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i %@O W long, great Poet, fhall thy fa-

LTS cred Lays

Provoke our Wonder, and tranfcend
our Praifc

Can  neither injuries of Time, or
Age,

Damp thy Poetick Heat, and quench
thy Rage:

Not fo thy Ouvsd in his Exile wrote,

Grief chill’d his Breaft, and check’d his rifing Thought ;

Penfive and fad, his dronping Mufe betrays

The Roman Genius in its laft Decays,

B 2 Pre-




4 Porwms omifeveral OccAsrons.

Prevailing Warmth has ftill thy mind pofleft,
And fecond Youth is kindled in thy breaft;
Thou malk’ft the beauties of the Romrans known,
And England boafts of riches not her own;
Thy lines have heighten’d /rgil's Majefty,
And Horace wonders at himfelf in Thee.
Thou teacheft Perfius to inform our ifle
In fmoother Numbers, and a clearer Stile;
And Fuvenal, inftructed in thy page,
Edges his Satyr, and improves his Rage.
Thy Copy uiu fairer Light on all,

And fill out-fhines the bright 01101111{

Now Ovzd boafts th’ Advantage OF thy Song,
And tells his Story in the ,Bméﬂ? tongue ;
Thy charming Verfe, and fair Tranflations, fhow
How thy own Laurel firft began to grow;
How wild Lycaon chang’d by angry G{)db
And J*’a'ighud at Iumﬁ,if} ran howling through the Woods.

O mayft thou ftill the noble Task prolong,
Nor Age, nor Sicknefs interrupt thy fong:
Then m ay we wondering read, how Human Limbs
Have water'd Rmmjnms and diffolv’d in Streams ;
Of thofe rich 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 Ovid,  thus transform’d; reveal
A Noblei Change than he limfelf can tell.

Mag. Coll. Oxen,

Fune 2. 1693.
TH siichor's nge 11. A
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Poems on feveral Occastons, y

To the Right Honourable

SIR. FOHN §0MERS
Lord Keeper of the Great Seal

I F yet your thoughts are-loofe from Syase Affairs,
Nor feel the burden of @ Kingdom’s Cares,

If yet your Time and Aions are Your ows,

Recewve the prefent of a Mufe Unknown :

A Mufé that in Advent rous mumbeys Sings

The rout of Armies, and the fall of Kings,

Britain Advanc’d, and Europe’s Peace Refiord,

By Somers’ Counfels, and by NASSAU’s Sword,

70 You, my Lord, thefe daring thoughts belong,
Who belp'd to Raife the Subjet of my Jong ;
70 You the Hero of my verfe reveals
His grear Defigns, to You in Council tells
His Inmoft thoughts, determining the doom
Of Towns Unflorm'd, and Basels Vet to come,
And well cowd You, in Your Immortal Jrains,
Defevibe bis Conduit, and Reward bis Pains -
But fince the State bas all your Cares engroff,
And Poetry in Higher thoughrs is b,

J‘r_"f.ffs?ff




8 PormMs on feveral OccAstons.

Artend to what a leffer Mufe ndites,
Pardon her - Faults, and Countenance her Flights,

On You, my Loyd; with anxions Fear 1 wart,
And from Your Judgment muft expett my Fate,
Who, free from Vulgar paffions, are abwve
Degradimg Envy, or Mifeuided Love ;

If You, well-pleasd, [fball finile upon my lays,
Seenre of Fame, wmy vowce LPll boldly rasfe,
For next to what You Write, is what You Praife.

o
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HEN now the bufinefs of the Field is o’er,
The Trumpets fleep, and Cannons ceafe to roar,

When ev’ry difmal Echo is decay’d,
And all the Thunder of the Battel laid ;
Attend, Aufpicious Prince, and let the Mufe
In humble accents Milder thoughts infufe.

Others, in bold Prophetick numbers skill’d,
Set thee in Arms, and led thee to the field,
My Mufe expe&ting on the Britifh ftrand
Waits thy Return, and welcomes thee to land -
She oft has feen thee preffing on the Foe,
When Europe was concern’d in ev’ry Blow ;
But durft not in Heroick ftrains rejoice ;
The Trumpets, Drums, and Cannons drown’d her Voice :
She faw the Boyn run thick with Human gore,
And floating Corps lye bcating on the fhore:
She faw thee climb the banks, but try’d in vain
To trace her Hery through the dufty plain,
When through the thick Embattel’d lines he broke,
Now plung’d amidft 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!

Vor I C Draw




1o POEMS anﬁmmiOcc;&sxoms,

Draw thee Belov'd in peace, and Fear'd in wars,
Inurd to Noon-day fweats, and Mid-night cares!
Byt kil the God-like Man, by fome hard Fate,
Receives the Glory of his toils too late;
Too late the Verfe the mighty Aé fucceeds,
One Age the Hero, onc the Poet breeds.
A Thoufand years in full fucceflion ran,
Eer Virgil rais’d his voice, and fung the Man
Who, drive by ftrefs of fate, fuch dangers bore
On ftormy Seas, and 2 difaftrous Shore,
Before he fettled in the Promis’d Earth,
And gave the Empire of the World its birth.
Zioy long had found the Grecians bold and fierce,
Eer Homer mufterd up their Troops in Verfe;
Long had Achilles quell’d the Trojans’ Luft,
And laid the Labour of the Gods in duft,
Before the Towring Mufe began her flight,
And drew the Hero raging in the Fight,
Engag’d in tented fields, and rolling floods,
Or flaughtring Mortals, or a Match for Gods.
And here, perhaps, by Fate’s unerring doom,
Some Mighty Bard lics hid in years to comie,
That fhall in W ILLIAM’s God-like Aéts engage,
And with his Battels, warm a Future age.
Elibernian fields thall here thy Conquefts fhow,
And Boyn be Sung, when it has ceas’d to Flow;
Here Gallick labours {hall advance thy fame,
And here Seneffe thall wear Another name.
Our late Pofterity, with fecrer dread,
Shall view thy Bactels; and with Pleafure read

How,
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How, in the bloody field, too near advancid,
The Guiltlefs Bullet on thy fhoulder 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 Juftice call,
And as they favour, Kingdoms rife or fall.
Our Briifb Youth, unus'd to rough Alarms,
Carelefs of Fame, and negligent of Arms,
Had long forgot to Meditate the foe,
And heard unwarn’d the Martial Trumpet blow ;
But now, infpir’d by Thee, with frefh delight,
Their Swords they brandifh, and require the Fight,
Renew their Ancient Conquefts on the Main,
And aét their Fathers’ triumphs o’er again ;
Fird, when they hear how Agmcourt was frow'd
With Gallic corps, and Creffi fwam in blood,
With eager warmth they fight, Ambitious all
Who firft fhall ftorm the Breach, or mount the Wall.
In vain the thronging Enemy by force
Would clear the Ramparts, and repel their courfe;
They break through all, for W ILLIAM leads the way,
Where Fires rage moft, and loudeft Engines play?
Namure's late Terrours and Deftruction fhow,
What WILLIAM, warm’d with juft Revenge, can dos
Where once a thoufand Turtets 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 fmoaking on the ground:

"3 His
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His Toils for no Ignoble ends ‘defign’d,
Promote the eommon welfare of mankind;
No wild Ambition moves, but Eurspe’s Fears,
The Cries of Orphans, and the Widow’s Tears ;
Oppreft Religion gives the firft alarms,
And injur’d Juftice fets him in his Arms;
His Conquefts Freedom to the world 1ﬁ“01d
And nations blefs the Labours of his fword.
Thus when the forming Mufe wowd copy forth
A perfe& 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 Armry Gods confpire to make him Great.
Thy Navy Rides on Seas before unpreft,
And ftrikes a terror through the Haughty Eaff ;
Algrers and Tunis from their fultry fhore
With horrour hear the Braifb engines roar,
Fain from the neighb’ring dangers wou'd they run,
And wifh themfelves ftill Nearer to the Sun.
The Gallick Ships are in their Ports confin’d,
Deny’d the common ufe of Sea and Wind,
Nor dare again the Brai/fb Strength engage ;
Still they remember that Deftru&ive 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.

Spam’s numerous Fleet that peritht on our coaft,
Cou'd fcarce a longer Line ef battel boaft,

The
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The Winds cowd hardly drive ’em to their Fate,
And all the Ocean labour’d wich the weight.

Where-¢’er the Waves in reftlefs errors rowle,
The Sea lies open now to either Pole:

Now may we fafely ufe the Northern gales,
And in the Polar Circle {pread our fails ;

Or deep in Southern climes, Secure from wars,
New Lands explore, and fail by Other ftars;
Fetch Uncontroll’d each labour of the Sun,
And make the produét of the World our own.

At length, Proud Prince, Ambitious Lewis, ceafe
To plague mankind, and trouble Europe’s peace ;
Think on the Stru@ures which thy Pride has rafe’d,
On Towns unpeopled, and on Fields laid wafte;
Think on the heaps of corps, and {treams of blood,
On every guilty plain, 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 NAS § AU through the Battel ride,
And fee thy fubjeéts galping by his fide::

Fam wowd the pious Prince refufe th’ Alarm,

Fain wouw'd he check the Fury of his Arm;

But when thy Cruelties his thoughts engage,

The Hero kindles with becoming rage,

'Then Countries {toln, and Captives unreftor’d,
Give Strength to every blow, and edge his Sword.
Behold with what refiftlefs force he £alls

On towns befieg’d, and thunders at thy walls!

I3

Ask
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it L - Ask Villeroy, for Villeroy beheld

| The Town furrender’d, and the T'reaty feal’d;

i With what amazing ftrength the Forts were won,

t: Ell"i Whilft the whole Pow’r of Frauce ftood looking on.
il But ftop not here: 'behold where Berkley ftands,

And executes his injurd King’s commands

Around thy coaft his burfting Bombs he pours

1 On flaming Cittadels, and falling Tow’rs;

l } With hizzing {treams of fite the air they ftreak,

And hutl deftru&ion round “em where they break ;

The Skies with long afcending Flames are bright,

And all the Sea refleéts a quivering light.

Thus Asma, when in'fierce Eruptions broke,
Fills Heav'n with Afhes, and the Earth with Smoke;
Here Crags of broken Rocks are twirl'd on high,
Here molten Stones and fcatter’d Cinders fly :

Its fury reaches the remoteft coaft,
And {trows the Afratick {hore with Dauft.

Now does the Sailor from the neighbouring Main
Look after Gallick Towns and Forts in vain ;

No more his wonted Marks he can defcry,

But fees a long unmeafm’d Ruine lie;

Whilft, pointing to the Naked coaft, he fhows

His wond’ring Mates where Towns and Steeples rofe,
Where crowded Citizens he lately view’d,

And fingles out the place where once §7. Males fkood,

Here Ruffels A&ions fhould my Mufe require;
And wow'd my ftrength but fecond my defire,

I'd all his boundlefs Bravery rehearfe,
And draw his Cannons thund’ring in my verfe:

e T
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Porms on feveral Occasions 15

High on the deck fhowd the gteat Leader ftand,
Wrath in his Lock, and Lightning in his Hand;
Like Homer's Hetlor when he flung his Fire
Amidit a thoufand Ships, and made all. Greece retire.

But who can run the Bririfb Triumphs o'er,
And count the Flames difperft on ev’ry Shore?
Who can defcribe the fcatterd Victory,

And draw the Reader on from Sea to Sea:

Elfe who cowd Ormond’s God-like A& refufe,
Ormond the theme of ev'ry Oxford Mufe >

Fain wowd I here his mighty Worth proclaim,
Attend him in the noble chafe of fame,

Through all the Noife and Hurry of the Fight,
Obferve each blow, and keep him ftill in fight.
Oh, did our Brutifh Peers thus couit Renown,
And grace the Coats their great Fore-fathers won!
Our arms wou'd then triumphantly advance,

Nor Henry be the Laft that conquer'd France.
What might not England hope, if fuch abroad
Purchas’d their country’s honour with their Blood :
When fuch, detain’d at home, fuppert our State
In WILLIAM:: ftead, and bear a Kingdom’s weight,
The Schemes of Gallick Policy oer-throw,

And blaft the Counfels of the common Foe;
Dire&t our Armies, and diftribute Right,.

And render our M AR I A’s Lofs more light.

But ftop, my Mufe, th’ ungrateful found forbear,
MARI A *s name ftill wounds each Bratifb Ear:
Each Britsfb Heart MARIA il does wound,
And Tears burft out unbidden at the found ;

MARI A
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M A RIA {ill our rifing Mirth deftroys,

Darkens our Triumphs, and forbids our Joys.
But fee, at length, the Brs#/b Ships appear!
Our VA S § AU comes! and as his Fleet draws near,
The rifing Mafts advance, the Sails grow white,
And all his Pompous Navy floats in fight.
Come, mighty Prince, defird of Brutam, come!
May Heav’n’s propitious gales attend thee home!
Come, and let longing crowds behold that Look,
Which fuch Confufion and Amazement ftrook
‘Through Gallick hofts: But, oh! let Us defcry
Mirth in thy Brow, and Pleafure in thy Eye;
Let nothing Dreadful in thy face be found,
But for a-while forget the Trumpet’s found ;
Well-pleasd, thy People’s Loyalty approve,
Accept their Duty, and enjoy their Love.
For as when lately mov’d with fierce delight,
You plung’d amidft the Tumult of the fight,
Whole heaps of Death encompafs’d you around,
And Steeds o’er-turn’d lay foaming on the ground:
So Crown’d with Laurels now, where-c’er you go,
Around you blooming Joys, and peaceful Bleffings flow,
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A Tranflation’ of alf VIR GIL"s "Foursh Georgick,
except the Story of ARIST £ZUs.

E THERIAL fieets fhall next my Mufe engage,
And this, Mecenas, claims your patronage,

Of little creatures, wondrous acks 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,. aot {o the Poers praife,

If great Apollo and the. taneful Nine:

Join in the piece, to miake the work divige:

Firft, for your Bees ia proper ftation find,
That's fenc’d about, and fhelter’d from the wind ;
For winds divert them in their flight, and drive
The fwarms, when loaden homeward, from their hive,
Nor fheep, nor goats, mufk pafture near their ftores,
To trample under foot the fpringiug flowers ;
Nor frisking heifers bound -about the place,
To fpurn the dew-drops off; atd bruife the rifing grafs
Nor muft the Lizards painted brood appear,
Nor Wood-pecks; nor the Swallow harbour near,

Yor L D They
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They wafte the fwarms, and as they fly along
Convey-the-tender morfels to their young:

Let putling ftreams, and fountains edg’'d with mofs,
il And fhallow rills run trickling through the grafs;

- Let branching Olives o’er the fountain grow,

Or Palms thoot up, and fhade the fireams below;
That when the youth, led by their princes, {hun
The crowded hive, and fport it in the fun,

Refrefhing {prings may tempt ’em from the heat,

And fhady coverts yield a cool retreat.
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Whether the neighbouring water ftands or rurs,
Lay twigs acrofs, and bridge it o’ex with ftoties ;
¥ That if Iough Prorms, or fudden: blafts ‘6f wind
Should dip, or {catter thofe that lag’behind;
Here they may fettle on the friendly ftone;
And dry their reeking pinions-atithe fun.
Plant all the flowry banksavith L-avender,
With ftore of Sav’ry fcent the fragrant air,
Let running Betony the field ‘o’erfpread,
And fountains foak the Violer's:dewy bed.

Tho’ barks or plaited willows ‘make your hive,
A narrow inlet to their cells contrive;
For colds congele and freeze the hquora up,
And, melted down with heat, 'the waxen buildings drop.
The Bees, -of both extremes alike afraid,
"Their wax around the whiftling cmnnies {pread,

And
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And fuck out clammy deéws from' herbs and flow’ss,
To fmear 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 faid, in dark retirements dwell,

And work in fubterraneous 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 muft thinly on your work be ftrowd ;
But let no baleful eugh-tree floirifh near,

Nor rotten marfhes fenid out fearis of mire ;
Nor burning crabs growred, ‘and crackle in the fie.
Nor neighb'ring caves rerurny the dying found,
Nor echoing rocks the doubled voice rebound.
Things thus prepar’d-=-=.
When th’undet-world is feiz’d with ‘cold and night,
And fummer here defcends in ftredims of light,
The Bees thro’ woods and forefts take their flight.
They rifle evry flow’r, and lightly skim
The chryftal brook, and fip the running ftream ;
And thus they feed 'theit young with frange delight,
And knead the yielding wax, and work the {limy fweet.
But when on high you fee the Bees répair,
Born on the winds thire? diftant tracts of air,
And view the winged cloud all blackning fromafar ;
While fhady coverts, and frefh Preams they chufe,
Milfoil and common Honey-fuckles bruife,
And {prinkle on their hives the fragrant juice.

2
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On brazen veffels (beat a tinkling found,
And fhake the cymbals of the goddefs rouad ;
Then all will haftily retreat, and fill

The warm refounding hollow. of their cell,

If once two rival kings their right debate,
And fa&ions and cabals embroil the ftate,
The people’s actions will their thoughts declare;
All their hearts tremble, and beat thick with war;
Hoarfe broken founds, 'like erumpets’ harfh alarms,
Run thro’ the hive, and call ’em to their arms ;
All in a hurry fpread their fhivring 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 laft, when all the heav’ns are warm and fair,
They rafh together out, and join; the ait
Swarms thick, and echo’s with the hamming wari
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 acorps rattle on, the ground.
No fenfe of danger ean their kings controul;
Their little bodies lodge a mighty foul :
Each obftinate in arms purfues his blow,
"Till thamefual flight fecures the routed foe.
This hot difpute and all.this mighty fray
A little duft flung upward will allay.

But when both kings are fettled in theis hive,
Mark him who looks the worft, and left he live

Idle
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 Idle at home ineafe and luxury,

The lazy monarch muft be doom’d to die;
So let the royal infect rule alone,
And reign without a rival in his throne.

The kings are different; one of better note
All fpeckt with gold, and many a {hining f{pot,
Looks gay, and gliftens in a gilded coat;
But love of eafe, and {loth in one prevails,
That fcarce his hanging paunch behind him trails :
The people’s looks are different as their king’s,
Some fparkle bright, and glitter:in their wings ;
Others look loathfom and difeasid with floth,
Like a faint traveller whofe dufty: mouth
Grows dry with heat, and f{pits 2 maukifh froth.
The firft are béft--—--
From their o’erflowing combs, youw'll often prefs
Pure lufcious fweets, that mingling in the glafs
Correét the harfhnefs of the racy juice,
And a rich flavour through the wine diffufe.
But when they fport abroad, and rove from home,
And leave the cooling hive, and quit th’unfnifh’d comb
Their airy ramblings aré ‘with eafe confin’d;
Clip their king’s. wings, ' and if they ftay behind
No bold ufurper dares invade their right,
Nor {ound a march, nor give the fign for flight.
Let flow'ry banks entice ’em 1to' cheir eélls,
And gardens all perfunvd. with native fmells ;
Where carvid Priapus has his' fix'd abode,
‘The robber’s terror, and the feare-crow god.

g
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Wild Tyme and Pine-trees from their barren hill
Tranfplant, and nurfe ’em in the neighbouring foil,
Set fruit-trees round, nor e’er indulge thy {loth,

But water ’em, and urge their thady growth.

And here, perhaps, wete not I giving oer,
And ftriking fail, and making to the fhore,
I’d fhew what art the Gardnet’s toils require,
Why rofy Peflum bluthes twice a year;
What {treams the verdant Succory fupply,
And how the thirfty plant drinks rivers dry ;
What with a chearful green does Parfley grace,
And writhes the bellying Cacumber along the twifted grafs;
Nor wou'd I pafs the foft Acanthas o'er,
Ivy nor Myrtle-trees that love the fhore
Nor Daffadils, that late from earth’s {low womb
Unrumple their fwoln buds, and fthow their yellow bloom.,

For once I faw in the Zarentine vale,
Where flow Galefus drencht the wafhy foi,
An old Corician yeoman, who had got
A few negleéted acres to his lot,
Where neither corn nor pafture grac’d the feld,
Nor wowd the Vine her purple harveft yield ;
But fav’ry herbs among the thorns were found,
Vervain and Poppy-flowers his garden crown’d;
And drooping Lilies whiter’d all the ground.
Bleft with thefe riches he cowd empires {light,
And when he refted from his toils at night,

The
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The earth unpurchas’d dainties wowd afford,

And his own garden furnifh out his board :

The fpring did firft his opening rofes blow,

Firft ripening autumn bent his fraitful bough.
When piercing colds had burft the brjttle {tone,
And freezing rivers ftiffen’d as they run,

He then wow'd prune the tenderft of his trees,
Chide the late {pring, and lingring weftern breeze:
His Bees firft fwarm’d, and made his veflels foam
With the rich fqueezing of the juicy comb.

Here Lindons and the fappy Pine increas’d ;

Here, when gay flow’rs his fmiling orchard dreft,
As many bloffoms as the {pring 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 fpreading plane-trees, where fupinely laid

He now enjoys the cool, and quaffs beneath the fhade,
But thefe for want of room I muft omit,

And leave for future Poets to recite.

Now DIl proceed their natures to declare,
Which Fove himfelf did on the Bees confer ;
Becaufe, invited by the timbrel’s found,

Lodgd 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 care;

23
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In well-difpos'd focieties they live,

And laws and ftatutes regulate their hive;

Nor ftray, like others; unconfin'd abroad,

But know fet ftations, and a fix’d abode:

Each provident of cold in fummer flies

Thro fields, and woods, to feek for new fupplies,
And in the common ftock unlades his thighs.
Some watch the food, fome in the meadows ply,
Tafte ev’ry bud, and fuck each bloflom dry;
Whilft others, lab’ring in their cells at home,
Temper Narciffus clammy tears with gum,

For 'the firft ground-work of the golden comb ;
On this they found their waxen works, and raife
The yellow fabrick on its glewy bafe.

Some educate the young, or hatch the feed

With vital warmth, and future nations breed ;
Whilft others thicken all the flimy dews,

And into purelt honey work the juice;

Then fill the hollows of the comb, and fwell
With lufcious Ne&ar 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 {torms, and tell what tempefts rife,
By turns they eafe the loaden fwarms, or drive
The drone, a lazy infe&, from their hive.

The work is warmly ply’d through all the cells,
And ftrong with Tyme the new-made honey {mells.

& g F
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So in their caves the brawny Gyelops [weat,
When with huge {trokes the ftubborn wedge they beat, >
And all th’unfhapen thunder-bolt compleat ; g

Alrer-
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Alternately their hatnmers rife and fall ;

Whilft griping tongs turn round the glowing ball.
With puffing bellows fome the flames increafe,

And fome in waters dip the hifling mafs;

Their beaten anvils dreadfully refound,

And Zrua fhakes all o’er, and thunders under ground.

Thus, if great things we may with fmall compare,
The bufie fwarms their different labours {hare,
Defire of profit urges all degrees;
The aged infects, 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 {poils,
On Lavender, and Saffron buds they feed,
On bending Ofiers, and the balmy Reed,
From purple Violets and the Teile they brmg
Their gather'd fweets, and sifle all the fpring.

All work together, all together reft,
The morning ftill renews their labours paft;
Then all rufh out, their different tasks purfue,
Sit on the bloom,. and fuck the rip’ning dew ;
Again when evening warns ’em to their home,
With weary wings, and heavy thighs they come,
And crowd about the chink; -and mix a drowfie hum.
Into their cells at length they. gently creep,
Thuc all the night theis pun,dul {tation keep,
Wraprt up in ﬂanCLJ and diffolv’d in (leep.
adyor L 3 E None
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None range abroad when winds or {torms are nigh,
Nor truft their bodies to a faichlefs sky,

But make {mall journeéys, ‘with a carcful wihg,
And fly to water at a neighbouring fpring;

And leaft their airy bodies fhould be caft

In reftles whirls, ‘the fport of ev’iy blaft,

They carry ftones to poife ’em in their flight,,

As ballaft Keeps th unfteady veffel right.

But of all cuftoms that the Bées can boaft,
*Tis this may challenge admiration ‘moft ;
That none will Hymen's {ofter joys approve,
Nor wafte their {piritsih fuxutious love,
But all a long virginity ‘maintain,
And bting forth ‘young without a motheér’s pain :
From herbs and flowers they pick ‘each tender Bee,
And cull from plants ‘a’buzzing progeny ;
From thefe they ‘chufe out fubjects, "and create
A little monarch of the rifing ftate;
Then build wax-kingdoms for the infant prince,
And form a palace for his refidence.

But often in their journéys, as they fly,
On flints they tear their filken wings, ‘or lye
Grov'ling beneath their flowry load, ‘and die.
"Thus love of honey ‘can an'infeét fire,
And in a Fly fuch ‘generous thoughts infpire.
Yet by repeopling their decaying ftate,
Tho’ {even fhort fprings conclude their vital date,

¢
5

Their
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Their ancient focks eternally remain,
And in an endlefs race the childrens children reign.

No proftrate vaffal of the Eaft can more
With flavifh fear his haughty prince adore;
His life unites ’em all; but when he dies,
All in loud tumults and diftraétions rife ;
They wafte their honey, and their combs deface,
And wild confufion reigns in every place.
Him all admire, all the great gnardian own,
And croud about his courts, and buzz about his throne.
Oft on their backs their weary prince they bear, 8
Oft in his caufe embattled in the air,
Purfue a glorious death, in wounds and war. g

Some from fuch inftances as thefe have taught

The Bees extradt is heavnly; for they thought

“ The univerfe alive; and that a foul,

“ Diffus'd throughont the matter of the whole,

“ To all the vaft unbounded frame was givn,

“ And ran through earth, and air, and fea, and all the deep
of heav'n ;

“ That this firft kindled life in man and beaft,

“ Life that again flows into this at laft.

That no compounded animal could die,

But when diffolv'd, the fpirit monnted high,

Dwelt in a (tar, and {eeeled in the sky.

