter’'d herds on flow’ry couches fleep :
Nor bees, nor herds, are half {o bleft as I,
If with my fond defires my love comply ;
From Delia’s lips a {weeter honey flows,
And on her bofom dwells more foft repofe.

Ah how, my dear, fhall I deferve thy charms?

What gift can bribe thee to my longing arms ?

A bird for thee in filken bands I hold,

Whofe yellow plumage thines like polith'd gold ;

From diftant ifles the lovely firanger came,

And bears the fortunate Canaries name;

In all our woods none boalts fo fweet a note,

Not ev’'n the nightingale’s melodious throat,

Accept of this; and could I add befide,

What wealth the rich Peruvian mountains hide :

If all the gems in Eaftern rocks were mine,

On thee alone their glittring pride fhould fhine,

But if thy mind no gifts have pow’r to move,

Pheebus himfelf fhall leave th’ Aonian grove ;

The tuneful Nine, who never fue in vain,

Shall come {weet fuppliants for their fav’rite fwain.
5 For
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For him each blue-ey’d Naiad of the flood,
For him each green-hair'd fifter of the wood,
Whom oft beneath fair Cynthia’s gentle ray
His mufic calls to dance the night away.
And you, fair nymphs, companions of my love,
With whom fhe joys the cowﬂip meads to rove,
I beg you recommend my faithful flame,
And let her often hear her ﬂu_phcrd s name :
Shade all my faults from her enquiring fight,
And thew my merits in the faireft light;
My pipe your kind affiftance {hall repay,
And ever y friend fhall claim a diff’rent la}

But fee! in yonder glade the heav’ nly fair
Enjoys the ir.mance of the breezy air—
Al, thither let me fly with eager feet;
.&di:.u, my pipe, I go my love to meet—
O may I find her as we parted laft,
And may each future hour be like the plﬂ!
So fhall the whiteft lamb thefe paftures feed,
Propitious Venus, on thy altars bleed.

L

TR SR TN

JE AL O U:S:X, Ecrocukg: Il
ToMr. EDWARD WALPOLE.

HE gods, O Walpole, give no blifs fincere ;

Wealth is difturb’d by care, and pow’r by fear:
Of all the paffions. that employ the mind,
In gentle love the fiveeteft joys we find ;
Yet ev'n thofe j joys dire Tmlomy 1110*ﬂ=
And blackens each fair image in our [JIL’lﬂZ*‘
O may the warmth of thy tee tender heart
Ne'er feel the fharpnefs of hisivenom'd dart !

4 F For
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For thy own quiet, think thy miftrefs juft,
And wifely take thy happincfs an truft,

Begin, my Mufe, and Damon’s woes rehearle,
In wildeft numbers and diforder’d verfe.

On a romantic mountain’s airy head
(While browzing goats at eafe around him fed)
Anxious he lay, with jealous cares oppreft ;.
Diftruft and anger lab’ring in his breaft—
The vale beneath, a pleafing profpe& yields,
Of verdant meads and cultivated fields ;
Through thefe a river rolls its winding flood,
Adorn’d with various tufts of rifing wood;
Here half conceal'd in trees a cottage ftands,
A caftle there the opening plain commands,
Beyond, a town with glitt'ring {pires is crown’d,
And diftant hills the wide horizen bound :
So charming was the fcene, a while the fwain
Beheld delighted, and forget his pain
But foon the ftings infix’d within his heart,
With cruel force renew’d their raging {mart :
His flow'ry wreath, which long with pride he wore,
The gift of Delia, from his brows he tore,
Then cry’d; ¢ May all thy charms, ungrateful maid
Like thefe neglected rofes, droop and fade !
May angry heav’n deform each guilty grace,
That triumphs now in that deluding face !
Thofe alter'd looks may every {hepherd fly,
And ev'n thy Daphnis hate thee worfe than 1!

Say, thou inconftant, what has Damon done,
To lofe the heart his tedious pains had won ?
Tell me what charms you in my rival find,
Againft whofe pow’s no ties have firength to bind ?
Has he, like me, with long obedience firove
To conquer your difdain, and merit love ?

Has
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Has he with tranfport every fmile ador'd,

And dy’d with grief at each ungentle word ?

Ah no! the conqueft was obtain’d with eafe;

He pleas’d you, by not ftudying to pleafe :

His carelels indolence your pride alarm'd ;

And had he lov'd you more, he lefs had charm’d.
O pain to think! another fhall poflefs

Thofe balmy lips which I was wont to prefs:

Another on her panting breaft fhall lie,

And catch {weet madiefs from her fwimming eye !-—

I faw their friendly flocks together feed,

I faw them hand in hand walk o’er the mead:

Would my clos’'d eyes had funk in endlefs night,

Ere I was doom’d to bear that hateful fight!

Where-¢’er they pafs'd, be blafted every flow'r,

And hungry wolves their helplels flocks devour !—

Ah wretched fwain, could no examples move

Thy heedlefs heart to fhun the rage of love ?

Haft thou not heard how poor * Menalcas dy’d

A vi&im to Parthenia’s fatal pride ?

Dear was the youth toall the tuneful plain,

Lov'd by the nymphs, by Pheebus lov’d, in vain:

Around his tomb their tears the Mulfes paid,

And all things mourn'd but the relentlels maid.

Would I could die like him, and be at peace!

Thefe torments in the quiet grave would ceafe ;

There my vex'd thoughts a calm repofe would find,

And reft as if my Delia ftill were kind.

No, let me live, her falfehood to upbraid :

Some god perhaps my juft revenge will aid.—

Alas ! what aid, fond {wain, would’ft thou receive?

Could thy heart bear to fee its Delia grieve ?

* See Mr. Gay's Dione,

AF 2 Prote&




THEINPFROGRESSIOE S, OV E,

Prote@ her, heav’n! and let her never know
The flighteft p rt of haplefs D’mmn’s woe:
I afk no vengeance from' the pow'rs above ;
All T implore is, never more toilove.
Let me '[. s fondnefs from my bofom tear,
Let me !7.:.:-g':|: that. e'er I thought her fair.
Come, cool Indifference, and healimy brealt;
Wearied, at length T feek ‘thy duuny reft:
No turbulence of paflion thall deftroy
My future eafe with flatt’ring hopes of joy:
Hear, mighty Pan, and all ye fylvans, hear,
What by your guardian deities I'fwear 5
No more my eyes thall view her fatal charms,
No more I'll court the trait'rels to my arms ;
Not all her arts my fteddy foul (hall move,
And fhe fhall find that reafon conquers love

Scarce had he fpoke, when through the lawn below
Alone he faw the beauteous Delia go;
At once tranfported, he forgot his vow,
(Such perjuries the laughing pods allow)
Down the fteep hills with ‘ardent hafte he flew;
He found her kind, ‘and foon believ’d her true.

PRSITRSN S

PSS ESSLO N T DB TR LY -

To Lord CO R H A M.

OBHAM, to theeithis rural lay I bring,

Whole guiding judgement: gives me {kill to fing ;
Though far umqu:ll to' thofe polifh’'d ﬂr‘uns,
With which thy Congreve charm’d the lift'ning plains :
Yet fhall its mufic p eafe thy partial ear,

And footh thy breaft with thoughts that once were dear;

Recall
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Recall thofe years which time has thrown behind,
When {miling Love with Honour fhar'd thy mind &
When all thy glorious days of profp’rous fight
Delighted lefs than one {uccefsful night.
The {weet remembrance fhall thy youth reftore,
"ancy again fhall run paft pleafures o'er;
And while in Stowe’s enchanting walks you- {tray,
This theme may help to cheat the fummer’s day.
Beneath the covert of a myrtle wood,
To Venus rais’d, a ruftic altar ftood,
To Venus and to Hymen, there combin’d,
[n friendly league, to favour human-kind.
With wanton Cuilids in that happy fhade,
The gentle Virtues, and mild Wildom play'd.
Nor there, in {prightly Pleafure’s genial train,
Lurkt fick Difguit, or late-repenting Pain,
Nor Force, nor Int'reft, join’d unwilling hands,
But Love confenting ty’d the blifsful bands
Thither with glad devotion Damon came,
To thank the pow’rs who blefs'd his faithful Hame
Two milk-white doves he on their altar laid,
And thus to both his grateful homage paid:
Hail, bounteous god, before whofe hallow’d fhrine
My Delia vow'd to be for ever mine,
While glowing in her checks, with tender love,
Sweet virgin modefty relu&ant ftrove !
And hail to thee, fair queen of young defires !
Long fhall my heart preferve thy pleafing fires,
Since Delia now can all its warmth. return,
As fondly languith, and as fiercely burn.
O the dear gloom of laft propitious night!
O fhade more charming than the faireft light |
Then in my arms I clafp’d the melting maid,
Then all my pains one moment overpaid ;

Then
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Then firft the feet excefs of blifs 1 prov'd,
Which none can tafte but who like me have lov’d.
Thou too, bright goddefs, once in Ida’s grove,
Didft not difdain to meet a thepherd’s love;
With him, while frifking lambs around you play'd,
Conceal’d you fported in the fecret fhade 3

Scarce could Anchifes’ raptures equal mine,

And Delia’s beauties only yield to thine.

What are you now, my once moft valued joys ?
Infipid trifles all, and childifh toys
Friend(hip itfelf ne’er knew a charm like this,
Nor Colin’s talk could pleafe like Delia’s kifs,

Ye Mufes, fkill’d in every winning art,
Teach me more deeply to engage her heart ;
Ye nymphs, to her your frefheft rofes bring,
And crown her with the pride of all the {pring =
On all her days let health and peace attend;
May fhe ne’er want, nor ever lofe a friend !
May fome new pleafure every hour employ |
But let her Damon be her higheft joy.

With thee, my Tlove, for ever will T [tay,
All night carefs thee, and admire all day;
In the fame field our mingled flocks we'll feed,
To the fame fpring our thirfly heifers lead,
Together will we fhare the harveft toils,
Together prefs the vine’s autumnal {poils.
Delightful ftate, where peace and love combine,
To bid our tranquil days unclouded thine !
Here limpid fountains roll through flow’ry meads,
Here rifing forefts lift their verdant heads ;
Here let me wear my carelefs life away,
And in thy arms infenfibly decay.

When late old age our heads fhall filver o’er,
And our flow pulfes dance with Joy no more ;

When
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When time no longer will thy beauties {pare,
And only Damon’s eye fhall think thee fair;
Then may the gentle hand of welcome Death,
At one foft {troke, deprive us both of breath!
May we beneath one common ftone be laid,
And the fame cyprefs both our afhes fhade!
Perhaps fome friendly Mufe, in tender. verfe,
Shall deign our faithful paflion to rehearle,
And future ages, with juft envy mov’d,

Be told how Damon and his Delia lov'd.

RO

$§ O L1IL 0.0 :ocea BEAUTY in the
CouNTRY.

Written at Eaton School.

*T" W AS night ; and Flavia to her room retir'd,
- With ev’'ning chat and fober reading tird ;
There, melancholy, penfive, and alone,
| She meditates on the forfaken town:
On her rais’d arm reclin'd her drooping head,
She figh'd, and thus in plaintive accents faid:
« Ah, what avails it to be young and fair:
¢« To move with negligence, to drefs with care?
¢¢ What worth have all the charms our pride can boatt,
« If all in envious folitude are loft ?
¢« Where none admire, ’tis ufelefs to excell ;
¢« Where none are beaux, ’tis vain to bea belle:
¢ Beauty, like wit, to judges {hould be fhewn ;
¢« Both moft are valu'd, where they beft are known.
“ With ev’ry grace of nature, or of art,
¢ We cannot break one ftubborn country heart:

The
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The brutes, infenfible, our pow’r défy:

To love, exceeds a "fquire’s capacity.

The town, the court, is Beauty’s proper {phere ;
‘That is our heav'n, and we are angels there:

In that gay circle thoufand Cupids rove,

The court of Britain is the court of Love.

‘ How has my confcious heart with n'inmph olow’d,
¢ How have my :[p"Lr,\hnu’ eves their tra anfport thew'd,

At each lemﬁmih d birth- night ball, to fee

The ]w-n.wc, due to Empire, pmd to me !

When ev’ry eye was fix’d on me alone,

And dreaded mine more than the Monarch’s frown 3
When rival ftatefmen for my favour ftrove,

Lefs ]mlouq in thelr pow 'r, than in their love.

‘ Chang’d is the feene; and all my glories die,

Like flow’rs tranfplanted to a colder (ky:

Loft is the dear delight of giving pain,

The tyrant joy of l1e‘mng {laves complain.

In I’rupad mdolence my life 1s {pent,

Supinely calm, and dnlly innocent :

Unbleft I wear mv ufelefs time away ;

Sleep (wretched maid!) all night, and dream all day 3
Go at fet hours to dinner and to pray 't ;

For dulnefs ever muit be regular.

