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Poems e» feveral Occäsions.

To Mr. D R Y D E N.

vtmmtM " " " "

jO W long, great Poet, {hall thy fa-
cred Lays

Provoke our Wonder, and tranfcend
our Praife?

Can neither injuries of Time , or
Age,

Damp thy Poetick Heat, and quench
thy Rage ?

Not fo thy Ovidin his Exile wrote,
Grief chill'd his Breaft, and check'd his rifing Thought,-
Penfive and fad, his drooping Mufe betrays
The Roman Genius in its laft Decays,

B % Pre-



4 P o ems on feveral O c CA s ions,
Prevailing Warmth has ftill thy mind pofTeft,

And fecond Youth is kindled in thy breaft;
Thou mak'ft the beauties of the Romansknown,
And England boafts of riches not her ownj
Thy lines have heighten'd Virgile Majefty,
And Horace wonders at himfelf in Thee.
Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle
In fmoother Numbers, and a clearer Stile;
And Juvenal, inftru&ed in thy page,
Edges his Satyr, and improves his Rage.
Thy Copy cafts a fairer Light on all,
And ftill out-fhines the bright Original.

Now Ov'id boafts th ' Advantage of thy Song,
And teils his Story in the Britißotongue $
Thy charming Veife, and fair Tranflations, fhow
How thy own Laurel firft began to grow ;
How wild Lycaon chang'd by angry Gods,
And frighted at himfelf, ran howling through the Woods.

O mayft thou ftill the noble Task prolong,
Nor Age, nor Sicknefs interrupt thy fong :
Then may we.wondering read, how Human Limbs
Havcwatefd Kingdoms, and diftolv'd in Streamsj
Ofthofe rieh Fruits that on the fertile mould
Turn 'd yellow by degrees, and ripen'd into Gold:
How fome in Feathers, or a ragged Hide,
Have liv'd a Second life, and different Natures try'd.
Then will thy Ov'td, thus transform'd, reveal
A Nobler Change than he himfelf can teil.

Mag. Coli . Oxan,
June z . 169$. t&(l Wl >r'-L uia «..*U SSV,.

Tkt AHthor's age 21.
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To thc Right Honourable

Sir JOHN &0 M E R S,
Lord Keeper of the Great Seal.

IF yet your thoughts are -loofe from State Affairs,
Nor feel the bürden of a Kingdom's Cares,

If yet your Time and ABions are your own,
Receive the prefent of a Mufe Unknown:
A Mufe that in Advent1 rous numbers ßngs
The rout of Armies, and the fall of Kings,
Britain Advanc'd, and Europe's Peace Reßofd,
By Somers ' Comfels, andby N ASS AU 's Sword.

To Tou, my Lord, thefe dar 'mg thoughts belong,
Who helfd to Raife the SubjeB of my fongj
To Tou the Hero of my verfe reveals
His great Defigns, to Tou in Council teils
His Inmofl thoughts, determining the doom
OfTowns Unßorm'd, and Battels yet to come.
And well cotfd Tou, in Tour Immortal flrains,
Defcribe his ConduB, and Reward his Rains:
But fince the State has all your Cares engroß,
And Poetry in Higher thoughts is loß,

Attend
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Attend to what a lejfer Mufe indhes,
Pardon herFaults , and Countenance her Fl'tgbts.

On Tou, my Lord, with anxious Fear I wart,
And from Tour Judgment muß expeB my Fate,
Who, free from Vulgär pajjlons, are above
Degrädtng Envy, or M 'tfguided Love
IfTou, well-pleafd , ßoall fmile upon my lays,
Seeure of Farne, my voice Fll boldly ra 'tfe,
For next to what Tou Write, is what Tou Praife,
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TO THE

KING.
HEN now the bufinefs of the Field is o'er,

The Trumpets fleep, and Cannons ceafe to roar,When cv'ry difmal Echo is decay'd,
And all the Thunder of the Battel laid ;
Attend, AufpiciousPr 'mce, and let the Mufe
In humble accents Milder thoughts infufe.

Others, in bold Prophetick numbers sküTd,
Set thee in Arms, and led thee to the field,
My Mufe expecting on the Br 'iüßo ftrand
Waits thy Return, and welcomes thee to land :
She oft has feen thee prefling on the Foe,
When Europe was concern'd in ev'ry Blow;
But dürft not in Heroick ftrains rejoice;
The Trumpets , Drums, and Cannons drown'd her Voice :
She faw the Boynrun thick with Human gore,
And floating Corps lye beating on the fhore:
She faw thee climb the banks, but try'd in vain
To trace her Hero through the dufty piain,
When through the thick Embattel'd lines he broke,
Now plung'd amidfl the foes, now loft in clouds of fmoke.

O that fome Mufe, renown'd for Lofty verfe,
In daring numbers wou'd thy Toils rehearfe.'Vol . I, C Draw
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Draw thee Belov'd in peace, and Fear'd in wars,
Inur'd to Noon -day fweats, and Mid-night cares!
But ftill the God-like Man, by fome hard Fate,
Receives the Glory of his toils too late;
Too late the Verfe the mighty Ad focceeds,
One Age the Hero, one the Poet breeds.

A Thoufand years in füll mccemon ran,
Fer Virgil rais'd his voice, and fiing the Man
Who, driv'n by ftrefs of fate, fach dangers bore
On ftorrny Seas, and a difaftrous Shore,
Before he fettled in the Promis'd Earth,
And gave the Empire of the World its birth.

Troy long had found the Greciansbold and flerce.,
Fer Homer mufter'd up their Troops in Verfe;
Long had Achillesquell'd the Trojan? Luft,
And laid the Labour of the Gods in duft,
Before the Tow'ring Mufe began her flight,
And drew the Hero raging in the Fight,
Engag'd in tented fields, and rolling floods,
Or flaught'ring Mortals, or a Match for Gods.

And here, perhaps, by Fate's unerring doom,
Some Mighty Bard lies hid in years to come,
That {hall in WILLIAM ^ God-like Ads engage,
And with his Battels, warm a Future age.
Hibernian fields mall here thy Conquefts fhow,
And Boynbe Sung, when it has ceas'd to Flowj
Here Gallicklabours fhall advance thy fame,
And here Seneffefhall wear Another name.
Our late Pofterity, with fecret dread,
Shall view thy Battels, and with Plealure read
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How, in the Woody field, too near advanc'd,
The Guiltlefs Bullet on thy moulder glanc'd.

The Race of NASSAUS was by heav'n defign'd
To curb the proud Oppreflors of mankind,
To bind the Tyrants of the Earth with laws,
And fight in ev'ry Injur'd nation's caufe,
The World's great Patriots ; they for Juflice call,
And as they favour, Kingdoms rife or fall.
Our Britißo Youth, unus'd to rough Alarms,
Carelefs of Farne, and negligent of Arms,
Had long forgot to Meditate the foe,
And heard unwarm'd the Martial Trumpet blowy
But now, inlpir'd by Thee , with frefh delight,
Their Swords they brandifh, and require the Fight,
Renew their Ancient Conquefts on the Main,
And ad: their Fathers3 triumphs o'er again
Fir'd, when they hear how Agmcourtwas ftrow'd
With Galüc corps, and CreJJiiwam in blood,
With eager warmth they fight, Ambitious all
Who firft {hall ftorm the Breach, or mount the Wall.
In vain the thronging Enemy by force
Would clear the Ramparts, and repel their courfej
They break through all, for WILLIAM leads the way?
Where Fires rage moft, and loudeft Engines play.'
Namure's late Terrours and Deftruction fhow,
What WIL LIAM , warm'd with juft Revenge, can do;
Where once a thouiand Turrets rais'd on high
Their gilded Spires, and glitter'd in the sky,
An undiftinguifh'd heap of Duft is found,
And all the pile lies finoaking on the ground,

■C % ITis
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His Toils for no Ignoble ends defign'd,

Promote the common welfare of mankind $
No wild Ambition moves, but Europas Fears,
The Gries of Orphans, and the Widow's Tears j
Opprefl Religion gives the firft alarms,
And injur'd Juftice lets him in his Arms;
His Conquefts Freedom to the world afford,
And nations bleß the Labours of his Iword.

Thus when the forming Mufe wou'd copy forth
A perfect Pattern of Heroick worth,
She fets a Man Triumphant in the field,
O'er Giants cloven down, and Monfters kill'd,
Reeking in blood, and fmeer'd with duft and fweat,
Whilft Angry Gods confpire to make him Great.

Thy Navy Rides on Seas before unpreft,
And Ankes a terror through the Haughty Eaß ;
Algiersand Tunisfrom their liiltry {höre
With horrour hear the Br 'tt 'tfloengines roar,
Fain from the neighb'ring dängers wou'd they runr
And wim themfeives ftill Nearer to the Sun.
The GallickShips are in their Ports confin'd,
Deny'd the common ufe of Sea and Wind,
Nor dare again the Brit 'tßoStrength engage;
Still they remember that Deftrucäive rage
Which lately made their trembling hoft retire,
Stunn'd with the noife, and wrapt in Smoke and Fire -}
The Waves with wide unnumber'd wrecks were ftrow'd,
And Planks, and Arms, and Men, promifcuous flow'd.

Spates numerous Fleet that perifht on our coaft,
Cou'd fcarce a longer Line ef Sattel boaft,

The
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The Winds cou'd hardly drive 5em to their Fate,
And all the Ocean labour'd wich the weight.

Where-e'er the Waves in reftleß errors rowle,
The Sea lies open now to either Pole:
Now may we fafely ufe the Northern gales,
And in the Polar Circleipread our fails;
Or deep in Southernclimes, Secure from wars,
New Lands explore, and fail by Other ftars;
Fetch Uncontroll 'd each labour of the Sun,
And make the produc"t of the World our own.

At length, Proud Prince, Ambitious Lewis, ceafe
To plague mankind, and trouble Europe's peace
Think on the Struktures which thy Pride has rafe'd,
On Towns unpeopled, and on Fields laid wafte-y
Think on the heaps of corps, and ftreams of blood,
On every guilty piain, and purple flood,
Thy Arms have made, and ceafe an impious War,
Nor wafte the Lives entrufted to thy Care.
Or if no Milder thought can calm thy mind,
Behold the great Avenger of mankind,
See mighty NA S SA U through the Battel ride,
And fee thy .{ubjed:s gafping by his fide:
Farn wou'd the pious Prince refufe th5 Alarm,
Fain wou'd he check the Fury of his Arm ,•
But when thy Cruelties his thoughts engage,
The Hero kindles with becoming rage,
Then Countries ftoln, and Captives unreftor'd,
Give Strength to every blow, and edge his Sword.ßehold with what refiftlefs force he falls
On towns befieg'd, and thunders at thy walls!

Ask
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Ask Jf 'dleroy> for Villeroybeheld
The Town furrender'd, and the Treaty feal'd ;
With what amazing ftrength the Forts were won,
Whilft the whole Pow'r of France ftood looking on,

But ftop not here : behold where Berkky ftands,
And executes his injur'd King's commands
Around thy coaft his bnrfting Bombs he pours
On flaming Cittadels, and falling Tow'rs ■>
With hizzing ftreams of fire the air they ftreak,
And hurl deftru&ion round 'em where they break;
The Skies with long afcending Flames are bright,
And all the Sea refled:s a quivering light.

Thus JEtnay when in flerce Eruptions broke,
Fills Heav'n with Afhes, and the Earth with Smokei
Here Crags of broken Rocks are twirPd on high,
Here molten Stones and fcatter'd Cinders fly:
Its fury reaches the remotefl coaft,
And ftrows the Aßaück {höre with Dnft.

Now does the Sailor from the neighbouring Main
Look after GallickTowns and Forts in vain ;
No more his wonted Marks he can defcry,
But fees a long unmeafür'd Ruine lie ,-
Whilft, pointing to the Naked coaft, he fliows
His wond'ring Mates where Towns and Steeples rofe,
Where crowded Citizens he lately view'd,
And fingles out the place where once St. Maloesftood,

Here RuJJel's Adions fhould my Mufe require;
And wou'd my ftrength but fecond my defire,
Fd all his boundleß Bravery rehearfe,
And draw his Cannons thund'ring in my verjfe:
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High on the deck fhou'd the great Leader ftand,
Wrath in his Look, and Lightning in his Hand •
Like Homefs HeBor when he flung his Fire
Amidft a thoufand Ships, and made all Greeceretirc

But who can rün the Br 'mßo Triumphs o'er,
And count the Flames difperft on ev'ry Shore?
Who can defcribe the fcatter'd Victory,
And draw the Reader on from Sea to Sea?
Elfe who cou'd Ormonds God-like A£ts refufe,
Ormondthe theme of ev'ry Oxford,Mufe?
Fain wou'd I here his mighty Worth proclaim,
Attend him in the noble chale of fame,
Through all the Noife and Hurry of the Fight,
Obferve each blow, and keep him ftill in fight.
Oh, did our Br 'inßo Peers thus court Renown,
And grace the Coats their great Fore-fathers won!
Our arms wou'd then triumphantly advance,
Nor Henry be the Laft that concjuer'd France,
What might not England hope, if fuch abroad
Purchas'd their country's honour with their Blood:
When ruch, detain'd at home, lupport our State
In WILLIAME ftead, and bear a Kingdorn's weight,
The Schemes of GalückPolicy o'er-throw,
And blaft the Counfels of the common Foe5
Direct our Armies, and diftribute Right,.
And render our MARIAN Loß more light.

But ftop, my Mufe, th5 ungrateful found forbear,
MARIA 's name ftill wounds each Brmß >Ear:
Each Britiß Heart MARIA ftill does wound,
And Tears burft out unbidden at the foundj

MARIA
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MA RIA ftill our rifing Mirth deftroys,
Darkens our Triumphs , and forbids our Joys.

But fee, at length, the BritifloShips appear!
Our NA S SA U comes! and as his Fleet draws near,
The rifing Mails advance, the Sails grow white,
And all his Pompous Navy floats in fight.
Come, mighty Prince, defir'd of Britam, come\
May Heav'n's propitious gales attend thee home!
Come, and let longing crowds behold that Look,
Which liich Confufion and Amazement ftrook
Through Gattkk hofts : But, oh .' let Us defcry
Mirth in thy Brow, and Plealure in thy Eye
Let nothing Dreadful in thy face be found,
But for a-while forget the Trumpet 's fbund;
Well-pleas'd, thy People's Loyalty approve,
Accept their Duty, and enjoy their Love.
For as when lately mov'd with fierce delight,
You plung'd amidft the Tumult of the fight,
Whole heaps of Death encompaß'd you around,
And Steedso'er-turn'd lay foaming on the ground:
So Crown'd with Laureis now, where-e'er you go,
Around you blooming Joys, and peaceful Bleflings flow.
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A Tranßaiion of all Virgil ^ Fourth Georgick,
except the Story of Aristo us.

ETHERIAL fweets fhall next my Mufe engage,
And this, Macenas, claims your patronage.

Of little creatures wondrous a6ts I treat,
The ranks and mighty leaders of their ftate,
Their laws, employments, and their wars relate,
A trifling theme provokes my humble lays,
Trifling the theme, not fo the Poet's praife,
If great Apolloand the tunefut Nine
Join in the piece, to make the work divine.

Firft, for your Bees a proper ftation find,
That 's fenc'd about, and fhelter'd from the wind;
For winds divert them in their night, and drive
The Iwarms, when loaden homeward, from their hivec
Nor fheep, nor goats, muft pafture near their ftores,
To trample under foot the fpringing flowers-r
Nor frisking heifers bound about the place,
To fpurn the dew-drops off, and bruife the rifing grafs:
Nor muft the Lizard's painted brood appear,
Nor Wood-pecks, nor the Swallow harbour near.

Vol . I. D They
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They wafte the fwarms, and as they fly along
Convey the tender morfels to their young.

Let purling ftreams, and fountains edg'd with mofs,
And Ihallow rills run trickling through the grafsj
Let branching Olives o'er the föuntain grow,
Or Palms fhoot up, and fhade the ftreams below-}
That when the youth, led by their princes, fhun
The crowded hive, and (port it in the fim,
Refrefhing lprings may tempt 'era from the heat,
And Ihady coverts yield a cool retreat.

^ ^ ffi/TCi1*! 'IXiOV cf .i i 3lii -̂ r tV***v **̂ 5iX\ ri> ^cx -.j.-̂ j -- Ar

Whether the neighbouring water ftands or mns?
Lay twigs acrofs, and bridge it o'er with ftonesj
That if rough ftorms, or fudden bläfts of wind
Should dip, or fcatter thofe that lag behind,
Here they may fettle on the friendly ftone,
And dry their reeking pinions at the hm.
Plant all the flowry banks with Lavender,
With ftore of Sav'ry fcent the fragrant air,
Let running Betony the field o'erjfpread,
And fonntains foak the Violet's dewy bed.

Tho ' barks or plaited willows make your hivey
A narrow inlet to their cells contrive;
For colds congele and freeze the liquors up,
And, melted down with heat, the waxen buildings drop.
The Bees, of both extremes alike afraid,
Their wax around the whiftling er annies lpread^

u
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And ruck out clammy dews from herbs and flow'rs,
To imear the chinks, and plaifter up the pores:
For this they hoard up glew, whofe clinging drops,
Like pitch, or birdlime, hang in ftringy ropes.
They oft, 'tis fäid, in dark retirements dwell,
And work in lubterraneous caves their cell;
At other times th ' induftrious infe&s live
In hollow rocks, or make a tree their hive.

Point all their chinky lodgings round with mud.
And leaves rauft thinly on your work be ftrow'd
But let no baleful eugh-tree floürifh near,
Nor rotten marfhes fend out fteams of mire
Nor burning crabs grow red, and crackle in the fire.
Nor neighb'ring caves return the dying found,
Nor echoing rocks the doubled voice rebound.
Things thus prepar'-l——
When th' undef-world is feiz'd with cold and night,
And fummer here defcends in ftreams of light,
The Bees thro5 woods and forefts take their flight,
They rifle ev'ry ffoW'r, and lightly skim
The chryftal brook, and fip the running ftream;
And thus they feed their young with ftrange delight,
And knead the yielding wax, and work the flimy fweet.
But when on high you fee the Bees repair,
Born on the winds thro3 diftant tra&s of air,
And vicw the winged cloud all blackning from afarj
WJiile lhady coverts, and freih ftreams they chufe,
Milföil and common Honey-luckles bruife,
And fprinkle on their hives the fragrant juice,

D z
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On brazen veffels beat a tinkling found,
And fhake the cymbals of the goddefs round j
Then all will haftily retreat , and fill
The warm refounding hollow of their cell,

If once two rival kings their right debatey
And factions and cabals embroil the ftate,,
The people's a&ions will their thoughts deelarej
All their hearts tremble , and beat thick with war r
Hoarfe broken founds, like trumpets ' harfh alarms,,
Run thro ' the hive, and call 'em to their arms $
All in a hurry fpread their fhiv'ring wings,
And fit their claws, and point their angry ftings:
In crowds before the king 's pavilion meet,
And boldly challenge out the foe to fight:
At lad , when all the heav'ns are warm and fair,,
They rufh together out, and join * the air
Swarms thick , and echo 's with the humming war*
All in a firm round clufter mix, and ftrow
With heaps of little corps the earth below,-
As thick as hail-ftones from the floor rebound,
Or fhaken acorns rattle on the ground.
No fenfe of danger can their kings controul,
Their little bodies lodge a mighty foul :
Each obftinate in arms purfues his blow,
"Till mameful flight iecures the routed foe.
This hot difpute and all this mighty fray
A little dufl flung upward will allay.

But when both kings are fettled in their hive,
Mark him who looks the worft, and lefl he live
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Idle at home in eafe and luxury,
The lazy monarch muß be doom'd to die;
So let the royal infeöt rule alone,
And reign without a rival in his throne.

The kings are drfferent,- one of better note
All fpeckt with gold, and many a fhining fpot,
Looks gay, and gliftens in a gilded eoat ,•
But love of eafe, and floth in one preväils,
That fcärce his hanging paunch behind him trails;
The people's looks are different as their king's,
Some fparkle bright , and glitter in their wingsj
Others look loathfom and difeas'd with floth,
Like a faint traveller whofe dufty mouth
Grows dry with heat, and fpits a maukifh froth.The firft are beft-------
From their o'erflowing combs, you'll often preß
Pure lufcious fweets, that mingling in the glafs
Correct the harfhnefs of the racy juice,
And a rieh flavour through the wine diffufe.
But when they fport abroad, and rove from home,
And leave the cooling hive, and quit th' unfinifh'd comb $
Their airy ramblings äre with eafe confin'd,
Clip their king's wings, and if they ftay behind
No bold ufurperdares invade their right,
Nor found a märch, nor give the fign for flighr.
Let flow'ry banks entiee 'em to tlieir cells,
And gardens all perfum'd with native fmells;
Where carv'd Przaptts has his hVd abode,
The robber's terror, and the feare-erow o-od.v r ^ "i
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Wild Tyme and Pine-trees from their barren Kill
Tranfplant , and nurfe 'em in the neighbouring foil,
Set fruit-trees round, nor e'er indulge thy floth,
But water 'era, and urge their ftiady growth.

And here, perhaps, were not I giving ö'er,
And ftriking fail, and making to the {höre,
I'd fliew what art the Gardner's toils require,
Why rory P-afium blufhes twice a year ;
What ftreams the verdant Succory lupply,
And how the thirfty plant drinks rivers dry $
What with a chearful green does Parfley grace,
And writhes the bellying Cucumber along the twifted grafs:
Nor wou'd I paß the fbft Acanthus o'er,
Ivy nor Myrtle-trees that love the fhore
Nor DarTadils, that late from earth's flow womb
Unrumple their fwoln buds, and fhow their yellow bloom.

For once I faw in the Tarent'me vale,
Where flow Galefusdrencht the wafhy foil,
An old Corictanyeoman, who had got
A few negle&ed acres to Iiis lot,
Where neither coro nor pafture grac'd the field,
Nor wou'd the Vine her purple harveft yield
But fav'ry herbs among the thorns were fbund,
Vervain and Poppy-flowers his garderi crown'd,
And drooping Lilies whiteti'd all the ground.
Bleft with thefe riches he cou'd empires flight.
And when he refted from his toils ät night,

The
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The earth unpurchas'd dainties wou'd affbrd,
And his own garden furnifh out his board:
The ipring did firft his opening rofes blow,
Firft ripening autumn bent his fraitful bough.
When piercing colds had burft the bqttle ftone,
And freezing rivers ftiffen'd as they run,
He then wou'd prune the tender'ft of his trees,
Chide the late ipring, and lingring weftern breeze;
His Bees firft fwarm'd, and made his vefTels foam
With the rieh fqueezing of the juicy comb.
Here Lindons and the fappy Pine increas'd >
Here, when gay flow'rs his lmiling orchard dreft,
As many Monoms as the Ipring cou'd fhow,
So many dangling apples mellow'd on the bough.
In rows his elms and knotty pear-trees bloom,
And thorns ennobled now to bear a plumb,
And lpreading plane-trees, where mpinely laid
He now enjoys the cool, and quaffs beneath the made,
But thefe for want of room I muft om.it,
And leave for future Poets to recite.

Now PH proeeed their natures to declare,
Which Jove himfelf did on the Bees confer
Becaufe, invited by the timbrel's found,
Lodg'd in a cave, th' almighty babe they found,
And the young god nurft kindly under ground.

Of all the wing'd inhabitants of air,
Thefe only make their young the publick carei
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In well-difpos'd focieties they live,
And laws and ftatutes regulate their hive ;
Nor ftray, like others, unconfm'd abroad,
But know fet ftations, and a fix'd abode:
Each provident of cold in fummer flies
Thro ' fields, and woods, to feek fbr new fiipplies.
And in the common flock unlades his thighs.
Some watch the food, ibme in the meadows ply,
Tafte ev'ry bud, and ruck each blolTom dry$
Whilft others, läb'ring in their cells at home,
Temper Narciffus' clammy tears With. gum,
For the firft ground-work of the golden comb -y
On this they found their waxen works, and raile
The yellow fabrick on its glewy bale.
Some educate die young, or hatch the feed
With vital warmth, and future nations breed;
Whilft others thicken all the flimy dews,
And into pureft honey work the jnice ;
Then fill the hollows of the comb, and fwell
With lufcious Neckar ev'ry flowing cell.
By turns they watch, by turns with curious eyes
Survey the heav'ns, and fearch the clouded skies
To find out breeding ßorms , -and-teil what tempefts rife
By turns they eafe the loadeh fwarms, or drive
The drone, a lazy infect, from their hive.
The work is warmly ply'd through all the cells,
And ftrong with Tyme the new-made honey fmells.

So in their caves the brawny Cyclopsfweat,
When with huge ftrokes the ftubborn wedge they beat,
And all th ' unfhapen thunder-bolt compleat;
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Alternately their hammers rife and fall ;
Whilft griping tongs turn round the glowing ball.
"With puffing bellows fome the flames increaie,
And fbme in waters dip the hifling maß;
Their beaten anvils dreadfully refbund,
And Mtna fhakes all o'er, and thunders under ground.

Thus , if great things we may with Imall compare,
The bufie fwarms their difFerent labours fhare.
Defire of profit urges all degrees
The aged infe&s, by experience wife,
Attend the comb, and fafhion ev'ry part,
And fhape the waxen fret-work out with art:
The young at night , returning from their toils,
Bring home their thighs clog'd with the meadows fpoils.
On Lavender, and Saftron buds they feed,
On bending Ofiers, and the balmy Reed,
From purple Violets and the Teile they bring
Their gather'd fweets, and rifle all the fpring.

All work together, all together reflr,
The morning ftill renews their labours paft ;
Then all rum out, their difFerent tasks purfiie,
Sit on the bloom, and ruck the rip'ning dewj
Again when evening wams 'em to their home, )
With weary wings, and heavy thighs they come, s
And crowd about the chink, and mix a drowlie hum. j
Into their cells at length they gently crcep,
There all the night their peaceful ftation keep,
Wrapt up in filence, and difTolv'd in fleep.
. .Vol . I. E Nom
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None xange abroad when winds or ftorms are nigh .,
Nor traft their bodies to a faithlefs sky,
But make fmall journeys, with a careful wing,,
And fly to water at a neighbouring fpring ;
And leaft their airy bodies fhould be caft
In reftlefs whirls, tlie fport of ev'ry blaft,
They carry ftones to poife 'era in their night .,,
As ballaft keeps th' nnfteady veffel right,.

But of all cuftoms that the Bees can boaft,
'Tis this may challenge admiration moft •
That none will Hymen's fofter joys approVer
Nor wafte their fpirits in luxurious love,
But all a long virginity maintain, ,
And bring forth young without a mother's pain i
From herbs and flowers they pick each tender Beey
And cull from plants a buzzing progeny
From thefe they chüfe out fubjefts, and create
A little monarch of the rifiiig ftate ,
Then build wax-kingdoms for the infant prince^
And form a palace for his refidence,

But often in their journeys, as they fly,
On flints they tear their filken wings, or lye
Grov'ling beneath their flowry toad, and die.
Thus love of honey cän an in'feft fire,
And in a Fly fiich generous thoughts infpire.
Yet by repeopling their decaying ftate,
Tho ' feven fliort iprings conclude their vital date,
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Thek ancient ftocks eternally remain,
And in an endleß race the childrens children reign,

No proftrate varTal of the Eaft can morc
With flavifh fear Iiis haughty prince adore
His life unites 'em all> but when he dies,
All in loud tumults and diftractions rife;
They wafte their honey, and their combs deface,
And wild confulion reigns in every place.
Him all admire, all the great guardian own,
And croud about his courts, and buzz about his throne.
Oft on their backs their weary prince they bear,
Oft in his caufe embattled in the air,
Pur/ue a glorious death, in wounds and war.

Some from fach, inftances as thefe have taught
" The Bees extra6t is heav'nly ; for they thought
<c The univerfe alivej and that a foul,
<c Diffus'd throughout the matter of the whole,
" To all the vaft unbounded frame was giv'n,
<c And ran through earth, and air, and fea, and all the deep

of heav'n j
" That this firft kindled life in man and beaft,
" Life that again flows into this at lall.
" That no compounded animal could die,
u But when dinolv'd, the fpirit mounted high,
" Dwelt in a ftar, and fettled in the sky.

When-e'er their balmy fVeets you mean to feize,
And take the liquid labours of the Bees,

E % Spurt
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Spurt draughts of watei*fi*om your mouth, and drive
A loathfom cloud of fmoak amidft-their hive.

Twice in the year their flow'ry toils begina
And twice they fetch their dewy harveft in •
Once when the lovely Pl 'e'mdesarife,
And add frefh luftre to the fummer skies;
And once when haft'ning from tlie watry fign
They quit their ftation, and forbear to fhinc.

The Bees are prone to rage, and often found
To perifh for revenge, and die upon the wound.
Their venom'd fting produces aking pains,
And fwells the flefrr, and fhoots among the veins.,

When firft a cold hard winter's ftorms arrive,
And threaten death or famine to their hive,
If now their finking ftate and low affairs
Cän move your pity, and provoke your cares,
Frefh burning Tyme before their cells convey.
And cut their diy and husky wax away-y
For often Lizards feize the lufcious fpoils3
Or Drones that riot on another's toils:
Oft broods of Moths infeft the hungry fwarms3.
And oft the furious Wafp their hive alarms
With louder hums, and with unequal armsj
Or elfe the Spider at their entrance fets
Her fhares, and fpins her bowels into nets.

"When ficknefs reigns (for they as well as we
Feel all th' erTeds of frail mortality)
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By certain marks the new difeafe is feen,
Their colour changes, and their looks are thin;
Their funeral rites are form'd, and ev'ry Bee
With grief attends the fad folemnity ;
The few dileas'd lurvivors hang before
Their fickly cells, and droop about the door,
Or flowly in their hives their limbs unfold,
Shrunk up with hunger, and benumb'd with coldj
In drawling hums, the feeble infeĉ s grieve,
And doleful buzzes echo thro ' the hive,
Like winds that foftly murmur thro ' the trees,
Like flames pent up, or like retiring feas.
Now lay frefh honey near their empty rooms,
In troughs of hollow reedsj whilft frying gums
Caft round a fragrant mift of fpicy fumes.
Thus kmdly tempt the famifh'd jfwarm to eat,
And gently reconcile 'era to their meat.
Mix juice of Galls, and Wine, that grow in time
Condens'd by fire, and thicken to a flime$
To thefe dry'd Rofes, Tyme and Centry join,
And Raifins ripen'd on the P/ythian vine.

Befides there grows a flow'r in marfhy ground,
Its name Ämellus, eary to be found ;
A mighty ipring works in its root, and cleaves
The fprouting ftalk, and fhews it felf in leaves:
Tne flow'r it felf is of a golden hue,
The leaves inclining to a darker blue*
The leaves{hoot thick about the flow'r, and grow
Into a bufli, and fhade the turf below:

The
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The plant in holy garlands often twines
The altars' pofts, and heautifies the ihrinesj
Its tafte is fharp, in vales new-fhorn it grows,
Where Mellensftream in watiy mazes flows.
Take plenty of its roots> and boil 'em well
In wine, and heap 'em up before the cell.

But if the whole ftock fail, and none jfarvive§
To raife new people, and recruit the hive,
I'U here the great experiment declare,
That fpread th' Arcad'tan fhepherd's name fo far.
How Bees from blood of flaughter'd Bulls have fled,
And fwarms amidft the red corruption bred.

For where th5Egyptiansyearly fee their bounds
Refrefti'd with floods, and fail about their grounds,
Where Perßa borders, and the rolling Nile
Drives Iwiftly down the fwarthy Indians foil5
'Till into feven it multiplies its ftream,
And fattens Egypt with a fruitful flime:
In this laft practice all their hope remains,
And long experience juftifies their pains.

Firft then a clofe contracted fpace of ground,
With ftreighten'd walls and low-built roof they found
A narrow fhelving light is next affign'd
To all the quarters, one to every wind
Through thefe the glancing rays obliquely pierce:
Hither they lead a Bull that's young and fierce,

Whe.a
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When two-years growth of horn he proudly liiows.,
And fliakes the comely terrours of Iiis brows:
His nofe and mouth, the avenues of breath,
Thcy muzzlc up, and beat his limbs to death 3
With violence to life and ftifling pain
He flings and fpurns, and tries to fnort in vain?
Loud heavy mows fall thick on ev'ry fide5
'Till his bruis'd bowels burft within the hide,
When dead, they leave him rotting on the groundr
With branches, Tyme r and Cafia, ftrow'd around.
All this is done when firft the weftern breeze
Becatms the year, and fmooths the troubled feas$
Before the chattering Swallow builds her neft,,
Or fields in lpring's embroidery are dreft.
Mean while the tainted juice ferments within,.
And quickens as it works : And now are ieen
A wond'rous jfwarm, that o'er the carcaß crawls,
Of fliapeleß, rude, unfinifh'd animals.
No legs at firft the infect's weight fiiftainj
At length it moves its new-made limbs with pain y
Now ftrikes the air with quiv'ring wings, and.trias<
To lift its body up, and learns to rife$
Now bending thighs and gilded wings it wears
Füll grown, and all the Bee at length appearsy
From every fide the fruitrul carcafs pours
Its fwarming brood, as thick as fommer-mow'rs,
Or flights of arrows from the PartFtan bows,
When twanging ftrings firft fhoot 5em on the foes^

Thais
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Thus have I lung tlie nature of the Bee$
White Cafar> tow'ring to divinity,
The frighted Indtam with his thunder aw'd,
And clainfd their homage, and commenc'd a God$
I flourim'd all the while in arts of peace,
Retir'd and {heiter'd in inglorious eale:
1 who before the fongs of fhepherds made,
When gay and young my rural lays I play'd,
And fet my fötyrus beneath his {hade.
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^Song . For St. CeciliaV T>ay
at Oxford.

1.

CECILlA y whofe exalted hymns
With joy and wonder fill the Bleft,

In choirs of warbling Seraphims
Known and diftinguim'd from the reft,

Attend, harmonious Saint, and fee
Thy vocal fons of Harmony ;

Attend, harmonious Saint, and hear our pray'rs;
Enliven all our earthly airs,

And, as thou fing'ft thy God, teach us to fing of thee:
Tune ev'ry ftring and ev'ry tongue,

Be thou the Mufe and Subjed of our fbng.
n.

Let all Ceciltcfspraife proclaim,
Employ the Echo in her name.
Hark how the Flutes and Trumpets raife,
At bright CeciUcfsname, their lays$
The Organ labours in her praife,,

Vol . L F Cecilids
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Cecilietsname does all our numbers grace,

From ev'ry voice the tuneful accents fly,
In foanng Trebles now it rifes high,

And now it finks, and dwells upon the Bafe.
CedHrfsname through all the notes we fing,

The work of ev'ry skilful tongue,
The found of ev'ry trembling ftring,

The found and triumph of our fong.
III.

For ever confecrate the day,
To Mufick and Cecilia;

Mufick, the greateft good that mortals know,
And all of heav'n we have below.
Mufick can noble hints impart,
Engender fury, kindle love ;

With unrufpeded eloquence can move,
And manage all the man with fecret art.

When Orpheusftrikes the trembling Lyre,
The ftreams ftand ftill, the ftones admire$
The lirVning favages advanee,

The Wolf and Lamb around him trip,
The Bears in awkard meafures leap,

And Tigers mingle in the dance.
The moving woods attended as he play'd.,
And Rhodopewas left without a fhade. ,

l - :^^ %mSM^^^ ^̂ ^ ^:-
Mufick religious heats infpires,

It wakes the foul, and lifts it high^
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And wings it with fublime defires,
And fits it to befpeak the Deity.

Th 3Almighty liftens to a tuneful tongue,
And feems well-pleas'd and courted with a fbng.
Soft moving fbunds and heav'nly airs

Give forcc to ev'ry word, and recommend our pray'rs,
When time it felf {hall be no more,
And all things in confufion hurl'd,
Mufick fhall then exert its pow'r,

And found furvive thc ruines of the world:
Then Saints and Angels fhall agree
In one eternal jubilee:

All heav'n fhall echo with their hymns divine,
And God himfelf with pleafüre fee

The whole creation in a chorus join.
C H 0 R U £

Confecrate the place and day,
To Mufick and Cecilia.
Let no rough winds approach, nor dare

Invade the hallow'd bounds,
Nor rudely fhake the tuneful air,

Nor fpoil the fleeting founds.
Nor mournful figh nor groan be hearH,

But gladnefs dwell on ev'ry tongue;
Whilft all, with voice and ftrings prepar'd,

Keep up the loud harmonious fong.
And imitate the Bleft above,
In joy, and harmony, and love.

F * rfn
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An Account of the Greateß En«
glifti Poets.

To Mr. H. S. April 3, 1694.

QINCE } deareß Harry, you will needs requefi
O A fhort account of all the Mufe-poffeß,
Thaty down from Chaucert days to Dryden'j times,
Have fpent their noble rage in Britim rhimes$
Wtthout more preface, writ in formal length,
To/peak the undertakefs want ofßrength,
ril try to make their fev'ral beauties known,
AndJhow their verfes worth, thö' not my own.

Long had our dull fore-fathers fiept litpine,
Nor feit the raptures of the tuneful Nine;
'Till Chaucerm-ft, a merry Bard, arofe,
And many a ftory told in rhime, and profe,
But age has rufted what the Poet writ,
Worn out his language, and obfcur'd his wit:
In vain he jefts in his unpolim'd ftrain,
And tries to make his readers laugh in vain.

Old
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Old Spenfer next, warm'd with poetick rage,
In ancient tales amus'd a barb'rous age j
An age that yet uncultivate and rude,
Where-e'er the poet's fancy led, purfu'd
Thro ' pathlels fields, and unfrequented floods,
To dens of dragons, and enchanted woods.
But now the myftick tale, that pleas'd of yore,
Can charm an underftanding age no more;
The long-fpun allegories fulfom grow,
While the dull moral lyes too piain below.
We view well-pleas'd at diftance all the fights
Of arras and palfries, battels, fields and fights, f
And damfels in diftrefs, and courteous knights.
But when we look too near, the fliades decay,
And all the pleafing landfchape fades away.

Great Cowkythen (a mighty genius) wrote,
O'er-run with wit, and lavifh of his thought:
His turns too clolely on the reader preß:
He more had pleas'd us, had he pleas'd us lels.
One glittering thought no fooner ftrikes our eyes
With filent wonder, but new wonders rife.
As in the milky-way a {hining white
O'er-flows the heav'ns with one continu'd Üght j
That not a fingle ftar can fiiew his rays,
Whilft jointly all promote the common blaze.
Pardon, great Poet, that I dare to name
Th ' uHnumber'd beauties of thy verfe with blame;

, ; sThy



38 Poems on feveral Occasions,
Thy fault is only wit in its exceß,
But wit like thine in any fhape will pleafe.
What Mufc but thine can equal hints infpire,
And fit the deep-mouth'd P 'mdar to thy lyre s
P 'mdary whom others in a labour'd ftrain,
And forc'd expreflion, imitate in vain ?
Well-pleas'd in thee he foars with new delight,
And plays in more unbounded verfe, and takes a nobler flight.

Blefl: man ! whofe fpotlefs life and charming lays
Employ'd the tuneful Prelate in thy praife:
Bleft man ! who now malt be for ever known,
In Sprafs {iiccefsful labours and thy own.

But M 'iltonnext, with high and haughty ftalks,
Unfetter'd in majeftick numbers walksj
No vulgär heroe can his Mufe ingage;
Nor earth's wide fcene confine his hallow'd rage.
Seef fee, he upward fprings, and tow'ring high
Spurns the dull province of mortality,
Shakes heav'ns eternal throne with dire alarms,
And lets th ' Almighty thunderer in arms.
What -e'er his pen defcribesI more than fee, ^
Whilft ev'ry verfe, array'd in majerty,
Bold, and iublime, my whole attention draws,
And feems above the critick's nicer laws.
How are you ftruck with terror and delight,
When angel with arch-angel copes in fight \
When great Meffiah's out-fpread bartner fhines,
How does the chariot rattle in his linesl

What
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What founds of brazen wheels, what thunder, fcare,
And ftun the reader with the din of war!
With fear my Ipirits and my blood retire,
To fee the Seraphs funk in clouds of fire;
But when, with eager fteps, from hence I rife,
And view the firft gay fcenes of Paradife;
What tongue, what words of rapture can expreß
A vifion fo prorufe of pleaiantnefs.
Oh had the Poet ne'er profan'd his pen,
To vernilh o'er the guilt of faithlefs men;
His other works might have deferv'd applauie!
But now the language can't liipport the cauie,- .
While the clean current, tho' ferene and bright,
Betrays a bottom odious to the jfight.

But now my Mute a fofter ftrain reherfe,
Turn ev'ry line with art, and fmooth thy verfej
The courtly Waller next commands thy lays:
Mufe tune thy verfe, with art, to Wallefs praife,
While tender airs and lovely dames infpire
Soft melting thoughts, and propagate defire,-
So long fhall Wraller 's ftrains our paflion move3
And Sachar'tßäs beauties kindle love.
Thy verle, harmonious Bard, and flatt'ring &ng,
Can make the vanquifh'd great, the coward ftrong,
Thy verfe can fhow ev'n Cromwelhinnocence,
And complement the ftorms that bore him hence.
Oh had thy Mufe not come an age too foon,
But feen great Najfau on the Brtnflj throne!



40 Poems oh feveral Occasions.
How had his triumphs glitter'd in thy page,
And warm'd thee to a more exalted rage!
What fcenes of death and horror had we view'd,
And how had Bow's wide current reek'd in blood!
Or if Mar 'ta's charms thou wou'dft rehearfe,
In fmoother numbers and a fofter verfe
Thy pen had well defcrib'd her graceful air,
And Glonana wou'd have feem'd more fair.

Nor muft Rofcommonpaß negle&ed by,
That makes ev'n Rules a noble poetry:
Rules whofe deep fenfe and heav'nly numbers (how
The bell of criticks, and of poets too.
Nor , Denharriy muft we e'er forget thy ftrains,
While Coopefs Hill commands the neighb'ring plains.

But fee where artful Dryden next appears
Grown old in rhime, but charming ev'n in years.
Great Dryden next, whofe tuneful Mule affords
The fweeteft numbers, and the fitteft words.
Whether in Comick jfounds or Tragick airs
She forms her voice, flie moves our fciiles or tears.
If Satire or heroick ftrains {he writes,
Her Heroe pleales, and her Satire bites.
From her no harm unartful numbers fall,
She wears all drefles, and {he charms in all
How might we fear our EnglifloPoetry,
That long has flouriflfd, mou'd decay with thee j
Did not the Mufes other hope appear,
Harmonious Congrevey and forbid our fear:

Congreve/

i
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Congreve/ whofe fancy's unexhaufted ftore
Has given already much, and promis'd morc.
Congrevefhall ftill preferve thy fame alive,
And Drydetfs Mufe fhall in his Friend fiirvive.

I'm tir'd with rhiming , and wou'd fain give o'er,
But juftice ftill demands one labour more:
The noble Montague rcmains unnam'd,
For wit, for humour, and for judgment fam'd j
To Dorfet he dire&s his artful Mufe,
In rtumbers fiich as Dorfefs felf might ufe.
How negligently graceful he unreins
His verfe, and writes in loofe familiär ftrains ->
How Najfau's godlike a6ts adorn his lines,
And all the Heroe in füll glory fhines.
We fee his army fet in juft array,
And Boin's dy'd waves run purple to the fea.
Nor Simon choak'd with men, and arms, and blood
Nor rapid Xanthu? celebrated flood,
Shall longer be the Poet's higheft themes,
Tho ' gods and heroes fought promifcuous in their ftreams
But now, to Naffatfs fecret Councils rais'd,
He aids the Heroe, whom before he prais'd.

I 've done at length; and now, dear Friend, receive
The laß poor prefent that my Mufe can give.
I leave the arts ofpoetry and verfe
To them that praBife 'em with more fuccefs.
Ofgreater truths I 'll now prepare to teil,
And fo at once, dear Friend and Mufey fare welL

Vol . L>:n : r --, .:V : G A
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LETTERA SCRITTA Dil ALI A

AL MOLTO ONORAB .ILE

CARLO Conte HALIFAX

Dal SignoreGiuseppe Addison VAnno
MDCGI . InVerfiIngieß.

E TRADOTTA IN VERSI TOSCANI . *

Sähe magna parens frugum.Saturnia tellusy
Magna virtlml tibi res antiqua laudis efr artis
Aggredior-i fantitos aufus recludere fontes.

MENTRE , Signor, Vomhre vitiefche' attraggonvi,
E di Britannta dagJi Ufici toltovi

Non piu , cby a fuo 't ingrati Figli piaccia
Per lor vantaggioy vofiro ozio immolatej
Me in efieri Regni il Fato invia
Entro genti feconde in carmi eterni,
U la dolce flagion, e7 vago Clima
Fanno, che voßra quiete in verfi io turbi. .

Ovunque
* By the Jblot Anton. Maria SalvinlGreek Pnfeffor at Florence.
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A

LETTER from ITA L 7,

To the Right Honourable

Charles Lord Halifax.
' ''^ • ^̂ wWpsSjfeap • ..„._ - ' l _ , 'V*\ „ " £ ~ ?T' ■■ ,\ uyA \\ t i l \ i %•

In the Year MDCCI.

iŜ /t ;? magna farens frugum Saturnia tellusy
Magna virüm ! tibi res antiqua laudis et artis
Jlggredior, fanffos aufus ree luderefontes , Virg . Geor . z.

HILE you, my Lord, the rural mades admire,
And from Br 'ttanniä's publick pofts retire,

Nor longer, her ungrateful fons to pleafe,
For their advantage facrifice your eafe$
Me into foreign realms my fate conveys,
Through nations fruitful of immortal lays,
Where the fort feafon and inviting clime
Confpire to trouble your repofe wi.th rhime.

G i For
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Ovunque io giri i miei rapiti htm,
Scene auree, liefe, e chiare vifie inalzanß3
Attornianmi Poetiche Campagne}
Parmi ognor di calcar clajfico fuoh ;
St fovente iv 't Mufa accordb/'Arpa9
Che non cantato muri colle firgevi,
Celebre in verß iv 't ogn't pianta creße,
E in celeße armonia ciafcun rio corre*

Come mi giova a cercar poggi, e hofchi
Per chiare fonti, e celebrati ßumi,
Atta Nera veder fiera in fuo corfo
Tracciar Clttumno chiaro in fua ßrgente,
Veder condur fua fchiera d' acque il Mincio
Per lunghi giri di feconda ripa,
E dAlbula canuta il guado mfeito
Suo caldo letto di fumante folfo.

Di mille eßaß accefo io fopraveggio
Correre il Po per praterte fiorite
De Fiumi Re, che ßvra i pian fiorrendo^
Le torreggtanti Alpi in natia muragha
Deila metä di Uro umore afctuga:
Superbo, egonfio deW hiberne nevi
IJ abbondanza comparte ov' egli corre.

Talor fmarrito dal drappelfonoro
Irii rtmiro immortalati in canto.
Che giaccionß inßknzio , e obblio perduti,
[Muti i lor fonti fon, ficche kr vene)
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For wherefoe'er I turn my ravifh'd eyes,
Gay gilded fcenes and fliining profpe&s rife,
Poetick, fields encompafs nie around.,
And ftill I feem to tread on Claflic ground
For here the Mufe fo oft her Harp has ftrung,
That not a mountain rears its head unfong,
Renown'd in verfe each Ihady thicket grows,
And ev'ry ftream in heavenly numbers flows,

How am I pleas'd to fearch the hüls and woods
For rifing iprings and celebrated floods!
To view the Nar , tumultuöus in his courfe,
And trace the Imooth Clitumnus to his iburce,
To fee the M 'mc'to draw his vvatry ftore
Through the long windings of a fruitful fhore,
And hoary AlbuUs infected tide
O'er the warm bed of fmoaking folphur glide.

Fir'd with a thoufand raptures I fiirvey
Endanus through flowery meadows ftray,
The king of floods! that rolling o'er the plains
The towering Alps of half their moifture drains,
And proudly fwoln with a whole winter's fnows,
Diftributes wealth and plenty where he flows.

Sometimes, mifguided by the tuneful throng,
I look for ftreams immortaliz'd in fong,
That loft in filence and oblivion lye,
(Dumb are their fountains and their Channels dry)
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Pur , per fenno di Muß , ei ßn perenni,
hör mormorto perenne in terß carmk

Talora al gentil Tehro io mi ritiro^
he vote ripe del gran Fiume ammiro,
Che privo dt poter fuo corß tragge
D ' una gretta urna, eflertle ßrgente -t
Pur fuona ei nelle bocche de Poeti,
Sieche7 miro al Danubio, e al Nil far fcorno-,
Cost Mufa immoriale in alto il leva.
Tal' era il Boin povero, ignobilfiume.
Che nelle Hiberne valli oßuro errava,
E inojfervato in fuoi giri fcherzava.
Quando per Vofiri Ferfi, eper la Spada
Di Najfb, rinomato, ■l' onde fue
heuerte in alto pel Monde rifuonano

i Ovunque dello Eroe le divirt opre,
iE ove andrä fama d' immortal verß.

OBVeßaüco mio petto infpirajße
Mufa con un furor fimile al voßroI
Infinite bellezze avria 7 mio verß,
Cederia di Virplio a Quel I'Italia.

Mira quält auree fehe attorno ridonmi,
Che della tempeßofa di Britannia
Jfola st ne ßhivano la coßa,
0 trapiantate, e con penfier guardate
Maledkon lafredda Regtone,
E nell' aria del Norte illanguidifeono*
Calor dolor il montante umor ne lievita
Jt .nobil gußi, -Qpiu efaltati odori. Rozze

Sjjfcijj
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Yet run for-ever by the Mufe's skill,
And in the fmooth defcription murmur ftill.

Sometimes to gentle Ttber I retire,
And the fam'd river's Empty mores admire,
That deftitute of ftrength derives its courfe
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful fource,-
Yet fung fo often in poetick lays,
With fcorn the Danube and the Nile furveys;
So high the deathlefs Mufe exalts her theme!
Such was the Boiny a poor inglorious ftream,
That in Htbernian vales obfcurely ftray'd,*.
And unobferv'd in wild Meanders play'd;
'Till by Your lines and Najfau's lword renown'd, ,
Its rifing billows through the world refound,
Where-e'er the Heroe's godlike a&s cän pierce3
Or where the fame of an immortal verfe.

Oh cou'd the Mufe my ravifh'd breaft inipire
With warmth like yours, and raile an equal fire,
Unnumber'd beauties in my verfe fhou'd fhine,
And V 'trgiH Italy fhou'd yield to mine!

See how the golden groves around me fmile,
That mun the coaft of Briiairfs ftormy Ifle,
Or when tranfplanted and preferv'd with cäre,
Curfe the cold clime, and ftarve in northern air.
Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments
T%-nobler taftes, and more exalted fcents:
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Rozze ancor rupi motte mtrto menano
Ricco profumo, peße erbette olezzano.
Portimi un Dio di Baia a i gentil Seggi,
0 ne verdi ritiri d' Umbria traggami f
Ove i Ponenti eterna han reßdenza.
Tutte ßagioni lor pompa profondono%
Germogli, e frutti , efiori infieme allega.no>
E in gaia confußon fia P anno tutto.

Glorie immortali in mia mente rivwono,
Combatton nel cuor mio ben mitte affetti,
Allorache di Roma P efaltate
Bellezze gm giacerß io ne difcuopro>
Magnificenti in Moli di ruine,
D 1 Anßteatro una ßupenda altezza
Di terror mi riempie, e di dilettoy
Che Roma ne fuoi pubblici fpettacoli
Dißpopolava, e Nazioni intere
Agiatamente in fuo grembo capia.
Pajßanvi i Gel Colonne afpre d' intaglio,
Di Trionfo fuperbi Archi lä ßrgono,
U de prifchi Roman PimmortaP opre
Difpiegate alla vißa ognor rinfacciano
La vile loro tralignata flirpe.
§)ui tutti i fiumi lafcian gm lor piam\
Per aerei condotti in alto corrono.