€C

(13
14

L1

When-e’er their balmy fweets you mean to feize,
And take the lignid labours of the Bees,
B2 Spurt
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Spurt draughts of water from your mouth, and drive
A loathfom cloud of fmoak amidft their hive,

Thwice in the year their flow’ry toils begin,
And twice they ferch their dewy harvelt in;
Once when the lovely Plezades arife,

And add frefh luftre to the fummer skies;
it

And once when haffning from the watry fion
o o

They quit their ftation; and forbear to fhine:

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 flefh; and' fhoots among the veins..

When firft a cold hard wintet’s {torms arrive,
And threaten death or famine to their hive,
If now their finking ftate and low affairs
Can move your pity, and provoke your cares,
Frefh burning Tyme before their cells convey;,
And cut their dry and husky wax away ;
For often Lizards {eize the lufcious fpoils,
Or Drones that riot on another’s toils:
Oft broods of Moths infeft the hungry fwarms,
And oft the furious Wafp their hive alarms
With louder hums, and with unequal arms ;
Or elfe the Spider at their entrance fets
Her fnares, and {pins her bowels into nets.

When ficknefs reigns (for they as well as we
Feel all theffe&s of frail mortality)

By
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By certain marks the new difeafe is {een,

Their colour changes, and their looks are thin ;
Their funeral rites are form’d, and ev’ry Bee
With grief attends the fad folemnity ;

T he few difeas’d {urvivors hang before

Their fickly cells, and droop aLout the door,
Or flowly in their hives their limbs unfold,

Shrunk up with hunger, “and benumb’d ‘with ‘cold ;

In drawling hums, the feeble infects 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 reeds, whilft ﬂym gums
Caft 10uud a fragrant mift of {picy fumes.
Thus kindly tempt the famifl’d fvarm to eat,
And gently reconcile ’enx to their meat.

Mix juice of Galls, and Wine, that grow in time
Condens’d by fire, and thicken to a {lime;

To thefe dry’d Rofes, Tyme and Centry join,
And Raifins ripen’d on the P/ythian vine.

Beflides there grows a flow’r in marfhy ground,
Its name Amellus, eafy to be found ;
A mighty {pring works in its root, and cleaves
The fprouting ftalk, and fhews it {elf in leaves:
The flow’r it felf is of a golden hue,
The leaves inclining to a darker blue ;

The leaves thoot thick about the flow’r, ‘and grow

Into a buth, and fhade the turf below :

20
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The plant in holy garlands ofter twines

The altars’ pofts, ' and beautifies the fhrines;
Its tafte is fharp, in vales new-fhorn it grows,
Where Mella's frream in watry 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 furvive;
To raife new people, and secruit the hive,
I'll here the gLE’lt experiment declare,
That {pread th’ Avcadian fhepherd’s name fo far.
How Bees from blood of flaughter’d Bulls have fled,
And fivarms amidft the red corruption bred.

For where th’ Fgyptians yearly fee their bounds
Refrefb’d with floeds, and fail about their grounds,
Where Perfia borders, -and the rolling Nile
Drives {wiftly down the fwarthy Jadigns {oil,

*Till into feven it multiplies ies {tream,
And fattens Egypr with a fruitful {lime:

In this laft praétice all their hope remains,
And long experience juftifies their pains.

Firft then a clofe contradted fpace of ground,

With ftreighten’d walls and low-built roof they found ;

A narrow fhelving light is next aflign’d

To all the quarters, one to every wind;

Through thefe the glancing rays obliquely picrce:
Hither they lead a Bull that's young and fiexce,

When
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When two-years growth of horn he proudly fhows,
And fhakes the comely terrours of his brows:

His nofe and mouth, the avenues of breath,

They muzzle up, and beat his limbs te death;
With violende to life and ftifling pain

He flings and {purns, and tries to fnort in vain,
Loud heavy mows fall thick-on eviry fide,

*Till his bruis’d bowels burft within the hide,
When dead, they leave him rotting- on-the ground,
With branches, Tyme, and Cafia, flrow’d around,
All this is done when firft the weftern breeze
Becalms the year, and fmooths the troubled feas ;,
Before the chattering Swallow builds her neft,

Or fields in fpring’s embroidery are dreft.

Mean while the tainted juice ferments within,

And quickens as it works : And now are feen

A wond’rous fwarm, that o’er the carcafs crawls,
Of fhapelefs, rude, unfinifl’d animals.

No legs at firft the infe@’s weight fuftain,

At length it moves its new-made limbs with pain ;
Now ftrikes the air with quivring wings, and tries
To lift its body up, and learns to rife;

Now bending thighs and gilded wings it wears

Full grown, and all the Bee at length appears;
From every fide the fruitful carcafs pours

Its fwarming brood, as thick as fummer-{how’rs,
Or flights of arrows from the Parthian bows,
When twanging ftrings firlt thoot ’em on the foes.

31
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Thus have I fung the nature of the B
While Cefar, towring to divinity,
The frighted Jzdsans with his thunder aw’d,

And clainrd their homage, and commenc’d a God
1 flourifl’d all the swhile in arts of P-“;u:{'

Retir’d and thelterd in inglorious eafe

I who before the fongs of fhepherds m'ldL

When gay and young my rural lays I play’d,

And fet my Tstyrus beneath his fhade.
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4 SonNc. For $t. GEciLin’s Day
at Oxford.

L

C ECILI A, whofe exalted hymns
With joy and wonder fill the Bleft,
In choirs of warbling Seraphims
Known and diftinguifb’d from the reft,
Attend, harmonious Saint, and fee
Thy vocal fons of Harmony ;
Attend, harmonious Saint, and hear our pray’rs ;
Ealiven all our earthly airs,
And, as thou fing’ft thy God, teach us to fing of thee:
Tune evry ftring and ev'ry tongue,
Be thou the Mufe and Subjec of our fong.

IL

Let all Cecilia's praife proclaim,

Employ the Echo in her name.

Hark how the Flutes and Trumpets raifc,
At bright Cecilia’s name, their lays ;
The Organ labours in her praife,

VoL, L. F Cecilia’s
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Cecilia's name does all our numbers grace,
From ev'ry voice the tuneful accents fly,
In {oaring Trebles now it rifes high,
And now it finks, and dwells upon the Bafe.
Cecilig’s name through all the notes we fing,
The work of ev’ry skilful tongue,
The found of evry trembling ftring,
The found and triumph of our fong.

3l

1L

For ever confecrate the day,
To Mufick and Cecdlra ;
Mufick, the greateft good that mortals know,
And all of heav’n we havé below:.
Mufick can noble hints impart,
Engender fury, kindle love;
With unfufpected eloquence can move,
And manage afl the man with fecrer art.
When Orphens ftrikes the trembling Lyre,
The ftreams ftand fhill, the ftones admire ;
The liftning favages advance,
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 Rhodope was left without a fhade.

IV.

Mufick religious heats infpires,
It wakes the foul, and lifts it high,

And
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And wings it with fublime defires,
And fits it to befpeak the Deity.
Th’ Almighty liftens to a tuneful tongue,
And feems well-pleas’d and courted with a fong.
Soft moving founds and heav’nly airs
Give force to ev’ry word, and recommend out pray’rs.
When time it felf fhall be no more,
And all things in confufion hurl’d,
Mufick fhall then exert its pow’r,
And found furvive the 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 pleafure fce
The whole creation in a chorus join.

Eemy I S M M

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 heard,
But gladnef(s dwell on eviry 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 2 An
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An A ccouNT of the Greateft En-
glih PoE Ts.

To Mr. H 8. April 3, 1694.

INCE, dearet Harry, yon will needs requeft

A foort account of all the Mufe-poffeft,
That, down from Chaucer’s days to Dryden’s times,
Have [pent their noble rage i Britith shimes ;
Without more preface, writ in formal length,
To [peak the undertaker’s want of firength,
LIl try to make their fev'ral beanties known,
And fhow their verfes worth, the not my own,

Long had our dull fore-fathers {lept fupine,
Nor felt the raptures of the tuneful Nine;
*Till Chancer firft, 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 unpolift’d ftrain,

And tries to make his readers langh in vain,

Old
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Old Spenfer next, warm’d with poetick rage,
In ancient tales amus’d a barbrous age ;
An age that yet uncultivate and rude,
Whmc—e er the poet’s fancy led, purﬁ1 d
Thro® pathlefs 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 plain below.
We view well-pleas’d at diftance all the fights
Of arms and palfries, battels, fields and fights,
And damfels in diftrefs, and courteous knights,
But when we look too near, the fhades decay,
And all the pleafing landfchape fades away.

Great Cowley then (a mighty genius) wrote,
O’er-run with wit, and lavith of his thought :
His turns too clofely on the reader prefs:

He more had pleas’d us, had he pleas’d us lefs.
One glittering thought no fooner ftrikes our eyes
With filent wonder, but new wonders rife.

As in the milky-way a fhining white

O’er-flows the heav’ns with one continw’d light
‘That not a fingle ftar can thew his rays,

Whilft jointly all promote the common blaze.
Pardon, great Poet, that I dare to name
Th’uanumber’d beauties of thy verfe with blame;

Thy
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Thy fault is only wit in its excefs,

But wit like thine in any fhape will pleafe.

What Mufe but thine can equal hints infpire,

And fic the deep-mouth’d Pindar to thy lyre:

Pindar, 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.

Bleft man! whofe fpotlefs life and charming lays
Employ’d the tuneful Prelate in thy praife:
Bleft man! who now fhalt be for ever known,
In Sprar’s fuccefsful labours and thy ‘own.

But Milton next, with high and haughty ftalks,
Unfetter’d in majeftick numbers walks ;
No vulgar heroe can his Mufe ingage ;
Nor carth’s wide {cene confine his' hallow’d rage.
See! fee, he upward {prings, and tow’ring high
Spurns the dull province of mortality,
Shakes heav’ns eternal throne with dire alarms,
And fets th’ Almighty thunderer in arms.
What-e’er his pen defcribes I more than fee,
Whilft ev’ry verfe, array’d in majefty,
Bold, and fublime, niy whole attention draws,
And {eems 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-{ pread banner fhines,
How does the chariot rattle in his lines!

Whae
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What founds of brazen wheels, what thunder, fcare,
And ftun the reader with the din of war! .

With fear my fpirits 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 Paradyfe;

What tongue, what words of rapture can exprefs
A vifion {o profufe of pleafantnefs.

Oh had the Poet ne’er profan’d his pen,

To vernith o’er the guilt of faithlefs men;

His other works might have deferv’d applaufe!
But now the language can’t fupport the caufe; .
While the clean current, the’ ferene and bright,
Betrays a bottom odious to the fight.

But now my Mufe a fofter ftrain reherfe,
Turn ev’ry line with art, and fmooth thy verfe;
The courtly #aller next commands thy lays:
Mufe tune thy verfe, with art, to Wallers praife,
While tender airs and lovely dames infpire
Soft melting thoughts, and prepagate defire ;
So long fhall #aller's ftrains our paffion move,
And Sacharsffz’s beauties kindle love.
Thy verfe, harmonious Bard, and flatt’ring fong,
Can make the vanquifh’d great, the coward ftrong,
Thy verfe can thow ev’n Cromwell's innocence,
And complement the ftorms that bore him hence,
Oh had thy Mufe not come an age too foon,
But feen great Na/fau on the Briti/b throne!

How
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How had his triumphs glitterd 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 Boi’s wide current reek’d in blood!
Or if Maria’s charms thou wowdft rehearfe,

In fmoother numbers and a fofter verfe;

Thy pen had well defcrib’d her graceful air,

And Glriana wou'd have {ecem’d more fair.

Nor muft Rofcommon pafs neglected by,
That makes ev’n Rules a noble poetry:
Rules whofe deep fenfe and heav’nly numbers {how
The beft of criticks, and of poets too.
Nor, Denbam; muft we €er forget thy ftrains,
While Cosper's 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 Mufe affords
The fweeteflt numbers, and the fitteflt words.
Whether in Comick founds or Tragick airs
She forms her voice, fhe moves our {miles or tears,
If Satire or heroick ftrains fhe writes,

Her Heroe pleafes, and her Satire bites.

From her no harfh unartful numbers fall,

She wears all dreffes, and fhe charms in all.

How might we fear our Engli/b Poetry,

That long has flourifb’d, fhewd decay with thee;
Did not the Mufes other hope appear,
Harmonious Congreve, and forbid our fear:

Congreve /
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Congreve ! whofe fancy’s unexhaufted ftore
Has given already much, and promis’d more.
Congreve fhall fill preferve thy fame alive,
And Dryden’s Mufe thall in his Friend furvive.

Pm tird with rhiming, and wowd fain give o'er,
But juftice {till demands one labour more :
The noble Montagne remains unnanrd,
For wit, for humour, and for judgment fam’d;
To Doifer he dires his artful Mule,
In numbers fuch as Dorfers felf might ufe.
How negligently graceful he unreins
His verfe, and writes in loofé familiar ftrains ;
How Naffaws godlike ags adorn his lines,
And all the Heroe in full glory fhines.
We fee his army fet in juft array, |
And Bosn’s dy’d waves run purple to the fea,
Nor §imoss choal’d with men, and arms, and blood ;
Nor rapid Xanthus' celebrated flood,
Shall longer be the Poet’s higheft themes,
Tho’ gods and heroes fought promifcuous in their ftreams
But now, to Na/ffaws fecret councils rais’d,
He aids the Heroe, whom before he prais’d,

Poe done at length ; and wow, dear Friend, recerve
Zhe laft poor prefent that my Mufe can grve.
1 leave the arts of poetry and verft
7o them that prattife >em with more Juceefs.
Of greater truths Pl now prepare 1o tell,
And i at once, dear Friend and Mufe, farewell.
Vor L G

41
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LETTERA SCRITTA DITALIA

AL MOLTO ONORABILE

CARLO Conte HALIFAX

Dal Signore GIUSEPPE AppisoN [ Aunoe
MDCEL In Perfi Inglefs.

E TRADOTTA IN‘VERSI TOSCANL *

Sabve magna parens frugum. Saturnia tellus,
Magna virim! tibi res antique laudis eb artis
Aggredior, [fanclos aufus recludere fonres.

ENTRE, Signor, Pombre villefche attraggonvi,
E di Britannia dagl Ufic: toltovi
Non pin, ob a fuoi ingrats Ligl piaccia
Per lor vantaggio, voftro o2io immolate;
Me in efteri Regni 1l Fato imvia
Entro gewts feconde in carmi_eternt,
U la dolce ftagion, €'l vage Clima
Fanno, che voftra quiete 1n verfi 10 turbi,

Oz:.fmgﬂe

* By the Abbor Anton. Maria Salvini Greek Profeffor at Florence.
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A

LETTERfrom I7TALTY,

To the Right Honourable

CHARLESs Lord HAaALIFAZX

In the Year MDCCI.

Salve magna parens frugum Saturnia tellus,
Magna virdm! tibi res antique landis et artis
Aggredior, fantlos anfis recludere fontes, Virg. Geor, 2.

HILE you, my Lord, the rural thades admire,
And from Britanma’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 foft feafon and inviting clime
Confpire to trouble your repofe with rhime.

G 2 For
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Ouvungue #o giri i miei vapit: lumi,
Scene auree, liete, e chiare vifie inalzanfi,
Lrzornianm: Poetiche Campague,
Parm: oguor ds calcar claffico fusols ;
87 fovente 10 Mufa accordd P Arpa,
Che non cantato nin colle forgeve,
Celebre in verfi 1vi ogui pranta crefce,
E in celefle armonia ciafiun vio corre.

Come mi giova a cercar poggi, e bofch
Per chiare fonts, e celebrati fiumi,
Alla Nera veder fiera 1a fuo carfo
Tracciar Clitumno chiaro in fua [orgente,
Veder condur fua [chiera & acque il Mincio
Per lunght giri di feconda ripa,
E & Albula canuta il guado mfeito
Suo caldo letro di fumante folfo.

D: mille eftafi accefo 10 fopraveggio
Correre il Po per praterie fiorite
De Fiunz Re, che fovra i pian fiorrende,
Le torreggrants Alp: 1 patig muraglia
Della meta ds foro umore aftinga:
Superbo, e gonfio dell’ biberue nevi
I abbondanza comparte v’ egls corre.

Talor fmarrite dal drappel fonoro
I riz rimiro immortalats in canto,
Che giaccionfi in filenzio, e obblio perdati,
(Mauts 1 lor fout: fon, fecche lor vene)

Puy,
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For wherefoe’er T turn my ravifh'd eyes,
Gay gilded fcenes and fhining profpeéts rife,
Poetick fields encompafs me around,

And ftill I feem to tread on Claffic ground ;
For here the Mufe fo oft her Harp has ftrung,
That not a mountain rears its head unfung,
Renown’d in verfe each fhady thicket grows,
And ev’ry ftream in heavenly numbers flows,

How am I pleas’d to fearch the hills and woods
For rifing fprings and celebrated floods!
To view the Nar, tumultuousin his courfe,
And trace the fmooth Clitumuns to his fource,
To fee the Mincio draw his watry ftore
Through the long windings of 2 fruitful fhore,
And hoary Albula’s infeéred tide
O’er the warm bed of {fmoaking fulphur glide,

Fird with a thoufand raptures I furvey
Eridanus through flowery meadows ftray,
The king of floods! that rolling o’er the plains
The towering Alps of half their moifture drains,
And proudly fwoln with a whole winter’s fhows,
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 Iye,

(Dumb are their fountains and their channels dry) ,
Yet
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Pur, per [enno di Mufe, e fon perenni,

Lor mormorio perenne in terfi carmt.

Talora al gentil Tebro 10 i ritiro,

Le vote ripe del gran Frume ammiro,
Che privo dr poter. fuo corfo tragge
D’ una gretta urna, e flerile forgente;
Pur fuona ei nelle bocehe de Poets,
Sicche °l miro al Danubio, e al Nil far forno;
Cost Mufa immortale in alto il leva.
Tal era il Boin povero, ignobil fiume,
Che nelle Hiberne vallt ofctro errava,
E imffervato in fuo: givi [cherzava.
Quando per Vofiri Verfi, e perda Spada
D: Naffo, rinomato, Lionde fie
Levate in alto pel Monds rifuonans

- Ovunque dello Firoe le drvin’ opre,

" E ove andra fama d’ immortal verfo.

OF I éftatico mio petto tnfprraffe
Mufa con un furor fimile al voftro/
Infinste bellezze avria’l mio verfo,

\ Cederia di Virgilio a Quel I'ltalia,

Mira gqual: auree [elve aitorno ridonmi,
e della tempeflofa di Britannia
Ifola si ne fehrvano la cofta,
O trapiantate, € Con penfrer guardate
Maledicon la fredda Regrone,
E nell aria del Norte illanguidifiono.
Calor dolor 1 montante umor ne lievita

Auobil gufti,- € pin efaltars odors.
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Yet run for-ever by the Mufe’s skill,
And in the fmooth defcription murmur {ill.

Sometimes to gentle 7zber T'retire,
And the fam’d river’s Empty {hores admire,
That deftitute of {trength derives its courfe
From thrifty urns and an unfruitful {ource;
Yet fung fo often in poetick lays,
Wich {corn the Danube and the Nile {urveys;
So high the deathlefs Mufe exalts her theme!
Such was the Bon, a poor inglorious ftream,
That in Hibernian vales obfcurely ftray’d,.
And unobferv’d in wild Meanders play’d ;
*Till by Your lines and Naffau’s {word renown’d, .
Its rifing billows through the world refound,
Where-¢er the Heroe’s godlike aéts can pierce,
Or where the fame of an immortal verfe.

Oh cow’d the Mufe my ravifl’d breaft infpire
With warmth like yours, and raife an equal fire,
Unnumberd beauties in my verfe thow'd fhine,
And Virgil's Iraly fhowd yield to mine!

See how the golden groves around me fmile,
That thun the coaft of Bratain’s ftormy Ile,
Or when tranfplanted and prefervid with care,
Curfe the cold clime, and ftarve in northern air,
Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments
“Po-nobler taftes, and more exalted fcents;

Evn
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Rozze ancor vupi molle mirto menano
Ricco profumo, pefle erbette olezzano.
Portims un D1 ds Baia a 1 gentil Seggi,
a{) ne verds ritirs d Umbria traggam,

ve ¢ Ponent: eterna ban refidenza.
T utte flagions lor pompa profondono,
Germagls, e frutts, e fiort infieme allegano,
E in gaia confufion fia I anno rutto.

Glorie immortalr n mia mente rivivone,
Combatton nel cuor mio ben mille affetts,
Allovacke di Roma I ¢faltate
Bellezze gru gracerfi 1o ne diftuopro,
Magnificents in Mols di ruine,

D Aufireatro una flupenda altezza

D terror mi riempre, e di diletto,

Che Roma ne fiot pmﬁ!n’:u J’"Pez,tﬁwfé

Difpopolava, e Nazion: intere

Agtatamente in fuo grembo capia.

Paffanvs 1 Crel Colonne afpre d ntaglio,

D: Trionfo fuperbs Archi la forgono,

U de prifch: Roman I tmmortal opre
Difpregate alla vifta ognor vinfacciano

La wile loro tralygnata jfrrz_‘)e

Oui tutts 1 finmsi laﬁ‘:m gin lor pranz,

Per aerer condotts in alto corvono.

AY empre a novelle Scene mia vagante
Mufa si [i ritragge, e mita ammira
L) alro fpettacol & animate Rups,

Ove moftro fialpel tutta fua forza,

Ed in carne addolei feabrofo faffo.

In folenne filenzto, in maeftade

Eros flannofi, e Des, e Roman Confols.
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Ev'n the rough rocks with tender Myrtle bloom,
And trodden Weeds fend out a rich perfume,
Bear me, fome God, to Bai's gentle feats,

Or cover me in Umbria's green retreats ;

Where weftern gales eternally refide,

And all the feafons lavifh all their pride :
Blofloms, and fruits, and flowers together rife,
And the whole year in gay confufion lies,

Immortal glories in my mind revive,
And in my foul a thoufand paffions {trive,
When Rome’s exalted beauties I defery
Magnificent in piles of ruine lye.
An amphitheater’s amazing height
Here flls my eye with terror and delight,
That on its publick fhows Unpeopled Rome,
And held Uncrowded nations in its womb :
Here pillars rough with fculpture pierce the skies :
And here the proud triumphal arches rife,
Where the old Romans deathlefs aéts difplay’d,
Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid :
Whole rivers here forfake the fields below,
And wond’ring at their heighte through airy channels flow.

Still to new {cenes my wand’ring Mufe retires,
And the dumb fhow of breathing rocks admires ;
Where the fmooth chiffel all its force has {hown,
And foften’d into flefh the rugged {tone,
In folemn filence, a majeftick band,
Heroes, and Gods, and Roman Confuls ftand.
VoL L H Stera
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Torvi Tivanns in cradelia famofs,
E Imperadori in Pario Marwmo accighanfs ;
Mentre Dame brillante, a cui con amile
Servitit flan foggesti, ognora moftran
I vezzi, che glt altzeri cuor domaro.
Volentiers 10 vorria de Raffaele
Contar I avte divina, e far vedere
GF ssmmortals lavor: nel mio verfo,
L.a ve da mifla forza &’ embre, e luce
Nuova creazion forge a mia vifla,
Ta: celefis figure efcon da fuo
Pennello, e 1 mefticati fuot colors
Cald: dr vita cosi ne sfavillano,
D: foggetto in foggetto, dun [egreto
Piacer prefo, e infiammato atiorno 10 givo
7ra la foave varieta perduo.
Mio firabilito [pirto quea confondeno
Arie vezzofe m circolantt note
Paffeggianti, e in fonors labirints.
Cupole, e Templs 8 alzan la in diftants
Vedute, ed in Palags apesti, ed ampls
A celebrargli invitano la Mufa,
Come indulgente Crelo adovni mas
La fortunata terra, e fovra quella
Verso benediziont a plena mano !
Ma che vaglioh le lor dovizie eterne,
Fuorit: monts, e foleggiate yave
Con tutti dont, che Cielo, e Suol compartons,
[ 7ifi di Natara, e 1 vezzi d Arte,
Mentre altiera Oppreffion regna in fue Vallz,
E Tirannia fuo: Pran felict ufurpa?
1l povreo Abitante mira indarno
Il roffeggiante Arancio, el pingue Grano,
Crefier dolente ei mira ed olz, evin,
E de murti odorar I ombra [i [degna, ln
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Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown,

- And emperors in Parian marble frown ;

While the bright dames, to whom they humbly fird,
Still fhow the charms that their proud hearts fubdwd.

Fain wow'd I Raphael’s godlike art rehearfe,
And fhow th’immortal labours in my. verfe,
Where from the mingled ftrength of fhade 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 pleafure toft,
Amidft the foft variety Pm loft:

Here pleafing airs my ravifhe foul confonnd
With circling notes and labyrinths of found ;
Here domes and temples rife in diftant views,
And opening palaces 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 unexhanfted ftores,
Her blooming mountains, and her {funny fhores,
With all the gifts that heav’n and earth impart,
The {miles of nature, and the charms of art,
While proud Oppreffion in her wallies reigns,
And Tyranny ufurps 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 Myxtle’s fragrant {hade repines:

51
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In mezzo alla Bontd della Natura
Maledetto languifee, e dewivo a cariche
Dz wvino vigne muore per la fete.