Now with mamma at tedious whift I play ;

Now without feandal drink infipid tea;

Or in the garden breathe the country air,

Secure from meeting any tempter there:

From books to work, from work to books I rove,
And am (alas!) at leifure to improve S

Is this the life a beauty ought to lead ?

Were eyes fo radiant only made to read?

Thefe fingers, at whofe touch ev’n age would glow,
Ate thefe-of ufe for nothing but to few?

4

¢ Sure

\
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¢ Sure erring nature never could defign

¢ To form a hufwife in a mould like mine!

¢ O Venus, queen and guardian of the fair,

« Attend propitious to thy vot'ry’s pray’r:

¢ Let me re-vifit the dear town again:

¢ Let me be feen'—could 1 that wifh obtain,

¢ All other wifthes my own power would gain.”

SEACRRGAGIR
B L:E . N H:E 1 M
Written at the Univerfity of Oxford in the year 1727.

ARENT of arts, whofe fkilful hand firft taught
The tow’ring pile to rife, and form’d the plan
| With fair proportion; architect divine,
Minerva ; thee to my advent’rous lyre
Affiftant I invoke, that means to fing
Blenheim, proud monument of Britifh fame,
Thy glorious work | for thou the lofty tow’rs

I Didft to his virtue raife, whom oft thy fhield
In peril guarded, and thy wil{dom fteer'd
Through all the ftorms of war.— Thee too I call,

Thalia, fylvan Mufe, who lov'{t to rove
Along the fhady paths and verdant bow’rs
Of Woodftock’s happy grove: there tuning [weet
Thy rural pipe, while all the Dryad train
Attentive liften; let thy warbling fong
Paint with melodious praife the pleafing [cene,
And equal thefe to Pindus’ honour'd fhades.
When Europe freed, confefs'd the faving pow'r
Of Marlb’rough’s hand ; Britain, who fent him forth
l Chief of confederate hofts, to fight the caule

o

4 G (2]}
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Of Liberty and Juftice, grateful rais'd

"This palace, facred to her leader’s fame :

A trophy of fuccefs; with fpoils adorn'd

Of conquer'd towns, and glorying in the name
Of that aufpicious field, where Churchill’s {word
Vanquifh’d the might of Gallia, and chaftis'd
Rebel Bavar.— Majeftic in its ftrength

Stands the proud dome, and {peaks its great defign.

Hail, happy chief, whefe valour could deferve

Reward fo glorious! grateful nation, hail,

Who paidft his fervice with fo rich a meed!

Which moft fhall I admire, which worthieft praife,
The hero or the people? Honour doubts,

And weighs their virtues in an equal feale.

Not thus Germania pays th’ uncancel’d debt

Of gratitude to us.— Blufh, C=far, blufh,

When thou behold’ft thefe tow’rs ; ingrate, to thee
A monument of fhame! Canft thou forget
Whence they are nam’d, and what an Englith arm
Did for thy throne that day ? But we difdain

Or to upbraid or imitate thy guilt.

Steel thy obdurate heart againt the fenfe

Of obligation infinite, and know,

Britain, like heav’n, proteéts a thanklefs world

For her own glory, nor expe&s reward.

Pleas’d with the noble theme, her tafk the Mufe
Purfues untird, and through the palace roves
With ever-new delight. 'The tap’ftry rich
With gold, and gay with all the beauteous paint
Of various-colour'd filks, difpos’d with kill,
Attrads her curious eye : Here Ifter rolls
His purple wave ; and there the Granic flood
With paffing fquadrons foams: here hardy Gaul
Flics from the {word of PBritain; there to Greece

F. 5

Effemi-
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Effeminate Perfia yields.—In arms opposd,
Marlb’rough and Alexander vie for fame
With glorious competition ; equal both
Tn valour and in fortune : but their praife
{ Be different, for with different views they fought ;

This to fubdue, and that to free mankind.

Now, through the flately portals iffuing forth,

The Mufe to fofter glories turns, and feeks
. The woodland fhade, delighted. Not the vale
Of Tempe fam’d in fong, or Ida’s grove
Such beauty boafts. Amid the mazy gloom
Of this romantic wildernefs once ftood
The bow'r of Rofamonda, haplefs fair,
Sacred to grief and love; the cryftal fount
In which fhe us'd to bathe her beauteous limbs
still warbling flows, pleas’d to reflect the face
Of Spencer, lovely maid, when tir’d fhe fits
| Befide its flow’ry brink, and views thofe charms
| Which only Rofamond could once excell.
| But fee where, flowing with a nobler ftream,
A limpid lake of pureft waters rolls
Beneath the wide-ftretch’d arch, ftupendous work,
Through which the Danube might collected pour
His fpacious urn! Silent a while, and {mooth
The current glides, till with an headlong force
Broke and diforder’d, down the fteep it falls
In loud cafcades ; the filver-fparkling foam
Glitters relucent in the dancing ray.

In thefe retreats repos'd the mighty foul
Of Churchill, from the toils of war and ftate,
Splendidly private, and the tranquil joy
Of contemplation felt, while Blenheim’s dome
Triumphal, ever in his mind renew’d
4 G2 The
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The memory of his fame, and footh’d his thoughts
With pleafing record of ‘his glorious deeds.
So, by the rage of fa&ion home recall’d,
L ucn]lus} while he w ag'd fucceflsful war
Againft the pride of Aﬁ'l, and the pow'r
Of Mithridates, whofe afpiring mind
No lofles could fubdue, enrich’d with {poils
Of conquer'd nations, back return’d to Rome,
And in magpificent retirement paft
The evening of his life.—But not alone,
In the calm fhades of honourable eafe,
Great ‘»Iarlb’mus?h peaceful dwele: indulgent heav’n
Gave a comp: anion to his fofter hours,
With whom converfing, he forgot all change
Of fortune, or of ftate, and in her mind
Found gre: atnefs equa 1l to his own, and lov’d
Himfelf in Thus each by each admir'd,
In mutual ‘.mncmr, mutual fondnefs join'd :
Like two fair ftars with intermingled light,
In friendly union they together fhone,
Aiding each other’s qu'[E_’htHCiu, till the cloud
Of night eternal quench’d the beams of one.
Thee, Cll urchill, firft, the ruthlefs hand of death

Tore from thy -:‘.onfm't’s fide, and call’d thee hence

To the fublimer feats of m}f and love;

Where fate again fhall join her foul to thine,
Who now, regardful of thy fame, credts

The column to thy praife, and fooths her woe
With pious honours to thy facred name
Immortal. Lo! where tow’ring on the height
Of yon aérial pillar proudly ftands

Thy image, like a guardian god, fublime,

And awes the 1ubj & plain: beneath his feet,
The German eagles {pread their wings, his hand

Gralps
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Grafps viQory, its flave. Such was thy brow
Majeftic, fuch thy martial port, when Gaul

Fled from thy frown, and in the Danube fought
A refuge from thy fword.—T here, where the field
Was decpeft ftain’d with gore, on Hochitet’s plain,
The theatre of thy glory, once was rais’'d

A meaner trophy, by th’ imperial hand ;
Extorted gratitude ; which now the rage

Of malice impotent, befeeming ill

A regal brealt, has level’d to the ground :

Mean infult! this with better aufpices

Shall ftand on Britith earth, to tell the world
How Marlb’rough fought, for whom, and how repay’d
His fervices. Nor fhall the conftant love

Of her who rais’d this monument be loft

In dark oblivion: that fhall be the theme

Of future bards in ages yet unborn,

Infpir'd with Chaucer’s fire, who in thefe groves
Firft tun’d the Britith harp, and little deem’d

His humble dwelling fhould the neighbour be

Of Blenheim, houfe fuperb ; to which the throng
Of travellers approaching, fhall not pafs

His roof unnoted, but refpeétful hail

With rev’rence due. Such honour does the Mufe
Obtain her favourites.—-But the noble pile

(My theme) demands my voice.—O fhade ador’d,
Marlb’rough ! who now above the ftarry {phere
Dwell'ft in the palaces of heav’n, enthron'd
Among the demi-gods, deign to defend

This thy abode, while prefent here below,

And facred fill to thy immortal fame,

With tutelary care. Preferve it {afe

From Time’s deftroying hand, and cruel firoke

Of fa&ious Envy's more relentlefs rage.
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'Here may, long ages hence, the Britith youth,
When honour calls them to the field of war,
Behold the trophies which thy valour rais'd j
The proud: reward of thy fuccefsful toils
‘For Europe’s freedom, and Britannia’s fame:
That, fir'd with gen’rous envy, they may dare
To emulate thy deeds.—So fhall thy nae,
Dear to thy country, {till inlpire her fons
With martial virtue; and to high attempts
Excite their arms, till other battles won,
And nations fav’d, new monuments require,
And other Blenheims fhall adorn the land.

Rl

To the Reverend Dr. AYSC O U G H, at Oxford.

Written from Paris, in the year 1728,

S AY, deareft friend, how roll thy hours away ?
What pleafing ftudy cheats the tedious day ?

Dot thou the facred volumes oft explore

Of wife Antiquity’s immortal lore,

Where virtue, by the charms of wit refin’d,

At once exalts and polifhes the mind ?

How diff rent from our modern guilty art,

Which pleafes only to corrupt the heart ;

Whofe curft refinements odious vice adorn,

And teach to honour what we ought to {corn!

Doft thou in fage hiftorians joy to fee

How Roman greatnefs rofe with liberty;

How the fame hands that tyrants durft controul,

Their empire ftretcht from Atlas to the Pole

Till
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Till wealth and conqueft into flaves refin’d

The proud luxurious mafters of mankind ?

Doft thou in letter'd Greece each charm admire,

Each grace, each virtue, freedom could infpire; .

Yet in her troubled ftates fee-all the woes,

| And all the crimes that giddy faction knows s

Till, rent by parties, by corruption fold,

Or weakly carelefs, or too rafhly bold 3

She funk beneath a mitigated doom,

The {lave and tut'refs of prote&ing Rome ?
Does calm Philofophy her aid impart,

To guide the paflions, and to mend the heart ?

Taught by her precepts, haft thou learnt the end

To which alone the wife their ftudies bend ;

For which alone by nature were dcﬁgn’d

The pow’ss of thought—to benefit mankind ?

Not, like a cloyfter’d drone, to read and doze,

| In undeferving, undeferv’d repofe;

' But reafon’s influence to diffufe; to clear

Th’ enlighten’d world of every gloomy fear;

Difpell the mifts of error, and unbind

Thofe pedant chains that clog the frecborn mind.

Happy who thus his leifure can employ !

He knows the pureft hours of tranquil joy ;

Nor vext with pangs that bufier bofoms tear,

Nor loft to focial virtue's pleafing care;

Safe in the port, yet lab’ring to fuflain

Thofe who ftill float on the tempeftuous main..
So Locke the days of ftudious quiet fpent;

So Boyle in wifdom found divine content;

So Cambray, worthy of a happier.doom,

The virtuous flave of Louis and of Rome.
Good * Wor'fter thus fupperts his drooping age, * Dr. Hough.

Far from court-flatt’ry, far from party rage;

He,




T THHE REYVSDR=AY¥ 5.C.0.U 6 H.
He, who in youth a tyrant’s frown defy’d,
Firm and intrepid on his country’s fide,
Her boldeft champion then, and now her mildeft guide. ,[
O cenerous warmth! O fan&ity divine !