Sempre a novelle Scene mia vagante
Mufa stß ritragge , emüta ammira
D alto fpettacol d animate Rupi y
Ove moflrb fcalpel tutta fua forza,
Ed in carne addolci fcabrofo ßßo.
In folenne filenzio , in maeßade
Eroißannoß } e Dei } e Roman Confoli:

TSfaf lO
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Ev'n tlie rough rocks with tendcr Myrtle bloom,
And trodden Weeds fend out a rieh perfume.
Bear me, fome God, to Ba 'ids gentle feats,
Or cover me in Umbr'tä 's green retreats ;
Where weitem gales eternally refide,
And all the feafons lavifh. all their pride:
BlorToms, and fruits, and flowers together rife,
And the whole year in gay confufion lies.

Immortal glories in my mind revive,
And in my foul a thoufand paflions ftrive,
When Rome's exalted beauties I defery
Magnificent in piles of ruine lye.
An amphitheater's amazing height
Here fills my eye with terror and delight,
That on its publick jfhows Unpeopled Romey
And held Uncrowded nations in its womb :
Here pillars rough with. feuipture pierce the skies:
And here the proud triumphal arches rife,
Where the old Romansdeathlersa&s difplay'd,
Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid :
Whole rivers here forfake the fields below,
And wond'ring at their height through airy Channels flow.

Still to new feenes my wand'ring Mufe retires,
And the dumb ihow of breathing rocks admires-y
Where the fmooth chilfel all its force has ihown,
And foften'd into flefh tlie rugged ftone.
In folemn filence, a majeftick band,
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Confuls ftand.

Vol . L H Srem
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Torvi Ttranni in crudelta famoß,
E Imperadori in Pario Marmo acciglianß $
Mentre Dame bnllanti , a cui con umile
Seruitu flan ßoggetti, ognora moflrano
I vezzi , che gli altiert cuor domaro.

Vohntieri io vorria dt Raffaele
Contar l' arte divina, efar vedere
Gl3 immortali lavori nel mio verfo.
La ve da mißa forza d3 ombre, e face
Nuova creazion forge a mia vißa,
Tai celeßi figure efcon da fuo
Pennello, e i meßicati fuoi colori
Caldt dt vita cos) ne sfavillano,
Di foggetto in ßggetto , d' un fegreto
Ptacer preß , e infiammato attorno io gtro
Tra lafoave varietä perduto.
Mio ßrabtlito fpirto qua confondono
Arie vezzofe in circolanti note
PaJJeggianti , e in fonori labirinti.
Cupole, e Tempil s' alzan la in dißanti
Veditte, ed in Palagi aperti , ed ampli
A celebrargli invitano la Muß.

Come induhente Cielo adornb maiö
ha fortunata terra , efovra quella
Verso benedizhni a piena manof
Ma che vaglion le lor dovizie eterne,
Fioriti montiy efoleggtate rive
Con tutti don, che Ctelo, e Suol compartöno)
I riß di Natura , e i vezzi dArte,
Mentre altiera Opprejßon regna in fite Vwt,
E Tirannia fuoi Pian feiici ufurpa ?
II povreo Abttante mtra indarno
II roffeggiante Arancio, e 7 pingue GranOy.
Crefcer dolente ei mira ed olt, e vini,.
E de mirti odorar Vombra ß fdegna,
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Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown,
And emperors in Pavian marble frown •>
While the bright dames, to whom they humbly uYd,
Still fhow the charms that their proud hearts mbdu'd.

Fain wou'd I Raphael'?, godlike art rehearfe,
And mow th5 immortal labours in my verfe,
Where from the mingled ftrength of {bade and light
A new creation rifes to my fight,
Such heav'nly figures from his pencil flow,
So warm with life his blended colours glow.
From theme to theme with fecret plealure toft,
Amidft the foft variety Fm loft:
Here pleafing airs my ravifht foul confound
With circling notes and labyrinths of found:
Here domes and temples rife in diftant views.
And opening palaees invite my Mufe.

How has kind heav'n adorn'd the happy land,
And fcatter'd bleflings with a wafteful hand .'
But what avail her unexhaufted ftores,
Her blooming mountains, and her fanny mores,
With all the gifts that heav'n and earth impart,
The finiles of nature, and the charms of art,
While proud Oppreflion in her vallies reigns,
And Tyranny uforps her happy plains?
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain
The red'ning Orange and the fwelling grain:
Joylefs he fees the growing Oils and Wines,
And in the Myrtle's fragrant fliade repines ;

H 2 Starves,,
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In mezzo alla Bontä della Natura
Maledetto languifce, e dentro a cariche ■
Di v 'tno vigne muore per la fete.

■3<S|m

l5 ". ;i
i ;i;

0 Liberia, oDea Celefle, e Bella/
Dt ben profufa, epregna dt dtletto/
Piaceri eterni te prefente regnano.
Gutda tuo gaio tren Iteta dovtzia
Vten nel fuo pefo Suggezion piu li-eve-s
Poverta fembra allegra in tua veduta-,
Fat dt Natura il vifo ofcuro gaio-y
Dom al Sole bellezza, al gtorno gtota.

Te Dea, te la Britannia Ifola adora,
Come ha fovente ella ogni ben fuo efaußo,
E fpejfo fha dt morte in campt cerco/
JViuno penfa il tuo pojfente pregio
A troppo caro prezzo effer comprato.
Puo fopra eßer't mont't il Solei grappoli
Per dolce fugo maturare a v 'tno-}
Di bofchi dt cedrati ornare il fuolo,
Gonfiar la graffa ottva in flutti d' ol'to;
Non invidtamo il piu fervente Clima
Delt Etere piu dolce in dieci gradi -,
Di nofiro Ciel maledizion non duolmi,
Ne a Noi in capo Pleiadi ghiacciate,
Corona Libertä la Britann^ Ifola,
EJa fue fleril bianche rupi ridere,

Le torreggtanti Moli altrui diletttno^
E le fuperbe ambiziofe Cupole,

Un
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Starves, in the midft of nature's bounty curft,
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft.

Oh Liberty, thou Goddeß heavenly bright,
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight!
Eternal plealures in thy prefence reign,
And jfmiling Plenty leads thy wanton train ,-
Eas'd of her load Subjection grows more lightj
And Poverty looks chearful in thy fight \
Thou mak'ft, the gloomy face of Nature gay,
Giv'ft beauty to the Sun, and pleafore to the Day.

Thee , Göddeft, thee, Britanniars Ifle adoresj
How has {he oft exhaufted all her ftores,.
Höw oft in fields of death thy prefence fought,
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought!
On foreign mountains may the Sun refine
The Grape's foft juice, and mellow it to winea
With Citron groves adorn a dillant foil,
And the fat Olive fwell with floods of oil:
"We envy not the warmer clime, that lies
In ten degrees of more indulgent skies,
Nor at the coarfenefs of our heaven repine,
Tho 5 o 'er our heads the frozen Pleiads fhine:
'Tis Liberty that crowns Britannia\s Ifle,
And makes her barren rocks,and her bleak .mountains.fmiie^

Others with towering piles may pleafe the fighty
And in their proud afpiring domes delight 5

%
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Un gentil colpoa una vil tela dare,
Od mfegnar SaJJi animati a vivere.
D Europa ful deflin vegliar Britannta
Ha curay e bilanciar gh Emuli Statt;
Diguerra m'macciare arditi Regt;
Degli afflttti Vtcini udire i preghi.
Danoy e Sveco attaccati in fiere Allarme
Dt lor armt pietofe benedtcono
La prudente Condotta, e 7 buon Governo.
Toflo che poi le nojfae Flotte appaiono,
Ceßfano tuttt i lor fpavent 't, e in Face
Tutto il Settentrional Mondoß giace.

L ' ambiziofo Gallo con ßegreto
Tremito vede all' afpirante fua
Teßa mirar di lei il Gran Tonante,
E volentierii fuoi dtvini Figli
Vorrebbe difuniti per ßrantero
Oro, o pur per domeß'tca contefa.
Ma acquißare, o dtvidere in van provaß,
CtiiVarme di Naßd, e Hfenno guida.

Del nome accefo, cui fovente ho trovo
Remoti Climi, e Ungue rifonare,
Con pena imbrigliom'ta lottante Mußt,
Che ama lanciarß inpiu ardtta prova..

Ma io di gta hovvi turbato aßai,
Ne tentar ofo ünpiu fublime Canto.
Piu dolce Thema il baffo verfo chiedemi}
Fioriti pralgßH) gorgogl'tanü rivi.
Mal proprio per gli Eroi : che i Carmi eterni
G)ual di förgilio, o Voßri onorar dehbono.

s»#s
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A nicer touch to the flretcht canvas give,
Or teach their animated rocks to live:
'Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europas fate,
And hold in balance each contending ftate,
To threaten bold prelumptuous kings with war,
And anfweVher affli&ed neighbours5 pray 'r.
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarms,
Blefs the wile condud: of her pious arms :
Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceafe,
And all the northern world lies hum'd in peace.

Th ' ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread
Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head,
And fain her godlike fbns wou'd dilunite
By foreign gold, or by domeftick Ipite
But ftrives in vain to conquer or divide,
Whom Najau 's arms defend and counfels guide.

Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found
The diftant climes and different tongues relbund,
I bridle in my ftrugling Mufe with pain,
That longs to launch into a bolder ftrain.

But Pvc already troubled you too long,
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous fbng.
My humble verfe demands a fofter theme,
A painted meadow, or a purling ftream
Unfit for Heroes; whom immortal lays,
And lines like Firgri'sy or like yours, ihou'd praife.

Miltor&,
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MiltonVStile imitated, in a Tranßation
of a Story out of the Third ^Eneid.

ff " OST in the gloomy liorror of the night
We ftruck upon the coafl: where JEtna lies,

Horrid and wafte, its entrails fraught with fire,
That now cafts out dark fumes and pitchy clouds.,
Vaft mowers of afhes hov 'ring in the fmoke ;
Now belches molten ftones and rnddy Harne
Incenft , or tears up mountains by the roots,
Or flings a broken rock aloft in air.
The bottom works with fmother 'd fire, involv 'd
In peftilential vapours, ftench and Imoke.

'Tis faid, that thunder -ftruck Enceladus
Groveling beneath th ' incumbent mountain 's weight
Lyes ftretch 'd lupine, eternal prey of flames -y
And when he heaves againft the burning load,
Reluc-tant , to invert his broiling limbs,
A ludden earthquake fhoots through all the lue,
And ÄLtna thunders dreadful under ground,
Then pours out Imoke in wreathing curls convolv'dj
And fhades the Sun's bright orb, and blots out Day.

Here
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Here in tlie fhelter of the woods we lodg'd,
And frighted heard ftrange founds and difmal yells,
Nor faw from whence thcy came ♦ for all the night
A murky ftorm deep louring o'er out heads
Hung imminent, that with impervious gloom
Oppos'd it felf to Cynthiefsfilver ray,
And fliaded all beneath. But now the Sun
With Orient beams had chas'd the dewy night
From earth and heav'n ; all nature ftöod difclos'd:
When looking on the neighb'ring woods we faw
The ghaftly vifage of a man unknown,
An uncouth feature, meagre, pale, and wild
Affli&ion's foul and terrible diimay
Sate in his looks, his face impair'd and worn
With marks of famine., lpeaking fore diftrefs;
His locks were tangled, and his ihaggy beard
Matted with filth j in all things elfe a Greek.

He firft advane'd in hafte but, when he faw
Trojansand Trojan arms, in mid career
Stopt (hört , he back recoil'd as one furpriz'd:
But foon recovering fpeed, he ran, he flew
Precipitant, and thus with piteous cries
Our ears alfail'd : " By heav'ns eternal fires,
" By ev'ry God that fits enthron'd on high,
" By this good light, relieve a wretch forlorn,
" And bear me hence to any diftänt fhore,
" So I may fhun this favage race accurft.
<c 'Tis true I fought among the Greeksthat late

Vol . I. I
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" With fword and fire o'erturn'd Neptun'tan Troy,
" And laid the labour of the Gods in duft;
" For which, if fo the fad offence de/erves,
" Plung'd in the deep, for ever let me lye
" Whelm'd under feas if death muft be my doöm,
" Let Man inflicl: it, and I die well-pleas'd.

He ended here, and now profu/e of tears
In mppliant mood feil proftrate at our feet :
We bade him fpeak from whence, and what he was,
And how by ftrefs of fortune funk thus low;
Anch'ifestoo with friendly afjpecl: mild
Gave him his hand, füre pledge of amity •
Wh en, thirs encouraged, he began his tale.4k>

yy /̂OJF. TSfW»r. :. t 1 , * i

Pm one, fays he, of poor defcent, my name
Is AchtemenuleS) my country Greece,
Ulyjfes' fad compeer, who whilft he' rled
The raging Cyclops, left me here behind
Difconfolate, forlorn within the cave
He left me, giant Polyphem̂ s dark cave
A dungeon wide änd horrible, the walls
On all fides furr'd with mouldy damps, and llung
With clots of ropy gore, and human limbs,
His dirc repaft : himfelf of mighty fize,
Hoarfe in his voice, and in his vifage grim,
Intra&able, that riots on the flem
■Of mörtal Men, and fwills the vital blood„
Him did I fee fnatch up with horrid grafp
Two fprawling Greeks, in either hand a man 5
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I faw him when with huge tempeftuous fway
He dafht and broke 5em on the grundfil edge,-
The pavement fwarn in blood, the walls around
Were fpatter'd o'er with brains. He lapt the blood,
And chew'd the tender flefh ftill warm with life,
That fwell'd and heav'd it felf amidft his teeth
As fenfible of pain. Not lefs mean while
Our chief incens'd, and ftudious of revenge,
Plots his deftruction, which he thus effeds.
The giant, gorg'd with flefh, and wine, and blood,
Lay ftretcht at length and fnoring in his den,
Belching raw gobbets from his maw, o'er-charged
With purple wine and cruddled gore confufed.
We gather'd round, and to his fingle eye,
The flngle eye that in his forehead glar'd
Like a füll moon, or a broad burnifh'd fhield,
A forky ftaff*we dext'roufly apply'd, --v
Which , in the fpacious focket turning round,
Scoopt out the big round gelly from its orb.
But let me not thus interpofe delaysj
Fly, mortals, fly this curft detefted race:
A hundred of the fame flupendous fize,
A hundred Cyclopslive among the hüls,
Gigantick brotherhood , that ftalk along
With horrid ftrides o'er the high mountains tops,
Enormous in their gait \ I oft have heard
Their voice and tread, oft feen 'em as they pafl,
Sculking and fcowring down, half dead with fear.
Thrice has the Moon wafh'd all her orb in light, ,
Thrice travell'd o'er, in her obfcure fojourn,
LfiA I 2 The
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The rcalms of Night inglorious , fince I've liv'd
Amidft thefe woods, gleaning from thorns and (hrubs
A wretched (uftenance . Äs thus he lpoke,
We faw defcending from a neighb 'ring kill
Blind Polypheme; by weary fteps and flow
The groping giant with a trank of Pine
Explor 'd Iiis way ; around , Iiis woolly jBocks
Attended grazing ; to tke well-known fhorc
He beut Iiis courfe, and on the margin ftood,
A hideous monfter , terrible , deform'd ;
Füll in the midft of his high front there gap'd
The fpacious hollow where Iiis eye-ball roll 'd,
A ghaftly orifice : he rins'd the wound,
And wafh'd away the ftrings and clotted blood
That cak'd withinthen ftalking through the deep
He fords the ocean, while the topmoft wave
Scarce reaches up his middle fide j we ftood
Amaz 'd be fure, a fiidden horror chill
Ran through each nerve, and thrill 'd in ev'ry vein,
'Till ufing all the force of winds and oars
We Iped away $ he heard us in our courfe,
And with his out-ftretch 'd arms around him grop 'd,
But finding nought within his reach , he rais'd
Such hideous mouts that all the ocean fhook.
Ev'n Italy , tho ' many a league remote,
In diftant echo 's anfwer'd ; JEtna roar 'd,
Through all its inmoft winding caverns roar 'd»

Rous'd with the found, the mighty family
Of one-ey'd brothers haften to the fhore,
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And gather round the bellowing Polypheme,
A dire affembly: we with eager hafte
Work ev'ry one, and from afar behold
A holt of giants covering all the fhore.

So ftands a foreft tall of mountain oaks
Advanced to mighty growth : the traveller
Hears from the humble valley where he rides
The hollow murmurs of the winds that blow
Amidft the boughs, and at the diftance fees
The fhady tops of trees unnumber'd rife,
A ftately prolpect, waving in the clouds.
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Omnis in hoc Uno variis difcordia cejßt
Ordinibus ; latatur Eques, plauditque Senator,
Votaque Tatricio certant Tlebeia favorL Claud. de Laud . Stilic.
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THE

C' A M T A I G N,
A

POEM.
HILE crouds of Princes your deferts prociaim,

Proud in their number to enroll your name;
While Emperors to you commit their caufe,
And AN NA 's praifes crown the vaft applauf&j
Accept, great leader, what the Mujfe recites,
That in ambitious verfe attempts your fights,
Fir'd and tranfported with a theme Conew.
Ten thoufand wonders op'ning to my view
Shine forth at once -} fieges and ftorms appear,
And wars and conquefts fill th ' important year,
Rivers of blood I fee, and hüls of flain,
An Iliad rifing out of One campaign.

The haughty Gaul beheld, with tow'ring pride,
His ancient bounds enlarg'd on ev'ry fide,

Vol . L K Pirene's,
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Pirene's lofty barriers were fubdued,
And m th« rnidft of his wide empire ftood ;
Außmä's ftates, the victor to reftrain,
Oppofed their Alpesand Appeninesin vain,
Nor fbund themfelves, with ftrength of rocks immur'd,
Behind their everlafting hüls lecur'd ;
The rifing Danube its long race began,
And half its courfe through the new conquefts ran ;
Amaz'd and anxious for her Soveraign's fates,
Germama trembled through a hundred ftates
Great Leopoldhimfelf was leiz'd with fear
He gaz'd around, but faw no {iiccour nearj
He gaz'd, and half abandon'd to delpair
His hopes on heav'n, and confidence in pray'r.

To Brhaitfs - Queen the Nations turn their eyes,
On her refolves the weftern world relies,
Confiding ftill, amidft its dire alarms,
In ANNA '?, Councils, and in Churchill 's arms.
Thrice happy Braam, from the kingdoms rent,
To fit the guardian of the continent!
That fees her braveft fon advanc'd fo high,
And flourifhing fo near her Prince's eye,-
Thy fav'rites grow not up by fortune's fport,
Or from the crimes, or follies of a court $
On the firm bafis of defert they rife,
From long-try'd faith, and friendmip's holy tyes:
Their Soveraign's well-diftinguifh'd fmiles they fhare,
Her ornaments in peace, her ftrength in war
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The nation thanks them with a publick voice,
By fliow'rs of bleffings heaven approves their clioice;
Envy it felf is dumb, in wonder loft,
And factions ftrive who {hall applaud 'em moft.

Soon as foft vernal breezes warm the sky,
Bntanmtfs colours in the zephyrs fly,*
Her Chief already has his march begun,
Crofling the provinces himfelf had won,
'Till the Mofelle, appearing from afar,
Retards the progreß of the moving war.
Delightnil ftream, had Nature bid her fall
In diftant climes, far from the perjur'd Gaul-y
But now a purchafe to the fword {he lyes,
Her harvefts for uncertain owners rile,
Each vineyard doubtful of its mafter grows,
And to the vi&or's bowl each vintage flows.
The difcontented fhades of flaughter'd hofts,
That wander'd on her banks, her heroes ghofts
Hope'd, when they faw Br 'itannid$ arms appear,
The vengeance due to their great deaths was near.

Our god-like leader, ere the ftream he paft,
The mighty fcheme of all his labours caft,
Forming the wond'rous year within his thought j
His bofom glow'd with battles yet unfought.
The long laborious march he firft lurveys,
And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe,
Between whofe floods fuch pathlefs forefts grow,
Such mountains rife, fo many rivers flow:

K % The
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The toil looks lovely in the heroe's eyes,
And danger ferves but to enhance the prize.

Big with the fate of Europe, he renews
His dreadful courfej and the proud foe puriues:
Infe&ed by the burning Scorpion's heat,
The fultry gales round his chaf 'd temples beat,
'Till on the borders of the Maine he finds
Defenfive iTiadows, and refreftSing winds.
Our Britißj youth, with in-born freedom bold,,
Unnumber'd fcenes of fervitude behold,.
Nations of flaves, with tyranny debas'd,
(Their maker's image more than half defac'd)
Hourly inftrudted, as they urge their toil,
To prize their Queen, and love their native fori..

Still to the rifing Sun they take their way
Through clouds of duft, and gain upon the day.
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft
With cooling ftreams revives the fainting hoft,
That chearfully its labours paft forgets,
The midnight watches, and the noon-day heats.

O'er proftrate towns and palaces they pafs,
(Now cover'd o'er with weeds, and hid in grais)
Breathing revenge$ whilft anger and difdain
Fire ev'ry breaft, and boil in ev'ry vein:
Here {hatter'd walls, like broken rocks, from far
Rife up in hideous views, the guilt of war,
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Whilft here the Vine o'er hüls of ruine climbs,
Induftrious to conceal great Bourborfscrimes,

At length the fame of England'* heroe drew
Eugemoto the glorious interview.
Great fouls by inftinct to each other turn,
Demand alliance, and in friendfhip burn ->
A jfudden friendfhip, while with ftretch'd-out rays
They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze.
Polifh'd in courts, and harden'd in the field,
Renown'd for conqueft, and in Council skill'd,
Their courage dwells not in a troubled flood
Of mounting fpirits, and fermenting blood
Lodg'd in the foul, with virtue over-rul'd,
Inflam'd by reafbn, and by reafon cool'd,.
In hours of peace content to be unknown,
And only in the field of battel fhown:
To fouls like thefe, in mutual friendfhip join'd,
Heaven dares entruft the caufe of human-kind.

Britanmcfsgraceful fbns appear in arms,
Her harras'd troops the heroe's prefence warms,
Whilft the high hills and rivers all around
With thund'ring peals of Britiflofhouts refound:
Doubling their fpeed they march with frefh delight,
Eager for glory, and require the fight.
So the ftanch Hound the trembling Deer purlues,
And Imells his footfteps in the tainted dews,
The tedious track unrav'ling by degrees:
But when the fcent comes warm in ev'ry breeze^
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Fir'd at the near approach, he fhoots away
On Iiis füll ftretch, and bears upon his prey.

The march concludes, the various reaims are paft,
Th ' immortal Schellenberg appeärs at laft:
Like hills th5 afpiring ramparts rife on high,
Like vallies at their feet the trenches lye;
Batt'ries on batt'ries guard each fatal pafs,
Threat 'ning deftru&ion j rows of hollow braß,
Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep,
Whilft in their wombs ten thoufand thunders fleep:
Great Churchill owns, charm'd with the glorious fight,
His march o'er-paid by fach a promis'd fight.

The weftern Sun noW fhot a feeble ray,
And faintly fcatter'd the remains of day,
Ev'ning approach'd ; but oh what hofts of foes
Were never to behold that ev'ning clofe!
Thick 'ning their ranks, and wedg'd in firm array,
The clofe compa6ted Britons win their way
In vain the cannon their thröng 'd war deface'do
With tra<5ts of death, and laid the battel walte •
Still preffing forward to the fight, they broke
Through flames of lulphur, and a night of finoke,
'Till flaughter'd legions fill'd the trench below,
And bore their fierce avehgers to the foe.

High on the works the mingling hofts engage j
The battel kindled into tenfold rage

With
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With fhow'rs of bullets and with ftorms of fire
Burns in füll fiiry heaps on heaps expire,
Nations with nations mixad confus'dly die,
And loft in one promifcuous carnage lye.

How many gen'rous Britonsmeet their doom,
New to the field, and heroes in the Moom\
Th ' illuftrious youths, that left their native fröre
To march where Britons never marchM before,
(O fatal love of fame ! O glorious heat
Only deftru&ive to the brave and great !)
After fuch toils o'ercome, Jfach dangers paft,
Stretch'd on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laft.
But hold, my Mule, may no complaints appear,
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear :
While Marlbro lives Britann 'td's ftars dilpenle
A friendly light, and fhine in innocence.
Pinnging thro ' jfeas of blood his fiery fteed
Where-e'er his friends retire, or foes fliccced*
Thofe he fopports, thefe drives to fiidden flight,
And turns the various fortune of the fight.

Forbear, great man, renown'd in arms, forbear
To brave the thickeft terrors of the war,
Nor hazard thus, confus'd in crouds of foes,
Brkanmä's fafety, and the world's repofej
Let nations anxious for thy life abate
This fcorn of danger, and contempt of fate:
Thou liveft not for thy felf; thy Qüeen demands
Conqueft and peace from thy vi&orious hands

Kingdorns
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Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join,
And Europas deftiny depends on thine.

i

At length the long-difputed pafs they gain,
By crouded armies fortify'd in vain j
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield,
And fee their camp with Br 'mßo legions fill'd,
So Belgiernmounds bear on their matter'd fides
The fea's whole weight encreas'd with fwelling tides ->
But if the rufhkig wave a paflage finds,
Enrage'd by wat'ry moons, and warring winds,
The trembling Peafant fees his country round
Cover'd with tempefts, and in oceans drown'd.

The few mrviving foes dilperft in flight,
( Refufe of fwords, and gleanings of a fight)
In ev'ry rufsling wind the vi&or hear,
And Marlbro 's form in ev'ry fhadow fear,
'Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace
Befriends the rout, and Covers their difgrace.

To Donawert with unrefifted force,
The gay vi&orious army bends its courfe.
The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields,
Whatever fpoils Bavarm\ fummer yields,
(The Danube's great increafe) Britann'm fhares,
The food of armies, and liipport of wars:
With magazines of death, deftructive balls,
And canttons doom'd to batter Landaus walls^
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The victor finds each hidden cavern ftor'd,
And turns their fury on their guilty Lord.

Deluded Prince f how is thy greatnefs croft,
And all the gaudy dream of empire loft,
That proudly fet thee on a fancy'd throne,
And made imaginary realms thy own!
Thy troops, that now behlnd the Danube join,
Shall fhortly feek for fhelter from the Rh 'me9
Nor find it there : Surrounded with alarms,
Thou hope'ft th ' affiftance of the Gallic arms;
The Galüc arms in fafety mall advance,
And croud thy ftandards with the power of France,
While to exalt thy doom, th' aipiring Gaul
Shares thy deftru&ion, and adorns thy fall.

Unbounded courage and compaflion joinM,
Temp 'ring each other in the vi&or's mind,
Alternately proclaim him good and great,
And make the Hero and the Man compleat.
Long did he ftrive th ' obdurate foe to gain
By profFer'd grace, but long he ftrove in vain
'Till fir'd at length he thinks it vain to fpare
His rifing wrath, and gives a loofe to war.
In vengeance rous'd the fbldier fills his hand
With fword and fire, and ravages the land,
A thoufand villages to ames turns,
In crackling flamesa thonfand harvefts burns.
To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat,
And mixt with bellowing herds confus'dly bleat$

Vol . I. L Their
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Their trembling lords the common jfhade.partake,
And cries of infants found in ev'ry brake:
The lift'ning foldier fixt in forrow ftands,
Loth to obey his leader's juft commands •
The leader grieves, by gen'rous pity fway'd,
To fee his juft commands Cowell obey'd.

But now the trumpet terrible from far
In mriller clangors animates the war,
Confed 'rate drums in ruller confort beat,
And echoing hills the loud alarm repeat:
Gallia 's proud ftandards , to Bavaria 's join 'd.,
Unfurl their gilded Lilies in the wind
The daring Prince his blafted hopes renews,
And while the thick embattled hoft he views
Stretcht out in deep array ., and dreadful length,
His heart dilates, and glories in Iiis ftrength.

The fatal day its mighty courle began,
That the griev'd world had long defir'd in vanu
States that their new captivity bemoan 'd,
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan 'd,
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons,heard 5
And prayers in bitterneß of foul prefer 'd,
Europas loud cries, that Providence afTail'd,
And ANNA 's ardent vpws, at lengrh prevail 'dj
The day was come when Heaven defign'd to fhow
His care and condud of the world below,

Behold in awfiil march and dread array
The ; long -extended fcpadrons fliape their way ! Dcath,
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Death , in approacliing terrible, imparts
An anxious horrour to the braveft hearts
Yet do their beating breafts demand the ftrife,
And thirft of glory quells the love of life.
No vuigar fears can Britißominds controul:
Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul
O'er-look the foe, advantag'd by his polt,
LefTen his numbers, and contract his hofl:
Tho ' fens and floods porTeft the middle fpace,
That unprovok'd they would have fear'd to paß j
Nor fens nor floods can ftop Britanwa's bands,
When her proud foe rang'd on their borders ftands.

But O, my Mufe, what numbers wilt thou find
To fing the furious troops in battel join'd!
Methinks I hear the drum's tumultuous fbund
The victor's fhouts and dying groans confound,
The dreadful burft of cannon rend the skies,
And all the thunder of the battel rife.
'Twas then great Marlbro 's mighty fbul was prov'd,
That , in the fhock of charging hofts unmov'd,
Amidft confufion, horror , and defpair,
Examin'd all the dreadful fcenes of war;
In peaceful thöught the field of death furvey'd,
To fainting fquadrons fent the timely aid,
Infpir'd repuls'd battalions to engage,
And taught the doubtful battel where to rage,
So when an Angel by divine command
With rifing tempefts fhakesa guilty land,

mi£i vj (h 3ihM : - ■'>':? & n '1 *>- 3rp
L 2 Such
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Such as of late o'er pale Britannia paß,Calm and ferene he drives the furious blaft »
And, pleas'd th5 Almighty's Orders to perform,
Rides in the whirl-wind, and dire&s the florm.

But fee the haughty houlhold-troops advance!
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France.
The war's whole art each private foldier knows,
And with a Gen'rajfs love of conqueft glows-f
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear
Laughs at the fliaking of the Bnt 'tfh ipear:Vain infolence! with native freedom brave
The meaneft Br 'iton fcorns the higheft flave;
Contempt and fury fire their fouls by turns,
Each nation's glory in each warriour burns,
Each fights, as in Iiis arm th5 important day
And all the fate of his great monarch lay:
A thoufand glorious aöions , that might claim
Triumphant laureis, and immortal fame,
Confus1d in crouds of glorious a&ions lye,
And troops of heroes undiftinguifh'd dye.
O Dormer, how can I behold thy fate,
And not the wonders of thy youth relate!
How can I fee the gay, the brave, the young,
Fall in the cloud of war, and lye unfung!
In joys of conqueft he refigns his breath,
And, fill'd with, England'* glory, lmiles in death„

The rout begins, the Gallic fquadrons run,
Compell'd in crouds to meet the fate they fhuny
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Thoufands of fiery fteeds with wounds transfix'd
Floating in gore, with their dead mafters mixt,
Midft heaps of fpears and ftandards driv'n aroiind,
Lie in the Danube's bloody whirl-pools drown'd.
Troops of bold youths, born on the diftant Soane,
Or founding borders of the rapid Rhone,
Or where the Semeher flow'ry fields divides,
Or where the Loire through winding vineyards glidesj
In heaps the rolling billows fweep away,
And into Scythianfeas their bloated corps convey.
From Blemheirrfstow?rs the GW , with wild affright,
Beholds the various havock of the fight
His waving banners, that fo oft had ftood
Planted in fields of death, and ftreams of blood,
So wont the guarded enemy to reach,
And rile triumphant in the fatal breach,
Or pierce the broken foe's remoteft lines,
The hardy Veteran with tears refigns.

Unfortunate Tallardf Oh who can name
The pangs of rage, of forrow, and of fhame,
That with mixt tumult in thy bofom fwell'd!
When firft-thou faw'ft thy braveft troops repell'd,
Thine only fon pierc'd with a deadly wonnd,
Choak'd in his blood, and gafping on the ground,
Thy felf in bondäge by the vi&or kept ?
The Chief, the Father, and the Captive wept.
An Engltß Mufe is touch'd with gen'rous woe,
And in th ' unhappy man forgets the foe,

Greatly
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Greatly diftreft:! thy loud complaints forbear,
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war|
Give thy brave foes their due, nor blufli to own
The fatal field by iiich great leaders won,
The field whence fam'd Rugemobore away
Only the fecond honours of the day.

With floods of gore that from the vanquiflit feil
The marines ftagnate, and the rivers fwelL
Mountains of flain lyc heap'd upon the ground,
Or 'midft the roarings of the Danube drown'd j
Whole captive hofts the conqueror detains
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains
Ev'n thofe who 'fcape the fetters and the iwprd,
Nor feek the fortunes of a happier lord,
Their raging King difhonours, to compleat
Marlbro 's great work3 and finifh the defeat

From Memm'mghen's high dorn es., and Aushmg's walls,
The diftant battel drives th' inlulting Gauls,
Free'd by the terror of the vi&or's name
The refcu'd ftates Iiis great protection claim;
Whilft Ulmeth' approach of her deliverer waits,
And longs to open her obfequious gates.

The hero's breaft ftill fVells with great defigns,
In ev'ry thought the tow'ring genius fhines:
If to the foe his dreadfpl cpurfe he bends,
O'er the wide continent his march extends;
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If fieges in Iiis lab'ring thoughts are form'd,
Camps are afTaulted, and an army ftorm'd ;
If to the fight his a&ive foul is bent,
The fate of Euröpe turns on its event.
What diftant land, what region can affbrd
An action worthy his vi&orious ßvurd:
Where will he next the AyingGaul defeat,
To make the feries of his toils compleat?

Where the fwoln Rhine rufliing with all its force'
Divides the hoftile nations in its conrfe,
V/hile each contrads its bounds, or wider grows5
F.nlarg'd or ftraiten'd as the river flows,
On Galltds fide a mighty bülwark ftands,
That all the wide extenaed piain commands •>
Twice, fince the war was kindled, has it try'd
The victor's rage, and twice has chang'd its fidea*
As oft whole armies, with the prize o'erjoy'd,
Have the long fummer on its walls employ'd.
Hither our mighty Chief his arms dire&s,
Hence future triumphs from the war expedls
And, tho' the dog-ftar had its courfe begun,
Carries his arms ftill nearer to the Sun:
Fixt on the gtorious adion , he forgets
The change of feafons, and increafe of heäts:
No toils are painful that can danger fhow,
No climes unlovely, that contain a föe.

The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reftrain5c3?
Learns to encamp within his native land3
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But foon as the victorious hoft: he fpies,
From Hill to hill, from ftream to ftream he flies:
Such dire imprcffions in his heart remain
Of Marlbro 's fword, and Hocßefs fatal piain:
In vain Britatmia's mighty chief befets
Their mady coverts, and obfcure retreats ;
They fly the conqueror's approaching fame,
That bears the force of armies in his name.

Auflrî s young monarch, whofe imperial fway
Sceptres and thrones are deftin'd to obey,
Whofe boafted anceftry fo high extends
That in the pagan gods his lineage ends,
Comes from a-far, in gratitude to own
The great fupporter of his father's throne:
What tides of glory to his bofbm ran,
Clafp'd in th' embraces of the god-like man!
How were bis eyes with pleafing wonder fixt
To (ee fucli fire with fo much rweetnels mixt,
Such eafie greatneß, jfacha graceful port,
So turn'd and finim'd for the camp or court!

Achillesthus was fornfd with ev'ry grace,
And Ntreus {hone but in the fecond place;
Thus the great father of Almighty Rome
(Divinely flufht with an immortal bloom
That Cytherea's fragrant breath beftow'd)
In all the charms of his bright mother glow'd,

The royal youth by Marlbro 's prefence charm'd,
Täught by his counfels, by his actions warm'd,
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On Landau with redoubled fury falls,
Difcharges all his thunder on its walls,
O'er mines and caves of death provokes the fight,
And learns to conquer in the Hcro's fight.

The Brinßo Chief, for mighty toils renown'd,
Increas'd in titles, and with conquefts crown'd,
To Belgiancoafts his tedious march renews,
And the long windings of the Rh 'me purfües,
Clearing its borders from ufürping foes,
And bleft by refcu'd nations as he goes.
Trevesfears no more, free'd from its dire alarms;
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms,
Seated on rocks her proud foundations fhake,
While Marlbro preifes to the bold attack,
Plants all his batt'ries, bids his cannon röar,
And fhows how Landau might have fall'n before.
Scar'd at his near approach, great Louis fears
Vengeance referv'd for his declining years,
Forgets his thirft of univerfal fway,
And fcarce can teach his liibjecTis to ohey,-
His arms he finds on vain attempts employ'd,
Th ' ambitious projects for his race deftroy'd,
The work of ages funk in One campaign,And lives of millions facrific'd in vain.

Such are th ' effeäs of ANNA 's royal cares:
By.her, Bntannia, great in foreign wars,
Ranges through nations, wherefoe'er disjoin'd,Without the wonted aid of fea and wind.

Vol . I. M By
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By her tlV unfetter'd Ifler's ftates are free,.
And tafte the fweets of Engltß liberty:
But who can teil the joys of thofe that lye
Beneath the conftant influence of her eye!
Whilft in diffufive lhow'rs her bounties fall
Like heaven's indulgence, and defcend' on all,
Secure the happy, fuccour the diftreft,
Make ev'ry fiibjeä: glad, and a whole people bleft.

Thus wou'd I fain Britannia's wars rehearfe,.
In the iSiiooth reeords of a faithful vcrfe;
That , if fuch numbers can o'er time prevail,
May teil pofterity the wond'rous tale.
When acltions, unadorn'd,. are faint and weak,
Cities and Countries.muft be taught to fpeak ;
Gods may defcend in factions from the skies,
And RiTers from their oozy beds arife;
Fiktion may deck the truth with fpurious rays.
And round the Hero call a.borrow'd bla&e.
Marlbro 's exploits appear divinely bright.
And proudly mine in their own native light;
Rais'd of themlelves,, their genuine charms they boaft,
And thofe who paint .'eirt trueft.praife 'em-moft.

R 0
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A Copy of Verses in the Sixth Mifcellany,

TO THE

A U T H O R
, % * ; ."̂ ^ v.t ". 0, ^ 4 ^

'ROSA M 0 N D.
-- Ne forte pudori

Sit tibi Mufa Lyr<e filers, et Cantor Apollo.

By Mr . TICK ELL.

THE Opera firfl Italian mafiers taught,
Enrich'd with fongs, but innocent of thought.

Britarmia's learned theatre dtfdains
Melod'tous triflesj and enervate firains ;
And blujbes on her injufdfiage to fee
Nonfenfe well-turfd, and fweet ßupidity.

No
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No charms are...wanting to thy artfulßongy . .
Soft as Corelli , but as Virgil flrong.
From wordsß fweet new grace the notes receive,
And Mufick borrows helps, fhe uid to give.
7%y ßile hath matctid what ancient Romans knew>
Thy fiowing numbers far excell the new;
Their cadence in ßuch eafie ßound convey'd,
That height ofthought may feem ßuperfluous aid -̂
Tet in ßuch charms the noble thoughts abound,
That needleßs ßeem the ßweets of eafie ßound.

üLandßchapes how gay the bow'ry grotto y '̂ st
Which thought creates, and lavißo ^u^ s •
What art can trace the vifionar;fT cenes>
Theflow'ry gröves, and ew tafiing greens,
The bablingßomd$J ^ ™m'lck Echo  P la T^
The fairy Jh/ẑ y an<̂ tts eternal maze,
Nature ^nd art in all their charms comb'in'dy
/fvJ all Elyfium to one view confitfdf
]Vo further could Imagination roam,
'Till Vanbrook fram 'd, and Marlbro ' rais'd the Dome.

Ten thoußandpangs my anxious boßom tear,
When drown'd in tears Ißee th°imploring fair :
When bards leßs ßoft the movmg words ßupphyy
Aßeemmgjuflice dooms the Nymph to die ;
But here Jhe begs, nor can ßhe heg in vam3
(In dirges thus expiring Swans complaw)

Eatf
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Each verfe fo fwells, exprejjive of her woesr
And 'ev'ry fear in lines fo mournfulflows;
JVe, fpite of fame y her fate revers'd behevey
0 "erhöh her crimes, and thmk Jhe ought to live,

Let joy tranfport fair Rofamonda '^ßoade,
And wreaths of myrtle crown the lovely Maid.
While now perhaps with DidoV ghofl fhe rovesr
And hears and teils the ßory of the 'ir loves,
Alike they mourn, alike they blefs the 'ir fate,
Since love, which made "em ivretched, makefem great^
Nor longer that relentleß doom bemoany
Which gain 'd a Virgil , and an Addifon.

Accept, great monarch of the Britifh laysy
The tribute fong an humble fubjeß pays.
So tr 'ies the artlefs Lark her early flight,
And foarSj to ha 'il the God of verfe, and light,
ünrivald as thy merit be thy fame y
And thy own laureis fhade thy envy'd name:
Thy namey the boafi of all the tuneful choir,
Shall tremble on the ßrings of eifry Lyre -y
While the charnfd reader with thy thought compUes^
Feels correfponding joys or forrows rife,
And views thy Rofamond with Henry '* eyes.

Dramatis



Dramatis Perfona?
M E N.

King Henry.
Sir Trußy, Keeper of the Bower.
Page.
MelTenger.

W OME N.

Queen Elinor.
Rofamond.
Grideline, Wife to Sir Trußy.

Guardian Angehe&c.

SCENE Woodßock Tark.
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ROSA MOND.

ACT I. SCENE I.

A ProfpeB of Woodftock-Park, termmatmg in the Bowen

Enter QUEEN and PAGE.

QUEEN.

HAT place is here!
What fcenes appear\

Where-e'er I turn my eyes,
All aröund
Enchanted ground

And foft Elyfiumsrife:
Flow'ry mountains^
Moffie fountairtSj

N ShadyVol . I.
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Shady woods,
Chryftal floods,

With wild variety Jfurprife.
* As der the hollow vaults we walky
Ä hundred echo's round us talk:

From hill to hill the voice zs tofl,
Rocks rebounding,
Caves refoundmg,

Not a fingle word is loß^

V P 4 G &
Tliere gentle Rofamondimmured
JLives from the world and you fecured»

QUEEN.
Curfe on tlie namef I faint, I die,
With fecret pangs of jealoufie. ------

. • , . *c . v.\ .va >/.*.v.' .'"j'i .jl 'iSiL-ji 'J '. d iitc
P h G E.

There does the penfive beauty mourn,
And languifh for her Lord's return.

Q U E E N.
Death and confuiion! rm too flow------
Show me the happy manfion, ßaow-----

P A G E.

Great Henry there— -

O T"■•».•>• m

[A/ide»

[Aßde,

* Älludmg to the famous Echo in Woodftock-Park.

QU E EN
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£ U E E N.
Triner , no more !-----

PAGE.

-----Great Henry there
Will foon folget the toils of war.

Q U E E N.

No more ! the happy manfion fliow
That holds this lovely guilty foe.
My wrath, like that of heav'n, {hall rife,
And blaß her in her Paradife.

1 -~ ■ * ~ i£ h'ioJL«
PAGE.

Behold on yonder rifing ground
7%e bower, that wanders
In meanders,
Ever bend'mg,
Never ending,
Glades on glades,
Shades in ß̂ades,

Running an eternal round.

Q U E E N.
In fach an endlefs maze I rove,
Loft in labyrinths of love.

My breaft with hoarded vengeance barns^
While fear and rage

N z
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Witli hope engage3
And rule my wav'ring foul by turns.

PAGE.

The path yon verdant field divides,
Which to the foft confinement guides.

^ QUEEN.
Eleonora, think betimes,
What are thy bated rival's crimes!
Whither, ah whither doft thou go!
What has Ihe done to move tliee fo!

—Does {he not warm with guilty fires
The faithlefs Lord of my defires?
Have not her fatal arts remov'd

My Henry from my arms?
'Tis her crime to be lov'd,
'Tis her crime to have charms„
Let us fly, let us fly,
She mall die, fhe jfhall die.

/ feel, I feel my heart relent,
How could the Fair be mnocent/

To a monarch Tikem'mey
Who would not reßgn/
One fo great and fo brave

All hearts muß enflave.

P A G : E

Hark, hark ! what fonnd invades my ear ?
The concperor's approach I hear.
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He comes, wBonousHenry comes/
Hautboys, Trumpets, Fifes and Drums,

In dreadful concert join'd.
Send from afar
A found of war,

And fill with horror eifry wind.

QUEEN.
Henry returns, from danger free!
Henry returns!-—— but not to me.
He comes his Rofamondto greet,
And lay his laureis at her feet,
His vows impatient to renew;
His vows to Eleonoradue.
Here mall the happy Nymph detain,
(While of his abfence I complain)
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower,
My lord, my life, my conqueror.

No, no, 't 'ts decreed
The Traitreß ßjall bleed;
No fear ßoall alarmy
Nop 'ity dtfarm;
In my rage ßoall he feen
The revenge of a Queen*

S .CENE
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S G E N E Ii.
The Entry of the Bower.

Sir TR US TT , Knight of the Bower, film,

How unhappyh hey
That is ty'd to a ße , '

Andfam 'd for bis wit and h 'ts beaufy/
For of us pretty fellows
Our w'wes are fo jealous,

They ne'er have enougb of our duty<
But hah ! my limbs begin to quiver3
I glow, I burn, I freeze, I miver -y

Whence rifes this convulfive ftrife?
I fmell a fhrew!
My fears are true,

I lee my wife»
*' ■ . "j '•« r»&. ■■ ■ ' l . ■ ■ - '»• ' -' * | ü ( i V(?'"'' :. J ' " - -■ ■• ■ '- "'J > Ä- *J >*\ "1*

■"...... " - ..... ' ' ' ' • . ' - 11 1 ' ' ' 1 '

S G E N[ E III::
GRI DELINE and Sir T R U S X Y.

G R J D E L I N E.

Faithlefs varlet, ärt thou there ?

Sir T RU S TT.

My love, my dove, my charming fair! GRI-



ROSAMOND.
G R TD E LINE.

Monfter, thy wheedling tricks I know.
Sir TRU S TT.

Why wilt thou call thy turtle fo ?
GRIDELINE.

Cheat not me with falfe carerTes.

Sir T RU S TT.
*A.£ \ «fc 'j.;, \ ^ Ty

Let me ftop thy mouth with kifles.
G R 1 D ELI N E.

- . S \ . 5k T » u J \ v 1-- J

Thole to fair Rofamondare due.

Sir TRU S T T.

She is not half fo fair as you.
«k » * — A ? *■ *

G R I D E L I N E.

She views thee with a lover's eye,
Sir TRU S TT.

Fll ftill be thine, and let her die.

G R I D E L I N E.

No, no, 5tis piain. Thy frauds I fee,
Traitor to thy King and me!

Sk T R U S TT.

0 Grideline! confult thy glafs,
Behold that fweet bew'ttch'mg face}

95

Thofe
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Thofe blooming cheeks, that lovely hue!

Eifry feature
(Charm'mg creature)

Will convince youI am true.

GRIDELINE.
0 how blefl were Grideline,
CouldI call Sir Trufty mine/
JDid he not cover amorous wiles
With / oft, but ah / deceiving fm 'iles:
How ßoouldI revel in delight,
The fpoufe of fuch a peerlefs Knight/

Sir TRUSTT,

At length die ftorm begins to ceafe,
Pve footh'd and flatter'd her to peace.
'Tis now my turn to tyrannize:
1 feel, I feel my fury rife!
Tigrefs, be gone.

GRIDELINE.
— -I love thee fo

I cannot go.
Sir TR U S TT.

Fly from my paffion, Beidame, fly!

GRIDELINE,

Why fo Uiikind, Sir Trußy, why ?



ROSAMOND.

Sir TRUST r.

Thou 'rt die plague of my life.

GRIDELINE,

Ym a foolim, fond wife.

Sir TRUSTE

Let as part,
Let us part.

G R I D E LINE.

Will you break my poor heart ?
Will you break my poor heart ?

Sir TR US TT.
I will if I can.

GRIDELINE,
O barbarous man!
From whence doth all this paflion flow?

Sir TRU ST Y.

Thou art ugly and old,
And a vdlainous fcold.

GRIDELINE

Thou art a rufiick to call me ß.
Im not ugly nor old,
Nor a vdlainous fcold,

Vol . I, O
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Biet thou art a rußick to call me ß.
Thou, Traftor, adieu/

Sir TRUST Y.

Farewel, thou Shrew/
GR . IDELINE.

Thou Traitor,
Sir T R U S T Y.

Thou Shrew,
B O T H.

Adieu! adteu!

Sir TR US TT , folus.

How hard is our fate,
Who ferve in the ftate,
And fhould lay out onr cares
On publick aflfairs5
When conjugal toils,
And family-broils

Make all our great labours mifcarry!
Yet this is the lot
Of him that has got
Fair Rofamond's bower,
With the clew in his power,
And is courted by all,
Böth the great and the fmall,

As prinzipal pimp to the mighty King Harry.



ROSAMOND.
But fee, the penfive fair draws near:
Fll at a diftance ftand and hear.

S G E N E IV.
ROSAMOND and Sir TRÜSTY.

ROSAMOND.

From walk to walk, from fhade to "fhade,
From ftream to purling ftream convey'd,
Through all the mazes of the grove,
Through all the mingling trads I rove,

Turning,
Burning,
Changing,
Ranging,

Füll of grief and füll of love.
Impatient for my Lord's return
I figh, I pine, I rave, I mourn.
Was ever ßajfion crofs'd Vikem'me?

To rend my breafi,
And break my reß>

A thoufand thoufand Iiis combine»
Abfence wounds me,
Fear furrounds mey
Gmlt confounds me.

Was everpajfion crofs'düke m'me?

O %



IGO ROSAMOND.

Sir TR U S TT*
What hcart of ftone
Can hear her moan,

And not in dumps fo doleful join!
% Er ' "r ■ ^%

ROSAMOND.

How does my conftant grief deface
The pleafiires of this happy place!
In vain the fpring my fenfes greets
In all her colours, all her fweets

To me the Rofe
No longer glows,,
Every plant
Has loft its fcent:

The vernal blooms of various hue,
The bloflbms frefh with morning dew,
The breeze, that (weeps thefe fragrant bowers,
Fill'd with the breath of op'ning flow'rs,

Purple fcenes,
Winding greens,
Glooms inviting,
Birds delighting,

(Nature 's fofteft, fweeteft ftore)
Charm my tortur'd foul no more.
Te powers, I rave, I fa 'mty 1 die-3
Why fo flow! great Henry, why\

From death and alarms
Fly, fly to my arms,

Fly to my arms, my Monareh, fly /
Sir

[Apart,
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Sir TRUST T.

How much more blefs'd would lovers be,
Did all the whining fools agree
To live like Gndehne and me!

ROSAMOND.

Ö Rofamond, behold too late,
And tremble at thy future fafce.f
Curie this unhappy, guilty face^
Every charm, and every grace,
That to thy ruin made their way,
.And led thine innocence aftray:
At home thou feeft thy Queen enraged5
Abroad thy ablent Lord engaged
In wars, that may our loves disjoin>
And end at once Iiis life and mine.

Sir T RU S TT.

Such cold complaints beflt a Nun;
If fte turns honeft, Fm undonel

R 0 S A M 0 N D,

Beneath fome hoary mounta'tn
IHl lay me down and weepy

Or near fome warbling fountam
Bewa'il mjfelf afleep

Where feathefd cho'irs comhining
With gentle murm'r 'mg ßreamsy
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Andw 'inds m confort joimng,

Ratfe fadly-pleafing dreams.

Sir TR US TT , folus;

What favage tiger would not pity
t A damfel fo diftrefs'd and pretty!
But hah ! a found my bower invades,

And echo's through the winding fliades-y
'Tis Henryksmarch ! the tune I know:
A Meffenger! It muH be fo.

[Ex. Roß

]Trumpets flouriß).

S G E N E V.

R̂ H
1
' 'yKM

; ■

vi * *̂'■■«AJgSB
. ■s;

A MESS ENGE R and Sir TRUST Y.

MESSENGER.

Great Henry comes ! with love oppreft,-
Prepare to lodge the royal gueft.
From purple fields with flaughter fpread,
From rivers choak'd with heaps of dead,
From glorious and immortal toils,
Loaden with honour, rieh with ipoils,
-Great Henry comes! Prepare thy bower
To lodge the mighty conquerour.

Sir TRUST V»

The bower and Lady both are dreft,
And ready to reeeive their güeft. M E S-



R 0 S A M 0 N D.
*

MESSE N G E R.

Hither the vi<5tor flies, (his Queen
And royal progeny unfeen
Soon as the Brmßo {hores he reached,
Hither his foaming courfer ftretched:
And fee! his eager fteps preVent
The meflfage that himfelf hath fent!