O Liberia, o Dea Celefte, ¢ Bella !
Dz ben profufa, € pregpa di diletto!
Piacer: eterni te prefente regnaino.
Guida tuo gaio tren lieta dovizia
Vien nel fuo pefo Suggezion pin lieve;
Povertd fembra allegra w tua veduta;
Faz di Natura il vifo ofcuro gaso;
Dont al Sole bellezza, al gwrno gioa,

Te Dea, te la Britannia lfola adora,
Come ha fovente ella ogns ben fuo efanflo,
E fpeffo tha di morie in campi cerco!
Nisino penfa il 1o, poffente pregio
A troppo caro prezzo elfer comprato:
Puo fipra efiers monti ol Sole : grappols
Per dolce fugo maturare avino;

Di bofchi di cedrati ornare 8 fuolo,
Gonfrar la grafla olrva in flusts d olio ;
Now invidiamo 1l pin fervente Clima
Dell Etere pin dolce 1n dieci grads;
Di noftro Ciel maledizion non duolm,
Ne a Noi in capo Pleiads ghiacciare,
Corona Liberta la Britamy Ifola,

E fa fue fleril bianche raps ridere.

Le torreggiant: Moli altvui diletiino,
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 Goddefs heavenly bright,
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight!
Eternal pleafures in thy prefence reign,

And {miling Plenty leads thy wanton train;

Eas'd of her load Subjection grows more light,
And Poverty looks chearful in thy fight;

Thou mak'ft the gloomy face of Nature gay,
Giv’{t beauty to the Sun, and pleafure to the Day.

Thee, Goddefs, thee, Britannia’s le adores;
How has fhe oft exhaufted all her ftores,.
How oft in fields of death thy prefence fought,
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought!
On foreign mountains may the Sun refine
The Grape’s {oft juice, and-mellew it to. wine,
With Citron groves adorn a diftant {oil,
And the fat Olive fwell with floods of vil :
We envy not the warmer ‘clime, “that Tiés
In ten degrees of more indulgent skies,
Nor at the coarfenefs of our heaven repine,
"Tho’ o’er our heads the frozen Pleiads {hine :
*Tis Liberty that crowns Brizaunia’s Hle,
And makes her barren rocks,and her bleak mountains fmile,

Others with towering piles may pleafe the fight,
And in their proud afpiring domes delight;-

A
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Un gentsl colpo a una vil vela dare,

Od infegnar Saffi animatr a vrvere.

D Europa ful deftin vegliar Britannia
Ha cura, e bilanciar gl Emuls Stati ;

D: guevra minacciare ardus Regi;

Degls affutts Vicine udive 1 preghs.

Dano, ¢ Sveco attaccats mn fiere Allayme
D lor arm: pretofe benedicony

La prudente Condotta, e’l buon Governo.
Tofto che pot le noflve Flotte apparono,
Ceffano tuttr 1 lor [pavents, € in Pace
Tutto il Settentrronal Mondo f¢ grace.

L ambrzsofo Gallo con fegreto
Tremito vede all’ afpirante_[ua
Tefta mirar dr ler 1l Gran Tonante,
E volentiert 1 fuot dwini Figls
Vorrebbe difuntti per flrantero
Ors, o pur per domeflica contefa.
Ma acquiftare, o dwidere invan provafi,
Cut I arme di Nafso, e °l fenno guida.

Del nome accefo, cuz fovente bo trove
Remot: Chimi, e lingue rifonare,
Con penn imbrigho mia lottante Mufa,
Che ama lantiarf in pin ardia prova.

Ma 10 di gia hovvi turbato affas,
Ne tentar ofovn piu fablime Canto.
Pii dolce Thema il ba[flo verfs chiedens,
Fiorits prathdy gorgoghianti rivi, . :
Mal proprio per gl Eroi: che 1 Carmz eterin
Qual di Virgilio, o Voftri onorar debbono.

St a3
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A nicer touch to the ftretcht canvas give,

Or teach their animated rocks to live:

*Tis Brotam’s care to watch o’er Eurape’s fate,
And hold in balance each contending ftate,

To threaten bold prefumptuous kings with war,
And anfwerrher afflicted nezghbouls pray’r.

The Dane and Swede, rous’d up by fierce alarms,
Blefs the wife conduét of her pious arms :

Soon as her ﬂectq appear, their terrors ceafe,
And all the northern world lies huflrd in peace.

"Th’ ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread
Her thunder ainy’d at his afpiring head,
And fain her godlike fons wowd difunite
By foreign gold, or by domeftick fpite;
But ftrives in vain to conquer or divide,
Whom Naffarn's arms defend and counﬁ,ls ruide.

Fird with the name, which I {o oft have found
The diftant climes and different tongues refound,
I bridle in my ftrugling Mufe with pain,
That longs to launch into a bolder ftrain.

But I've already troubled you too long,
Nor dare attempt a more advent’rous fonﬂr
My humble verfe demands a fofter Lheme
A painted meadow, ot a purling ftream ;
Unfit for Heroes; whom immortal lays,
And lines like ﬁzrg s, or like yours, thow'd praife,

5

Milton’s
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Milton's Stziesmitated, in a Tranflation
of a LEZ%‘&:-’L}' out of ‘the Third Aneid.

OS'T in the gloomy horror of the night
We ftruck upon the coaft where Zrua lics,

Horrid and wafte, 1its entrails fraught with fire,
That now cafts out dark fumes and pitchy clouds,
Vaft {howers of afhes hov'ring in the {moke;
Now belches molten {tones and ruddy flame
Incenft, or tears up mountains by the roots,
Or {lings a broken rock aloft in air.
The bottom works with fmotherd fire e, involv'd
In peftilential vapours, ftench and {fmoke.

*Tis {aid, that thunder-ftruck FEuceladus
Gm‘-.\‘ling beneath th’ incumbent mountain’s \'-r-'cight
Lyes ftretch’d fupine, eternal prey of flames;
And when he heaves againft the burning load,
Reluctant, to invert his broiling limbs,

A fudden ecarthquake fhoots through all the Ifle,
And Aina thunders dreadful under ground,

Then pours out fmoke in wreathing curls convolv’d,
And fhades the Sun’s bright orb, and blots out Day.

Here
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Here in the fhelter of the woods we lodg’d,
And frighted heard ftrange founds and difmal yelis,
Nor faw from whence they came; for all the night
A murkyftorm deep louring o'er our heads
Hung imminent, that with impervious gloom
Opposd it felf to Cynzhia’s filver ray,

And fhaded all beneath.” But now the Sun
With orient beams had chas’d the dewy night
From earth and heav’n; all nature ftood difclosd:
When looking on the neighbring woods we faw
The ghaftly vifage of a man unknown,

An uncouth feature, meagre, pale; and wild;
Affliction’s foul and terrible difmay

Sate in his looks, his face impaird and worn
With marks of famine, fpeaking fore diftrefs;
His locks were tangled, and his fhaggy beard
Matted with filth ; in all things elfea Greek.

He firft advanc’d in hafte; but, when he faw

- Trojans and Trojan arms, in mid career

Stopt fhort, he back recoil’d as one furpriz’d :
But foon recovering fpeed; he ran, heiflew
Precipitant, and thus with piteous cries
Our ears affail’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 diftant fhore,
So I may fhun this favage race accurft.

*T'is true 1 foughe among the Greeks that late
Yor. I I

(11

L1

L1

({1

““ With
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« With fivord and fire oerturn’d Neptunian Troy,

« And laid the labour of the Gods in duft;

<« For which, if fo the fad offence deferves,

¢« Plung’d in the deep, for ever let me lye

¢ Whelmrd under feas; if death muft be my doom,
¢« Tet Man inflic it, and I die well-pleas’d.

He ended here, and now profufe of teats
In fuppliant mood fell proftrate at our feet :
We bade him fpeak from whence, and what he was,
And how by ftrefs of fortune funk thus low ;
Anchifes too with friendly afpeét mild
Gave him his hand, fure pledge of amity ;
When, thus encouraged, he began his tale.

I'm one, fays he, of poor defcent, my name
Is Achemenides, my country Greece,
Ulyffes fad compeer, who whilft he fled
The raging Cyclops, left me here behind
Difconfolate, forlorn; within the cave
He left me, giant Pobypheme’s dark: cave ;
A dungeon wide and horrible, theiwalls
On all fides furr'd with mouldy damps, and ltung
With clots of ropy gore, and human limbs,
His dirc repalt: himfelf of mighty fize,
Hoar{e in his voice, -and-in his vifage grim,
Intractable, that riots on the flefh
Of mortal Men, and fwills the vital blood.
Him did T fee fnatch ap with horrid arafp
Two {prawling Greeks, - in e¢ither hand-a mdn;
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I faw him when with huge tempeftuous fway
He dafht and broke ’em on the grundfl edge;
The pavement fvam in blood, the walls around
Were fpatter’d o'er with brains.  He lapt the blood,
And chew’d the tender fleth 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 deftru&ion, which he thus effeéts.
The giant, gorg’d with flefh,. and wine, and blood,
Lay ftretcht at length and {noring in his den,
Belching raw gobbets from his maw, o¢r-charged
With purple wine and cruddled gorei confuled.
We gather’d round, and to his fingle eye,
The fingle eye that in his forehead glar’d
Like a full moon, or a broad burnifh’d fhicld,
A forky ftaff we dext’roufly apply’d,
Which, in the fpacious focket turning round,
Scoopt out the big round gelly from its orb,
But let me not thus interpofe delays;
Fly, mortals, fly this curlt detefted race:
A hundred of the fame ftupendous fize,
A hundred Cyclops live among the hills,
Gigantick brotherhood, : that {talk 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 paft,
Sculking and fcowring down, half dead with fear.
Thrice has the Moon wafltd all-hier orb in light, ',
Thrice travell'd o'er, in-hier,@blcure fojousn,

I 2
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The realms of Night inglorious, firice' Pve livid
Amidft thefe woods, gleaning from thorns and fhrubs
A wretched fuftenance.  As thus he fpoke,

We {aw defcending from 2 neighb’ring hill

Blind Polypheme ; by weary fteps and flow

The groping giant with a trunk of Pine

Explor’d his way; around, his woolly flocks
Attended grazing ; to the well-known fhore

He bent his courfe, and on the margin ftood,

A hideous monfter, terrible, deform’d;

Full in the midft of his high front there gap’d
The fpacious hollow where his eye-ball roll’d,

A ghaftly orifice: he rins’d the wound,

And wafl’d away the ftrings and clotted blood
That cak’d within; then ftalking through the deep
He fords the ocean, while the topmoft wave
Scarce reaches up his middle fide; we ftood
Amaz’d be fure, a fudden hotror chill

Ran through each nerve, and thrill’d in ev’ry vein,
Till ufing all the force of winds and oars

We fped away; he heard us in our courle,

And with his out-ftretch’d arms around him grop'd,
But finding nought within his reach, he rais’d
Such hideous fhouts that all the ocean fhook.

Ev’n ftaly, tho” many a league remote,

In diftant echo’s anfwerd ; rua 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,

And
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And gather round the bellowing Polypheime,
A dire aflembly: we with eager hafte
Work ev’ry one, and from afar behold

A hoft 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 frately profpe&, waving in the clouds.
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HILE crouds of Princes your ‘deferts proclaim,
Proud in their number to enroll your name;
While Emperors to you commit their caufe,
And ANNA’s praifes crown the vaft applaufa;
Accept, great leader, what the Mufe recites,
That in ambitious verfe attempts your fights,
Fird and tranfported with a theme fo new.
Ten thoufand wonders op’ning to my view
Shine forth at once; fieges and {torms appear,
And wars and conquefts fill th*important year,
Rivers of blood I fee, and hills of {lain,
An Iliad rifing out of One campaign.

The hanghty Gaul beheld, with tow’ring pride,
His ancient bounds enlarg’d on ev'ry fide,
¥ or. L K Pirene’s
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Pirene’s lofty barriers were fubdued,

And in the midft-of his wide empire ftood ;
Aufonia’s ftates, the viGor to reftrain,

Oppofed their Alpes and Appenines in vain,

Nor found themfelves, with ftrength of rocks immur'd,
Behind their everlafting hills fecur'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,
Germania trembled through a hundred ftates;
Great Leopold himfelf was feiz’d with fear ;

He gaz’d around, but faw no fuccour near ;

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

His hopes on heav’n, and confidence in pray’.

"To Britain’s Queen the Nations turn their eyes,
On her refolves the weftern world relies,
Confiding ftill, amidft its dire alarms,
In ANNA’s councils, and in CEURCHILL’S arms.
Thrice happy Britam, 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 thiey ‘rife,
From long-try’d faith, and friendfhip’s holy tyes:
Their Soveraign’s well-diftinguifl’d {fmiles they fhare,
Her ornaments in-peace, her ftrength in war;

The
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The nation thanks them with a publick voice,

By fhow’rs of bleflings heaven approves their choice;
Envy it felf is dumb, in wonder loft,

And faétions ftrive who fhall applaud ’em moft,

Soon as foft vernal breezes warm the sky,
Britannia’s colours in the zephyrs fly ;
Her Chief already has his march begun,
Croffing the provinces himfelf had won,
"Till the Mofelle, appearing from afar,
Retards the progrefs of the moving war.
Delightful ftream, had Nature bid her fall
In diftant climes, far from the perjurd Gaul;
But now a purchafe to the fword fhe lyes,
Her harvefts for uncertain owners rife,
Each vineyard doubtful of its mafter grows,
And to the victor’s bowl each vintage flows.
The difcontented fhades of flanghterd hofts,
That wander’d on her banks, her heroes gholts
Hope’d, when they faw Britannia’s 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 ;
His bofom glow’d with battles yet unfought.

The long laborious march he firft furveys,

And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe,

Between whofe floods fuch pathlefs forefts grow,'
Such mountains rife, fo many rivers flow;

K og 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 courfe, and the proud foe purfues:
Infected 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 thadows, and refrefhing winds.
Our Bruifb youth, with in-born freedom: bold;,
Unnumber’d {cenes of fervitude behold,
Nations of {laves, with tyranny debas’d,
( Their maker’s image more than half defac’d)
Hourly inftructed, as they urge their toil,
To prize their Queen, and love their native foil:

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 {treams revives the fainting hoft,
That chearfully its labours paft forgets,

The midnight watches, and the noon-day heats.

Orer proftrate towns and palaces they pafs,
(Now coverd o'er with weeds, and hid in grafs)
Breathing revenge; whilflt anger and difdain
Fire ev’ry breaft, and boil in ev’ry vein:

Here fhatterd walls, like broken rocks, from fas
Rife up in hideous views, the guilt of war,

Whil g
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Whilft here the Vine o’ex hills of ruine climbs,
Induftrious to conceal great Bourbow's crimes,

At length the fame of England’s heroe drew
Eugenzwo to the glorious interview.
Great fouls by inftinét to each other turn,
Demand alliance, and in friendfhip butn ;
A fudden friendfhip, while with ftretch’d-out rays
They meet each other, mingling blaze with blaze.
Poliflyd 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 {pirits, and fermenting blood ;
Lodg’d in the foul, with virtue over-rul’d,
Inflam’d by reafon, and by reafon cool’d,
In hours of peace content to be unknown,
And only in the field of battel fhown :
To fouls like thefe, in mutual friendthip join’d,
Heaven dares entruft the caufe of human-kind.

Britannia’s graceful fons 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 Br#ifb fhouts refound :
Doubling their {peed they march with frefh delight,
Eager for glory, and require the fight.
So the ftanch Hound the trembling Deer purfues,
And fmells his footfteps in the tainted dews,
The tedious track unrav’ling by degrees :
But when the {cent comes warm in ev'ry breeze,

Fird
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Fird at the nearapproach, he fhoots away
On his full ftretch, and beats upon his prey:

The march concludes;  the various realms are paft,
Th’immortal Schellenberg appears at laft:
Like hills th’ afpiring ramparts rife on high,
Like vallies at their feet the trenches lye;
Batt'ries on batt'ries guard each fatal pafs,
Threar’ning deftruétion; rows of hollow brafs,
Tube behind tube, the dreadful entrance keep,
Whiltt in their wombs ten thoufand thunders fleep:
Great CuurcuiLy owns, charmd with the glorious fight,
His march o’er-paid by fuch 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 hofls of focs
Were never to behold that evning clofe!
‘Thick’ning their ranks, and wedg’d in firm array,
The clofe compacted Britons win their way ;
In vain the cannon their throng’d war deface’d
With tracts of death, and laid ithe battel wafte:;
Still prefling forward ‘o the fight;  they broke
Through flames of fulphur, and a night of fincke,
"Till laughterd legions fill’d the trench below,
And bore their fierce avengers to the foe.

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

With
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With fhow’rs of bullets and with ftorms of fire
Burns in full fury; heaps on heaps expire,
Nations with nations mix’d confus’dly die,
And loft in one promifcuous carnage lye,

How many gen’rous Brtons meet their doom,
New to the field, and heroes in the bloom!
Th’illuftrious youths, that left their native fhore
To march where Britons never march’d before,
(O fatal love of fame! O glorious heat
Only deftructive to the brave and great!)

After fuch toils o’ercome, fuch dangers paft,
Stretch’d on Bavarian ramparts breathe their laft.
But hold, my Mufe, may no complaints appear,
Nor blot the day with an ungrateful tear:

While MarLBRrO lives Britannia’s ftars difpenfe
A friendly light, and fhine in innocence.
Plunging thro’ feas of blood his fiery fteed
Where-e’er his friends retire, or foes fucceed ;
Thofe he fupports, thefe drives to fudden flight,
And turns the various fortune of the fight.

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

71
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Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join,
And Europe’s deftiny depends on thine.

At length the long-difputed pafs they gain,
By crouded armies fortify’d in vain;
The war breaks in, the fierce Bavarians yield,
And fee their camp with Brus/b legions fill’d.
So Belpzan mounds bear on their {hatter’d fides
The fea’s whole weight encreas’d with {welling tides ;
But if the rufhing 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 furviving foes difperft in flight,
(Refufe of fwords, and gleanings of a fight)
In ev’ry rufsling wind the victor hear,

And Marrsr®&’s form in evry 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 victorions army bends its courfe,
The growth of meadows, and the pride of fields,
Whatever fpoils Bavaria’s fummer yields,
(The Danube’s great increale) Britannia {hares,
The food of armies, and fupport of wars:
With magazines of death, deftrucive balls,
And cannions doom’d to batter: Landau's walls,

The
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The victor finds each hidden cavern ftor’d,
And turns their fury on their guilty Lord,

Deluded Prince! 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 behind the Damube join,
Shall fhortly feek for fhelter from the Rhine,
Nor find it there: Surrounded with alarms,
Thou hope’ft th’ affiftance of the Gallic arms ;
The Gallic arms in fafety fhall advance,
And croud thy ftandards with the power of France,
While to exalt thy doom, th’ afpiring Gaul
Shares thy deftruction, and adorns thy fall,

Unbounded courage and compaffion join’d,
Temp’ring each other in the victor’s mind,
Alternately proclaim him good and great,

And make the Hero and the Man compleat,

Long did he ftrive th’ obdurate foe to gain

By proffer’d grace, but long he ftrove in vain;

“Till fird at length he thinks it vain to {pare

His rifing wrath, and gives a loofe to war,

In vengeance rous’d the foldier fills his hand

With fword and fire, and ravages the land,

A thoufand villages to athes turns,

In crackling flames a thoufand harvefts burns.

To the thick woods the woolly flocks retreat,

And mixt with bellowing herds confus’dly bleat ;
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Their trembling lords the common. fhade pastake,
And cries of mf:mt.a found.in ev’ry brake:

The lifPning foldier fixe in forrow ftands,

Loth to obey his leader’s jult commands;

The leader grieves, by gen’rous pity fim}”d_,

To fee his juft commands {o well ebey’d,

But now the trumpet terrible from far
In fhriller clangors animates the war,
Confed’rate drums in fuller 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 his f’:rmﬁth

The fatal day its mighty conrfe began,
That the griev’d world had long defir’d iin vaing

States that their new captivity bemoan’d, b
Armies of martyrs that in exile groan’d, :
Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard, P

And prayers in bitternefs of foul I prefer’d,

Furope's loud cries, that Providence affail’d,

And ANNA’s ar Tmt vows;. at lengrh prr:m:l d;
The day was come when Heaven defi fign’d to ﬂmw
His care and condu& of the world htlcjw,

Behold in awful march and dread art ray
The long-extended [quadrons fhape their way ! Death,
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Death, in approaching 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 vulgar fears can Bri#:fh minds controul :
Heat of revenge, and noble pride of foul
O’er-look the foe, advantag’d by his poft,
Leffen his numbers, and contraét his hoft:
Tho” fens and floods poffeft the middle {pace,
That unprovok’d they would have fear’d to pafs;
Nor fens nor floods can ftop Britamiua’s bands,
When her proud foe rang’d on their borders ftands.

But O, my Mule; what numbers wile thou find
To fing the furious troops in battel join’d!
Methinks I hear the drum’s tumultuous found
The victor’s fhouts and dying groans confound,
The dreadful butlt of cannon rend the skies,

And all the thunder of the battel rifé.

*Twas then great M ar 1 sr67s: mighty foul was prov’d,
That, in the fhock of charging hofts unmovd,
Amidft confufion, horror; and defpair,
Examin’d all the dreadful fcenes of war ;

In peaceful thought the ficld of death furvey’d,
To fainting {quadrons fentthe 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 tempefks fhakes 2. guiley land,

L 2 Such
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Such as of late o’er pale Britanmia paft,

Calm and ferene he drives the furious blaft ;
And, pleas’d th’ Almighty’s orders to perform,
Rides in the whirl-wind, and dire@s the (form.

But fee the haughty houthold-troops advance!
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France.
The war’s whole art each private foldier knows,
And with a Gen’sal’s love of conqueft glows;
Proudly he marches on, and void of fear
Laughs at the fhaking of the Bratifh fpear
Vain infolence! with native freedom brave
The meaneft Brizon fcorns the higheft {lave ;
Contempt and fury fire their {ouls by tugns,
Each nation’s glory in each watrions burns,
Each fights, as in his arm th’ important day
And all the fate of his great monarch lay:

A thoufand glorious adtions, that might claim
Triumphant laurels, and immortal fame,
Confus'd in crouds of glorious actions lye,

And troops of heroes undiftinguifh'd dye.

O Dormer, how can 1 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, fll'd with England’s glory, fiiles in death.

The rout begins, the Gallie fquadrons run,
Compell'd in crouds to meet the fate they fhun ;

Thoufands
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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 around,
Lie in the Danube’s bloody whirl-pools drown’d.
Troops of bold youths, born on the diftant Soaze,
Or founding borders of the rapid Rhdwue,

Or where the Seine her flow’ry fields divides,

Or where the Losre through winding vineyards glides;
In heaps the rolling billows fweep away,

And into Seythian feas their bloated corps convey.
From Blemnbeinr's tow’rs the Ganl, with wild affright,
Beholds the various havock of the fight ;

His waving banners, that {o oft had ftood

Planted in fields of death, and ftreams of blood,

So wont the guarded enemy to reach,

And rife triumphant in the fatal breach,

Or pierce the broken foe’s remoteft lines,

The hardy veteran with tears refigns.

Unfortunate 7allard/ 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 wound,
Choak’d in his blood, and gafping on the ground,
Thy felf in bondage by the victor kept!
"The Chicf, the Father, and the Captive wept.
An Englifb Mufe is touch’d with gen’rous woe,
And in th’unhappy man forgets the foe.

Greatly




»8 PoEMs on feveral O ccAsIoNS.

Greatly diftreft): thy lond complaints forbear,
Blame not the turns of fate, and chance of war;
Give th&r brave foes their due, nor blufh to own
The fatal field by fuch great leaders won,

The field whence fam'd Kugenio bore away

Only the fecond honours of the day.

With floods of gore that from the vanquifhe fell
The marfhes ftagnate, and the tivers fyell,
Mouantains of flain lye heap’d upon the ground,
Or *midft the roarings ef the Danube drown’d;
Whale captive hofts :he conqueror detains
In painful bondage, and inglorious chains ;

Ev’n thofe who feape the f-;‘rtcrc and the I:ﬂ ord,
Nor feek the fortunes of a happier lord,

Their raging King difhonours, to compleat
MarLBRrO’s great work; and finifh the defeat.

Erom Memmmghen's high domes, and Ausbury’s walls,
The diftant battel drives th mﬁﬂtmw Gauls,
Free’d by the terror of the yictor’s name
The refcw’d ftates his great prote@ion claim;
Whilft Ulne th approach, of her deliverer, waits,
And longs to open her obfequions gates;

The hero’s breaft flill, fivells with great defigns,
In ev’ry thought the towring genius. things:
If to the foe his dreadful cmnﬁ: he bends,
O’er the wide continent his, march extends ;
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If fieges in his labring thoughts are fornvd;
Camps are affaulted, “and an army ftorm’d;
If to the fight his a&tive foul is beng,

The fate of Eurape:turns on its event:

What diftant land, what region can’ afford
An aétion worthy his victotious fword :
Where will he next the flying Gawul defeat;
To make the feries of hisreoils compleat 2

Where the fwoln Rbine rufhing with all its foree’
Divides the hoftile nations'in‘its courfe,
While each contraéts its bounds; “or wider grows,
Enlarg’d or ftraiten’d as the river flows,
On Galliz’s fide a mighty bulwark ftands;
That all the wide extended ‘plain commands ;
Twice, fince the war was kindled, ‘has it try’d
The victor’s rage, and twice has chang’d its fide’;
As oft whols armies; with the prize o’erjoyd,
Have the long T on its walls employ’d.
Hither our mighty Chief his‘arms dire&s,
Hence future triumphs from: che war expedts ;
And, ‘tho’ the dog-ftar had its courfe begun,
Carries his arms {till nearer to the Sun:
Fixt on the glorious a&ion; he forgets
The change of feafons, “and increafe of heats'
No toils are painful thatican daniger {how;
No climes unlovely, that contain a foe.

The roving Gaul, to his own bounds reftrain’d,

Learns to'encamp within his native land,
Bt
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But {oon as the victorious hoft he fpies,

From hill to hill, from ftream to ftream he flies:
Such dire impreflions in his heart remain

Of MarLBrO’s fwvord, and Hogffer's fatal plain :
In vain Br#anma’s mighty chief befets

Their {hady coverts, and obfcure retreats ;

They fly the conqueror’s approaching fame,

That bears the force of armies in his name.