C

o] o =
To emulate his worth, my friend, be thine:

Learn from his life the duties of the gown
Learn not to flatter, nor infult the crown;
Nor bafely fervile court the guilty great,
Nor raife the church a rival to the ftate:
To erior mild, to vice alone fevere,
Seck not to fpread the law of love by fear.
The prieft, who plagues the world, can never mend.
No foe to man was. ¢’er to God a friend :
Let reafon and let virtue faith maintain,
All force but theirs is impious, weak, and vain,
Me other cares in other climes engage,
Cares that become my birth, and fuit my age;
In various knowledge to improve my youth,
And conquer prejudice, worft foe to truth ;
By foreign arts domeftic faults to mend,
Enlarge my notions, and my views extend ;
The ufeful {cience of the world to know,
Which books can never teach, or pedants {hew.
A nation here I pity, and admire,
W hom nobleft fentiments of glory fire,
Yet taught, by cuftom’s force, and bigot fear,
To ferve with pride, and boaft the yoke they bear:
Whofe nobles, born to cringe, and to command,
In courts a mean, in camps a genrous band ;
From each low tool of pow’r, content receive
Thofe laws, their dreaded arms to Europe give.
Whofe people vain in want, in bondage bleft,
Though plunder’d, gay; induitrious, though oppreft ;

R—

With
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With happy follies rife above their fate,
The jeft and envy of each wifer ftate.
Yet here the Mufes deign’d a while to fport
In the fhort fun-fhine of a fav’ring court :
Here Boileau, ftrong in fepfe, and fharp in wit,
Who, from the ancients, like the ancients writ:
Permiflion gain’d inferior vice to blame,
By flatt’ring incenfe to his mafter’s fame.
Here Moliere, firft of comic wits, excell’d
‘Whate’er Athenian theatres beheld ;
By keen, yet decent, fatire fkill'd to pleafe,
With morals mirth uniting, firength with eafe.
Now charm’d, I hear the bold Corneille infpire
Heroic thoughts with Shakefpear’s force and fire;
Now {weet Racine with milder influence move
The foften’d heart to pity and to love.
With mingled pain and pleafure I furvey
The pompous works of arbitrary {way ;
Proud palaces, that drain’d the {ubje@s ftore,
Rais’d on the ruins of th’ oppreft and poor ;
Where ev’n mute walls are taught to flatter ftate,
And painted triumphs ftyle Ambition cREAT '
With more delight thofe pleafing fhades I view,
Where Condé from an envious court withdrew - :
Where, fick of glory, fa&tion, pow’r, and pride
(Sure judge how empty all, who all had try’d),
Beneath his palms the weary chief repos'd,
And life’s great {cene in quiet virtue clos’d.
With fhame that other fam’d retreat I fee
Adorn’d by art, difgrac’d by luxury {;
Where Orleans wafted every vacant hour,
In the wild riot of unbounded pow'r ;

* The viftories of Louls IV, painted in the palleries of Verfailles,
+ Chantilly. { St Cloud,

4 H Where
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Where feveri(h debauch and impious love
Stain’d the mad table and the guilty grove.
With thefe amufements is thy friend detain’d,
Pleas’d and inftru&ed in a foreign land ;
Yet oft a tender wilh recalls my mind
From prefent joys to dearer left behind !
O native iile, fair freedom’s happieft feat |
At thought of thee my bounding pulﬁ:a beat 3
At tliougjht of thee my' heart impatient burns,
And all my country on my foul returns.
When fhall I fee 11‘1\, ficlds, whoft plenteous grqm
No pow’r can ravith from th’ induftrious fwain 2
When kifs with pious love the facred earth,
That gave a Burleigh, or a Ruffel birth ?
When, in the thade of laws, that long have ftood
Propt by their care, or ftrengthen’d by their blood,
Of fearlefs independence wi Ll_',r vain,
The proudeft flave of Bourbon’s race difdain ?
Yet oh ! what doubt, what fad prefaging voice
Whifpers within, and bids me not rejoice ;
Bids me contemplate ev’ry ftate around,
From fultry Spain to Norm} s icy bmmf :
Bids their loft rights, their ruin’d glories !t_h 3
And tells me, T htfc, like England, once were Free!

RO
To Mri P-OY N T Z,
Ambaffador at the Congrefs of Sorssoxns, in the Year 1

Written at Paris.

T HOU, whofe friendfhip is my joy and pride,
Whofe virtues warm me, and whofe precepts guide ;
Thou, to whom greatnefs, 115LJ\ underltood,
Is but a larger power of being good ;

3

1728,

Say,
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Say, Poyntz, amidft the toils of anxious ftate,
Does not thy fecret foul defire retreat ?

‘ Doft thou not with (the talk of glory done)

- Thy bufy life at length might be thy own ;
T lmt to 11u lov'd phllol'oplly refign’d,

J No care rm:rht ruffle thy unbended mind ?
Juft is the with. For fure the happieft meed,
To favour’d man by {miling heav'n decreed,
Is, to refleét at eafe on glorious pains,
And calmly to enjoy what virtue gains.

Not him I praife, who from the world retir'd,

By no enlivening generous paflion fir'd,
On flow’ry couches flumbers life away,
And gently bids his a&tive pow’rs decay ; N
Who fears bright Glory’s awful face to fee,
And fhuns renown as much as infamy.
But bleft is he, who, exercis’d in cares,
To private leifure public virtue bears ;
Who tranquil ends the race he nobly run,
And decks repofe with trolﬂncb Labour won,
Him Honour follows to the fecret {hade,

| And crowns propitious his declining head ;

‘ In his retreats their harps the Mufes ftring,
For him in lays unbought fpontaneous {ing ;
Friendfhip and Truth on all his moments wait,
Pleas’d with retirement better than with {tate ;
And round the bow’r where humbly great he lies,
Fair olives bloom, or verdant laurels rife.

So when thy country fhall no more demand

The needful aid of thy {uftaining hand;
When peace reftor’d thall on ]1c1 down} wing
Secure repofe and carelefs leifure bring ;
Then to the {hades of learned eafe retir’d,

| The world forgetting, by the world admir'd,

4 H 2 Among
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Among thy books and friends, thou fhalt poffels

Contemplative and quiet happinefs:

Pleas'd to review a life in honour fpent,

And painful merit paid with {weet content.

Yet tho’ thy hours unclogg’d with forrow roll,

Tho’ wifdom calm, and fcience feed thy foul ;

One dearer blifs remains to be pofieft,

That only can improve and crown the reft,——
Permit thy friend this fecret to reveal,

Which thy own heart perhaps would better tell ;

The point to which our fweeteft paflions move,

Is, to be truly lov’d, and fondly love.

This is the charm that fmooths the troubled breaft,

Friend of our health, and author of our reft;

Bids ev’ry gloomy vexing paflion fly,

And tunes each jarring ﬂ:mw to harmony.

Ev’n while I write, the name of Love infpires

More pleafing thoughts, and more enlivening fires;

Beneath his pow’r my raptur’d fancy glows,

And ev'ry tender verfe more fweetly flows.

Dull is the privilege of living free ;

Our hearts were never form’d for liberty :

Some beauteous image, well imprinted there,

Can beft defend them from confuming care.

In vain to groves and g:tdcns we retire,

And nature in her rural:works admire;

Tho’ grateful thefe, yet thefe but faintly charm;

They may delight us, but can'never warm.

May fome fair eyes, my friend, thy bofom fire

With pleafing pangs of ever gay defire ;

And teach thee that foft feience, which alone

Still to thy fearching mind refts flightly known !

Thy foul, tho great, is tender and refin’d,

To friend(hip fenfible, to love inclin’d ;

And
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And therefore long thou canft not arm thy breaft
Againit the entrance of fo fweet a guett.

Hear what th’ infpiring Mufes bid me tell,

For heav'n fhall ratify what they reveal :

A chofen bride fhall in thy arms be plac’d,
With all th’ attra&ive charms of beauty grac'd ;
Whofe wit and virtue {hall thy own exprefs,
Diftinguifh’d only by their fofter drefs :

Thy greatnefls the, or thy retreat thall fhare,

Sweeten tranquillity, or foften care;

Her fmiles the tafte of ev’ry joy fhall raife,

And add new pleafure to renown and praile ;

Till charm’d you own the truth my verfe would prove,
That happinefs is near ally’d to love.

BHOIEE
VERSES to be written under a Pi&ure of Mr. POYNT Z.

UCH is thy form, O Poyntz! but who {hall find
A hand, or colours, to exprefs thy mind ?
A mind unmov’d by ev’ry vulgar fear,
In a falfe world that dares to be fincere ;
Wife without art; withoutambition great ;
Tho’ firm, yet pliant ; .a&ive, tho' fedate ;
With all the richeft ftores of learning fraught,
Yet better ftill by native prudence taught;
That, fond the griefs of the diftreft to'heal,
Can pity frailties it could never feel ;
That, when misfortune fu’d, ne’er fought to know
What fe@, what party, whether friend or foe;
That, fixton equal virtue’s temp rate laws,
Defpifes calumny, and fthuns applavie
That, to its own perfe&ions fingly olind,
Would for another think this praife defign’d.

4
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An Epiftle to Mr, POPE, from Rome, 1730.

MMORTAL bard! for whom each Mufe has wove
The faireft garlands of th’ Aonian grove ;
Preferv’d, our drooping genius to reitore,
When Addifon and Congreve are no more;
After fo many flars extiné in night,
The darken'd age’s laft remaining light!
T'o thee from Latian realms this verfe is writ,
Infpir'd by memory of antient wit;
For now no more thefe climes their influence boaft,
Fall'n is their glory, and their virtue loft ;
From tyrants, and from priefts, the Mufes fly,
Daughters of Reafon and of Liberty :
Nor Baiz now, nor Umbria’s plain they love,
Nor on the banks of Nar, or Mincio rove;
‘Lo Thames’s flow’ry borders they retire, ,
And kindle in thy breaft the Roman fire. '
So in the fhades, where chear’d with fummer rays
Melodious linnets warbled fprightly lays,
Soon as the faded, falling leaves complain
Of gloomy winter’s unaufpicious reign,
No tuneful voice is heard of joy or love,
But mournful filence faddens all the grove.
Unhappy Italy I whofe alter’d ftate
Has felt the worlt feverity of fate:
Not that barbarian hands her fafces broke,
And bow’d her haughty neck beneath their yoke ;
Nor that her palaces to earth are thrown,
Her cities defart, and her fields unfown ;
But that her ancient fpirit is decay'd,
That facred wifdom from her bounds is fled,
That there the fource of feience flows no more,
Whence its rich fireams fupply’d the world before,

Iluftrious
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; 1luftrious names! that once in Latium fhin’d,
Born to inftru@, and to command mankind ;
Chiefs, by whofe virtue mighty Rome was rais’d,
And poets, who thofe chiefs fublimely prais'd !
Oft I the traces you have left explore,
Your athes vifit, and your urns adore;
Oft Ii“.b, with lips devout, ﬁ:nnc mould’ring ftone,
With ivy’s venerable thade o’ergrown

Thofe hallow’d ruins better p!{: 15°d to ﬂ:
| Than all the pomp of modern luxury.
As late on \"irgi'l’ s tomb frefh flow’rs I ﬂrow'f
While with th’ infpiring Mufe my bofom glow’d,
Crown'd with eternal bays my ravith'd eyes
Beheld the poet’s awful form arife ;
Stmngm, he faid, whofc pious hand has paid

Thefe grateful rites to my attentive fhade,
When thou fhalt breathe thy happy native air,
To Pope this meflage from his mafter bear:

Great bard, whofe numbers I myfelf infpire,
To whom I gave my own harmonious lyre,

If h]w 1 exalted on the throne of wit,

Near me and Homer thou afpire to {it,

No more let meaner fatire dim the rays
That flow majeftic from thy nobler bays ;
In all the flow’ry paths of Pindus ftray,
But (hun that t]wrm , that qulnaﬂng way ;
Nor, when each foft eng um[w Mufe is thine,
Addrefs the leaft attraétive of the Nine.

Of thee more worthy were Lhe tafk, to raife
A lafting column to thy country’s praife
To fing “the land, which yet alone can boaft
That liberty corrvpl::.d Rome has loft ;

Where fcience in the arms of peace is lald
And plants her palm befide the olive’s fhade.

Such
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Such was:the theme for which my lyre T ftrung,
Such was the people whofe exploits I fung ;

Brave, yet refin’d, for arms and arts renown’d,
With different bays by Mars and Pheebus crown’d ;
Dauntlefs oppofers of tyrannic fway,

But pleas’d a mild Auguftus to obey.

If thefe commands fubmlﬁlvc thou receive,
Immortal and unblam’d thy name fhall live;
Envy to black Cocytus {hall retire s
And howl with Furies in tormenting fire ;
Approving T'ime fhall confecrate thy lays,

And join the patriot’s to the poet’s praife.

To my,. L O R D H-ER:N B: Y.
In the Year 1730. From Worcefterfhire.

Strenua nos exercet inertia : navibus atgue
KQuadrigis petimus bene vivere : guod petis, bic eff;
Ef wlubris, animus fi te non deficit equus.

Horack.

TAV'RITE of Venus and the tuneful Nine,
Pollio, by nature form’d in courts to fhine,

Wilt thou once more a kind attention lend
To thy long abfent and forgotten friend ;
Who, after feas and mountains wander’d o’er,
Return'd at length to his own native fhore,
From all that’s gay retir'd, and all that’s great,
Beneath the fhades of his paternal feat

Has found that happinefs he fought in vain
On the fam’d banks of Tiber : ‘hi of Seine ?

Tis
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"Tis not to view the well-proportion’d pile,
The charms of Titian’s and of Raphael’s ftile;
At foft Italian founds to melt away ;
Or in the fragrant groves of myrtle ftray ;
That lulls the tumults of the foul to reft,
Or makes the fond pofieffor truly bleft.
In our own breafts the fource of pleafure lies
Still open, and ftill flowing to the wife;
Not forc'd by toilfome art and wild defire
Beyond the bounds of nature to alpire,
But in its proper channels ghding fair
A common benefit, which all may fhare.
Yet half mankind this eafy good difdain, *'
Nor relith happinefs unbought by pain 3 ;
Falfe is their tafte of blifs, and thence their fearch is vain. j
So idle, yet fo reftlefs, are our minds,
We climb the Alps, and brave the raging winds,
Through various toils to {eek Content we roam,
Which with but zhinking right were our’s at home.
For not the ceafelefs change of fhifted place
Can from the heart a fettled- grief erale,
Nor can the purer balm of foreign air
Heal the diftemper’d mind of aking care.
The wretch, by wild impatience driv'n to rove,
Vext with the pangs of ill-requited love,
From Pole to Pole the fatal arrow bears,
Whofe rooted point his bleeding bofom tears ;
With equal pain each difterent clime he tries,
And is himfelf that torment which he flies.