Sir TR U S TT.

Here will I ftand
With hat in hand,

Obfequioufly to meet him,
And muft endeavour
At behaviour,

That 's Jfiiitable to greet him.

S C E N E VI.
Enter KingHenry öfteraflouriß of Trumpetsl

KING,

Where is my love/ my Rofamond!
Sir T R U S T V,

Firft, asin ftrideft duty bound5
I kifs your royal hand^

KING.
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K I N ' G.

Where is my life! my Refamondf
-k yfeii î -j -d̂ <-jB {L;. :fcj -̂ -jfc^ jA " *sir r # z/.̂ rr,

Next with mbmiflion moft profound,
I welcome you to land.

tÖür -■;&-¥JMM?atM
Where is the tender, charming fair?

Sir T RU S TT

Let me appear, great Sir, I pray,
Methodical in what I fay,

Hß ' ^-.|fp^
Where is my love3 O teil me where!

Sir TRUSTT.

: For when we have a Prince's ear,
We fhould have wir,
To know what's fit

For us to {peak, and him to hear.

• •" k i jv . a vm v
Thefe dull delays I cannot bear.
Where is my love, O teil me where?

Sir TRUSTT

I (peak, great Sir, with weeping eyes,
Slie raves, alas! me faints, fhe dies.



ROSAMOND.

KING.

What doli thou Tay? I fhake with fear.
Sir TRUSTT.

Nay, good my Liege, with patience hear.
She raves, and faints, and dies, 'tis truej
But raves, and faints, and dies for you.

KING.

Was ever Nymph likeRofämond,
So fair , fo faithful, and fo fondy
Adortfd with etfry charm and grace/

Im all defire/
My hearfs on fire,

And leaps and fprings to her emhrace.
sir r ru s rr.

At the fight of her lover
Shell quickly recover.

What place will you chule
For firft interviews?

K I N G.

Füll in the center of the grove,
In yon pavilion made for love,
Where Woodbines, Rofes, Jeflamines,
Amaranths, and Eglantines,
With intermingling fweets have wove
The particolour'd gay Alcove.

Vol . L P
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Sir TRUST T.

Your Highnefs, Sir, as I prefume,
Has chofe the moft convenient gloorh;
There 's not a fpot in all the park
Has trees fo thick, and Hudes fo dark.

; ^̂ ^N ^ "7̂ h5̂ *m
Mean while with due attention wait
To guard the bower, and watch the gate j
Let neither envy, grief, nor fear,
Nor love-fick jealoufie appear$
Nor fenfelefs pomp, nor noife intrude
On this delicious{olitude;
But pleafore reign through all the grove,
And all be peace, and all be love.
0 the pleaßng pleaßng anguljh,
When we love, and when we langmfh/

Wißoesr 'tßng!
Thought furpnzmg /
Pleafure courting! .
Charms tranfportmgf
Fancy vtewtng
Joys enfumg/

0 the pleaßnĝ pleaßng angfdtfhf [Exaunt>.

A C T
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ACT II. S C E N E I.
A Pavillon in the middle of the Bower.

KING and ROSAMOND,

11 \ . '•; K 1 : N -̂ i ^ . . ' .i ^ V L[ '

TH U S let my weary foul forget
Reftlefs glory, martial ftrife,

Anxious pleafures of the great,
And gilded cares of life.

ROSAMOND.

Thus let me lofe, in rifing joys,
Fierce impatience, fond defires, *

Abfence that flatt'ring hope deftroys,
And life-confiiming fires.

R^ä -; \ ■• ' K I ^ ^ :|i;;^ ^ PS 4̂
Not the loud Bnüßo moüt that warms
The warrior's heart, nor clafhing arms,
Nor fields with hoftile hanners ftrow'd,
Nor life on proftrate Gaulsbeftow'd,
Give half the joys that fdl my breaft^
While with my RofamondFm bleft.

P 2 ROSA-



io8 ROSAMOND,

R 0 S A M 0 N D.
My Henry is my foul's delight,
My wim by day, my dream by night.
'Tis not in language to impart
The fecret meltings of my hcart,
While I my conqueror furvey,
And look my very foul away.■,
O may the prefent blifs endure,
From fortune, time, and death fecure!

' b ö 4f; h. ; , . f*%-1
0 may the prefent blifs endure/

, ■■jj^ M ^ ^ Î ^ ^ ^ ^ ^
My eye cou'd ever gäze, my ear
Thofe gentle founds cou'd ever hear:
But oh ! with noon-day heats oppreft,
My aking temples call for refti
In yon cool grotto's artful night
Refrefhing flumbersI'll invite,
Then feek again my ablent fair,
With all the love a heart can bear. [Exit King.

ROSAMOND fila.

From whence this fad prefaging fear,
This jfadden iigh, this falling tear ?

Oft



ROSAMOND.
Oft in my filent dreams by night

With fuch a look I've feen him fly,
Wafted by angels to the sky,

And loft in endleß tracks of light;
While I, abandon'd and forlorn,
To dark and difmal defarts born,
Through lonely wilds have feem'd to flray,
A long, uncomfortable way.

They're fantoms all ; I'Hth 'ink no morex
My üfe has endlefs joys in ßore.
Farewel ßrrow , farewel fear,
They're fantoms all / my Henryk here*.

S C E N E II.
A Poßern Gate of the Bower.

GR IDE Ii INE and

GRIDELIN E>

My ftomach fwells with fecret fpighüj
To fee my fickle, faithlefs Knight,
With upright gefture, goodly mien,,
Face of olive, coat of green,
That charm'd the Ladies long ago3.
So little bis own worth to know> „



iSKÄ■■■

I IO R 0 S A M 0 N D..

•« iiMAä.m1
ri
Wi

On a meer girl Iiis thoughts to place,
With dimpled cheeks, and baby face;
A child ! a chit ! that was not born,
Whcn I did town and court adorn.

■>'%. • p AQ̂ t .̂Ü.
Can any man prefer fifteen
To venerable Gr 'idelme?

G R I D E L 1 N &

He does, my child or teil me why
With weeping eyes fo oft I fpy
His whiskers curl'd, and moe-ftrings ty'd,
A new Toledo by his fide,
In moulder-belt fo trimly plac'd,
With band fo nicely fmooth'd and lac'd.

PA G E,

If Rofamondhis garb has view'd,
The Knight is falfe, the Nymph lubdu'd.

GR I D E LINE.

My anxious boding heart divines
His falihood by a thoufand figns :
Oft o'er the lonely rocks he walks,
And to the foolifh Echo talks
Oft in the glafs he rolls his eye,
But turns and frowns if I am by
Then my fond eafie heart begüiles,
And thinks of Rofamond, and ßnües.

PAGE.
m



ROSAMOND,
PAGE.

Well may you feel thefe fo£t alarms,
She has a heart——-

GRIDELINE.
—— And he has charms.

WA G E.

Your fears are too juft-------

GRIDELINE.

------Too plainly I've prov'd
B O T H.

He loves and h lov'd.

GRIDELIN E.
0 mercilefs fate /

P A G E.
Deplorable flate /

GRIDELIN E,
To die-------

PAGE/
—— To be flain

GRIDELINE.
By et barbarous ßvam3

B O T H.
That laughs at your ßa 'm.
i
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GRIDELINE.
How fhou'd I ac~t ? canft thou advife?

P A Q E.
%ify*tr *i. s

Open die gate, if you are wife$
I, in an unfii{pe6ted hour,
May catch 'em dallying in the bower,
Perhaps their loofe amours prevent,
And keep Sir Trußy innocent.

GRIDELINE.
Thou art in truth
A forward youth,

Öf wit and parts above "thy age ;
Thou know'ft our fex. Thou art a Page.

VAGE.
I'll clo what I can■»

To furprize the falle man.
GRIDELINE.

Of luch a faithful fpy I've need : *
Go in, -and if thy plot fucceed,
Fair youth, thou may'ft depend on this,
I'll pay thy fcrvice with a kifs.

GRIDELINE fola.

Prhhee Cupid no more
Huri thy darts at threefcore,

* An opening Scene difcovers another view of the Bowr.
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To thy girles and thy boys
Give thy pains and thy joysy
Let Sir Trufty and me
From thy frolkks. be free. [Ex. Grid.

S C EN E m

P ACE folm.
O the foft delieious view,
Ever charming, ever new\
Greens of various fhades arife,
Deck'd with flow'rs of various dies:
Patlis by meeting paths are croft,
Alleys in winding alleys loft
Fountains playing through the trees,
Give coolnels to the paffing breeze.

Ä ihoufand fairy fcenes appear,
Here a grove, a grotto here,
Here a rock, and here a fiream^

Sweet delußon,
Gay confußon,

All a vißon, all a dream!

"Vol . I. a S C E N E
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S C E N E IV..

Q^U E E N and PAG K

Q U E E W, ----

At length the bow'ry vaults appear!
My bofbm heaves, and pants with fear:
A thoufand checks my heart controul,.
A thoufand terrours {hake my löul.

: h'̂ ^ * wlf * A G & wujoh \hh itfi ^ O

Behold the brazen gate unbarr'di
------She's fixt in thought , I am not heard— \Afiart,

Jg, IT E E N.

I fee, I fee my hands. embru'd
In purple ftreams of reeking blood;
I fee the vidtim gafp for breath,
And ftart in agonies of death:
I fee my raging dying Lord,
And O, I fee my felf abhorr'd !

"Ä̂^ ^ '̂r ^wf* . , -
My eyes o'erflow, my heart is rent
To hear Britannia's Queen lament, \Afide,.

.. .. i »Ä » o %UM N-
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QU e e iy.
What (hall my trembling foul purfue?

:̂ f̂ ß ^'fiP A G ff ltiil ^^ ü813H;
Behold, great Queen, the place in view!

QUEEN.

Ye pow'rs inftru<St me what to do!

f ^ ^ %jß$jg
That Bow'r will ihow
The guilty foe.

QUEEN.

— —It is decreed------it {hall be fo ; [After a paufe.

I cannot fee my Lord rep'ine
(0 that I corfä call htm m'tne/)
Why haue not they mofl charms to move,
Whofe bofoms burn with purefl love\

PAGE, 0 9i
Her heart with rage and fondnefs glows.
Ojealoufie ! thou hell of woes! \Aßde.
That confcious fcene of love contains
The fatal caufe of all your pains:
In yonder flow'ry vale fhe lies,
Where thofe fair-bloffom'd arbours rife.

? T " \ *̂ \̂ ^ *- a 3̂yo mL[L**%£if £Tk
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QUEEN.
Let us hafte to deftroy
Her guilt and her joy.

Wild and fr antick is my grieff
Fury drivtng,
Mercy ßriving,

Heaven in pity fend relieff
The pangs of love
Te poiv'rs remove,

Or darf your thunder at my head:
Love and defpair
What heart can bear?

Eafe my foul, er flrike me dead/ [Exeunt.
• 61 «H. . .

S C E N E V.
The Scene changes to the Pavilion as before.

ROSAMOND fola.

Tranfporting pleafure f who can teil it /
When our longing eyes difcover
The kind, the dear, approachmg lover,

Who can uttery or conceal it /

A fudden motion fTiakes the grove:
I hear the fteps of him I love;

Prepare,
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Prepare, my foul, to meet thy blifs!
------Death to my eyes; what fight is this!
The Queen, th ' offended Queen I fee?
-----Open , O earth ! and Iwallow rae!

S G E N E VI.
Enter to her the QU E E N ivitha Bowl in

one band, anda Dagger in the other.
QUEEN.

Tlius arm'd with double death I come:
Behold, vain wretch, behold thy doom!
Thy crimes to their füll period tend,
And fbon by This , or This , fliall end.

R 0 S A M 0 N D.

What mall I fay, or how reply
To threats of injur'd Majefty?

QUEEN.

'Tis guilt that does thy tongue controul.
Or quickly drain the fatal Bowl,
Or this right hand performs its part,
And plants a Dagger in thy heart.

ROSJMOND.

Can Britairis Queen give fuch commands,
Or dip in blood thofe facred hands ? In
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In her {hall fach revenge be feen?
Far be that from Britain's Queen!

QUEEN.
How black does my defign appear ?
Was ever mercy fo fevere! [A/ide'„

ROSAMOND.

When tides of youthful blood run high,
And fcenes of'promiidjoys are nigh,

Health prefummg,
Beauty blooming,

Oh how dreadful'iis to dief

QU E ßyM ^ "̂ ^ ofy
To thofe whom foul difhonours ftain,
Life it felf fhould be a pain.

R 0 S A M 0 N D.

Who could refift great Henryk charms,
And drive the hero from her arms ?

Thmk on the[oft, the tender fires,
Melimg thoughts, and gay deßres,
'That in your own warm bofom rife,
When languifhmg with Love-ßck eyes
That great, that charmmg man you fee:
Thmk on your felf, andpity me ~!

k\ C\ \ sfi V V A Q

>3Ij£ ) eV ^ tV^S . fftfC
QU E E N.
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QU E E N.

And doft thou thus thy guilt deplore!
[Offermg the dagger t'Qthy breaß.

Prefumptuous womanf plead no more l

ROSAMOND . ;

O Queen, your lifted arm reftrain \
Behold thefe tears!

Q U E E N.

f—— They flow in vain.
R 0 SAMON .

Look \vith  compaflion on my fate \
O hear my fighs!----—

QU E E N.

——-They rife too latc
Hope not a day's, an hour's reprieve.

R Ö S A M 0 N D.

Tho 5 I live Wretched, let me Live.
In fbme deep dungeon let me lye,
Cover'd from ev'ry human eye,
Banifh'd the day, debarr'd the lightj
Where fhades of everlafting night
May this unhappy face difarm,
And caft a veil o'er ev'ry charm ::

t QrTended
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Oftended heaven III there adore,
Nor fee the Sun, nor Henry more.

Q . U E E N.
Movmg languagey ßoining tears,
Glow'mg gti'tlt, and graceful fears,
Ktndlmg pity, Hindling ragey
At once provoke mey and ajfwage, [Aßde,

R 0 S A M 0 N Z>.

What fliairi do to pacifie
Your kindled vengeance?

QU ^ ^ M 91
-------Thou fhalt die. [Offermg the dagger,

R 0 S A M 0 N D.

Give me but one fhort moment's ftay.
-------O Henry, why fo far away? [Aßde.

QUEEN.
Prepare to welter in a flood
Of ftreaming gore. * [Offering the dagger.

ROSA MOND.

——O fpare my blood,
And let me grafp the deadly bowl.

[Takes the bowlm her hand.

QU E E N.
Ye pow'rs, how pity rends my foul! [Aßde.

R 0 $ A-



R 0 SA M 0 N D; 121

R 0 S A M 0 N D.

Thus proftrate at your feet I fall.
O let me ftill for mercy call? [Fallmg on her knees.
Accept, great Queen, üke mjur'd heaven,
The foul that begs to be forgiven:
lfm the lateß gafp of breath,
lfm the dreadful pa 'ms of death,
IVhen the cold damp bedews your brow,
Tou hope for mercy, ßoow tt now.

QUEEN.
Mercy to lighter crimes is due,
Horrors and death fhall thine purrue. [Offer'mg the dagger,

ROSAMOND.

Thus I prevent the fatal blow.
-------Whither , ah ! whither ftiall I go!

QUEEN
Where thy paft life thou fhalt lamenü,
And wifh thou hadft been innocent.

ROSAMOND.

Tyrant ! to aggravate the ftroke,
And wound a heart, already broke!
My dying foul with fury burns,
And flighted grief to madnefs turns.

Thmk not, thou author of my woe,
That Rofämond will leave thee fo:

Vol . I. R

[Drinks.
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ROSAMOND.
At dead of mghty
A glaring fpright,
W 'tth hideous fcreams
TU haunt thy dreams,

And when the painful night withdraws,
My Henry fhall revenge my caufe.

O whither does my frenzy drive!
Forgive my rage, your wrongs forgive.
My veins are froze ; my blood grows chill;
The weary Iprings of life ftand ftill ;
The fleep of death benumbs all o'er
My fainting limbs, and Fm no more. [Falls on the coucb*

QUEEN.
Hear, and obferve your Queen's commands.

[To her attendants.
Beneath thofe hüls a Convent ftands,
Where the fam'd ftreams of Ißs ftray
Thither the breathlefs coarfe convey,
And bid the cloifter'd maids with care
The due folemnities prepare. [Exeunt w'tth the body.

When vanquißfd fies beneath us lye
How great it is to bid them Die!
But how much greater to forgive,
And bid a vanqwfts'd foe to Live / [Exit.

SCENE
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S G E N E VII.

Sir TRUSTY in a Pright.
A breathlefs corps ! what have I feen?
And follow'd by the jealous Queen!
It muft be ftie! my fears are true:
The bowl of pois'nous juice I view.
How can the fam'd Sir Trußy live
To hear his Mafter chide and grieve*
Nof tho' I hate flieh bitter beer,
Fair Rofamond, PH pledge thee here. [Dr 'mks.

The King this dolerul news {hall read
In lines of my inditing:

" GreatSir , [fVr'ttes.
" Your Rofamondis dead

" As I am at this prefent writing.
The bower türm round, my bra 'm's abufd,
The Labyrinth grows more confus'd,
The th'tckets dance-----/ ßretch, I yawn.
Death has tripfd up my beels-— Pm gone.

[Staggers and falls«,

R 2 SCENE
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S C E N E VIII.

CLUE E N, fila.
The conflict of my mind is o'er,
And Rofamondfhall charm no more.

Hence ye fecret damps of care,
Fierce difdain, and cold delpair,
Hence ye fears and doubts remove$

Hence grief and hate!
Ye pains that wait

On jealoufie, the rage of love.

My Henry fljatt he mine ahne,
The Heroe ßoall he all my own$
Nohler joys pojfefs my heari
Than crowns and ßeßters can tmßart*
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ACT III. SCENE I.

S C E N E a Grotto, HENRY afleep, a cloud
defiends, in it two Angels fuppos'd to be the Guar-
dian Sprits of the Britifti Kings in War and in
Peace.

B
1 A N G E L.

E H O L D th' unhappy Monarch there,
That cläims our tutelary care!

2 A N G E L.
In fields of death around Iiis head
A fhield of Adamant I fpread.

1 ANGEL,

In hours of peace, unfeen, unknown,
I hover o'er the Brrtißothrone.

2 ANGEL.

When hofts of foes with foes engage,
And round th3 anointed Heroe rage,t > '
The cleaving fauchion I mifguide,
And turn the feather'd fliaft afide*

1 ANGEL.
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i ANGEL.

When dark fermenting fa&ions fwell,
And prompt th5 ambitious to rebell,
A thoufand terrors I impart,
And damp the furiows traitor's heart.

B 0 T H.

But Oh what influence can remove
The pangs of grief, and rage of love

z ANGEL.

Tll fire his iöul with mighty themes
'Till Love before Ambition fly.

i ANGEL.

Iii footh his cares in pleafing dreams
'Till grief in joyful raptures die.

z ANGEL.

Whatever ghrious and renown'd
In Britifh annals can be found$
Whatever ablions ßoall adorn
Britannia'* heroes, yet unborn,
In dreadfulv 'ifions ßoall fucceed$
On fancy'dfields the Gaulßoall bleed,
CrefTyßall fland beforeh 'ts eyes,
And Agincourt and Blenheim rife,

i ANGEL.
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i ANGEL.

See, fee, he fmiles amidfr. his trance,
And fhakes a vifionary lance,
His brain is fill'd with loud alarms;
Shouting armies, clafhing arms,
The fofter prints of love deface
And trumpets found in ev'ry trace.

B O T H.

Glory ßr 'tves,
The field is wony

Farne revives
And love is gone.

i A N G E L.

To calm thy grief, and lull thy cares,
Look up and fee

What, afcer long revolving years,
Thy Bower {hall be!

When time its beauties {hall deface,
And only with its ruines grace
The fiiture profpecl: of the place.

Behold the glorious pile afcending! *
Columns fwelling, arches bending,
Domes in awful pomp anfing,
Art in curious ftrokes lürprizing,
Foes in figur'd rights contending,
Behold the glorious pile aicending!

2

* Scene changes to the Plan of BlenheimCaßle,
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*3 ANGEL.

He fees, he fees the great reward
For Anna's mighty Chief prepar'd :
His growing joys no meafure keep,
Too vehement and fierce for fleep.

i A N G E L,

Let griefand love at once engage,
His heart is proofto all their pain^

Love may ßlead— —■
* A N GBL,

----- -Andgrief 'may rage—-—■

■' -B l
But both ßoall plead änd rage in vain.

[The Angels afcend, and the vifion difappears.

HENRY , 'ßarting from the mich.
Where häve my ravim'd fenfes been!
What joys, what wonders, have I feen(
The fcene yet ftands before my eye,
A thoüfand glorions deeds that lye
In deep futurity obfcufe,
Fights and triumphs immatüre,
Heroes immcrs'd in time's dark womb,
-Ripening for mighty years to come,
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Break Förth, and, to the day difplay'd,
My fbft inglorious hours upbraid.
Tranfported with fo bright a fcheme,
My waking life appears a dream.
Adieu, ye wanton ßoades and bowers, .
Wreaths of myrtle, beds of flowers,

Roße brakes,
Kilver lakes,
To love and you
A long adieu/

O Rofamondf O rifing woe!
Why do my weeping eyes o'erflow?
O Rofamondf O fair diftrefs'd!
How mall my heart, with grief opprels'd,
Its unrelenting purpofe teil ,•
And take the long, the laft farewel!

Riß , Glory, rife in all thy charms,
Thy waving crefl, and burnißfd armsy
Spread thy gilded banners round,
Make thy thundering courfer boundy
Bid the drum and trumpet join,
Warm my foul with rage divine;
All thy pomps around thee call:
To conquer Love will ask them all, [Exit.

Vol . L S SCENE
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S C E NE II.

7he Seene changes to that part of the Bower where
SirTrufty lies upon the groundy. ivith the Bow,l
and Dagger on the table.

Enter QJJ E E N.
Every ftar, and every pow'r,
Look down on this important hour:
Lend your protection and defence
Every guard of innocence .'
Help nie my Henry to afiVage,
To gain his love, or bear Iiis rage.

. Myßer 'tous love, uncertatn treafîre, «
Ha 'ß thou more of pam or pleafuref

Chili"d w'ith tears, <
Kill'd wkh fears,

Endlefs torments dwell about thee:
Tet who would hvey and live without theet

But oh tlie fight my foul alarms:
My Lord appears, Fm all on fire!

Why am I banim'd from his arms?
My heart's too füll, I muß: retire;

[Retires to the end of the fiage.

S C E N E
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S G E N E III.

KING and QJJ E E N.
KING.

Some dreadful birth of fate is near:
Or why, my foul, unus'd to fear,
With fecret horror doft thou {hake ?
Can Dreams iuch dire impreflions make!
What means this folemn, filent {how ?
Tliis pomp of death, this fcene of woe!
Support nie, heavenwhat 's this I read ?
Oh horror ! Rofamond is dead.
What {hall I fay, or whither turn ?
With grief, and rage, and love, I burn:
From thought to thought my foul is toft,
And in the whirle of paffion loft.
Why did I not in battel fall,
Crufh'd by the thunder of the Gaul')
Why did the fpear my bofom mifs?
Ye pow'rs, was I referv'd for this!

DiflraBed with woe
!ll ruß) on the foe

To feek my rehef:
The fword or-the dart
Shall pierce my fad heart^

And finifh my grief!
S i , QU E E N.
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Sa
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«3t>

Ü7 E £ TV.

Fain wou'd my tongue his griefs appeafe,
And give his tortur'd bofom eafe.

KING.

But fee! the caufe of all my fears,
The fburce of all my grief appears!
No unexpe£ted gueft is here

The fatal bowl
Inform'd my foul

Eleonorawas too near.

QUEEN.
Why do I here my Lord receive?

K I N G.

Is this the welcome that you give?

QUEEN
Thus fliou'd divided lovers meet ?

B 0 T ff.
And is tt thus, ah / thus we greetf

QUEEN
What in thefe guilty fhades cou'd you,
Inglorious conquerour, purfue?

\Afide.

KING,
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/ N G.

Cruel woman, what cou'd you ?

QU E E N.

Degenerate thoughts have fir'd your breafl.

'i ^ tt ' ' ~ * ^ -
The thirft of blood has yours poffefs'd.

Q_ U E E N.

A heart fo unrepenting,

\ - \fejj/ ^ rßr %i£ | •Aß . f$£"
f^gp uwelent'mg,

y '̂ f̂ ^ ^ - b' ;:q:.!t h.
/^ // yör ever
Love dtßever,

Will for ever break our reß.
KING.

Floods of forrow will I fhed
To mourn the lovely fliade!

My Rofamond, alas, is dead,
And where, O where convey'd!

So bright a bloom, fo foft an a 'tr,
Did ever nymph difchfe/

The Uly was not half fo fair,
Nor half fo fweet the rofe. QU E E N
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Q U; E E yN . y

How is his heart witli anguim tom ! \_/Jßde.
My Lord , I cannot fee you raourn ;
The Living you lament : while I,
To be lamented fo, cou'd Die.

KING.

The Living ! fpeak, oh fpeak again!
Why will you dally with my pain ?

,■ . 'iv £Lu & EM . m% ,
Were your lov'd Rofamondalive,
Wou'd not my former wrongs revive?

-f; /vA K 1 ß Ŵ M-
Oh no 5 by Vifions from above
Prepar'd for grief, and free'd from love,
I came to take my laft adieu.

'\M̂ '̂ M^ ä^ Ä u E ^%.̂ .̂ #̂r̂ M.̂
How am I blefs'd if this be true !-.---- \Afide*

- / -JC^ft ^ ^^ Ä ^ ^ ^
And leave th ' unhappy nymph for you.
Bnt O !—-

. a ' "■ CL U E E N.

Forbear, my Lord, to grieve,
And know your Rofamonddoes live. jf
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If 'its joy to wound alover,

How mach more to give htm eafe?
When his pajfion we difcover,

Oh how pleaßng 'tis to pleafe /
The büß returns, and we recewe
Tranfports greater than we gwe.

' k 4 J^ Si'
O quickly relate
This riddle of fate!
My impatience forgive,
Do es Kofamondlive?

^y^SSi^ .v ~ ill
The bowl, with drowfie juices fill'd,
From cold Egypt'mn drugs diftiH'd,
In borrow'd death has clos'd her eyes:
But foon the waking nymph {hall fife,.
And, in a convent plac'd, admire
The cloifter'd walls and virgin choire : .
With them in fongs and hymns divine
The beauteous penitent fhall join^
And bid the guilty world adieu,

Kl N ' G.

How am I bleft if this be true! \Afide:

<g U E E N,

Atoning for her felf and you.

K I N G>
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KING.

1 ask no more ! fecure the fair
In life and blifs: I ask not where:
For ever from my fancy fted
May the whole world believe her dead,
That no foul minifter of vice
Again my finking foul intice
Its broken paflion tö renew,
But let me live and die with you.

QUEEN.
How does my heart for {lieh a prize
The vain cenforious world delpiie !
Tho ' diftant ages, yet unborn,
For Rofamondmall falfly mourn
And with the prefent times agree,
To brand my name with cruelty
How does my "heart for (uch a prize
The vain cenfbrious world delpife!

But fee your Slave, while yet I Ipeak,
From his dull trance unfetter'd break!
As he the Potion fhall mrvive
Believe your RofamondAlive.

K IN Gr

O happy day! O pleafing view!
My Queen forgives-----

QUEEN.
------My Lord is trae.
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KING.

No more I'll change,

a U E E N.
No more Pll grieve:

B O T H.
But ever thus united live.

Sir TRUST Y awaking.

In which World am I ! all I fee,
Ev'ry thicket, bufh and tree,
So like the place from whence I came,
That one wou'd fwear it were the fame.
My former Legs too, by their pace!
And by the Whiskers, 'tis my face!
The felf-fame habit, garb and mien!
They ne'er wou'd Bury me in Green.

S G E N E IV.
G R I D E L I N E and Sir TRUSTY.

GRIDELINE.

Have I then liv'd to fee this hour,
And took thee in the very Bow'r ?

Vol . I. T Sir
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138 R 0 $ A M 0 N D.
sir r Ä US TT.

Widow Tmßy, why ib Fine?
Why doft thou thus in Colours fliine?
Thou {hou'dft thy husbänd's death beWail
In Sable vefture, Peak and Veil.

G R I D E L I N E.

Forbear thefe foolim freaks, and fee
How our good King and Queen agree.
Why fhou'd not we their ßeps purme,
And. do as our lüperiors do ?

Sir TR US TT.

Am I bewitch'd, or do I dream ?
I know not who, or where I am,
Or what I hear, or what I fee,
But this I'm Iure, howe'er it be,
It fiiitsa perfon in my ftation
T ' obferve the mode and be in famion.
Then let not Gr 'ideTmethe ehalte
OfFended be for what is paft,
And hence anew my vows I plight
To be a faithful courteous Knight.

G R I D E L I N E,

Hl too my plighted vows renew,
Since 'tis fo courtly to be true,

Smce

. rSitu-
KV
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Since conjugal paßlon
Is come mto faß )ion9

And marnage fo hieß on the throne tsy
Lkkea Venus 27/fhine,
Be find and be fine,

And Sir Trufty fhall be my Adonis.

Sir T R ü S T Y.

And Sir Trufty fhall be thy Adonis.

The KING and QU E E N advanc'mg*

KING.

Who to forbidden joys wou'd rove,
That knows the fweets of virtuous love?
Hymen, thou fource of chafte delights,
Chearful days, and blifsful nights,
Thou doft untainted joys difpence,
And pleafure join with innocence:
Thy raptures laft, and are fincere
From future grief and prefent fear.

B O T H.

Who to forbidden joys wou'd rove}
That knows the fweets of virtuous love?

' / ^ v* '{̂ gBgpb. r
*H»
T t Prologue
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Trologue to the Tender Husband. #
Spoken by Mr. W I L K S.

T N the firft rife and infancy of Farce,
X When Fools were many, and when Plays were fcarce,
The raw unpra&is'd authors could, with eafe,
A young and unexperienc'd audience pleafe:
No fingle Chara&er had e'er been fhown,
But the whole herd of Fops was all their own
Rieh in Originals, they fet to view,
In every piece, a Coxcomb that was new*

But now our BritißoTheatre ean boaft
Droles of all kinds, a vaft Unthinking holt!
Fruitful of folly and of vice, it fliows
Cuckolds, and Citts, and Bawds, and Pimps, and Beaux$
Rough-country Knights are found of every fhire
Of every fafhion gentle Fops appear;
And Punks of difTerent chara<5ters we meet,
As frequent on the Stage as in the Pit.
Our modern Wits are forc'd to pick and cull,
And here and there by chance glean up a Fool:
Long e'er they find the neeeifary fpark,
They fearch the Town, and beat about the Park:

T©
* A Comedy uuritten by Sir Richard Steele.
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To all his moft frecpented haunts refort,
Oft dog him to the Ring , and oft to Court
As love of pleafore, or of place invites:
And fometimes catch him taking SnufF at Whkeh.

Howe'er, to do you right , the prefent age
Breeds very hopeful Monfters for the ftage j
That fcorn the paths their dull forefathers trod,
And wo'n't be blockheads in the Common road.
Do but lurvey this crowded houfe to-night:
------Here 's ftill encouragement for thofe that weite.

Our Author, to divert his friends to-day3.
Stocks with Variety of fools his Play -y
And that there may be fomething gay, and new3
Two Ladies-errant has expos'd to view:
The firft a Damfel, travell'd in Romance
The t' other more refin'dj fhe comes from France:
Refcue, like courteous Knights , the Nymph from danger ,*
And kindly treat, like well-bred men., the Stranger,

E P I
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EPILOGUE
to the British Enchanters/

WHEN Orpheustun'd his lyre with pleafing woe,
Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow,

While lift'ning forefts cover'd, as he play'd,
The foft mufician in a moving fhade.
That this night 's ftrains the fame fuccefs may find,
The force of Magick is to Mufick join'd:
Where founding ftrings and artful voices fail,
The charming rod and mütter'd fpells prevail.
Let fage Urganäa wave the circling wand
On harren mountains, or a wafte of fand,
The defart lmiles; the woods begin to grow,
The birds to warble, and the fprmgs to flow.

The fame dull rights in the fame landfeape mixt,
Scenes of Still life, and points for ever fix'd,
A tediöüs plearure on the mind beftow,
And pall the fenfe with one continu'd fhow:
But as öür two Magicians try their skill,
The vifion varies, tho5 the place ftands ftill,

While
* A Bramatick Poem written hy the Lord Lanfdown.
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While the fame fpot its gaudy form renews,
Shifting the prolped to a thoufand views.
Thus (without Unity of place tranlgreft)
Th 5 Enchanter turns the Critick to a jeft.

But howloe'er, to pleafe your wand'ring eyes,
Bright obje&s difappear and brighter rite :
There 's none can make amends for loft delight,
While from that Circle we divert your fight.

H O R A C E
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H O R A C E,
ODE III. Book III.

Auguftushada deßgn to rebuildTroy, and make
it the Metropolis of the Roman Empire, having
dofettedfeveral Senators on the projeß : Horace
is fuppos'd to have dritten the following Ode on
this occaßon.

TH E Man refolv'd and fleady to his truft.
Inflexible to ill, and obftinately juft,

May the rüde rabble's infolence delpife,
Their fenfeleß clamours and tumultuous cries
The tyrant's fiercenefs he beguiles,
And the ftern brow, and the harfh voice defies,
And with luperior greatnefs fmiles,

Not the rough whirlwind, that deforms
Adrids black gulf, and vexes it with ftorms,
The ftubborn virtue of his foul can move
Not the red arm of angry Jove,

That
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That flings the thunder from the sky,
And gives it rage to roar, and ftrength to fly.

Should the whole frame of nature round him break,
In ruine and confufion hurl'd,
He, unconcern'd, would hear the mighty crack*
And ftand fecure amidft a falling world.

Such were the godlike arts that led
Bright Pollux to the bleft abodesj
Such did for great Ahldes plead,
And gain'd a place among the Göds;
Where now Augußus, mix'd with heroes, lies,
And to Iiis lips the ne&ar bowl applies:
His ruddy lips the purple tincture fhow,
And with immortal ftains divinely glow.

By arts like thefe did young Lry<em rife:
His Tigers drew him to the skies,
Wild from the defart and unbroke:
In vain they foam'd, in vain they ftar'd,
In vain their eyes with fury glar'd
He tam'd 'em to the lafli, and bent 'em to the yoke*

Such were the paths that Romeh great founder trod,
When in a whirlwind fhatch'd on high,
He mook off dull mortality,
And loft the Monarch in the God.
Bright Juno then her awful lilence broke,
And thus th ' affembled deities befpoke.

Vol . I. U
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Troy, fays the Goddefs, perjur'd Troy has feit
The dire effe&s of her proud tyrant's guilt j
The towering pile, and (oft abodes,
Wall'd by the hand of fervile Gods,
New fpreads its ruines all around,
And lyes inglorious on the ground.
An umpire, partial and unjuft,
And a lewd woman's impiou>luft,
Lay heavy on her head, and funk her to the duft.

Since falfe Laomedorfstyrannick fway,
That dürft defraud th3 immortals of their pay,
Her guardian Gods renounc'd their patronage,
Nor wou'd the flerce invading foe repell;
To my relentments, and Minervcts rage,
The guilty King and the whole People feil.

And now the long protracted wars are o'er,
The foft adult'rer ihines no more;
No more do's HeBor's force the Trojansfhield,
That drove whole armies back, and fmgly clear'd the field.

■ ; ' ''' -jf ."•1*̂ V '{ --"V- **■** ,*» ' T "7 ■' **"** • ' '—̂ 1 •* J * — '•'"_' J ■*■"

My vengeance fated, I at length refign
To Mars his ofF-ipring of the Trojan line:
Advanc'd to god-head let him rile,
And take his ftation in the skies
There entertain his ravim'd fight
With feenes of glory, fields,of light $

QaafF
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Quaff with the Gods immortal wine,
And fee adoring nations crowd his fhrine:

The thin remains of Tro<fs afflicted hoft,
In diftant realms may feats unenvy'd find,
And flourifh on a foreign coaft
But far be Rome from Troy disjoin'd,
Remov'd by feas, from the difaftrous fhore,
May endlefs billows rife between, and ftorms unnumber'd roar

Still let the curft detefled place,
Where Prtam lies, and Priam 's faithlefs race,
Be cover'd o'er with weeds, and hid in grafs.
There let the wanton flocks unguarded ftray ;
Or, while the lonely fhepherd fings,
Amidft the mighty ruins play,
And frisk upon the tombs of Kings.

May Tigers there, and all the favage kind,
Sad folitary haunts, and filent defarts find -3
In gloomy vaults, and nooks of palaces,
May th' unmolefted Lionefs
Her brinded whelps fecurely lay,
Or, coucht, in dreadful flumbers wafte the day.

While Troyin heaps of ruines lyes,
Romeand the Roman Capitol {hall rifej
Th ' illuftrious exiles unconfin'd
Shall triumph far and near, and rule mankind.

U 2 In
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In vain the fea's intrnding tide
Europe from Afr 'tc {hall divide,
And part the fever'd world in two:
Through Afrk 's fands their triumphs they fhall lpread.
And the long train of viötories purfoe
To N 'rfe's yet undifcover'd head.

Riehes the hardy foldier {hall defpifey
And look on gold with un-defiring eyes,
Nor the disbowell'd earth explore
In fearch of the forbidden ore,*.
Thofe glitt'ring ills conceal'd within the Mine.,,
Shall lye untouch'd, and innocently fhine,
To the laft bounds that nature fetsy
The piercing colds and fültry heats,
The godlike race fhall fpread their arms^
Now fill the polar circle with alarms,
'Till flrorms and tempefls their purfuits.confine jj
Now fweat for conepeft underneath the line..

This only law the vi&or (hall reftrain,
On thefe conditions fhall he reign;
If none his guilty hand employ
To build again a fecond Troy,
If none the rafh defign puriue,
Nor tempt the vengeance of the Gods anew.

A Curfe there cleaves to the devoted place,That fhall the new foundations rafe:
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Greecemall in mutual leagues confpire
To ftorm the rifing town wich fire,
And at their armics head my felf will fhow
What Juno, urged to all her rage, can do.

■- " :: ii \ / Ii
Thrice fhduld Apollô felf the city raife,

And line it round with walls of braß,
Thrice fhould my fav'rite Greekshis works confound, ,
And hew the fhining""fabrick to the ground •
Thrice ftiould her captive dames to Greecereturn,
And their dead föns and flaughter'd husbands mourn,

But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy towering flight,
Nor bring the fecrets of the Gods to light .:
In vain would thy prefiimptuous verfe
Th ' immortal rhetoric rehearfe;
The mighty ftrains, in Lyric numbers bound,
Jorget their majefty, and lofe their found.

~'rh 'i\ iDY-rl .s t}nibk>*i orfT

O V I D 's
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iH ViU TJTTF.

O V I D'
ME -TA M 0 RT H 0 S E S.<jjitijois Jiij s ^fiiirji siij nkSjqDii/i.

tirui$$i o3 25mr;h avhqßDT r̂l bk-orf) 3:>hriT
B O O K IL

■&kß 8«"***» x& Äfei t** tW«<
The Story of P h a e t o n.

r t t ~ * * T • » jrv

TH E Smi's bright 'palace, on higlr ê kmns rais'd,
With burnifh'd gold and flaming jewels nlaz'd ■

The folding gates difras'd a filver Üght,
And with a milder gleam refrem'd'the fight;
Of polifh'd ivory was the cov'ring wröught :
The matter vied not with the fculptor's thought,
For in the portal was difplay'd on high
( The work of Vulcan) a fi&itious sky ;
A waving fea th ' inferiour earth embräc'd,
And Gods and Goddeffes the waters grae'd.
ÄLgeonhere a mighty whale beftrode,-
Triton, and Proteus (the deeeiving God)
With Dons here Were carv'd, and all her train.,
Some loofely Iwimmirig in the figur'd main,Y OVI

While
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While fome on rocks their dropping hair divide, %
And fome on fifhes through the waters glide:
Tho 5 various features did the Sifters grace,
A Sifter's likeneß was in every face.
On earth a dlfferent landskip courts the eyes, )
Men, Towns, and Beafts, in diftant profpe<5ts rife, >
And Nymphs, and Streams, and Woods, and rural Deities.j
O'er all, the Heav'n's refulgent Image fhines$
On either gate were fix engraven figns.

Here Phaeton, Hill gaining on th' afcent,
To his fiifpedted father's palace went,
'Till prefling forward through the bright abode,
He law at diftance the illuftrious God:
He faw at diftance, or the dazling light
Had flam'd too ftrongly on his aking fight.

The God fits high , exälted on a throne
Of blazing gems, with purple garments on ;
The Hours, in order rang'd on either hand,
And Days, and Months, and Years, and Ages, ftand,
Here Spring appears with flow'ry chaplets bound
Here Summer in her wheaten garland crown'd -y
Here Autumn the rieh trodden grapes befmear*
And hoary Winter fhivers in the reer.

Phoebmbeheld the youth from off his throne j-
That eye, which looks on all, wäs fix'd in onc.
He faw the boy's confufion in his face,
Surprizd at all the wonders of the place,-

And
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And cries aloud, H What wants my Son? for Jcnow
" My Son thou art, and I muß call thee fo.

" Light of the world, the ttembling youth replies,
Illuftrious Parent ! fince you don't defpife

" The Parent's name, fome certain token give,
" That I may Clymene's proud boaft belicve,

Nor longer under falfe reproaches grieve.

iC

cc

The tender fire was touch'd with what he faid,
And flung the blaze of glories from Iiis head,
And bid the youth advance: " My Son, faid he,

Come to thy Father's arms! for Clymene
Has told thee true a Parent's name I own,
And deem thee worthy to be call'd my Son.
As a Iure proof, make fome requeft, and I,
Whate'er it be, with that requeft comply ;
By Siyx I fwear, whofe waves are hid in night,
And roul impervious to my piercing fight.

L C

(.(,

cc

iC

IC

! C

,cc

The youth ttanfported, asks without delay,
To guide the Sun's bright chariot for a day.

The God repented of the oath he took,
For anguifh thrice Iiis radiant head he fhookj
" My fon, fays he, fome other proof require,
" Ra(h was my promifo, rafh is thy defire.
4C I 'd fain deny.this wim which thou haft made,

Or, what I can't deny, would fain dtffwade.
cc

<( Too
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cc Too vaft: and hazardous the task appears,
<c Nor jfuited to thy ftrength , nor to thy years.
<c Thy lot is mortal, but thy wifhes fly
" Beyond the province of mortality :
<c There is not one of all the Gods that dares
<c (However skill'd in other great affairs)
tc To mount the burning axle-tree, but I ■>
" Not Jove himfelf, the ruler of the sky,
(C That hurles the three-fork'd thunder from above,
tc Dares try his ftrength ; yet who fo ftrong as Jove?
" The fteeds cÜmb up the firft afcent with pain:
" And when the middle firmament they gain,
" If downward from the heavens my head I bow,
<c And fee the earth and ocean hang below,
<c Ev 'n I am feiz'd with horror and affright,
sc And my own heart mifgives me at the fight.
" A mighty downfal fteeps the ev'ning ftage,
" And fteddy reins muft curb the horfes' rage.
" Tethysher felf has fear'd to fee me driv'n
<f Down headlong from the precipice of heav'n.
cc Befides, confider what impetuous force
<c Turns ftars and plänets in a difFerent courfe:
tc I fteer againft their motions nor am I
" Born back by all the current of the sky.
" But how could You refift the orbs that roul
c* In adverle whirls, and ft'em the rapid pole ?
<f But you perhaps may hope for pleafing woods,
<f And ftately domes, and cities fill'd with Gods,-
" While through a thoufand fnares your progrefs lies,
" Where forms of ftarry Monfters ftock the skies:

Vol . I. X « For,
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" For, fhould you hit the doubtful way aright,
" The Bull with ftooping horns ftands opppfitej

Next him the bright Hcemon'tan Bow is ftrungi
" And next, the Liotfs grinning vifage hung:
cx The Scorjpion's claws here clafp a wide extent,
" And here the Crafcsin leffer clafps are bent.
" Nor would you find it eafie to compofe
" The mettled fteeds, when from their noftrils flows
" The fcorching fire, that in their entrails glows.
<c Fv'n I their head-ftfong fury fcarce reftrain,
" When they grow warm and reftirT to the rein.
" Let not my Son a fatal gift require,
<c But, O ! in time, recall your ram defire«
" You ask a gift that may your Parent teil,
" Let thefe my Fears your parentage reveal*
" And learn a Father from a Father's care:
" Look on my face • or if my heart lay bare,
" Could you but look, you'd read the Father there#
" Chufe out a gift from feas, or earth, or skies,
<c For open to your wifh alt nature lies,
" Only decline this one unequal task,
<c For 'tis a Mifchief, not a Gift you ask^
" You ask a real Mifchief, Phaeton:
" Nay hang not thus about my neck, my Son:
" I grant your wifh, and Siyx has heard my voice,
<f Chufe what you will, but make a wiler choiee*

Thus did the God th ' unwary youth advife;
But he ftill longs to travel through the skies,
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Wh,en the fond Father (for in vain he pleads)
At length to the Vulcaman chariot leads.
A golden axle did the work uphold,
Gold was the beam, the wheels were orb'd with gold.
The fpokes in rows of filver pleas'd the fight,
The feat with parti-colour'd gems was bright ;
Apolloftun'd amid the glare of light.
The youth with fecret joy the work fürveys
When now the morn difclos'd her purple rays;
The ftars were fledj for Lucifer had chafe'd
The ftars away, and fled himfelf at laft.
Soon as the Father faw the rofy morn,
And the moon mining with a biunter horn,
He bid the nimble Hours without delay
Bring forth the fteedsj the nimble Hours obey:
From their füll racks the gen'rous fteeds retire,
Dropping ambrofial foams, and fnorting fire.
Still anxious for Iiis Son, the God öf day,
To make him proof againft the burning ray,
His temples with celeftial oiatment wet,
Of fov'raign virtue to repel the heat -y
Then fix'd the beamy circle on his head,
And fetch'd a deep foreboding figh, and faid,

<c Take tliis at leaft, this laft advice, my Son:
" Keep a ftirT rein, and move but gently on:
" The courfers of themfelves will run too faft,
" Your art muft be to moderate their hafte.

i( Drive 'em not on Directly through the skies,
" But where the Zocliac's windin? circle lies,
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u Along the midmoft Zone j but fally forth
u Nor to the diflant fouth , nor ftormy north.
" The horfes' hoofs a beaten track will fhow,
<c But neither mount too high , nor link too low,
" That no new fires or heaven or earth infeft ;
u Keep the mid way, the middle way is beft.
<c Nor , where in radiant folds the Serpent twines,
" Dired : your courfe, nor where the Altar fhines.
<c Shun both extremes j the reft let Fortune guide,
<c And better for thee than thy felf provide?
" See, while I fpeak, the fhades difperfe away,
u Aurora gives the promife of a day;
" Tm call'd, nor can I make a longer ftay.
" Snatch up the reins ; or ftill th ' attempt förfake,
" And not my Chariot , but my Counfel take,
u While yet fecurely on the earth you ftand •>
" Nor touch the horfes with too rafh a hand.
<c Let Me alone to light the world , while you
<£ Enjoy thofe beams which you may fafely vie\y„
He Ipoke in vain ,• the youth with a6tive heat
And Iprightly vigour vaults into the feat -y
And joys to hold the reins, and fondly gives
Thofe thanks his Father with remorfe receives,.

Mean while the reftleß horfes neigh 'd aloud,.
Breathing out fire, and pawing where they ftood,
Tethys, not knowing what had paft, gave way,
And all the wafte of heaven before 'em lay.
They fpring together out, and fwiftly bear
The Aying youth through clouds and yielding air j
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With wingy fpeed outftrip the eaftern wind,
And leave the breezes of the morn behind.
The Youth was light, nor could he fill the fear,
Or poife the chariot with its won-ted weight:
But as at fea tli*unballafs'd veiTel rides,
Call to and fro, the fport of winds and tidesj
So in the bounding chariot tofs'd on high,
The Youth is hurry'd headlong through the sky.
Soon as the fteeds perceive it, they forfake
Their ftated courfe, and leave the beaten track.
The Youth was in a maze, nor did he know
Which way to turn the reins, or where to go
Nor wou'd the horfes, had he known, obey.
Then the Seven ßars firft feit Apoltis ray,
And wifh'd to dip in the forbidden fea.
The folded Serpent next the Frozen pole,
StifF and benum'd before, began to roll,
And rage'd with inward heat, and threaten'd war.
And fhot a redder light from every ftar
Nay , and 5tis faid, Bootestoo, that fain
Thou would'ft have fled, tho5 cumber'd with thy Wain.

Th ' unhappy Youth then, bending down his head,
Saw earth and ocean far beneath him fpread :
His colotir chang'd, he ftartled at the fight,
And his eyes darken'd by too great a light.
Now could he wifh the fiery fteeds untry'd,
His birth obfcure, and his requeft deny'd :
Now would he Merops for his Father own,
And quit his boafted kindred to the Sun.
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So fares die Pilot, when his fhip is toft
In troubled feas, and all its fteerage loft,
He gives her to the winds, and in delpair
Seeks his laß refuge in the Gods and Prayer.

What cou'd he do ? his eyes, if backward caft.
Find a long path he had already paft ;
If forward, ftill a longer path they find:
Both he compares, and mealiires in his mind ;
And fometimes cafts an eye upon the Eaft,
And ibmetimes looks on the forbidden Weh:.
The horjfe's Names he knew not in the fright :
Nor wou'd he loofe the reins, nor cou'd he hold 'cm right.

Now all the horrors of the heavens he fpies,
And monftrous fhadows of prodigious fize,
That , deck'd with ftars, lie fcatter'd o'er the skies.
There is a place above, where Scorpwbent
In tail and arms fürrounds a vaft extent ,•
In a wide circuit of the heavens he fhines,
And fills the fpace of two celeftial figns.
Soon as the Youth beheld him, vex'd with heat,
Brandifh his fting, and in his poifbn fweat,
Half dead with ludden fear he dropt the reins$
The horfes feit 'em loofe upon their mains,
And, Aying out through all the plains above,
Ran uncontroul'd where-e'er their fury drove,•
Rufh'd on the ftars, and through a pathlefs way
Ofunknown regions hurry'd on the day.
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And now above, and now below tliey flew,
And near the Earth the burning chariot drew.

The clouds difperfe in fumes, the wond'ring Moon
Beholds her brother's fteeds beneath her own j
The highlands fmoak, cleft by the piercing rays,
Or, clad with woods, in their own fewel blaze.
Next o'er the plains, where ripen'd harvefts grow,
The running conflagration fpreads below.
But thefe are trivial ills: whole cities burn,
And peopled kingdoms into afhes turn.

The mountains kindie as the Car draws near,
Athosand Tmolusred with fires appear;
Oeagrian Hamm (then a fingle name)
And virgin Heliconincreale the flame^
Taurus and Oete glare amid the sky,
And Ida, fpight of all her fountains, dry.
Eryx, and Othrys, and Qtharon, glow;
And Rhodope, no longer cloath'd in fnow;
High PmduSj Mzmas, and Parnaffus, fweat,
And ALtnarages with redoubled hear.
Even $cyth'ia> through her hoary regions warm'd^
In vain with all her native frort, was arm'd.
Cover'd with flames, the tow'ring Appenn'me,
And Caucafusy and proud Olympus; fhine ;
And, where the long-extended Alpesafpire,
Now ftands a huge continu'd ränge of fire,

Th ' aftonifht Youth, where-e'er his eyes cou'd tiirnr
Beheld the Univerfe around him burn.:
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The World was in a blaze ; nor could he bear
The fliltry vapours and the fcorching air,
Which from below, as from a furnace, flow'd j
And now the axle-tree beneath him glow'd:
Loft in the whirling clouds, that round him broke,
And white with afhes, hov'ring in the fmoke,
He flew where-e'er the Horfes drove, nor knew
Whither the Horfes droye, or where he flew.

5Twas then, they fay, the iwarthy Moor begun.
To change his hue, and Blacken in the fiin.
Then Libya firft, of all her moifture drain'd,
Became a barren wafte, a wild of Sand.
The Water-nymphs lament their empty urns,
Bteotia, robb'd of filver Dirce, mourns,
Cor'inth Pyrene's wafted Ipring bewails,
And Argosgrieves whilft Amymonefails.