Aufiria’s young monarch, whofe imperial fivay
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 bofom ran,
Clafp’d in th’embraces of the god-like man!
How were his eyes with pleafing wonder fixt
To fee fuch fire with fo much fweetnefs mixe,
Such eafie greatnefs, fuch a graceful port,

Se turn’d and finiflk’d for the camp or court!

Achilles thus was fornvd with eviry grace,
And Nireus {hone but in the fecond place
Thus the great father of Almighty Rome
(Divinely flafht with an immortal bloom
That Cytherea’s fragrant breach beftow’d)

In all the charms of his bright mother glow’d,

The royal youth by MarLer 6’ prefence charm’d,
Tanght by his counfels, by his actions warm’d,
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On Landan with redoubled fury falls,

Difcharges all his thunder on its walfs,

O’er mines and caves of death provokes the fight,
And learns to conquer in the Hero’s fight.

The Britzfb Chief, for mighty toils renown’d,
Increas’d in titles, and with conquefts crown’d,
To Belgian coafts his tedious march renews,

And the long windings of the Rhime purfues,
Clearing its borders from ufurping foes,

And bleft by refew’d nations as he goes.

Treves fears no more, ' free’d fiom its dire alarms ;
And Traerbach feels the terror of his arms,
Seated on rocks her proud foundations fhake,
While Marrerd preffes to the bold atack,
Plants all his batt’ries, bids his cannon roar,

And thows how Landan might have fall'n before,
Scar’d at his near approach, great Zomss fears
Vengeance referv’d for his declining years,
Forgets his thirft of univerfal fway,

And fcarce can teach his fubjecs to obey ;

His arms he finds on vain attempts employ’d,
Th’ambitious projeéts for his tace deftroy’d,

The work of ages funk in One campaign,

And lives of millions factific’d in vain.

Such are th’effe@s of AN NA s royal cares:
By her, Britannia, great in foreign wars,
Ranges through nations, wherefoc’er disjoin’d,
Without the wonted aid of fea and wind.
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By her th’unfetter’d [ffer’s ftates are free,

And tafte the {weets of Englifh liberty :

But who can tell the joys of thofe that lye
Beneath the conftant influence of her eye!

Whilft in diffufive thow’rs her bounties fall

Like heaven’s indulgence, and defcend on all;
Secure the happy, fuccour the diftreft,

Make ev’ry fubject glad, and a whole people bleft.

Thus wowd I fain Britannia’s wars rehearle,
In the fmooth records of a faithful verfe;
That, if fuch numbers can o’er time prevail,
May tell pofterity the wond’rous tale.
When a&ions, unadorn’d, are faint and weak,
Cities and Countries. muft be taught to fpeak ;
Gods may defcend in factions from the skies,
And Rivers from their oozy beds arife ;
Fition may deck the truth with fpurious rays,
And round the Hero caft a borrow’d blaze.
Marrsrd’s exploits appear divinely bright,
And proudly fhine in their own native light;
Rais'd of themfelves, their genuine charms they boaft,
And thofe who paiat ’em trueft praife ’em- moft.

ROL?.-’?‘
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e

A Copy of VERsEs in the Sixth Mifcellany,

T.0. . H-E
A USTEGO R
O F
R LSl N = P
Ne forte pudors

iz vibi Mufa Lyré folers, et Cautor Apolla,

By Mr..TICKEL L

T HE Opera firft Ttalian mafers tanghr,

Enrich'd with fongs, but tnnocent of thought,
Britannia’s learned theatre difdains
Melodous trifles, and enervate ffrains ;
And blufbes on ber injurd flage to fee
Nonfenfe well-tun'd, and fweet flupidiry.
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_ No_charws. are wauting to.thy. artful [ing,
§ofr as Corelli, bt as Virgil flrong.

From words [6 fwveet new grace the notes recerve,
And. Mufick barrows belps, fhe.usd zo gre.

Thy flile hath match’d what ancient Romans knew,
Thy flowing numbers far excell the new ;

Their cadence i fuch eafie found convey'd,

That beight of thought may feem fuperfluons aid ;
Yet wn fuch chayms the noble thoughts abound,

That needlefs feem the fweets of eafie found.

Landfchapes how gay the bow'ry grotio ye'@s,
Which thought creates, and lavifl feny builds !
What art can trace the vifionaryJCEHES,
The flow'ry groves, and.er :iaﬂfﬁg greens,
The babling founds # mimick Echo plays,
The fairy [hat, and s eternal maze,
Nature #2d art in all their charms combiid,
At all Elyfium 7o one view confiid?
No further conld imagination voam,
*Till Vanbrook fram'd, and Marlbro® vaisd the Dome.

Ten thoufand pangs my anxious bofom tear,
When drowid in tears I fee th imploving far :
Hhen bards lefs foft the moving woids fupphy,
A feeming juftice dooms the Nymph 1 die:;
But bere [be begs, nor can fbe beg 1 vam, |
(In dirges thus expiring Swans complan) ‘

Eac?
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Each verfe [0 fwells, expreffive of ey woes,
And ev'ry tear in lines fo monrnful flows ;

We, [pite of fame, ber fate reversd e"?fﬁel’{?,
Qerlook ber crimes, and think fbe onght to live.

Let joy tran/port farr Rofamonda’s fhade,
And wreaths of myrile crown the lrvely Mard.
While now perhaps wirh Dido’s ghof} fhe roves,
And bears and tells the flory of thew loves,
Alske they mourn, alike they blefs thesr fate,
Stuce love, which made *en wretched, makes ens great,
Nor f{iﬂgﬂ‘ that relentlefs dooms f{’{’.m'ﬂﬂ?;’,
Which gaiwd a Virgil, and an Addifon,

Accepr, great monarch of the Britith lays,
The tribate fong an bumble fibjelt pays..
8o tries the arilefs Lark ber early flight,
And foars, to hail the God of verfe, and ligh,
Unrrvald as thy merit be thy fame,
And thy own laurels fhade thy envyd name:
Thy name, the boaft of all the tuneful chorr,
Shall tremble on the flrings of evry Lyre;
While the charm’d veader with thy thought complies;
Feels corref/ponding joys or forrows rife,
And views thy Rofamond with Henry’s eyes.
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Dramatis Perfonz.

M Eea TN
King Henry.
Sir Trufty, Keeper of the Bower.
Page,
Meflenger.

W O.M E N

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

Guardian Angels, &c.

SCENE PHodfock Park.
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A Propeit of Woodltock-Park, zerminasing in the Bower.
Enter QUEEN and PAGE
QUEEN.

HAT place is here!
What fcenes appear!
Where-¢’er T turn my eyes,
All around
Enchanted ground
And foft Elyfims rife:
Flow’ry mountains,
Moflie fountains,

N Shady
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Q0 RO SAMON D.

Shady woods,
Chryftal floods,
With wild variety furprife.
* As der the bollow vanlts we walk,
A bundred echo’s yound us talk:
From bill 1o bl the wosce is tgft,
jeﬁi';:f EIIEJ«&G'H;E"{:{;FLJ‘g)
Caves refounding,

Not a f;afg/f: word 1s | ﬂ_!;?. ;

PG
There gentle Rofamond immured
Lives from the world and you fecured.
NI RSB A
O UEEN.
Curfe on the name! 1 faint, I die,
With fecret pangs of jealoufie. === [ Afrde.
A G
There docs the penfive beauty mourn,
And languifh for her Lord’s return,

9 U E E N

b,
Death and confufion! Tm too {low ------ [Afide.
Show me the happy manfion,  fhow---—

PorgnaG i E.

Great Henry there---- :

* dlluding to the famons Echo in W oodftock-Park,

O UEEN




RO SAMOND.

O T=F F N
Trifler, no more! === |
P A.G: E.

-——Great Henry there
Will foon forget the toils of war.

9 UE E N

No more! the happy manfion fhow
That holds this lovely guilty foe.

My wrath, like that of heavn, - fhall rife,
And blaft her in her Paradife,

! i S e

Bebold on yonder rifing ground
The bower, that wanders
In meanders,
Ever bending,
Never ending,
Glades on glades,
Shades infhades,

Running an eternal round.
9 U E E_DN

In fuch an endlefs maze 1 rove,
Loft in labyrinths of love.

My breaft with hoarded vengeance burps,

While fear and rage

N 2

With




92 ROS8 A M 0 N D:
With hope engage, '

And rule my wav'ring foul by turns.
Bkl oG E,

The Path yon verdant field divides,
Which to the foft confinement guides:
LrslivE >RV,
FEleonora, think betimes;
What are thy hated rival’s crimes!
Whither, ahwhither doft thou go!
What has fhe done to move thee {o!
——-Does fhe 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,
"T'is her crime to have charms.
Let us fly, let us fly,
She fhall die, fhe fhall die.
[ feel, I feel ny heart relent,
How could the Fair be nnocent !
To a monarch like mine,

Who would not refign !

One fo great and [o brave .
Al bearts muft enflave.
Bod G F

Hark, hark! what found invades my ear»
The conqucmr’s appro:tch I hear,

He
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ROSAMON D.

He comes, wittorious Henry comes !
Hautboys, Trumpets, Fifes and Drums,
In dreadful concert jon'd,
Send from afar
A found of war,
And fill with borror evry wind.

9 UEE N

Henry returns, from danger free!
Henry returns | =-m--- but not to me.
He comes his Rofamond to greet,
And lay his laurels at her feet,
His vows impatient to renew ;
His vows to Eleonora due.
Here fhall the happy Nymph detain,
( While of his abfence T complain) -
Hid in her mazy, wanton bower,
My lord, my life, my conqueror.
No, no, ’tis decreed
The Trasrefs fball bleed
Ny fear fball alarm,
No piry difarm ;
In my rage fball be feen
The revenge of a Dueen,

- ———— " b g - o gl

SCENE




94 ROSAMOND,

S Golh=INA Bl
The Entry of the Bower.

Sir 7R U § T'Y, Knight of the Bower, fo/us,

H ow unbhappy is be,
That 15 tyd to a _fbe,
And fam’d for bis wit and bis, beauty !
For of us pretey fellows
Our wives are [fo jealous,
They ne’er have enough of our dutys
But hah! my limbs begin to quiver,
I glow, Iburn, I freeze, I fhiver ;
Whence rifes this convulfive ftrife
I {fmell a fhrew!
My fears are true,
I fee my wife,

S G E Dol

GRIDELINE and 8% TRUSTY.
G REDE Ll W E.
Faithlefs varlet, art thou there :

Sill' TQ Utj' T.?.,:

My love, my dove, my charming fair! G R F




ROSAMON D. 95
G R DE LI N E.
Monfter, thy wheedling tricks I know.
Sir . T R U &%
Why wilt thou callithy turde fo?
GRIDELJI NE
Cheat not me with falfe careffes.
Sir  T:RU § T,
Let me ftop thy mouth with kiffes. |
G R Lp Bl NiE.
Thofe to fair Rofamond are due.- |
St TRUSTY.
She is not half fo fair as you.
GRIDELINE.
She views thee with a lover’s eye.
Sitr . TRUS TIF;
Pl ftill be thine, and let her die.
GRIDELINE

No, no, ’tis plain. Thy frauds I fee,
Traitor to thy King and 'me!

Sit . T RAL S TEX,

O Grideline! confilt thy glaf;,
Behold thar fweet bewitching face, . Thofe




06 ROSAMOND.

Thofe blooming cheeks, that lovely bue !
Fwiry featuse
(Charming creature)
Will convince you I am true,

GRIDELINE

O bow bleft were Grideline,

Could I call Sir Trafty mine /

D:d be not cover amorous wiles
With foft, but ab! deceiving finiles:
How fhould I revel in delight,

The [poufe of fuch a peerlefs Kuight !

St TR U

At length the ftorm begins to ceafe,
I've footh’d and flatter’d her to peace.
“Tis now my turn to tyrannize:

I feel, 1 feel my fury rife!

Tigrefs, be gone,

GRIDELINE

----- I love thee {o
I cannot go.

Fly from my paffion, Beldame, fly!

GRIDELINE

Why fo uakind, Sir Zrufty, why:

[Hide.

Sit, ZR U ST X
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P A %

ROSAMOND. o7

Sie ZRU § T2
Thou'rt the plague of my life.
GRIDELINE,
Ym a foolifh, fond wife.
Sie. ZRUS T

Let us part,
Let us part,

GRIDELINE,

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

Sir: T\ RUSTY.
I will if T can,
G RIDELY N'E.

O barbarous man!
From whence doth all this paffion flow?

Sere LR ULS T Y

Thou art ugly and old,
And a villainons [iold.

GRIDELINE

Thon art a raflick to call me 5.
P not ugly nor old,
Nor a villainous [eold,
YoL. L O Bt




o8 ROSAMOND.

But thou art a ruftick to call me fo,
Thou, Traitor, adew!

ek B EESCT Y.

Farewel, thou Shrew !

GREDELINE
T hos Traitor,

S TRU S T Y.
Thou Shrew,

B©S1 H.

Adien! adien!

Sir 7TRUSTY, {olus,

How hard is our fate,
Who ferve in the ftate,
And fhould lay out our cares
On publick affairs ;
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,
Both the great and the {mall,
As principal pimp to the mighty King Harey.

{Exit Grid,

But




ROSAMOND.

But fee, the penfive fair draws neas :
Il at a diftance ftand and hear,

S L. ENE._ IV.

ROSAMOND and S+ TRUSTY,
ROSAMON D,

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 traéts I rove,
Turning,
Burning,
Changing,
Ranging,
Full of gricf and full of Tove.
Impatient for my Lord’s return
I figh, I pine, I rave, I mourn.
Was ever paffion crofed like mine ?
To vend my breaft,
And break my reft,
A thoufand thoufand lls combine.
Abfence wounds me,
. Fear furrounds me,
! Guslt confounds me,
u Was ever paffion crofSd like mine ?

O 2




16O ROSAMOND.

ST PR ST R

What heart of ftone
Can hear her moan,
And not in dumps fo doleful join! [ Aparr.

ROS AMON D.

How does my conftant grief deface
The pleafures of this happy place!
In vain the {pring my fenfes greets
In all her colours, all her fweets;

To me the Rofe

No longer glows,

Every plant

Has loft its {cent:
The vernal blooms of various hue,
The blofloms freth with morning dew,
The breeze, that {weeps thefe fragrant bowers,
Filld 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.
Ye powers, I vave, I faint, I die;
Wby fo flow! great Henry, why!

From death and alarins
Fly, fly to my arms,

Fly to my arms, my Monarch, fly/

Sir
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ROSAMON D, 101

sit S R ST

How much more blefs’d would lovers be,
Did all the whining fools agree
To live like Grideline and me! [Apait,

ROS AMON D.

Q Rofamond, behold too late,

And tremble at thy future fate!

Curfe 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 enraged,
Abroad thy abfent Lord engaged

In wars, that may our loves disjoin,
And end at once his life and mine.

Sie. T R-IUFSE TR

Such cold complaints befit 2 Nun:
If the turns honeft, 'm undone! [ Apars.

i ROSAMOND.

Beneath fome hoary mountain
LUl lay me drwn and weep,
| Or near fomegoarbling fountain
| Bewail m felf afleep ;
Where featherd choirs combining
i With gentle murmving fbreams,

;‘_/"‘\,f\#g

And




102 RO SAMON D.
And winds in confort joining,

Raife fadly-pleafing dreawms. [Ex. Ro/.
Sir TRUSTY, folus,

What favage tiger would not pity

A damfel fo diftrefs’d and pretry!

But hah! a found my bower invades,

[Zrumpets flonrifb.
And echo’s through the winding fhades ;
“Tis Henry's march! the tune I know:
A Meflenger! It muft be fo.

S G E Nl Va

A MESSENGER awd §Sir TRUST Y.
MESSENTGER.

Great Henry comes ! with love oppreft;
Prepare to lodge the royal guelt,
From purple fields with flaughter (pread,
From rivers choak’d with heaps of dead,
From glorious and immortal toils,
Loaden with honour, rich with {poils,

y

Great Hewnry comes! Prepare thy bower

To lodge the mighty conquerour.
;
Su TR SoF i)
The bower and Lady both are dreft,
And ready to receive their gueft,

ME §-
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ROSAMOND. 103

MESSENGE R

‘ Hither the victor flies, (his Queen
' And royal progeny unfeen ;)
Soon as the Br#/b {hores he reached,
Hither his foaming courfer ftretched :
And fee! his eager fteps prévent
~ 'The meflage that himfelf hath fent!

Sir- TR UK T

Here will I ftand
With hat in hand,
Obfequioufly to meet him,
And muft endeavour
At behaviour,
That’s fnitable to greet him.

SCENE. VI

Enter King Henry after a flonrifh of Trumpets.
VG g gl

Where is my love/ my Rofamond/
2 gl O S e i

Firft, asin ftricteft duty bound,
1 kifs your royal hand,

KINCG,




104 ROSAMO N D.

KX v <N G
Where is my life! my Rofamond !/
St TRUSTY.

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

K I N
Where is the tender, charming f
Sit - TR USSP
Let me appear, great Sir, I pray,
Methodical in what I fay.
=7
Where is my love,” O tell me where!
R A S Y g
For when we have a Prince’s ear,
We fhould have wit,

To know what’s fit
For us to fpeak, and him to hear,

K Kk NG

Thefe dull delays I cannot bear.
Where is my love, O tell me where!

Sit TRUGSTT \

I {peak, great Sir, with weeping eves, A
I il = ? i o "f 2
& A b, 2
She raves, «alas! fhe faints, fhe dies. KIN G,
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ROSAMOND. 105

Eodo N .G
What doft thou fay > I fhake with fear.

Sit.” TN BT

Nay, good my Liege, with patience hear.
She raves, and faints, and dies, ’tis true;
But raves, and faints, and dies for you.

i K-JeN:G.

Was ever Nymph like Rofamond,
8o fair, fo faithful, and fo fond,
Adorn’d with ev'ry charm and grace !/
Im all defive /
My beart’s on fire,
And leaps and [prings to ber embrace.

Sir - TR ST

At the fight of her lover
Shell quickly recover.
What place will you chufe
| For firft interviews 2

K I N %

—— e

!f g
14

T

Full in the center of the grove,
In yon pavilion made for love,
Where Woodbines, Rofes, Jefflamines,
| Amaranths, and Eglantines,
i With intermingling {weets have wove
The particolonrd gay Alcove.
W-or. L P

B e ELSE = T




1c6 ROSAMOND.
S TeIe S T 1.

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

Kol sV .G,

Mean while with due attention wait
To guard the bower, and watch the gate ;
Let neither envy, grief, nor fear,
Nor love-fick jealoufie appear;
Nor fenfelefs pomp, nor noife intrude
On this delicious folitude ;
But pleafure reign through all the grove,
And all be peace, and all be love,
O the pleafing pleafing angiifb,
When we love, and when we lauguifh !
TR Sy
Wifbes rifing.
1 i
Thoought furprizing !
Pleafure courting !/
Charms tranfporting !
Fancy viewing
Joys enfurng !
O the pleafing, pleafing anguifb! [Exeunt.




ROSAMOND, (07

A ST 1SR N L
A Pavilion in the middle of the Bower.

KING agwd ROSAMOND.

KIS 7o

HUS let my weary foul forget
Reftlefs glory, martial ftrife,
Anxious pleafures of the great,
And gilded cares of life.

ROS AMGON D,

Thus let me lofe, in rifing joys,

Fierce impatience, fond defires, .
| Abfence thar flatt’ring hope deftroys,
!_ And life-confuming fires.

K I NG

} Not the loud Bri#s/b fhout that warms
| The warrior’s heart, nor clathing arms,
Nor fields with hoftile banners ftrow’d,
Nor life on proftrate Gauls beftowd,
Give half the joys that fill my breaft,
- While with my Rofamond Fm bleft.
f P2 R 0O § A

|
i
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108 ROSAMON D.

ROS 4AMON.D.
My Henry is my foul’s delight,
My wifh by day, my dream by night,
*Tis not in language to impart
The fecret meltings of my heart,
While I my conqueror furvey,
And look my very foul away.

2N G

O may the prefent blifs endure,
From fortune, time, and death fecure!

Bl o e &
O may the prefeut blifs endure /
Koglisel\. G

My eye cow'd ever gaze, my ear

Thofe gentle founds cowd ever hear:

But oh! with noon-day heats oppreft,

My aking temples call for reft!

In yon cool grotto’s artful night

Refrething flumbers Tl invite,

Then feek again my abfent fair,

With all the love a heart can bear, = [ B King.

ROSAMOND /i

From whence this fad prefaging fear,
This {udden figh, this falling tear 2

Oft



: ROSAMON D. 109

Oft in my filent dreams by night
With fuch a look P've feen him fly,
Wafted by angels to the sky,
And loft in endlefs tracks of light;
While I, abandon’d and forlorn,
To dark and difmal defarts born,
Through lonely wilds have feem’d to ftray,
| A long, uncomfortable way.

Theyre fantoms all; Tl think no more :
My Ilife bas endlefs joys in flore.
Farewel forrow, farewel fear,

Theyre fantoms all? my Henry’s bere.

S C ENE sl
A Poftern Gate of the Bower.
' GRIDELINE and PAGE.

GRIDELINE.

{ My ftomach fwells with fecret {pight;
' To fee my fickle, faithlefs Knight,

l With upright gefture, goodly mien,
: Face of olive, coat of green,

That charm’d the Ladies long ago,
So little his own worth to know, .

On .




11O ROSAMO N D.

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

R S o

Can any man prefer fifteen

To venerable Grideline?
G R .EDEET-NE.

He docs, my child; or tell me why
With weeping eyes fo oft I {py

His whiskers curl’d, and fhoe-ftrings ty°d,
A new Toledo by his fide,

In thoulder-belt fo trimly placd,

With band fo nicely {mooth’d and lac'd.

P A G+ B

If Rofamond his garb has view'd,
The Knight is falfe, ‘the Nymph fubdu’d.

GRIDEILTITNE.

My anxious boding heart divines
His falfhood by a thoufaud figns :
Oft o’er the lonely rocks he w:lliu; :
And to the foolith Echo talks ;

Oft in the glafs he rolls his eye,

But turns and frowns if I am by ;
Then my fond eafie heart bu‘-ruur.c
And thinks of Rofamond, and imﬂr_.s,

|"'




ROSAMON D. I11

L' - P QB

Well may you feel thefe foft alarms,
She has a heart-mme——

GRIDEVLINE.
--==-And he has charms,
: i A & 4 Ep e )

Your fears are too juftemmm—mm
GRIDELINE
------ Too plainly I've provid
e T H
He loves and is lov'd.

GRIDELINE
O mercilefs fate /

T, e ool
Deplorable flate !
GRIDELINE.
70 dip~—mwmm
L T o
[i ------ To be flain

GRIDELINE,

By a barbarous fivain,

———

B O H,
That laughs at your pain. &R

\
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112 ROSAMOND,

G RI'DBLT NE.

How fhowd I a&? canft thou advife
P e E

Open the gate, if you are wile;

I, in an unfufpe&ed hour,

May catch ’em dallying in the bower,
Perhaps their loofe amours prevent,
And keep Sir 77ufly innocent.

GRY DEESE ¥ N E.

Thou art in truth
A forward youth,
Of wit and parts above thy age;
Chou know’ft our fex. Thou art a Page:
P4 ‘G: B,
I'll do what I can
To furprize the falfe man,
G & LD E L1 N B
Of fuch a faithful fpy Pve need: *
Go in, -and if thy plot fucceed,
Fair youth, thou may’ft depend ‘on this,

I'll pay thy fervice with a kifs,

Gk =D ¥ I A NFE fola

”"F-”'J—” Cupid #20 more

lurl thy darts at threefcore,

* A opening Scene dijcovers another view of the Bower.

I: Exu Pﬁggi‘.

7o
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ROS AMOND. 113

7o thy girles and thy boys

Groe thy pains and thy joys,

Let Swr Trolty and me

From thy frolicks. be free. [Ex. Grid,

S C E-NE L

P AG E. folu.

O the foft delicious view,

Ever charming, ever new!

Greens of various fhades arife,
Deck’d with flow’rs of various dies :
Paths by meeting paths are croft,
Alleys in winding alleys loft ;
Fountains playing through the trees,
Give coolnefs to the paffing breeze.

A thoufand fairy [cenes appear,
Here a grove, a grotto bere,
Here a rock; and here a fiream,
Sweet delufion,
Gay confufion,
All a vifion, all a dream !

Vou Lk Q. S5ECE INE




114 ROSAMON D.

S, € BFERINTEeu g

QUEEN ami PAGE
o U E E N

At length the bow’ry vaults appear!
My bofom heaves, and pants with fear:
A thoufand checks my heart controul,
A thounfand terrours fhake my foul.

A G

Behold the brazen gate unbarr’d!
------ Shes fixt in thought, I am not heard-=s— [(Aparz..

9 U E-E N

I fee, 1 fee my hands embru’d

In purple ftreams of recking blood:
1 fee the victim gafp for breath,
And ftart in agonies of death:

I fee my raging dying Lord,

And O, I fee my felf abhorr’d!

Ed &S
My eyes o’erflow, my heart is rent
To hear Britannia’s Queen lament. [ Afide.

QUEEN.




e

DR ULE" B N
What fhall my ttembling foul purfue2
Pac E

Behold, great Queen, the place in view!

0 Lk Bk 2N,

e ]

Ye pow’ss inftruét me what to do!
P g G R

That Bow’r will fhow
The guill:;«r foe.

9 UEE M

=]t i5 decreed-——-== it {hall be fo;

I cannot fee my Lord repine

(0 that I cowd call bim mine!)

Why bave not they mof} charms to move,
Whofe bofoms burn with puref} love!

o A g

Her heart with rage and fondnefs glows.
O jealoufie! thou hell of woes!