For how fhould ills, that from our paffions flow,
Be chang’d by Afric’s heat, or Ruffia’s fnow ?
Or how cazfaught but pow’rful Reafon cure,
What from unthinking Folly we endure?

4 I Happy
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TO LORKBPYHERYEY:

Happy is He, and He alone, who knows

His heart’s uneafy difcord to compofe ;

In gen'rous love of others” good to find

The fweeteft pleafures of the focial mind;

To bound bis withes in their proper fphere ;

To nourith pleafing hope, and conquer anxious fear.:
This was the wifdom ancient fages taught,

This was the fov’reign good they juftly fought;
This to no. place or climate is confin’d,

But the free native produce of the mind.

Nor think, my Lord, that courts to you deny

The ufeful pra@ice of Philofophy :-
Horace, the wifeft of the tuneful choir,.
Not always chofe from greatnefs to retire,
But in the palace of Auguftus knew

The fame unerring maxims to purfue,
‘Which in the Sabine or the Velian thade
His ftudy and his happinefs he made.

May you, my friend, by his example taught,
View all the giddy feene’ with fober thought;
Undazzled every glitt'ring folly fee,

And in the midft of flavith forms be free;

In its own center keep your fteady mind;

Let Prudence guide you, but let Honotir bind ;
In thow, in manners, aé the coutrtier’s part,
But be a country gentleman at heart |
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THE counfels of a friend, Belinda, hear,
Too roughly kind to pleafe a lady’s ear,

Unlike the flatteries of a lover's pen,
Such truths as women feldom learn from men.
Nor think I praife you ill, when thus I {how
What female vanity might fear to know:
Some merit's mine, to dare to be fincere,
But greater your’s, fincerity to bear.

Hard is the fortune that your fex attends;
Women, like princes, find few real friends:
All who approach them their own ends puriue:
Lovers and minifters are feldom true.
Hence oft from Reafon heedlefs Beauty ftrays,
And the moft trufted guide the moft betrays :
Hence, by fond dreams of fancy'd pow’r amus'd,
When moft you tyrannize, you're moft abus’d.

What is your fex’s earlieft, lateft care,
Your heart’s fupreme ambition ? to be fair:
For this the toilet every thought employs,
Hence all the toils of drefs, and all the joys:
For this, hands, lips, and eyes, are put tofchool,
And each inftruéted feature has its rule:
And yet how few have learnt, when this is giv'n,
Not to difgrace the partial boon of heav'n!
How few with all their pride of form can move !
How few are lovely, that were made for love!
Do you, my fair, endeavour to poffefs
An elegance of mind as well as drefs ;
Be that your ornament, and know to pleafe
By graceful Nature’s unaffected eafe.

412 Nor
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Nor make to dangerous wit a vain pretence,
But wifely reft content with modeft Senfe ;
For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain,
Too ftrong for feeble woman to fuftain;
Of thofe who claim it, more than half have none,
And half of thofe who have it, are undone.
Be ftill fuperior to your fex’s arts,
Nor think (Ellhoncih a proof of parts;
For you, the p]amc['t is the wifeft rule:
A cunning woman is a knavifb fool.

Be good yourfelf, nor think another’s {hame

Can raife your merit, or adorn your fame.
Prudes rail at whores, as ftatefmen in difgrace
At minifters, becaufe they wilh their place.
Virtue is amiable, mild, ferene,
Without, all beauty, and all peace within :
The honour of a ptude is rage and {torm,
"Tis uglinefs:in its moft frightful form.
Fiercely it ftands, defying gods and men,
As hery monfters gmrd a giant’s den.

Seek: to be good, but aim not to be great:
A woman's nobleft ftation is retreat;

Her faireft virtues fly from public fight,
Domeftic worth, that fhuns too ﬁrong a light,
To rougher man Ambition’s tafk refign :

"Tis ours in fenates or in courts to fhine,

To labour for a funk corrupted ftate,

Or dare the rage of Envy, and be great.

One only care your gentle breafts (hould move,
Th’ important bufinefs of your life is love,

To th]a great point direét your conflant aim,
This makes your h1ppmefs, and this your fame.

Be never cool referve with paffion join’d :
With caution chufe; but then be fondly kind.

3 The
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The felfith heart; that but by halves is given,
Shall find no place in Love’s delightful heaven
Here fweet extreams alone can truly blefs:
The virtue of a lover is excefs.
A maid unafk’d may own a well-plac’d flame ;
Not loving fir/}, but loving wrong, is thame.
Contemn the little pride of g Ewmu pain,
Nor think that conqueft juftifies 1{dam -
Short is the period of infulting pow’r,
Offended Cupid finds his venge -ful lmm'
Soon will refume the empire which he gave,
And foon the tyrant [hall become the EL','f'c.
Bleft is the maid, and worthy to be bleft,
Whofe foul, entire 'a)- him the loves pofieft,
Feels every mmw in fondnefs loft,
And afks no pnw r, but thatof plﬂfnﬁ moft:
Her's 1s the blifs in _1uit return to prove
The honeft warmth of undiffembled love
For her, inconftant man might ceafe to -..-1:1-;;-:,
And gratitude forbid defire to change.
l:ur left harth care the lover’s peace deftroy,
And mu'rhlv light the tender buds of j i:w,
Let Reafon uzu:h what Paflion fain would kide,
That Hymen’s bands by Prudence thould bf; ty’d.
Venus in vain the wedded pcur would crown,
If angry Fortune on their union frown:
Soon will the fatt’ri ng dream of blifs be o’er,
And cloy'd i p“g'n tion f.]'lL.it no more.
Then, waking to the fenfe of lafting P"Li[],
With mutual tears the nu iptial *r“uth they ftain
And that fond love, which fhould afford relief,
Does but encreafe the anguifh of their grief:
While hoth could eafier their own forrows bear,
Than the fad knowledge of each other’s care.

Yet
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Yet may you rather feel that virtuous pain,
Than fell your violated charms for gain ;
Than wed the wretch whom you delpife, or hate,
For the vain glare of ufelefs wealth or fiate.
The moft abandon’d proftitutes are they,
Who not to love, but av’rice, fall a prey :
Nor aught avails the {pecious name of wife ;
A maid {o wedded, 1s @ whore for life.
Ev'n in the happieft choice, where fav’ring heav'n
Has equal love, and eafy fortune giv'n,
Think not, the hufband gain’d, that all is done:
The prize of happinefs muft ftill be won ;
And oft, the carelefs find it to their coft,
The /wver in the bufband may be loft :
The graces might alone his heart allure ;
They and the virtues meeting mult fecure.
Let ev'n your prudence wear the pleafing drefs
Of care for him, and anxious tendernefs.
From kind concern about his weal, or woe,
Let each domeftic duty feem to ﬂow,
The .Gos.ﬂw’a’ Jeeptre if ‘he bids you bear,
Make it your pride his fervans to appear : J

Endearing thus the common aés of life,

The mﬂreﬁ ftill (hall charm him in the wife ;

And wrinkled age (hall unobferv’d come on,

Before his eye pcrceivcs one beauty gone :

Ev'n o'er your cold, your ever-facred urn,

His conftant flame fhall unextinguifh’d burn. ,
Thus I, Belinda, would your charms improve, '

And form your heart to all the arts of love. ‘

The tafk were harder to fecure my own !

Againft the pow’r of thofe already known ;

For well you twift the fecret chains that bind

Wich gentle force the captivated mind, |

4 Skill’d
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Skill'd every foft attraction to employ,
Each flatt’ring hope, and each q]lunno‘]o}r’
I own your genius, and from you receive
The rules of plmﬁmr which to you I give.

RO A

S§ O N G, Written in the Year 1732.

I.
HEN Delia on the plain appears,
Aw’d by a thoufand tender fears,

I would approach, but dare not move ;
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ?

IL.
Whene’er fhe fpeaks, my ravifh'd ear
No other voice but her’s can hear,
No other wit but her’s approve ;
Tell me, my heart, if this be love?

III.
If {he fome other youth commend,
Though I was once his fondeft friend,
His inftant enemy I prove ;
Tell me, my heart, if this be love?

IV.
When fhe is ablent, I no more
Delight in all that pleas’d before,
The cleareft {pring, or fhadieft grove;
Tell me, my heart, if this be love?

T,
When fond of pow’r, of beauty vain,
Her nets {he fpread for ev’ry {wain,
I ftrove to hate, but vainly ftrove;
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ?

SONG.
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§ O N7 G  Writtenin the: ¥ear 1733-

L

! I VHE heavy hours are almoft paft
That part my love and me,
My ](;:1gi1_lg eyes may lmpﬂe at laft
Their only wifh to fee.

11,
But how, my Delia, will you meet
The man you've loft fo long?
Will love in all your pulfes beat
And tremble on your tongue?
.
Will you in ev'ry look declare
Your heart is ftill the fame ;
And heal each idly-anxious care
Our fears in abfence frame?
Iv.
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the fcene,
When fhortly we fhall meet,
And try what yet remains between
Of loit’ring time to cheat.
i
But if the dream that fooths my mind
Shall falfe and groundlefs:prove;
If I am doom’d at length to find
You have forgot to love:
VL
All T of Venus alk, is this;
No more to let us join ;
But grant me here the flatt’ring blifs,
To die, and think you mine.

DAMON |
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In imitation of Hora:cE and Ly pi1a.

Written in the year 1732.

DAMODN.
TELL me, my Delia, tell me why
My kindeft, fondeft locks you fly:
W at means this cloud upon your brow ?
Have I offended ? tell me how?
Some change has happen’d in your heart,
Some rival there has {tol’n a part;
Reafon thefe fears may difapprove :
But yet I fear, becaule I love.
DELTIA.
Firft tell me, Damon, why to-day
At Belvidera’s feet you lay ?
Why with fuch warmth her charms you prais'd,
And ev'ry trifling beauty rais’d,
As if you meant to let me fee
Your flatt’ry is not all for me?
Alas! too well your fex I knew,
Nor was fo weak to think you true:
DAMON.
Unkind ! my falfehood to upbraid,
When your own orders I obey’d ;
You bid me try by this deceit
The notice of the world to cheat,
And hide beneath another name
The fecret of our mutual flame.
DELIA.
Damon, your prudence I confefs,

But let me wifh it had been lefs ;
4 K

Too
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Too well the lover’s part you play’d,

With too much art your court you made s

Had it been only art, your eyes

Would not have join'd in the difguife.
DAMON.

Ah, ceafe thus idly to moleft,

With groundlefs fears thy virgin breaft.
‘While thus at fancy 'd wrongs you g OTIEVE,
To me a real pam you give.

DELIA.

Tho’ well I might your truth diftruft,
My foolifh heart believes you juft;
Reaton this faith may difapprove ;

But I believe, becaule I love,

O D E.

In imitation - of PasTor Fipo
(Q primaverg gioventu del anno.)
Written“Abroad,' in ' 1429,

I.
PARENT of ‘blooming flow'rs and gay defires,
Youth of the tender year, delightful fpring,
At whofe approach, infpir'd with equal fires,
The am’rous Nightingle and Peet fing.
1L
Again doft thou return, but hot with thee
Return the {fmiling hours I once pofieft ;
Bleflings thou bring'it to others, but to me
The fad remembrance, that I once was bleft.

1H-
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11,
Thy faded charms, which Winter fnatcht away,
Renew’d in all their former luftre thine;
But ah! no more fhall haplefs I be gay,
Or know the vernal joys that have been mine.
V.
Tho’ linnets fing, tho’ flowers adorn the green,
Tho’ on their wings foft Zephyrs fragrance bear;
Harfh is the mufick, joylefs is the fcene,
The odour faint ; for Delia is not there.
V.
Chearlefs and cold I feel the genial fun,
From thee while abfent 1 in exile rove ;
Thy lovely prefence, faireft light, alone
Can warm my heart to gladnefs and to love.

Parts of an ELEGY of Tisvwirus Tranflated.
(Divitias alius fulve fibi congerat auro.)
1729-30.

ET others heap of wealth a {hining ftore,
And much poffefling labour {till for more ;
Let them, difquieted with dire alarms,
Afpire to win a dangrous fame in arms:
Me tranquil poverty fhall lull to reft,
Humbly fecure and indolently bleft;
Warm'd by the blaze of my own chearful hearth,
I'll wafte the wintry hours in focial mirth j
In fummer pleas'd attend to harveft toils,
In autumn prefs the vineyard’s purple fpoils,

4+ K 2 And
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And oft to Delia in my bofom bear

Some kid, or lamb, that wants its mother’s care :

With her I'll celebrate each gladfome day,

When {wains their fportive nites to Bacchus pay,

With her new milk on Pales’ altar pour,

And deck with ripen’d fruits Pomona’s bow’r.