The floods are drain'd from every diftant coaft3
Even Tana'is, tho' fix'd in ice, was loft.
Enrage'd Cdicusand Lycormasroar,
And Xanthm, fated to be burnt once more.
The fam'd Mäander, that unweary'd ftrays
Through mazy windings, fmokes in every maze.
From his lov'd Babylon Euphrates flies;
The big-fwoln Gangesand the Danube rife
In thick'ning fumes,' and darken half the skies.
In flamesJfmenosand the Phafis roiü'cL,
And Tagusfloating in his melted gold.
The Swans, that on Ca'yßer often try'd
Their tuneful fongs, now fang their laft and dyVl
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The frighted Nile ran off, and under ground
Conceal'd his head, nor ean it yet be round:
His feven divided currents all are dry,
And where they rouPd, feven gaping trenches lye.
No more the Rhme or Rhonetheir courle maintain,
Nor Tiber, of his promis'd empire vain.

The ground, deep-cleft, admits the dazling ray,
And ftartles Pluto with the flafli of day.
The feas fhrink in, arid to the fight difclofe
Wide naked plains, where once their billows rofe j
Their rocks are all difcover'd, and increafe
The number of the fcatter'd Cyclades.
The fi{h in fholes about the bottom creep,
Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap:
Gafping for breath, th' unfliapen Phoca die,
And on the boiling wave extended lye.
Nereus; and Doris with her virgin train,
Seek out the laft receffes of the main ,•
Beneath unfathomable depths they faint,
And leeret in their gloomy caverns pant.
Stern Neptune thrice above the waves upheld
His face, and thrice was by the flames repell'd.

The Earth at length, on every fide embrace'd
With fealding feas, that floated round her waift,
When now fhe feit the jfprings and rivers come,
And crowd within the hollow of her womb,
Up-lifted to the heavens her blafted head,
And clapt her hand upon her brows, and faid$

Vol . I. Y
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(But firft, impatient of the fultry heat,
Sunk deeper down, and fought a cooler feat :)
" If you, great King of Gods, my death apprave^
<c And I deferve it, let me die by Jove -y
" If I muft per im by the force of §f%.
u Let me transfix'd with thunderbolts expire.
iC See, whilft I Ipeak, my breath the vapours choke,.
(For now her face lay wrapt in clouds of fmoke)
<£ See my finge'd hair, behold my faded eye,
" And wither'd face, wherc heaps of cinders lye!
" And does the plow for this my body tear ?
c< This the reward for all the fruits I bear,
<c Tortur 'd with rakes,. and harafs'd all the year•?■
if That herbs for cattle daily I renew,
<c And food for man, and frankincenle for you ?;
** But grant Me guilty $ what has Neptunedone ?
<f- Why are his waters boiling in the fun?

The wavy empire, which by lot was given,
" Why does it walle, and further {hrink from heaven?
* If l nor He your pity can provoke,
u See your own Heavens, the heavens begin to jfmoke?
u Shou'd once the fparkles catch thofe bright abodes,
iC Deftra&ion feizes on the heavens and gods;..
if Atlas becomes unequal to his freight,
<:<- And almoft faints beneath the glowing weight».
* If heaven, and earth, and fea, together burn,
" All muft again into their chaos turn.
<f Apply föme fpeedy eure, prevent our fate,
64 And fuecour nature, e'er it be too late. .
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She ceas'dfor choak'd with vapours round her fprea4
Down to the deepeft mades me funk her head.

\ .

Jove call'd to witnefs every Power above,
And even the God, whofe Son the Chariot drove$
That what he ac~ts he is compell'd to do,
Or univerfal ruine muft enfue,
Strait he afcends the high Ethereal throne,
From whence he us'd to dart his thunder down,
From whence his fhowers and ftorms he us'd to pour,
But now could meet with neither ftorm nor fhower.
Then , aiming at the youth, with lifted hand,
Füll at his head he hurl'd the forky brand,
In dreadful thund'rings. Thus th' Almighty Sire
Supprefs'd the raging of the fires with fire.

At once from life, and from the chariot diiven,
Th 5 ambitious boy feil thunder-ftruck from heaven.
The horfes ftarted with a fudden bound,
And flung the reins and chariot to the ground :
The ftudded harnels from their necks they broke,
Here feil a wheelj and here a filver fpoke,
Here were the beam and axle torn away;
And, fcatter'd o'er the earth, the mining fragments lay.
The breathlefs Phaeton, with flaming hair,
Shot from the chariot, like a falling ftar,
That in a fummer's evening from the top
Of heaven drops down, or feems at leaft to drop $
'Till on the Po his blafted corps was hurl'd,
Far from his country, in the weftern world,

Y2 Phaeton **
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Phaeton 'i Siflers transform'dinto Jreer.
The Latian nymphs came round him, and amaz?d

On the dead youth, transfix'd with thunder, gaz'd;
And, whilft yet imoaking from the bolt he lay3
His fhatter'd body to a tomb convey,
And o'er the tomb an epitaph devife:
" Here he who drove the Sun's bright chariot lies$-
" His Father's fiery fteeds he could not guide,
" But in the. glorious enterprize he dy'd.

Apollohid his face, and pin'd for grief,
And, if the ftory may deferve belief,
The fpace of One whole day is faid to mn,
From morn to wonted even, without a Sun:
The burning ruines, with a fainter ray,
Supply the Sun, and counterfeit a day,
A day, that Hill did nature's face difclofe:
This comfort from the mighty mifchief rofe.

But Clymene, enrage'd with grief, laments,
And as her grief infpires, her palfion vents:
Wild for her Son, and frantick in her woes,
With hair difhevel'd, round the world fhe goes3
To feek where-e'er his.body might be call
'Till , on the borders of the Po, at laß
The name infcrib'd on the new tomb appears.
The dear dear name fhe bathes in flowing tears,

Hangs
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Hangs o'er the tomb, unable to depart,
And.Hugs the marble to her throbbing heart.

Her daughters too lament, and figh, and mourn,
(A fruit!eis tribute to their brother's urn)
And beat their naked bofoms, and complain,
And call aloud for Phaeton in vain:
All the long night their mournfül watch they keep,
And all the day ftand round the tömb, and weep.

Four times, revolving, the füll Moon return'dj
So long the mother , and the daughters mourn'd:
When now the eldefty Pkaethufa, ftrove
To reit her weary limbs, but could not move;
Lampeüa would have help'd her, but {he found
Her felf with-held, and rooted to the ground:
A third in wild affli&ion, as {he grieves,
Would rend her hair, but fills her Iiand withLeavesj
One fees her thighs transform'd, another views
Her arms fhot out, and branching into boughs.
And now their legs, and breafts, and bödies ftood
Crufted with hark;, and hard'ning into wood;
But ftill above were female Heads difplay'd,
And mouths, that call'd the Mother to their aid.;
What could, alas.' the weeping mother do ?
From this to that with eager hafte fhe flew,
And kifs'd her fprouting danghters as they grew.
She tears the bark that to each body cleaves*
And frorn thejr verdant fingers ftrips the leaves:
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The blood came trickling, where {he tore away
The leaves and bark : The maids were heard to fay,
tc Forbear , miftaken Parent, Oh ! forbear,-
" A wounded daughter in each tree you tear j
" Farewel for ever." Here the bark encreas'd,
Clos'd on their faces, and their words fupprefs'd.

The new-ma/k trees in tears ©f Amber run,
Which , harden'd into value by the,.Sun,
Diftill for ever on the ftreams below:
The Hmpid ftreams their radiant treafure fhow,
Mixt in the fand ,• whence the rieh drops convey'd
Shine in the dreß of the bright Latian maid.

The Transformationö/Cycnüs intoa Swan.

Cycnusbeheld the Nymphs transform'd, ally'd
To their dead brother , on the mortal fide,
In friendfhip and affe&ion nearer bound ;
He left the cities and the realms he own'd,
Thro ' pathlefs ftelds and tonely fhores to ränge,
And woods, made thicker by the fifters' change.
Whilft here, within the difmal gloom, alone,
The melancholy Monarch made his moan,
His voice was leifen'd, as he try'd to fpeak,
And iftui'd through a long extendcd neck,-
His hair transfoirms to down, his fingers meet
In skinny films, and mape His oary feet -
From both his f*des the wings and feathers break j
And from his mouth proeeeis a blunted beak:
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All Cycnusnow into a Swan was turn'd,
Who, ftill remembring how his kinfman burn'd,
To folitary pools and lakes retires,
And lores the waters as oppos'd to fires.

Mean-while Apolloin a gioomy ßiade
(The native luftre of his brows decay'd)
Indulging forrow, fickens at the fight
Of his own Sun-fliine, and abhors the light:
The hidden griefs, >that in his bofom rife,
Sadden his looks, and over-caft his eyes,
As when fome dusky orb obftru&s his ray,
And rullies, in a dim eclipfe, the day.

Now fecretly with inward griefs he pin'd,
Now warm relentments to his grief he joyn'd,
And now renounc'd his office to mankind.
fC E'er fince the birth of Time, faid he, Pve born
" A long ungrateful toil without return;
<£ Let now fome other manage,, if he darej
" The fiery fteeds, and mount the burning Cava3
" Or, if none elfe, let Jove his fortune try,
" And learn to lay his murd'ring thunder by ,•
u Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late,,
" My Son deferv'd not fo fevere a fate.

The Gods ftand round him, as he mourns, and pray
Me would relume the condu<5t of the day,
Nor let the world be loft in endlefs night :
Jove too himfelf, defcending from his height,

Excufes

I
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Excufes what had happen'd, and mtreats,
Majeftically njixing prayers and thfeats.
Prevaü'd upon at length, again he took
The harnefs'd fteeds, that Itiii with horror fhook,
And plics 'em with the lafh, and whips 'era on,
And, as he whips, upbraids 'em with his Son.

7he Story of C A l i s t o,
■ ■• fi ' *■i *> » iC* i 'CjX < iij i °di ""fi jJ v> f ? \VQ

The day was fettied in its courfej and Jove
Walk'd the wide circuit of the heavens above,
To Fearch if any cracks or flaws were made
But all was fafe: The earth he then furvey'd,
And caft an eye on every dirTerent coaft,
And every land ; bat ön -Arcadtamoft.
Her fields he cloath'd, and cliear'-d her blafted face
With Rinning fountains, and with fpringing graß.No tracks of heaven's deftrü&ive fire remain,
The fields and woods revive, and Nature fmiles again.

But as the God walk'd to and fro the earth,
And rais'd the plants, and gave the fpring its birth,
By chance a fair Arcadmn Nymph he view'd,
And feit the lovely charmer in his blood.
The Nymph nor fpun, nor drefs'd with artful pride jHer veft was gather'd up, her hair was ty'd;
Now in her hand a llender fpear fhe bore,
Now a light quiver on her ihoulders worcj
To chaft Diana from her youth inclin'd
The fprightly warriors of the wood fhe join'd.

Diana
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Diana too the gentle huntrefs lov'd,
Nor was tliere one of all the nymphs that rov'd
O'er Manalus, amid the maiden throng,
Mere favour'd once; but favour lafts not long.

The Sun now {hone in all its ftrength , and drove
The heated virgin panting to a grove
The grove around a grateful fhadow caft:
She dropt her arrows, aud her bow unbrace'd
She flung her felf on the cool grarTy bed;
And on the painted cjuiver rais'd her head.
Jove faw the charming huntrefs unprepar'd,
Stretch'd on the verdant turf, without a guard.
u Here I am fafe, he cries, from Jtmo's eye;
<c Or mould my jealous Queen the theft defcry,
" Yet would I venture on a theft like this,
" And ftand her rage for füch, for fuch a blifs! ;
Dianä 's fhape and habit ftrait he took,
Soften'd his browSj and fmooth'd Iiis awful look,
And mildly in a female accent Ipoke.
% How fares my girl ? How went the morning chafe
To whom the virgin, ftarting from the graß,
" All-hail, bright deity, whom I prefer
t( To Jove himfelf, tho5Jove himfelf were here.
The God was nearer than fhe thought , and heard
Well-pleas'd himfelf before himfelf preferr'd.

He then filutes her with a warm embrace,•
And, e'er me half had told the morning chafe,

Vol . I. Z
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With love enflam'd, and eager on Iiis blifs,
Smother'd her words, and ftop'd her with a kils j
His kifles with unwonted ardour glow'd,
Nor could Dtana's fhape conceal the God.
The virgin did whate'er a virgin cou'd;
(SureJuno muft have pardon'd, had {he view'd)
With all her might againft his force Ihe ftrove;
But how can mortal maids contend with Jove !

Porten: at length of what his heart defir'd,
Back to his heavens th ' exulting God retir'd.
The lovely huntrefs, rifing from the grafs,
With down-caft eyes, and with a blulhing face,
By fhame confounded, and by fear dilmay'd,
Flew from the covert of the guilty ihade3
And almolt, in the tumult of her mind,
Left her forgotten bow and fhafts behind.

But now Diana, with a fprightly train
Of quiver'd virgins- bounding o'er the piain,
Call'd to the Nymphj the Nymph began to fear
A fecond fraud, a Jove difguis'd in Her •
But, when Ihe faw the filier Nymphs , fuppreß'd
Her rifing fears, and mingled with the reit.

How in the look does confeious guilt appear!
flowly Ihe mov'd, and loiter'd in the rear ;

:1Sfor lightly tripp'd, nor by the goddeß ran,
As once fhe us'd, the foremoft of the train.
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Her looks were flum'd, and füllen was her mien,
Tliat iure the virgin goddefs (had fhe been
Aught but a virgin ) muft the guilt have feen.
'Tis faid the Nymphs faw all, and guefs'd aright:
And now the Moon had nine times loft her light,
When Dian , fainting in the mid-day beams,
Found a cool covert , and refrefhing ftreams
That in foft murmurs through the foreft flow'd,
And a fmooth bed of fhining gravel fhow'd.

A covert fo obfcure, and ftreams fo clear,
The goddefs prais'd : " And now no fpies are near,
<c Let 's ftrip , my gentle maids, and warn, fhe cries.
Pleas'd with the motion , every maid complies ,•
Only the blufhing huntrefs ftood confus'd,
And form 'd delays, and her delays excus'd ;
In vain excus'd : her fellows round her prefs'd,
And the relu&ant Nymph by force undrefs'd.
The naked huntrefs all her fhame reveal'd,
In vain her hands the pregnant womb conceal 'd j
" Begone ! the goddefs cries with ftern difdain,
" Begone ! nor dare the hallow'd ftream to ftain i
She fled, for-ever banifh'd from the train.

This Juno heard , who long had watch 'd her time
To punifh the detefted rival's crime j
The time was come : for , to enrage her more,
A lovely boy the teeming rival bore.

The goddefs caft a furious look , and cry'd,
" It is enough ! I'm fully fatisfy'd!
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u This boy (hall ftand a living mark , to prove
<c My husband 's bafenefs, and die ftrumpet 's love:
" But vcngeance ßiall awake : thcfe guilty charms,
Cl That drew the Thunderer from Juncfs arms,
ic No longer mall their wonted force retain,
" Nor pleafe the God, nor make the Mortal vain.

This faid, her hand within her hair {he wound,
Swung her to earth , and drag 'd her on the ground:
The proftrate wretch lifts up her arms in prayer ;
Her arms grow {haggy , and deform 'd with hair,
Her nails are fharpen 'd into pointed claws,
Her hands bear half her weight , and turn to paws ;
Her lips, that once could tempt a God, begin
To grow diftorted in an ugly grin.
And , left the mpplicating brüte might reach
The ears of Jove , fhe was depriv 'd of fpeech:
Her Jfiirly voice thro ' a hoarfe paffage came
In favage {bunds : her mind was {tili the {ame.
The furry monfter fix' d her eyes above,
And heav'd her new unwieldy paws to Jove,
And beg'd his aid with inward groans ; and tho 5
She could not call him falfe, fhe thought him fo.

How did {he fear to lodge in woods alone,
And haunt the fields and meadows once her own l
How often would the deep-mouth 'd dogs purfoe,
Whilft from her hounds the frighted huntreß flew!
How did fhe fear her fellow-brutes, and mun
The fhaggy Bear, tho ' now her felf was one!
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How from the fight of rugged Wolves retire,
Although the grim Lycaonwas her Sire.'

But now her fori had fifteen fummers told,
Fierce at the chafe, and in the foreft bold ;
When, as he beat the woods in queft of prey,
He chanc'd to rouze Iiis mother where die lay.
She knew her fon, and kept him in her fight.,
And fondly gaz'd : The boy was in a fright,
And aim'd a pointed arrow at her breaft,
And would have flain his mother in the beaft;
But Jove forbad, and fnatch'd 'em through the air
In whirlwinds up to heaven, and fix'd 'em there:
Where the new Conftellations nightly rife,
And add a luftre to the northern skies.

When Juno faw the rival in her height,
Spangled with ftars, and circled round with light,
She Ibught old Oceanin his deep abodes,
And Tet/oys both rever'd among the Gods.
They ask what brings her there : " Ne'er ask, lays fbe.,
" What brings me here, Heaven is no place for me.
" You'll fee, when night has cover'd all things o'er,
" Jove's ftarry baftard and triumphant whore
" Ufurp the heavens,• you'll fee 'em proudly roul
" In their new orbs, ancfbrighten all the pole.
" And who fhall now on Jmo 's altars wait,
" When thofe fhe hates grow greater by her hate ?
" I on the Nymph a brutal form imprels'd,
" Jove to a goddefs has transform'd the beaftj
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<c This , this was all my weak revenge could d.o:
<c But let the God his chafte amours purlüe,
u And, as he a&ed after lö's rape,
<c Reftore th' adult'refs to her former lliape)
u Then may he caft his Juno off, and lead
(c The great Lycaon's off-fpring to his bed.
u But you, ye venerable powers, be kind,
ic And, if my wrongs a due refentment find,
<f Receive not in your waves their fetting beams,
il Nor let the glaring ftrumpet taint your ftreams.

The goddeß ended, and her wifh was given.
Back flie return'd in triumph up to heaven •
Her gawdy Peacocks drew her through the skies,
Their tails weie ipotted with a thoufand Eyes;
The Eyes of Argus on their tails were rang'd,
At the fame time the Raven's colour chang'd.

The Story of Coronis , and Birth of
JSu SCULAPI US.

The Raven once in fnowy plumes was dreft,
White as the whiteft Dove's unfully'd breaft,
Fair as the guardian of the Capitol,
Soft as the Swan) a large and lovely fowl •
His tongue, his prating tongue had chang'd him cpite
To footy blacknefs from the pureft white.

The ftory of his change ihall here be told j
•In Thejfalythere liv'd a Nymph of old,
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Coronisnam*d ,• a peerlefs maid {he fhin'd,
Confeft the faireft ©f the fairer kind.
^ /̂/ö lov'd her, 'tili her guilt he knew,
While true fhe was, or whilft he thought her true.
But his own bird the Raven chance'd to find
The falfe one with a fecret rival join'd.
Coronisbegg'd him to luppreß the tale,
But could not with repeated prayers prevail.
His milk-white pinions to the God he ply'd j
The bufy Daw flew with him, Tide by fide,
And by a thoufand teizing queftions drew
Th ' important fecret from him as they flew.
The Daw gave honeft counfel, tho' defpis'd,
And, tedious in her tattle, thus advis'd.

" Stay, filly bird, th ' ill-natnr'd task refufe,
" Nor be the bearer of unwelcome news.
" Be warn'd by my example: you difcern
" What now I am, and v/hat I was fliall learn.
" My foolifh honefty was all my crime}
" Then hear my ftory. Once upon a time,
" The two-fhap'd Eri&honiushad his birth
" (Without a mother) from the teeming earth j
" Minerva nurs'd him, and the infant laid
U Within a cheft, of twining öfters made.
<c The daughters of King Cecropsundertook
u To guard the cheft, commanded not to look
" On what was hid within. I ftood to fee
<c The charge obey'd, perch'd on a neighb'ring tree.
<f The fifters Panckofosand Herse keep
(c The ftridt command $ Jglauros needs would peep.
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" And faw the monftröus infant in ä' fright,

And call'd her fifters tp the hideous fight:
" A Boy's foft fhape did to the waift prevail,
" But the poy ended in a DragonVtail.
" I told the ftern Minerva all that pafs' d,
" But for my pains, djfcarded and difgrace'd,
t{ The frowning goddcß drove nie from her fight,
" And for her favorite chofe the bird ofnight.
" Be then no tell-tale $ for I think my wrong
" Enough to teach a bird to hold her ' tongue.

" But you, perhaps , may think I was remov 'd,
" As never by the heavenly maid belov'd:
" But I was lov'd aslcPallas if I lye ,•
<c Tho ' Pallas hate me now, fhe won't deny :
" For I, whom in a feather 'd fhape you view,
" Was once a Maid (by heaven the ftory 's true)
" A blooming maid, and a King 's daughter too.
" A crowd of lovers own'd my beauty's charms,-
<c My beauty was the caule of all my harms j
" Neptuney as on Iiis mores I went to rove,
" Obferv'd me in my walks, and feil in love.
<c He made his courtmip , he confels'd Iiis pain,
" And offer'd force when all his arts were vainj
" Swift he purm'd : I ran along the ftrand,
" 'Till , fpent and weary'd on the imking fand,
<( I fhriek'd aloud, with crics I -fill'd the air
" To gods and men j nor god nor man was there:
" A virgin goddels heard a virgin 's prayer.
" For, as my Arms I lifted to the skies,
" I faw black feathers from my fingers rife ;
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I ftrove to fling my garment on the ground ;
My garment turn'd to Plumes, and girt me round:
My hands to beat my naked bofom try ;
Nor naked bofom now nor hands had l.
Lightly I tript, nor weary as before
Sunk in the fand, but skim'd along the fhore
'Till , rifing on my Wings, I was prefer'd
To be the chafte Minerva 's virgin bird:
Prefer'd in vain .' I now am in difgrace:
NyB 'tmene the Owl enjoys my place.

I

cc
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" On her inceftuous life I need not dwell,
(In Lesbosftill the horrid tale they teil)
And of her dire amours you muft have heard,
For which fhe now does penance in a Bird,
That , confcious of her {harne, avoids the light, '
And loves the gloomy cov'ring of the night ^
The Birds, where-e'er me flutters, fcare away
The hooting wretch, and drive her from the day.

The Ravens urge'd by itich impertinence,
Grew paflionate, it feems, and took ofFence,
And curft the harmlefs Dawj the Daw withdrew:
The Raven to her injur'd patron flew,
And found him out, and told the fatal truth
Of falfe Coronhand the favour'd youth.

The God was wroth ; the colour left his look,
The wreath his head, the harp his hand forfook :
His filver bow and feather'd fhafts he took,

Vol . I. A a

?
S

And



178 Poems on feveral Occasions.
And lodg'd an ärrow in the tertder breaft,
That had fo ©ften to his own been preß.
Down feil the wounded Nymph , and fadly groan'dj,
And pull'd his arrow reeking from the wound ■
And weltring in her blood, thus faintly cry'd,
" Ah cruel God! tho' I have juftly dy'd,
" What has, alas! fny unborn Infant done,
" That He fhould fall-, and two expire in one I
This faid, in agonies flie fetch'd her breath*

The God diffolves in pity at her death
He hates the bird that made her falmood known?
And hates himfelf for what himfelf had done j
The feather'd fhaft, that fent her to the fates,
And his own hand, that fent the fhaft, he hates»
Fain would he heal the wound, and eafe her pain ?!
And tries the compafs of his art in vain.
Soon as he faw the lovely Nymph expire,
The pile made ready, and the kindling fire,
With fighs and groans her oblequies he kept,
And, if a God could Weep, the God had Wept.
Her corps he kiß'd, and heavenly incenfe brought?.
And folemniz'd the death himfelf had wrought.

But, left his off-fpring fhould her fate partake»,,
Spight of th5 immortal mixture in his make,
He ript her womb, and fet the child at large,
Änd gave him to the Centaur Chirons charge:
Then in his fory Black'd the Raven o'er,
And bid him prate in his White plumes no more.
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Ocyrrhoh transjornid to a Mars.

Old Chirontook the babe with fecret joy,
Proud of the charge of the celeftial boy.
His daughter too, whom on the fandy {höre
The Nymph Chanclo to the Centaur bore,
With hair dimevel'd on her flioulders came
To fee the child, Ocyrrböewas her name;
She knew her father's arts, and could rehearfe
The depths of prophecy in founding verfe.
Once, as the facred infant {he mrvey'd,
The God was kindled in the raving Maid,
And thus {he utter'd her prophetick tale;
(c Hail, great Phyfician of the world, all-hailj
" Hail, mighty infant, who in years to come
" Shalt heal the nations, and defraud the tomb $
" Swift be thy growth ! thy triumphs unconfin'd!
" Make kingdoms thicker, and increafe mankind.
" Thy daring art (hall animate the Dead,
" And draw the Thunder on thy guiky head:
" Then fhalt thou die •> but from the dark abode
" Rife up vi&orious, and be Twice a God.
" And thou, my Sire, not deftin'd by thy birth
" To turn to duft, and mix with common earth,
" How wilt thou toß , and rave, and long to die,
cc And quit thy claim to immortality ;
" When thou malt feel, enrag'd with inward pains,
g The Hydra 's venom rankling in thy veins?
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" The Gods, in pity, {hall contraöfc thy date,
" And give thce over to the power of Fate.

Thus , entering into deftiny, the maid:
The jfecrets of offendedJove betray'd:
More had fhe Ml to Tay) but now appears
Oppreß 'd with fobs and fighs, and-drown'd in tears„
" My voice, fays me, is gone^ my l'anguage fails-j
<c Through every limb my kindred fhape prevails:
" Why did the God this fatal gilt inipart,
" And with prophetick raptures fwell my heart l
" What new defires are theJte? I Ions to PaceO

" O'er flowery meadows, and to feed on Grafs;
u I haften to a Brate, a Maid no more •
<c But why, alas? am I transform'd all o'er?
" My Sire does Half a human mape tetain,
" And in Iiis upper parts preferves the Man*.

Her tongue no more diftind complaints affbrds,.
But in fhrill accents and miPmapen words
Pours forth flieh hideous wailings, as deelare
The Human form confounded in the Marc:
'Till by degrees accompiifh'd in the Beaft,
She neigh'd outright, and all the Steed expreß
Her flooping body on her hands is born,
Her hands are turn'd to hoofs, and fhod in horn;
Her yellow treffes rüffle in a mane,
And in a flowing tail {he frisks her train.
The Mare was finifh'd in her voice and look,
And a new name from the new figure took>,
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The Transformationö/Battus toa Touch-ßone,

Sore wept the Centaur, and to Phoebmpray'dj
But how could Pkoebusgive the Centaur aid l
Degraded of his power by angry Jove,
In Rl 'is tlien a herd of Beeves he drove,-
And wielded in his hand a ftaff öf Oake,
And o'er his fhoulders threw the Shepherd's cloakj
On feven compa&ed reeds he us'd to play,
And on his rural pipe to wafte the day.

As once, attentive to his pipe, he play'd,
The crafty Hermes from the God convey'd (
A Drove, that fep'rate from their fellows ftray'd»
The theft an old infidious Peafant view'd,
(They call'd him Battus in the neighbonrhood)
Hire'd by a wealthy Pylian Prince to feed
His favourite Marcs, and watch the generous breed.
The thievifh God fufpecSted him, and took
The Hind afide, and thiis in whifpers fpoke^
cc Difcover not the theft , whoe'er thou be,
u And take that milk-white heifer for thy fee.
" Gö, ftranger, cries the clown, fecurely on,
w That ftone {halr fooner teil ; and lhow'd a ftane,

The Godwithdrew , but ftrait return'd again,
Iii fpeech and habit like a country Swain;
And cries out, ff) Neighbour, haft thoir feen-a ftr&y
*f Of Bullocks and of Heifers pafs this way?
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In tlie recovery of my cattle join,

(C A Bullock and a Heifer {hall bc tliine.
The Peafant quick replies, " You'll find 'em there
" In yon dark vale : and in the vale they were.
The Double bribe had Iiis falfe heart beguil'd:
The God, fuccefsful in the tryal, fmil'd ;
<f And doft thou thus betray my felf to Me ?
" Me to my felf doft thou betray ? fays he:
Then to a Touch-ßone turns the faithlefs Spy,
And in his name records Iiis infamy.

7he Story of Aglauros , transform'd into
a Statue,

This done, the God flew up on high, and pafs'd
O'er lofty Athens, by Minerva grace'd,
And wide Mumchiay whilft his eyes fiarvey
All the vaft region that beneath him lay.

sTwas now the feaft, when each AthentanMaid
Her yearly homage to M 'merva paid$
In canifters, with garlands cover'd o'er,
High on their heads their myftick gifts they bore:
And now, returning in a folemn train,
The troop of fhining Virgins fill'd the plain.

The God well-pleas'd beheld the pompoiis ihow,
And faw the bright proceflion pafs below-}
Then veer'd about, and took a wheeling flight,
And hover'd o'er them : As the lpreading Kite,

That
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That fmells the flaughter'd vidim from on high,
Flies at a diftance, if the Priefts are nigh,
And fails around, and keeps it in her eye j
So kept the God the Virgin choir in view,
And in flow winding circles round them flew.

As Lud/er excells the meaneft ftar,
Or, as the full-orb'd Phoebe Lucifer;
So much did Herse all the reft outvy,
And gave a grace to the folemnity.
Hermes was fir'd, as in the clouds he hung:
So the cold Bullet, that with fury flung
From Bakarkk engines mounts on high,
Glows in the whirl, and burns along the sky.
At length he pitch'd upon the ground, and mow'd
The form divine, the features of a God.
He knew their virtue o'er a female heart,
And yet he ftrives to better them by art.
He hangs his mantle loofe, and fets to fliow
The golden edging on the feam below;
Adjufts his flowing curls, and in his hand
Waves, with an air, the fleep-procuring wand
The glittering fandals to his feet applies,
And to each heel the well-trim'd pinion ties.

His Ornaments with niceft art difplay'd,
He feeks th5 apartment of the royal maid.
The roof was all with poliüVd Ivory line'd,
Thatj richly mix'd, in clouds of Tortoife jfliine'd,
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Thrce rooms, cöntiguous, in a ränge were place'd,
The midmoft by die beauteousHerse grace'd j
Her virgin fifters lodg'-d on einher fide.
Aglaurosfirft th' approaching God defcry'd,
And, as he crofs'd her chamber, ask'd his name,
And what his bufinefs was, and whence he came.
<c I come, reply'd the God, from Heaven, to woo
" Your fifter, and to make an aunt of you ;
" I am the fon and meflenger of Jove,
<( My name is Mercury, my bufinefs Love ;
<( Do you, kind damfel, take a lover's part,
" And gain admittance to your fifter's heart.

^X ^ iiiiv * i ' < J>i \ $ '.'.JXj ~+ .Ad 'i

She ftar'd him in the face with looks amaz'd,
As when me on Minervcfs fecret gaz'd,
And asks a mighty treafure for her hire,
And, tili he brings it, makes the God retire.
Minerva griev'd to fee the Nymph lucceed-y
And now remembring the late impious deed,
When, difobedient to her ftriöfc command,
She touch'd the cheft with an unhallow'd band 5
In big-fwoln fighs her inward rage exprefs'd,
That hcav'd the rifing JEgts on her breaft$
Then fought out Envy in her dark abode,
Defil'd with ropy gore and clots of blood:
Shut from the winds, and from the wholefom skies^
In a deep vale the gloomy dungeon lies,
Difmal and cold, where not a beam of light
Invades the winter, or difturbs the night.

Directly
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Directly to the cave her courfe fhe fteer'd *
Againft the gates her martial lance jfhe rear'd;
The gates flew open, and the Fiertd appear'd.
A pois'nous morfel in her teeth {he chew'd,
And gorg'd the flefh of Vipers for her food.
Minerva loathing, turn'd away her eye;
The hideous monfter, rifing heavily,
Game ftalking Förward with a füllen päce,
And left her mangled offals on the place.
Soon as fhe faw the Goddefs gay and bright,
She fetch'd a groan at fiich a chearful fight.
Livid and meagre were her looks, her eye
In foul diftorted glanees turn'd awry$
A hoard of gall her inward parts pofTefs'd,
And fpread a greennefs o'er her canker'd breaft >
Her teeth were brown with ruft,- and from her tongue,
In dangling drops, the ftringy poifbn hung.
She never finiles but when the wretched weep,
Nor lulls her malice with a moment's fleep,
Reftlels in Ipite : while watchful to deftroy,
She pines and fickens at another's joy;
Foe to her felf, diftrefling and diftreft,
She bears her own tormenter in her breaft.
The Goddefs gave (for fhe abhorr'd her fight)
A fhort command : " To Athens fpeed thy flight j
lc On curft Aglaurostry thy utmoft art,
" And fix thy rankeft venoms in her heart.
This faid, her fpear ftie pufh'd againft the ground.
And mounting from it with an a&ive bound,

Vol . I. B b
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Bew oft to Heaven : The hag with eyes askew
Look'd up, and mutter'd curfes as fhe flew,-
For fore fhe fretted, and began to grieve
At the fuccefs which fhe her felf muft give.
Then takes her ftafF, hung round with wreaths of thotrt*
And fails along, in a black whirlwind born,
O'er fields and flowery meadows: where fhe fteers
Her~>baneful courfe, a mighty blaß appears,
Mildews and blights -y the meadows are deface'd,
The fields, the flowers, and the whole year laid wafte:
On mortals next, and peopled towns fhe falls,
And breathes a burning plague among their walls.

When Athens fhe beheld, for arts renown'd,
With peace made happy, and with plenty crown'd,
Scarce could the hideous Fiend from tears forbear,
To find out nothing that deferv'd a tear.
Th ' apartment now fhe enter'd, where at reft
Aglauroslay, with gentle fleep oppreft.
To executeMinerva^ dire command,
She ftroak'd the virgin with her eanker'd hand,.
Then prickly thorns into her breaft convey'd,
That ftung to madnefs the devoted. maid:
Her fubtle venom ftill improves the fmart,
Frets in the blood, and fefters in the heart».

To make the work more füre, a fcene fhe drew,,
And place'd before the dreaming virgin's view
Her Si'fter's Marriage, and her glorious fate:
Th ' imaginary Bride appears in ftate^
.. - The
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The Bride-groom with unwonted beauty glows,
For Etwy magnifies whate'er ihe fhows.

Füll of the dream, Aglaurospine'd away
In tears all night, in darknefs all the day
Confüm'd like ice, that juft begins to run,
When feebly fmitten by the diftant Sun-y
Or like unwholfome weeds, that fet on fire
Are flowly wafted, and in fmoke expire.
Given up to envy (for1 in every thought
The thorns, the venom, and the vifion wrought)
Oft did fhe call on death, as oft decreed,
Rather than fee her fifter's wifh lucceed,
To teil her awful father what had paft:
At length before the door her Jfelf fhe caft -y
And, fitting on the ground with lullen pride,
A paflfage to the love-fick God deny'd.
The God careß'd, and for admiflion pray'd,
And footh'd in fofteft words ths envenom'd Maid.
In vain he footh'd " Begone! the Maid replies,
<c Or here I keep my leat, and never riJle.
c Then keep thy feat for ever, cries the God,
And touch'd the door, wide-opening to his rod.
Fain would fhe rife, and ftop him, but Ihe found
Her trunk too heavy to forfake the ground
Her joynts are all benum'd, her hands are pale,
And Marble now appears in every nail.
As when a Cancer in the body feeds,
And gradual death from limb to limb proceeds;

Bb i
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So does the chilnefs to each vital part
Spread by degrees, and creeps into her heart
'Till hard'ning every where, and fpeechlefs grown,
She fits unmov'd, and freezes to a Stone.
But ftill her envious hue and füllen rnien
Are in the fedentary figure feen.

EuropaV Rape.
When now the God his fury had allay'd,

And taken vengeance of the ftubborn Maid,
From where the bright Athenianturrets rife
He mounts aloft, and re-afcends the skies.
Jove law him enter the liiblime abodes,
And, as he mix'd among the crowd of Gods,
Beckon'd him out, and drew him from the reft.
And in foft whilpers thus his will expreft.

" My trufty Hermes, by whofe ready aid
t( Thy Sire's commands are thro ' the world convey'd,,
" ReJtiime thy wings, exert their utmoft force,
" And to the walls of Sidon fpeed thy courfe;
" There find a herd of Heifers wand'ring o'er
u The neighbouring hill, and drive 'em to the {höre,

Thus fpoke the God, concealing his intent.
The trufty Hermes on his meflage went,
And found the herd of Heifers wand'rinoro'cr

O

A neighbouring hill, and drove 'em to the fhore,-

Where
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Where the King's Daughter with a lovely train
Of Fellow-Nymphs, was iporting on the piain.

The dignity of empire laid afide,
(For love out ill agrees with kingly pride.)
The Ruler of the skies, the thundering God,
Who fliakes the world's foundations with a nod,
Among a herd of lowing Heifers ran,
Frisk'd in a Bull, and bellow'd o'er the piain.
Large rolls of fat about his fhoulders clung,
And from his neck the double dewlap hung.
His skin was whiter than the fnow that lies
Unlully'd by the breath of Ibuthern skies;
Small fliining horns on his curl'd forehead fland,
As turn'd and polifh'd by the work-man's hand -3
His eye-balls rolPd, not formidably bright,
But gaz'd and languifh'd with a gentle light.
His every look was peaceful, and expreft
The foftnels of the Lover in the Beaft.

Agenofsroyal daughter, as fhe pUiy'd
Among the fields, the milk-white Bull furvey'd,
And view'd his Ipotlefs body with delight,
And at a diftance kept him in her fight.
At length fhe pluck'd the rifing flowers, and fed
The gentle beaft, and fondly ftroak'd his head.
He ftood well-pleas'd to touch the charming fair,
But hardly could confine his pleafure there.
And now he wantons o'er the neighbouring ftrand,
Now rowls his body on the yellow fandj

And
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And now, perceiving all her fears decay'd,
Comes toffing forward to the royal Maid ;
Gives her his breaft to ftroke, and downward turns
His grifly brow, and gently ftoops his horns.
In flowery wreaths the royal Virgin dreft
His bending horns, and kindly clapt his breaft.
'Till now grown wanton, and devoid of fear,
Not knowing that fhe preß: the Thun derer,
She place'd her felf up-on his back, and rode
O'er fields and meadows, feated on the God.

He gently march'd along, and by degrees
Left the dry meadow, and approach'd the feas
Where now he dips his hoofs and wets his thighs,
Now plnnges in, and carries off the prize.
The frighted Nymph looks backward on the ftioar,
And hears the tumbling billows round her roar -}
But ftill ftie holds him faft : one hand is born
Upon his back the other grafps a horn :
Her train of ruffling garments flies behind,
Swells in the air, and hovers in the wind,

Through ftorms and ternpefts he the Virgin bore,And lands her fäfe on the D 'tEieanfhore •
Where now, in his divineft form array'd,
In his True ihape he captivates the Maid j
Who gazes on him, and with wondering eyes
Beholds the new majeftick figure rife,
His glowing features, and celeftial light,
And all the God difcovefd to her fight.

O V I D 's
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Should end Iiis wand'rings, and Iiis toils relieve.
The Delpkkk oracles this anfwer give.

" Behold among the fields a lonely Cow,
<c Unworn with vokes, uiibroken to the plowj
<c Mark well the place wherl firft fhe lays her dow%
" There mearure out thy walls, and build thy town,
tc And from thy guide Bceot'm call the land,
" In which the deftin'd walls and town fhall ftand*"

No fooner had he left the dark abode,
Big with the proniife of the DelphickGod,
When in the fields the fatal Cow he view'd,
Nor gall'd with yokes, nor worn with fervitude:
Her gently at a diftance he purlu'd ,•
And, as he walk'd aloofj in filence pray'd
To the great Power whofe counfels he obey'd.
Her way through floweryPanope fhe took,
And now, Ceph'ifus, crofs'd thy filver brook ;
When ta the Heavens her Ipacious front fhe rais'd,
And bellow'd thrice, then backward turning gaz'd
On thofe behind, 'tili on the deftin'd place
She ftoop'd, and couch'd amid tlie rifing graß.

Caemusfalutes tlie foil, and gladly hails
The new-found mountains, and the namelels vales,
And thanks the Gods, and turns about Iiis eye
To fee Iiis new dominions round him lye •
Then fends Iiis fervants to a neighbouring grove
For living ftreams, a lacrifice to Jove,
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Ö'er the wide piain there ro'fe a fhady wood
Of aged trees; in its dark bofom ftood
A bufhy thicket, pathlefs and unworn,
O'er-run with brambles, and perplex'd with thorn:
Amidft the brake a hollow Den was found,
With rocks and fhelving arches vaulted round.

Deep in the dreary Den, conceal'd from day,
Sacred to Mars, a mighty Dragon lay,
Bloated with poifon to a monftrous fize;
Fire broke in flafhes when he glance'd his eyes:
His towering creft was glorious to behold,
His flioulders and his fides wete fcal'd with gold j
Three tongues he brandifh'd when he chärg'd his foes.5
His teeth ftood jaggy in three dreadful rows.
The Zyr'tans in the Den for water fbught,
And with their urns explor'd the hollow vault:
From Jfide to fide their empty urns rebound,
And roufe the fleepy Serpent with the found.
Strait he beftirs him, and is feen to riife,-
And now with dreadful hiflings fills the skieS) •
And darts his forky tongues, and rouls his glareing eyes.
The Tyrians drop their velTels in the fright,
All pale and trembling at the hideous fight. i
Spire above fpire uprear'd in air he ftood,
And gazing round hirn, over-look'd the wood:
Then floating on the ground, in circles rowl'd ;
Then leap'd upon them in a mighty fold.
Of luch a bulk, and fiich a monftrous fize,
The Serpent in the polar circle lyes,
That ftretches over half the Northern skies.

Vol . I, C c
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In vain the Tyrians on their arms rely,
in vain attempt to fight , in vain to fly:
AU their endeavours and their hopes are vain 5
Some die entangled in the winding train
Some are devour'd • or feel a loathfom death,
Swoln up with blafts of peftilential breath.

And now the fcorching Smi was mounted high,
In all its luftre , to the noon -day sky j
When , anxious for his .friends, and fill'd with cares3
To fearch the woods th ' impatient Chief prepares.
A Lion 's hide around his loins he wore,
The well-pois'd Jav'lin to the field he bore
Inur 'd to blood ; the fär-deftroying Dart
And , the beft weapon, an undaunted Heart.

Soon as the youth approach 'd the fatal place,
He faw his fervants breathleis on the grafs;
The fcaly foe amid their corps he view'd,
Basking at eafe, and feafting in their blood.
<c Such friends, •he cries, delerv 'd a longer date $
*c But Cadmns will revenge , or ihare their fate.
Then heav'd a Stone, and rifing to the throw,.
He lent it in a whirhvind at the foe:
A tower, alfaulted by fo rude a ftroke,.
With all its lofty battlements had fhook ;
But nothing here th ' unwieldy rock avails,
Rebounding harmleß from the plaited fcales,
That , firmly join 'd, preferv 'd him from a wound^
With native armour crufted all around.
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The pointcd Jav'lin more fuccefsful flew,
Which at Iiis back the raging warriour threw ;
Amid the plaited fcales it took its coürfe,
And in the fpinal marrow fpent its force.
The monfter hifs'd aloud, and rage'd in vain,
And writh'd his body to and fro with pain j
And bit the fpear, and wrench'd the wood away;
The point ftill buried in the marrow lay.
And now his rage, increafing with Iiis pain,
Reddens Iiis eyes, and beats in every vein j
Churn'd in his teeth the foamy venom rofe,
Whilft from his mouth a blaft of vapours flows,
Such as th5 infernal Stygwn waters caft
The plants around him wither in the blaft.
Now in a maze of rings he lies enrowl'd,
Now all unravel'd, and without a fold ;
Now, like a torrent , witli a mighty force
Bears down the foreft in his boifterous courfe.
Cadmusgave back, and on the Lion's Ipoil
Suftain'd the {hock, then force'd him to recoil;
The pointed Jav'lin warded off his rage :
Mad with his pains, and furious to engage,
The Serpent champs the fteel, and bites the fpear,
'Till blood and venom all the point befmear.
But ftill the hurt he yet receive'd was flight;
For, whilft the Champion with redoubled might
Strikes home the Jav'lin, his retiring foe
Shrinks from the wound, and difappoints the blow.

C c z T :,c
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The dauntlefs Heroe ftill purfues Iiis ftroke,
And preffes forward, 'tili a knotty Oak
Retards his foe, and ftops him in the rear
Füll in his throat he plunge'd the fatal fpear,.
That in th' extended neck a pafifage found,,
And pierce'd the folid timber through the wound.'
Fix'd to the reeling trunk, with many a ftroke
Of his huge tail, he lafh'dr the fturdy Oak ;
'Till fpent with toil, and labouring hard for breath,
He now lay twifting in the pangs of death*

Cadmusbeheld him wallow in a flood
Of iwimming poifon; intermix'd with blood ;
When (üddenly a ipeech was heard from high,
(The fpeech was heard, nor was, the fpeaker nigh)u Why doft thou thus with fecret pleamre fee,
u In&lting man ! what thou thy felf malt be ?
Aftonifh'd at the vöiee, he ftood amaz'd,
And all around with inward horror gaz'd :
When Pallas fwift defcending from the skies,
P*alias, the guardian of the bord and wife,
Bids him plow up the field, and fcatter round
The Dragon's Teeth o'er all the furrow'd ground ;
Then teils the youth how to his wondering eyesEmbattled armies from the field fhould rife.

He fbws the Teeth at Pallas''s command,
And flings the Future People from his hand.

\
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The clods grow warm, . and crumble where he fows;
And now the pointed fpears advance in rows;
Now nodding plumes appear, and mining crefls,
Now the broad fhoulders and the rifing breafts
Ö'er all the field the breathing harveft fwarms,.
A growing hoft, a crop of men and arms.

So through the parting ftage a figure rears-
Its body up, and limb by limb appfcars
By juft degreesj 'tili all the Man arife,
And in Iiis füll proportion ftrikes the eyes4

Cadmusiurpriz'd, and ftartled at die fight
Of his new foes, prepare'd himfelf for fight :
When one cry'd out, " Forbear, fond man, forbear
" To mingle in a blind promifcuous war.
This faid, he ftruck his Brother to the ground,
Himfelf expiring by Another's wound;
Nor did the Third his conquefl long forvive,
Dying e'er fcarce he had begun to live.

The dire example raa through all the field,
Till heaps of brothers were by brothers kill'd ;
The furrows iwam in blood : and onely five
Of all the vaft increafe were left alive.
Rchionone, at Pallas\ command,
Let fall the guiltlefs weapon from his hand;
And with the reft a peaceful treaty makes,
Whom Cadmusas his friends and partners takes:



198 Poems on feveral O ccAs1on s.
So founds a city on the promis'd earth,
And gives Iiis new B<eotian empire birth.

Here Cadmusreign'd ; and now one would have guels't
The royal founder in his exile bleft:
Long did he live within his new abodes,
Ally'd by marriage to the deathleß Gods ;
And, in a fruitfol wife's embraces old,
A long increafe of children's children told:
But no frail man, however great or high,
Can be concluded bleft before he die.

AÜ£on was the firft of all his race,
Who griev'd his Grandfire in his borrow'd face;
Condemn'd by flern Diana to bemoan
The branching horns, and vifage not his own;
To fhun his once-lov'd dogs, to bound away,
And from their Huntfman to become their Prey.
And yet confider why the ehange was wrought,
You'll find it his misfortune, not his fault;
Or if a fault, it was the fault of chance:
For how can guilt proceed from ignorance?

The Transformation of Act ^ on intoa Stag.
In a fair Chace a fhady mountain ftood,

Well ftore'd with game, and mark'd with trails of blood.
Here did the huntfmen 'tili the heat of day
Purlue the Stag, and load themfelves with prey ;
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When thus ABteonGalling to tlie rcft :
" My friends, fays he, our fport is at die bell.
" The Sun is high advance'd, and downward fheds
<{ His burning beams directly on our heads;
" Then by confent abftain from further fpoils,
" Call off the dogs, and gather up the toiles}
" And e'er to morrow's Sun begins his race,
<c Take the cool morning to renew the chace.
They all confent, and in a chearful train
The jolly huntfmen, loaden with the fiain,
Return in triumph from the rultry piain.

Down in a vale with Pine and Cyprefs clad,
Refrefh'd with gentle winds, and brown with fhade,
The ehalte DwncCs, private haunt, there ftood
Füll in the centre of the darkfome wood
A Ipacious Grotto, all around o'er-grown
With hoary moJts, and arch'd with Pumice-ftone.
From out its rocky clefts the waters flow,
And trickling fwell into a lake below,
.Nature had every where fo play'd her part,
That every where ihe feem'd to vie with Art.
Here the bright Goddefs, toil'd and chafe'd with heat, \
Was wont to bathe her in the cool retreat.

HereÄid {he now with all her train refört,
Panting with heat, and breathlefs from the fport j
Her armour-bearer laid her bow aride,
Some loos'd her fandals, fome her veil unty'd ;
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Each bufy Nymph her proper part undrefl;;
While Crocaky more handy than the reft,
Gather'd her flowing hair, and in a noofe
Bound it together, whilft her own hung loofe.
Five of the more ignoble fort by turns
Fetch up the water, and unlade their urns.

Now all undreft the {hining Goddefs ftood,
When young ASlteon, wilder'd in the wood,
To the cool grott by'his hard fate betray'd,
The fountains fill'd with naked Nymphs furvey'd.
The frighted virgins Ihriek'd at the lurprize,
■(The foreft echo'd with their piercing cries.)
Then in a huddle round their Goddefs preft:
She, proudly eminent above the reft,
With Humes glow'd fuch blufhes as adorn
The ruddy welkin, or the purple morn,-
And tho' the crowding Nymphs her body hide,
Half backward fhrunk, and view'd him from aftde.
Surpriz'd, at firft llie would have fnatch'd her Bow,
But fees the circling waters round her flow;
Thefe in the hollow of her hand fhe took,
And dam'd 'em in his face, while thus Ihe fpoke:
" Teil if thou can'ft the wonderous fight difclos'd,
" A Goddeits Naked to thy view expos'd.

This faid, the Man begun to difappear
By flow degrees, and ended in a Deer.
A rifing horn on either brow he wears,
And ftretches out his neck, and pricks his ears;



Poems on feveral Occasions.
Rough is his skin, with iiidden hairs o'er-grown,
His bofom pants with fears before unknown.
Transform 'd at length, he flies away in haft,
And wonders why he flies away fo faft.
But as by chance, within a neighbouring brook,
He law his branching horns and alter'd look,
Wretched ABaon/ in a doleful tone
He try'd to ipeak, but only gave a groan -y
And as he wept, within the wat'ry glafs
He faw the big round drops, with filent pace,
Run trickling down a favage hairy face.
What fhould he do ? Or feek his old abodes,
Or herd among the Deer, and skulk in woods?
Here fhame diflfuades him, there his fear prevails?
And each by turns his aking heart afTails,

As he thus ponders, he behind him fpies
His opening Hounds, and now he hears their cries:
A generous pack, or to maintain the chace,
Or fnurf the vapour from the fcented grals.

He bounded olf with fear, and Iwiftly ran
O'er craggy mountains, and the flowery piain ,•
Through brakes and thickets forc'd his way, and flew
Through many a ring, where once he did purlue.
In vain he oft endeavour'd to proclaim
His new misfortune, and to teil his name,-
Nor voice nor words the brutal tongue lupplies>
From fliouting men, and horns, and dogs he flies,
Deafen'd and ftunn'd with their promifcuous cries.

Vol . I. D d
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When now the fleeteft of the pack, that preft
Clofe at his heels, and fprung before the reft,
Had faften'd on him," flraight another pair
Hung on his wounded haunch, and held him there„
'Till all the pack came up, and every hound
Tore the fad Huntfman grov'ling on the ground ,̂
Who now appear'd but one continu'd wound.
With dropping tears his bitter fate he moans.
And fills the mountain with his dying groans«
His fervants with a piteous look he Ipies,
And turns about his fupplicating eyes.
His fervants, ignorant of what had chanc'd,,
With eager hafte and joyful fhouts advanc'd,.
And call'd their Lord AÜaon to the game i
He fhook his head in anfwer to the name,-
He heard, but wifh'd he had indeed been gone,,
Or only to have ftood a looker on.
But, to his grief, he finds himfelf too near,
And feels his rav'nous dogs with fury tear
Their wretclied mafter panting in a Deer.