That confcious {cene of love contains
The fatal caufe of all your pains:

In yonder flow’ry vale fhe lies,

Where thofe fair-bloflom’d arbeurs rife.

Q. 2

ROSAMOND

[After a panfe.

(Afide.”

L S e e —— -
L S

e R

" — g =
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116 ROSAMOND.

Q UEEN

Let us hafte to deftroy
Her guilt and her joy.

Wild and frantick is my grief !
Fury drrving,
Mercy firmving,

Heaven in pity fend relief!
The pangs of love
Ye pow’rs remove,

Or dart your thunder at my head.:
Love and defpair
What beart can bear?

Eafe my foul, or flrike me dead/ [Excunt,

SC" E NCOE~ =W,
The Scene changes to the Pavilion ‘as before.

ROSAMOND fol.

Tranfporting pleafire ! who can tell it !
When our longing eyes difcover
The kind, the dear, approaching lover,
Who can utter, or conceald it/

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

Prepare,
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ROSAMON D, 117

Piepare, 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 fwallow me!

S G iE.NaFoia Vi

Enter to ber the QU E E N with a Bowl in
one band, and a Dagger the other.

9 UEE N

Thus arm’d with double death I come:
Behold, vain wretch, behold thy doom!
Thy crimes to their full period tend, |
And foon by This, or This, fhall end.

ROS AMO0 N D.

What fhall I fay, or how reply
To threats of injur’d Majefty?

9 UE E N

*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.

ROS AMON D,

Can Brsam’s Queen give fuch commands,
Or dip in blood thofe facred hands? In

|
j
!
i
-].

|




118 R0OSAMON D.

In her fhall fuch revenge be feen 2
Far be that from Br#am’s Queen!

9 U E-FE N,
How black does my defign appear
Was ever mercy fo fevere! [Afide.

ROSAMON D.

When tides of youthful blood vun bigh,
And feenes of promsd joys are nigh,
Health prefuming,
Beauty blosming,
Ob how dreadful *tis to dze !

9 U E E N

To thofe whom foul difhonours ftain,
Life it felf fhould be a pain.

ROS AMO N D.

Who could refift great Henry's charms,
And drive the hero from her arms 2

Think on the [oft, thétender fives,
Melting thoughts, and gay defires,
That i your own warm bofom rife,
When langusfbing with Love-fick eyes

That great, that charming man you fee:
Think on your [elf, and pry me’

QU E E N




R0SAMON D.

QUEEN.

And doft thou thus thy guilt deplore!
[Offering the dagger ta thy breaft.

Prefumptuous woman! plead no more!

ROSAMOND.

O Queen, your lifted arm reftrain!

Behold thefe tears!

QUEEN.

——-—-They flow in vain.

ROS AMON .

Look. with compaffion en my fate!
O hear my fighs !-——

QUEEN.

——-"They rife too late.
Hope not a day’s, an hour’s reprieve.

ROSAMON D

Tho’ I live Wretched, let me Live.
In fome deep dungeon let me lye,

Cover’d from ev’ry

human eye,

Banifl’d the day, debarrd the light;
Where fhades of everlafting night
May. this unhappy face difarm,

And caft a veil o%er ev'ry charms

Offended
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Offended heaven Pl there adore,
Nor fee the Sun, nor Heury more.

QU E E N.

Moving language, [fhinmg tears,

Glowing guilt, and graceful fears, i
Kindling pity, kendling rage,

At once provoke me, and a) wage. [Afide,

ROS AMO N D.

What fhall'T do to pacihe
Your kindled vengeance ?

S UEE*N.
------ Thou fhalt die. (Offering the dag ger,
ROS AMO N D,

Give me but one fhort moment’s ftay.

-0 Henry, why fo far away: [Afde.
QUEEN,

Prepare to welter in a flood

Of ftreaming gore. *  [Offering the dagger.

ROS AMOND,. |

-—---0 f{pare my blood, !
And let me grafp the deadly bowl. |

[Takes the bowl 11 ber hand
QUEEN

Ye pow’ss, how pity rends my foul! [Afide.
RO S 5
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ROSAMOND,.

Thus proftrate at your feet I fall,

O let me ftill for merey call! [Falling on ber knees,
Accept, great Queen, like injur'd heaven,

The foul that begs to be forgiven:

If n the lateft gafp of breash,

If in the dreadful pains of deash,

When the cold damp bedews your brow,

You hope for mercy, fhow it now.

® UEEN

Mercy to lighter crimes is due,
Horrors and death fhall thine purfue. [Offering the dagger,

ROS AMO N D,

Thus 1 prevent the fatal blow. [ Drints,
------- Whither, ah! whither fhall I go!
9 UE E N

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

ROS AMOND.

Tyrant!” to aggravate the ftroke,
And wound a heart, already broke!
My dying foul with fury burns,
And flighted grief to madnefs turns.
Think not, thou author of my woe,
Thar Rofamond will leave thee /i :
Vo L R Vi
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At dead of night,
A glaring [pright,
With bideous fereams
Fll haunt thy dreams,
And when the painful night withdraws,
My Henry fball revenge my canufe.
O whither does my frenzy drive!
Forgive my rage, your wrongs forgive.
My veins are froze; my blood grows chill
"The weary {prings of life ftand fill ;
The flecp of death benumbs all o’er
My fainting limbs, and I'm no more. [ Falls on the couch.

O UEEN.

Hear, and obferve your Queen’s commands.
(70 her attendants.
Beneath thofe hills 2 Convent ftands,
Where the fam’d ftreams of Ifis ftray;
Thither the breathlefs coarfe convey,
And bid the cloifter’d maids with care
The due folemnities prepare. [Exennt wath the body.

When vanguifbd foes beneath us Iye
Horw great 1t is to bid them Die?

But how much greater to forgve,

And bid a vangu/l’d foe to Live ! [Exit.

SCENE
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SG E-NE . VIL

Sr TRUSTY in a Fright.

A breathlefs corps! what have I feen!
And follow’d by the jealous Queen'!
It muft be fhe! my fears are true:
The bowl of pois'nous juice I wiew.
How can the fam’d Sir Trufly live
To hear his Mafter chide and grieve?
No! tho’ I hate fuch bitter beer,
Fair Rofamond, Tl pledge thee here.
The King this doleful news fhall read
In lines of my inditing:
<« Great Sir,
«“ Your Rofamond is dead
¢« As I am at this prefent writing.
The bower turns vound, my bran’s abus'd,
The Labyrinth grows more confus'd,
The thickets dance-—-I fivetch, I yawn.
Death has tripp’d up my beels——-Pm gone.

[Drinks.

[Writes.

[Staggers and falls.

SCENE




(24 ROSAMON D,
SCENE VIIL

The confli& of my mind is o'%t,
And Rofamond {hall charm no more.
Hence ye fecrer damps of care,
Fierce difdain, and cold defpair,
Hence ye fears and doubts remove
Hence grief and hate!

Ye pains that wait
On jealoufie, the rage of love,

My Henry fball be mine alone,
The Heroe fball be all my own ;
Nobler joys poffefs my heart

Than crowns and Jeepters can impart,

AC
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SCENE a4 Grorto, HENRY afleep, a clond
defcends, in it two Angels fuppos’d to be the Guar-
dian Spirits of the Britith Kings in War ‘and in
Peqce.

1N GORTL,
B EHOLD th’unhappy Monarch there,
That claims our tutelary care!
2 G Bl

In fields of death around his head
A fhield of Adamant I {pread.

i AN G EL

| In hours of peace, unfeen, unknown,
I hover o’er the Bratz/b throne.

2 ANGEL,

! When hofks of foes with foes engage,

r And round th’ anointed Heroe r:igc,
The cleaving fauchion I mifguide,
And turn the featherd fhaft afide,

r ANGE L,
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L. AN G E L.

When dark fermenting fa&ions fwell,
And prompt th’ambitious to rebell,

A thoufand terrors I impart,

And damp the furious traitor’s heart.

B0 ol H

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

2 AN Gl L.

I'll fire his {oul with mighty themes
*Till Love before Ambition fly.

1 AN GE L.

Y'll footh his cares in pleafing dreams
“Till grief in joyful raptures die.

2 NG T
Whatever glortous and renown'd
In Britith annals can be found;
Whatever attions fhall adorn
Britannia’s beroes, wet unborn,
In dreadful vifions [ball fucceed;
On fancy'd fields the Gaul fhall bleed,
Crefly fball fland before kbis eyes,

And Agincourt and Blenheim r1fz.,

3 ANGRY:
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1 AN G E L

See, fee, he fmiles amidft 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 ONEE & H

E—— e sy

Glory flrrves,
The freld is won,

|_ Fame revives
' And love 15 gone.

i ANGE L.

To calm thy grief, and lull thy cares,
Look up and fee
What, after long revolving years,
Thy Bower fhall be!
When time its beauties {hall deface, 7
And only with its ruines grace é
"The future profpect of the place.
i' Behold the glorious pile afcending! *
Columns fwelling, arches bending,
Domes in awful pomp arifing,
Art in curious ftrokes furprizing,
Foes in figur'd fights contending,
Behold the glorious pile alcending!
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% Scene changes to the Plan of Blenheim Cafile.
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He fces, he fees the great reward

For Anna’s mighty Chief prepar’d :

His growing joys no meafure l:a:ep,
L= /. ’

Too vehement and fierce for fleep.
¥ KNG Exl

f et qt{i}:f’f and love at once engage,
His beart is proof to all ther pamn;
Love may plead-—-—-

2 A NGE L.
o= A1 grief may FOge==mmm

L R iy i T

But both fhall plead and rage in vain.
[ The Angels afcend, and the vifion difappears

HENR Y, farting from the conch.

Where have my ravifl’d fenfes been!
Vhat joys, what wonders, have I feen!
The fcene yet ftands before my eye,

A thoufand glorions deeds that Iye

In {.EL'L‘P futurity obfcute,

Fights and triumphs immature,

Heroes immers'd in time’s dark womb,

Ripening for mighty years to come,
-

Break
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Break forth, and, to the day difplay’d,

My foft inglorious hours upbraid.
Tranfported with fo bright a {cheme,
My waking life appears a dream.

Adien, ye wanton [fbades and bowers, -
Wreaths of myrtle, beds of flowers,
Rofie brakes,
Stlver lakes,
7o lpve and you
A long adsen !

O Rofamond! O rifing woe!
Why do my weeping eyes o’erflow 2
O Rofamond! O fair diftrefs’d!
How fhall my heart, with grief opprefs’d,
Its unrelenting purpofe tell ;
And take the long, the laft farewel!
Rife, Gloryy rife in all thy charms,
Thy waving creft, and burmfbd arms,
Spread thy gilded banners round,
Make thy thundering consfér bound,
Bid the drum and trampet jon,
Warm my foul with vage drvine ;
All thy pomps around thee call :
To conguer Love will ask them all. 1 Exit.

Vor. . S SCENE
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SO EaulN L dl

1 he Scene changes to that part of the Bower where
Sir Trufty les upon the ground, with. the Boul
and Dagger on the table.

Ewter QU E E'N.

Every ftar, and every pow’,

Look down on this important hour :
Lend your proteétion and defence
Every guard of innocence!

Help me my Henry to aflwage,

To gain his love, or bear his rage;

ﬂ’."'*g,_')/.flf’i'émn' frjz-'.:?, UHCertain treafire,
Hﬂ’ﬁ thoun more of pain or pleafure !
Chill’d with tears,
Kl d with fears,
Endlefs torments dwell about thee :
Vet who would lrve, apd lrve without thee !
But oh the fight my foul alarms:
My Lord appears, I'm all on fire!
Why am I banifl’d from his arms >
My heart’s too full, I muft retire:

[Retres to the end of the flage.

S € ENE
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STCIERE B 111

KING and QU E E N.
K 3N XG.

Some dreadful birth of fate is near:
Or why, my foul, unus’d to fear,
With fecret horror doft thou fhake:
Can Dreams fuch dire impreflions make!
What means this folemn, filent fhow ?
This pomp of death, this fcene of woe!
_’ Support me, heaven! what’s this I read?
' Oh horror! Rofamond ts dead.
What fhall T fay, or whither turn?
With grief, and rage, and love, 1 burn:
From thought to thought my foul is toft,
And in the whitle of paffion loft.
Why did I not in battel fall,
Crufl’d by the thunder of the Ganl?
Why did the fpear my bofom mifs?
Ye pow’rs, was I referv’d for this!

Diftracted with woe

Ll vufb on the foe

To feck my velref:
The fword orthe dart
Shall pierce my fad heast,
And finifb my grief !
S

e ——

FEFIER=L S

2 QUEEN.
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QW B .E N
Fain wou'd my tongue his griefs appeafe,
And give his tortur’d bofom eafe. [Alide.
K I N G

But fee! the caufe of all my fears,
"The fource of all my grief appears!
No unexpected gueft is here;

The fatal bowl

Inform’d my foul
Eleonora was too near,

8 UTE N
Why do I here my Lord receive
Koninleosalllc oL
[s this the welcome that you give?
Lo F S e S8

Thus thowd divided lovers meet

B 0.7 A
And 15 it thus, ab ! thus we greet ! i
What in thefe guilty fhades cow’d you, |

Inglorious conquerour, purfue 2
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ROSAMOND.

K- I+ N- €.
Cruel woman, what cou’d you?
QUEEN.
Degenerate thoughts have fird your breaft.
K I N G
The thirft of blood has yours poffefs’d.
Q U E E N

A beart [o unrepenting,

E-.I .G
A rage fo un elenting,
B SR
Will for ever
Love diffever,
Will for ever break our veft.
Yl G, e CF

Floods of forrow will T fhed
To mourn the lovely {hade!
My Rofamond, alas, is dead,
And where, O where conveyd!
8o bright a bloom, [o foft an air,
Did ever nymph diftlofe !
The lily was not half o farr,
Noz balf fo fweet the rofe.

e T T

QUEEN.
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9 Up E<EwN.

How is his heart with anguifh torn! [ Afide.
My Lord, I cannot fee you mourn ;

The Living you lament:* while T,

'To be lamented fo, ‘cowd Die.

N I8 NG

The Living! fpeak, oh {peak again!
v - - L _L-
Why will you dally with my pain?

QUEEN.

Were your lov’d Rofamond alive,
Wou'd not my former Wrongs- revive 2

I AN G

Oh no; by Vifions from above
Prepar’d for grief, and free’d from love,
I came to take my laft adieu.

AT E BN,
How am I ble(s’d if this-be true l~--- [ Afrde.
Ky BN G,

And leave th’unhappy nymph for you.
But O!-—---

QUEEN

Forbear, my Lord, to grieve,
¥ | L o
And know your Rofamond does live, If
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If *tis joy to wound a lover,
How much more ¢o grve bun eafe?

When bis paffion we difcover,

i | Ok ,ifmw pleafing *tis to play_"e /
' The blifs returns, and we recerve
Tranfports greater than we groe.
K LN G

O quickly relate

This riddle of fate!
My impatience forgive,
Does Rofamond live?

Qi W R N

b

e R e

The bowl, with drowfie juices fill’d,
From cold Egyprian drugs diftill’d,

In borrow’d death has clos’d her eyes:
But foon the waking nymph fhall rife,
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 adien,

‘ Ko Lo NS
|

i
il

N
i
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How am I bleft if this be true!’ [Alfide.
Atoning for her felf and you.

e i e e o S

K I.IN-G.




136 ROSAMOND.

K LN G

1 ask no more! fecure the fair

In life and blifs: I ask not where:

For ever from my fancy fled

May the whole world believe her dead,
That no foul minifter of vice

Again my finking foul intice

Its broken paflion to renew,

But let me live and die with you.

9 UEEN

How does my heart for fuch a prize
The vain cenforious world defpife!
Tho’ diftant ages, yet unborn,
For Rofamond {hall falfly mourn ;
And with the prefent times agree,
To brand my name with cruelty;
How does my heart for fuch a prize
The vain cenforious world defpife!
But fee your Slave, while yet T fpeak,
From his dull trance unfetter’d break !
As he the Potion fhall furvive
Believe your Rofamond Alive.

K a6

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

WO e
------ My Lord is true.

KIN G
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f K257 N G,
No more Pll change,

| QU E E N,
Ny more LIl grieve :

BO S H:

. But ever thus unsted lrve,
| Sir TRUSTY awaking,

In which world am 1! all T fee,
Ev'ry thicket, bufh and tree,
So like the place from whence T came,
That one wou'd fear 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 nc’er wowd Bury me in Green.

S C ENyi Bz

GRIDELINE and §# TRUSTY.
t G R 1 D Bl s

Have I then livid to fee this hour,
And took thee in the very Bow’r?
VoL, I T Sir
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Sie: 27T RIASTEY.
Widow Z7ufly, why {o Fine>?
Why doft thou thus in Colours .fhine 2
Thou fhowdft thy husband’s death bewail
In Sable vefture, Peak and Veil.

GRIEDELINE

Forbear thefe foolifh freaks, and fee
How our good King and Queen agrec.
Why fhow'd not we their fteps purlue,
And do as our fuperiors do?

o3 ke A O] e i

Am I bewitch’d, or do I dream

I know not who, or where I am;

Or what T hear, or what I fee,

But this ’m fure, howe'et it be,

It fuits a perfon in my fration

T’ obferve the mode and be iv fathion.
Then let not Grideline the chafte
Offended be for what is paft,

And. hence anew my vows I plight
To be a faithful courteous Knight,

GCRITDELINE

Il too my plighted vows renew,
Since ’tis {o courtly to be rrue.

Stuce
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| Since conjugal paffion
! Is come wto fafhion,
And marriage fo blefp on the throne is,
| Like a Venus Pl fhine,
: Be fond and be fine,
And Sir Trulty fball be my Adonis,

S ROOSSEY.
And Sir Trulty fhall be thy Adonis.

The KING and QUEEN advancing.

B il oDV

I' Who to forbidden joys wow'd rove,
That knows the fweets of virtuons love 2
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 woud rove,
That knows the fwveets of virtuous love?

i

-

siger
T 2z Prologue
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Prologue to the TENDER HuspaAnD. *
Spoken by Mr. W I L K &

N the firft rife and infancy of Farce,
E When Fools were many, and when Plays were fcarce,
The raw unpractis’'d authors could, with eafe,
A young and unexperienc’d audience pleafe
No fingle Character had eer been thown,
But the whole herd of Fops was all their own
Rich in Originals, they fet to view,
In every piece, a Coxcomb that was new.

But now our Br#:/b Theatre can boaft
Droles of all kinds, a vaft Unthinking hoft!
Fruitful of folly and of vice, it fhows
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 different charaéters we meet,
As frequent on the Stage as in the Pic,
Our modern Wits are forc’d to pick and cull,
And here and there by chance glean up a Fool :
Long eer they find the neceffary fpark,
They fearch the Town, and beat about the Park:

* A Comedy written by Sir Richard Steele.
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To all his moft frequented haunts refort,

Oft dog him to the Ring, and oft to Court ;

As love of pleafure, or of place invites:

And fometimes catch him taking Snuff at White’s.

Howeer, to do you right, the prefent age
Breeds very hopeful Monfters for the ftage;
That {corn the paths their dull forefathers trod,
And won’t be blockheads in the Common road,
Do but furvey this crowded houfe to-night::
------ Heres ftill encouragement for thofe that write,

Our Author, to divert his friends to-day,
Stocks with Variety of fools his Play;
And that there may be fomething gay, and new,
Two Ladies-errant has expos’d to view :
The firft a Damfel, travell’d in Romance;
The ¢ other more refin’d; the comes from France:
Refcue, like courteous Knights, the Nymph from danger ;
And kindly treat, like well-bred men, the Stranger,

E.-P'l
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E-Pda 0t |- F
fo the BRITISH ENCHANTERS. *

mf HEN Orphens tun’d his lyre with pleafing woe,
Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow,

While lift’ning forefts coverd, 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 mutter’d fpells prevail. |

Let fage Urganda wave the circling wand

On barren mountains, or a wafte of fand,

The defart fmiles ; the woods begin to grow,

The birds to warble, and the {prings to flow.

The fame dull fights in the fame landfcape mixt,
Scenes of Still life, and points for ever fix’d,
A tedious pleafure on the mind beftow,
And pall the fenfe with one continw’d {thow :
But as our two Magicians try their skill,
The vifion varies, tho’ the place ftands ftill,

While

* A Dramatick Poews written &y the Lord Lanfdown.
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While the fame fpot its gaudy form renews,
Shifting the profpe& to a thoufand views.
Thus (without Unity of place tranf{greft)
Th’ Enchanter turns the Critick to a jeft.

But howfoc’er, to pleafe your wandring eyes,
Bright obje&s difappear and brighter rife:
: There’s none can make amends for loft delight,
While from that Circle we divert your fight.

=
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H Qe ARG .. B,

ODE II. Boox IIL

Augultus bad a defign to rebuild Troy, and make
it the Metropoks of the Roman Empire, having |
choferted feveral Senators on the projec? : Horace |

5 fuppos’d to bave written the follrwing Ode on
this occafion.

HE Man refolv’d and fteady to his truft,
Inflexible to ill, and obftinately juft,
May the rude rabble’s infolence defpife,
Their fenfelefs clamours and tumultuous cries ;
The tyrant’s fiercenefs he beguiles,
And the ftern brow, and the harfh voice defies,
And with fuperior greatnels fmiles.

Not the rough whirlwind, that deforms
Adrias black gulf, and vexes it with ftorms,
The ftubborn virtue of his foul can move ;
Not the red arm of angry Fove,
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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 abodes ;
Such did for great Alcides plead,
And gain’d a place among the Gods ;
Where now Auguffus, mix’d with heroes, lies,
And to his lips the nectar bowl applies:
His ruddy lips the purple tincture {how,
And with immortal ftains divinely glow.

By arts like thefe did young Lyeus 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 glard;
He tam’d ’em to the lafh, and bent ’em to the yoke,

Such were the paths that Rome’s great founder trod,
When in a whirlwind fnatch’d on high,
He fhook off dull mortality,
And loft the Monarch in the God.
Bright Fwuno then her awful filence broke,
And thus th’ affembled deities befpoke.
Ve, L U Troy,
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Troy, fays the Goddefs, perjurd Zroy has felt
The dire effects of her proud tyrant’s guilt;
The towering pile; and f{oft abodes,

Wall’d by the hand of fervile Gods,
Now {preads its ruines all around,
And lyes inglorious on the ground.
An umpire, partial and unjuft,
And a lewd woman’s impious luft,

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

VY

Since falle Lasmedon’s tyrannick fway,
That durft defraud th’ immortals of their pay,
Her guardian Gods renounc’d their patronage,
Nor woud the fierce invading foe repell ;

To my refentments, and Mmnerva’s rage,
The guilty King and the whole People fell,

And now the long protracted wars are o’er
The foft adult’rer thines no more;
No more do’s Hettor’s force the T7ojans fhield,
That dreve whole armies back, and fingly clear’d the feld.

5

2

My vengeance fated, I at length refign
To Mars his off-fpring of the Z7vjan line :
Advanc’d to god-head let him rife,

And take his ftation in the skies ;
There entertain his ravifl’d fight
With fcenes of glory, fields of light ;

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

The thin remains of 77oy’s aflicted hoft,
In diftant realms may feats unenvy’d find,
And flourifh on a foreign coaft;
But far be Rome from Zroy disjoin’d,
Remov’d by feas, from the difaftrous fhore,
May endlefs billows rife between, and ftorms unnumber’d roar.

Where Priam lies, and Priam’s faithlefs race,
Be coverd o’er with weeds, and hid in grafs.

There let the wanton flocks unguarded ftray ;
Or, while the lonely fhepherd fings,

r Amidft the mighty ruins play,

And frisk upon the tombs of Kings.

Still let the curft detefted place, g

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

While 770y in heaps of ruines lyes,
Rome and the Roman Capitol fhall rife;
Th’ illuftrious exiles unconfin’d
Shall triumph far and néar, and rule mankind.

U 2 In
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In vain the fea’s intruding tide
Europe from Afric thall divide,
And part the fever'd world in two:
Through Afiics fands their triumphs they fhall fpread,
And the long train of victories purfue
To Nile's yet undifcover'd head.

Riches the hardy foldier fhalt defpife,
And look on gold with un-defiring eyes,
Nor the disbowell’d earth explore
In fearch of the forbidden ose;.
Thofe glitc'ring ills: conceal’d within the Mine,
Shall Iye untouch’d, and innocently fhine.
To the laft bounds that nature {ets,
The piercing colds and fultry hears,
The godlike race fhall fpread: cheir arms;
Now fill the polar circle with alarms,
“Till frorms and tempefts their purfuits. confine ;
Now fweat for conqueft underneath the line.

This only law the victor fhall reftrain,
On thefe conditions fhall he reign ;

i none his guilty hand employ
To build again a fecond Troy,

If none the rafh defign putfne
Nor tempt the ven geance: of the Gods anew.

A Curfe there cleaves: to the devoted place,
That fhall the new foundations rafe:

Greece
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Greece fhall in mutunal leagues confpire

.' " To ftorm the rifing town with fire,

! And at their armies head my felf will fhow
What _?@ma, urgcd to all her rage, can do.

"Thrice {hcmid Apollos felf the city raife,
And line it round with walls of brafs,
Fhrice theuld my favrite Greeks his works confound, v
And hew the ﬂumng fabrick to the ground;
Thrice fhould her captive dames to Greece return,
And their dead fons and flaughter’d husbands mourn.

Nor bring the fecrets-of the:Gods to light: .

In vain would thy prefumptuous verfe

Th’ immortal rhetoric rehearfe;

The mighty ftrains;, in Lyrig numbers beund; -
Forget their majeflty, and lofe theu. found

r
’ But hold, my Mufe, forbear thy towering flight,

"OVID%
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The Storyilof < Pom ACET0

T HE Sun’s bright' palace, Ton high ¢ohumns’ rais’d;
With burnifd' gold afd flamin g jewels Blazd’

The folding gates diffus’d a filver light,

And with a milder gleam refrefh’d the fight;

Of poliflrd ivory was the cov’ring wrought :

The matter vied not with*the {enlptor’s thought,

For in the portal wi4s difplay’d on high

(' The work of Pulcan) a hictitious sky ;

A waving fea th’ inferibu; ¢arth embrac’d,

And Gods and Goddeffes theé'waters gracd.