At night, how foothing would it be to hear,

Safe in her arms, the tempeft howling near,

Or, while the wintry clouds their deluge pour,

Slumber aflifted by the beating thow’r!

Ah! how much happier, than the fool who braves,

In fearch of wealth, the black tempeftuous waves !

While I, contented with my little ftore,

In tc.d;ous voyage feek no diftant fhore,

But idly lollmg on fome fhady feat,

Near wohmr fountains thun the dog-ftar’s heat :

For what reward o xich could fmtum give

That I by abfence fhould my Delia grieve?

Let great Meflalla (hine in martial toils,

And grace his p'!]nce with triumphal {poils ;

Me Beauty holds in ftrong, tho’ gentle chains,
Far from tumultuous war ancl dufty plains.

With thee, my love, to pafs my tranquil days,

How would I flight Ambition’s painful praife!

How would I joy with thee, my love, to yoke

The ox, and feed my folitary flock !

On thy foft breaft might T but lean my head,

How downy fhould I think the woodland. bed!

The wretch who ﬂceps fot by his fair one’s fide,,

Detells the gilded couch’s ufelefs pride,

Nor knows his weary, ".Jsfntelepinor eyes to clofé,.

Tho' murm’ring rills invite him to repofe.

Hard were his heart, who thee, my fair, could leave:

For all the honours profp’rous war can give;

Theo'
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Tho' through the vanquilh’d Eaft he {pread his fame,
And Parthian tyrants trembled at his name ;

Tho’ bright in arms, while hofts around him bleed,
With martial pride he preft his foaming fteed.

No pomps like thefe my humble vows require 5

"x\ ith thee I'll live, and in thy arms expire.

hee may my clofing eyes in death behold !

Thee may my fault’ring hand yet ftrive to hold !
Then, Delia, then thy heart will melt in woe,
Then o’er my breathlefs clay t11} tears will flow s
Th\ tears will flow, for ¢ gentle is thy mind,

Nor doft thou think it weaknefs to be kind.

But ah! fair mourner, I conjure thee, {pare

Thy heaving breafts and' loofe difhevel’d hair :
‘Wound not thy form ; left on th® Elyfian coaft
Thy anguith fhould diftutb my peaceful ghoft..

But now nor death, nor parting; {Hould ‘employ-
Our {prightly thoughts, or damp our bridal joy :
We'll live, my Delia, and from life remove
All care, all bus’nefs, but delightful Love..

Old age in vain thofe pleafures would retrieve,
Which youth alone can tafte, ‘alone can give;:
Then let us fhatch the moment to be bleft,

This hour is Love’s be Fortune’s all the reft..

SEHOKHEK

8§ O N G, Wiritten in the year 1732..

L
SAY, Myra; why is gentle love
A ftranger to that mind,
Which pity and efteem can move ;
Which can be juft and kind ?

I1. Is

621
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I,
Is it, becaufe you fear to fhare
The ills that Love moleft ;
The jealous doubt, the tender care,

That rack the am’rous breaft ? |
1IL

Alas! by fome degree of woe
We ev’ry blifs muft gain :
The heart can ne’er a tranfport know,
That never feels a pain.

RPN TR

Wiritten at Mr. Pore’s Houfe at Twickenham, which he had
lent to Mrs. G lle. In Auguft173s.

L.
O, Thames, and tell the bufy town,
Not all its wealth or pride
Could tempt me from the charms that crown
Thy rural flow’ry fide:
1

Thy flow’ry fide, where Pope has plac’d
The Mufes’ green retreat,
With ev’ry {mile of nature grac'd,

With ev'ry art compleat.
1L

But now, feet bard, thy heav'nly fong
Enchants us here no more ;
Their darling glory loft too lon
Thy once-lov’d fhades deplore. i
1V,

Yet ftill for beauteous G——Ile’s fake,
The Mufes here remain ;

lle, whofe eyes have power to make

A Pope of ev'ry fwain,

G

E PI-
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| ONE without hope e’er lov'd the brighteft fair,
But love can hope where reafon would defpair.

To Mr. West, at Wickham. Written in the Year 1740.

AIR nature’s fweet ﬁmplicit}?‘
With elegance refin’d,

Well in thy feat, my friend, I fee,
But better in thy mind.

To both from courts and all their ftate
Eager I fly, to prove

Joys far above a courtier’s fate,
Tranquillity and love.

To Mit LU CY F—,

N CE, by the Mufe alone infpir'd,
I fung my am’rous ftrains :
No ferious love my bofom fir'd ;
Yet every tender maid deceiv'd
The idly mournful tale believ'd,
And wept my fancy'd pains.

But Venus now, to punith me,
For having feign'd fo well,
Has made my heart fo fond of thee,
That not the whole Aonian quire
Can accents foft enough ' infpire,
Its real flame to tell.
7

To
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To the Same, with Hammonp's Elegies.

ALL that of love can be expres'd
In thefe foft numbers fee;
But, Lucy, would you know the reft,
It muft be read in me.

PR AR
To the Same.

O him who in an hour muft die,

Not {wifter feems that hour to fly,
Than flow the minutes feem to me,
Which keep me from the fight of thee.

Not more that trembling wretch would give
Another day or year to live;

Than I to fhorten what remains

Of that long hour which thee detains,

Oh! come to my impatient arms,

Oh! come with all thy heav'nly charms,
At once to juftify and pay

The pain I feel from this delay.

\l}“l"l-“.l\‘:’\l.’\-ﬂ‘?{:‘:'-i:
ARIIRINIOIA R,

To the Same.
I
O eafe my troubled mind of anxious care,
Laft night the fecret cafket I explor'd ;
Where all the letters of my abfent fair,
(His richeft treafure) careful Love had ftor’d :
1.
In every word a magic {pell I found
Of pow’r to charm each bufy thought to reft,
Though every word increas’'d the tender wound

Of fond defire flill throbbing in my breaft,.
IIL. So

L
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111
So to his hoarded gold the mifer {teals,
And lofes every forrow at the fight ;
Yet withes ftill for more, nor ever feels
Entire contentment, or fecure delight.
Iv.
! fhould I lofe thee, my too lovely maid,
C u*n]-..ﬂ thou forget thy heart was ever mine,
Fear not thy letters ihould the change upbraid :
My hand each dear memorial fhall refign :
V.
Not one kind wotd fhall in my pow’r remain
A ';m'iniul witnefs of rcpmﬂcfl to thee;
And left my heart {hould flill their {enfe retain,
My heart fhall break, to leave thee wholly free.

EEELERREX
A. Prayer to Venvus in her Templc at Stowe.

To the ‘Same.
1.

1'1 AIR Venus, whofe delightful fhrine furveys
Its front refleded in the filver 11;\1,
Thefe humble off’rings, which thy fervant pays,
Frefh flowers, and myrtle w eaths, propitious take.
IL.
If lefs my love exceeds all other love,
Than Lucy’s charms all other charms excel,
Far from my “breaft each {oothing hope remove,
And there let fad defj pair for ever dwell.
.
But if my foul is fill'd with her alone, .
No other wifh, nor other ol bje& kunows,
Oh! make her, Goddefs, make her all my own,

And give my trembling heart fecure 1¢ epofe.
4 IV. No
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IV.

No watchful fpies I afk to guard her charms,
No walls of brafs, no fteel-defended door;

Place her but once within my circling arms,
Love's furef? fort, and 1 will doubt no more.

P g
To the Same.

On her pleading want of T rm k.

L

O N Thames’s bank, a gentle youth
For Lucy figh’d with matchlefs truth,
Ev’'n when he figh’d in rthyme ;
The lovely maid his flame return’d,
And would with equal warmth have burn'd
But that fhe had not time.
IL.
Oft he repair’d with eager feet
In fecret thades his fair to meet
Beneath th’ accuftom’d lyme ;
She would have fondly met him there,
And heal’d with love each tender care,
But that fhe had not time,
1L

‘¢ It was not thus, inconftant maid,

“ You adted once (the ﬂ'l(:p]lcld lald)
“ When love was in its prime:

She griev’d to hear him thus cmnplam,

And would have writ to eafe his pain,
But that {he had not time.

[V. How
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v,

How can you a& fo cold a part ?
No crime of mine has chang’d your heart,
If love be not a crime.
We foon muft part for months, for years——
She would have anfwer’d with her tears,
But that fhe had not time.

LEREEXEX
To the Same.

O UR fhape, your lips, your eyes, are ftill the fame,
Still the bright obje& of my conftant flame;
But where is now the tender glance, that ftole,
With gentle {fweetnefs, my enchanted foul ?
Kind fears, impatient wifhes, foft defires,
Each melting charm that love alone infpires.
Thefe, thefe are loft ; and I behold no more
The maid, my heart delighted to adore.
Yet ftill unchang’d, {till doatmg to excefs,
I ought, but dare not, try to love you lefs;
Weakly I grieve, unpity’d I complain ;
But not unpunifh’d fhall your change remain 3
For you, cold maid, whom no complaints can move,
Were far more bleft, when you like me could love.

AN o R
GRGRBRED

To the Same.
L

W HEN I think on your truth, I doubt you no more,
I blame all the fears I gave way to before ;
I fay to my heart, * Be at reft, and believe
¢« That whom once fhe has chofen fhe never will leave.”
4L 2 IT, But
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TO MISS LUCY F—.

IL
But ah ! when I think.on each ravifhing grace
That plays in the {miles of that hdosienly:: face,
1\1‘, heart beats .igdln' 1 agi.n appre hend
Some fortunate rival in every friend.

1L,
'I'I efe painful fufpicions you cannot remove,
Since you neither can leflen vour charms nor my love
But doubts caus’d by paflion you never can blame;
For they are not ill founded, or you feel the fame.

Bl et
To the Same, with a New WarcH.

I'TH me, while prefent, may thy lovely eyes
Be never turn’d upon this guldun toy :
Think every p]uilmr hour too fwiftly flies,
And meafure time, by j Jjay luuwdmrr JOY-
But when the cares that i interrupt our bhfs
To me not always will thy fight allow,

Then oft mth ]\m(. :mpltxence look on this,
Ther

cjacfiecjiecocforieooofaci
An Irregular O DE, written at Wickham in 1746.

To the Same.

I.
E filvan {cenes with artlefs beauty gay,
Ye .r;u'lle (hades of Wickham, fay,
What is the charm that each fucceffive year,
Which {ces me with my Lucy here,
Can thus to my tranfported heart,
A fenfe of joy unfelt before impart ?

2 11,

Is
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{ I
Is it glad fummer’s balmy breath that blows
From the fair jafinine, and the b lufhing rofe 7
Her balmy bre: 1th, and all her blooming ftore
Of rural blifs was here before
Oft have I met her on the t-‘crr}:mt fide
Of Norwood-hill, and in the yellow meads,
Where Pan the dancing Graces leads,
Array’d 1n all her low'ry pride.
No fweeter fragrance now the gardens \1r|d
No brighter colours paint th’ enamel’d field
1L
Is it to Love thefe new delights I owe?
Four times has the revolving fun
His annual circle through the zodiac run;
Since all that Love’s indulgent pow's
On favour'd mortals can b(.ih)w
Was giv'n to me in this aufpicious bow’r.
Iv.
Here firft my Lucy, {weet in virgin charms,
Was yiclded to my longing arms ;
And round our nuptial bed,
Hov'ring with purple wings, t th’ Idalian boy
Shook from his radiant torch the blifsful fires
Of innocent defires,
While Venus {catter'd myrtles o’er her head.
Vhence then this {trange encreafe of joy ¢
He, only he, can tell, who, match’d like me,
(If fuch another happy man there be)
Has by his own experience try’d
How much zhe wife is dearer than zhe bride.
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To the Memory of the fame LADY. ‘