7he Birth of B A c c h u s.

Aßteonh jfuflferings, and Diancfs rage,
Did all the thoughts of Men and Gods engagej
Some call'd the evils, which Diana wrought,
Too great, and diiproportion'd to the fault :.
Others again efteem'd AEtaotfswoes
Fit for a Virgin Goddefs to impofea.

\
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The hearers into different parts divide,
And reafons are produc'd on either fide.

Juno alone, of all that heard the news,
Nor would condemn the Goddefs, nor excufe:
She heeded not the juftice of the deed,
But joy'd to fee the race of Cadmusbleed;
For ftill fhe kept Europa in her mind,
And, for her fake, detefted all her kind.
Befides, to aggravate her hate, {he heard
How Semeky to Jove's embrace preferr'd,
Was now grown big with an immortal loäd,
And carry'd in her womb a future God.
Thus terribly incens'd, the Goddefs broke
To ludden fury, and abruptly fpoke.

" Are my reproaches of fö fmall a force?
" 'Tis time I then purfue änother courfe:
" It is decreed the guilty wretch mall die,
" If I'm indeed the Miftrefs of the sky j
" If rightly ftil'd among the poWers above
" The Wife and Sifter of the thundering jove ;
" (And none can Iure a Sifter's right deny)
<c It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die.
" She boafts an bonour I can hardly claim5
" Pregnant me rifes to a Mother's name \
" While proud and vain {he triumphs in her Jove,
" And fhows the glorious tokens of his love:
a But if I'm ftill the miftrefs of the skies,
" By her own lover the fond beauty dies,

Dd 2 This
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This faid, defcending in a yellow cloud,
Before the gates of Semelefhe ftood.

Old Berods decrepit fhape-fhe wears,
Her wrinkled vifage, and her hoary hairs;
Whilft in her trembling gait {he totters on.
And learns to tattle in the Nurfe's tone.
The Goddefs, thus difguis'd in age, beguil'd
With pleafing ftories her falfe Fofter-child.
Much did {he talk of love, and when fhe came
To mention to the Nymph her lover's name,
Fetching a figh, and holding down her head,
u 'Tis well, fays fhe, if all be true that's faid.
<c But traft me, child, Pm much inclin'd to fear
H Some counterfeit in this your Jupiter.
(< Many an honeft well-defigning maid,
" Has been by thefe pretended Gods betray'd.
£c But if he be indeed the thundering Jove,
" Bid him, when next he eourts the rites of love,
" Defcend triumphant from th' etherial sky,
" In all the pomp of Iiis divinity;
" Encompafs'd round by thofe celeftial charms,
" With which he fills th5 immortal Jtmo's arms.

Th ' unwary Nymph , enfnar'd with what fhe faid,,
Defir'd of Jove, when next he fought her bedy
To grant a certain gift which fhe would chufe-y
" Fear not, reply'd the God, that PH refufe
" Whate'er you ask: May Styx confirm my voice,
" Chufe what you will̂ and you {hall have your choice.." Th
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" Then , fays the Nymph , when next you feek my arms/
<s May you defcend in thofe celeftial charms,
" With which your Jum 's bofom you enflame,
" And fill with tranfport Heaven's immortal dame.
The God lurpriz'd would fain have ftopp'd her voice:
But he had iworn, and {he had made her choice.

To keep his promife he afcends, and flirowds
His awful brow in whirlwinds and in clouds;
Whilft all around, in terrible array,
His thunders rattle, and his light'nings play.
And yet, the dazling luftre to abate,
He fet not out in all his pomp and ftate,
Clad in the mildeft light'ning of the skies,
And arm'd with thunder of the imalleft fize;
Not thofe huge bolts, by which the Giants flain
Lay overthrown on the Phlegrean piain.
'Twas of a lelfer mould, and lighter weight $
They call it Thunder of a Second-rate.
For the rough Cyclops, who by Jove's command
Temper 'd the bolt, and turn'd it to his hand,
Work'd up lefs flame and fury in its make,
And quench'd it fooner in the ftanding lake,
Thus dreadfully adorn'd, with horror bright , ^
Th ' illuftrious God, defcending from his height, j>
Came rufhing on her in a ftorm of light . j

The mortal dame, too feeble to engage
The light'ning's flafhes, and the thunder's rage,

Conlum'd
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Confum'd amidft the glories {he defir'd.
And in die terrible embrace expir'd.

But, to prcferve Iiis off-fpring from the tomb,
Jove took him fmoaking from the blafted womb,*
And, if on ancient tales we may rely,
Inclos'd th' abortive infant in Iiis thigh.
Herc, *wken the babe had all Iiis time fulfill'd,
Ino firft took him for her Fofter-child
Then the Nifeans, in their dark abode,
Nurs'd fecretly with milk the thriving God.

The Transformation0/ T i r e s i a s.
5Twas now, while thefe tranfa<5tions paft on earth,

And Bacchusthus procur'd a fecond birth,
Wlien Jove, difpos'd to lay afide the weight
Of publick empire, and the cares of ftate
As to Iiis Queen in ne<5tar bowls he cpafT'd,
" In troth , fays"he, and as he fpoke he laugh'd,
(< The fenfe of pleafiire in the male is far
" More dull and dead, than what you females fhare,
Juno the truth of what was faid deny'd ;
Tirefiastherefore muft the cauCe decide
For he the pleaiure of each fex had try'd.

It happen'd once, within a mady wood,
Two twifted Snakes he in conjun&ion view'd ;
When with his ftaff their flimy folds he broke,
And loft his manhood at the fatal ftroke.
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But, after feven revolving years, he view'd
The felf-fame Serpents in the felf-fame wood;
" And if, fays he, fach virtue in, you lye,
" That he who dares your flimy folds untie
" Muft change his kind, a fecond ftroke III try.
Again he ftruck the Snakes, and ftood agaiti
New-fex'd, and ftrait recover'd into Man.
Hirn therefore both the deities create
The foveraign umpire in their grand debate;
And he declar'd for Jove : When Juno fir'd,
More than fo trivial an affair requir'd,
Depriv'd him, in her fury, of his fight,
And left him groping round in ludden night.
But Jove (for (b it is in Heaven decree'd,
That no one God repeal another's deed,-)
Irradiates all his foul with inward light,
And with the prophet's art relieves the want of fighfc,

7he Iransformation of E c h o.

Fam'd far and near for knowing things to come3
From him th5 enquiring nations fought their doom g
The fair L 'mope his anlwers try'd,
And firft th' unerring prophet juftify'd 5
This Nymph the God Cephifushad abus'd3
With all his winding waters circumfus'd,.
And on the Nereid got a lovely boy,
Whom the lbft maids even then beheld with joy..

The tender dame, follicitous to know
Whether her child fhonjd reach old age or no ?v
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Confults the TageTirefias, who replies,
" If e'er he knows himfelf, he lurely dies.
Long liv'd the dubious mother in fiupence,
'Till time unriddled all the prophet 's fenfe.

Narc 'ißiis now Iiis fixteenth year began,
Juft turn 'd of boy, and on the verge of man •
Many a friend the bloomin g youth careß 'd,
Many a love-fick maid her flame confefs'd :
Such was Iiis pride , in vain the friend eareß 'd,
The love-fick maid in vain her flame confeß 'd.

Once , in the woods, as he purfu'd tf ê chace,
The babbling Echo had defcry'd Iiis face;
She, who in other 's words her filence breaks,
Nor fpeaks her felf but when another ipeaks.
Echo was then a maid , of fpeecli bereft,
Of wonted jfpeech• for tho ' her voice was left,
Juno a curfe did on her tongue impofe,
To fport with every fentence in the clole.
Füll often when the Goddefs might have caught
Jove and her rivals in the very fault,
This Nymph with lubtle ftories would delay
Her Coming, 'tili the lovers flipp'd away.
The Goddefs found out the deceit in time, .
And then {he cry'd, " That tongue , for this thy crime,
Ci Which could 1b many fubtle tales produce,
" Shall be hereafter but of little ufe.
Hence 'tis {he prattles in a fainter tone,
With mimick founds, and accents not her own.
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This love-fick Virgin , over-joy'd to find
The Boy alone, Hill follow'd him behind;
When glowing warmly at liier near approach,
As Jfulphur blazes at the taper's touch,
She long'd her hidden paffion to reveal,
And teil her pains, but had not Words to teil:
She can't Begin, but waits for the rebound,
To catch his voice, and to Return the found,

The Nymph , when nothing could Narcijfus möve3
Still dafh'd With blufties for her flighted love,
Liv'd in the fhady covert of the woods,
In folitary caves and dark abodes;
Where pining wander'd the rejected fair,
3Till härrafs'd out, and worn away with care,
The founding skeleton, of blood bereft,
Befides her bones and voice had nothing left.
Her bones äre petrify'd, her voice is found
In vaults, where ftill it Doubles every found.

The Story ö/Narcissus.

Thus did the Nyniphs in vain carefs the Boy,
He ftill was lovely, but he ftill was coy ;
When one fair Virgin of the flighted train
Thus pray'd the Gods, provok'd by his difdain,
" Oh may he love like me, and love like me in väin!
Rharnnußa pity'd the negle6led fair,
And with juft vengeance anlwer'd to her prayer.
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There ftands a fountain in a darkfom wood,
Nor ftain'd with falling leaves nor rifing mud ;
Untroubled by the breath of winds it rcfts,.
Unfully'd by the touch of men or beafts£
High bowers of {hady trees above it grow;.
And rifing grafs and chearful greens below.
Pleas'd with the form and coolnels of the place,.
And over-heated by the morning chace,.
Narcißus on the graffie verdure lyes ::
But whilft within the chryftal fount he trres
To quench his heat, he feels n&w.heats arife*
For as his own bright image he furvey'd,
He feil in love with the fantaflick fhade;
And o'er the fair refemblance hung unmov'd,.
Nor knew, fond youth ! itwas himfelf he lov'd.
The well-turn'd neck and fhoulders he defcries,
The fpacious forehead, and the fparkling eyes;
The hands that Bacchusmight not fcorn to ihow3
And hair that round Apollô head might flow^
With all the purple youthfulneis of face.,
That gently blumes in the wat'ry glaß.
By his own flames confum'd the lover lyes,
And gives himfelf the wound by which he dies,
To the cold water oft he joins-his lips,
Oft catching at the beauteous Ihade he dips
His arms, as often from himfelf he flips.
Nor knows he who it is his arms purfue
With eager clafps, but loves he knows not who,

What
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What could, fond youth, this helpleß pamon move?
What kindle in thee this unpity'd love ?
Thy own warm blufh within the water glows,
With thee the colour'd madow comes and goes5
Its empty being on thy felf reliesj
Step thou afide, and the frail charmer dies.

Still o'er the fountairi's wat'ry gleam he ftood,
Mindleß of fleep, and negligent of food;
Still view'd his face, and langüiftfd as he view'd.
At length he rais'd his head, and thus began
To vent his griefs, and teil the woods his pain.
" You trees, fays he, and thou lürrounding grove,
<c Who oft have been the kindiy fcenes of love,
" Teil me, if e'er within your fhades did lye
c< A youth fo tortur'd, fo perplex'd as I ?
" I who before me fee the charming fair,
" Whilft there he ftands, and yet he ftands not there
" In fuch a maze of love my thoughts are loft $
C( And yet no bulwärk'd town, nor diftant coaft,
<c Preierves the beauteous youth from being feen,
" No mountains rife, nor oceans flow between.
" A fhallow water hinders my embracej
" And yet the lovely.mimick wearsa face
<c That kindiy fmiles, and when I bend to join
" My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine.
<c Hear , gentle youth, and pity my complaint,
<f Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant.
" My charms an eafy conqueft have obtain'd
" O'er other hearts, by thee alone difdain'd,

E e 2
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But why fhould I defpair? I'm füre he bums
With equal flames, and languifhes by turns,
When-e'er I ftoop he öfters at a kifs,
And when my arms I {treten, he ftretches his;
His eye with pleafure on my face he keeps,
He fmiles my fmiles, and when I weep he Weegs-.-
When-e'er I fpeak, his moving lips appear
To utter fomething, which I cannot hear.

<c Ah wretched me! I now begin too late
To find out all the long-perplex'd deceit)
It is my felf I love, my felf I fee ■
The gay delufion is a part of me,
I kindle up the fires by which I burn,
And my own beauties from the well return.
Whom fhould I court ? how utter my compkint ?
Enjoymentbut produces my reftraint,
And too much plenty makes me die for want,
How gladly would I from my felf remove!
And at a diftance fet the thing I love,
My breaft is warm'd with fuch unufual fire.,
I wifh him abfent whom I moft defire.
And now I faint with grief ; my fate draws nigh
In all the pride of blooming youth I die,
Death will the forrows of my heart relieye,
0 might the vifionary youth furvive,
1 fhould with joy my lateft breath refignf
But oh ! I fee his fate involv'd in mine.
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•' I This faid, the weeping youth again return'd
To the clear fountain, where again he burn'd j
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His tears deface'd the furface of the well
With cirxle after circle, as they feil:
And now the lovely face but half appears,
O'er-run with wrinkles, änd deform'd with tears,
" Ah whither, cries Narciffus, doft thou fly?
" Let me ftill feed the flame by which I diej
" Let me ftill fee? tho ' I'm no further bleft.
Then rends Iiis garment off, and beats bis breaft£
His naked bofom redden'd with the blow,
Ih £ich a blufh as purple clufters ihow,
E'er yet the Sun's autumnal heats refine
Their fpriglitly juice, and mellow it to wine,
The glowing beauties of his breaft he fpies?
And with a new redoubled paflion dies,
As Wax dhTolves, as Ice begins to-rnn,
And trickle into drops before the Sun;
So melts the youth, and languifhes away,
His beauty withers, and his limbs decay
And none of thofe attra&ive charms remainy
To which the flighted Echolu'd in vain,

She faw him in his prefent mifery,
Whom, Ipight of all her wrongs, me griev'd to fee,
She anlwer'd fadly to the lover's moan,
Sigh'd back his fighs, and groan'd to every groan":
" Ah youth ! belov'd in vain, Narciffuscriesy
S( Ah youth ! belov'd in vain3 the Nymph replies»
" Farewel, fays he 5 the parting found fcarce feil
From his faint lips, but lhe reply*d, " Farewel,
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Tlien on th' unwholfome earth he gafping lyes,
'Till death fhuts up thole felf-admiring cyes.
To the cold fhades his flitting ghoft retires,
And in the Stygianwaves it felf admires.

For him the Na 'iads and the Dryads mourn,
Whom the fad Echo anfwers in her turn j
And now the Sifter.-Nymphs prepare his urn :
When, looking for his corps, they only found
A rifing Stalk, with Yellow BlofToms crown'd.

The Story ö/Pentheus.

This fad event gave blind T 'treßas fame,
Through Greeceeftablilh'd in a Prophet's name.

Th ' un-hallow'd Pentheusonly dürft deride
The cheated people, and their eyelefs guide.
To whom the Prophet in his fury faid,
Shaking the hoary honours of his headj
<c 'Twere well, prefumptuous man, 'twere well for thee
" If thou wert eyelefs too, and blind, like me :
<f For the time comes, nay, 'tis already here,
<f When the young God's (blemnities appearj
" Which if thou doft not with juft rites adorn,
ic Thy impious carcaß, into pieces torn,
" Shall ftrew the woods, and hang on every thorn.
<f Then , theö, remember what I now foretel,

And ,own the blind T 'treftas law too well.
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StillPenthem fcorns him, and derides his skill,
But Time did all the Prophet's threats fulfil.
For now thro' pr ortrate Greeceyoung Bacchusrode,
Whilrt-howling matrons celebrate the God.
All ranks and fexes to his Orgiesran,
To mingle in the pomps, and fill the train.
When Penthem thus his wicked rage exprels'd •
" What madnefs, Thebans, has your.iouls poffeß'd&
" Can hollow timbrels, can a drunken fhout,
" And the lewd clamours of a beaftly rout,
" Thus quell your courage? can the weak alarm
" Of womenVyelk thofe ftubborn fouls difarm,
u Whom nor the fword nor trampet e'er could fright3,
a Nor the loud din and horror of a fight?
" And you, our Sires, who left your old abodes,
" And fix'd in foreign earth your country Gods;
" Will you without a ftroak your city yield,
u And poorly quit an undifputed field?
" But you, whofe youth and vigour fnould infpire
" Heroick warmth, and kindle martial fire,
" Whom burnifh'd arms and crefted helmets grace.,
" Not flowery garlands and a painted face;
" Remember him to whom you ftand ally'd:
u The Serpent for his well of waters dy'd.
" He fought the ftrong ; do you his courage moWy
" And gain a conqueft o'er a feeble foe.
,f If Thebesmuft fall, oh might the fates afFörd.
<f A nobler doom from famine, fire, or fword!
" Then might the Thebansperifh with renown;
" But now a beardlefs vi&or facks the town ;

« Whom
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" Whom nor the prancing fteed, nor pond'rous fhield,
" Nor the hack'd helmet, nor the dufty üeld,
<c But the foft joys of luxury and eafe,
" The purple vefts, and flowery garlands pleafe«
" Stand then afide, I'll make the counterfeit
(C Renounce his God-head, and confefs the cheat„

Acrifiusfrom the Grecian walls repell'd
<e This boafted power; why then nhouldPenthem yield
{C Go quickly, drag th ' audacious boy to me,j
" Hl try the force of his divinity.
Thus did th' audacious wretch thofe rites profane ;
His friends dinuade th ' audacious wretch in vain;
In vain his Grandfire urg'd him to give o'er
His impious threats « the wretch but raves the more.

So have I feen a river gently glide,
In a lmooth courfe, and inoffenhVe tide •
But if with dams its current we reftrain,
It bears down all, and foams along the piain.

But now his fervants came befmear'd with blood,
Sent by their haughty Prince to feize the God -7
The God they found not in the frantick throng,
But dragg'd a zealous votary along.

The Mariners tramforntd to Dolphim-
Him Penthem view'd with fury in his look,

And fcarce with-held his hands, while thus he fpoke:



Poems on feveral Occasions . 217
c< Vüe flave! whom ipeedy vengeance fhall purfoe,
" And terrify thy bafe feditious crew;
" Thy coutitry, and thy parentage reveal,
*' And, why thou join'ft in thefe mad Orgtes, teil,

The captive views him with undaunted eyes,
And, arm'd with inward innocence, replies.

" From high Meoniä's rocky mores I came,
" Of poor defcent, Acoctesis my name:
<c My Sire was meanly born ; no oxen plow'd
tc His fruitful fields, nor in his paftures low'd.
" His whole eftate within the Waters lay;
<c With lines and hooks he caught the finny prey,
" His art was all his livelihood which he
u Thus with his dying lips bequeath'd to rae:
" In ftreams, my boy, and rivers take thy chance$
i( There fwims, faid he, thy whole mheritance.

cc Long did I live on this poor legacy,-
" 'Till tir'd with rocks, and my own native sky9
u To arts of navigation I inclin'd *
" Obferv'd the turns and changes of the wind *
" Learn'd the fit havens, and began to note
" The ftormy Hyades, the rainy GW,
" The bright Taygete, and the (hining Bears,
u With all the failor's catalogue of ftars.

" Once, as by chance for DelosI defign'd,
t! My velfel, driv'n by a ftrong guft of wind,

Vol . h Ff " Moor'd
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" Moor'd in a Chiancreek ; alhore I went,
<c And . all the following night in Ch'tosfpent.
" When morning rofe, I fent my mates to bring
u Supplies of watcr from a neighb'ring fpring,
ec Whilft I the motion of the winds explor'd j
" Then liimmon'd in my crew, and went aboard.
" Opheltesheard my fummons, and with joy
" Brought to the fhoar a foft and lovely Boy,
" With more than female fweetnefs in his look,
cc Whom ftraggling in the neighb'ring fields he took.
" With fumes of wine the little captive glows,
" And nods with fleep, and ftaggers as he goes.

cc I view'd him nicely, and began to trace
" Each Heavenly feature, each Immortal grace3
fiC And faw Divinity in all his face.
6 I know not who, faid I, this God fhould be $
6 But that he is a God I plainly fee:
( And thou, who-e'er thou art, excufe the force
c Thefe men have us'd ; and oh befriend our courfe!
c Pray not for us, the nimble D 'tByscry'd,
" Dtäysy that could the Main-top-maft beftride,
" And down the ropes with active vigour Aide.
" To the fame purpole old Eßoßeusfpoke,
" Who over-look'd the oars, and tim'd the ftroke;
" The fame the Pilot, and the fame the reft,-
w Such impious avarice their fouls polfeft.
' Nay, Heaven forbid that I fliould bear away
* Within my velfel fo divine a prey,
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<c Said I ; and ftood to hinder their intent:
<c When Lycabas, a wretch for murder fent
<c From Tuftany, to jfafFer banimment,
" With Iiis clench'd fift had ftruck me over-board5
Ci Had not my hands in falling grafp'd a cord.

<c His bafe confederates tke fact approve;
" When Bacchus, (for 'twas he) begim to move,
" Wak'd by the noife and clamours which they rais'd.
" And {hook his drowfie limbs, and round him gaz'd
f What means this noife? he cries am I betray'd ?
c Ah ! whither, whither muft I be convey'd ?
c Fear not, faid Proreus, child, but teil us where
c You wim to land, and traft our friendly care.
c To Naxos then direct your courle, faid he,-
c Naxosa hofpitable port mall be
* To each of you, a joyful home to me.
iC By every God, that rules the fea or sky,
<c The perjur'd villains promife to comply,
" And bid me haften to unmoor the fhip.
" With eager joy I launch into the deepj
" And, heedlels of the fraud, for Naxos ftand:
" They whifper oft, and beckon with the hand,
" And give me figns, all anxious for their prey,
" To tack about, and fteer another way.
* Then let fome other to my poft lucceed,
€ Said I, Fm guiltlefs of fb foul a deed.
f What , fays'Ethaüon, muft the mip's whole crew
4 Follow your humour, and depend on youi
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44 And ftrait himfelf he featcd at the prore,
44 And tack'd about, and fought another fliore..

44 The beauteous youth now found himfelf betray'd^
44 And from the deck the rifing waves furvey'd,
" And feem'd to weep, and as he wept he faidy
4 And do you thus my eafy faith beguile?
4 Thus do you bear me to my native ifle?
4 Will fuch a multitude of men employ
4 Their ftrength againft a weak defencelefs boy ?

44 In vain did I the God-like youth deplore,
44 The more I begg'd, they thwarted me the more*
44 And now by all the Gods in Heaven that hear
44 This folemn oath., by Bacchusfelf, I fweaiy
44 The mighty miracle that did enfiie,
44 Although it feems beyond belief, is truc.
44 The veflel, fix'd and rooted in tlie flood,
" Unmov'd by all the beating billows ftood.
44 In vain the Mariners would plow the main
44 With failsunfui-rd , and ftrike their oars in vain ;
44 Around their oars a twining Ivy cleaves,.** And climbs the maft, and hides the cords in leaves
44 The fails are cover'd with a cllearful green,
44 And Bernes in the fruitful canvafe feen.
*4 Amidft the wavesa fudden forreft rears
<4 Its verdant head? and ä new fpring appears.

44 The God we now behold with open'd eyesf
44 A herd of fpotted Panthers round him lyes
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" In glaring forms ; the grapy dufters fpread
" On his fair brows, and danglc on Iiis kead.
<c And whilft he frowns, and brandifhes his ipear,
u My mates, iürpriz'd with madnels or with fear,
u Leap'd over-board firft perjufd Madon found
" Rough Scales and Fins his ftirF'ning fides lurround ^.
' Ah what, cries one, has thus transform'd thy look?
" Strait his own mouth grew Wider as he fpoke,-
tc And now himfelf he views with like fürprize,.
" Still at his oar th ' induftrious L 'tbysplies -y
" But, as lie plies, each bufy arm fhrinks in,
" And by degrees is famion'd to a Fin.
<c Another , as he catches at a cord,
" Miffes his arms, and,, tumbling over-board,
" With his broad Fins and Forky Tai! he laves
(< The rifing fege , and flounces in the waves.
" Thus all my crew transform'd around the mip,.
ef Or dive below, or on the furface leap,
" And fpout the waves, and wanton in the deep„
" Füll nineteen Sailors did the fhip convey,
" A fliole of nineteen Dolphins round her play,
<f I only in my proper fhape appear,
" Speechlels with wonder, and half dead with fear,
" 'Till Bacchuskindly bid me fear no more.
" With him I landed on the Ctitan fhore,
" And him mall ever gratefully adore,

" This forging flave, fays Penthem, would prevail,
" O'er our juft fury by a far-fetch'd tale:
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u Go, let him feel die whips, the fwords, the fire,
" And in the tortures of the rack expire.
Th ' officious fervants hurry him away,
And the poor captive in a dungeon lay.
But, whilft the whips and tortures are prepar'd,
The gates fly open, af themfelves unbarr'd ;
At liberty th' .unfetter'd Captive ftands,
And £ings the loofen'd mackles from his hands.

The Death of Pentheus.

But Pentheus, grown more furious than before,
Refolv'd to fend his mefTengers no more,
But went himfelfto the diftra&ed throng,
Where high Gthseronecho'd with their fong.
And as the fiery War-horfe paws the ground,
And fnorts and trembles at the trumpet's foundj
Tranfported thus he heard the frantick rout,
And rav'd and madden'd at the diftant fhout.

A fpacious circuit on the hill there ftood,
Level and wide, and skirted round with wood,•
Here the rafh Pentheus, with unhallow'd eyes,
The howling dames and myftick Orgiesipies.
His mother fternly view'd him where he ftood,
And kindled into madneß as fhe view'd:
Her leafy Jav'lin at her fon fhe call,
And cries, " The Boar that lays our country wafte!
" The Boar, my Sifters! aim the fatal dart,
xc And ftrike the brrndled monfter to the heart,

Pentheus
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Pentheus aftonim'd heard the difinal fbund,
And fees the yelling matrons gath'ring round j
He fees, and weeps at Iiis approaching fate,
And begs for mercy, and repents too late.
" Help, help ! my aunt Autoriöe, he cry'd;
" Remember how your own AB<eon dy'd:
Deaf to his cries, the frantick matron crops
One fti*etch'd-out arm, the other Ino lops.
In vain does Pentheusto his mother lue,.
And the raw bleeding ftumps prefents to view:
His mother howl'dand , heedleß of his prayer,.
Her trembling hand fhe twifted in his hair,
u And this, fhe cry'd> mall be Agave\ fhare.
When from the neck his ftruggling head (he tore,
And in her hands the ghaftly vifage bore,
With pleafare all the hideous trünk lurvey;
Then pull'd and tore the mangled limbs away,
As ftarting in the pangs of death it lay.
Soon as the wood its leafy honours caftsy
Blown off and fcatter'd by autumnal blaftSj
With ruch a fiidden death lay PentheusHain,
And in a thoufand pieces ftrow'd the piain.

By fo diftinguifhinga judgment aw'd,
The Thebanstremble, and confefs the God.

the



224 Poems on feveraJ Occasions.

The Story of S almacis and Her-
MAPHRODITUS.

from the Fourth Book of O vidV Metamorphofes,

HOW Salmach, with weak enfeebling ftrearas
Softens the body, and unnerves the limbs?

And what the fecret caule, fliall here be fhownj
The caufe is iecret , but th ' efFect is known.

The Näiaäs nurft an inFant heretofore,
That Cytbereaonce to Hermes bore:
From both tli' ittuftrious authors of his race
The child was nam'd , nor was it hard to trace
Both the bright Parents through the InFant's face«
When fifteen years, in Ä 's cool retreat,
The Boy had töld, he left his native Feat,
And fought FrefiS fountains in a Foreign foil:
The plealure lefiTen'd the attending toil
With eager fteps the Ljcmn fields he croft,
And fields that border on the Lyczan coaftj
A river here he view'd Fo lovely bright,
It fhew'd the bottom in a Fairer light,
Nor kept a Fand conceal'd From human Fight.
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The ftream produc'd nor flimy ooze, nor weeds,
Nor miry rufhes, nor the fpiky reeds;
But dealt enriching moifture all around,
The fruitful banks with chearful verdure crown'd,
And kept the fpring eternal on the ground.
A Nymph prefides, nor pra&is'd in the chace,
Nor skilful at the bow, nor at the race
Of all the blue-ey'd daughters of the main,
The only ftranger to D 'mnä's train:
Her Sifters often, as 'tis faid, wou'd cry
" Fie Salmaäs, what always idle! fie,
" Or take thy Quiver, or thy Arrows feize,
" And mix the toils of hunting with thy eafe.
Nor Quiver {he nor Arrows e'er wou'd feize,
Nor mix the toils of hunting with her eafe.
But oft would bathe her in the chryftal tide,
Oft with a comb her dewy locks dividej
Now in the limpid ftreams fhe view'd her face,
And dreft her image in the floating glafs:
On beds of leaves fhe now repos'd her limbs,
Now gather'd flowers that grew about her ftreamsj
And then by chance was gathering, as fhe ftood
To view the Boy, and long'd for what fhe view'd.

Fain wou'd fhe meet the youth with hafty feet,
She fain wou'd meet him, bu,t refus'd to meet
Before her looks were fet with niceft care,
And well deferv'd to be reputed fair.
" Bright youth, fhe cries, whom all thy features prove
" A God, and, if a God, the God of lovej

Vol . I. G g
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" But if a Mortal, bleft thy Nurfe's breaft,
u Bleft are thy Parents, and thy Sifters bleft;
<( But oh how bleft ! how raore than bleft thy Bride,
" Ally'd in blils, if any yet ally'-d.
" If fo, let mine the Stoln enjoyraents be$
" If not, behold a Willing Bride in me.

The Boy knew nought of love, and toucht with ftiame
He ftrove, and blufht, but ftill the blufti became:
In rifing blufhes ftill frefh beauties rofe,•
The funny fide of Fruit fuch blufhes fhows,
And mch the Moon, when all her fdver white
Turns in eclipfes to a ruddy light.
The Nymph ftill bcgs, if not a nobler bliis,
A cold falute at leaft, a Sifter's kiis :
And now prepares to take the lovely Boy
Between her arms. He, innocently coy,
Replies, " Or leave me to my felf alone,
" You rude uncivil Nymph , or PH be gone.
" Fair ftranger then, fays ihe, it {hall be fo
And, for {he fear'd Iiis threats, me feign'd to go 3
But hid within a covert's neighbouring green,
She kept him ftill in fight, her felf unfeen.
The Boy now fancies all the danger o'er,
And innocently fports about the ihore,
Playfnl and wanton to the ftream he trips,
And dips his foot, and {hivers, as he dips.
The coolnefs pleas'd him, and with eager hafte
His airy garments on the banks he eaft;
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His godlike features, and his heavenly hue,
And all his beauties were expos'd to view.
His naked limbs the Nymph with rapture fpies,
While hotter paflions in her boJtbm rife,
Flufli in her cheeks, and fparkle in her eyes.
She longs, fhe burns to clafp him in her arms,
And looks, and fighs, and kindles at his charms.

Now all undreft upon the banks he ftood,
And clapt his fides, and leapt into the flood:
His lovely limbs the filver waves divide,
His limbs appear more lovely through the tide $
As Lilies mut witliin a chryftal cafe,
Receive a gloify luftre from the glaß.
" He's mine, he's all my own, the Näid cries,
And flings ofF all, and after him me flies.
And now fhe faftens on him as he rwims,
And holds him clofe, and wraps about his limbs.
The more the Boy refifted, and was coy,
The more me clipt, and kift the ftrugling Boy.
So when the wrigling Snake is matcht on high
In Eagle's claws, and hirTes in the sky,
Around the foe his twirling tail he flings,
And twifts her legs, and writhes about her wings0

The reftlefs Boy ftill obftinately ftrove
To free himfelf, and ftill refus'd her love.
Amidft his limbs fhe kept her limbs intwin'd,
<c And why, coy youth, fhe cries, why thus unkind!
" Oh may the Gods thus keep us ever Join'd!

Gg z
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" Oh may we never, never Part again!
So pray'd the Nymph , nor did {he pray in vain:
For now fhe finds him, as his limbs (Tie preil3.
Grow nearer ftill, and nearer ta her breaft y
'Till , piercing each the other's fleih, they run
Together , and incorporate in One:
Laft in one face are both their faces join'd,
As when the ftock and grafted twig combin'd
Shoot up the fame, and wcar a common rind :
Both bodies in a fingle body mix,
A ringle body with a double fex,_

The Boy, thus loft in Woman, now furvey'd.
The river's guilty ftream, and thus he pray'd.
(He pray'd, but wonder'd at his fofter tone,
Surpriz'd to hear a voice but half his own)
You Parent-Gods, whofe heavenly names I bear,,
Hear your Hermaphrodite, and grant my pray er ;
Oh grant, that whomfoe'er thele ftreams contain5.
If Man he enter'd, he may rife again
Supplê unfinew'd, and but Half a Man !

The heavenly Parents anfwer'd, from on high^
Their two-map'd fon, the double votaryj
Then gave a fecret virtue to the flood,
And ting'd its fource to make his wifhes good,

N
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NOTES
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Sowie of the foregoing Stories m
O v 1d 's Metamorphofes.

On the Story of Phäeton , page 150;

THE Story of Phaeton istold with a greater air of majeßy
and grandeur than any other in all Ovid. // is indeed'

the mofi important fubjeB he treats of except the Deluge; and I
cannot but believe that this is the Conflagration he hints at in the

firfl Book,

EfTe quoque in fatis reminifcitur afFore tempus
Quo mare, quo telius, Correptaque Regia cceli
Ardeat et mundi moles operofa laboret.

[tho> the learned apply thofe verfes to the future burn'mg of the
world) for it fully anfwers that defcription, ifthe

—Codi miferere tui, circumlpica utrumquer
Fumat uterque polus,- —

Eumat.
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Fumat uterque polus— comes up to Correptaque Regia codi-_ .
Beßdes it is Ovid's cußom to prepare the reader for a following
flory, by giving fome mtimations of it in a foregoing oney which
was more particularly neceffary to be done before he led us into fo
flrange aflory as thts he is now npon.

P. 150. 1. 7. For in the portal, ßfc ] We have here the p-
Bure of the anwerfe drawn in little.

-Balasnarumque prementem
iEgeona fuis immunia terga lacertis

iEgeon makesa divertingfigure in it.

-Facies non omnibus Una
Nec Diverfa tarnen: qualem decet effe fororum.

The thought is very pretty, ofgiving Doris and her daughters fuch
a difference in their looks as is natural to afferent perfons, and
yet fuch a hkenefs as ßoow'd their affinipy.

Terra viros, urbefque gerit, fylvafque, ferafque,
Fluminaque, et Nymphas, et caetera numina Ruris.

The lefs important figures are well huddled together in the pro-
mifcuous defcription at the endt which very well reprefents what
the Painters call a Grouppe.

-Circum caput orrine micantes
Depofuit radios-} propiufque accedere juflit,

P. 152. 1. 9. And flung the blaze, &c ] It gives us a great
tmage of Phoebus, that the youth was forc'd to kok on him at a

diflance,
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dißance, and not able to approach htm 'tili he had lain afide the
circle of rays that caß ßuch a glory about his head. And indeed
we may every where obßerve in Ovid, that he never faüs of a due
Loftinefs in his Ideas, thd' he wants it in his Words. And this I
thtnk inßmtely better than to have ßublime exprejßons and mean
thoughts, which zs gener ally the true charaBer of Claudian and
Statins. But this is not confidefd by them who run down Ovid
in the groß , for a low mtddle way of wriung . ff hat can be more

fimple and unadortid , than hh defcription of Enceladus in the:
ßxt 'h book?

Nititur ille quidem, pugnatque refürgere ßepe,
Dextra fed Aufö-nio manus eft fubje&a Peloro,
Laeva Pachyne tibi, Lilibaso crura premuntur,
Begravat iEtna caput, fob qua refapinus arenas
Eje&at, flammamque fero vomit ore Typhaeus.

But the image we have here is truly great and fubhme , of a Gir¬
ant vomiting out a tempeft of fire , and heaving up all Sicily,.
with the body of an Ißand upon his Breaß , and a vajl Promontory
on either Arm.

There are few books that have had worße Commentatörs on them<
than Ovid's Metamorphofis . Thofe of the graver fort have been-
wholly taken up in the Mythologies , and thmk theyhave appeared'
very judtcious, if 'they have ßoewn us out of an old author that
Ovid is miflaken in a Pedigree, or has turnedßuch a perßon into<
a Wolf that ought to have b i made a Tiger. Others have em-
ployed themfelves on what nevcr eniered into the Poefs thoughtsr
m adaptmg a dull moral to every flory, . and mahng the perßons of
hts poems,to be only nick-names for fuch virtues or vices; particu-
l-arly the pious Commentatory Alexander Roß , has dived deeper
mto our Authofs deßignthan any of the reß ; for Joe difc.overs im
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him. the greatefi myßeries of the Chrißian religion, and finds al-
moß in every page fome typical reprefentations of the World , the
Fleß , and the Devi 'l. But if thefe writers have gone too deep,
others have been wholly employed in the furface , moß of them fer-
vingvnly to help out a School-boy in the conßruwg part ,* or if
they go out of their way, it is only to mark out the Gnomae of the
Aumor, -as they call them, which are generally the heavieß pieces
cf a Poet , dißinguißhed from the reß by Italian charaElers. The
beß of' Ovid'J Expoßtors -is he that wrote for the Dauphin 's ufe,
zvho has very wellßoewn the meaning of the author, but feldom
refletls on bis beauties or imperfeblions; for in moß places he ra¬
ther acls the Geographer than the Critick, and inßead of po 'mting
out the finenefs of a defcription, only teils you in what part of the
world the place is ßtuated . I fhall therefore only conßder Ovid
ander the charatler of a Poet, and endeavour to ßew him im-
partially , without the ufual prejudice of a Tranßator ; which I am
the more Willing to do, becaufe 1 believe fuch a comment would
give the reader a truer taße ofpoetry than a comment on any other
Poet woüd do; for in refleBing on the ancient Poets, men think
they may venture to praife all they meet with in fome, and fcarce
any thing in others; but Ovid is confeß to have a mixture of both
kinds, to have fomething ofthe beß and worfl poets, and by con-
fequence to be the faireß fubjecl for criticifm.

P. 152 . 1. 22. My fon, fäys he, @c ] Phcebus'5 fpeech is
very nobly ußefd in, with the Terque quaterque Concutiens II-
luftre caput---- and zvell reprefents the danger and difficulty of
the undertaking • but that which is its peculiar beauty, and makes
it truly Ovid'!, is the reprefenting themjufl as a father wou'd U
bis young fon;

Per tarnen adverfi gradieris cornua Tauri,
Hamioniofque arcus, violentique ora Leonis,

Savvaque
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Sasvaque circuitu curvantem brachia longo
Scorpion, atque aliter curvantem brachia Cancrum.

for ons while he fcares him with bugbears in the wayy

-Vafti quoque rector Olympi,
G)ui fera terribili jaculetur fulmina Dextra
Non agat hos currus,- et quid Jove majus habetur?

Deprecor hoc unum quod vero nomine Poena,
Non honor eft. Poenam) Phaeton , pro munere pofcis.

änd in-other placesperfefily tattles ükea Father, which by theway
makes the length of the fpeech very natural, and concludes with
all the fondneß and concern ofa fender Parent.

-Patrio Pater effe metu probor. afpice vultus
Ecce meos: utinamque ocuios in pedore poffes
Inferere, et Patrias intus deprendere curas! ©V.

P. 155. 1. 2. A golden axle, ßfc ] Ovid has more turns and
repetitions in his words than any of the Latin Poets, which are al-
ways wonderfully eaße and natural in him. The repetition of
Aureus, and the tranßtion to Argenteus, in the defcription of the
Chariot, give thefe verfesa great fweeineß and majeßy.

Aureus Axis erat, temo Aureus, Aurea fummfc
Curvatura Rotas,• radiorum Argenteus ordo.

Ibid. t penült. Drive 'era not on dire&ly, &c .] Several have
endeavoured to vindicateOvid againfl the old objetJion, that>he
mißakes the annual for the diurnal motion of the Sun. The Dau¬
phin'* not es teil us that Ovid knew very well the Sun did not paß

Vol . I. H h through
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through all the Signs he names in one day, but that he makesPhoe-
bus mention them only to frighten Phaeton from the undertaking.
But though thh may anfwer for what Phoebusfays in his firfl fpeech,
it cannot for what is fa 'tdin thhy whereheisaBually givingdirecli-
ons for hisjourney, and plainly

Se&us in obliquum eft lato Curvamine limes.
Zonarumque trium contentus fine polumque
EfFugit auftralem, jun&amque Aquilonibus Arcton,

defcribes the motion through all the Zodiac*

P. 156*. 1. iy . And not myChariot , &*c.] OvidV verfe h
Confrliis non Curribus utere noftris. Thh way of joining two
fuch different Ideas as Chariot and Counfel to the fame verb h
mightily ufedbyOvid, but is a very low kind of wit3 and has always
in it a mixture of Pun, becaufe the verb muß be taken in a diffe¬
rent fenfe when ii hjoined withone of the things, from what ithas
in conjunßion with the other* Thus in the end of thh ßory he
teils you that Jupiterflung a thunderbolt at Phaeton ---- Pariterque,
änimaque, rotifque expulit Aurigam, where he makes a forced
piece ofLatin (Aniroä expulit aurigam) that he may couple the
Soul and the Wheeis to the fame verb.

P. ij 7. 1. 14. Then tlie feven ftars, 6fr .] / wonder none of
Ovid'$ Commentators have taken notice of the overßght he has
committed in thh verfe3 where he makes theTriones grow warm
before there was ever fuch aßgn in the heavensj for he teils us tn>
thh very book} that Jupiter turned Califto into thh conßellation,.
after he had reßaired the ruines that Phaeton had made in the
world»

Ibid. 1. 11. The youth was in a maze, &c ] It h impojßble
for a man to be drawn in a greater confußon than Phaeton is,- but

the
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the Antithefis of light and darknefsa Utile flattern the defcription.
Suntque Oculis tenebras per tantum lumen aborta?.

P. 159. 1. 12. Athosand Tmolus, ßfc ] Ovid has here, after
the way of the old Poets, given us a catalogue of the mountains
and rivers which were bumt. But, that I might not üre the En-
glifh reader, 1 have left out fome ofthem thät make no figure in
the defcription, and inverted the order of the refl acc Ording as the
fmoothneß of my verfe requir'd.

P. \6o . 1. 9. 'Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy 'Moor, & c.]
Thts is the onlyMetamorphofisin all this long ßory, zvhich con-
trary to cußom is inferted in the middle of it. The Criticks may
determine whether what follows it be not too great an excurßon in
htm who propofes it as his wbole deßgn to let us know the chan-
ges of thmgs. I dare fay that if Ovid had not̂ religtoußy obferved
the reports of the andern Mythologifts, we ßjould have feen Ytha-
ztonturned into fome creature or other that haies the light of the
Sun-, or perhapsinto anEagle that ßill takes pleafureto gaze■onit.

P. 161. I 1. The frighted Nile, Sftj Ovid has madea great
tnany pleafant images towards the latter end of this ßory. His
verfes on the Nile

Nilus in extremum fugit perterritus orbem
'Occuluitque caput quod adhuc latet : oftia feptem
Pulverulenta vacant, feptem fine Flumine Valles«

are as noble as Virgil could have written but then he ought not
to have mentioned the channel of the fea afterwar ds^

Mare contrahitur, ficcaeque eft campus Arena?.
becaufe the thought is too near the other. The image of the Cy»
cladesis a 'very pretty one$

I I h 2 - =-Quos
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-— Quos altum texerat xqaot
Exiftunt montes, et fparfäs Cycladas augent.

but to teil tu that the Swans grew warm in Cäyfter,

-----Medio volucres caluere Cäyftro.

and that the Dotphins durfi not leap}

-Nec fe jfiiper asquora curvi
Tollere confuetas audent Delphines in auras.

is intolerably trivial on fo great a fubjeÜ as the burning of theworld

Ibid. 1. 23. The Earth at length, ®6.] We have here afpeech of the Earth, which will doubtlefs feem very unnatural toan Englifhreader. It is I believe the boldeflProfbpopceiaof anyin the old Poets-y or if it were never fo natural, Icannotbut thinkfhe fpeaks too much in any reafon for one in her condition,

On Europa ^ Rape, page 188.
P. 189. 1. 3. The dignity of empire, &c ] This flory is pret-iily told, and very well brought in by thofe two ferious linesy
Non bene conveniunt, nec in una fede morantur,
Majeftas et Amor. Sceptri gravitate reli&ä, &c.

without which the whole fable would have appeafd very prophane*
P. 190. %1j . The frighted Nymph looks, &c ] This con-flernation and behaviour of Europa - Eluläm
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——Elufam defignat imagine tauri
Europen: verura taurum, freta vera putaras.
Ipfa videbatur terras fpe&are relictas,
Et comites clamare fuas, tadumcjue vereri
Aflilientisaqux, timidafcjue reducere plantas.

h ketter defcribed in Arachne'^piBure in theßxth book, than it.is
here; and in the beginning of Tatius hisClitophon and Leucippe,
than in either place. It is indeed ufual amongthe "Lz.tmPoets
(who hadmore art and refleBion than the Grecian) to. take hold
of all opportunities to defcribe the piBure of any place or aBionr ,
which they gener ally do better than they could the place or aßion
it felf ; becaufe in the defcription of a piBure you have a double,
fubjeB before you, either to defcribe the piBure it felf or whai.h
reprefented in it.

On the Stories in the Third Book, page 191.

■Hb HiiiiiiiiS L
Tfoere is fo great a variety in the arguments of the Metamer'»

phofes, that he who wouldtreatof 'em rightly, ought to be a ma¬
fier of all fiiles, and every different way of writing. Ovid in¬
deed fhows himfelf mofi in a familiär flory, where the chief grace '
is to be paße and natural ; but wants neither fr ength of th.ought
nor exprejßon, when he endeavours after it, in the more fublime
and manly fubjeBs of his poem. In the prefent fable the Serpent
is terribly defcribed, and his behaviour very well imagmed, the
aBions of both parties in the encounter are natural, and the lan-
guagethat reprefentsthem more firong and mafculine than what we
ufually meet with in this-Poet : if there be any faults in the nar-
ration, they are thefe, perhaps, which follow.

F. i ? 3>
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P. 193 . 1. 24 . Spire above fpire, ßrY.] Ovid, to make hh

Serpent more terribley and to raife the charaßer of hhChampion,
has given too great a loofe to hh imagination, and exceeded all
the bounds ofßrobability . He teils usy that when he raifed upbuthalf hh body he over-looked a tall forefi of Oaksy and that hh
whole body was as large as that of the Serpent in the skies. None
but a madman would have attacked fuch a monßer as this is de-
fcribed to be$ nor can we have any notion of a mortaVs ßanding
againß htm. Virgile not afhamed of making <£ neas fiy and
tremble at the fight of a far lefs formidable foe, where he givesus
the defcription of Polyphemus, in the third book; he knew very
well that a monßer was not a proper enemy for hh hero to encoun-
ter : But we fhould certainly have feen Cadmus hewing doivn the
Cyclops, had he fallen in Ovid's way y or if Statius's Utile Ty-
deus had been thrown on Sicily, it is probable he would not have
Jpared one of the whole brotherhood*

------Phcenicas , live illi tela parabant,
Sive fugarn, five ipfe timor prohibebat utrumque,
Occupat : ------

P. 194 . 1. r . m vain the Tyrians, öc ] The Poet could not
>keep up hh narration all alongy in the grandeur and magnificence
of an heroick ßile : He has here funk into the flatnefs of profey
where he teils us the behaviour of the Tyrians at the fight of the
Serpent:

------Tegimen direpta Leoni
Pellis erat ; telüm lplendenti Lancea ferro,
Et Jaculum j teloque animus pr^ftantior omni«

And in a few lines after lets drop the majeßy of 'hh verfey for the '
fake of one of hh little türm , Howdoes he languifh inthat which

feems
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feems et laboufdline ? Triftia fanguinea lambentem vulnera Lin¬
gua. And what pams does he take to exprefs the Serpenfs break-
mg the force of the firoke, by Jhrinkmg back from it ?

Sed leve vulnus erat , quia fe retrahebat ab i<5tu,
Laefaque colla dabat retro , plagamcjue federe.
Cedendo fecit, nec longiüs ire finebat.

P . 1$6 . 1. ult. And flings the future, ^fc .'\ The defcription of
the men rißng out of the ground is as beautiful a paffage as an<y in
Ovid : Itßrikes the Imagination very ßrongly -} we fee the 'ir mo-
t 'ion in thefirfi part of it, and their multitude in the Meflis viro-
rum at laß.

P . 107 . 1. f . The breathing harveft , &c >] Meflis clypeata
virorum . The beauty in thefe words would have been great er,
had .only Meflis virorum been exprejfed without clypeata -} for the
reader 's mind would have been delighted with Two fuch different
Jdeas compounded together, but can fcarce att &nd to fuch a com-
plete image as is made out of all Three.

This way of mixing two different Ideas together in one image,
as it is a great furprize to the reader , is a great beauty in poetry,
ifthere be fufßcient ground for it in the nature of the thing that
is defcribed. The Latin Poets are very füll of it, efpecially the
worfi ofthem,,for the more correB ufe it but fparingly , as indeed
the nature of thingswill feldom afford a jufi occaßon for it. When
any thing we defcribe has accidentally in it fome quality that
feems repugnant to its nature, or is very extraordinary and un~
common in things of that fpecies, fuch a compounded image as we
are now fpeaking of is made, by turning this quality into an epi-
thete of what we defcribe. Thus Claudian, having got a hollow
ball of Chryßal with water in the midß of it for bis fubjeß , takes
the advantage of confidering the Chryßal as hard , ßony , precious

{Vater^
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Water , and theWater as foft, fluid , imperfeB Chryftal - and thm
fports off above a dozen Epigrams , in fetting his Words and Ideas
at variance among one-another. He 'has a great many beauties
of this nature in htm, but he gives himfelf up fo much to this way
of writing, that 1 a man may eaßly know where to meet with them
Düben he/ees his fubjecl, and often ßrains fo hard for them that he
many times makeshis defeript-ions' bombaßic and unnatural . What
work would he have made w 'ith Virgile Golden Bough, had he
beewto äefcnbe iti IVe fhould certainly have feen iheyellow Bark,
golden Sprouts, radiant Leaves, blooming Metal , branching Gold,
and all the jghiarrels that couid have been raifed between words of
fluch;different natures : When we fee Virgil contented w 'ith his
Auri frondentis j and what isthe fame , though muchfiner expreffed,
-----Frondefeit virga Metallo . This compoßtion of different Ideas
is often met with inawhole fentence, where circumflances are hap-
pily reconciled that feem wholly foreign to each other and is often
fo und among the Latin Poets, ( for the Greekswanted Art for it^
in thetr -defcriptions of Pitlures , Images, Dreams , Apparitions,
Metamorph ofes, and the like; where they bring together two fuch
thwarting Ideas, by making one pari of thetr defcriptions relate to
the reprefentation, and the other to the thing that is reprefented.
Of this nature is that verfe, which, perhaps , is the Wittieß in
Virgil ; Attollens humeris Famamque et Fata nepotum , Mx\ . 8.
where he defcribes iEneas carrying on his Shoulders the Reputa¬
tion and Fortunes of his Poßerity •which, though veryodd and für-
prizmg , is pla 'mly made out, when we conßder how thefe difa-
greeing Ideas are reconciled, and his Poflerity'sfame and fate made
portable by being engraven on the fhield . Thus, when Ovid teils
us that Pallas tore in pieces Arachne '.r work, where ßoe had em*
broidered.allthe rapes that the Gods had committed, he fays —Ri*-
pit cceleftia Crimina . 1Jhall conclude this tedious refle&ion with
an excellentßroke of this nature , out of Mr . Montagu 'j Poem
to the Kmgj where he teils us how the King of France would
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have beert celebrated by his fubjecis, ifhe had ever gainedfuch an
honourable wound as King William'* at the fight of the Rom:

■His bleeding arm had furnim'd all their rooms,
And run for everpurple in the Looms.