Ageon here a mighty whale befirode ;

Triton, and Proteus (the deceiving God)

With Dorss here were carv’d, and all her train,

Some loofely fwimming in the figur’d main,

While
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While fome on. rocks:their dropping hair divide, =/ =4
And fome on fifhes through the waters glide: :

Tho’ various features did the Sifters grace,

A Sifter’s likenefs was.in every face.

On earth a different landskip. ¢courts the eyes, ' 8
Men, Towns, and Bealfts, in diftant profpeéts rife, - :
And Nymphs, and Streams, dnd Woods, and rural Deitics.g
O’er all, the Heav'n’s refulgent Image fhines ;

On cither gate were fix engraven figns.

Here Phaeton, {till gaining on th’ afcent,
To his fufpected father’s palace went,
"Till preffing forward through the bright abode;
He faw at diftance the illuftrious God': = -
He faw at diftance, or the dazling light
Had flafl’d too ftrongly on his aking figh.

o T T W e S = g

|
I

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

':_'_:
[d
|4
i

Phachus beheld the youth from off his throne ;
That eye, which looks on all, was fix’d in one.
He faw the boy’s. confufion in his face,

Surpriz’d at all the wonders of the place;

An d
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And cries aloud, "% "What wants'my Son: for kiow
‘“ My Son thou art, and I muft call thee fo.

“ Light of the world, the trembling youth replies,
Hluftrious Parene!" fince you don’t defpife
The Parent’s name, fome certain token give,
That'T may Clymené’s proud boaft believe,
Nor longer under falfe reproaches grieve.

144
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The tender fire was touch’d with what he faid,
And flung the blaze of glories from his head,
And bid the youth advance: “ My Son, faid he,
“ Come to thy Father’s arms! for Chymens
Has told thee true; a Parent’s name I own,
And deem thee worthy to be call’d my Son.
As a fure proof, make fome requeft, and I,
Whate'er it be, with that requeft com ply ;

By Styx 1 fwear, whofe waves are hid in. night,
And roul impervious to my piercing fight.

(44
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The youth tranfported, asks without delay,
To guide the Sun’s bright chariot for a day.

The God repented of the vath he took,
For anguifh thrice his radiant head he fhook ;
My fon, fays he, fome other proof require,
Rafh was my promife, rafh is thy defire.
I'd fain deny. this wifh which thou haft made,
Or, what I can’t deny, would fain diffade.

“ Too

e
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Too vaft and hazardous the task appears,

Nor fuited to thy ftrength, nor to thy years.
Thy lot is mortal, but thy wifhes fly

Beyond the province of mortality :

There is not one of all the Gods that dares
(However skill’d in other great affairs)

T'o mount the burning axle-tree, butI;

Not Fove himfelf, the ruler of the sky,

That hurles the three-fork’d thunder from above,
Dares try his ftrength ; yet who {o ftrong as Feve? '
The fteeds climb up the firft afcent with pain’:
And when the middle firmament they gain,

If downward from the heavens my head I bow, '
And fee the earth and ocean hang below,

Ev’n I am feiz’d with horror and affright,

And my own heart mifgives me at the fight.

A mighty downfal fteeps the ev’ning ftage,

And fteddy reins muft curb the horfes’ rage.
Zethys her felf has fear'd to fee me drivin

Down headlong from the precipice of heav’n.
Befides, confider what impetuous force

Turns ftars and planets in a different courfe:

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

In adverfe whirls, and ftem the rapid pole:?

But you perhaps may hope for pleafing woods,
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 ¢ Yor,
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For, fhould you hit the doubtful way aright,
The Bull with flopping horns {tands oppofite ;
Next him the bright Hemopran Bow is ftrung ;
And next, the Lww’s grinning vifage hung :
The Scorprons elaws hete clafp a wide extent,
And here the Grabs in lefler elafps are bent.
Nor would you find it eafic to compofe

The mettled fteeds, when from their noftrils flows

The {corching fire, - that in their entrails glows,
Ev’n | their head-ftrong fury fcarce reftrain,
When they grow warm. and reftiff to the rein.
Let not my Son a faral gift require,

But, O! in time, recall your rath defire;

You ask a gift that may your Parent tell,

Let thefe my Fears your parentage! reveal);

And learn a Father from a Father’s care:

Look on my face; or if my heart lay bare,
Could you but look, yowd read the Father thete,
Chufe out a gift fiom feas, or-earth, or skies,
For open to your with all nature lies,

Only decline this one unequal, task,

For ’tis a Mifchief, not a: Gift yomask;

You ask a real Milchief, Phaeton,

Nay hang not thus about my neck, my Son:

I grant your wifh, and §#yx has heard my voice,
Chufe what you will, but make'a wifer choice,

Thus did the God thunwary youth advife ;

But he ftill longs to travel through the skies.

Ll

When

——
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When the fond Father (for in vain he pleads)
At length to the Fulcanian chariot leads.

A golden axle did the work uphold,

Gold was the beam, the wheels wete orb’d with gold.
The fpokes in rows of filver pleas’d the fight,
The feat with parti-colour’d gems was bright ;
Apolls fhin’d amid the glare of light.

The youth with fectet joy the work farveys;
When now the morn difclos’d her purple rays;
The ftars were fled; for Lucifer had chafe’d
The ftars away, and fled himfelf at laft.

Soon as the Fathee faw the rofy morn,

And the moon fhining with a blunter horm,
He bid the nimble Honrs without delay

Bring forth the fteeds; the nimble Hours obey :
From their full racks the gen’rous fteeds retire,
Dropping ambrofial foams, and {norting fire.
Still anxious for his Son, the God of day,

To make him proof againft the burning ray,
His temples with celeftial oimtment wet,

Of fov'raign virtue to repel the heat;

Then fixd the beamy circle on his head,

And fetch’d a deep foreboding:figh;: and faid,

¢« Take this at leaft, this laft advice, my Son:
¢ Keep a {tiff rein; and move but gently on:
<« The courfers of themfelves will run too faft,
< Your art muft be to moderate their hafte.
¢ Drive ’em not on Direétly through the skies,
¢ But where the Zodmc's winding circle lies,

e ey . —— e e e (e RS =
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Along the midmoft Zone . but faily forth

Nor to the diftant. fouth, nor ftormy north.
The horfes’ hoofs a beaten track will fhow,
But neither mount/too high, nor fink too low,
That no new fireslor heaven o earth infeft ;
Keep the mid:way, the middle way is beft.
Nor, where in radiant folds the Serpent twines,
Direct your courfe; noriwhere the Akar thines.
Shun both extremes; the réft ler Fortune guide,
And better for thee than thy {elf provide!

See, while I fpeak, the fhades difperfe away,
Aurora gives the promife of a day;

'm call’d, nor can I make a longer {tay.
Snatch up the reins ; ‘or ftill th’ attempt forfake,
And not my Charjot, but my Counfel take,
While yet fecurely on the earth you ftand ;
Nor touch the horfes with too rath a hand.
Let Me alone to light the world, while you
Enjoy thofe beams which you may fafely view.
He f{poke in vain; the youth with acive heat
And fprightly vigour vaults into ithe feat ;

And joys to hold the reins,  and tondly gives
Thofe thanks his. Father with: remorfe receives.
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Mean while the reftlefs horfes neigh’d aloud,
Breathing out fire;: and pawing where they ftood,
Tethys, not knowing what liad paft; gave way,
And all the wafte of heaven beforé ’em lay.

They J‘Bring together out, and fwiftly bear
'Fh.c_ flying youth-through clouds and yielding air;

With
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With wingy {peed outftrip the eaftern wind,
And leave the breezes of the morn behind.

The Youth was light, nor could he fill the feat,
Or poife the chariot with its wonted weight:
But as at fea th’unballafs’d veffel rides,

Caft to and fro, the fport of winds and tides ;

So in the bounding chariot tofs'd on high,

The Youth is hurry’d headlong through the sky.
Soon as the fteeds perceive it, they forfake
Their {tated courfe, and leave the beaten track.
The Youth was in 2 maze, nor did he know
Which way to turn the reins, or where to go;
Nor wowd the hosfes, had he known, obey.
Then the Seven flars firfk fele Apolls’s ray,

And wiflrd to dip in the forbidden fea.

The folded Serpent next the frozen pole,

Stiff and benum’d before, began to roll,

3, And raged with inward heat, and threaten’d war,
, And fhot a redder light from every ftar;

Nay, and ’tis faid, Boites too, that fain

Thou would’ft have fled, tho’ cumberd with thy Wain.

NN

Th’unhappy Youth then, bending down his head,
Saw earth and ocean far beneath him fpread:
His colour 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,
b His birth obfcure, and his requeft deny’d:
Now would he Merops for his Father own,
And quit his boafted kindred to the Sun.
' So
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So fares the Pilot, when his fhip is toft
In troubled feas, and all its fteerage loft,
He gives her to the winds, and in defpair
Secks his laft refuge in the Gods and Prayer.

What cowd 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 meafures in his mind ;
And fometimes cafts an eye upon the Eaft,
And fometimes looks on the forbidden Wetft.
The horfe’s Names he knew not in the fright:

Nor wowd he loofe the reins, nor cowd he hold ‘em right.

Now all the horrors of the heavens he fpies,
And monftrous fhadows of prodigious fize,
That, deck’d with ftars, lie featter’d o%er the skies.
There is a place above, where Seorpio bent
In tail and arms furrounds 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 poifon fwear,

Half dead with fudden fear he dropt the reins;
The horfes felt ’em loofe upon their mains,
And, flying out through all the plains above,
Ran uncontroul’d where-e’er their fury drove;
Rufl’d on the ftars, and through a pathlefs way
Ofunknown regions hurry’d on the day.

And
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And now above, and now below they 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;
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 kindle as the Car draws near,
Athos and Tmolus red with fires appear;
Oeagrian Hemus (then a fingle name)

And virgin Helicon increafe the flame;
Zanrus and Oete glare amid the sky,

And Ida, {pight of all her fountains, dry.
Eryx, and Othrys, and Citheron, glow;
And Rhodspe, no longer cloath’d in {fnow ;
High Piudus, Mimas, and Parnaffus, {weat,
And Fima rages with redoubled heat.

Even Scyrhia, through her hoary regions warm’d,
In vain with all her native froft was arm’d.
Coverd with flames, the tow’ring Appennirie,
And Cancafus, and proud Olympus, fhine ;
And, where the long-extended Alpes afpire,
Now ftands a huge continwd range of fire,

Th’ aftoniftht Youth, where-¢er his eyes cow’d turs,
Beheld the Univerfe around him burn: The
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The World was in a blaze; nor could he bear
The fultry vapours and the fcorching air,

Which from below, as from a furnace, flow’d ;
And now the axle-tree bencath him glow’d :

Loft in the whirling clouds, that reund him broke,
And white with afhes, hov’ring in the fmoke,

He flew where-¢er the Horfes drove, nor knew
Whither the Horfes drove, or where he flew.

"Twas then, they fay, the fvarthy Moo begun
Bk To change his hue, and Blacken in the fun.
i Then Libya firlk, of all her moifture drain’d,
i Became a barren wafte, a wild of Sand.
T bl The Water-nym phs lament their empty urns,
i Beotia, robb’d of filver Dirce, mourns,
Corith Pyrene’s walted {pring bewails,
And Argos grieves whilft Amymone fails.

s The floods are drain’d from every diftant coaft
- Even 7anais, tho fixd in ice, was loft,

Enrage’d Caicus and Lycorsmas roar,

And Xanthus, fated to be burnt once more.,

3

A The fam’d Meander, that unweary’d ftrays
Through mazy windings, fmokes in every maze,
/ j From his lov’d Bakylon Euphrates flies ;
-\ ' The big-fwoln Ganges and the Daunbe rife
\ Li ; In thick’ning fumes; and darken half the skies.
& ".I'u L} .

In flames [fimenos and the Phafis roul’d,
And Zagus floating in his melted gold.

The Swans, that on Cayfler often try’d

Lheir tuncful fongs, now fung their laft and dy’d

ST
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The frighted Nie ran off, and undet ground
Conceal’d his head, nor can it yet be found:

His feven divided currents all are dry,

And where they roul'd, feven gaping trenches lye.
No more the Rhbine or Rhbone their courle maintain,
Nor 7zber, of his promis’d empire vain.

The ground, deep-cleft, admits the dazling ray,
And ftartles Pluzo with the flath of day.
The feas fhrink in, and to the fight difclofe
Wide naked plains, where once their billows roft ;
Their rocks are all difcoverd, and increafe
The number of the featter’d Gyclades.
The fifh in tholes about the bottom creep,
Nor longer dares the crooked Dolphin leap:
Gafping for breath, th’unfhapen Phoce die,
And on the boiling wave extended lye.
Nerens, and Doris with her virgin train,
Seek out the laft recefles of the main ;
Beneath unfathomable depths they faint,
And fecret in their gloomy caverns pant.
Stern Veptune 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 fcalding feas, that floated round her waifk,
When now fhe felt the fprings and rivers come,
And crowd within the hollow of her womb,
Up-lifted to the heavens her blafted head,

And clapt her hand upon her brows, and faid;
iV oL, I. ¥
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(But firlt, impatient of the fultry heat,

Sunk deeper down, and fought a cooler feat ;)

« 1f you, great King of Gods, my death approve,
« And I deferve it, let me die by Fove;

< If 1 muft perith by the force of fire,

Let me transhx’d with thunderbolts expire.

See, whillt I {peak, my breath the vapours choke,
(For now her face lay wrapt in clouds of {moke)

« See my finge'd hair, beholdmy faded eye,

<« And wither'd face, where heaps of cinders lye!
And does the plow for this my body tear?

<« This the reward for all the fruits I bear,

« Tortur'd with rakes, and harafS'd all the year?
That herbs for cattle daily I renew,

And food for man, and frankincenfe for you? :
But grant Me guilty ; what has NVeptune done 2 ‘
Why are his waters boiling in the fan

« The wavy empire, which by lotwas given,

« Why does it walte, and further thrink from heaven:

<« If I nor He your pity can provoke;

« See your own Heavens, the heavens begin to fimoke!

Showd once the fparkles catch thofe bright abodes,, :
« Deftruction feizes on the heavens and gods; :
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« Alas becomes unequal to his freight, I
« And almoft faints beneath the glowing weight. P
« If heaven, and earth; and fea, together burn; :
«« All muft again into their chaos turn. q
« Apply fome fpeedy cure, prevent our fate, |

« And fuccour naturej €<t it be toolate.

§he--
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She ceas’d; for choak’d with vapours round her {pread,
Down to the deepeft fhades fhe funk her head.

Fove call’d to witnefs every Power above,
And even the God, whofe Son the Chariot drove,
That what he as 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 {howers and ftorms he us’d to pout,
But now could meet with neither ftorm nor fhower.
Then, aiming at the youth, with lifted hand,
Full 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 driven,
l Th’ ambitious boy fell thunder-ftruck from heaven.
The horfes ftarted with a fudden bound,
And flung the reins and chariot to the ground:
The ftudded harnefs from their necks they broke,
Here fell a wheel, and here a filver {poke,
Here were the beam and axle torn away ;
And, featterd oer the earth, the fhining 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 dewn, or feems at leaft to drop;
*Till on the Po his blafted corps was hurld,

: Far from his country, in the weftern world.
g PHAETON
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PuAETON’s Siffers transform’d into Trees:

The Latian nymphs came round him, and amazd
On the dead youth, transfix’d with thunder, gaz’d;
And, whilft yet {moaking from the bolt he lay,

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.

Apollo hid his face, and pin’d for grief, |
And, if the ftory may deferve belief, 2
The fpace of One whole day is faid to run,

From morn to wonted even, without a Sun -
The burning reines, with a fainter ray,
Supply the Sun, and counterfeir a day,

A day, that ftill did nature’s face difclofe :
This comfort from the mighty mifchief rofe.

But Clymene, enraged with grief, laments, !
And as her grief infpires, her paflion vernts : |
Wild for her Son, and frantick in her woes, '

With hair difhevel'd, round the world fhe goes,
To feek where-e’er his body might be caft;
*Till, on the borders of the Po, at laft

The name infcrib'd on the new tomb appears.
The dear dear name fhe bathes in flowing tears,
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Hangs o’er the tomb, unable to depart,
And hugs the marble to her throbbmg heart.

Her daughters too lament, and figh, “and mourn;
(A fruitle(s tribute to their brother’s urn) -
And beat their naked bofoms, and complain,

And call aloud for Phaeton in vain:
All the long night their mournful watch they keep,”
And all the day ftand round the tomb,” and weep.

Four times, revolving, the full Moon returnd;
So long the mother, and the'daughters mourn’d:
When now the eldeft, ‘Phaethufa, ftrove
To reft her weary limbs, but could not move;
Lampetia would have help'd her; but fhe found
Her felf with-held, and rooted to the ground:

A third in wild affliction, as fhe grieves,

Would rend her hair; but fills her hand with LC“WL‘S ;
One fees her thighs transform’d another views
Her arms fhot out, and ‘br-anch'ing- into boughs.
And now their legs, and ‘breafts; and bodies ftood
Crufted with:barky - and hard’ning into wood ;

But {till above were fémale Heads difplay’d,

And mouths, that call’d the Mother to their aid.’
What could, alas! the weeping mother do2- -
From this to that with eager hafte fhe flew,

And kifs’d her fprouting daughters -as they glCW
She tears the bark that to each body cleaves,

And from their verdant fingers ftrips-the leaves:

NG
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The blood came trickling, , where fhe tore away
The leaves and bark : 'The imaids were heard to fay,
““ Forbear, miftaken Parent, Oh! forbear;

“ A wounded daughter inileach tree you tear ;
Farewel for ever.” Here thé bark ienereas’d,
Clos’d on their faces, and their words fupprefsd.

€C

The new-made treesiing tears of Ambes. run,
Which, harden’d into valae by the Sun, ¢ ;
Diftill for ever on the ftreams below :
The limpid {treams their radiant treafure fhow, |
Mixt in the fand ;- whence the rich drops conveyd
Shine in the drefs of the bright Latian maid,

The Tf’cmly?)rﬁf(;tiwz of Gy cNUsnto a Swan,

Cycrus beheld the Nymphs transfornvd, . ally’d
To their dead brother,  on themorral fide,
In friendfhip and affeGtion nearer bound;
He left the cities and the realms he ownid,
Thro’ pathlefs, felds and lonely. fhares ito range; :
And woods, made thickesiby-the fiftets! ehange. *
Whilft here, within the 'di‘fmal.g[{}{)m-,- alone;
The melancholy Monareh made his moan,
His voice was leflen’d, as he try’d to fpeak,
And iffwd through a long exténded neck ;
His hair transfosms te down, -his'fingers meen
In skinny films, and fhape His©aty ﬁ'u‘t;-

From both his fides the wings and feathers break;

—

And from his mouth proceeds a blunted beak
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All Cycrus now into a-Swan was turn’d;

Who, fill remembring how his kinfman burn’d,
To folitary pools and lakes retires,

And loves the waters as oppos’d to fires.

Mean-while Apollo in 2 gloomy-fhade
(The native luftre of his brows decay’d)
Indulging forrow, fickens at the fight
r Of his own Sun-fhine, and abhors the light:
The hidden griefs; ‘that in his bofom rile,
Sadden his looks, and over-caft his eyes,

As when fome dusky orb obftruéts his ray,
ff And fullies, in a dim eclipfe, the day.

Now warm refentments to his grief he joyn’d,

And now renounc’d his office to mankind.

¢« Per fince the birth of Time; faid he; Pve'born:
“ A long ungrateful toil without rerurn’;”

“ Let now fome other manage, if he dare,
‘¢« The fiery fteeds, and mount the burning Carr;
« Qr, if noneelfe; det Jove his fortune try,

¢« And learn to lay his murd’ring thunder by;
l ¢« Then will he own, perhaps, but own too late;.

“ My Son deferv'd not fo fevere a fate.

Now fecretly with inwaed griefs he pin’d, g

q The Gods ftand round him, rasjhe‘mourns, and pray’
e would refume the conduct of theday, '
Nor let the world be loft in endlefs night:

Fove too himfelf, defcending from his height;
: Excufes
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Excufes what had happen’d, :and intreats,
Majeftically mixing:prayers and ¢hreats:

Prevail’d upon at length, againhe took

The harne(s’d fteeds, thae'fhill with horror {hook,
And plics ’em with the lafh, and whips ’em on,
And, as he whips, upbraids’em with his Son.

The Story of - C-ar 18 0.

The day was fertled initseoutfe 5 iand Foveir:
Walk'd the wide circuit of the heavens above, '
To fearch if any cracks or flaws wete made ;

But all was {afe: The earth he then furvey’d,

And caft an eye on every different coaft,

And every land; but on Aeadia moft.

Her fields he cloathvd; and cliear’d her blafted face
With running fountains,: and. with {pringing grafs:
No tracks of heaver’s deftructive fise remain,

The fields and woods revive; and Natiire fmiles again.

But as the God walk’d to and fro the earth,

And rais’d the plants; and gave the fpring its' birth, :
By chance a fair Arcadian Nymph he view'd,

And felt the lovely charmer in his Blood.

The Nymph nor fpun; nor drefi’d with artful pride ;
Her veft was gatherd up, her hair was ty'd;

Now in her hand a {lender fpear fhe bore,

Now a light quiver on-her-fhoulders wore ; L
To chalt Drana from hey youth inclin’d F
The fprightly warriors of the wood the joind.
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Di:ana too the gentle huntyefs lov'd,

Nor was there one of all the nymphs that rov'd
O'er Menalus, amid the maiden throng,

Mere favour’d once; but favour lafts not long.

The Sun now fhone in all its ftrength, and drove
The heated virgin panting to a grove;
The grove around a grateful thadow caft :
She dropt her arrows, aud her bow unbrace’d ;
She flung her felf on the cool grafly bed;
And on the painted quiver raisd her head.
Jove faw the charming huntrefs unprepar’d,
Stretch’d on the verdant turf, without a guard.
“ Here I am fafe, he cries, from Funo's eye;
“ Or fhould my jealous Queen the theft defcry,
“ Yet would I venture on a theft like this,
“ And {tand her rage for fuch, for fuch a blifs!
Diana’s fhape and habit f{trait he took,
Soften’d his brows, and fmooth’d his awful look,
And mildly in a female accent fpoke.
““ How fares my girl> How went the morningchafc 2
To whom the virgin, ftarting from the grafs,
“ All-hail, bright deity, whom I prefer
“ To Jove himfelf, tho’ Feve himfclf were here.
The God was nearer than fhe thought, and heard
Well-pleas’d himfelf before himfelf prefeir’d.

He then falutes her with 2 warm embrace ;
And, eer fhe half had told the morning chafe,
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With love enflam’d, and eager on his blifs,
Smother’d her words, and ftop’d her witly a kifs;
His kiffes with unwonted ardour glow’d,

Nor could Drana’s fhape conceal the God.

The virgin did whate’er a virgin cowd;

(Sure Juno muft have pardon’d, had fhe view’d)
With all her might againft his force fhe firove;
But how can mortal maids contend with Yove /

Pofleft at length of what his heart defird,
Back to his heavens th’ exulting God retir'd.
The lovely huntrefs, rifing from the grafs,
With down-caft eyes; and with a blifhing face,
By fhame confounded, ‘and by fear difmay’d,
Flew from the covert of the guilty fhade,

And almoft, in the tumult of her mind,
Left her forgotten bow and fhafts behind.,

But now Drana, with a {prightly train
Of quiver'd virgins; bounding o%er the plain,
Call’d to the Nymph; the Nymph began to fear
A fecond fraud, a Jove difguisdin Her ;
But, when fhe faw the fifter Nymphs, fapprefs'd
Her rifing fears, and mingled with the reft.

How in the look does confcious guilt appear !
$lowly the mov’d, and loiterd in the rear ; '
Nor lightly tripp'd, nor by the goddefs ran,
As once fhe us'd, the foremoft of the train,
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Her looks were flufl’d; and fullen was her mien,
That fure 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 lighe,
When Dian, fainting in the mid-day beams,
Found a cool covert, and refrething 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 praisd: “ And now no fpies are near,
“ Lets ftrip, 'my gentle maids, and wafh, fhe cries.
Pleas’d with the motion, every maid complies ;
Only the blufhing huntrre['s ftood confus’d,
And form’d delays, and her delays excus’d;
In vain excus'd: her fellows round her prefs'd,
And the reluctant Nymph by force undrefs’d.
The naked huntrefs all her thame reveal’d,
In vain her hands the pregnant womb conceal’d ;
“ Begone! the goddefs cries with ftern difdain,
“ Begone! nor dare the hallow’d ftream to ftain :
She fled, for-ever banifl’d from the train.

This Funo heard, who long had watch’d her time
To punith the detefted rival’s crime ;
The time was come: for, to enrage her more,
A lovely boy the ‘teeming rival bore.

The goddefs caft-a furious leok; ‘and cry’d,
.1t is enough! I'm fully fatisfy’d!
P S
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This boy fhall ftand a living mark, to prove
My husband’s bafenefs, and the frrumper’s love:
But vengeance fhall awake: thefe guilty charms,
That drew the Thunderer from Juno’s arms,

No longer fhall their wonted force retain,

Nor pleafe the God, nor make the Mortal vain,

This faid, her hand within her hair the wound,

Swung her to earth, and drag’d her on the ground:

The proftrate wretch lifts up her arms in prayer ;

Her arms grow fhaggy, and deformyd with hair, |
Her nails are fharpen’d into pointed claws,

Her hands bear half her weight, and turn to paws ;

Her lips, that once could tempt a God, begin

To grow diftorted in an ugly grin.