AMONODY. A D 1745

Ipfe cavd folans wgrum tefludine amorem,
Te dulcis conjux, te folo in littore fecam,
Te veniente die, te decedente canebat.
I
T length efcap'd from every human eye,
I*mm every fhm every care,
That in my I.mL]me.l thougﬁts mlght claim a ﬂiare,
Or force my tears their ﬂowmﬂ' {tream to dry,
Beneath the gloom of this emibow’ ring (bade,
This lone retreat, for tender forrow made,
I now may give my burden'd heart relief,
And pour forth all my ftores of grief,
Of grief furpafling every other woe,
Far as the pureft blifs, the happieit love
Can on th’ennobled mind beftow,
Exceeds the vulgar joys that move
Our grofs defires, inelegant and low.
IL.
Ye tufted groves, ye qtm]\ -falling rills,
Ye high o erih: dowing hills,
Ye lawns gds-ﬂ.nlm;j with Ltmnal green,
Oft have you my Lucy feen!
But never fhall you now behold her more s
Nor will the now with fond delight
And talle refin’d your rural charms explore.
Clos'd are thole beauteous eyves in endlefs night,
Thofe beauteous cyes w here bmmmg us’'d to thine
Reafon’s pure light, and Virtue’s {park divine.
iR
Oft would the Dryads of thefe woods rejoice
To hear her heav’nly voice,
5 For
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For her defpifing, when fhe deign’d to fing,
The {weeteft fongfters of the {pring:
The woodlark and the linnet pleas'd no more ;
The nightingale was mute,
And every fhepherd’s flute
Was caft in filent fcorn away,
While all attended to her fweeter lay.
Ye larks and linnets, now refume your fong ;.
And thou, melodious Philomel,
Again thy plaintive ftory tell,
For Death has ftop’d that tuneful tongue,
W hofe mufic could alone your warbling notes excel.
V.
In vain I look around
O’er all the well-known ground,
My Lucy’s wonted footfteps to defcry ;
Where oft we us’d to walk,
Where oft in tender talk
We faw the fummer {un go down the fky;
Nor by yon fountain’s fide,
Nor where its waters glide
Along the valley, can {he now be found:
In all the wide-ftrerch’d profpeét’s ample bound
No more my mournful eye
Can aught of her efpy,
But the fad facred earth where her dear relics le.
Y.
O (hades of Hagley, where is now your boaft?
Your bright inhabitant is loit.
You fhe preferr'd to all the gay reforts
Where female vanity might with to fhine,
The pomp of cities, and the pride of courts,
Her modeft beauties thun’d. the public eye:

To
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To your fequefter'd dales
And flow’r-embroider’d vales
From an admiring world fhe chofe to fly;
With Nature there retir'd, and Nature’s Gop,
The filent paths of wifdom trod,
And banifh'd every paflion from her breaft,
But thofe, the gentleft and the beft,
Whofe holy flames with energy divine
The virtuous heart enliven and improve,
The conjugal, and the maternal love.
VI.
Sweet babes, who, like the: little playful fawns,
Were wont to trip along thefe verdant lawns
By your delighted mother’s {ide,
Who now your infant fteps fhall guide ?
Ah! where is now the hand whofe tender care
To every virtue would have form’d your youth,
And ftrew’d with flow'rs the thorny ways of truth?
O lofs beyend repair !
O wretched father! left alone,
"To weep their dire misfortune, and thy own!
How fhall thy weaken’d mind, opprefs’d with woe,
And drooping o'er thy Lucy’s grave,
Perform the duties that you doubly owe,
Now fhe, alas! is gone,
From folly and from vice, their helplefs age to faye ?
Vil
Where were ye, Mufes, when relentlefs Fate
From thefe fond arms your fair difciple tore,
From thefe fond arms that vainly ftrove
With haplefs ineffe@tual love
To guard her bofom from the mortal blow?
Could not your fav’ring pow’r, Aonian maids,
Could not, alas! your pow'r prolong her date,
For
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For whom fo oft in thefe infpiring (hades,

Or under Campden’s mofs-clad mountains hoar,
You open’d all your facred flore,
Whate'er your ancient fages taught,
Your ancient bards fublimely thought,

And bade her raptur’d breaft with all your fpirit glow?
VIII.

Nor then did Pindus’ or Caftalia’s plain,

Or Aganippe’s fount your fteps detain,

Nor in the Thefpian vallies did you play;
Nor then on # Mincio’s bank
Befet with ofiers dank,

Nor where P Clitumnus rolls his gentle ftream,
Nor where, through hanging woods,
Steep © Anio pours his floods,

Nor yet where ¢ Meles, or ¢ Iliffus firay.

11l does it now befeem,
That, of your guardian care bereft,
To dire difeafe and death your darling fhould be left.
1X.

Now what avails it that in early bloom,
When light fantaftic toys
Are all her fex’s joys,

With you fhe fearch’d the wit of Greece and Rome?

And all that in her latter days
To emulate her ancient praife

Italia’s happy genius could produce;
Or what the Gallic fire
Bright-fparkling could infpire,

* The Mincio runs by Mantua, the birth-place of Virsit,

b The Clitumnus is a river of Umbria, the refidence of ProrERTIUVS,

+ The Anio runs through Tibur or Tivoli, where Horace had a villa.

* The Meles is a river of Ionia, from whence HomEer, E'uppufed to be born on its banks,
is called Melifigenes.

« The liilus is a river at Athens.

4+ M Bv
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By all the gtaces temper’d and refin’d ;
Or what in Britain’s ifle,
Moit favour’d with your fmile,
The pow’rs of Reafon and of Fancy join'd
To full perfection have Conllpir’d to raife ?
Ah! what is now the ufe
Of all thefe trealures that enrich’d her mind,
To black Oblivion’s gloom for ever now confign'd?
X
At lealt, ye Nine, her fpotlefs name
"Ti1s yours from death to fave,
And in the temple of immortal Fame
With golden chara&ers her worth engrave.
Come then, ye virgin fifters, come,
And ftrew with choiceft low'rs her hallow’d tomb.
But foremoft thou, in fable veftment clad,
With accents fweet and fad,
Thou, plaintive Mufe, whom o’er his Laura’s urn.
Unhappy Petrarch call’d to mourn,
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay
A more impaflion’d tear, a more pathetic lay. {
Xl.
Tell how each beauty of her mind and face
Was brighten’d by fome fiveet, peculiar grace |
How eloquent in every loek
'T]H'{mgh her expreflive eyes her foul diftinétly fpﬂlw‘.:: i
Tell how her manners by the world refin’d
Left all the taint of modifl vice behind,
And made each charm of polifh’d courts agree
With candid Truth’s fimplicity,
And uncorrupted innocence !
Tell how to more than manly fenfe-
She join'd the foft’ning influence
Of more than female tendernefs :

How
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How in the thoughtlefs days of wealth and joy,
Which oft the care of others’ good deftroy,
Her kindly-melting heart,
To every want and every woe,
To Guilt itfelf when in diftrefs,
The balm of pity would impart,
And all relief that bounty could beftow !
Ev’n for the kid or lamb that pour’d its life
Beneath the bloody knife,
Her gentle tears would fall,
Tears from {weet Virtue’s fource, benevolent to all.
XIL,
Not only goed and kind,
But ﬁmng-and elevated was her mind:
A {pirit that with noble pride
Could look fuperior down
On Fortune’s {mile, or frown;
That could without regret or pain
To Virtue's loweft duty facrifice
Or Int’reft or Ambition’s higheft prize;
That, injur’d or offended, never try’d
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain,
But by magnanimous difdain.
A wit that, temperately bright,
With inoffenfive light
All pleafing thone, nor ever paft
The decent bounds that Wifdom’s fober hand,
And fweet Benevolence’s mild command,
And bafhful Modefty before it caft.
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv’d,
That nor too little, nor too much believ’d,
That fcorn’d unjuft Sufpicion’s coward fear,
And without weaknefs knew to be fincere.
4 M 2
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Such Lucy was, when in her faireft days,
Amidft th*acclaim of univerfal praife,
In life’s and glory’s frefheft bloom |
Death came remorfelefs on, and funk her to the tomb.
X,
So where the filent fireams of Liris glide,
In the foft bofom of Campania’s vale,
When now the wintry tempefts all are fled,
And genial Summer breathes her gentle gale,
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head :
From every branch the balmy flow’rets rife,
On every bough the golden fruits are feen ;
With odours fweet it fills the fmiling fkies,
The wood-nymphs tend it, and th’ Idalian queen:
But in the midft of all its blooming pride
A fudden blaft from Appenninus blows,
Cold with perpetual fnows:
The tender blighted plant fhrinks up its leaves, and dies.
XIV.
Arife, O Petrarch, from th’ Elyfian bow’ss,
With never-fading myrtles twin'd,
And fragrant with-ambrofial flowers,
Where to thy Laura thou again art join'd’;
Arife, and hither bring the filver lyre,
Tun’d by thy fkilful hand,
To the foft notes of elegant defire,
With which o'er many a land
'Was fpread the fame of  thy difaftrous love ;
To me refign the vocal fhell,
And teach my forrows to relate
Their melancholy tale fo well,
As may ev'n things inanimate,
Rough mountain oaks, and defart rocks, to pity move.

XV. What
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XV,
What were, alas! thy woes compar'd to mine?
To thee thy miftrefs in the blifsful band
Of Hymen never gave her hand ;
The joys of wedded love were never thine.
In thy domeftic care
She never bore a fhare,
Nor with endearing art
Would heal thy wounded heart
Of every fecret grief that fefter'd there:
Nor did her fond affe@ion on the bed
Of ficknefs watch thee, and thy languid head
Whole nights on her unwearied arm fuftain,
And charm away the fenfe of pain:
Nor did the crown your mutual fame
With pledges dear, and with a father’s tender name.
XVIL
O beft of wives! O dearer far to me
Than when thy virgin charms
Were )-"ieided to my -arms;
How can my foul endure the lofs of  thee?"’
How in the world, to me a defart grown,
Abandon’d, and alone,
Without my fweet companion can I live
Without thy lovely {mile,
The dear reward of every virtuous toil,
What pleafures now can pall’d ambition give?
Ev'n the delightful fenfe of well-earn’d praife,
Unfhar'd by thee, no more:my lifelefs thoughts could raife.
XVIL
For my diftraéted mind
What fuccour can I find ?
On whom for confolation fhall I call?
Suppeort
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Support me, every friend,” |
Your kind afliftance lend ! |
To bear the weight of this oppteflive woé, |
Alas! each friend of miine,
My dear departed love, fo much was thine,
That none has any comfort to beftow.
My books, the beft relief
In every other grief,
Are now with your idea fadden’d all
Each favrite author we together read
My tortur'd mem’ry wounds, and fpeaks of Lucy dead.
XV
We were the happieft pair of human kind !
The rolling year its varying courfe perform’d,
And back return’d again;
Another and another {miling came,
And faw our happinefs unchang’d remain ;
Still in her golden chain ‘
Harmonious Concord did our wifthes bind :
Our ftudies, pleafures, tafte, the fame.
O fatal, fatal firoke,
That all this pleafing fabric Love had rais’d
Of rare felicity,
On which ev'n wanton Vice with envy gaz’d,
And every fcheme of blifs our hearts had form’d
With foothing hope, for many a future day,
In one fad rmoment broke !
Yet, O my foul, thy rifing murmurs fiay,
Nor dare th’ all-wife Difpofer to apraign,
Or againft his fupreme decree
With impious grief complain.
That all thy full-blown joys at once fhould fade,
Was his moft righteous will, and be that will obey’d !

XIX, Would
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Would thy fond love hi§ grace to her controul,
And in thefe low abodes of fin and pain
Her pure, exalted foul
Unjuitly for thy partial good detain ?
No—rather ftrive thy grov’ling mind to raife
Up to that unclouded blaze,
That heav’nly radiance of eternal light,
In which enthron’d fhe now with pity fees
How frail, how infecure, how {light,
Is every mortal blifs ;
Ev'n Love itfelf, if rifing by degrees
Beyond the bounds of this imperfe& ftate,
Whofe flecting joys fo foon muft end,
It does not to its fov’reign good afcend,
Rife then, my foul, with hope elate,
And feek thofe regions of ferene delight;
Whofe peaceful path and ever-open gate
No feet but thofe of harden’d Guilt fhall mifs.
There Death himfelf thy Lucy fhall reftore,
There yield up all his pow’s €’er to divide you more.

TR R
VERSES, making part of an EPITAPH
On the fime L A D Y.

l\/I ADE to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes;

Tho' meek, magnanimous ; tho’ witty, wife;
Polite, as all her life in courts had been;
Yet good, as fhe the world had never feen;
The noble fire of an exalted mind,
With gentle female tendernefs combin’d.
Her {peech was the melodious voice of Love;
Her fong the warbling of the vernal grave ;

Her
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Her Eloquence was fiveeter than her Seng,
Soft as her heart, and as her Reafon ftrong ;
Her form each beauty of her mind exprefs'd,
Her mind was Virtue by the Graces drefs’d.

EXAEXRLERX
H 0 R A C E
Book IV. Ode iv.

*

(Rualem minifirum fulminis aliten, &c.)

Wiitten at Oxford 1725 2.

2 I.
AS the wing’d minifter of thund’ring Jove,

To whom he gave his dreadful bolts to bear,

Faithful b affiftant of his mafter’s love,
King of the wand’ring nations of the air,
I,
When balmy breezes fan’d the vernal fky,
On doubtful pinions left his parent neft,
In flight effays his growing force to try,
While inborn courage fir'd his gen’rous breaft ;
1II.
“Then, darting with impetuous furydown,
The flocks he flaughter’d, an unpra&is’d foe;
Now his ripe valour to perfe&ion grown
The fcaly fnake and crefied dragon know :
Iv.
Or, as a lion’s youthful progeny,
Wean’'d from his favage dam and milky food,
The grazing kid beholds with fearful eye,
Doom’d firft to ftain his tender fangs in blood :

* Firft printed in Mr. West's Pinpar.