' ^

P. 198. 1. 3. Here Cadmusreign'd. ] This is a pretty folemn
tranßtion to the flory of Adtxon, which is allnaturally toid. The
Goddefs, and her Maids undrejfing her, are defcribed with di-
verting circumßances. A&ason'.yflight, confußon and griefs are
pajßonately reprefented but h is phy the whok Narrationßoould
beß careleßy clofed up.

—----- Ut abefTe queruntur,
Nec capere oblatx fegnem fpe&acula prsecte.
Vellet abefle quidem, fed adeft, velletque videre,
Non etiam fentire, Canum fera fa<5ta fuorum.

P. 201. 1. 18. <A generous pack, 8fr .] I have not here trou-
bled my[elf to call over ARxorfs pack of dogs in rhime: Spot
and Whitefoöt make but a mean ßgure in heroick verfe, and the
Greek namesOvid ufes would found a great deal worfe. He clo-
fes up his own catalogue with a kind oj ajeß onit, Quofque referre
mora efl- -which, by the way, is too light and füll of humour
for the other ferious parts of this ßory.

This ivay pfinferting Catalogues of proper names in their Poems,
the Latins tookfrom the Greeks, but have made them more plea-
fant than thofe they imitate, by adapting fo many delightful cha-
ratlers to their perfons namesj in which part Ovid's copioufnefs
of invention, and great inßght into nature, has given htm thepre-
cedence to all the Poets that ever came before or after him. The

Vol , I. Ii fmoothnefs



242 N ' Of T E S. ■•.
fmoothnefs of our Englifh verfe h too mnch hfl by the repeüiion of
proper names, which is otherwife'-very natural 'ana1 abfolutely ne-
cejjary in fome cafes; as beforea hattet, to raife in our minds an
anfwerable expeBation of the S &f&, and a lively Ideaof the num~-
bersthatare engaged. Forhad Hömel*or Virgil onlf told üs in
two or three lines before ihe'ir ßghts, that there were forty thou-
fand of eachfide, our Imagination-conld not pojjibty have been fo
affeBed, aswhen we fee' -every-Leaderßngkd out, and every Re¬
giment in ä manner drawn up before our eyes.

F Ä B. III.

P. 203. 1. 10. How Semele, &c ] This is one of Ovicfafi-
nifhedflories. The tranßtion to it is proper and unforced: Juno3
in her two fpeeches, a&s incomparably well the parts of a refent-
ing Goddefs and a tattling Nurfe: Jupiter makesa verymajeßick
figure with his Thunder and Light ning, but it is flill fuch a one as
jhows who drew it ; for who1 does not plainly difcoverOvid'j hand.
in the

Qua tarnen ufque poteft, vires fibi demere teritat»
Nec, quo centimanum dejecerat igne Typhoea,
Nunc armatur eo: nimium feritatis in illo.
Eft aliud levius fulmen, cui dextra Cyclopum
Sxv'itix flammixque minus, minus addidit Irx,
Tela Secunda vocant (üperi. -

P. 204. 1. 12. 'Tis well, fays{he, £f?c.] Virgil has made a
Beroe of one of his Goddeffes in the fifth ÄLndd; but if we com-
pare the fpeech ßoe there makes with that.of her name-fake 'in this
ßory, we may ßnd the genius of each Poet difcovering it felf tn
the language of the Nurfe: Virgile Iris could not have fpoken möre
majeßically in her own fhape; but Juno is fo much'ältered from
her felf in 0 ?idP that the Goddefs is quite loflin the 'Old wo-
mam FAB.
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F A B. V.

P. 209 . 1. 7t She can't begin, Sfc ] Ifplaying on words be
excufable in any Poem it is in this, where Echo is a fpeaker but
it is fo*mean a kind of wit, thatif it deferves excufe it can claim

-no more,

Mr . Locke , in his EfTay of human utiderftanding , has given
us.the befl account of Wit in Jhort , that can any 'where be met
with. Wit , fays he, lyes in the äffemblage of Ideas, and put-
fing thofe together with quicknefs and variety , wherein can be
found any refemblance or congruity, thereby to make up pleafant
piBures and agreeable viftons in the fancy . Thus does True wit,
as this incomparable 'Author obferves, generally confifi in the
Liikenefs of Ideas, and is more or lefi Wit , as this likenefs in Ideas
is more furprizing and unexpeBed. But as True wit is nothing
elfe but a ßmilitude in Ideas, fo is Falfe wit the ßmilitude in

}Words, whether it lyesin the likenefs of Letters ohly, asin Anagram
and Acroßic ; or of Syllables, as in Doggrel rhimes; or whole
Words, as Puns , Echo's, and the hke. Beßde thefe twö kinds
of Falfe and True wit, there is another of a middle nature , that
has fomething of both in it. When in two Ideas that have foms
refemblance with each other, and are both expreffed by the fäme
word, we make ufe ofthe ambiguity of the word to fpeakthat of
one Idea included under it, which is proper to the other. Thus,
for example, mofl languages have hit on the word, which proper-
ly fignifies Fire, to exprefs Love by, {and therefore we may be fure
there is fome refemblance in the Ideas mankind have of them; )
from } hence the witty Poets of all languages, when they have once
called Love a fire , confider it no longer as the pajfion, but fpeak
of it under\the ,notion of a real fire , and, as the turn of wit re-
quires, make the fame word in the fame fentence fand for either
of the Ideas that is annexed to it. When Ovid'-y Apollo falls in

I i 2 love
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love he bums with a newflame j when the Sea-Nymphs languifhw 'ith this pajfion, they kindlein the water ; the Greek Epigram-matifl feil in love with ove that flunga fnow-ball at him, andtherefore takes occaßon ta adrnire how fire could be thus concealedin fnow. In fioort, whenever the Poet feels\ any thing in thislove that refembles fomethtng in fire , he carries on this agreementinto a kind of allegory, but if as in the preceding inßances, hefinds any circumfiance in hts love contrary to the nature of fire,he calls his love a fire , and by joining this circumßance to it fur-prifes his reader with a feeming contraditlion . I fhould not havedwelt fo long on this inßance, had it not been fo frequent in Ovid,who is the greateß admirer of this mixed wit of all the Ancients,as our Cowley is among the Modems, Homer , Virgil , Horace,and the greateß Poets fcornedit , as indeed it is only fit for Epi¬gram and httle copies of verfes; one wotdd wonder therefore howfo fublime a genius as Milton could fometimes fäll into it, in fucha work as anEpicPoem . But we muß attrihute it to hishumour-ing the vicious tafle of the age he lived in, and the falfe judg-ment of our unlearned Englifio readers in gener al, who have fewcfthem a reüfio ofthe more mafculine and noble heautzes of Poetry.

FAB . VI . .

Ovid feems particularly pleafed with the fubjetl of this ßöry,f?ut has notorioufiy fallen into a fault he is often taxed with, of notinowing when he has faid enough, by his endeavouring to exceLHow has he turned and twified that one thought ö/ -NarcirTus'.f be-mg the perfon beloved, and the lover too?

Cun&aque miratur quibus eft mirabilis iple.——-Qui probat , ipfe probatur.
Dumque petit petitur , pariterque incendit et'ardet.,Atque ocuios idem qui decipit inckat error.
Perque ocuios perit ipfe füos-— -
Uror amore mei flarnmas raoveoque feroque, &C,
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But we cann&t meet with a better inßance ofthe extravaganceand
wantonnefs of Ovid'* fancy , than in that particular circumß'ance
at the end of theßory -ofNavtiffns ''s gazing on his face after death
tn the Stygian waters. The defign was very hold, of making a
Boy fall inlove wtth himfelf here on earth , but to torture himwith
the fame pajfion after death, and not to let his ghofi' reß mquiet,
was mtolerably cruel and unchantable.

P. 210 . I. 10. But whilft within , 8fc ] Dumque ficim fedare
cupit fitis altera crevit. We have here a touch ofthat Mixe d wit

I have_hefore fpoken of but I think the meafure ofJPün in it out-
weighs the True wit ; for if we exprefs the thought in other words
the turn is almoß loß. This pajffage of Narciflfusprobäbly gave
Milton the hint of applying it to Eve, though1 think her -fürprize
at the ßght of her ownface .in the water , far morejuß and natu¬
ral , than this of Narcifliis. She was a raw unexperienced Be-

wg, juß creat 'edy and therefore might eaßly be fubjeß to the <delu~~-
ßon -y but Narciflus had beeninthe worldßxteen years, was bro-

ther and fontothe water -nymphs, and therefore to be fuppofed
converfant with fountains longbefore this fatal mißake.

P. 211 . 1. ki . You trees, fays He, &fc.] Ovid is very jufily

celebratedfor the pajßonate fpeeches of his Poem. They have ge¬
nerally abundanee of Nature mthem \ but I leave it to better,judg~
ments to conßder whether they are .not often too witty and too te-
dious. The Poetnever cares for fmothering agood thought that

comes in his way, and never thinks he can draw tears enough from
his reader , by which means our grief is either diverted or fpent
before we come to his conclußon-, for we cawiot at the fame time
be deüghted with the wit of the Poet, and concerned for the per-
fon that fpeaks it ; and h great Critick has admirably well obfer-
' ved, Lamentat -iones debent effe breves et concife , nam Lachry-
mae fubitö excrefcit, et difficile,eft Auditorem vel Le&orem in

fem-mo
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fommo animi affectu diu teaere. Would any one in NarcifTus's
condition have cry'd out----- Inopem me Copia fecit? Or can any
thmg be more unnaiural than to turn off from his ßorrozvs for the. fake of a prelty refleBion?

O utinam noftro fecedere corpore poffemf
Votum in Amante novumj vellem, quod amämus, abelTet.

None, 1ßuppoße, can be much grieved for me that h fo witty on
his own afflitlions. But I thmk we may every where obßerve in•Ovid, that he employs his Invention more than bis Judgment, and
ßpeaks all the ingenious things that can be faid on the ßubjeff, ra¬
ther than thoße which are particularly proper to the perßon and:rt'cumßances of thejpeaker.

F A B. TU.

"P. hj . 1. 7. .When Pentheus thus.] There is a great deal offp 'trit and fire in this fpeech of Pentheus, -but I believe none be-
Jides Ovid would have th&ught of the transformation of the Ser¬
pen?s teeth for an tncitement to the Thebans couragey when he
deßres them not to degenerate from their great Fore-father the
Dragon,, and draws a>parallel betvjeenthe behaviottr of them both*

~% ifßfe ; . }|m M v̂ :v̂^ ^ m ^ ^ iö\ W^ yÄ 'i ,Efte, precor memores, qua fitis ftirpe creati,
Illiufque animos, qui multosperdidit unus,
Sumite fa-pentis: pro.fontibus ille, , lacuque
Interiity at vos pro famä vincite vefträ.
Ille dedit Letho fortes, vos pellite molles.
Et patrium revocate Decus.—- .

. F. Av.B. ...Till . \ •
^Ŷ Ö3fi"-«-4̂ ^^n ryk!i^nO!5 30 c'-^VS-"? »f 3 3rj' *~* • r̂-v~,v̂ "v'rinf 'fTi,'v I *\\Ät9«•' The ßory of Äceteshas abundance of nature in all the parts of•it? as well in the deßeription of his oivn parentage and emmoymeht,

-as
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as in that of the failors chara&ers and manners. But the fhort

fpeeches fcatteredup and down in tt, which make the Latin very
natural, cannot appear fo well in our language, which is muck
more fiubborn and unpliant, and therefore are but as fo many
rubs in the fiory, that are ßill turning the narration out of its pro¬
per courfe. The transformation at the:latter end is wonderfully
beautiful.

: ' t , A B; W 7

övid hastwo very g&od Similes on Pentheus, where he com*
pares htm to a River in a former ßory} andto a War-horfe m the.
prefent*

Am;
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o N

VIRGILE GEOR GIGS.

"T T IR G IL may be reckoned the firft who irttroduced three
r new kinds of Poetry amorig the Romans, which he co-

pied after three the greateft mafters of Greece. Theocr'üus and
Homer have MI dilpüted for 'the advatitage over him in Pa¬
ßoral and Heroics, Jbüt I think all are unanimous in giving
him the precedence to Heßod in his Georgtcs. The truth of
it is, the fweetnefs and rufticity of a Paßoral cannotbe fowell
expreffed in any other töngue as in the Greek, when rightly
mixed and qüalified with the Doric dialed:; nor can the ma~
jefty of an Heroic Poem any where appear fo well as in this
langnage, which has a natural greatneß in it, and can be often
rendered more deep and fonorous by the pronunciation of the
lomans. Bnt in the Middle ftile, where the writers in both tongues
are on a level, we fee how far Virgil has excclled all who have
written in the fame way with him. Thcre
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Tliere has been abundance of Criticilm fpent on Virgtl 's

Paßorals and Jßneids , but the Georgks are a fubje<5t which
notie of the Critics have fiifficiently taken into their confide-
ration ; moft of them paffing it over in filenc-e, or cafting it
imder the fame head with Paßoral ; a divifion by no means
proper , unlefs we luppofe the ftile of a Husbandman ought to
be imitated in a Georgtc, as that of a Shepherd U in Paßoral.
But though the feene of both thefe Poems lies in the fame
place,- the fpeakers in them are of a cj-uite different character,
finee the preeepts of husbandry are not to be delivered with
the limplicity of a Plowman , but with the addrefs of a Poet.
No rules thereföre that rclate to Paßoral , can any way affe6fc
the Georgks, fmee they fall under that clafs of Poetry , which
eonfifts in giving piain and direet inftru&ions to the reader,-
whether they be Moral duties, as thofe of Theognisand Pytha-
goras or Philofophical fpeculations , as thofe of Äratus and
Lucret 'ms; or Rules of practice , as thofe of Heßod and Virgil.
Among thefe different kinds of fubje&s, that which the Geor¬
gks go upon , is I think the meaneft and leaft improving,
but the moft pleafing and delightful . Preeepts of morality,
befides the natural corruption of our tempers , which makes us
averfe to them , are fo abftracted from Ideas of fenfe, that
they feldom give an opportunity for thofe beautiful deferipti-
ons and images which are the fpirit and life of Poetry . Na¬
tural Philofophy has indeed fenfible obje&s to work upon , but
then it often puzzles the Reader with the intricaey of its
notions , and perplexes him with the multitude of its di-
fputes. But this kind of Poetry I am now Ipeaking of, addreP
fes it felf wholly to the imagination : It is altogether conver-
fant among the fields and woods, and has the moft delightful
part of Nature for its province . It raifes in our minds a plea-

Vol . I. K k fing
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fing variety of fcenes and landfcapes, whilft it teaches us ; and
makes the dryeft of its precepts look like a defcription . A
Georgic therefore is fome pari of the fcience of husbandry put into
a pleaßng dreß} and fet off w 'ith all the Beauties and Embellißo-
ments of Poetry . Now fince this fcience of Husbandry is of a
very large extent , the Poet fhews his skill in fingling out fuch
precepts to proceed on, as are ufeful, and at the lame tinie
moft capable of ornament . Virgil was fo well acquainted
with this fecret, that to fet off his firft Georgic, he has run
into a fet of precepts , which are almoft foreign to his fubjeft,
in that beautiful account he gives us of the Signs in Nature,
which precede the changes of the weather.

And if there be Comuch art in the choice of fit precepts,
there is much more required in the treating of them ; that
they may fall in after each other by a natural unforced me-
thod , and fhew themfelves in the beft and moft advantageous
light . They fhould all be fo finely wrought together in the
fame piece, that no coarfe feam may difcover where theyjoin,-
as in a curious brede of needle-work, one colour falls away by
iuch jnft dcgrees, and another rifes fo infenfibly, that we feethe
variety , without being able to diftinguifh the total vanifhing
of the one from the firft appearance of the other . Nor is it
fufficient to ränge and difpofe this body of precepts into a
clear and eafie method , unlefs they are delivered to us in the
moft pleafing and agreeable manner : For there are feveral
ways of conveying the fame truth to the mind of man ; and
to chufe the pleafanteft of thefe ways,- is that which chiefly
diftinguifhes Poetry from Profe, and makes Virgile rules of
Husbandry pleafanter to read than Varroh . Where the Prole-
writer teils us plainly what ought to be done, the Poet often

conceals
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conceals the precept in a defcription, and reprefents Iiis Coun-
try-man performing the a&ion in which he would inftru6t his
reader. Where the one fets out as fully and diftin&ly as he
can, all the parts of the truth, which he would communicate
to usj the other fingles out the moft pleafing circumftance of
this truth, and fb conveys the whole in a more diverfing man¬
ner to the underftanding. I fhall give one inftance out of a
muititude of this nature that might be found in the Georgics,
where the reader may fee the difFerent ways Virgil has taken
to exprefs the fame thing , and how much pleafanter every
manner of expreflion is, than the piain and dire<5t mention of
it would have been. It is in the fecond Georgic, where he teils
us what Trees will bear grafting on each other.

Et ßepe alterms ramos impune videmus
Vertere in alterius, mutatamque infita mala
Ferre pjrum , et prunis lapidofa rubefcere corna.
----- Steriles Platani malos geßere ualentes,
Caflanea fagos, ornufque incanuit albo
Flore pyri : Glandemque mes fregere lub ulmis.
----- Nec longum tempus: et ingens
Exiit ad Coelum ramis felicibus arbos;
Miraturque novas frondes et non fua poma.
Here we fee the Poet conlidered all the effe&s of this union

between Trees of different kinds, and took notice of that ef-
fed which had the moft liirprize, and by confequence the
moft delight in it, to exprefs the capacity that was in them of
being thus united. This way of writing is every where much
in ufe among the Poets, and is particularly practifed by Vir¬
gil, who loves tö niggeft a truth indire&ly, and without gi-

K k z viris
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ving us a füll and open view of it, to let us lee juft fo muck
as will naturally lead the imagination into all the parts that lie
concealed . This is wonderfully diverting to the underftand-
ing , thus to receive a precept , that enters as it were through
a by-way, and to apprehend an Idea that draws a whole train
after it . For here the Mind , which is always delighted with
its own difcoveries, only takes the hint from the Poet , and
feems to work out the reft 'by theftrength of her own faculties.

But fince the inculcating precept upon precept , will at
length prove tirefom to the reader , if he meets With no en-
tertainment , the Poet muft take care not to encumber his Po¬
em with too much bufinefs -y but lömetimes to relieve the Sub¬
jekt with a moral rene&ion, or let it reft a-while for the fake
of a pleafant and pertinent digrefliom Nor is it fufficient to
run out into beautiful and diverting digrerlions ( as it is gene-
rally thought ) unlels they are brought in aptly , and are fome-
thing of a piece with the main defign of the Georgtc: For
they ought to have a remote alliance at leäft to the fiibjec\
that (6 the whole Poem may be more uniform and agreeable
in all its parts . Wemould never quite lofe fightof the Coun-
try , though we are Ibmetimes entertained with a diftant pro-
Ipeä ; of it . Of this natüre are Virgile defcriptions öf the ori¬
ginal of dgrtculturej of the fruitfulneß of Italy r öf a country
life, and the like, which are not brought in by förce, but na¬
turally rife out of -the principal argument and defign of the
Poem . I know no one digreflion in the Geotgics that may
feem to contradid this oWervation, befides that in the latter
end of the Firft book, where the Poet läunches out into a di-
fcourfe of the battel of Pharfalia , and the actions of Augußus:
But it is worth wliile to coniider how admiräbly he lias turned

the
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the courfe of Iiis narration into its proper channel , and made
his Husbandman concerned even in what relates to the battel,
in tliofe inimitable lines,

Scil 'tcet et tempus veniet, cum fimbus Ulis
Agrtcola ineurvv terram moütus aratro y
Exefa mvemet feabra rub 'tgine pda:
Aut grmnbus raflrh galeas pulfabit Inanes,
Grandiaque ejfojjism 'irab 'itur ojja fepulchr 'is.

And afterwar dsfpeaking of Auguflus's a&ions, he ftill remem-
bers that Agriculture ought to be fome way hinted at through-
out the whole Poem.

----- Non ullus aratro
"Dzgnus honos: fqualent abduBis arva coloms:
Et 'curv'tß ngidum falces conflantur m enfem.

We now come to the Stile which is proper to a Georgk;
and indeed this is the part on which the Poet muft lay out all
Iiis ftrength , that his words may he warm and glowing , and
that every thing he deferibes may immediately prefent it felf,
and rife up to the reader 's view. He ought in particular to be
careful of not letting his fubje6t debafe his ftile, and betray
him into a meanneis of expreffion, hut every where to keep
up his verie in allthepomp of numbers , and dignity of words.

I think nothing which is a Phrafe or Saying in common
talk , mould be admitted into a ferious Poem ; becaufe it takes
off from the folemnity of the exprerTion, and gives ittoogreata
turn of familiarity : Much leß ought the low phrafes and terms
of art , that are adapted to Husbandry , have .any place in fuch
a work as the Georgic, which is not to appear in the natural

fimplicity
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flmplicity and nakednefs of its fubjedt, but in the pleafanteftdrefs that Poetry can beftow on it . Thus Virgil , to deviatefrom the common form of words, would not make ufe of
Temporebut Syderein his firfl:verfe ; and every where elfe abounds
with Metaphors, Grecifms, and Circumlocutions, to give hisverfe the greater pomp , and preferve it from finking into aPlebe 'ian ftile. And herein confifts Virgil'%mafter -piece, whohas not only excelled all other Poets, but even himfelf in the
language of his Georgics; where we receive more ftrong andlively Ideas of things from his words, than we could have done
from the objects themfelves : And find our imaginations moreaffe&ed by his defcriptions , than they would have been bythe very fight of what he defcribes.

I mall now, after this fliort fcheme of rules, confider the
different luccefs that Hefiod and Virgil have met with in thiskind of Poetry , which may give us fome further notion of the
excellence of the Georgics. To begin with Hefiod $ if we mayguefs at his character from his writings , he had much moreof the Husbandman than the Poet in his temper : He was
wonderfully grave, difcreet, and frugal , he lived altogetherin the country , and was probably for his great prudence the
oracle of the whole neighbourhood . Thefe principles of goodHusbandry ran through Iiis works, and direded him to the
choice of tillage and merchandize , for the fubjecl; of thatwhich is the moft celebrated of them . He is every where benton inftru &ion , avoids all manner of di£reffions, and does- ^not ftir out of the field once in the whole Georgtc. His me-
thod in defcribing month after month with its proper feafonsand employments , is too grave and fimple ,• it takes off fromthe forprize and variety of the Poem, and makes the whole

look
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look but like a modern Almanack in verfe. Tlie reader is
carried through a courfe of weather , and may before-hand
guefs whether he is to meet with fhow or rain , clouds or fun-
Ibine in the next defcription . His defcriptions indeed have
abundance of nature in them , but then it is nature in her fim-
plicity and undrefs. Thus when he ipeaks of Jcmuary ; c The
' wild beafts, fays he, run fhivering through the woods with
' their heads ftooping to the ground , and their tails clapt be-
' tween their legs the Goats and Oxen are almoft flea'd with
( cold j but it is not fo bad with the Sheep, becaufethey have
6 2lthick coat of wool about them . The old men too are
( bitterly pincht with the weather , but the young girls feel*
{ nothing of it, who fit at home with their mothers by a
' warm fire-fide.J Thus does the old gentleman give himfelf
up to a loofe kind of tattle , rather than endeavour after a juft
Poetical defcription . Nor has he mewn more of art or judg-
ment in the preeepts he has given us, which are fown (6 very
thick , that they clog the Poem too much , and are often fb-.
minute and füll of circumftances , that they weaken and :un-
nerve his verfe. Brtt after all, we are beholden to him for-
the firfb rough sketch of a Georgic: Where we may ftill difco-
ver ibmething venerable in the anticknefs of the work ^ but if •
we would fee the defign enlarged , the figures reformed , the
colouring laid on, and the whole piece finifhed, we muft ex-
pe6t it from a greater mafter 's hand.

Virgil' has drawn out the rules of Tillage and Planung into
two books, which Hefiod has difpatched in half a one,- but •
has fo raifed the natural rudeneß and fimplicity of his lubjecl: ■
with luch a fignificancy of expreffion, fiich a pomp of verfe,
fuch variety of tranfitions , and fiich a folemn air in his reflec-

tionS;, ,
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tions, that if we look on both Poets togetlier , we fee in one
the plainnefs of a downright Countryman , and in the other,
fomething of a ruftick majefty , like that of a Roman Didtator
at the plow-tail . He delivers the meaneft of his precepts
with a kind of grandeur , he breaks the clods and toffes the
düng about with an air of gracefulneß . His prognoftications
of the weather are taken out of Aratusy where we may fee how
judicioufly he has pickt out thofe that are moft proper for his
Husbandman 's obfervation ^ how he has enforced the exprefli-
on, and heightened the images which hefound in the original.

The fecond book has more wit in it, and a greater bold>-
nefs in its metaphors than any of the reft . The Poet with a
great beauty, applies oblivion , ignorance , wonder , defire,
and the like, to his Trees . The laft Georgtc has indeed as
rnany metaphors , but not fb daring as thisj for human
thoughts and paffions may be more naturally afcribed to a Bee,
than to an inanimate Plant . He who reads over the plearures
of a Country life, as they are defcribed by Virgil in the latter
end of this book , can fcarce be of Virgile mind in preferring
even the life of a Philofopher to it.

We may I think read the Poet 's clime in his defcription 3
for he leems to have been in a fweat at the writing of it.

—— 0 qms me gehdis fub montibus Hami
Sißat, et mgenti ramorum protegat umbra /

And is every where mentioning among his chief pleaflires, the
coolnefs of his jfhades and rivers, vales and grottos , which a
more Northern Poet would have omitted for the defcription

' of a funny hill , and fire-fide.

The
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The Third Georgjcfeems to be tlie moft: laboured of them

all there is a wonderful vigour and fpirit in the defcription of
the Hörle and Chariot-race. The force of Love is reprefented
in noble inftances, and very fliblime expreflions. The Scy-
th 'tan wintcr-piece appears fo very cold and bleak to the eye,
that a man can fcarce look on it without fhivering. The
Murrain at the end has all the exprelfivenefs that words can
give. It was here that the Poet ftrained hard to out-do L.u-
cretiusin the defcription of his plague, and if the reader would
fee what luccefs l\e had, he may find it at large in Scaliger.

But Virgil feems no where fo well pleafed, as when he is
got among his Bees in the Fourth Georgjc: and ennobles the
aötions of fo trivial a creature, with metaphors drawn from
the moft important concerns of mankind. His verfes are not
in a greater noile and hurry in the battels of ALneasand Tur¬
nus, than in the engagement of two üwarms. And as in his
ÄLneishe compares the labours of his Trojansto thole of Bees
and Pifmires, here he compares the labours of the Bees to
thofe of the Cyclops. In fliort, the laft Georgicwas a good
prelude to the JEneis\ and very well fhewed what the Poet
could do in the defcription of what was really great, by his
defcribing the mock-grandeur of an Inlecl: with fo good a
grace. There is more pleafantneß in the little platform
of a gardcn, which he gives us about the middle of this
book, than in all the fpacious walks and water-works of
Rapm. The fpeech of Proteus at the end can never be enough
admired, and was indeed very fit to conclude fodivinea work.

After this particular,account of the Beauties in .the Georgks,
I fhould in the next place endeavour to point out its Imper-
fcdions, if it has any. But though I think there are fome

Vol . I. LI few



a $8 An Essay , &c.
few parts in it that are not fo beautiful as the reft, I mall not
prefume to name them, as rather fufpecting my own judg¬
ment, than I can believe a fault to be in that Poem, which
lay fo long under Pirgtl's corre&ion, and had his laft hand
put to it. The firft Georgicwas probably burlefc<ued in the
Author's life-time,- for we ftill find in the Scholiafts a verfe
that ridicules part of a line tranflated from Heßod. Nudus ara,
fere nudus----- And we may eafily guefs at the judgment of this
extraordinary Critick, whoever he was, from his cenfiiring
this particular precept. We may be füre / /̂rg//would not have
tranflated it from Heßod, had he not difcovered fbme beauty
in it ; and indeed the beauty of it is what I have before ob-
ferved to be frequently met with in Virgil, the delivering the
precept fb in directly, and fingling out the particular circum-
ftance of fbwing and plowing Naked, to fuggeft to us that
thefe employments are proper only in the Hot feafon of the
year.

I mall not here compare the ftiie of the Georgicswith that
öf Lucreüus, which the reader may fee already done in the
preface to the fecond volume of Mifcellany Poems; but fhall
conclude this Poem to be the moft complcte, elaborate, and
fmiftit piece of all Antiquity. The JEne 'ts indeed is of a No¬
bler kind, but the Georgtc is more Perfekt in its kind. The
JEneh has a greater variety of beauties in it, but thofe of the
Georgk are more exquifite. In {hört, the Georgichas all the
perfecüon that can be expe&ed in a Poem written by the
greateft Poet in the flower of his age, when his invention was
ready, his imagination warm, his judgment fettled, and all
his faculties in their füll vigour and maturity.

G A T O.
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As 1t is A&ed at the

Theatre -Royal in Drury-Lane,
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His Majesty 's Servants.

Ecce Spefi acutum dignum, ad quod rejpiciat , intentus operi fuoy T >eus!
Ecce par Tieo dignum, vir fortis cum mala fortund compofitus! Non
video, inquam, quid habeat in terris Jupiter pulchrius , fi convertere
animum velit , quam ut fpetlet Catonem, jam partibus non femel
fracJis , nihikminüs inter ruinas publicas erectum.

Sen. de Divin. Prov,
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WHILE you the fierce dividedBritons awe,
And Cato with an equal virtue, draw,

White Envy is it felf in Wonder loft,
And Fa&ions ftrive who {hall applaud you moft -y
Forgive the fond ambition of a friend,
Who hopes himfelf not you, to recommend,
Andjoin tti applaufe which all the Learn'd beflow
On oney to whoma perfeB work they owe.
To my * light Scenesl once infcrib'd your name,
And impotenthy ßrove to borrow fame:
Soon will that die, which adds thy name to mitte;
Let me, then, live3 joitfd to a work of thine,

\ , ^ v̂^ ffŜ j rj\v .". »̂

dieated to Mr. Äd'difon. Richard Steele.
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HO ' Cato floinesm Virgile spick fing,
Prefcribing laws among tb}Elyfian throng$

Tho}Lucan'^ verfe, exalted by bis name,
O'er Gods themfehes has rais'd' the Heröe's fame ;
-The Roman fiage did ne'er bis image fee,
Drawn at füll length; a iask referv'd for thee,
By thee we view the finißj 'd figure rije.
And awful march before oßr raviftid,eyes;
We bear bis voice, afferting viflue's caüfe°t
His fate renew'd our deep attention draws,
"Excites by turns our variöüs hopes andfears.
And all the patriot in thy fcene appears.

A

On Tyber 's banks thy ihought was firfi infpifd)
'Twas there, to fome indulgent grove retir'd,
Rome's ancient fortunes rollmg in thy mind,
Thy happy Muß this manly work deßgn'd:
Or in a dream tbou favffl Rome^ Genius fland,
Andy leading Cato in bis facred band,
Point out tti immortal fubjetl of thy lays,
And ask this labour to record bis praife,

Tis done--—the Heroe lives, and charms our age/
White-nobler morals grace the Britimflage.
Great Skakefpear's ghofl, the folemn flrdm to bear,
(MethinksJ fee the laureVd Shade appearf)

\

VAU
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Will hoveroyer the Sceney and wondring view
His fav r̂ite Brutus rival'dthus■by you.
SuchRoman greatneß in each aclionßomes,
SuchRoman eloquence adorm your Imes,
That fure the Sybillsbooks this year foretold,
•And in fiome myflick leafwas feen inroll'd>

( Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from Arndt '*fioore^
f Nor in her fands thy Cato'* tomb explore/
4 When thrice fix hundred times the circhng Sun
* His annual race fhall thrö1 the Zodiack run,
( An Ifie remote his monument fioall rear>
c And every generomBriton pay a tear.

J . Hughes .,

HA T do we fee / is Cato then become
A greater name in Britain than in Rome ?

Does mankind now admire his virtues more,
Tho" Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before?
How will Poßerity this truth explain7
" Cato begins to live in Anna'*reign:
The world's great chiefs, m Council or in arms, \
Riß in your lines with more exalted charms;
Jlluflrious deeds in diflant nations wrotight.
And virtues by departed Heroes taught}
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Ralfe in your foul a pure immortalflamey
Adorn your Itfe, and confecrate your fame;
To your renown all ages you fubduey
And Gaefarfought, and Cato hled for you. „ .

Edward Yo
•" nj ?*. \r & % \*-t » \ "'*:ätP,

3' 1 ^IS nobly done thus to enrlch the flage,
JL And ra 'ife the thoughts of a degenerate agey

To JhoWj how endlefs joys from freedorn fprmgi
How life m bondage is a worthlefs thtng.
The inborn greatnefs of your foul we viewy
Tou tread the paths frequented by the fem.
W 'th fo much flrength you wr 'itey and fo much eafe,
Virtuey and fenfe7 how durfl you hope to pleafe?
Tet crowds the fentiments of every line
Imparital clap'dy and owtfd the wörk divme.
Even the four Cnticks, who malmous camey
Rager to cenfurey and refohfd to blamey
Ftnd'mg the Heroe reguläriy rtfe,
Greaty wh 'ile he hves, but greater, when he dies,
Süllen approv'dy too obßtnate to melty
Andßcketfd w'ith the pleafures, whkh they feit.
Not fo the Fair thelr pajßons fecret kept,
Stlent they heardy but as they heard, they ivept,
When glor'wußy the bloommgMarcus dy'dy
And Cato toldthe Godsy I'm fatisfy'd.

AU Souls College,Oxon.
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See/ how your lays the Britim youth inflame/
They long to ßooot, and ripen into fame i
Applauding theatres dißurb the'ir refi,
And unbornCato's heave in every breafi;
The'ir nightly dreams their daily thoughts.repeatt
And pulfes high with fancfdglories beat.
So, griev'd to view the Marathonian fpoils,
The youngThemiftocles vow'd equal toils;
Did then hh fchemes of future honours draw
From the long triumphs which with tears he faw«

How ßall I your unrivaVd worth proclaims
Loß in the fpreading circle of your fame /
We faw you the great William'*praife rehearß^
Andpdrnt BritanniaVy'ö̂ in Roman,verfe.
We heard at dißance foft, enchanüng firains,
From blooming mountains, and Italiati Plains.
Virgil began in Englifh dreß to Jhine,
Hh Koke, hh looks, hh grandeur ßill dwine.
From htm too foon unfriendly you withdrew,3
But brought the tunefulOvid to our view.
Then, the delightful theme of every tongue,
Th> immortalMarlb'rough. was your daringfongi
From clime to clime the mighty vib~ior ßew,
From clime to clime as fwiftly you purfue
Still with the Heroe's glow'dthe Poefs flame,
Still with hh conqueßs you enlargd your fame.
ffltth boundlefs raptures here the Muß could fwell5
And on your Rofämond for ever dwell:

V ö l . I, M ra Then
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There openingfweets, and every fragrant flower
Luxuriant fmile, a never-fading bower.
Next, human folües kindly to expofe,
Ton change from numbers, but not fmk in profe:
Whether in vißonary fcenes you playy
Refine our tafles, or laugh our crimes away.
Now, by the buskin'd Muß you fhine confeß,
The Patriot kindles in the Poefs breaß.
Such energy of fenfe might pleafure raiß,
Tho' unembellißfd with the charms ofphrafe:
Such charms ofphrafe would with fucceß be crown'd
Tho' nonfenfe flontfd in the melodious found.
The chaßefl JArgtn needs no blufhes fear,
The Leartfd themfehes, not umnßruBed, hear,
'The Libertine, in pleafures us'd to roul,
And idly fport with an immortal foul,
Here comp, and by the virtuous Heathen taught,
Turns pate, and trembles at the dreadful thought*

When e*er you traverfe vaß Numidia'^ /tf««^
What ßuggißo Briton in his Iße remains?
When Jubafeeks the Tiger with delight,
We beat the thicket, andprovoke the fight.
By the deßriptwn warm'd, we fondly fweat,
And in the chilling Eafi-w'md pant with heat,
What eyes behold not, howthe ftream refines,.
'Till by degrees the floating mirrour {hines>
While hurricanesin circling eddies play,
Tear up the Ginds, and fweep whole plains away.
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We fhrink with horror, and confeß our fear.
And all the fudden founding ruine hear.
When purple rohes, diflain'd with blood, deceive,
And make poor Marcia beautifully grieve,
When ßoe her fecret thoughts no more conceals,
Forgeis the woman, and her flame reveals,
Well may the Prince exult with noble pride,
Not for his Libyan crown, but Roman bride.

But I in vain on ßngle features dwell,
While all the parts of the fair piece excell,
So rieh the flore, ßo dubious is the feafl,
We know not, which to paß , or which to tafle,
The ßhining incidents ßojuflly fall,
We may the whole new feenes of tranfport call.
Thus jewellers confound our wandering eyes,
And with variety of gemms ßurpriße.
Here Saphires, here the Sardian Stone is feen,
The Topaz yellow, and the Jafpergreen.
The cofllyBrilliant there, confus'dly bright,
From numerous furfaces darts trembling Ught.
The different colours mingling in a blaze,
Silent we fland, unable where to praifle,
In pleaßure ßveetly hfl ten thoußand ways,

Trinity College,
Cambridge.

M m 2
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TO 0 long hath Love engroßd Britannia'*ßagef
And funk to foftnefs all our tragic rage

By that ahne did empires fall or rifey
And fate depended on a fair one's eyes:
The fweet infeBion, mixt with dangerous art,
Debafd our manhood, wh'üe it footlfdthe heart*
Tou fcorn to raife a gr 'ief thy felf muß Marney
Nor from our weaknefs ßeal a vulgär fame:
APatriofs fall may jußly melt the mindy
And tears flow nobly, ßjed for all mankind.

How do our fouls with gctfrous pleafure' glow/"
Our hearts exulting, while our eyeso'erflow,
When thy firm Hero fiands heneath the weight
Of all his fuffer'mgs' venerably great •
RomeVpoor remains ßill ßoelfring by his fidey
Whh confcious virtue, and becoming pride*

The aged Oak thus rears his head in air^
His fap exhaußedy and his branches bare ;
3Midß ßorms and earthquakes he maintains his ßate }
Fixt deep in earth> and faßetfd by his weight>
His naked boughs ßill lend the Jhepherds aid3
And his old trunk proje&s an awful fioade,

Amidß the joys triumphant peace beßows7
Our Patriots fadden at his glorious woes>
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Awhile they let the world'sgreat bus'neß waiti
AnxiousforRome, andfigh for Cato'j fate.
Here taught how anc'ient Heroes roß to famey
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Romanflame,
Where fiates and ßnates well m\ght lend an ear,
Arid Kings and Rrießs with out. a.blußo appear.

France boaßs no morey but y fearful to engagey
Now firßpays homage to her rival'sßage,
Hafies to kam thee, and learning ßiaü fubmit
Altke to Britifh armsy.and Britifh w'tt:
No more fheHl wonder,. ( forc'dtodöus right)
W.ho think üke Romans, couldükeRomans fight*

Thy Oxfordfrmles this glorious work to fees
And fondly triumphs in a fen üke thee.
The fenates, confuls, and the gods of Rome,
Like old acquaintance at their native hörne.
In thee we find : each deedy each word expreß,
And every thought that / weil'da Roman breaß.
We trace each hint that could thy foul infpire
With Virgil1's judgmenty and with LucanVfire;
We know thy worthy and y give us leave to boaß,
We moß admire, .becaufe we know thee moß.

Queen's-College,Oxon. XhO , , TlCKELL.



[ 270 ]

SIR,
HEN youv gener ous-labourfirß Iview 'd,

And Cato'j- hands in bis own blood imbru'd,$.
That fcene of death fo 'terrible appears,
My foul could only thank yau with her tears.
Tet w 'ith fach wondrous art your skilful band
Does all the paffions of the foul command,
That even my grief to praife and wonder turn 'd,
And envy'd the great death which firß I mourn'd.

What pen hat yours could draw the doubtful ßrife,
■Of honour flrugling w 'ith the love of Iifei
Defcribe the Patriot , obßinately good,
As hovering ö'er eternity he ßood:
The w'tde, th' unbounded ocean lay before
His piercing fight , and Heaven the difiant ßore.
Secure of endlefs blifs, with fearlefs eyes,
He grafps the dagger, and its point defies,
And rufhes out of Life, to fnatch the glorious prize.

How would old Rome rejoice, to hear you teil
Howjuß her Patriot liv'd, how great he feil!
Recount his wondrous probity and truth,
And form new Juba's in the Britifh youth.
Their generous fouls, when he refigns his breath,
Are pkas 'd with ruine, and in love with death.

And
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Andwhen her conqueringfword Britannia draws,
Refolve to perijh, or defend her caufe,
Now firfl on Albion'xtheatre we fee,
A perfeB Image of what man ßoould be
The glorious charaBer is now expreß,
Of virtue dwelling in a human breafl.
Drawn at füll length by your tmmortal lines,
In CatoVfoul, as in her Heaven Jhe ßjines.

DlGBY CoTES,.

Left with the Printer by an unknown hancL

NOW we may fpeak, fince Catofpeaks no more-r
'Tis praife at length, 'twas rapture all before\

When crowded theatres with lös rung
Sent to the skies, from whence thy genius fprung:
Even civil rage awhile in thine was hfl;
AndfaBions ßrove but to applaud thee moßi
Nor could enjoyment pall our longmg tafle$
But every night was dearer than the laß,

As when eldRome in a malignant hour
Depriv'd of fome returning conqueror,
Her debt of triumph to the dead difchargdr.
For fame, for treaßire, and her boundi enlargd %

And)

All-Souls College,
Oxotu
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And, white his godl'ike figure mov'd along,
Alternate pajjions fir 'd tb' adoring throng;
Tears flow'dfrom every eye, and fhouts from every
So in thy pompous lines has Cato far 'd,
Grac 'dwtth an ample, tho° a late reward:
A greater viBor we in bim revere -,
A nobler triumph crowns his Image bete»

IVith wonder, as wtth pleafure , we ßtrvey
A theme fo fcanty wrought into a play;
So vaß a p 'ile on fuch foundations plac 'd ;
Like Amnion ^ temple reafd on LibyaV wafle :

,Behold its glowing paint / its eaße weight /
Its nice proportions / andßupendous height ?

yHow chafie the conduB, how d 'w 'me the rage!
A Roman IVorthy on a Grecian flage /

But where ßoall Catö'ypraife begin or end -,
Inclm'd to melt, and yet untaught to bend,
The firmefi Patriot , and the gentleß Friend?
-How great bis genius, when the traytor croud
Ready to ßrike the blow the 'ir fury vow'd -,
Quell 'd by his look, and lißning to bis lore,
Learn , like bis pajßons , to rebel no more !
When , lavifh &f bis boiling blood, to prove
The eure ofßavißo ■■■life, andßighted love,
Brave Marcus new in early death appears,
While Cato counts bis wounds, and not bis years -,
Who, checking private grief, the publick mourns,
Commands the pity he fo greatly ßcoms.
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But when he ßrikes, (to crownh'isgenerouspari)
That honefi, fiaunch, impraßicabk heart -,
No tears, no fobs purfue h 'is parüng breath;
The dy'mg Roman Jhames thepomp of death.

0 facred Freedom, wh'ich the powers beflow
To feafon blejflngs, and to foften woe
Plant ofour growth, and aim of all our cares,
The to'il of ages, and the crown of wars:
If, taught by theey the Poefs wit has fiow'd
In firains as precious as h'is Heroe's blood;
Preferve thofe firains, an everlafiing charm
To keep that blood, and thy remembrance warm:
Be this thy guardian Image flill fecure;
In va 'm Jhall force invade, or fraudallure
Our great Palladium Jhall perform its part,
Fix'd and enßorin'd in everyBritifh heart.

THE mmd to virtue is by verfe fubdu'd;
And the true Poet is a public good.

This Britainfeels, while, byyour lines infpifd,
Her free-born fons to glorious thoughts are ßr 'd.
In Rome had you efpoufd the vanquiflfd caufe,
Enfiam'd her fenate, and upheld.herjaws •
Tour manly fcenes had liberty refior̂ ,
And given the jufi fuccefs to Cato'5fword:
(? er Cxfzv's arms your genius hadprevail 'd;
And the Mufe triumptid, where the Patriot fail 'd.

Ambr . Philips.
Vol . I. N n
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PROLOGUE,
By Mr. TOT E.

Spoken by Mr. W I L K S.

TO wake the foul by tender flrokes of art,
To raife the genius, and to mend the heart,

To make manfctnd in confcious virtue boldy
Live o'er each fceney andbe what they behold:
For this the Tragic-Mufe firfl trod the ßage,
Commanding tears to ßream thro' every age -y
Tyrants no more their favage nature kept,
And foes to virtue wandet 'd how fhey wept.
Our author fhuns by vulgär fprings to move ,
The Heroe's glory7 or the Virgin's love;
In pitying Love we but our weaknefs Jhow,
And zvild Ambition well deferves its woe.
Here tears fb all flow from a more generous caufer
Such tears as Patriots fhed for dymg laws :
He bids your breafls with anaent ardor rifer
And calls forth Roman drops from Britifh eyes-.
Virtue eonfefl in human fhape he drawsy
What Plato thought3 and God-hke Cato was-:-
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No common objeB to yourßght difplays)
But what with pleafure Heaven it felffurveys;
A brave man ßruggling in the florms of fate,
And greatly falüng with afalling flate /
While Cato gives bis little Senate laws,
What bofom beats not in bis country's caufe}
Who fees htm a&, bat envies every deed?
Who hears bim groan, and does not wijh to bleed?
Even when proud Caefar'midfi triumphal carsy
The fpoils of nationsy and the pomp of warsy
Ignobly vain, and impotently great,
Show'd Rome her Cato'5figure drawn in ßate,
As her deadfathefs reverend image paß,
The pomp was darken'dj and the day ö'ercaß,
The triumph ceas'd----- tears gußddfrom every eye3
The world'sgreat viBor paffd unheeded by;
Her laß good man dejeBedRome adofd,
And honour'd Cxfafs lefs than Cato' f̂word.

Britons attend: be worth Uke this approv'd,
And jhow you have the virtue to be mov°d.
With honeß fcorn the firß fam'd Cato view'd
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom fhe fubdu'd.
Our fcene precarioußy fubßßs too long
On French tranflation, and Italian fing:
Dare to have fenfe your fehes } affert the ßage,
Be jußly warm'd with your own native rage.
Such plays ahne Jhouldpleafe a Britifheary
As Cato's felf had not difdain'd to hear.

Nn z
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C A TO . Mr. Booth.
Lucius, a Senator. Mr. Keen.
Sempronius, a Senator. Mr. Mills.
Juba, Prince of Numidia . Mr. Wilks.
Syphax, General of rfe Numidians . Mr. Cibber.
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Marcia, Daughter to Cato. Mrs. Oldfield.
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C Ä PJT

A C T L S C E N E I.

PORTIUS , MARCU
T O R T I V S.

HHE dawn is over-caft, the morning
lours,

| And heavily in clouds brings on
tlie day,

| The great, th' important day, big:
with the fate

Of Catoand of Rome----- Our Fa-
ther's Death

*Jl Would fill up all the guilt of Civil waiy
And clofe the fcene of blood. Already Cafar

Bas
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Has ravaged more than half the globe, and Tees
Mankind grown thin by his deftru&ive fword:
Should he go further, numbers would be wanting
To form new battels, and fupport his crimes.
Ye Gods, what havock does Ambition make
Among your worksl

MA R C U S.

Thy fteddy temper, Port 'ms,
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Cafary
In the calm lights of mild Philofophy;
I'm tortured, even to madneß, when I think
On the prond victor : every time he's named
Pharfaüa rifes to my view!----1Jfee
Th ' inlulting tyrant, prancing o'er the fleld
Strow'd with Rome's Citizens, and drench'd in flaughter,
His Horfe's hoofs wet with Patrician blood!
Oh Port 'tus, is there not fbme chofen curfe,
Some hidden thunder in the ftores of Heaven,
Red with uncommon wrath, to blaft the man,
Who owes his greatnefs to his country's ruin >

P 0 R T I U S.

Believe me, Marcus, 'tis an impious greatnefs,
And mixt with too much horrour to be envy'd:
How does the luftre of our father's a<5tions,
Through the dark cloud of Iiis that cover him,
Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightnels?
His fufferings fhine, and fpread ä glory round him j
Greatly unfortunate, he rights the caufc
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Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome.
His iword ne'er feil but on the guilty head;
Oppreffion, tyranny, and power ulurp'd.,
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon 'era.

MARC U S.

Who knows not this ? but what can Catodo
Againft a world, a bafe degenerate world,
That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Ccefar
Pent up in Utka he vainly forms
A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs,
And, cover'd with Num'idian guards, diredts
A feeble army, and an empty fenate,
Remnants of mighty battels fought in vain.
By Heavens, füch virtues, join'd with fuch füccefsj.
Diftradt my very foul: Our father's fortune
Would almofb tempt us to renounce his precepts.

.

PORTI -US,

Remember what our father oft has told us:
The ways of Heaven are dark and intricate,
Puzzled in mazes, and perplex'd with errors:
Our underftanding traces 'era in vain,
Loft and bewilder'd in the fruitlels fearch •
Nor fees with how much art the windings run,
Nor where the regulär confufion ends.

M A R C U S.

Thefe are függeftioms of a mind at eafe:
Oh Port 'ms, didft thou tafte but half the gtieß
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That wring my foul, thou couldft not talk thus coldly.
Paffion unpity'd, and lucceflefs love,
I'lant daggers in my heart, and aggravate
My other griefs. Were but my Lucia kind !—

p o r Tj -ü*:'B:Ky- :£i
Thon fee'ft not that thy Brother is thy Rival :

But I muft hide it, for I know thy temper. \Aßd&«
Now, Marcus, now, thy virdue's on the proof:

Put forth thy utmoft ftrength, work every nerve,
And call up all thy father in thy foul: .
To quell the tyrant Love, rand guard thy heart
On this weak fide, where rnoft our nature fails,
Would be a conqucft worthy Cato's fon.

^ : ^ n C TJe ' '■
Poriius, the cotmfel which I eannot take,

Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weaknefs.
Eid me for honour plünge into a war
Of thickeft foes, and rufh on certain deatb, Si
Then malt thou fee that Marcus is not flow
To follow glory, and confeß his father. -
Love is not to be reafon'd down, or lofb
In high ambition, and a thirft of greätnefsj
'Tis fecond life, it groWs into the foul, -
Warms every vein, and beats in every pulfe,
I feel it here : my refolution melts-—

P 0 R T I U S.

Behold young ^Jubâ the Numidtan Prince!
With how much care.he forms himfelf to glory,
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And breaks the fierceneß of Iiis native temper
To copy out our Father's bright example.
He loves our fifter Marcia, greatly loves her,
His eyes, his looks, Iiis acüons all betray it:
But ftill the rmothe-r'd fondnefs burns within him.
When moft it fwells, and labours for a vent,
The fenfe of honour atid defire of fame
Drive the big pallion back into his heast.
What ! fhall an Afrkany mall Jubä 's heir
Reproach great Cato's fon, and fhow the world
A virtue wanting in a Roman foul?

MARCUS.

Port 'ms, no more ! your words leave ftings behind 'em*
When-e'er did Juba r or did Porttus, fhow
A virtue that has caft me at a diftance,
And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour ?

p o r r 1u s.
Marcus, I know thy gen'rous temper well}

Fling but th' appearance of difhonour 011 it,
It ftrait takes fire, and mounts into a blaze.

MARCUS.

A Brother's lufferings claim a Brother's pity.

po r r 1 u |
Heaven knows I pity thee : behold my eyes

Even whilft I fpeak-— Do they not fwim in tears?

Vol . I. O o Were
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Wcre but my heart as naked to tby viewr
Marcus would fee it bleed in bis behalf.

M A R € U S.

Why tuen doft treat me with rebukes, inftead
Of kind condöling cares, and friendly forrow?

p. ortiu s:
O Marcus, did I know the way to eale

'Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains,
Mar msy believe me,- I could die to do it.

MARCUS.

Thon beft of brothers, and thöü beft of friends?
Pardon a weak diftemper'd foul that fwells
With fudden gufts, and finks as ibon in calms,.
THe fport of paflions:----- but Sempromus comes:
He muft not find this foftneß hanging on me. [Exh,

S C E. N E. II
SEMP RONIUS , PO RTIU S.