And, left the fupplicating brute might reach

The ears of Jove, fhe was deprivid of fpeech :

Her furly voice thro’ a hoatfe paflage came |

In favage founds: her mind was fill the fame.
The furry monfter fix’d her eyes above,

And heav’d her new unwieldy paws to Fove, 5
And beg’d his aid with inward groans; and tho’ -
She could not call him falfe,  fhe thought him fo.

How did fhe fear to lodge in woods alone, E

And haunt the fields and meadows once her own!
How often would the deep-mouth’d dogs purfue,
Whilft from her hounds the frighted huntrefs flew!
How did fhe fear her fellow-brutes, and fhun

The fhaggy Bear, tho’ now her {elf was one!
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How from the fight of rugged Wolves retire,
Although the grim Lycaon was her Sire!

But now her fon had fifteen fummers told,
Fierce at the chale, and in the foreft bold;
When, as he beat the woods in queft of prey,
He chanc’d to rouze his mother where {he 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 Fove forbad, and fnatch’d ’em’ through the air
In whirlwinds up to heaven, and fixd ’em there:
Where the new Conftellations nightly rife,

And add a luftre to the northern skies.

When Funo faw the rival in her height,
Spangled with ftars, and circled round with light,
She fought old Ocear in his deep abodes,

And Terhys ; both rever’d among the Gods.
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They ask what brings her there: “ Neer ask, fays fhe,

“ What brings me here, Heaven is no place for me,
“ Youll fee, when night has coverd all things o'er,
“ Yove's {tarry baftard and trinmphant whore

““ Ufurp the heavens; youll fee ’em proudly roul

“ In their new orbs, and brighten all the pole,

“ And who fhall now on Jaws’s altars wait,

“ When thofe fhe hates grow greater by her hate?
“ T on the Nymph a brutal form imprefs’d,

“ Yove to a goddefs has transforny’d the bealt ;

1R,
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“ This, this was all my weak revenge could do:
““ But let the God his chafte amours purfue,

And, as he acted after Io’s rape,

Reftore th’ adulevefs toher former ﬂmpc;

“ Then may he caft'his Juio off; andlead

“ The great Lycaos's oftfpring to his bed.

¢ But you, ye vencrable powers; ‘be! kind,

And, if my wrongsa dae refentment find,
Receive not inyour waves: their fetting beams,
Nor let the glaring ftrumpet taint your fteeams.
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The goddefs ended,” and her wifh was given.
Back fhe return’d in'triumph up“to heaven;
Her gawdy Peacocks drew her ‘through the skies;
‘Their tails were fpotted with a thoufand Eyes ;
The Eyes of Argus on their tails were rang’d,
At the fame time the Raven’s colour chang’d.

7he Story of CoRrRoNT1s, and Birth of
A.SCULAPIUS.

The Raven once in fnowy plumes was dreft,
White as the whiteft Dove's unfully’d breaft,
Fair as the guardian of the Capitol,
Soft as the Swan ;  a large and lovely fowl;
His tongue, his prating tongue had chang’d him ‘quite
To footy blacknefs from the pureflt whie,

The ftory of his change fhall here be told ;
In The[faly there'tiv’d"a Nymph of ‘old,

Coronis
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Coromss nam’d ; a peerlefs maid the thin’d,
Confeft the faireft of the fairer kind.
Apollo 1ovd her, ’till her guilt he knew,
While true fhe was, or whilft he thought her- true. -
| But his own bird the Raven chance’d to find
i The falfe one with a fecret rival joind.
. Coronts begg’d him to fupprefs the tale,

But could not with repeated prayers prevail.
'I His milk-white pinionis to the Ged he plyd;
The bufy Daw flew with him} fide by fide,
And by a thoufand teizing queftions drew
Tk important fecret from him as they flew.
The Daw gave honeft connfel; the’ defpis’d,
And, tedious in her tattle;  ghus:advisd.

“ Stay, filly bird, ‘th’ill-natur’d task refufe,
Nor be the bearer of unwelcome news.

Be warn’d by my example s you difeern’
What now I am; ‘and what I was fhall ledrn.
My foolifh honefty was all my crime;

Then hear my fory. * Once upon a time,
“ The two-thap'd Eritthoriis liad his birth

“ (Without a.mother) 'from the teerhing earth’;
Minerva nurs'd him,” and the infant laid
Within a cheft, . 'of twining ofiers made,
The daughters. of King Cecraps tndertock
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: = To guard the cheft, commanded notto look"

On what was ‘hid within, = T ftood to fee

The charge obeyd, percld on a neighb’ring tice.
“ "The filters Pandyrofos and Eevsé keep |
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The ftrict command ;- Aekanros needs would' peep;
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““ I faw black. feathers. from my: fingers rife;
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And faw the monfirous infant-in 3 fright,

And call’d her fifters t6 the hideous!fight:

A Boy’s foft thape did to the wailt: prevail,

But the boyended in a Dragonsitailc

I told the ftern Minerva all that pafsd;

But for my pains, difcarded and difgrace’d,
The frowning goddefs drove e from: her fight,
And for her favorite chofe the bird of-night.

Be then no tell-tale; - fot Iithink my.wrong
Enough to teach-a bitd to hold herltongue.

““ But you, perhaps, niay think I was remov’d,
As never by the heavenly 'maid belovd:

But I was lov’d; ask Pallas if 1 lye;

Tho’ Pallas hate me now, fhe won’t deny :

For I, whomiin 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 levers own’d my beauty’s: charms;;
My beauty was the caufe of all my harms;
Neptune, as on his {heres I-went to_rove,
Obferv’d me in my. walks,, -and fell ‘in love:

He made his courtfhip, he confefs’d his pain,
And offer’d force when all his arts were vain;;
Swift he purfu'd :- I.ran.along the {trand,

“Till, {pent and wearyd on the, finking fand,

I fhriek’d aloud, . with; cries I filld thejair

To gods-and men ; ;nor god nor: man was there:
A virgin, goddefs heard a wirgin’s prayer.

For, as my Arms I lifred o the skies,

Porms on . feveral. QO ccASIONS.
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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 I

“ Lightly I tript, nor weary as before

“ Sunk in the fand, but skim’d along the fhore ;

“ *Till, rifing on my Wings, I was preferd

“ To be the chafte Minerva’s virgin bird:
 Preferd in vain! I now am in difgrace:

“ Nyctimene the Owl enjoys my place.

.
)
)

“ On her inceftuous life I need not dwell,
“ (In Lesbos ftill the horrid tale they tell)
“ And of her dite amours you muft have heard,
“ For which fhe now does penance in a Bird,
“ That, confcious of her fhame, avoids the light, -
““ And loves the gloomy-cov'ring of the night ;
“ The Birds, where-¢’er fhe flutters, fearé away
“ The hooting wretch, and drive her from the day.

T e -

The Raven; urge’d by fuch impertinence,

f Grew paffionate; it feems, and took offence;

: And curft the harmlefs Daw ;' the Daw withdrew:
The Raven to her injur’d patron flew,

And found him out;. and told the fatal truth

; Of falfe Coronss and thie favourd youth.

The God was wrothi ; -the colour left his look,
The wreath his head, -the harp his hand fotfook :
His filver bow-and feather’d fhafts he took,

Vo, L Aa And
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And lodg’d an drrow in the tender breaft,

That had fo often to his own been preft.

Down fell the wounded Nymph; and fadly groan’d
And pull’d his arrow reeking from the wound ;

And weltring in her blood, “dhhus faintly cry’d,,

¢« Ah cruel God! 'the’ I have juftly dyd,

“ What has, alas! my unborn Infant done,

¢¢ That He fhould fall; ' and twe expire in one?
This faid, in agonies fhe ferch’d biev breath.

The God diffolves in pity at her death;
He hates the bird that made her falfhéod know,
And hates himfelf for what himfelf had 'done’;
The feather’d fhaft; that fent her to the fares,
And his own hand, that fent the {haft, he hates.
Fain would he heal the wound, and eafe her pain,
And tries the compafs of his art in vainu
Soon as he faw the lovely Nymph expire,
‘The pile made ready, and the kindling fite,
With fighs and greans her obfequies he kept,
And, if a God coatil Weep, the God had Wept.
Her corps he kifs’d, ‘and heavenly incenfe’ brought,
And folemniz’d the death himfelf had wrought.

But, left his off-fpring thould her fate partake,
Spight of th’ immortal mixture in his make,
He ript her womb, and fet the child at large,
And gave him te the Centaur Chiron’s charge:
Then in his fury Black’d the Raven o’%r,
And bid him’ prate in his White plumes 'no mote,

OCYRRHOE
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OcyYRRHOE fransform’'d to a Maye.

Old Chiren took the babe with fectet joy,

Proud of the charge of the celeftial boy.

His daughter too, whom on the fandy fhote
The Nymph Chariclo to the Centaur bore,
With hair difhevel’d on her {houlders came
To fee the child, Ocysrhise was her name;
She knew her father’s arts,: and ¢ould rehearfe
The depths of prophecy in founding verfe.
Once, as the facred infant fhe furyey’d,

The God was kindled in the raving Maid,
And thus the utter’d her. prophetick tale ;
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Hail, great Phyfician of the world, all-hail ;
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 fhall animate the Dead,

And draw the Thunder on thy guiley head:
Then fhalt thou die;: but from the dark abode
Rife up victorious, jand 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 tofs, andi rave, and long to die,
And quit thy claim to immertality ;

When thou fhalt feel,: enrag’d with inward pains,
The Hydra’s venom rankling in thy veins?

Az 2 “ The
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“ The Gods,_in pity, fhall contra& thy date, I
““ And give thee over to the power of Fate. \ '

Thus, entering into deftiny, ' the maid
The fecrets of offended Jove betrayd :
More had fhe flill to fay; but now appeas
Opprefs’d with fobs and fighs, and’ drown’d'in tears.
*“ My voice, fays fhe, is gone; my language fails ;
Through every limb my kindréd fhape prevails :
Why did the God this fatal gift im part,
And with prophetick raprures fivell my heart !
What new defires are thefe? I long to Pace
O’er flowery meadows, and to feed on Grafs ;
I haften to a Brute; -a Maid 6 more’;
But why, alas? am'I transform’d all ‘o’er
My Sire does Half a human {hape retain,
And in hisuipper patts preferves the Man;.
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Her tongué'no more diftinét ‘comiplairts affords,
But in fhrill accents and mif~fhapen words
Pours forth fuch hideous wailings; ~as"declare
The Human fo#m confounded in the Maie <
"Till by degrees aceompliffvdin the Beaft,
She neigh’d outright; ‘and all ‘the Steed expreft.
Her ftooping body on her hands is born,
Her hands are tutn’d to hoefs, and fhod in horn’;
Her yellow trefles mffle in 2 mafe; - |
And in a flowing tail {he frisks her train.
The Mare was finifl’d in her voice and look,
And a new name from the new figure took,
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7he Transformation of BATTUS to a Touch-flone.

Sore wept the Centaur, and to Phaebus pray’d ;
But how could Phebus give the Centaur aid 2
Degraded of his power by angry Fove,

In Elis then a herd of Beeves he drove;

And wielded in his hand a ftaff of Oake,

And o’er his fhoulders threw the Shepherd’s cloak ;
On feven compacted reeds he us’d to play,

And on his rural pipe to wafte the day.

As once, attentive to his pipe, he playd,
The crafty Hermes from the God convey’d
A Drove, that feprate from their fellows ftray’d.
The theft an old infidious Peafant view’d,
(They call’d him Ba#rus in the neighbourhood)
Hire’'d by a wealthy Pylian Prince to feed
His favourite Mares, and watch the generous breed.
The thievith God fufpected him, and took
The Hind afide, and thus'in whifpers {poke;
“ Difcover not the theft, whoe’er thou be,
“ And take that milk-white heifer for thy fee.
“ Go, ftranger, cries the clown, fecurely on,
“ That ftone {halt fooner tell ; and-fhow’d a ftone.

P a'e”

The Godrwithdrew; but ftrait veturn’d agaio,
In fpeech and habit like 'a country Swain;
And cries out, ¢ Neighbour, haft thou-feerra {tray
“ Of Bullocks and of Heifers:pafs this way:?
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“ In the recovery of my cattle join,

“ A Bullock and a Heifer thall be thine.

The Peafant quick replies, ““ Youll find ’em there
“ In yon dark wale: andin thie vale they were,
The Double bribe had his falfe heart begnil’d:
The God, fuccefsful in the tryal, {mil’d;

¢ And doft thou thus betray my {elf to Me?

¢ Me to my felf doft thou betray? fays he:

Then to a Zouch-flone turns the faichles Spy,

And in his name records his'infamy.

Zhe Story of AGLAUROS, transform’d into
a Statue.

-

This done, the God flewup on high, and pafstd
Oer lofty Athens, by Minerva graced,
And wide Munichia, whillt his eyes furvey
All the vaft region that beneath him lay.

*T'was now the feaft, when each Ahenian Maid
Her yearly homage to Minerva 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 pompous: fhow,
And faw the bright proceflion pafs below ;
Then veer’d about, and took a wheeling flight,
And hover'd o’er them: < As the fpreading Kite,

That
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That fmells the flaughter’d vi&im from on high,
Flies at a diftance, if the Priefts are nigh,

And fails around, and keeps it in her eye;

So kept the God the Virgin choir in view,

And in {low winding circles round them flew.

As Lucifer excells the meaneft ftar,
Or, as the full-orb’d Phebe Lucifer ;
So much did Hersé all the reft outvy,
And gave a grace to the {olemnity.
Hermes was fid, as in the clouds he hung:
So the cold Bullet, that with fury flung
From Balearick engines mounts on high,
Glows in the whirl, “and burns along the sky.
At length he pitch’d upon the ground, and fhow'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 {hew
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 dilplay’d,
He feeks th’ apartment of the royal maid.
The roof was all with polifi’d Ivory line’d,
That, richly mix'd, in clouds of Tortoife fhine’d,

Three
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Three rooms, -eoritiguons, in a range were place’d,
The midmoft by the beanteous Heisé graced ;

Her virgin {ifters lodg’d on either fide.

Aplauros firlt th’ approaching God defcry’d,

And, as he crofsdher chamber,  ask’d his name;
And what his bufinefs was, and whence he came.
“ I come, reply’d the God; from Heaven, to woo
“ Your fifter, and to make an aunt of you ;

“ I am the fon and meflenger. of Fove,

“ My name is Mercury, my bufinefs Love;
“ Do you, kind damfel, take a lover’s part,
£<

And gain admittance to your fifter’s heart.
g

She ftar’d him in the face with looks amaz’d,
As when {he on Minerva’s fecrer gaz’d,
And asks a mighty treafure for her hire,
And, till he brings it, -makes the God retire.
Minerva griev'd to fee the Nym ph fucceed ;
And now remembring the late impious deed,
When, difobedient to her ftrict command,
She touch’d the cheft with an unhallow’d hand ;
In big-fwoln fighs her inward rage exprefs'd,
That heav'd the rifing Zgis on her breafl ;
Then {ought out Euy in her dark abode,
Dehl’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 beani of light
Invades the winter, or difturbs the night.
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Directly to the cave her coutfe fhe fteer’d ; 2
Againft the gates her martial lance flid Fear’d ;
The gates flew open; and the Fiesd appeard. g
A poisnous morfel inher tecth fhe ehew’d,
And gorg’d the flefh of Vipers for her food:
Minerva loathing, tirn’d away her eye;
The hideous monfler, rifing heavily,
Came ftalking forward with a fullen pdce,
And left Her mangled offals on the place.
Soon as fhe faw the Goddefs gay 'and briglit,
She fetch’d a gfoan at fuch a chearful fight.
Livid and meagre were her looks, her eye
In foul diftorted glanees turn’d awry;
A hoard of gill her inwatd parts poflefy’d,
And fpread a greennefs o’er her casikerd breaft ;
Her teeth were brown with ruft; and from her tongue,
In dangling drops, the ftringy poifon hung,
She never {miles but when'the wretched weep,
Nor lulls her malice with a moment’s fleep,
Reftlefs in {pite: while waechful to deftroy,
She pines and fickens ar another’s joy ;
Foe to her felf, diftrefling and diftreft,
She bears her own tormenter in her breaft.
The Goddefs gave (for the abhorrd her fight)
A fhort command: “ To Arhens fpeed thy flight;
“ On curlt Aglauros try thy uemeft art,
“ And fix thy rankeft venoms in her Heart,
This faid, her {pear fhe pufhd againft the ground,
And mounting from it with an adive bound,
Vou I B b Flew

AT B Bt

I
)
.|‘ ("4
| LSS
i
'l
LAl
L]
lIl ]
oF &
[l
L
il
1 (AN
| [ e
i
£
183
g
ik
} :
[
"
‘ll
.‘1‘




186 Porwms on feveral OccAstons.

Flew off to Heaven: The hag with eyes askew

Look’d up, and mutter’d curfes as the 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 thorn, |
And fails along, in a black whirlwind born, |
O’er fields and flowery meadows: where fhe fteers |
Her-baneful courfe, a mighty blaft appears, :
Mildews and blights; 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, forarts 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 r
Adanros lay, with gentle {leep oppreft. |
To execute Mmerva’s dire command, '
She ftroak’d the virgin with her canker’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.

3

To make the work more fure, a fcene fhe drew,
And place’d before the dreaming virgin’s view
Her Sifter’s Marriage, and her glorious fate:
Th’ imaginary Bride appears in ftate ;
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The Bride-groom with unwonted beauty glows;
For Envy magnifies whate’er {he fhows.

Full of the dream, Aglanros pine’d away
In tears all night, in darknefs all the day;
Confum’d like ice, that juft begins to run,
When feebly fmitten by the diftant Sun ;
Or like unwholfome weeds, that fet on fire
Are {lowly wafted, and in fmoke expire.
Given up to envy (for 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 fucceed,
To tell her awful ‘father what had paft:
At length before the door her felf fhe caft;
And, fitting on the ground with fullen pride,
A paffage to the love-fick God deny’d.
The God carefs’d, and for admiffion pray’d,
And footh’d in fofteft words th’ envenom’d Maid.
In vain he footh’d; “ Begone! the Maid replies,
“ Or here I keep my feat, and never rife.
¢ 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 fhe 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;
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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 f{peechlefs grown, |
She fits unmov’d, and freezes to a Stone.

But ftill her envious hue and fullen mién

Are in the fedentary figure feen.

Evuror A’s Rape.

When now the God his fury had allay’d,
And taken vengeance of the ftubborn Maid,
From where the bright Athenian turréts rife
He mounts aloft, and re-afcends the skies.
Jove faw him enter the fublime abodes,
And, as he mix’d among the crowd of Gods,
Beckon’d him out, ‘and drew him from the reft,
And in foft whifpers thus his will expreft.

“ My trufty Herimes, by whofe ready aid |
Thy Sire’s commands are thro’ the world conveyld,

“ Refume thy wings, +exert their utmoft force, ‘
( .

“ And to the walls of $idsn {peed thy courfes; [
“ There find a herd of Heifers wand’ring -ofer t
i

The neighbouring hill, and drive %em to thefhore,

Thus fpoke the God, concealing his-intent.
The trufty Hermes on his meflage went,

And found the herd of Heifers wand’ring o’er
A neighbouring®hill, -and drove %emitorthe fhore ;

- Where
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Where the King’s Daughter with a lovely train
Of Fellow-Nymphs, was {porting on the plain.

The dignity of empire laid afide,
(For love but ill agrees with kingly pride.)
The Ruler of the skies, the thundering God,
Who fhakes the world’s foundations with a nod,
Among a herd of lewing Heifers ran,
Frisk’d in a Bull, and bellow’d o'er the plain.
Large rolls of fat about his {houlders clung;
And from his neck the double dewlap hung.
His skin was whiter than the {now that lies
Unfully’d by the breath of fouthern-skies;
Small fhining hotns on his curl’d forehead ftand,
As turn’d and poliflid by -the work-man’s hand ;
His eye-balls rolld, not formidably bright,
But gaz’d and languifl’d with a gentle dight.
His every look was peaceful, and expreft

The foftnefs of the Lover in the Beaft.

Agenor’s royal daughter, as fhe play’d
Among the ficlds, the milk-white Bull furvey'd,
And view’d his fpotlefs body with delight,
And at a diftance kept him in her fight.
At length fhe pluck’d.the sifing 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 fand ;

i A A S T T

And
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And now, perceiving all her fears decay’d,

Comes tofling 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 preft the Thunderer,

She place’d her felf upomn: his back; 'and rode

O’er fields and meadows, feated on the God,

He gently march’d along;  and by:degrees
Left the dry meadow, and approach’d the feas;
Where now he dips his hoofs and wets his thighs,
Now plunges in, and carries off the prize.
The frighted Nymph looks:backward on the fhoar,
And hears the tumbling billows found her roar ;
But ftill fhe 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 {torms and ‘témpefts he the Virgin bore,
And lands her fafe on the Dsfean thore ;
Where now, ‘in his divineft form arrayid,
In his True fhape he captivates the Maid ;
Who gazes on him,  and 'with wondering eyes
Beholds the new majeftick figure rife,
His glowing features, and celeftial light,
And all the God difcover'd to her fight.
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The Story of CADMUS.

HEN now Agenor had his danghter loft,
He fent his fon to fearch on every coaft;
And fternly bid him to his arms reftore
The darling maid, or fee his face no more,
But live an exile in 2 foreign clime ;
Thus was the father pious to a crime.

The reftlefs youth fearch’d all the world around;
But how can 7ove in his amours be found:
When tird at length with unfuccefsful toil,
To fhun his angry Sire and native {oil,
He goes a fuppliant to the Delphick dome ;
There asks the God what new-appointed home

Should




192. Porms on feteral O¢casions,

Should end his wand’rings, and his toils relieve.
The Delpbict oracles this anfwer give,

‘ Behold among the fields a lonely Cow,
Unworn withryekes, unbroken to the plow ;
Mark: well the place wher€ firlt {he lays her downs
There meafure out thy walls, and build thy town,
And from thy guide Beotia call the land,

In which the deftin'd walls and town fhall ffand.-

€c
(44

L

No fooner had he left the dark abode,
Big with the promife of the Delphick God,;
When in the fields the fatal Cow he viewd,
Nor gall’d with YOIUSF-, nor worn with fervitude :
Her gently at a diftance he purfivd ;
And, as he walk’d aloof, in filence pray’d
To the great Power whofe counfels he obey’d.
Her way through flowery Pmmpe} {he took,
And now, Cephifus," crols'd thy hilver brook ;
When to. the Heavens her fpacious front fhe rais’d
And bellow’d thrice, then backward turning gaz’d
On thofe behind, °till on the deftin’d place
She ftoop’d, and couclh’d amid the rifing grafs.

3

CadBus (lites the foil, and gladly hails
The new-found mountains, and the namelefs vales,
And thanks the Gods, and turns about his eye
To fee his new dominions round him lye ;
Then fends his fervants to a neighbouring grove
For living ftreams, a facrifice to Fove.

————
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O’er the wide plain there rofe a thady wood

Of aged trees; in its dark bofom ftood

A buthy thicket, pathlefs and unworn,

Oer-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, conceald 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 fhoulders and his fides were fcald with gold;
Three tongues he brandifb’d when he charg’d his foes;
His teeth ftood jaggy in three dreadful rows, :
The Zyrzans in the Den for water fought,
And with their urns explor’d the hollow vault:
Erom f{ide to fide their empty urns rebound,
And roufe the {leepy Serpent with the found.
Strait he beftirs him, and is feen to rife;
And now with dreadful hiffings fills the skies, "- g
And darts his forky tongues, and rouls his glareing eyes,
The Zyrsans drop their veflels in the fright,
All pale and trembling at the hideous fight. §
Spire above fpire uprear'd in air he ftood,
And gazing round him, over-look’d the wood :
Then floating on the ground, in circles rowld ;
Then leap’d upon them in a mighty fold.
Of fuch a bulk, and fuch 2 monftrous fize,
The Serpent in the polar circle lyes,
That ftretches over half the Northern skies.
Vor. I Ce I
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In vain the 7yrzans on their arms rely,

In vain attempt to fight, in vain to fly:

All their endeavours and their hopes are vain ;
Some die entangled in the winding train ;
Some are devour'd ; or feel a loathfom death,
Swoln up with blafts of peftilential breach.

And now the fconching Sun was mounted high,

In all its luftre, to the noon-day sky ;

When, anxious for his friends, and fill'd with cares,
To fearch the woods th’impatient Chief prepares.

A Lion’s hide around his leins he wore,
The well-pois’d Jav’lin to' the field he bore
Inurd to blood; the far-deftroying Dart
And, the beft weapon, an undaunted Heart.

Soon as the yonth approach’d the fatal place,
He faw his fervants breathlefs on the grafs ;
The fcaly foe amid their corps he wiew’d,
Basking at eafe, and feafting in their blood.

“ Such friends, - he cries, deferv’d a longer date ;

< But Cadmns will revenge,  or fhare their fare,
Then heav'd a Stone, and rifing o the throw,
He fent it in a whirlwind at the foe:

A tower, affaulted by fo rude a firoke,

With all its lofty battlements had fhook ;

But nothing here th’nmwieldy wock avails,
Rebounding harmlefs from the plaited feales,

That, firmly join’d, prefervid him from a wound,

With native armour crufted all around.
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The pointed Javlin more fuccefsful flew,

Which at his back the raging warriour threw ;
Amid the plaited fcales it rook its courfe,

And in the fpinal marrow fpent its force.

The monfter his’d aloud, and rage'd in vain,
And writh’d his body to and fro with pain;

And bit the fpear, and wrench’d the wood away ;
The point ftill buried in the marrow lay.