® In the rape of Ganymede, who was carried up to Jupiter by an eagle, according to the

Poetical Hiftory,

© 4
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V.
Such Drufus, young in arms, his foes beheld,
The Alpine’ Rheti, long unmatch'd in fight;
So were their hearts with abjeé terror quell'd;
So funk their haughty fpirit at the fight.
VL
Tam’d by a boy, the fierce Barbarians find
How guardian Prudence guides the youthful flame,
And how great Cafar’s fond paternal mind
Each gen’rous Nero forms to early fame!
VIL

A valiant fon {prings from a valiant fire:
Their race by mettle {prightly courfers prove;
Nor can the warlike eagle’s active fire
Degenerate to form the tim’rous dove.
VIIL
Jut education can the genius raife,
And wife inftru@ions native virtue aid ;
Nobility without them 1s difgrace,
And honour is by vice to thame betray’d.
IX.

Let red Metaurus, ftain’d with Punic blood,
Let 1:1ight_ﬂ: Afdrubal fubdu’d confefs

How much of empire and of fame 1s ow'd
By thee, O Rome, to the Neronian race

w
b,

Of this be witnefs that aufpicious day,
Which, after a 'le*.g, h_i'.'—.-.:li, tgmp-:.'tiucms night,
n with a milder ray,
vith dawning licht.
o e

¥

il

Firft {mil’d on Lat
And chear’d our drooping hearts

Since the dire African with wafteful ire
Rode o'er the ravag’d towns of Italy,

As through the pine trees flies the raging fire,

Or Eurus o'er the vext Sicilian fea,
X11,

4 N
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1L [
From this bright 2ra, from this profp’rous field,
The Roman glory dates her rifing pow'r; i
From hence ’twas giv’n her conqu'ring fword to wield,
Raife her fall'n gods, and ruin'd fhrines reftore.
X111,
Thus Hannibal at length defpairing {poke:
« Like ftags to rav'nous wolves an eafy prey,
¢ Qur feeble arms a valiant foe provoke,
¢ Whom to elude and *fcape were viétory ;
Xx1V.
¢« A dauntlefs nation, that from Trojan fires,
« Hoftile Aufonia, to thy deftin'd {hore
¢ Her gods, her infant fons, and aged fires,
¢ Thro’ angry feas and adverfe tempefts bore.
Xv.
¢ As on high Algidus the {turdy oak,
¢« Whofe {preading boughs the axe’s fharpnefs feel,
« Improves by lofs, and thriving with the ftroke,
¢ Draws health and vigour from the wounding fleel.
XYL
¢« Not Hydra {prouting from her mangled head
% Sp tir'd the baffled force of Hercules,
« Nor Thebes, nor Colchis, fucha monfter bred,
“ Pregnant of ills, and fam’d for prodigies.
XVIL.
« Plunge her in ocean, like the morning fun,
“ Brighter [he rifes from the depths below :
¢ To earth with unavailing ruin thrown,
¢ Recruits her firength, and foils the wond'ring foe.
XVIIL
« No more of viGory the joyful fame
¢ Shall from my camp to haughty Carthage fly;
“ Loft, loft are all the glories of her name !
« With Afdrubal her hopes and fortune die!
x1x. “ What
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XIX.

« What {hall the Claudian valour not perform,
¢t Which Pow’r Divine guards with propitious care,

¢ Which Wifdom fteers through all the dang’rous ftorm,
¢ Thro' all the rocks and fhoals of doubtful war ?”

v 1 R T UBitmd B A M E
To the CouvnTEss of EGREMONT.

IRTUE and Fame, the other day,

Happen'd to crols each other’s way;
Said Virtue! Hark ye, madam Fame,
Your ladyfhip is much to blame;
Jove bids you always wait on me,
And yet your face I feldom fee:
The Paphian queen employs your trumpet,
And bids it praife fome handfome ftrumpet ;
Or, thund’ring thro’ the ranks of war,
Ambition ties you to her car.

Saith Fame, * Dear madam, I proteft
I never find myfelf {o bleft
As when I humbly wait behind you;
But ’tis {o might}f hard to find you!
In fuch obfcure retreats you lurk!
To {eek vou is an endlefs work.”
«« Well, anfwer'd Virtue, I allow
Your plea. But hear, and mark me now,
I know (without offence to athers)
I know the beft of wives and mothers;
Who never pals’d an ufelefs day
In fcandal, gofliping, or play:
Whofe modeft wit, chaftis’d by fenfe,
Is lively chearful innocence;
4 N 2 Whofe
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Whofe heart nor envy knows, nor {pite, {
Whofe duty 1s her fole delight; ,
Nor rul’d by whim, nor flave to fathion, i
Her parent’s joy, her hufband’s paflion.”
Fame fmil'd, and anfwer'd, “ On my life,
This is fome country parfon’s wife,
Who never faw the court nor town,
Whofe face is homely as her gown;
Who banquets upon eggs and bacon”—
¢ No, madam, no—you're much miftaken—
I beg you'll let me {et you right—
"T'is one with ev'ry beauty bright;
Adorn’d with ev'ry polifh’d art
That rank or fortune can impart;
"Tis the moft celebrated toalt
That Britain’s {pacious ifle can boaft;
“Tis princely Petworth’s noble dame;
"Tis EcremMoNT—Go, tell it, Fame!”

Addition extempore, by Earl Harpwicke.

E AME heard with pleafure—ftrait reply’d,
“ Firft on my roll ftands Wy ndham’s h'ridc,
My trumpet oft I’ve rais’d to found
Her modeft praife the world around;
But notes were wanting—Can’ft t[lml find
A Mufe to fing her face, her mind ?
Believe me, I can name but one,
A friend of your's—'us LyTTELTON.”

Letter
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Letter to Earl Harpwicks, occafioned by the foregoing Verfes.
My Lorp,

Thoufand thanks to your 10.Jﬂ1|p for your addition to

my verfes. If you can write fuch r’w;’w‘mw, it 1s
well for other poets, “that you chofe to be lord chancellor,
rather than a laureat. They explan to me a vi ifion I had the
night before.

Methought I faw before my feet,

With countenance ferene and {weet,
The Mufe, who in my youthful days
Had oft infpir'd my car elefs lays.

She {mil’d, and f: faid, * Once more I fee
My fugitive returns to me;

Long3 had 1 loft you from my bower,.
You fcorn’d to own my g gentle power;
With me no more your genius. i} yorted;
The grave Hiftoric Mufe you courted
Or, rais’d from earth, with firaining eyes,
Purfu’d Urania th rmfgh the fkies; ’
But now, to my forfaken track,

Fair Ecremonr has brought you-back ;
Nor bluth, by her and Virtue led,

That foft, that pleafing path to tread;

i"nr there, beneath to-morrow s ray,

Ev’n Wifdom's jdi {hall deign to plays
Lo! to my flow'ry groves ai nd fprings
Her fav'rite fon the gjudL.L{a Lnﬂ-r'-:,

The council’s and the fenate’s f*mck,
Law’s oracle, the nation’s WJL]L -

He comes, he joys with thee to join;,

In finging WyNDHAM s ch.\rms divine.

2 L0
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To thine he adds his nobler lays,
E’en thee, my friend, he deigns to/praife.
Enjoy that praife, nor envy Prrr
His fame with burgefs or with cit;
For fure one line from fuch a bard,
Virtue would think her beft reward.” |

BT o T R T N

On reading Mis CARTER’s Poems in MS.

SUCH were the notes that ftruck the wond'ring ear
Of filent Night, when, on the verdant banks

Of Siloe’s hallow'd brook, celeftial harps,

According to feraphic voices, {ung

Glory to God on bigh, and on the earth

Peace and good-will to men I—Refume the lyre,

Chauntrefs divine, and ev’ry Briton call

Its melody to hear—{o fhall thy ftrains,

More pow’rful than the fong of Orpheus, tame

The favage heart of brutal vice, and bend

At pure Religion’s fhrine the ftubborn knees

Of bold Impiety.—Greece fhall no more

Of Lefbian Sappho boaft, whofe wanton Mufe,

Like a falfe Syren, while the charm’d, {feduc’d

To guilt and ruin.  For the facred head

Of Britain’s poetefs, the Virtues twine

A nobler wreath, by them from Eden’s grove

Unfading gather’d, and dire& the hand

Of to fix it on her brows,

MOUNT
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MO UN‘ T E-DG ECUM BE

'[‘ HE Gods, on thrones celeftial feated,
By Jove with bowls of ne&ar heated,

All on Mount Edgecumbe turn’d their eyes;

¢« That place is mine, great Neptune cries :

Behold! how proud o’er all the main

Thofe ftately turrets feem to reign |

No views fo grand on earth you fee !

The mafter too belongs to me;

I grant him my domain to [hare,

I bid his hand my trident bear.”

¢« The fea is your’s, but mine the land,

Pallas replies; by me were plann’d

Thofe tow’rs, that hofpital, thofe docks,

That fort, which crowns thofe i{land rocks :

The lady too is of my choir,

I taught her hand to touch the lyre;

With ev'ry charm her mind I grac’'d,

I gave her prudence, knowledge, tafte.”—

« Hold, madam, interrupted Venus,
The lady muft be {har’d between us:

And furely mine is yonder grove,
So fine, fo dark, fo fit for love;
Trees, fuch as in th’ Idalian glade,
Or Cyprian lawn, my palace thade.”

Then Oreads, Dryads, Naiads came,
Each nymph alledg’d her lawful claim;
But Jove, to finith the debate,

Thus {poke, and what he fpeaks 1s fate :
¢« Nor god, nor goddefs, great or {mall
That dwelling his or hers may gall,

I made Mount Edgecumbe for you all.”’

5 I N-
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To the Dowacir Ducness b AIGUILLON.

“/, HEN Peace fhall, on her downy wing,
To France and England Friendfhip bring,

Come, Aiguillon, and here receive

That homage we delight to give

To foreign talents, foreign charms,

To worth which Envy’s felf difarms

Of jealous hatred: Come, and love

That nation which you now approve.

‘So fhall by France amends be made

(If fuch a debt can ¢’er be paid)

For having with feducing art

From Britain ftol’n het H—v—y’s heart.

RGN
TO COLONEL DRUMGOLD.

DRumgold, whofe anceftors from Albion’s f(hore
" Their conq'ring ftandards to Hibernia bore,

“Tho’ now thy valour, to thy country loft,

Shines in the foremoft ranks of Gallia’s hoft,

Think not that France fhall borrow ail thy fame—

From Britifh fires deriv’d thy genius came:

Its force, its energy, to thefe it ow’d,

But the fair polith Gallia’s clime beftow’d:

“The Graces there each ruder thought refin’d,

And livelieft wit with foundeft fenfe combin’d.

They taught in {portive Fancy’s gay-attire

To drefs the graveft of th’ Aonian choir,

And gave to {fober Wifdom’s wrinkled cheek

The {mile that dwells in Hebe’s dimple {leek.




TO COLONEL DRUMGOLD.

Pay to each realm the debt that each may afk:
Be thine, and thine alone, the pleafing tafk,

In pureft elegance of Gallic phrafe

To cloath the {pirit of the Britith lays.

Thus ev'ry flow’r which ev’ry Mufe’s hand

Has rais’'d profufe in Britain’s favour'd land,

By thee tranfplanted to the banks of Seine,

Its {weetefl native odours fhall retain.

And when thy noble friend, with olive crown’d,
In Concord’s golden chain has firmly bound
The rival nations, thou for both fhalt raife

The grateful fong to his immortal praife.
Albion fhall think fhe hears her Prior fing,
And France, that Boileau ftrikes the tuneful ftring.
Then fhalt thou tell what various talents join'd,
Adorn, embellifh, and exalt his mind ;
Learning and wit, with fweet politenefs grac'd ;
Wifdom by guile or cunning undebas’d ;

By pride unfullied, genuine dignity 3

A noble and fublime fimplicity.

Such in thy verfe fhall Nivernois be {hewn,
France fhall with joy the fair refemblance own,
And Albion fighing bid her fons afpire

To imitate the merit they admire.

Findieldded i
On GOOD HUMOUR. Written at Eaton School, 1720.