S E M P R 0 N I U Si

Confpiracies no fooner fhould be form'd'
Than executed. What means Port 'tus liere?
I like not that cold youth. Imuft difTemble.,
And fpeak a language foreign to my heart .. [Aßde.

Good
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Good morrow Portim / let us oncz embrace,

Once more embrace,• whillt-yet we both are free.
To -morrow fhould we thus expreß our friendfhip,
Each might receive a flave into bis arms :
This Sun perhaps, this morning Sun's the laft,
That e'er mall rife on Roman Überty.

p o r r i u s.
My father has this morning call'd together

To this poor hall His little Roman Senate,
( The leavings of Pharfalia ) to confult
If yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent
That bears down Rome, and all her gods, before it,,
Or muft at length give up the world to Qefar.

S E M P R 0 N I U S.

Not all the pomp and majeßy of Rome
Can raife her Senate more than Cato's prefence,
His virtues render our alfembly awful,
They ftrike with fornething like religious fear,
And make even Cafar tremble at the head
Of armies fiufh'd with conqueft : O my Porüus,
Could I but call that wondrous Man my Father,
Would but thy fifter Marcia be propitious
To thy friend's vows: I might be blefs'd indeed!

p o r r i v s.
Älas! Sempronmsywould'ft thou talk of love

To,Mama , whilft her father's life's in danger ?

Ö o t Thou

283
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Thou might 'ft as well court the pale trembling Veftal,
When fhe beholds the holy flame expiring.

S E M P R 0 N I U S.

The more I fee the wonders of thy race,
The more I'm charm'd. Thon muft take heed, my Portim I
The world has all its eyes on Cata's fon..
Thy father's merit fets thee up to view,
And fhows thee in the faireft point of ligfit,
To make thy virtues, or thy faults, conlpicuous.

p o r r i u s\
Well doft thon feem to check my lingring hereJ

On this important hour -----I'll ftrait away,
V And while the Fathers of the Senate meet

In clofe debate to weigh th5 events of war,
TU animate the fbldier's drooping courage,
With love of freedom, and contempt of life :
Fll thunder in their ears their country's caule,
And try to roufe up all that's Roman in 'em.
'Tis not in mortals to Command fucceß,
But we'll do more, Sempron'ms•$ we'll Deferve it.

S E M P R 0 N I U S folus.
Curfe on the Stripling! how he apes Iiis Sire?

Ambitioufly fententious!--—but I wonder
Old Syphax comes not j his Num'idian genius
Is well difpofed to mifchief, were he prompt
And eager on it j but he muft be fpurr'd,
And every moment cjuickned to the courfe,

»— Cato

[Exit.
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~— Catohas us'd me ill : he has refufed
His daughter Mar cm to my ardent vows.
Belides, his baffled arms, and ruined caule,
Are barsto my ambition. Cafar's favour,
That Ihow'rs down greatnefs on his friends, will raife me
To Rome's firft: hpnours, If I give'up Cato,
I claim in my reward.his captive daughter.
But Syßbaxcomes!-----

S G E NE III
SY P H A X, S E M P R O N I U S.

S T P H A X
-r— Sempromus, all is ready,

Fve founded my Numidians, man by man,
And find 'em ripe-for a revolt : they all
Complain aloud of Cato's difcipline,
And wait but the command to change their maller,

SEMPRONI U S.

Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to wallej
Even whilll we lpeak, our Conqueror comes on,
And gathers ground upon us every moment.
Alas! thou know'ft not Cafafs a£tive foul,
With what a dreadful coürfe he rufhes on
From war to war : in vain has Nature form'd

Mountains
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Mountains and oceans to oppofe his paffage-
He bounds o'er all, vi&orious in his march j
The Alpes and Pyreneam fmk before him,
Through winds and waves and ftorms he works Iiis wäy.
Impatient for the battel : one day more
Will fet the Vi&or thundering at our gates.
But teil me, haft thou yet drawn o'er young Juba l
That ftill would recommend thee more to Cnefat\
And challenge better terms.

ST P H A X.

Alas! he's loft,
He'sloft , Sempronms; all his thöughts are fall
Of CaWs, virtues:----- but Pll try once more
[For every inftant I expe<5t him here)
If yet I can fubdue thole ftubborn prineiples
Of faith, of honour, and I know not what,
That have corrupted his Numid'tan temper,
And ftruck th ' infedtjon into all his foul.

SEMPRO N1US»

Be füre to preß upon him every motive.
Jubds rarrender, fince bis father's death,
Would give up Afr 'ickinto Ceefafshands,
And make him Lord of half the burning Zone.

S T P H A X.

But is it trae, Sempromus, that your Senate
Is call'd together ? Gods! thou muß; be cäutious!
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Cato has piercing eyes, and will difcern
Our frauds, unlefs they're cover'd thick with art.

S E M P R 0 N1 U S.

Let rae alone, good Sypbax, Pll conceal
My thoughts in pamon ('tis the ftireft way,-)
Pll bellow out for Rome and for my country,
And mouth at Cafar 'tili I Ihake the Senate.
Your cold hypocrifie's a ftale device,
Ä worn-out trick.: would'ft thou be thought in earneft:?
Cloath thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury!

STPBAX.

In troth , thou'rt able to inftruct grey-hairs,
And teach the wily Afrtcan deceid

S E M P R 0 N I U S.

Once more, be fore to try thy skill on Juba.
Mean while Pll haften to my Roman foldiers,
Inflame the mutiny,, and underhand
Blow up their difcontentSj 'tili they break out
Unlook'd-for^ and difcharge themfelves on Cato.
Remember, Syphax, we muft work in hafte:
0 think what ahxious moments pafs between
The birth of plots, and their laft fatal periods.
Oh ! 'tis a dreadful interval of time,.
Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death?
Deftruc~tion hangs on every word we rpeak,.
On every thought, . 'tili the concluding ftroke
©etermines all, and clofes our defign. \Exit.

SYPHAX
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ST P H Ä X film.

Pll try if yet I can reduce to reafon
This head-ftrong youth, and make him fpum at Cato.
The time is {hört, Cafar comes rufhing on us-----
But hold ! young Juba fees me, and approaches.

S G E N E IV.

JUBA , S Y P H Ä X.

'̂ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ WM:HB| jfcottnt ;<
Syphax, I joy to meet thec thus alone,

1 have obfcrved of late thy looks are fallen,
O'ercaft with gloomy cares, and difcontent ;
Then teil me, Syphax, I eonjure thee, teil me,
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns,
And turn thine eye thus coldly on thy Prin .ce >

^ ^ô MM̂ Mm̂ 'Sloolll
'Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts,

Or carry fmiles and mn-ihine in my face,
When difcontent fits heavy at my heart.
J liatfe not yet fo much the -Roman in me.

' \ ? t f - f ' « : -"fle ?^ 'tk t 1 * r r 1 1 •~**%' '

Why do'ft thou caft out fuch ungenerous terms
Againft the Lords and Sov'reigns of the world?

Doft
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Dort thou not fee mankind fall down before them,
And own the force of their mperior virtue ?
Is there a nation in the wilds of Africk,
Amidft our barren rocks, and burning iands,
That does not tremble at the Roman name ?

SYP H AX.

Gods! where's the worth that fets this people up
Above your own Numidia's tawny fons!
Do they with tougher finews bend the bow?
Or flies the javelin fwifter to its mark,
Launch'd from the vigour of a Roman arm ?
Who like our adive African inftruds
The fiery fteed, and trains him to his hand ?
Or guides in troops thJ embattled Elephant,
Loaden with war? thefe, thefe are arts, my Prince,
In which your Zama does not ftoop to Rome.

' "In^ pl ^ ^ ^ ^ ^^ ^ ^^
Thefe all are virtues of a meaner rank,

Perfedtions that are placed in bones and nerves.
A Roman foul is bent on higher views:
To civilize the rude unpolifh'd world,
And lay it under the reftraint of lawsj
To make Man mild, and fociable to Man -y
To cultivate the wild licentious Savage
With wifdom, difcipline, and liberal arts ;
Th ' embellifliments of life: Virtues like thefe,
Make human nature fhine, reform the foul,
And break our fierce barbarians into men.

Vol . I. P P STPHAX.
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s r p h a x.

% * . ■ L.1» r- 1

Patience kind Heavens!——excufe an old man's warmth.
What are thefe wond'rous civilizing arts,
This Roman polifh, and this fmooth behaviour,
That render man thus tra&able and tarne?
Are they not only to difgüife our pamons,
To fet our looks at variance with our thoughts,
To check the ftarts and fallies of .the foul,
And break off all its commerce with the tongme;
In (hon , to change us into other creatures,
Than what our nature and the Gods defign'd us?

*""*X>^3lWf ^ ^ n̂ X^ y^ f-n̂ t!1
To ftrike thee dumb: turn up thy eyes to Cato!

There may'ft thou fee to what a godlike height
The Roman virtues lift up mortal man,
While good, and juft, and anxious for Iiis friends,
He's ftill feverely bent againft himfelf;
Renouncing fleep, and reft, and food, and eafe,
He ftrives with thirft and hunger, toil and heatj
And when his foitune lets before him all
rhe pomps and pleafures that his foul can wilh,
Bis rigid virtue will accept of none.

ST P MAX . ' W ^''- : '--j
Believe me, Prince, there's not an African

That traverfes our vaft Num'idwn defarts
In queft of prey, and lives upon his bow,
But better pradifes thefe boafted virtues.

Coarie
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Coarfe are his meals, the fortune of the chafe,
Amidfl: the running ftream he flakes his thirft,
Toils all the day, and at th ' approach of night
On the firft friendly bank he throws him down,
Or refts his head upon a rock 'tili morn:
Then rifes frefh, purlues his wonted game,
And if the following day he chance to find
A new repaft, or an untafted Ipring,
BlefTes his ftars, and thinks it luxury;

r '/A, j ub & \
Thy prejudices, Syßbax, won't difcern

What virtues grow from ignorance and choice,
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brüte.
But grant that others could with equai glory
Look down on pleaftires, and the baits of fenfe;
Where mall we find the man that bears affliction,
Great and majeftick in his griefs, like Catol
Heavens! with what ftrength , what fteadineß of mind,
He triumphs in the midft of all his mfferings!
How does he rife againft a load of woes,
And thank the Gods that throw the weight upon him!

STPHAX.

'Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtinefs of foul:
I think the Romanscall it Sto'icifm.
Had not your royal father thought fo highly
Of Roman virtue, and of Cato's caule,
He had not fallen by a flave's 'hand, inglorious:
Nor would his flaughter'd army now have lain

P p 2
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On Afrkk's fands, disfigur'd with their wounds,
To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Numtdia.

■: $ * ti r . '»

:; \ \ J U ^ Axi \ r?,C\:r ^ U i
Why do'ft thou call my fbrrows up afrefh?

My Father's name brings tears into my eyes.
SYPHAX.

Oh -' that you'd profit by your Father's ills!

J U B A.
What would'ft thou have me do ?

SYPHAX.
Abandon Cato.

z ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^
Syphax, I fhould be more than twice an Orphan

By füch a lofs.

SYPHAX.
Ay, there's the tie that binds you!

You long to call him Father . Marc 'ta's charms
Work in your heart unfeen, and plead for Cato.
No wonder you are deaf to all I fay.

J U B A.
Syßhax, your zeal becomes importunate

I've hitherto permitted it to rave,
And
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And talk at large ; but learn to keep it in,
Left it fhould take more freedom tliah Pll give it.

S T P H A X

Sir, your great father never ufed me thus.
Alas, he's dead! but can you e'er forget
The tender forrows, and the pangs of nature,
The fond embraces, and repeated bleflings,
Which you drew from him in your laft farewel?
Still muft I cherifh the dear, fäd, remembrance,
At once to torture, and to pleafe my foul.
The good old King at parting wrung my hand,
(His eyes brim-full of tears) then fighing cry'd,
Pr'ythee be careful of my fbn!----- his grief
Swell'd up fo high, he could not utter more.

J U B A.

Alas, thy ftory melts away my foul.
That bell of fathers! how fhall I difcharge
The gratitude and duty which I owe him!

S T P H A X.

By laying up his counfels in your heart.

J U B A.

His counfels bade me yield to thy diredions:
Then , Syphax, chide me in fevereft terms,
Vent all thy paflionj and III ftand its fliock,
Calm and unruffled as a fummer-fea,
When not a breath of wind flieso'er its fürface.

ST
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, s r p h a x

Alas, my Prince, Pd guide you to your fafety.

J U B A.
I do believe thou would'ft : but teil rae how ?

SYP H AX.

Fly from the fate that follows defafs foes.

J U B A.
My father fcorn'd to do it,

S T P H A x.
And therefore dy'd.

. jfUBA
Better to die ten thoufand thoufand deaths,

Than wound my lionour.

S Y P H A X.

Rather fay your love.

J U B A.
Syphax, Pve promis'd to preferve my temper,

Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a flame,
I long have ftifled, and would fain conceal?

SYPRAX.

Believe me, Prince, tho ' hard to conquer love,
'Tis eafie to divert and break its force:
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AHence might eure it, or a fecond miftrels
Light up another flame, and put out this.
The glowing dames of Zamds royal court
Have faces flufht with more exalted charms,-
The Sun, that rolls his chariot o'er their heads,
Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks:
Were you with thefe, my Prince, you'd foon forget
The pale unripen'd beauties of die North,

"'V' ' " 'Vr ^-.^J U B A ' *Ö •':
'Tis not a fett of features, or complexion,

The tin&ure of a skin, that I admire.
Beauty foon grows familiär to the lover,
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the ienle.
The virtuous Marcia tow'rs above her fex:
True, Ihe is fair, (Oh how divinely fair !)
But ftiil the lovely maid improves her charms
V/ith inward greatnels, unaffected wilHom,
And fanötity of manners. Catö's foul
Shines out in every thing fhe a&s or fpeaks,
While winning mildnefs and attra&ive Imiles
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace
Soften the rigour of her father's virtues.

S V P H A X

How does your tongue grow wanton in her praife!
But on my knees I beg you would confider—

J U B A.

Hah ! Syßhax, is't not ftie.L~--~fhe moves this way
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And with her Luciay Lüchtes fair daughter.
My heart beats thick— I pr'ythee Syphax leave me.

s T P H A X.
Ten thoufand curfes fallen 011'em both!

Now will this woman with a fingle glance
Undo, what Pve been labouring all this white. [Exh.

S C E N E V.

JUBA , MARQIA , LUCIA.
' ; ~ ''••••/J JUB ^ ''̂ [^-[f^ T- Ŝm

Hail charming Maid.' how d©es thy beauty fmooth
The face of war, and make even Horror finita?
At fight of thee my heait fhakes off its forrows^
I feel a dawn of joy break in npon me,
And for a while forget th' approach of Cafar.

MAR CIA.

I fhould be griev'd, young Prince, to think my prefence
Unbent your thoughts, and flacken'd 'em to arms,
While, warm with flaughter, our vi&orious foe
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the field,

JUBA.
O Marc 'tay let me hope thy kind concerns

And gentle wifhes follow me to battel f
The
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The thought will give new vigour to my arm,
Add ilrength and weight to my defcending fword,
And drive it in a tempeft on the foe.

O MAR C I A.

My prayers and wifhesalways mall attend
The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtue^
And men approv'd of by the Gods and Cato«

K '\ ' . C" *\ 'Um nz^ irS & lAi uov mpS -mirl avhb fa^
That may deferve thy pious cares,

TU gaze for ever on thy godlike father,
Tranfplanting , one by one, into my life
His bright perfe&ions, 'tili I fhine like him.

M A R C I A.

My father never at a time like this
Would lay out his great foul in words, and wafte
Such precious moments.

J U B A.
Thy reproofs are juft,

Thou virtuous maid 5 Fll haften to my troops,
And fire their languid fbuls with Cato's virtue.
If e'er I lead them to the field, when all
The war mall ftand ranged in its juft array,
And dreadful pomp : then will I think 011 thee!
O lovely Maid, then will I think on thee!
And, in the fhock of charging hofls, remember
What glorious deeds mould grace the man, who hopes
For Marcias love. [Exh.

Vol . I. Q^ q SCENE
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S C E N E VI.
LUCIA , MARCIA.

-̂i'ir̂ Jî i^^^^^^^^^ "̂̂ ^̂ *: ,?̂ f'-i'"
Marcia, you're too fevere:

How could you chide the young good-natured Prince,
And drive him from you with fo ftern an air,
A Prince that loves and doats on you to death?

MAR CIA.

'Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me.
His air, his voice, his looks, and honefl: Ibul
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf,
I dare not traft my felf to hear him talk.

■ ; 0̂ ^ ^ Ph#^ t T̂ ^ p %M"euG:̂ 1Ji:jc;':
Why will you flght againft CoIweet a paflion,

And fteel your heart to fach a world of charms.

MAR CIA.

How, Lucia ! would'ft thou have me fink away
In pleafing dreams, and lofe my felf in love,
When every moment Cato's life's at ftake?
defar comes arm'd with terror and revenge,
And aims his thunder at my father's head:
Should not the fad occalion fwallow np
My other cares, and draw them all into it ?

L U C I A.
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LUCIA

Why have not I this eonftancy of mind,
Who have fo many griefs to try its force ?
Sure, Nature form'd me of her fofteft mould,
Enfeebled all my foul with tender paflions,
And funk me even below my own weak fex:
Pity and love, by turns, opprefs my heart.

M A R C I A

Lucia, disburthen all thy cares on me,
And let me fhare thy moft retired diftrefs;
Teil me who raifes up this confli6t in thee i

. ' \

I need not blufh to name them, when I teil thee
They 're Marcia's brothers, and the Ions of Cato.

M A R C I A

They both behold thee with their fifter's eyes:
And often have reveal'd their paflion to me.
But teil me, whofe addrels thou favour'ft moft :
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it,

-~-''\z r̂ z'Lij cia . .
Which is it Marc 'ia wifhes for ?

M A R C I A.
For neither------

And yet for both ----- the youths have equal lhare
CLq *
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In Marcia's wifties, and divide their fifter:
But teil me, which of them is Luciä's choice?

!l[ _£ ä fT̂ .̂ vi £ ***&:Qfm
Marcia, they both are high in my efteem,

But in my love— -why wilt thoti make nie name him?
Thou know'ft it is a blind and fbolifh paffion,
Pleas'd and difgufted with it knows not what-----

MAR C Il£
Q Lucia-, I'm perplex'd, O teil me which

I rauft hereafter call my happy brother ?
V . ^U ĉJa ^ ^^ ^

Suppofe' twerePortim, could you blame my choice*
——O Portmsy thou haft ftol'n away my foul!
With what a graceful tendernefs he loves!
And breathes the fofteft, the fincereft vows!
Complacency, and truth, and manly fweetnefs
Dwell ever on his tongue, and fmooth his thoughtSo.
Marcus is over-warm, his fond complaints
Have fo much earneftneß and paffion in them,
I hear him with a fecret kind of horrour,
And tremble at his vehemence of temper.

M AR C LA s. fby^
Alas poor youth l how can'ft thou throw him from thee ?

Lucia, thou know'ft not half the love he bears thee 5
Whene'er he fpeaks of thee, Iiis heart's in flames^
He fends out all his. foul in.every word,
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And: thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranfported,
Unhappy youh ! how will thy coldnefs raife
Tempefts and ftorms in Iiis affiiclied bofom!
I dread the confequence,

6 :v'"' n̂ hff ^ X̂ --^ ^ '
You leem to plead

Againft your brother Portius.

|| "'V;'^ n̂ ^ ^ | # IS^
Heaven forbid!

Had Portius been the untuccefsful lover,
The fame compaflion would have fall'n on him.

:̂ ^-l u :c fA. \ ft % '
Was ever virgin love diftrefs'd like mine \

Portiushimfelf oft falls in tears before me,
As if he mourn'd his rival's ill fiiccefs,
Then bids me hide the motions of my heart,
Nor fhow which way it turns. So much he fears
The fad effe&s that it would have on Marcus*

MARCUS.

He knows too well how eafily he's fired,
And would not plunge his brother in defpair,
But waits for happier times, and kinder moments,

; !l| | fS L UCI A.
Alas, too täte I find my felf involved

In endlefs griefsr and labyrinths of woe,
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Born to afflid my Marciah family,
And fow diffention in the hearts of brothers.,
Tormenting thought ! it cuts into my foul.

MAR C I A.

Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our forrows,
' But to the Gods permit th' event of things.

Our lives, difcolour'd with our prefent woes,
May ftill grow white, and Imile with happier hours.

So the pure limpid ftream when foul with ftains?
Of rufliing torrents, and defcending rains,
Works it felf clear, and as it runs, refines;
3Till by degrees, the floating mirrour fhines,
Refle&s each flow'r that on the border grows,
And a new Heaven in its fair bofom fhows. [Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT IL S G E N E I.

The SENAT E.

SEMPRONIUS.
ROME ftill furvives in this aflembled Senate!

Let us remember we are Cato's friends,
And ad like men who claim that glorious title.

LU C I U S.

Catowill foon be here, and open to us
Th ' occafion of our meeting. Heark ! he comes!

\A found of trumpets.
May all the guardian gods of Kornedired him!

Enter CATO.

CATO.

Fathers, we once again are met in Council.
Ctffar's approach has fümmon'd us together,
And Romeattends her fate from our refolves:

How mall we treat this bold afpiring man ?
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes:
Pharfaüa gave him Rome-y Egypt has fince
Received his yoke, and the whole Nile is Qefafs,

Why
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\Vhy fhould I mention Jubds overthrow,

And SciptCfS death ? Num 'idids burning fänds
Still fmoke with blood . 'Tis time we fliould decree
Wliat courfe to take. Our foe advances 011 us,T - t~v i j £ . r t t j l̂ j j . i ? v r % $\And 'envies us even Libya 's fultry defarts.
Fathers , pronouncc your thoughts , are they {tili fixt
To hold it out, and fight it to the laft ?
Or are your hearts fubdu'd at length , and wrought
By time and ill fuccefs to a lubmiffion ?
Sempromusfpeak.

'S EM P R 0 N I U S.
My voice is ftill for war.

Gods, can a Roman Senate long debate
Which of the two to chufe, ilavery or death!
No , let us rite at once, gird on our fwords,
And, at the head of our remaining troops,
Attack the foe, break through the thick array
Of Iiis throng 'd legioiiSj and charge hörne upon him.
Perhaps fome arm,' more lucky than the reft,
May reach Iiis heart , and free the world from bondage.
Rife , Fathers , rife ! 5tis Rome demands your help ,•
Rife, and revenge her flaughter 'd Citizens,
Or fhare their fite ! the corps of half her Senate
Manure the fields of TheJ/aly, white we
Sit here , deliberating in cold debates,
If we fliould facrifice our lives to honour,
Or wear them out in fervitude and chains.
Roufe up for lliame ! our brothers of Pharfal 'm
Point at their wcimds, and cry aloud ---- To battel!
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Great Pompey's fhade complains that we are flow,
And Scipio's ghoft walks unrevenged amongft us!

C A T (9.

Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal
Tranlport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon:
True fortitude is feen in great exploits
That juftice Warrants, and that wifdom guides,
All elfe is tow'ring frenzy and diftradion.
Are not the lives of thofe, who draw the rword
In Römersdefence, entrufted to our care ?
Should we thus lead them to a field of flaughter,
Might not th5 impartial world with reafon fay
We lavifh'd at our deaths the blood of thoufands,
To grace our fall, and make our ruine glorious?
Lucius, we next would know what's your opinion.

L U C I U S.

My thoughts, I mufl confefs, are turn'd on peace
Already have our quarreis fill'd the world
With widows and with orphans : Scythiamourns
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteft regions
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome:
'Tis time to fheath the fword, and fpare mankind.
It is not C<efar, but the Gods, my fathers,
The Gods declare againft us, and repell
Our vain attempts. To urge the foe to battel,
( Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair)
Were to refufe th3 awards of Providence,
And not to reft in Heaven's determination.

Vol . I. R r
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Already have we Ihown our love to Romey
Now let us fliow mbmiffion to the Gods.
We took up arms, not to revengc our felves,
But free the common-weakh $ when this end fails,
Arms have no further ufe: our country's caufe,
Tliat drew our fwords, now wrefts 'eni from our hands,.
And bids us not delight in Roman blood,
Unprofitably med$ what men could do
Is done already: Heaven and earth will witneß,
If Rome rauft fall, that we are innocent.

' - ; SEMPRONIUS.
This finooth difcourle and mild behaviour oft

Conceal a traytor ---- fomething whifpers me
All is not rights— Cato, beware of Lucius, \Afide  to Cato^

c a r 0.
Let us appear nor rafh nor diffidentr

Immoderate valour fwells into a fault,
And fear, admitted into publick counfels,
Betrays like treafon. Let us fliun 'em both,
Fathers, I cannot fee that our affairs
Are grown thus defperate. We have bulwarks round us\
Within our walls are troops enurect to toil
In Afrkk's heats, and feafon'd to the fan$
Nurmdid's fpacious kingdom lies behind us,
Ready to rife at its young Prince's call.
While there is hope, do not diftruft the Gods jj
But wait at leaft 'tili Cafafs near approach
Force us to yield, 'Twill never be too late

To
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To lue for chains, arid own a conqueror.
Why fhould Kornefall a moment ere her time ?
No, let us draw her term of freedom out
In its füll length, and lpin it to the laft,
So (hall we gain ftill one day's liberty;
And let me perifli, but, in Cato's judgmen^
A day, an hour of virtuous liberty,
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.

Enter MARCUS.

M A R C US.

Fathers, this moment, as I watch'd the gates
Lodg'd on my poft, a herald is arrived
From Cafafs camp, and with him comes old Decms3
The Roman knight •> he carries in his looks
Impatience, and demands to lpeak with Cato.

Ii - ^ c 4 r Wm,t ;' 1fl§f ^
By your permimon, fathers, bid him enter.

\Emt Marcus
Deciuswas once my friend, but other proipects
Have loofed thofe ties, and bound him faft to Cßfar«
His melfage may determine our refolves.

3°}

Rr i S C EN E
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S C E N E II.

D E C I U S, C A T O, &c.

D E C I U S.
Cafar fends health to Cato.—

C A TO.
Could he fend it

To Cato's flaughter'd friends, it would be welcome.
Are not your Orders to addrefs the Senate?

D E C I U &
My bufinefs is with Cato: Cafar fees

The ftreights, to which you're driven5 and, as he knows
Cato's high Worth, is anxious for your life.

CATO.
My life is grafted on the fate of Rome:

Would he fave Cato? bid him Ipare his country.
Teil your Di&ator this : and teil him, Cato
Difdainsa life, which he has power to offer.
;̂ PIp -;̂ ĵv d -ECI US; " \ —

Romeand her Senators fubmit to Cafar;
Her Generals and her Confiils are no more,
Who check'd his concpefts, and denied his triumphs.Why will not Catobe this Cafar3* friend?

CATO.
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C AT 0.

Thofe very reafons, thou haft urged, forbid it.

DE C1US.

Cato, I've orders to expoftulate,
And reafon with you, as from friend to friend:
Think on the ftorm that gathers o'er your head,
And threatens eyery hour to burft upon it j
Still may you ftand high in your country's honours,
Do but comply, and make your peace with Cafar.
Romewill rejoice, and caft its eyes on Cato3
As on the fecond of mankind.

CATO.
No more!

I muft not think of life on fiich conditions,

D E C I U S.

Cafar is well acquainted with your virtues,
And therefore Jfets this value on your life:
Let him but know the price of Cato's friendmip,
And name your terms.

•U4$0 ^ ^ ^ ^ £^ X:u
Bid him disband his legions,

Reftore the common-wealth to liberty,
Submit his a<Stions to the publick ceniiire,
And ftand the judgment of a Roman Senate.
Bid him do this, and Catois his friend.

D E CIUS.
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D E C I U S.

CatOjthe world talks loudly of your wifdom——

■•''''̂ '̂ ^ ^ t K̂ '
Nay more, tho' CWs voice was ne'er employ'd

To clear the guilty, and to vernifli crimes,
My felf will mount the Roßrum in Iiis favour,
And ftrive to gain his pardon from the people.

DEC JUS.
A ftile, like this, becomcs a Conqueror.

r o. "lv ' üs '^
Decius, a flile, like this, becomes a Roman.

D E C I U S.
What is a Roman, that is Ctefar's foe ?

CA TO.
Greater than Cafar: he's a friend to virtue.

D EC IU S.
Confider, Cato, you're in Utka,

And at the head of your own little Senatej
You don't now thunder in the capitof,
With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you.

jHBBf ^ C A T 0. \ 2f# R;§h;
Let him confider that, who drives us hither:
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'Tis Cefarh fword has made Rome\ Senate little,
And thinn'd its ranks. Alas, thy dazled eye
Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light,
Which conqueft and fucccfs have thrown upon him \
Didft thou but view hini right , thou'dft fee him black
With murder, treafon, facrilege, and crimes
That ftrike my foul with horror but to name 'era.
I know thou löok'ft on me, as on a wretch
Befet with ills, and cover'd with misfortunes•
But, by the Gods I fwear, millions of worlds
Should never buy me to be like that Cefar.

: ::̂ &^ t ^ U ' . . j ^1 [
Does Cato fend this anf^er back to Cafar,

For all Iiis generous cares, and proffer'd friendfhip £
CATO.

His cares for me are infolent and vain:
Prefumptuous man ! the Gods take care of Cato.
Would Cdfar fhow the greatnefs of his foul?
Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends^
And make good ufe of his ill-gotten power,
By melt'ring men much better than himfelf

2fe ■kl\ „.. -, ^.-P E C l U & ,t/y %V--K ^ :': .
Your high unconquer'd.heart makes you forget

You are a Man. You rufh on your deftru&io.n.
But I have done. When I reläte hereafter
The tale of this unhappy embaflie,
All Romewill be in tears. \Extf Decius.

S,CENE

/
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S C E N E m
SEM'PRONIUS , LUCIUS , CATO , &c

. " SEMPRONIUS.
CatOjwe thank thee.

The mighty genius of immortal Korne
Speaks in thy voice, thy foul breathes liberty:
Cafar will Ihrink to hear the words thou utter'ft,
And fhudder in the midft of all his conquefts.

. .- l u'W-ius . ■-n
The Senate ownes its gratitude to Cato9

Who with fo great a foul confiilts its fafety,
And guards our lives, while he negle&s his own.

SEMPRONIUS.

Sempromusgives no thanks on this account.
Luchs feems fond of life5 but what is Life ?
'Tis not to ftalk about, and draw freih air
from time to time, or .gaze upon the Sun}
'Tis to be Free. When liberty is gone,
Life grows infipid, : and has loft its'relifh.
O could my dying hand but lodge a fword
In Gefafs bofom, and revenge my country,
By Heavens I could enjoy the pangs of death,
And fmile in agony.

LUCIUS.
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LUCIUS 1.

Others perhaps
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal,
Though 'tis not kindled into fo much rage.

SEMPRONIUS.

This fober condudt is a mighty virtue
In luke-warm Patriots,

. . *2ßf̂ |'W,̂ ,^°r <0 ? "iJ1
Come! no more, Sempronius,

All here are friends to Rome, and to each ot-her*
Let us not weaken ftill the weaker fide^
By our divifions.

SEMPRONIUS,

Cato, my refentmcnts
Are facrificed to Rome-----1 ftand reproved.

i&\ ' ^ ^^ ŝ sää̂ ä^
Fathers, 'tis time you come to a refolve»

LUCIUS.

Cato, _we all go into your opinion.
defafs behaviour has convinced the Senate
We ought to hold it out 'tili terms arrive.

SEMPRONIUS,

We ought to hold it out 'tili death ,• but, Cato,
My private voice is drown'd amid the Senate's.

Vol , I. S f
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Then let us rife, my friends, and ftrive to fill
This little interval, this paufe of life,
(While yet our lib.erty and fates are doubtful)
With refblution, friendfhip, Roman bravery,
And all the virtues we can crowd into it j
That Heaven may fay, it ought to be prolong'd.
Fathers, farewel ---- The young Numidian Prince
Comes forward, and expe&s to know our counfels.

S G E N E IV.

C A T O, J U B A.
c a r o.

Juba, the Roman Senate häs refolv'd,
'Till time give better profpeds, ftill to keep
The fword unfheath'd, and turn its edge on Ccefar»

JUBA.
The refolution fits a Reman Senate.

But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience,
And condefcend to hear a young man fpeak.

My father, when fome days before his death
He order'd me to mareh for Utica
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(Alas, I thought not then his death fo near !)
Wept o'er me, preß me in his aged arms,
And, as his griefs gave way, my fon, faid he,
Whatever fortune {hall befall thy father,
Be Cato's friend, hell train thee up to great
And virtuous deeds: do but obferve him well,
Thou'lt ftiun misfortunes, or thou'lt learn to bear 'em.

ftV^", :ty*x31̂ ^ ^ ^ :'̂ >utS# v̂ -iVi
Juba , thy father was a worthy Prince,

And merited, alas! a better fate -y
But Heaven thought otherwife.

{VV^^ A.A' -
My father's fate,

In Ipight of all the fortitude, that fhines
Before my face, in Cato's great example,
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with tears.

? ' • c^ ■̂'̂ ■
It is an honeft forrow, and becomes thee.

J V B A.

My father drew refpeä: from foreign climes:
The Kings of Africk fought him for their friend;
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame reports,
Behind the hidden fources of the Nile,
In diftant worlds, on t' other fide' the Sun:
Oft have their black ambaffadors appeared,
Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of Zama,

Sfi CATO.
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^ m[lj ^ 7i^ (̂ ', 1
I am no ftranger to thy father's greatnefs!

... y u b 4 *
I would not boaft the greatnefs of my father,But point out new alliances to Cato.

Had we not better leave this Utica,
To arm Numid'ta in our caufe, and court
Th ' afliftance of my father's powerful friends?
Did they know €ato} our remoteft Kings
Would pour embattled multitudes about him ;
Their fwarthy hofts would darken all our plains*Doubling the native horrour of the war.
And making death more grim.■̂ ^^^^fe^^ M̂̂ fe'Î ÄSi3

And canft thou think
Catowill fly before the fword of Cafar ?
Reduced like Hannibal, to feek relief
From court to court, and wander up and down3A vagabond in Afrkk /

'* 1^ 1 .
CatOyperhaps

I'm too officious, but my forward cares
Would fain preferve a life of fo much value,
My heart is wounded, when I fee fuch vrrtue
Affli&ed by the weight of fuch misfortunes,
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C AT 0.

Thy noblenefs of foul obliges rae.
But know, yoüng Prince, that valour foars above
What the world calls misfortune and affli&ion.
Thefe are not ills elfe would they never fall
On Heaven's firft favourites, and the beft of men :
The Gods, in bounty, work up ftorms about us,
That give mankind occafion to exert
Their hidden ftrength, and throw out into pra&ice
Virtues, which fhun the day, and lie conceal'd
In the fmooth leafons and the calms of life.

' V*: ' *C§S^ i^̂ 'r '-̂ "
I'm charm'd whene'er thou talk'ft .' I pant for virtue!

And all my foul endeavours at perfe&ion.

v .i C5? ^ H ^
Doft thou love watchings, abftinence, and toil,

Laborious virtues all ? learn them from Catot
Succefs and fortune muft thou learn from Cafar,

J U B A.
The beft good fortune that can fall on Juha}

The whole fucceß, at which my heart alpires,
Depends on Cato..

CATO,

What does Juba fäy?
Thy words confound me,

J U B A,
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%U,B A,
1 would fain retract them,

Give 'em me back again. They aim'd at nothing.
c ä t q: ;

Teil me thy wim, young Prince ; make not my ear
k ftranger to thy thoughts.

J ü B A
Oh, they're extravagant -y

Still let me hide them.

V;." '■' ^̂ ^ ^ ^ ^ P *Ŵ %*:̂
What ean Juba ask

That Catowill refufe!

|
I fear to name it.

Mama----- inherits all her fatne/s virtues,

- tÄcü C A T O, ;Ä
What would'ft thou fay?

J ?7 5 ^ .
Goto, thou haft a daughter.

;; - ■ .• C A^T ö. ^ ;* '4_feM
Adieu, young Prince : I would not hear a word

Should leflen thee in my efteem: remember
g ■ r i&* 'Jv 'r ^ L7u ■ Ix ^ Tj ^ mi

\
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The hand of fate is over .us, and Heaven
Exa&s feverity from all Our thoüghts :
It i not now a time to talk of aught
But chains, or conqucft -y libeity, or death.

S C E N E V.
S Y P H Ä X, j U B A,

S T P H A X.
er -i » :?; *:c; .•••-*» •• •' «v« ; * -.V —,• • » 3 -̂i F, ; J » ^ Jj . •.»..«J£I »lQT-> 41

HoVs this, my Prince t what, cover'd with qonfufioa
You look as if yon ftern Philofbpher
Had jnft now chid you.

7 U B A

Syphaxy Pmundone!
£ ' T P H A X.

I know it well.

J U B A.
Catothinks meanly of me.

S T P HAK,

And fo will all mankind.

%U B A
I've opened to him

The weaknefs of my foul, my love for Mama,.
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v

.TT>I .i

'S TP H A X.
r >*1' "OTiJ luO Aldi i FTO!i y jj.

Cato's a proper perfon to entrußA love-tale with.

_ , ........̂ # ß X ._ ------
Oh, I eould pierce my heart,

My foolifli heart / was ever wretch like Juba?

q y g
Alas, my Prince, how are you changed of late!

Pye known young Juba rife, before the Sun,
To beat the thicket where the Tiger fiept,Or feek the Lion in Iiis dreadful haunts:,, T 1. 1 i i t "'Vi xioy ii 2ß aoolHow did the colour mount into yonr cneeks,
When firft you roufed him to the chafe! Pve feen you,
Even in the LibyernDog-days, hunt him down,
Then charge him clofe, provoke him to the rage
Of fangs and claws, and ftooping from your Horfe
Rivet the panting favage to the ground.

Sq ^ v'*-' ^jwma . Jbw3i *^ Tn
Pr'ythee, no more.?

s r p &Wh ^ ^ iüiä*lftsö-
How would the old King fmile

To fee you weigh the paws, when tjpp'd with gold?.
And throw the fhaggy fpoils about your fhoulders/

s ^ \ fUB AI :\ ^ -
Syphax, this.old man's talk (tho3 honev flow'dJJE ' . . . . -V / • / -

In
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In every Word) would now lofe all its fweetneß.
CaWsdifpleas'd, and Mama loft for ever!

STPHAX.

Young Prince, I yet could give you good advice.
Mama might ftill be yoürs.

.J V M A:
What fay'ft thou, Sypbax?

By heavens, thou turn'ft me all into attention.

STPHAX.

Mama might ftill be yours.

* . Ĉ d v fuÜA ' "T'v'
As how, dear Syphax?

STPHAX.

Juba commands Numidia's hardy troops,
Mounted on fteeds, unufed to the reftraint
Of curbes or bittes, and fleeter than the winds:
Give but the word, we'll fnatch this damfel up,
And bear her off.

JUBA

Can fach dimoneft thoughts
Rife up in man ! would'ft thou feduce my youth
To do an a<5t that would deftroy my honour ?

STPHÄX

Gods, I could tear my beard to hear you talk!
Vol . I. T t Honour
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Honour's a fine imaginary notion,
That draws in raw and unexperienced men
To real mifchiefs, while they hunt a fhadow.

^ivifeß iöÄÄ ^ lf ^ oDyH l
Would'ft thou degrade thy Prince into a RuflianI

STP H A X

The boafled Anceftors of thefe great men,
Whofe virtues you admire, were all liich Rufpans.
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome,
That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds
All under Heaven, was founded on a Rape.
Your Scip'to's, Ctffar'Sj Pompey's,. and your Cato's,
( Thefe Gods on earth) are all the fpurious brood
Of violated maids, of ravim'd Sabines*

- ::-%jr̂̂ ^^^^ W: ::-"
Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine

Abounds too much in our Num'idmn wiles»

ST P H A X.

Indeed, my Prince, you want to know the Worldj
You have not read mankind -y your youth admires
The throws and fweilings of a Romanfoul,
Cato's bold flights, th' extravagance of virtue..

- : ;̂r ^ fP.'M'̂ 4>- ^Z^ ^ r̂
If knowledge of the world makes man perfidious,

May Juba ever live in ignorance l STP HAX
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STPHAX

Go, go, you're young.

J U B A.
Gods, muft I tamely bear

This arrogance unanlwer'd ! thou'rt a traitor,
A falfe old traitor.

STPHAX.

I have gone too far. YAß êt

J U B A.
Catomall know the bafenels of thy foul.

S T P H A X.

I muft appeafe this ftorm, or perim in it. [Afide.
Young Prince, behold thefe locks that are grown white
Beneath a helmet in your father's battels.

Thofe locks fhall ne'er protect thy inlblcnce.

STPHAX

Muft one rafh Word, th3 infirmity of age,
Throw down the merit of my better years?
This the reward of a whole life of fervice!
------Curfe on the boy ! how fteadily he hears me! [Aßde.

:j' i:T : - v j ĵjjb 4. : ■ ■?;6T-
Is it becaufe the throne of my fore-fathers

Tt 2 Still
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Still ftands unfilPd, and tliat Numidttfs crown
Hangs doubtful yet, whofe head it fhall enclofe,
Thou thus prelumeft to treat thy Prince with fcorn \

s t ß\ U 4 x
Wliy will you rive my heart with luch expreffions?

Does not old Syphax follow you to war?
What are.his aims? why does he load with darts
His trembling hand, and crufli beneath a cask
His wrinkled brows? what is it he afpires to
Is it not this ? to fhed the flow remains>
His laft poor ebb of blood, in your defence?

: '̂ f ^ ffk'Ä.-iW/olm
Syßhax, no more ! I would not hear you talk.

S T P H A X.

Not hear me talk ! what, when my faith to Juba3
My royal mafter's fon, is calPd in queftion?
My Prince may ftrike me dead, and III be dumb:
But whilft I live I muß not hold my tongue,
And languifli out old age in his diipleafure.

'̂ ■'̂ SäŜS^^--̂ A'''~-"-'■
Thou know'ft the way too well into my heart,

I do believe thee loyal to thy Prince.
$ r p h a x

What greater inftance can I give? I've offer'd
To do an a&ion, which my foul abhors,
And gain you whom you love at any price,
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J U B A
"Was this thy motive? I have been too hafty.

; S T P H A X
And 'tis for this my Prince has called me traitor.

■ " ' 1FV;. ■ - J Û .At , WQ norb V;
Sure thou miftakeft; I did not call thee fo.

S T P H A X

You did indeed, my Prince, you called me traitor
Nay, further, threaten'd you'd complain to Cato.
Of what, my Prince, would you complain to Cato7
That Syphax loves you, and would facrifice
His life, nay more, his honour in your fervice.

• "

Syphax, I know thou lov'ft me, but indeed
Thy zeal for Juba carried thee too far.
Honour's a facred tie, the law of Kings,
The noble mind's diftinguifhing perfe&ion,
That aids and ftrengthens virtue, where it meets hery
And imitates her actions, where fhe is not:
It ought not to be fported With.

S T P H A x . •

By Heavens
I'm ravim'd when you talk thus, tho' you chide me\
Alas, Pve hitherto been ufed to think
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A blind officious zeal to ferve my King
The raiing principle, that ought to bura
And quench all others in a fubje&'s heart.
Happy the people, who preferve their honour,
By the fame duties, that oblige their Prince!

: ■vh6̂ L—-'}:'"v'j üb! —v;:̂ - | ; |
Syphax, thou now begin'ft to Ipeak thy {elf.

Numidza's grown a fcorn among the nations
For breach of publick vows. Our Punick faith
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb.
Syghax, we'll join our cares, to purge away
Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation.

fei ' - s T P H A X ' ' \ , *J , ■
Believe me, Prince, you make old Syphax weep

To hear you talk ----- but 'tis with tears of joy.
If e'er your father's crown adorn your brows,
Numid'ia will be bleft by Cato's lectures,

J U B A.
Syphaxj thy hand ! we'll mutually forget

The warmth of youth, and frowardncfs of age :
Thy Prince efteems thy worth, and loves thy perfon.
If e'er the fcepter comes into my hand,
Syphax {hall ftand the lecond in my kingdom.

S T P H A x.

Why will you overwhelm my age with kindnefs?
My joy grows burdenfome, I fhan't fupport it.

JUBA.
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J U B A.

Syßhax, farewel, Iii hence, and try to find
Some blefl occafion that may fet me right
In Cato's thoughts. Fd rather have that man
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers.

S T P H A X folus.

Young men foon give, and foon forget arTronts;
Old age is flow in both ----A falfe old traitor!
Thofe words, rafli boy, may chance to cöft thee dear,
My heart had ftill fome foolim fondnefs for thee :
But hence! 'tis gone : I give it to the winds:-----*
C<efar, I'm wholly thine------

S C E N E VL

. SYPHAX , SEMPRONIUi

S T P H A X

All hall, Sempromus!
Well, Cato's fenate is refolv'd to wait
The fury of a liege, before it yields»

SEMPRONIUS.

SyphaXywe both were on the verge of fate :
Lucmsr-
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Luciusdeclared for Peace, and terms were ofrer'd
To Catoby a meflenger from C<efar.
Should.they fubmit., e'er our defigns are ripe,
We both muft periih in the common wreck,
Loft in a general undiftinguim'd ruine.

S T P H A X.
But liow ftands Cato?

S E M P R 0 N I U %
Thou hart feen mount Atlas:

While ftorms and tempefts thunder on its brows,
And oceans break their billows at its feet,
It ftands unmoved, and glories in its height.
Such is that haughty man ; his towering foul,
'Midft all the fhocks and injuries of fortune,.
Rifes füperior, and looks down on Ctefar.

- jfS/ sf .pMa ^ .& M ' -
But what's this Meffenger?

S E M P R 0 N I U S.
Pve pra&is'd with him,

And found a means to let the victor know
That Syphax and Sempromus are his friends.
But let me now examine in my turn:
Is Juba fixt ?

tgfeV-."" ' •i : .
Yes, ----- but it -is to Cato,

I've
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fve try'd the forte of every reafon on him^1
Sooth'd and carels'd, been angry, footh'd again,
Laid fafety, life, and intereft in his fight,
But all are vain, he fcorns them all for Cato.

SEMPRÖNIUS.

Come, 'tis no matter, we mall do without him.
Hell make a pretty figure in a triumph,
And ferve to trip before the vi&or's chariot.
Syphax, I now may hope thou haft forfook
Thy Jubä 's caufe, and wimeft Mar cm mine.

S T P H A X.

May (he be thine as fall: as thou would'ft have her!

SEMPRÖNIUS,

Syphax, I love that woman; though I curfe
Her and my felf, yet fpight of me, I love her.

S TP H A X

Make Catofure, and give up Utica,
Cafar will ne'er refufe thee fuch a trifle.
But are thy troops prepared for a revolt ?
Does the fedition catch from man to man,
And run among their ranks ?

S E M P R 0 N I U S.

All, all is ready,
The factious leaders are our friends, that fpread
Murmurs and difcontents among the foldiers.

Vol . I. U u They
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They count their toilfome marches, long fatigues,
Unufual faftings, and will bear no more
This medly of Philofophy and War.
Within an hour they'll ftprm the Senate-houfe.

S T P H 4 X.

Mean while Fll draw up my Num'idian troops
Within the fquare, to exercife their armp^
And, as I fee occafion, favour thee,
I laugh to think how your unlhaken Cato
Will look aghaft, while unfbrefeen deftru&ion
Pours in upon him thus from every fide.
So, where our wide Numtdmnwaftes extend,
Sudden, th' impetuous hurricanes defcend,
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play,
Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plains away.
The helpleß traveller, with wild furprize,
Sees the dry defart all around him rife,
And fmother'd in the dufty whirlwind dies.
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ACT III. SGENE 1
MARCUS and PORTIUS.

MARCUS.

THANKS to my ftars, I have not ranged about
The wilds of life, e'er I could find a friend

Nature firft pointed out my Port 'ms to rae,
And early taught me, by her fecret force,
To love thy perfon, e'er I knew thy merit
'Till , what was inftinct, grew up into friendfhip.

PORTIUS.

Marcus, the friendfhips of the world are oft
Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleafiire,
X)ms has fevereft: virtue for its bafis,
And flieh a friendfhip ends not but with life.

MARCUS.

Port 'ms, thou know'ft my foul in all its weaknefs,
Then pr'ythee fpare me on its tender fide,
Indulge me but in love, my other paflions
Shall rife and fall by virtue's niceft rules.

PORTIUS . :

When love's well-timed, 'tis not a fault to love,
üu z The
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The ftrong, the brave, the virtuouŝ and the mfex
Sink in the foft captivity together.
I would not urge thee to diimifs thy paflion,
(I know 'twere vain) but to iüpprefs its force,
'Till better times may make it look more graceful,

MAR C U S.

Alasj thou talk'ft like one who never feit
Th 5 impatient throbbs and longings of a foul,
That pants, and reaches after diftant good.
A lover does not live by vulgär time:
Believe me, Portius, in my LucicCsabfence
Life hangs upon me, and becomesa bürden,-.
And yet, when I behold the charming maid,
Pm ten times more undone ; while hope and fear?,
And grief, and rage, and love, rile up at once,
And with variety of pain diftra£t me.

P 0 R T I U t.

What can thy Förths do to give thee help ?
MARCUS.

Pornus, thou oft enjoy'ft the fair one's prefence
Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her
With all the ftrength and heats of eloquence
Fraternal love and friendfhip can inipire..
Tell heivthy4)rother languimes to death,
And fades away, and withers in his bloom;
That he forgets his. fleepj, and loaths his food,
That youth,. and health, and war are joylefs to.him :.

Defcribe
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Defcribe Iiis anxious days, and reftlefs nights,
And all the torments that thou feeft me fuffer..

PORTI US.

Marcus, I beg thee give me not an office,
That fuits with me fo Ül. Thon know'ft my<temper.

MARCUS.

Witt thou behold me finking in my woes?
And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm,.
To raife me from amidft this plunge of forrows?

PORTI US.

Marcus, thou canfl: not ask what Pd refule,.
Bat here believe me I've a thoufand reafons— -

MARCUS.

, I know thou'lt fay my paflion's out of feafon,
That Cato's great example and:misfortunes
Should both confpire to drive it from my thoughts.
But what's all this to one who loves like me !'
Oh Port 'ius, Porüus, from my foul I wim
Thou didft but know thy felf what 'tis to love!
Then wouldft thou pity and affift thy brothen.

PO RT iu s:

What fhould I do! if I difclofe my paffion
Our friendmip's at an end : if I conceal it,
The world will call,me falfe to a Bend and brother. [Afide,

MARCUS
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MAR C U S.

But fee where Lucia, at her wonted hour,
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch,
Enjoys the noon-day breeze! obferve her, Portmsf
That face, that fhape, thofe eyes, that Heaven of bcauty!
Obferve her well, and blame me if thou can'ft.

PORTIUS.
She fees us, and advances—--«■

MARCUS.
III withdraw,

And leave you for a white. Remember, Partim,
Thy brother's life depends upon thy tongue.

\

S C E N E II.

LUCIA , PORTIUS.

k̂ M̂ mm^
Did not I fee your brother Marcus here ?

Why did he fly the place, and fhun my prefence?
PORTIUS.

Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to fhow
His rage of love; it preys upon Iiis life;
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He pines, he fickens, he deipairs, he dies:
His paflions and his virtues lie confufed,
And mixt together in fb wild a tumult,
That the whole man is quite disfigur'd in him.
Heavens! would one think 'twere poflible for love
To make fücli ravage in a noble foul!
Oh, Lucia, Pm diftreft! my heart bleeds for him $
Even now, while thus I ftand bleft in thy prefence,,.
A fecret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts,
And I'm unhappy, tho' thou fmileft upon me.*

L U C I k

How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the fhock
Of love and friendlhip! think betimes, my Portius,
Think how the nuptial tie, that might enfure
Our mutual blils, would raife to fuch a height
Thy brother 's griefs, as might pcrhaps deftroy him,

p o r r i u s.
Alas, poor youth ! what doft thou think, my Lucia

His gencrous, open, undefigning heart
Has beg'd his rival to follicit for him.
Then do not ftrike him dead with a denial,
But hold him up in life, and cheer his foul
With the faint glimmcring of a doubtful hope:
Perhaps, when we have pafs'd thefe gloomy hours,.
And weather'd out the ftorm that beats upon us——

" 'Sa*\'S>\ ^̂^ ^ t̂M^ ttnS^
No, Portiw, , no ! I fee thy fifter's tears^
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Thy father's anguim, and thy brother's death,
In die purfuit of our ill-fated loves.
And, Porüus, here I fwear, to Heaven I fwear,
To Heaven, and all the powers that judge mankind,
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine,
While luch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about us,
But to forget our loves, and drive thee out
From all ray thoughts, as far—~ as I am able.

P 0 R T IUS.
What haft thou faid! I'm thünder-ftruck !— recall

Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever,

■sj... - l u c i a . ': ;f'°;:r' t' w
. Has not the Vow already pafsM my lips ?
The Gods have heard it, and 'tis^eal'd in Heaven.
May all the vengeance that was ever pour'd
On perjur'd heads, o'erwhelm me, if I break it!

p o r r i u s.
Fixt in aftonifliment, I gaze upon thee ;

Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from Heaven,
Who pants for breath, and ftirfens, yet alive,
In dreadful looks: a monument of wrath!

/ ' ^\:':.̂ l 'u 'c J A. . i /' .
At length Fve a&ed my fevereft part,

I feel the vornan breaking in upon me,
And melt about my heart ! my tears will flow.
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But oh PH think no more l the hand of fate

Has torn thee from me, and I muft forget thee.

p o r ri us1.
Hard-hearted, cruel maid!

^ U'̂ K̂ ^ ^ ^ UC IA. :-Ml̂ llJ !̂
Oh ftop thofe founds,

Thofe killing founds! why dort thou frown upon me ?
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave,
And life it felf goes out at thy difpleafiire.
The Gods forbid us to indulge our loves,
But oh ! I cannot bear thy hate, and live!

P 0 R T I U S.

Talk not of love, thou never knew'ft its force,
Pve been deluded, led into a dteam
Of fancied blifs. Oh Lucia, cruel maid!
Thy dreadful Vow, loaden with death, ftill founds
In my ftunn'd ears. What fhall I fay or do ?
Quick, let us part ! perdition's in thy prefence,
And horror dwells about thee !---- hah, fhe faintsf
Wretch that I am! what has my rafhnefs done!
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence! thou beft
And lovelieft of thy fex! awake, my Lucia,
Or Portius rumes on his lword to join thee.
-----Her imprecations reach not to the tomb,
They lhut not out fociety in death------
But hah ! fhe moves! life wanders up and down
Through all her face, and lights up every charm.

Vol . I. X x LUCI



338 C A T 0.

LUCIA

O Portim, was this well!-—to frown 011 her
That lives upon thy Imiles.' to call in doubt
The faith of one expiring at thy feet,
That loves thee more than ever woman lov'd!
-----What do I Tay? my half-recover'd fenfe
Forgets the Vow in which my foul is bound.
Deftru&ion ftands betwixt us/ we mult part.

P 0 R TIUS.

Name not the word, my fnghted thoughts run back^
And ftartle into madnefs at the found.

LUCIA
What would'ft thou have me do ? confider well

The train of ills our love would draw behind it.
Think , Portim, think, thou feeft thy dying brother
Stabb'd at his heart, and all befmear'd with blood,
Storming at heaven and thee / thy awful Sire
Sternly demands the caufe, th ' accurfed caufe,
That robs him of his fon l poor Mar da trembles,
Then tears her hair, and frantick in her griefs
Calls out on Lucia ! what could Lucia anfwer?
Or how ftand up in rhch a fcene of forrow!

p or ri us.
To my confufion, and eternal grief,

I muft approve the fentence that deftroys me.
The mift, that hung about my mind, elears up ;
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And now, athwart the terrors that thy Vow
Has planted round thee, thou appear'ft. more fair,
More amiable, and rifeft in thy charms.
Lovelieft of women! Heaven is in thy foul,
Beauty and virtue fhine for ever round thee,
Bright'ning each other ! thou art all divinef

I " ' . ' A-:-£ U-.PJA,
Porüusy no more ! thy words fhoot through my heart,

Melt my refblves, and turn me all to love.
Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes?
Why heaves thy heart ? why fwells thy foul with f@rrow l
It fbftens me too much—--farewel, my Port 'ws,
Farewel, though death is in the word, For-ever!

P 0 R T JUS.

Stay, Lucia, ftay! what doft thou fay? For-ever?

flt'K \̂ r;.U'P:c 1 4 ) ■V.™':,
Have I not fworn? if, Portius, thy fiicceß

Muft throw thy brother on his fate, farewell,
Oh, how fhall I repeat the word! For-ever!

PORTI US.

Thus o'er the dying lamp th' unfteady flame
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps ofF by fits,
And falls again, as loath to quit its hold.
——Thou muft not go, my foul ftill hovers o'er thee,
And can't get loofe.

339
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LUCIA

If the firm Portius fhake
To hear of parting, think what Lucia fuffersj

PORTIUS.
'Tis true unruffled and ferene I've met

The common accidents of life, but here
Such an unlook'd-for ftorm of ills falls on me,
It beats down all my ftrength . I cannot bear it,
We muft not part.

J ~ . ~V^

What doft thou fay? not part ?
Haft thou forgot the Vow that I have made ?
Are there not heavens, and gods, and thunder, o'er us?
-----But fee! thy brother Marcus bends this way!
I jficken at the fight. Once more, farewell,
Farewell, and know thou wrong'ft me, if thou think'ft:
Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine.

S C E N E III.
MARCUS , PORTIUS.

MAR CVS . ,.
Portius, what hopes ? how ftands me? am I döom'd

To life or death ?
P ORT JUS.
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P 0 RTIUS.

What would'ft tkou have me fay?

MARCUS.

What means this penfive pofture ? tkou appear'ft
Like one amazed and terrified.

P 0 R T I U S.

I've reafon»

MARCUS.

Thy down-caft looks, and thy diforder'd thoughts
Teil mc my fate. I ask not the fuccels
My canfe has found.

P 0 RTIÜ S.

Pm griev'd I undertook it.
MARCUS.

What ? does the barbarous maid infult my heart,

My aking heart ! and triumph in my pains?
That I could caft her from my thoughts for-ever>

PORTIUS.

Away! you're too fufpicious in your griefs;
Lucia, though fworn never to think of love,
Compamonates your pains, and pities youv

MARCUS.

Compamonates my pains, and pities m#!
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What is compaflion when ' tis void of love.f
Fool that I was to chufe fo cold a friend
To urge my caujfe.' Compaffionates my pains
Pr'ythee what art, what rhetorick did'ft thou ufe
To gain this mighty boon ? She pities me\
To one that asks the warm return of love,
CompafTion's cruelty, 'tis fcorn, 'tis death——

.PORTI -US . - '
Marcus, no more! have I deferv'd this treatment ?

MAR CU S._
What have I faid! O Portms, O forgive me!

A foul exafperated in ills falls out
With every thing , its friend, its felf----- but hah?
What means that fhout, big with the founds of war?
What new alarm ?

P 0 RTIUS.
A fecond, louder yet,

Swells in the winds, and comes more füll upon us.

. :y.. ^'\,M Ii ;CUS. ... \ [ \- "X^ 'tÄ
Oh, for fome glorious caufe to fall in battel!

Lucia, thou haft undone me! thy difdain
Has broke my heart : 'tis death muft give me eafe.

PO RTIUS.
Quick, let us hence who knows if Cato's life

Stand fure? O Marcus, I am warm'd, my heart
Leaps at the trumpet's voice, and burns for glory.

S C E N E
*
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S C E N E IV.

SEMPRONIUS ivith the leaders of
the mutinj.\

SEMPRONIUS.

At length the winds are rais'd, the Horm blows high ,̂
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up
In its füll fury, and direft it right,
'Till it has fpent it felf on Cato's head.
Mean while Pll herd among his friends., and feem
One of the number, that what e'er arrive,
My friends and fellow-foldiers may be lafe.

i LR AD R R.

We all are fafe, Sempromus is our friend,
Sempromusis as brave a man as Cato.
But heark .' he enters. Bear up boldly to him,-
Be fiire yon beat him down, and bind him färb.
This day will end our toils, and give us reft .'
Fear not&ng, for Sempromus is our friend.

S C E N E
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S C E N E V.

CATO , SEMPRONIUS , LUCIUS,
PORTIUS , MARCUS , &c.

■ : - ; . £ \£\ Y.tj^ s0gtea v ' s
Where are thefe bold intrepid fons of war,

That greatly turn their backs upon the foe,
And to their General fend a brave defiance ?

SEMPRONIUS.

Curfe on their daftard fouls, they ftand aftonifh'd .' [Afide.
CATO.

Perfidious men ! and will you thus difhonour
Your paft exploits, and fiilly all your wars >.
Do you confels 'twas not a zeal for Rome,
Nor love of liberty , nor thirft of honour,
Drew you thus far ; but hopes to mare the fpoil
Of conquer 'd towns, and plunder 'd provinces ?
Fired with fuch motives you do well to join
With Cato's foes, and follow Cafafs banners.
Why did I 'fcape th ' invenonfd Afpic's rage,
And all the fiery monfters of the defart,
To lee this day ? why could not Cato fall
Without your guilt ? behold , ungrateful men,
Behold my bofom naked to your fwords,

And
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And let the man that's injured ftrike the blow.
Which of you all mfpe&s that he is wrong'd,
Or thinks he mfFers greater ills than Cato?
Am I diftinguinVd from you but by toils,
Supcrior toils, and heavier weight öf caresl
Painful pre-eminencel

SEMPRONIUS.

By heavens they droop!
Confufion to the villainsall is loft.

fc K̂'Ŝ v"" :j. c ato :^
Have you forgotten Libya's burnin-g wafte,

Its barren rocks, parch'd earthr and hüls of fand,
Its tainted air, and all its broods of poifon i
Who was the firft to explore th5 untro Jden path,
When life was hazarded in every ftep ?
Or, fainting in the long laborious march,
When on the banks of an unlook'd-for ftream
You funk the river with repeated draughts,
Who was the laft in all your hoft that thirfted ?

S E M P R 0 N I U S.

If fome penurious fource by chance appear'd,
Scanty of waters, when you fcoop'd it dry,
And ofTer'd the füll helmet up tö dato,
Did he not dam th ' untafted moifture from him ?
Did not he lead you through the mid-day Sun,
And clouds of duft ? did not his temples glow
In the fame mltry winds, and fcorching heats?

Vol . I. Y y
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C AT 0.

Hence worthlefs men ! hence ! and complaiti to Cafar
You could not undergo the toils of war,
Nor bear the hardfhips that your leader bore.

LUCIUS.

See, Cato, fee, th5 unhappy men ! they weept
Fear, and remorfe, and forrow for their crime,
Appear in every look, and plead for mercy.

C AT 0.

Learn to be honeft men, give up your leaders,
And pardon mall defcend on all the reft.

SEMPRONIUS.

CatOj commit thefe wretches to my care.
Firft let *em each be broken on the rack,
Then , with what life remains, impaled and left
To writhe at lealiire round the bloody ftake.
There let 'em hang, and taint the fbuthern wind».
The partners of their crime will learn obedience,
When they look up and fee their fellow-traitors
Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the Sun.

LU C I U S

Sempromus, why, why wilt thou urge the fate
Of wretched men ?

S E M P R 0 N I U S:
How! would'ft thou clear rebellion?
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hucms (good man) pities the poor ofTenders,
That would imbrue their hands in Catö's blood.

KLuw. r  ifeir
Forbear, Sempromus/ ----- fee they lufFer death,

But in their deaths remember they are Meru
Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous.
Lucius, the bafe degenerate age requires
Severity, and juftice in its rigour
This awes an impious, bold, ofFending world,
Commands öbedience, and gives force to laws.
When by juft vengeance guilty mortals perifh,
The Gods behold their punifhment with plealure,
And lay th ' uplifted thunder-bolt afide.

SEMPR0N1US.

Cato, I executc thy will with plcalure.

\ ,

Mean-while we'll faerifice to Liberty.
Remember, O my -friends, the laws, the rights,
The generous plan of power delivcr'd down,
From age to age, by your renown'd Fore-fathers,
(So dearly bought, the price of fo much blood)
O let it never perifli in your hands l
But pioufly tranrmit it to your children.
Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our fbuls,
And make our livcs in thy pofleflion happy,
Or our deaths glorious in thy juft defence.

Yy i SCENE
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SCENE VI.

SEMPRONIUS and the leaders of the mutinj
1 LR AD ER.

Sempron'ws, you have afted like your felf,
One would have thought you had been half in earneft.

SEMPRONIUS.
Villain, ftand off! bafe groveling worthlefs wretcheŝ .

Mongrils in fa£tion, poor faint-hearted traitors?
2 L E AD E R.

Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempromus:
Throw off the mask, there are none here but friends,.

S E M P R 0 N I U S.
Know, villains, when mch paltry flavcs premme

To mix in trealbn, if the plot fucceeds,
They 're thrown negle£ted by : but if it fails,
They 're Iure to die like dogs, as you mall do.
Here, take thefe fa&ious monfters, drag 'em fortJi
To fiidden death.

Enter Guards.

i L E A D E R.
Nay, fince it comes to this----

SEMPRONIUS.
Difpatch 'em quick, but firft pluck out their tongues,

Leaft with their dying breath they fow fedition.
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S G E N E VII.

S Y P HA X and SEMPRO N I U S,

SrPHAX:
Our firft defign, my friend, has prov'd abortive j

Still there remains an after-game to play:
My troops are mounted ; their Numid'ian Heeds
Snuff up the wind, and long to fcour the defart i
Let but Sempron'ms head us in our night,
Well force the gate where Marcus keeps his guarda,
And hew down all that would oppofe our paflage,-
A day will bring us into Ctefafs camp.

S E M P R 0 N JUS.

Confufion! I have fäil'd of half my purpofe •
Marcia, the charming Maraa 's left behind!

STP HA X.
)(. - , \s • ° -■ : - ' j, . ' ,, . - v * u -. .j * » * * .-44*

How ? will Sempron'ms turn a woman's flavef

S E M P R 0 N I US.

Think not thy friend can ever feel the foft::
Unmanly warmth, and tenderneß of love.
Syphax, I long to clafp tliat haughty maid,\
And bend her ftubborn virtue to my pafTion: .
When I have gone thus far, Pd caft her off«, STP h -ax:
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ST P H A X.

Well faid! thafc's fpoken like thy felf, Sempromus.What hinders then, but that thou find her out,
And hurry her away.by manly force?

SEMPRONIU&
But how to gain admiflion? for acceß

Is given to none but Jübu, and her brothers.
S Y P H A X.

Thou {halt have Juhtfs dreß, and Juha 's guards:The doors will open, when Numidm's Prince
Seems to appear before the flaves that watch them.

SEMPRONIUS.
Heavens what a thought is there ! Marciah my own.f

How will my bofom rwell with anxious joy,
When I behold her ftruggling in my arms,
With glowing beauty, and diforder'd charms,
While fear and anger, with alternate grace,
Pant in her hreaft, and -vary in her face!
So Pluto, feiz'd of Proferßinê convey'd
To hell's tremendous gloom th ' afFrighted maid,
There grimly fmil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous prize,Nor efivy'd Jove his lun-fhine and his skies.
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ACT IV. SC EN E I

LUCIA and MARCIA,

% ■ ' L UCIA , • * > t ;HV ; /'
NOW teil rae, Mar da , teil me from thy foul>

If thoji believ'ft 'tis poflible for woman
To fiiffer greater ills than Lucia fufFers?

MAR C I A

0 Lucia, Lucia, might my big-fwoln heart
Vent all its griefs, and give a loofe to fbrrow:
Marcia could anlwer thee in fighs, keep pace
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear.

L UC ! A

1 know thou'rt döom'd alike, to be belov'd
ByJuba, and thy father's friend Sempronius;
But which of thefe has power to charm like Portim f {

MARCIA.

Still muft I beg thee not to name Sempronius7
Lucia, I like not that loud boifterous man -y
Juba to all the bravery of a Heroe
Adds fofteft love, and more than female fweetneß;

Juba
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Juba might make the proudeft of our fex,
Any of woman-kind, but Mar cm, happy.

î ^ ff ™^ ^ : L U Cl A. £ f ?p :~:-> - - •'
' ' "■ ' jf ~f '3L . f j * ' h <S - ^va?And why not Mar cm? come, you ftrive in vain

To hide your thoughts from one, who knows too well
The inward glowings of a heart in love.A i 3 .Ol ii "'.Ivb K̂ tvi *& '1 U

MAR CIA.

While Catolives, Iiis daughter has no right
To love or hate, but as his choice directs«

LUCIA . , ■

But fhould this father give you to Semproritus7
MARC1A.

I dare not think he will : but if he fhould-----
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs I iurTer
Imaginary ills, and fancy'd tortures ?
I hear the found of feet ! they march this way!
Let us retire, and try if we can drown
Each fofter thought in fcnfe of prefent danger.
When love once pleads admiflion to our hearts
(In fpight of all the virtue we can boaft)
The woman that deliberates is loft.

S CE NE
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SCENE II.

SEMPRONIUS , drefid likeJUBA , mth
Numidianguards.

SEMPRONIUS.

The Deer is lodg'd. I've track'd her to her covert.
Be Iure you mind the Word, and vvhenI give it,
Rum in at once, and feize upon your prey.
Let not her cries or tears have force to move you.
—How will the young Numidian rave, to fee
His miflrefs loft ? if aught could glad my foul,
Beyond tn' enjoyment of fo bright a prize,
'Twould be to torture that young gay Barbarian.
-----But heark, what noife! death to my hopesf 'tis he,
'Tis Jubds felf! there is but one way left--—
He'muft be murder'd, and a paffage cut
Through thofe his guards.— Hah, daftards, do you tremblef
Or ad like men, or by yon5 azure Heaven----

Enter JUBA.

JUBA.
What do I fee? who's this that dares ulurp

The guards and habit of Numidids Prince ?

SEMPRONIUS.

One that was born to fcourge thy arrogance,
Prefumptuous youth!

Vol . L Z z JUBA.
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y u B A
What can this mean ? Sempromus/

S E M P R 0 N I U S.

My fword {hall anfwer thee. Have at thy heart.

%Y'ty^ B' -
Nay, then beware thy own, proud, barbarous man!

[ Semp. falls. His guards furrender*
S E M P R 0 N I U S.

Curfe on niy ftars! am I then doom'd to fall.
By a boy's hand ? disfigur'd in a vile
Numidian dreß, and for a worthlefs vornan ?
Gods, Pm diftra&ed! this my clofe of life!
O for a peal of thunder that would make
Eaith, fea, and air, and Heaven, and Catotremble ! [Dies.

J VBM ^ :'- rr .-;;-- '^
With what a fpring his furious foul broke loofe,

And left the limbs ftill quivering on the ground!
Hence let us carry off thofe flaves to Cato,
That we may there at length unravel all
This dark defign, this myftery of fate.

S C E.N E
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S C E N E III.

LUCIA and MARCIA.

lü C I A.
Sure ?twas the clafh of fwords; my troubled heart

Is fo caft down, and funk amidft its forrows,
It throbs with fear, and akes at every found.
0 Marcm, fhould thy brothers for my fake!——
1die away with horror at the thought.

MARCIA.

See, Lucia, fee! here's blood ! here's blood and murder!

Hah! a Num'idmn! Heavens preferve the Prinee:
The face lies muffled up within the garment.
But hah ? death to my fight ! a diadem,
And purple robes! O Gods! 3tis he, 'tis he?
Juba, the lovelieft youth that ever warm'd
A Virgin's heart, Juba lies dead before us!

Ŵ ;%J.̂ ^ -:Z-MWt.
Now, Marcia, now call up to thy afliftance

Thy wonted ftrength, and conftancy of mind ;
•Thou can'ft not put it to a greäter tryal.

MA R C I A,

Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience,
Z z i Have
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Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my breaft,
To rend my heart with grief, and run diftra&edj

\ v - "A Lti :äff ^ " ,l ;> "V^
What can I think or fay to give thec comfort ?

MARC1A.
Talk not of comfort, 'tis for lighter ills:

Behold a fight, that ftrikes all comfort dead.

Enter J U B A lifiwng.
I will indudge my forrows, and give way
To all the pangs and fury of defpair,
That man, that beft of men, deferv'd it from me.

HW|&fc' - •̂ '̂ '̂ \M̂ Ty\ .,
What do I hear ? and was the falfeSempronius

That beft of men ? O had I fallen like him,
And could have thus been mourn'd, I had been happy \

Hl %: ^ LUCIA "̂ ^ S f̂ .?J
Here will I ftand, companion in thy woes,

And help thee with my tears ; when I behold
A lofs like thine, I half forget my own.

M ARCl A.
'Tis not in fate to eafe my tortur'd breaft,

This empty world, to me a joyleß defart,
Has nothing left to make poor Mama happy,

yu
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J ÜB A.

Vm on the rack ! was he fo near her heart?

MAR CIA.

Oh he was all made up of love and charms,
Whatever maid could wim, or man admire:
Delight of every eye! when he appear'd,
A fecret pleafore gladned all that faw him ;
But when he talk'd, the proudeft Roman blufh'd
To hear his virtues, and old age grew wife.

v." ¥ g:-î ^ iMH^ ?'
I (hall run mad----

M A R C I A.

Ojubaf Jubaf Juha/

| ;v3; tym/t ... .. ^ JUB A K.:.:Vi/. \
What means that voice ? did {he not call on Juha ?

M A RC I A.

Why do I think on what he was! he's dead!
He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd him»* *
Lucia, who knows but his poor bleeding heart,
Amidft itis agonies, remember'd Marc 'ia,
And the laft words he utter'd call'd me Cruel!
Alas, he knew not, haplefs youth, he knew not
Marcia's whole foul was füll of love and Juha ?

JUBA.
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y UB A
Where am I ! do I live! or am indeed

What Mama thinks ! all is Elifium round me!
MAR CIA

Ye dcar remains of the moft lov'd of men!
Nor modefty nor virtue here forbid
A laft embrace, while thus~ —

" . ; \'̂ %^ ^ ^ b̂ ^ X ' ::̂ .T
See, Marcia, fee, [ Throwing himfelf hefore her.

The happy Juba lives! he"lives to catch
That dear embrace, and to return it too
With mutual warmth and eagerneß of love.

MARC IA

With pleafixre and amaze, I ftand tranfported?Sure 'tis a dream! dead and allve at oncef
If thou art Juba , whö lies there ?

"Ŝ ^sS ;S :.:̂ Ä̂# *Â m <̂■ :,
A wretch,

Difguifed likfeJuba on a curs'd defign.
The tale is long, nor have I heard it out.
Thy father knows it all. I could not bear
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death,
But flew, in all the hafte ©f love, to find thee, -
I found thee weeping, and confels this once,
Am rapt with joy to fee my Marcta's tears.

MAR CIA,
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MAR CIA.

\

Pve been fiirprized in an unguarded hour,
But muft not now go back .- the love, that lay
Half fmother'd in my breaft, has broke through. all
Its weak reftraints, and burns in its füll luftre,
I cannot, if I would, conceal it fröm thee.

J U B A
Pm loft in ecftafief and doft thou lore,

Thou charming maid?

MARC JA,
And doft thou live to äsk it ?

"IpWß 4 "
This , this is life indeed! life worth prelerving,,

Such life as Juba never feit 'tili now!

. MAR CIA . / :
Believe me, Prince, before I thought thee dead,

I did not know my felf höw much I löv'd thee.

. y ü b a
O fortunate miftake!

MARC1A.

O happy March/

JUBA,
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y u B A
My joy ! my beft beloved.' my only wi(h!

How fhall I {peakthe tranfport of my foul-'
M ARCI A.

Lucia, thy arm ! Oh let me reft upon it l~—
The vital blood, that had forfook my heart,
Returns again in meh tumultuous tides,
It quite o'ercomes me. Lead to my apartment.
O Prince ! I blufh to think what I have fäid,
But fate has wrefted the confeflion from me ,•
Go on, and prolper in the paths of honour,
Thy virtue will excule my paflion for thee,
And make the gods propitious to our love.

• .r; " J U BA . ^
I am lb bleft, I fear 'tis all a dream.

Fortune, thou now hall made amends for all
Thy paft unkindneß. I abfolve my ftars.
What though Num'tdia add her conquer'd towns
And provinces to fwell the vidtor's triumph .'
Juba will never at his fate repine;
Let Cafar have the world, if Marc 'tcts mine.
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SCENE IV.

A March at a Diflance*

CATO and L U C I U S.

l u d i u s. ■ y°
I ftand aftonifht! wliat, the bold Sempronius/

That ftill broke foremoft through the crowd of Patriöts*
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported,.
And virtuous ev'n to madneß-----

; '^ S''"̂ ^
Traft me, Lucius,

Our civil difcords have produced fuch crimes,
Such monftrous crimes, I am fiirprized at nothing^
-— O Lucius, I am fick of this bad worldf
The day-light and the Sun grow painfiil to me.

Enter P O R T I XJ S.

But fee where Portius comesl what means this hafte?
Why 'are thy looks thus changed?

PORTIUS.

My heart is griev'd.
I bring foch news as will afflid my father.

Vol . I. A a a c a t a.
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C AT 0.
Has Cafar med more Roman blood ?

P O R T I U S.
Not fo.

The traytor Syphax-, as within thc fquare
He exercifed his troops, the fignal given,
Flew off at once with his Num'idian horfe
To the fouth gate, where Marcus holds the watch.
I faw, and call'd to ftop him, but in vain,
He toft his arm aloft, and proudly told me,
He would not ftay and perifli like Sempromus.

; • , . ' " c A 'T̂ öj ^ f :01 " :}:7
Perfidious men ! but hafte my fon, and lee

Thy brother Marcus acts a Romanospart.
-----Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me:
Juftice gives way to force : the conquer'd worldIs Cafafs : Catohas no bufinels in it.

LUCIUS.

While pride, oppreflion, and injuftice reign,
The world will ftill demand her CWs prefence.
In pity to mankind, fubmit to Cafar,
And reconcile thy mighty foul to life.

CATO.
Would Luciushave me live to Iwell the number

Of
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Of Ctefarhflaves, or by a bafe fubmimon
Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant ?

LUCIUS.

The victor never will impofe on Cato
Ungen'rous terms. His enemies confeß
The virtues of humanity are Cefar's.

' vv̂ S^

Curfe on his virtues? theyVe undone his country«
Such populär humanity is treafon-----
But fee young Juba / the good youth appears
Füll of the guilt of his perfidious fubje&s.

LU C I U &

Alas, poor Prince ! his fate deferves compamön».

Enter J U B A.
JUBA

I blufh, and am confounded to appear
Beforc thy prefence, Cato.

CATO.

Whaf s thy crime?

I U B A

363

Pm a Numidian.

And a brave one too.
Thou haft a Roman foul.

c a r a.

A a a 2 JMB £
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J UB A
Haft thou not lieard

Of my falfe countrymen?

■ ¥̂ ^ ^ gFt̂ w ima io^ iv 3J
Alas, young Prince,

Falmood and fraud fhoot up in every fbil,
The produd of all climes— Romehas its Ctefars.

. ; ■-ir --y-->̂ jv i a ' .
'Tis gen'rous thus to comfort the diftreft.

^̂ ^^ ^ ^ ^ mmmf - -
'Tis juft to give applaufe where 'tis deferv'd ; '

Thy virtuê Prince, has ftood the teft of fortune,
Like pureft gold, that, tortur'd in the furnace,
Comes out more bright , and brings forth all its weight

■ ' - J xf~B
What {hall I anfwer thee ? my ravifh'd heart

O'erflows with fecret joy : I'd rather gain
Thy praife, O Cato, than Numtdirfsempire.

Re-enter PORTlUS.

' PORTlUS.

Misfortune on misfortunej grief oja grief/
My brother Marcus ——

CA TO,
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C AT 0.

Hah \ what has he done >

Has he forfook his poft ? has he given way ?
Did he look tamely on, and let 'em paß ..5

P 0 R T I US 1.

Scarce had I left my father, but I met him
Borne ort the fhields of his forviving fbldiers,
Breathlefs and pale, and cover'd o'er with wounds.

Long, at the head of his few faithful friends,
He ftood the {hock of a whole hoft of foes.

'Till obftinately brave, and bent on death,

Oppreft with multitudes, he greatly feil.

''!f -hŜ^R^r °-mS &-'A*•
I'm fatisfy'd.

P 0 RT IU S.

Nor did hc fall before
His fword had pierc'd through the falfe heart of Syph
Yönder he lies. I faw the hoary traytor

Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground*

CA TO . : ,^ r

Thanks to the Gods! my boy has done his duty.

-----Portius, when I am dead, befure thou place
His urne near mine,

PORTIUS.

Long may they keep afunder!
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LUCIUS.
O Cato, arm thy foul with all its patience j

See where the corps of thy dead fon approaches?The Citizens and fenators, alarm'd,
Have gather'd round it, and attend it weeping.

CATO meet'ing the corps.
Welcome my fon! here lay him down, my friends,Füll in my fight, that I may view at leirure

The Woody coarfe, and count thofe glorious wounds.-----How beautiful is death, when earn'd by virtue!Who would not be that youth ? what pity is itThat we can die but once to ferve our country /-----Why fits this fadnels on your brows, my friends?I fhould have blum'd if Cato's houfe had ftood
Secure, and flourim'd in a civil war.
---- IPortius, behold thy brother , and rememberThy life is not thy owh, when Rome demands it,
fe-,^ Kic $v r#^ :-r -Was ever man like this ?

- . 'ä v̂H - - 1c ä r 'of : :
Alas my friends!

Why mourn you thus ? let not a private lofs
Afflidt your hearts. 'Tis Rome requires our tears,The miftrefs of the world, the feat of empir«,
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The nurfe of heroes, the delight of gods,
That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth,
And fet the nations free, Rome is no more.
O liberty l O virtue.' O my country!

J U B A
Behold that upright man ? Rome fills his eyes

With tears, that flow'd not o'er his own dead Ion. \Afide*

' t ."* '- Ĉax ' " 7' ^
Whate'er the Roman virtue has fiibdu'd,

The Sun's whole courfe, the day and year, are Cz/af's,
For him the felf-devoted Dectt dy'd,
The Fahü feil, and the great Scipiö's conquer'd :
EvenPompeyfought for Cafar. Oh my friendst
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages,
The Roman empire fallenO curft ambition!
Fallen into Cafar's handsour great Fore-fathers
Had left him nought to conquer but his country.

Siŷ ff ' ^ J UBA
While Catolives, Cafar will blufh to fee

Mankind enflaved, and be afhamed of empire.

; f \ - ' • ^ ^ î d-mk
Cafar afhamed\ has not he feen Pharfal 'ta /

LUCIUS.

Cato, 'tis time thou fave thy felf and us.

3<*7

CATO.
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C AT 0.

Lofe not a thougtit on me, I'm out of danger,
Heaven will not leave me in the vi&or's hand.
Cafar mall never fay 1 conquer'd Cato.
But oh ! my friends, your fafety fills my heait
With anxious thoughts : a thoufand fecret terrors
Rife in my foul: how mall I fave my friends\
'Tis now, O Cafar, I begin to fear thee.

. L UC I UP.

Cafar has mercy, if we ask it of hirm
. ; " S 'ji 'T O. .

Then ask it, I eonjure you.' let him know
Whate'er was done againft him, Catodid it.
Add, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him,
The virtue of my friends may pafs unpuniüYd,

Juba , my heart is troubled for thy fake.
Should I advife thee to regain Numidmy
Or feek the conquerorl—-

;v'̂ -̂ li^^ ^ ••7'
If I forfake thee

Whilft I have life, may heaven abahdon Juba /

- ' ^̂ ^ ^t ■'CAT0. 'i^WIkr$^ Mp$m :'
Thy virtues, Prince, if I forefee aright,

Will one day make thee great • At Rome, hereafter5
'Twill be no crime to have been Cato's friend,

Port msy
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Portim, drawnear ! My fon, thou oft haft feen
Thy Sire engaged in a corrupted ftate,
Wreftling with vice and fa&ion : now thou fee'ft me
Spent, overpower'd, delpairing of rucceß;
Let me advife thee to retreat betimes
To thy paternal feat, the Sabine field,
Where the great Cenfortoil'd with his own hands,
And all our frugal Anceftors were bleft
In humble virtues, and a rural life.
There live retired, pray for the peace of Rome:
Content thy felf to be obfcurely good.
When vice prevails, and impious men bear fway,
The poft of honour is a private ftation.

P 0 R T I U S,

I hope, my father does not recommend
A life to Portius, that he fcorns himfelf.

C A T 0.

Farewel, my friends ! if there be any of you
Who dare not trufl: the viftor 's clemency,
Know, there are mips prepared by my command,
(Their fails already opening to the winds)
That mall convey you to the wifht-for port.
Is there aught elfe, my friends, I can do for you ?
The conqueror draws near. Once more farewel
If e'er we meet hereafter, we jfhall meet
In happier climes, and on a fafer {höre,
Where Cafar never fhall approach us more.

[Pomimg to his dead fon*
Vol . I. Bbb There

369
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There the brave youth, with love of virtue fired,
Who greatly in Iiis country's caufe expired,
Shall know he conquer'd. The firm Patriot there
(Who made the welfare of mankind his care)
Tho ' ftill, by fa&ion, vice, and fortune, croft,
Shall find the gen'rous labour was not loft.
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ACT V. S C E N E I.

CATO folus, fitting ina thoughtful poßure: In
bis band PlatoV book on tbe Immortality of the
Soul A drawn ßvord on the table by bim,

IT muft be fo---- Plate, thou reafbn'ft well .'— ~
Elfe whence this pleafing hope, this fond defire,

This longing after immortality ?
Or whence this fecret dread, and inward horror,
Of falling into nought ? why fhrinks the ibul
Back on her felf, and ftartles at deftrudtion?
'Tis the divinity that ftirs within us ,-
'Tis heaven it felf, that points out an Hereafter,
And intimates eternity to man.
Eternity! thou pleafing, dreadful, thought \
Through what variety of untry'd being,
Through what new fcenes and changes muft we pafs!
The wide, th3 unbounded prolpect, lyes before mc j
But fhadows, clouds, and darknefs, reft npon it.
Here will I hold. If there's a pow'r above us,
(And that there is all nature cries aloud
Through all her works) he muft delight in virtue5
And that which he delrghts in, muft be happy.
But when! or where!—_—This world was made for Ctefar.

B b b z I'm
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Pm weary of conjectures ----- This muft end 'em.

[Lay 'mg h'ts band onh'ts fivord.
Thus am I doubly arm'd : my death and life,

My bane and antidote are both before me:
This in a moment brings me to an end ;
But this informs me I mall never die.
The foul, fecured in her exiftence, imiles
At the drawn dagger, and defies its point.
The ftars fliall fade away, the fiin himfelf
Grow dim with age, and nature link in years,
But thou malt flourim in immortal youth,
Unhurt amidft the war of elements,
The wrecks of matter, and the crum of worlds.

What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me?
This lethargy that creeps through all my fenfes?
Nature oppreß'd, and harrals'd out with care,
Sinks down to reft. This once PH favour her,
That my awaken'd foul may take her flight,
Renew'd in all her ftrength, and frefh with life,
An offering fit for heaven. Let guilt or fear
Difturb man's reft : Catoknows neither of 'em?
Indifferent in his choice to fleep or die.

SCEN E
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S C E N E IL

C A T O, PORTI . US,

C A T O. ; -V
But hah ! how's this, my fön ? why this intrufion ?

Were not my Orders that I would be private?
Why am I difbbey'd ?

PORT JUS,

Alas, my father!
What means this (word? this inftrament of death ?
Let rae convey it hence!

; C^ t 'ol '/ ^ , l
Rafh youth, forbear!

P 0 R TT US.

O let the prayers, th' entreaties of your friends,
Their tears, their common danger, wreft it from you;

C A TO.

Would'ft theu betray me ? would'ft thou give me ap
A flave, a captive,, into defar 's hands }
Retire, and learn obedience to a father3
Or know, young man !'-—

POR TIUS,
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P 0 RTIUS.
Look not thus fternly on nie

You know Pd rather die than difobey you.: /; : %T «° r A J ■
'Tis well! again I'm mafter of my felf.

Now, Cafar, let thy troops befet our gates,
And barr each avenue, thy gathering flcets
O'erfpread the fea, and ftop up every port y
Cato{hall open to himfelf a paiTage,
And mock thy hopes-------

p o r r i us.
O Sir, forgive your fbn,

Whofe grief hangs heavy on him ! O my fathcr !How am I füre it is not the lad time
I e'er {hall call you fo! be not difpleafed,
O be not angry with me whilft I weep,
And, in the anguifh of my heart, befeech you
To quit the dreadful purpofe of*your foul!.?• *„ . ••H :üQ̂ m :fcti&i3rr$cm tmyjä^ ('jm i'j). 3' • mo:ä^ i ' . '

Thou haft been ever good and dutiful. \Emhracmg him.
Weep not, my fon. All will be well again.
The righteous gods, whom I have fought to pleafe,
Will iuccour Cato, and preferve his children.

p or ri us
Your words give comfort to my drooping heart.

CATO.
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C ATO.

Portim, thou maylt rely upon my condu<5fc.
Thy father will not a& what misbecomes him.
But go, my fön, and fee if aught be wanting
Among thy father's friends,* fee them embarked;
And teil me if the Winds and feas befriend them.
My foul is quite weigh'd down with care, and asks
The foft- refrefhment of a moment's fleep.

P 0 RTIUS.

My thoughts are more at eafe, my heart revives.

S C EHE III.

PORTIÜS and M ARCIÄ,

PORT IIIS.
O Marda , O my fifter, ftill there's hope!

Our father will not caft away a life
So needful to us all, and to his country.
He is retired to reft, and feems to cherifh
Thoughts füll of peace. He has difpatcht me hence:
With orders, that befpeak.a mind compofed,
And ftudious for the fafety of his friends,
Marcia, take care that none difturb his flumbers.

1 ' MAR CIA.
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M ARC 1A.

O ye immortal powers, that guard the juft,
Watch round his couch, and loften his repofe,
Banifh his forrows, and becalm his foul
With eafie dreams; remember all his virtues
And fliow mankind that goodn eis is your care.

~*» ■ ■■■ 1 1 1 11wi 1 1 —i^ ^ m̂ ^ m

SCENE IV.

L U C I A and M A ELC I A.

LUCIA.
Where is your father, Marcia , where is Cato?

MARCIA.

Lucia, fpeak low, he is retired t©reft.
Lucia, I feel a gently-dawning hope
Rife in my foul. We mall be happy ftill.

gSKffifcA ^ , ... .■• i-v T,j >■■; *-J '■' " ' „ T\ ~ & , \ m . . v i , w/v - »

LUCIA.

Alas, I tremble when I think on Cato,
In very view, in every thought I tremblef
Catois ftern, and awful as a God,
He knows not how to wink at humane frailty,
Or pardon weaknefs, that he never feit,

M A R C I A.
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M A R C I A.

Thougli ftern and awful to the foes of Rome,
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild,
Compallionate, and gentle to bis friends.
Fill'd with domeftick tendernefs, the beft,
The kindeft father ! I have ever found him
Eafie, and good, and bounteous to my wifhes.

~ ' ........ ' : ™ L VC I ^ ^ f^
'Tis his confent alone can make us bleft.

Marcia, we both are equally involv'd
In the fame intricate, perplext, diftrefs.
The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy'd
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament----- -

MARCIA

. And ever {hall lament, unhappy youthJ

LUC I A

Has fet my foul at large, and now I ftand
Loofe of my Vow. But who knows Cato's thoughts }
Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Portius,
Or how he has determin'd of thy felf?

MARCIA

Let him but live! commit the reft to heaven.

Vol . L Ccc Enter
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Enter LUCIUS.

LUCIUS.
Sweet are the flumbers of the virtuous man!

0 Marcia, I have feen thy godlike father:
Some power invifible jfapports his foul,
And bears it up in all its wonted greatnels.
A kind refrefhing fleep is fallen upon him:
1 faw him ftretcht at eafe, his fancy loft
In plealing dreams as I drew near his couch,
He fmiled, and cry'd, Cafar thou canft not hurt nie.

M A R C I A.

His mind Hill labours with ibme dreadful thought.
L U C I U $.

Lucia, why all this grief, thefe fioods of forrow?
Dry up thy tears, my child, we all are fafe
While Cato lives ----- his prefence will proted : us.

Enter J U B A.

": : ' •vi;-
Luchs, the horlemen are return'd from viewing

The number, ftrength, and pofture of our foes,
Who now encamp within a fhort hour's march.
On the high point of yon bright werlern tower
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We kenn them from afar, the fetting Sun
Plays on their mining arms and burnifti'd helmets^
And Covers all the field with gleams of fire,

LUC I U S : ■

Marc 'ta, 'tis time we fhould awake thy fäther*
Cafar is Hill difpofed to give us terms,
And waits at diftance 'tili he hears from Cato.

Enter PORTIUS.

Porttus, thy looks Ipeak fomewhat of importance.
What tidings doli: thou bring ? methinks I iee
Unurual gladneß Iparkling in thy eyes*

PORTIUS.

As I was hafting to the port, where now
My father's friends, impatient for a palfage,
Accufe the ling'ring winds> a fail arrived
From Pompe<fs fon, who throügh the realms of Spam
Calls out for vengeance on his father's death,
And roufes the whole nation Up to arms;
Were Catoat their head, once more might Korne
AlTert her rights, and claim her liberty.
But heark ! what means that groan ! O give me way,
And let me fly into my father's prefence.

LUCIUS.

Cato, amidft his flumbers, thinks on Korne,
And in the wild diforder of his foul

C c c z Mourns
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Monrns o'er his country.----- hah ! a fecond groan !-— -
Heaven guard us all-----

> .. . Ji' M A R CIA ri 11

Alas, 'tis not the voice
Of one who fleeps! 'tis agonizing pain,
'Tis death is in that found----

Re-enter PORTIUS.

P 0 RT1U S.

O fight of woe!
O Maräa , what we fear'd is come to pafs?
Catois fallen upon his Iword-----

' ' k ^ U f ISS ^ n̂ü^ ^
O Port 'ms,

Hide all the horrours of thy mournful tale,
And let us guefs the reft.

p or riu s.
I've raifed him up,

And placed him in his chair, where pale, and faint,
He gafps for breath, and, as his life flows from him,
Demands to fee his friends. His fervants weeping,
Obfequious to his orders, bear him hither . f

[The back Scene opens, and dtfcoversCato.

■V; . M A R C I A '
O heaven affift me in this dreadful hour

To pay the laft fad duties to my father,
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J U B A.
Thefe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Cafar /

•! * Lucius . ; :̂ fe ^ ^ r
Now is Rome fallen indeed!-----

[Cato brought forward in his chair.

CATO.

Here fet me down-----
Port 'ms come near me---- are my friends embark'd >
Can any thing be thought of for their fervice?
Whilft I yet live, let me not live in vain.
-----O Luciusy art thou here ?----- thou art too good !-----

Let this our friendfhip live between our children $
Make Port 'ms happy in thy daughter Lucia.
Alas poor man, he weeps!-----Marcia, my daughter——
-----O bend me forward!-----Juba loves thee, Marcia.
A Senator of Kornê while Kornefürvived,
Would not have match'd his Daughter with a King,
But Ctefar's arms have thrown down all diÄin&ion j
Whoe'er is Brave and Virtuous, is a Roman.-----
-----I'm fick to death ---- O when mall I get loofe
From this vain world, th' abode of guilt and forrow!
——And yet methinks a beam of light breaks in
On my departing foul. Alas, I fear
I've been too hafty. O ye powers, that fearch
The heart of man, and weigh his inmoft thoughts,
If I have done amifs, impute it not !-----
The beft may erre, but you are good, and ----- oh ! [Dies.

LUCIUS.
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LUCIUS.

There fled the greateft foul that ever warm'd
A Roman breaft ; O Cato/ O my friend
Thy will mall be religioufly obferv'd.
But let us bear this awful corps to Ccefary
And lay it in Iiis fight, that it may ftand
A fence betwixt us and the vidtor's wrath ;
Cato, tho' dead, fhall ftill proteä : Iiis friends.

From hence, let rlerce contending nations know
What dire effe&s from civil difcord flow,
'Tis this that fhakes our country with alarms,
And gives up Kornea prey to Roman arrns,
Produees fraud, and cruelty, and ftrife,
And robs the Guilty world of Cato's life*
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EP I L O G U E.
By Dr. GAR T H.

Spoken by Mrs. PORTER.

WH AT odd fantaßkk things we women do/
Who wou'd not üflen when young lovers woo?

But die a matdy yet have the choice of two /
Ladies are offen cruel to their coß -y
To give you pain , themfelves they puniflo moß, .
Vows of virginity fhould well be weigh'd ;.
Too oft they're canceWd, thtf in convents made.
Would you revenge fach rajh refolves----- you may:
Be fpiteful ----- and believe the thing we fay,
We hate you when you're eafily faid nay.
How needleßy if you knew us, were your fears ?
Let Love have eyes, and Beauty will have ears.
Our hearts are form 'd as you your felves wotild chufi,
Too proud to ask, too humble to refufe:
We give to merit, and to wealth we feil -,
He fighs with moß fucceß that fettles well.
The woes of wedlock with thejoys we mix ^
Tis beß repenting in a coach andfix.

Blame
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Blame not our condufö, fince we but purfue

Thofe lively leffions we have leartfd from you:
Tour breafis no more the fire of beauty warms,
But w 'tcked wealth ufurps the power of charms j
What pains to get the gawdy th 'mg you hate,
To fwell in fioow, and be a wretch in flate !
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow;
Even churches are no fan &uarles now:
There, golden idols all your vows reeeive,
She h no goddeß that has nought to gwe.
Oh, may once more the happy age appear,
When words were artlefi , and the thoughts ßncere
When gold and grandeur were unenvfd things,
And courts lefs coveted than groves and fprings.
Love then Jhall only mourn when truth complains,
And conßancy feel tranfport in its chains.
Sighs with fuccefs their own foft anguifh teil,
And eyes fioall utter what the Ups conceal:
Virtue again to its bright flation climb.
And beauty fear no enemy but time,
The fair Jhall l 'ißen to defert ahne,
And every Lucia find a Cato 'j fin.
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To Her ROYAL HIGHNESS the

PRINCESS of WA L E S,

With theTragedy of CA TO. Nov. 1714.

TH E Mufe that oft, with facred raptures fir'd,
Has gen'rous thoughts of Liberty infpir'd,

And, boldly rifing for Brkanma's laws,
Engaged great Catoin her country's caufe,
On You fubmiflive waits, with hopes arfur'd,
By whom the mighty bleffing ftands fecur'd,
And all the glories, that our age adorn,
Are promis'd to a people yct unborn.

No longer fhall the widow'd land bemoan
A broken lineage, and a doubtful throne j
But boaft her royal progeny's increafe,
And count the pledges of her future peace.
O born to ftrengthen and to grace our ifle!
While you, fair Prikcess , in your Off-fpring fmile
Supplying charms to the fucceeding age,
Each heavenly Daughter's triumphs we prefage;
Already fee th ' illuftrious youths complain^
And pity Monarchs doom'd to figh in vain.

Vol . I. D d d Thou
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Thou too , the darling of our fond defires,

Whom Albion, opening wide her arms, requires,
With manly valour and attra &ive air
Shalt quell the fierce, and captivate the fair.
O Englands younger hope ! in whom conipire
The mother 's fweetnels, and the father 's fire!
For thee perhaps , even now, of kingly race
Some dawning beauty blooms in every grace,
Some Carolina, to heaven 's di&ates true,
Who , while the fcepter 'd rivals vainly fue,
Thy inborn worth with confcious eyes mall fee,
And night th ' Imperial diadem for thee.

Pleas'd with the profpect of fucceflive reigns,
The tuneful tribe no more in daring ftrains
Shall vindicate , with pious fears oppreft,
Endanger 'd rights , and liberty diftreft:
To milder founds each Mufe fhall tune the lyre,
And gratitude , and faith to Kings infpire,
And filial love ; bid impious difcord ceale,
And footh the madding fa£tions into peace $
Or rifc ambitious in more lofty lays,
And teach the nation their new Monarch 's präife,
Defcribe his awful look , and godlike mind,
And Ctefafs power with Cato's virtue join 'd.

Mean-while, bright Princess , who , with graceful eafe
And native majefty , are form 'd to pleafe,
Behold thofe Arts with a propitious eye,
That fuppliant to their great prote &rels fly!
Then fhall they triumph , and the Brtt 'tßo ftage
Improve her manners , and refine her rage,

More
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More noble chara&e'rs expofe to view,
And draw her finimt heroines from you.

Nor you the kind indulgence will refufe,
Skill'd in the labours of the deathlefs Mufe:
The deathlefs Mufe with undiminifht rays
Through diftant times the lovely dame conveys:
To Glonana Wallefs harp was ftrung,-
The Queen ftill fhines, becaufe the Poet iung.
Even all thofe graces, in your frame combin'd,
The common fate of mortal charms may find
(Content our fhort-lived praifes to engage,
The joy and wonder of a fingle age,)
Unlefs fome Poet in a lafting fong
To late pofterity their fame prolong,
Inftrud: our fons the radiant form to prize,
And fee your beauty with their fathers' eyes.

Ddd z
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T O

Sir GOT >F RET KN ELLER,

Or N R I S

Pictüre . of the K I N G.

KNELLER , with filence and furprize
We fee Bntannids Monarch rife,

A godlike form, by thee difplay'd
In all the force of light and fhade j
And, aw'd by thy delufive hand,
As in the prefence-chamber ftand.

, The magick of thy art calis forth
His fecret foul and hidden Werth,
His probity and mildneifs fhows,
His care of friends, and fcorn of foes:
In every ftroke, in every line,
Does (bme exalted vir tue mine,
And Mbiotfshappineß we trace
Through all the features of his face.

s hb a O
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O may I live to hail the day,

When the glad nation mall furvey
Their Sov'raign, through Iiis wide command,
Pafllng in progreß o'er the land!
Each heart fhall bend, and every voice
In loud applauding fhouts rejoice,
Whilft all Iiis gracious afpe£t praife,
And crowds grow loyal as they gaze.

This image on the medal placed,
With its bright round of titles graced,
And ftampt on Brh 'tßo coins {hall live,
To richeft ores the value give,
Or, wrought within the curious mould,
Shape and adorn the running gold.
To bear this form, the genial Sun
Has daily, fince his courfe begun,
Rejoiced the metal to refine,
And ripen'd the Peruvian mine.

Thou , Kneller, long with noble pride,
The foremoft of thy art, halt vie'd
With nature in a generous ftrife,
And touch'd the canvas into life.

Thy pencil has, by Monarchs fought,
From reign to reign in ermine wrought,
And, in their robes of ftate array'd,
The Kings of half an age dilplay'd.

Here fwarthy Charlesappears, and there
His Brother with dejedted air:
Triumphant Naßau here we find,
And with him bright Maria join'd ;
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There Anna, great as when flie Cent
Her armies through the continent,
E'er yet her Hero was dilgrae 't :
O may fam'd Brunfwick be tlie laftv
(Though heaven fhould with my wifti agree,
And long preferve tliy art in thee)
The laft, the happiefl: Britißo King,
Whom thou flialt paint , or I fhall fing !

Wife Ph 'idias, thus Iiis skill to prove,
Through many a God advanced to Jove,
And taught the polifrit rocks to fhine
With airs and lineaments divine j
'Till Greece, amaz'd, and half-afraid,
Th ' afTembled deities fürvey'd.

Great Pan , who wont to chafe the fair,
And lov'd the fpreading oak, was there ;
Old Saturn too with up-caft eyes
Beheld his abdicated skies
And mighty Mars , for war renown 'd,
In adamantine armour frown'd;
By him the childleis goddels rofe,
Minerva , ftudious to compofe
Her twifted threads ; the webb fhe ftrung,
And o'er a loom of marble hung:
Thet 'is the troubled ocean's Queen,
Match 'd with a mortal , next was feen,
Reelining on a funeral urn,
Her fhort-liv'd darling Son to mourn.
The laft was he, whole thunder flew
The Titan -tTizz, a rebel crew,
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That from a hundred hüls ally'd
In impious leagues their King defy'd.

This wonder of the fculptor's hand
Produced, his art was at a ftand :
For who would hope new fame to raife,
Or rifque his well-eftablifh'd praife,
That , his high genius to approve,
Had drawn a GEORGE , ox carv'd a Jove f

POEMATi
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