ELL me, ye fonsof Pheebus, what 1s this
Which all admire, but few, too few poflefs?
A virtue ’tis to ancient maids unknown,
And prudes, who fpy all faults except their own.
Lov'd and defended by the brave and wife,
Tho' knaves abufe it, and like fools defpife.
4 O Say,
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e ON GOOD HUMOUR
Say, Vx’_‘,'ndlum, if ’tis poflible to tell,
What is the thing in which you moft excel ?
Hard is the que{hon, for in all you pleafe,
Yet fure good-nature is your nobleft praife ;
Secur'd ln, this, your parts no envy move,
For none can envy him, whom all muft love.
This magic pow’r can make ¢’en folly pleafe,
This to Pitt’s genius adds a brighter grace,
And fwestens ev'ry charm in Calia’s face.

e
PR RE

Some additional Stanzas to Astorro’s Vovace To TuE Moow,
in ArRrosTo,

I

" HEN now Aftolfo, ftor'd within a \”L.h,
Orlando’s wits had fafely brought away

He turn’d his eyes towards another placc,

Where, ClUiLly cork’d, unnumber’d bottles lay.
1n.
Of fineft cryflal were thofe ‘mttln made,

Yet what was there inclos’d he could not fee:
Wherefore in humble wife the Saint he pray ],
To tell what treafure there conceal’d might be.
it
¢ A wond’rous thing it is, the Saint reply’d,
Yet undefin’d bw, any mortal »i-'._f:'ht;
An airy effence, not to be” defcry’d,
Subtle and thin, that matpEnuEAD is hight.
o)
From earth each day in troops they hither come,
And £l each hole and corner of the Moon
For they are never eafy while at home,
Nor ever owner thought them gone too foon.

When




ASTOLFO'SONVOY AGECTOY TS HE "M OON.
V.
When here arriv’d, they are in bottles pent,
For fear they fhould evaporate again ;
And hard it is, a prifon to invent,
So volatile a {pirit to retain.
V.

Thofe that to young and wanton gitls belong
eap, bounce, .m{l fly, as if they’d burlt the glafs;
But thofe that have below beéen kept too long

Are fpiritlefs, and quite decay’d, alas T
VIL
So fpake the Saint, and wonder feiz'd the Knight,
As of each veflel he th’ infeription read ;
For various fecrets there were brought to light,
Of which Report on earth had nothing faid.
VI
Virginities, that clofe confin’d he thought
In t’other world, he found above the {ky ;
His fifter’s and his coufin’s there were brought,
Which made him f{wear, tho’ good St. John was by.
IX.
But much his wrath increas’d, when he efpy’d
That which was Chloe’s once, his miftrefs dear :
Ah falfe and treach’rous fugitive ! he cry’d,

Little I deem’d that1 f'wJId meet thee 11("‘"!
X

Did not thy owner, when we parted laft,
Promife to keep thee fafe for me alone?
Scarce of our abfence three fhort months are paft,
And thou already from thy poft art fown!”
X1,
¢ Be not enrag’d, reply’d th’ \])E}WL kind—
Since rhdt this \Ll]fl"-.hﬂcnd 1s thine by 1.*rht,
Take it away ; - and, when thou haft a mind,
Carry it nu‘f-°;', whence it took its flight.”

1

40 2 x11. * Thanks,

6
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TO'A.-YOUNG LADY,
XII.
¢ Thanks, Holy Father! quoth the joyous Knight,
The Moon fhall be no lofer by your grace :
Let me but have the ufe on’t for a night,
And T'll reftore it to its prefent place.”

To a young Lapy, with the Tragedy of Venice Preferv'd.

IN tender Otway’s moving fcenes we find
What pow’r the gods have to your fex aflignd:
Venice was loft, if on the brink of fate
A woman had not propt her finking flate
In the dark danger of that dreadful hour,
Vain was her fenate’s wifdom, vain its pow’r 3
3ut, fav’d by Belvidera's charming tears,
Sull ce’r the {fubje@ main her tow’rs fhe rears,
And [tands a great example to mankind,
With what a boundlefs fway you rule the mind,
Skilful the worft, or nobleft ends, to ferve,
And flrong alike, to.ruin, or preferve.
In wretched Jaflier we with pity view
A mind, to Honour falfe, to Virtue true,
In the wild ftorm of ftruggling paffions toft,
Yet faving innocence, tho' fame was loft;
Greatly forgetting what he ow’d his friend —
His country, which had wrong’d him, to defend.
But the who urg’d him to that pious deed,
Who knew fo well the patriot’s caufe to plead,
Whofe conqu’ring love her country’s fafety won,
Was, by that fatal love; herfelf undone.
¥ ¢ Hence we may learn what Paflion fain would hide,
“ That Hymen’s bands' by Prudence fhould be ty’d.
* The twelve following lines, with fome fmall variations, have been already printed ia

Advice to a Lady, p. 61 yitelton chofe to introduee them here, it was
thonght more proper tp repeat thele few lings, than to fopprefs the reft of the poem.

¢ Venus




WITH VENICE PRESERV'D.

LI

Venus in vain the wedded pair would crown,
If angry Fortune-on their union frown »

Soon will the flatt’ring dreams of joy be o'er,
And cloy'd imagination cheat no more ;
Then, waking to the fenfe of lafting pain,

¢« With mutual tears the bridal couch they ftain,
¢« And that fond love, which fhould afford relief,.
Does but augment the anguifh of their gricf :
¢ While both could eafier their own forrows bear,
Than the fad knowledge of each other’s care.”
May all the joys in Love and Fortune’s pow'r
Kindly combine to grace your nuptial hour!

On cach glad day may Plenty fhow'r delight,
And warmeft rapture blefs each welcome night !
May Heav’n, that gave you Belvidera’s charms,
Deftine fome happier Jaffier to your arms,
Whofe blifs misfortune never may allay,

Whofe fondnefs never may through care decay ;
Whofe wealth may place you in the faireft light,
And force each modeft beauty into fight!

So fhall no anxious want your peace deftroy,
No tempeft cruth the tender buds of joy;

But all your hours in one gay circle move,

Nor Reafon ever difagree with Love!

VRS P ol - g

*T* ELL me, my heart, fond flave of hopelefs love,.
And doom’d its woes without its joys to prove,,

Canft thou endure thus calmly to erac

The dear, dear image of thy Delia’s face,

Canit thou exclude that habitant divine,

To place fome meaner idol in her {hrine ?

O tafk,
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O tafk, for feeble! Reafon teo fevere!
Q h:"bn, nought could teach'me but D’ﬁn{r!
Muft I forl .ul my -eyes that hea -"-.'.1I‘. :1311”
I'hey’ve view'd fo oft with languifhing delight?
Mufl my cars {hun that voice whofe Li. wrming found
Seem’d to relieve while it encreas’d mv wound ?

O Waller! Petrarch?! vou w Tm- tun’d the lyre
To the 1":‘11} notes of r:'L'r‘.lh defire ;
Though Sidney to a rival gave her charms,
Though Laura dying left her lover’s arms,
Yet were your pains lefs exquifite than mine—
"Tis eaficr far to lofe, than to refign!

—'*-..JQ‘:._:%“L"-:G” -}‘--’q-
énfeription for a Buft of Lady Surrork; defigned to be fet
up in a Wood at Stowe, 1732.

ER wit and beauty for a court were made,
But truth and goodnefs fit her for a thade.

Surricia to CeRINTHUS, in her Sicknefs. From TisuLrus.
(Sent to a Friend, in a Lady’s Name.)

S A'Y, my Cerinthus, does thy tender breaft

Feel the fame fev'rith heats that mine moleft ?
Alas ! T only wifh for health again,
Becaufe I think my lover {hares my pain :
For what would health avail to wretched me,
If you could unconcern’d my illnefs fee ?

AR
Svurrrciato CERINTHUS,

"M weary of this tedious dull deceit ;
Myfelf I torture while the world I cheat :




SULPICIA TO CERENTHRUS

Tho' Prudence bids me firive to guard my fame,
Love {ees the low hy pﬁcrify with thame ;

[.ove bids me all confefs, and call thee mine,
Worthy my heart, as I am worthy thine:
Weaknels for thee T will no lo nger hide ;
Weaknefs for thee is woman’s nobleft pride.

JATO’S Speech to LazreENus, in. the Ninth
- Luc

= O & ¥ . =y o
{ r‘f'_{-f_'_a.-.-r queri, Labieniy jubes, &c.)

‘/V HAT, Labie nus, would thy fond defire
Of homcd ]cm. s p'onhmc {hrine enquire 2

Whether to feck in arms a glonum doom

Or bafely m,(, and fee a king in Rome?

If life be nothing more than death’s delay ?

If impious force can honeft minds d1inmv

Or Probity may Fortune’s frown difdain?

If well to mean is all that Virtue can,

And right, mandHJt on itfelf 1lmm

Gains no addition from fuccefs —"Tis known :;

Fix'd in my heart thef {e conftant truths I bear,

And Ammon cannot write them mLpL. thi w-c’,

Almg*l.tv m=ll :
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When firft his breath the aLi:'J..*: of life inflill J
All that we ought to know was then reveal'd.

Nor can we think r‘]: On ‘.'1'||3:'<.'ii;:';1t mind

Has truth to Libya's defart fands confin’d,

T'here, known to '.'r.".' obfcur’d and loft to lie
3
Is there a temple ol the Deity,

e
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630 CATO'S SPEEECH TO LABIENUS
Except earth, fea, and air, yon azure pole;
And chief, his holicft fhrine, the virtuous foul?
Where €’er the eye can pierce, the feet can move,
This wide, this boundlels univerfe, is Jove.
Let 1[_Ju.t minds, that doubt becaufe they fear,
With pious awe tu Juggling priefls repair; |
I credit not what lying prophets tell—
Death is the only certain oracle:
Cowards and brave muft die one deftin’d hour—
This Jove has told; he needs not tell us more.

By st
AR

To Mr. G LOVER, on his Poem of Lrzoxipas.
Written in the year 1734.

O on, my friend, the noble tafk purf L‘t.,

And think thy genius is thy country’s due :
To vulgar wits mfcuour themes beloncr
But Liberty and Virtue -::la]m thy fcmg
Yet ceale to hope, tho grac'd with every charm,
The patriot verfe will co]d Britannia warm 3
Vainly thou ftriv’ft our languid hearts to rmf’e
By great examples, drawn from better da:,s E
No lonmr we to &upartu s fame afpne
What ‘_11 arta {corn'd, inftructed to admire ;
Nurs'd in the love of wealth, and form’d to bend
‘Qur n arrow thoughts to that inglorious end :
No gen’rous purpofe can en large the mind,
No fJC::I care, no labour for mankind,
Where mean felf-interelt every action gu[des,
In camps commands, in cabinets prefides ;
Where luxury confumr.s the ngry {tore,
And bids the villain be a flave for more.

Hence, wretched nation, all thy woes arife

Avow’d corruption, licens'd perjuries,

2 Eternal




T:O MR. GL OY E R.
Eternal taxes, treaties for a day,
Servants that rule, and fenates that obey !

O people far unlike the Grecian race,
That deems a virtuous poverty difgrace,

That {uffers public wrongs, and public fhame,
In council infolent, in aétion tame !
Say, what is.now th’ ambition of the great?

Is it to raife their country’s finking flate ;

Her load of debt to eafe by frugal care,

fer trade to guard, her harrafs'd poor to fpare ¢
Is it, like honeft Sommers, to infpire

The love of laws, and freedom’s facred fire ?

Is it, like wife Godolphin, to fuftain

The balanc’d world, and boundlefs pow’r reftrain?
Or is the mighty aim of all their toil,
Only to aid the wreck, and fhare the {poil,
On each relation, friend, dependant pour
With partial wantonnefs the golden {how'r,
And, fenc’d by ftrong corruption, to delpife
An injur'd nation’s unavailing cries?

Roufe, Britons, roufe ; if fenfe of thame be weak,
Let the loud voice of threat'ning danger fpeak.
Lo ! France, as Perlia once, o'er every land
Prepares to ftretch -her all-opprefling hand;
Shall England fit regardlefs and fedate,

A calm fpe&atrefs of the gen'ral fate,

Or call forth all her virtue, and oppofe

Like valiant Greece, her own and Europe’s foes?
O let us feize the moment in our pow'r,

Qur follies now have reach'd the fatal hour;
No later term the angry gods ordain ;

This crifis loft, we {hall be wife in vain.

And thou, great poet, in whofe nervous lines
The native majefty of freedom fhines,

4 P Accept
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TO MRRGLOVERE.

Accept this friendly praife; and let me prove

My heart not wholly void of public love ;
Though not like thee I ftrike the founding firing
To notes which Sparta might have deign’d to-fing;
But idly fporting in the fecret fhade

With tender trifles footh fome artlefs maid.

TR R SRS

To Wirrianm Pirr, Elg; on his lofing his Commiffion,
in the year 1736.

ONG had thy virtues markt thee out for fame,
Far, far fuperior to a Cornet's mme §
This gen’rous Walpole faw, and griev’d to find
So mean a poft difgrace that noble mind ;
The fervile ftandard from thy freeborn ha nd
He took, and bad thee lead the patriot band.

LETTERS
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