And now his rage, increafing with his pain,
Reddens his eyes, and beats in every vein;
Churr’d in his teeth the foamy venom rofe,
Whilft from his mouth a blaft of vapours flows,
Such as th’infernal Stygian 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, with a mighty force

Bears down the foreft in his boifterous courfe,
Cadmus gave back, and on the Lion’s {poil
Suftain’d the fhock, thea 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 fill 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.
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The dauntlefs Heroe fill purfues his ftroke,
And prefles forward, ’till a knotty Oak
Retards his foe, and ftops him in the rear;
Full in his throat he plunge’d the fatal f; pear,
That in th’ extended neck a paflage found,
And pierce’d the folid timber through the wound,
Fixd to the reeling trunk, with many: a {troke
Of his huge tail, he laflvd. the fturdy Oak ;

*Till {pent with toil, and labouring hard for breath,

He now lay twifting in the pangs of death.

Cadrnus beheld him wallow in a flood
Of {wimming poifon; intermix’d with blood ;
When fuddenly a fpeéch was heard from high,
(The fpeech was heard, nor was the fpeaker nigh)
““ Why doft thou thus with fecret pleafure fee,

“ Infulting man! what thou thy felf fhalt be »
Aftoniflvd at the voice, he ftood amaz’d,

And all around with inward horror gazd:

When Pallas wift defcending from the skies,
Pallas,  the guardian of the bold and wife,

Bids him plow up the field, vand fcatter round
The Dragon’s Teeth: o’er all the farrowd ground ;
Then tells the youth how to his wondesiner eyes
Embattled armies from 'the field fhould rife,

He fows the Teeth at. Pallass command,
And flings the Future People from his hand.

S —
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The clods grow warm, . and crumble where he {ows;
And now the pointed fpears advance in rows ;

Now nodding plumes appear, and fhining crefts,
Now the broad fhoulders and the rifing breafts;

O’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 appears
By juft degrees; ’till all the Man arife,
And in his full proportion ftrikes the eyes:

]
i
B
i
g
a1
+
1
{ik
i

. T

Cadmus furptiz’d, and frartled at the 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.
5 This faid, he ftruck his Brother to the ground,
Himfelf expiring by Another’s wound ;
Nor did the Third his conqueft long furvive,
- Dying c%er fcarce he had begun to live.

e

e

The dire example ran through all the field,
*Till heaps of brothers were by brothers kill’d ;
The furrows fwam in blood: and onely five
! Of all the vaft increafe were left alive.

Fchion one, at Pallass command,

Let fall the guiltlefs weapon from his hand ;
And with the reft a peaceful treaty makes,
Whom Cadmus as his friends and partners takes:

' So:
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So founds a city on the promis’d earth,
And gives his new Beotzan empire birch.
w

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

At eon was the firfk of all his race,
Who griev’d his Grandfire in his borrow’d face;
Condemn’d by ftern Diana to bemoan
The branching horns, and vifage not his own ;
To {hun his once-lov’d dogs, to bound away,
And from their Hunt{man to become their Prey.
And yet confider why the change 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.ﬁ

1he Transformation of A cr&oN into a Stay.

In a fair Chace a fhady mountain ftood,
Well ftore’d with game, and mark’d with trails of blosd.
Here did the huntfmen ‘till the heat of da
Purfue the Stag, and load themfelves with prey ;
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When thus AFeon calling to the reft:

My friends, fays he, our {port is at the belf.

« The Sun is high advance’d, and downward fheds
“ His burning beams directly on our heads;

“ Then by confent abftain from farther fpoils,

« Call off the dogs, and gather up the toiles;

¢« And e’er to morrow’s Sun begins his race,

« Take the cool morning to renew the chace.

They all confent, and in a chearful train (‘
The jolly huntfmen, loaden with the flain, >
Return in triumph from the fulery plain. b
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Down in a vale with Pine and Cyprefs clad,
Refrefl’d with gentle winds, and brown with fhade,
The chafte Dianas private haunt, there ftood
Full in the centre of the darkfome wood
A f{pacious Grotro, all around o’er-grown
With hoary mofs, and arch’d with Pumice-{tone.
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 {he feenvd to vie with Art.

Here the bright Goddefs, toil’d and chafe’d with heat; .
Was wont to bathe herin ithe cool retreat.
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Heredid {he now ‘with all her train refort,
Panting with heat, and breathlefs from the fport ;
Her armour-bearer laid her bow afide,

Some loos'd her fandals, fome her veil unty’d ;

Each
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Each bufy Nymph her proper part undreft;
While Grocale, 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 fhining Goddefs ftood,
When young Aieon, wilderd 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 {hriek’d at the furprize,
(The foreft echo’d with their piercing cries.)
Then in a huddle round their Goddefs preft:
She, proudly eminent above the reft,
With blufhes glow’d; fuch blufhes as adorn
The ruddy welkin, orthe purple morn ;
And tho’ the crowding Nymphs her body hide,
Half backward fhrunk, and view’d him from afide.
Surpriz’d, at firft {he would have fhatch’d her Bow
But fees the circling waters round her flow ;
Thefe in the hollow of her hand fhe took,
And dafl’d *em in his face;, while thus fhe fpoke:
“ Tell if thou can’ft the wonderous fight difclos'd,
““ A Goddefs Naked to thy view expos'd.

2

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

OEMSs on feveral OccAstoNs.
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Rough is his skin, with fudden 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 faw his branching horns and alter’d look,
Wretched Afteon/ in a doleful tone

He try’d to fpeak, but only gave a groan ;

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 2
Here {hame diffuades him, there his fear prevails,
And each by turns his aking heart affails.

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

He bounded off with feat, and fwiftly ran
O’er craggy mountains, and the flowery plain ;

Through brakes and thickets forc’d his way, and flew

Through many a ring, where once he did purfue.

In vain he oft endeavour’d to proclaim

His new misfortune, and to tell his name;

Nor voice nor words the brutal tongue fupplies ;

From fhouting men, and horns, and dogs he flies,

Deafen’d and ftunn’d with their promifcuous cries.
Yor L D d
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When now the fleeteft of the pack, that preft
Clofe at his heels, and {prung before the reft, }
Had faften’d on him, ftraight anether pair

Hung on his wounded haunch, allfl 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 continwd wound,
With dropping tears his bitter fate he moans,
And fills the mountain with his dying groans.
His fervants with a piteous look he fpies,

And turns about his fupplicating eyes.

His fervants, ignorant of what had chanc’d,
With eager hafte and joyful fhouts advanc’d,

And call’d their Lord Azon to the game :

He fhook his head in anfwer to the name;

He heard, but wiflvd he had indeed been gone,
Or only to have ftood a looker on.

But, to his grief, he finds himfelf too near, P
And feels his rav’nous dogs with fury tear

Their wretched mafter panting in a Deer, S

The Birth of BAccHUS.

Abteons fufferings, and Diana’s rage, |
Did all the thoughts of Men and Gods engage ;
Some call’d the evils, which Disana wrought,
Too great, and difproportion’d te the fault:
Others again cfteem’d Awor’s Woes
Fit for a Virgin Goddefs to impefe.
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The hearers into different iparts divide,
And reafons are produc’d on either fide.

Funo alone, of all that heard the news,
Nor would condemn the Goddéfs, nor excufe:
She heeded not the juftice of the deed,

But joy’d to fee the race of Cadmus bleed ;
For flill fhe kept E#ropa in her mind,

And, for her fake, detefted all her kind.
Befides, to aggravate hier hdte, fhe heard
How Semele, to Fove's embrace preferr’d,
Was now grown big with an immortal lod,
And carry’d in her womb a future 'God.
Thus terribly incens’d, the Goddefs broke
To fudden fury, and abruptly fpoke,

¢ Are my reptoaches of fo fnall a force?
*Tis time I then purfue dnother courfe:
It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die,
“ If Pm indeed the Miftrefs of the sky ;
“ If rightly fti’'d among the powers above
« The Wife and Sifter of the thuddering Fove;
“ (And none.can fufe a Sifter’s right 'deny)
It is decreed the guilty wretch fhall die.
She boafts an honour T can hardly claim;
Pregnant fhe rifés to 2 Mother’s name;
While proud and vain the tiiumphs in her _791'3,
And fhows the glorious tokens of his love:
“ But if 'm fill the miftrefs of the skies,
¢ By her own Jover the fond beanty dies.
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This faid, defcending in a yellow cloud,
Before the gates of Semele the ftood.

Old Beroe's decrepit thape-fhe wears,

Her wrinkled vifage, and her hoary hairs ;
Whilft in her trembling gait fhe totters on,
And learns to tattle in the Nurfe’s tone.

The Goddefs, thus difguis'd in age, beguil’d
With pleafing ftories her falfe Fofter-child.
Much did fhe talk of love, and when fhe came
To mention to the Nymph her lover’s name,
Fetching a figh, and holding down her head,

14

{1

149
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“Tis well, fays fhe, if all be true that’s faid.
But truft me, child, Pm much inclin'd to fear
Some counterfeit in this your Fapiter.

Many an honeft well-defigning maid,

Has been by thefe pretended Gods betray'd.
But if he be indeed the thundering Fove,

Bid him, when next he courts the rites of love,
Defcend triumphant from th etherial sky,

In all the pomp-of his divinity;

Encompafs’d round by thofe celeftial charms,
With which he fills el immortal Fumo’s arms,

Th’unwary Nymph, enfnar'd wicth what fhe fid,

Defir'd of Jove, when next he foughe her bed,
To grant a certain gift which fhe would chufe ;

*“ Fear not, reply’d the God, that Fll refufe

“ Whate’er you ask : May Styx confirm my voice,
¢ Chufe what you will, and you {hall have your choice.

“ Then,
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“ Then, fays the Nymph, when next you {eek my arms,
¢ May you defcend in thofe celeftial charms,
“ With which your Fuuo’s bofom you enflame,
“ And fill with tranfport Heaven’s immortal dame.
The God furptiz’d would fain have ftopp’d her voice:
‘_ But he had fworn, and fhe had made her choice.

To keep his promife he afcends, and fhrowds
His awful brow in whirlwinds and in clouds;
Whilft all around, in terrible array,

His thunders rattle, and his ligh'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 fmalleft fize
Not thofe huge bolts, by which the Giants {lain
Lay overthrown on the Phlegrean plain.

*Twas of a lefler 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, ¢
TR illuftrious God, defcending from his height,

Came rufhing on her in a ftorm of light, g
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Confum’d amidft the glories the defird,
And in the terrible embrace expir’d.

But, to preferve his off-fpring from the tomb,
Fove took him {moaking from the blafted womb ;
And, if on ancient tales we may rely,

Inclos’d th’ abortive infant in his thigh.

Here, *when the babe had all his time fulfili'd,
Ino firft took him for hér Fofter-child ;
Then the Nifeans, in their dark abode,
Nurs’d fecretly with milk the thriving God.

1he Transformation of TIRESTAS.

“T'was now, while thefe tranfadions paft on earth,
And Bacchus thus procur'd a fecond birth,
When Jove, difposd to lay afide the weight
Of publick empire, ‘and the cares'of ftate;
As to his Queen in nectar bowls he quaff’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 ;
Tivefias therefore muft the caufe decide ;
For he the pleafure of each fex had try’d.

It happen’d once, within a thady wood,
Two twifted Snakes he in conjunction viewd ;
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 {elf-fame wood ;

“ And if, fays he, fuch virtue in you lye,

¢ That he who dares your {limy folds untie

“ Muft change his kind, a fecond ftroke T'll try.
Again he ftruck the Snakes, and ftood again
New-fex’d, and ftrait recover'd into Man,

Him therefore both the deities create

The foveraign umpire in their grand debate ;
And he declar’d for Jove: When Funo fir'd,
More than fo trivial an affair requird,

Deprivid him, in her fury, of his fight,

And left him groping round in fudden night.
But Jove (for fo 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 fight.

The Transformation of E ¢ H o.

Fam’d far and near for knowing things to come,
From him th’enquiring nations fought their deom ;
The fair Lrmope his anfwers try’d,

And firft th’ unerring prophet juftify’d ;

This Nymph the God Cephifus had abus'd,

With all his winding waters circumfus’d,

And on the Nereid got a lovely boy,

Whom the foft maids even then beheld with joy.

The tender dame, follicitous to know
Whether her child fhould reach old age or no,
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Confules the fage Tirefias, who replies,

“ If €er he knows himfelf, he furely dies,
Long liv’d the dubious mother in fufpence,
*Till time unriddled all the prophet’s fenfe.

Nareiffus now his fixteenth year began,
Jult rurn’d of boy, and on the verge of man ;
Many a friend the blooming youth carefs’d,
Many a love-fick maid her flame confefs'd :
Such was his pride, in vain the friend earefs’d,
The love-fick maid in vain her flame confefs’d. o

Once, in the woods, as he purfi'd the chace,
The babbling Ecko had defcry’d his face ;
She, who in other’s words her filence breaks,
Nor fpeaks her felf but when another fpeaks.
Fcho was then a maid, of fpeech bereft,
Of wonted {peech; for tho’ her voice was left,
Jumo a curfe did on her tongue impofe,
To fport with every fentence in the clofe.
Full often when the Goddefs might have caught
Jove and her rivals in the very fault,
This Nymph with fubtle ftories would delay
Her coming, ’till the lovers (lipp’d away.
The Goddefs found out the deceit in time,
And then fhe cry’d, “ That tongue, for this thy crime,
“ Which could fo many fubtle tales produce,
““ Shall be hereafter but of little ufe.
Hence °tis the 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, ftill follow’d him behind ;
When glowing warmly at her near approach,
As fulphur blazes at the taper’s touch,

She long’d her hidden paffion to reveal,

And tell her pains, but had not Words to tell :
She can’t Begin, but waits for the rebound,
To catch his voice, and to Return the found.

The Nymph, when nothing could Narcsffus move,
Still dafb’d with blufbes for her flighted love,
Livd in the fhady covert of the woods,
In folitary caves and dark abodes ;
Where pining wanderd the rejected fair,
"Till harrafs’d ount, and worn away with care,
The founding skeleton, of blood bereft,
Befides her bones and voice had nothing left.
Her bones are petrify’d, her voice is found
In vaults, where ftill it Doubles every found.

The Story of NARCISSUS.

“Thus did the Nymphs in vain carefs the Boy,
He ftill was lovely, but he ftill was coy; ;
| When one fair Virgin of the {lighted train
[ Thus pray’d the Gods, provok’d by his difdain, g
|  Oh may he love like me, and love like me in vain!
| Rbamnufia pity'd the neglecied fair,
| And with jult vengeance anfwer’d to her prayer.
Vor. I E-e
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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 refts,
Unfully’d by the touch of men or beafts ;

High bowers of fhady trees above it grow;

And rifing grafs and chearful greens below.
Pleasd with the form and coolnefs of the place,
And over-heated by the morning chace;
Narciffiss on the graffie verdure lyes :-

But whilft within the chryftal fount he tries

To quench his heat, he feels new heats arife,
For as his own bright image he firvey'd;

He fell in love with the fantaftick {hade,

And o’er the fair refemblance hung unmovid,
Nor knew, fond-youth! it was himfelf he lov'd.
The well-turn’d neck and fhoulders he defcries,
The f{pacious forebead, and the {parkling eyes ;
The hands that Bacehus might not fcorn to {fhow;
And hair that round Apolls’s head might flow,
With all the purple youthfulnefs of face,
That gently blufhes in the warry glafs,

By his own flames confum’d the lover lyes,
And gives himfelf‘the wound by which he
To the cold water oft he joins his lips,
Oft catching at the beauteous thade he dips
His arms, as often from himfelf he (lips.
Nor knows he who it is his arms purfue
With eager clafps, but loves he knows not who,

dies,
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What could, fond youth, this helplefs paffion move:
What kindle in theé this unpity’d love 2

Thy own warm blufh within the water glows,

With thee the colour’d fhadow comes and goes,

Its empty being on thy felf relies;

Step thou afide, and the frail charmer dies.

Still o%er the fountain’s wat'ry gleam he ftood,
Mindlefs of {leep, and negligent of food;
Still view’d his face, and languifivd as he view'd.
At length he rais’d his head, and thus began
To vent his griefs, and tell the woods his pain.
“ You trees, fays he, and thou furrounding grove,
Who oft have been the kindly fcenes of love,
Tell me, if ¢’er within your {hades did lye
A youth {o tortur’d, fo perplex’d as I2
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;
And yet no bulwark’d town, nor diftant coaft,
Preferves the beauteous youth from being feen,
No mountains rife, nor oceans flow between.
A fhallow water hinders my embrace;
And yet the lovely mimick wears a face
That kindly {miles, and when I berd to join
My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine.
Hear, gentle youth, and pity my complaint,
“ Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant.
¢ My charms an eafy conqueft have obtain’d
O’er other hearts, by thee alone difdain’d.
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"To the clear fountain, where again he burn’d ;

But why thould I defpair> Tm fure ke burns
With equal flames, and languifhes by turns,
When-e’er 1 ftoop he offers at a ki3,

And when my arms I ftrerch, he (tretches his:
His eye with pleafure on my face he keeps,

He fmiles my fmiles, and when I weep he weeps:
When-e’er I fpeak, his moving lips appear

To utter fomething, which I cannot hear,

“ Ah wretched me! T now begin too late

To find out all the long-perplex’d deceit ;

It is my felf T'love, my felf 1 fee;

The gay delufion is'a part of me,

I kindle up the fires by which 1 burn,

And my ewn beauties from the well return,
Whom thould I court? how utter my complaint ?
Enjoyment but produces my reftraint,

And too much plenty makes me die for want.
How gladly would I from my feIf remove!

And at a diftance fet the thing T love.

My breaft is warnvd with fuch unufiral fire,

I wifh hin abfent whom T moft defire.

And now I faint with grief; my fate draws nigh ;
In all the pride of blooming yeuth I die.

Death will the forrows of my heart relieve.

O might the vifionary youth furvive, =

I fhould with joy my lateft breath refign !

But oh! I fee his fate involv’d in mine,

el

This faid, the weeping youth again return’d
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His tears deface’d the furface of the well

With cizcle after circle, as they fell:

And now the lovely face but half appears,
O’er-run with wrinkles, and deform’d with tears.
¢« Ah whither, cries Narciffus, doft thou fly:

¢« Tet me {till feed the flame by which I die;

« et me ftill fee, tho’ Pm no further bleft.
Then rends his garment off, and beats his breaft :-
His naked bofom redden’d with the blow,

In fuch a blufh as purple clufters fhow,

Fer yet the Sun’s autumnal heats refine

Their {prightly juice, and mellow it to wine,
The glowing beauties of his breaft he fpies,

And with a new redoubled paffion dies.

As Wax diffolves, as Tce begins to run,

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 attralive charms remain;

To which the {lighted Echo fo’'d in vain.

She faw him in his prefent mifery,

Whom, f{pight of all her wrongs, {he griev'd to fee.

She anfwer’d fadly to the lover’s moan,

Sigh’d back his fighs, and groan’d to every groan:
« Ah youth! belov’d in vain, Narciffus cries ;-

« Ah youth! belov’d in vain, the Nymph replies.
¢ TFarewel, fays he; the parting {ound fcarce fell
Brom his-faint lips, but fhe reply’d, *¢ Farewel.
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Then on th’unwholfome earth he gafpiug lyes,
“Till death fhuts up thofe felf-admiring eyes.
To the cold fhades his flitting ghoft retires,
And in the Stygran waves it {elf admires,

For him the Nasads and the Dryads mourn,
Whom the f{ad Echo anfwers in her turn ;
And now the Siftet-Nymphs prepare his urn
When, looking for his corps, they only found
A rifing Stalk, with Yellow Bloffoms crown’d.

The Story of PEN T H E U s,

This fad event gave blind Z7¢fias fame,
Through Greece eftablifd in a Prophet’s name.

Th’un-hallow’d Penthens only durft deride
The cheated people, and their eyelefs guide.
To whom the Prophet in.his fury faid,
Shaking the hoary honours of his head;
“ *Twere well, prefumptuous man, ’twere well for thee
““ If thou wert eyelefs too, and blind, like me :
For the time comes, nay, ’tis already here,
“ When the young God’s folemnities appear ;
““ Which if thou doft not with juft rites adorn,
“ Thy impious carcafs, into pieces torn,
Shall ftrew the woods; and hang on every thorn.
“ Then, then, remember what I now foretel,
“ And .own the blind Terefias faw too well.
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$till Pentheus (corns him, and derides his skill,

But Time did all the Prophet’s threats fulfil.

For now thro’ proftrate Greece young Bacchus rode,
Whilft howling matrons celebrate the God.

All ranks and fexes to his Orgres ran,

To mingle in the pomps, and fll the train.

When Pentheus thus his wicked rage exprefs’d ;

« What madnefs, 7/hebans, has your.fouls poflefs’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 women’s:yells thofe ftubborn fouls difarm,

« Whom nor the fword nor trumpet eer could fright,,
¢ Nor the loud din and horror of a fight?

““ And you, our Sires, who left your old abodes,

« And fixd in foreign easth your country Gods ;

« Will you without a ftroak your city yield,

¢ And poorly quit an undifputed field 2

“ But you, whofe youth and vigour fhould infpire
« Heroick warmth, and kindle martial fire,

¢« Whom burniftvd arms and crefted helmets grace,.
« Not flowery garlands and a painted face ;-

¢« Remember him to whom you {tand ally’d:

¢« The Serpent for his well of waters dy’d.

« He fought the ftrong; do you his courage fhow,
« And gain a conqueft o'er a feeble foe.

¢ §f Thebes muft fall, oh might the fates afford.

<« A nobler doom from famine, fire, or fword!

¢ Then might the Thebans perith with renown:

¢ But now a beardlefs victor facks the town ;
« Whom
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Whom nor the prancing fteed, nor pondrous fhield,
Nor the hack’d helmet, nor the dufty field,

But the foft joys of luxury and eafe,

The purple vells, and flowery garlands pleafe.

Stand then afide, T'll make the counterfeit

Renocunce his God-head, and confefs ‘the cheat,
Acrifuus from the Grecian walls repell’d

This boafted power; why then thould Peusbeus yield 2
Go quickly, drag th’audacious boy to me;

Ill try the force of his divinity.

Thus did th’ audacious wretch thofe rites profane ;
His friends diffuade th’ audacious wretch in vain;

In vain his Grandfire urg’d him to give o'er

His impious threats ; the wretch but raves the more,

So have I feen a river gently glide,

In a fmooth coutfe, and inoffenfive tide ;
But if with dams its current we refbrain,
It bears down all, and foams along the plain,

But now his fervants came befmeard with blood,

Sent by their haughty Prince to feize the God ;
The God they found not in the frantick throng,
But dragg’d a zealous votary along,

And fcarce with-held his hands,

The Mariners transform’d to Dolphins.

Him Pentbens view'd with fary in his look,

while thus he f'pokc::

“ Yile
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“ Vile flave! whom fpeedy vengeance fhall purfue,
“ And terrify thy bafe feditious crew :

“ Thy country, and thy parentage reveal,

¢ And, why thou join’ft in thefe mad Orgies, tell,

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

““ From high Meonia’s rocky fhores T came,
“ Of poor defcent, Acactes is my name:
“ My Sire was meanly born; no oxen plow’d
¢ His fruitful fields, nor in his paftures low’d.
“ His whole eftate within the Waters lay;
“ With lines and hooks he caught the finny prey.
¢ His art was all his livelihood ; which he
“ Thus with his dying lips bequeath’d to me:
¢ In ftreams, my boy, and rivers take thy chanee;
“ There fwims, faid he, thy whole inheritance,

“ Long did T live on this poor legacy ;
“ *Till tird with rocks, and my own native sky,
“ 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 Goat,
“ The bright Téygéte, and the thining Bears,
 With all the failor’s catalogue of ftars.

“ Once, as by chance for Delos 1 defign’d,
“ My veflel, drivn by a ftrong guft of wind,
Yol. L F f ““ Moord
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Moor’d in a Chzan creek ; afhore'l went,

And all the following night in Chsos {pent. 1
When morning rofe, I fent my mates'to bring
Supplies of water from a neighb’ring fpring,
Whilft I the motion of the winds explord ;
Then fummon’d in my crew, and went aboatd.;
Opheltes heard my fammons, and with: joy
Brought to the fhoar a {oft and lovely Boy,
With more than female {weetnefs in his'look,.: |
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With fumes of wige the little captive glows,
“ And nods with fleep, and ftaggers as he goes.

“ 1 view’d him nicely; -and began to trace

Each Heavenly feature, ‘each/ Immortal grace, ;
And faw Divinity in all his face.

¢ 1 know not who, faid I, this God fhould be;

But that he is a. God'I plainly fee:

And thou, who-e’er thou art, excufe the force
Thefe men have us’d; -and oh befriend our courfe!
Pray not for us, the nimble Dsétys cry’d,

Ditlys, that could the Main-top-maft beftride,
And down the ropes with active vigour flide.

To the fame purpofe old Epopeus {poke,

Who over-look’d the oars, and tim’d the ftroke
¢ The fame the Pilot, and the fame the reft;

Such impious avarice their fouls poffeft:

¢ Nay, Heaven forbid that I fhould bear away

¢ Within my veflel {o divine a prey,

(44
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Whom ftraggling in the neighb’r’ing fields he tool.
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Said 1; and ftood to hinder their intent :
When Lycabas, a wretch for murder fent

From Tufcany, to fuffer banifhment,

With his clench’d it had ftruck me over-boatd,

Had not my hands in falling grafp’d a cord.

¢ His bafe confederates the fact-approve;

When Bacchus, (for ’twas he) begun to move,
Wak’d by the noife and clamours which they rais’d ;
And fhook his drowfie limbs, and round him gaz’d:
What means this noife? he cries; am I betray’d :
Ah! whither, whither muft I be convey’d?

Fear not, {aid Proress, child, but tell us where

You wifh to land, and truft our friendly care.
To Naxos then dire& your courfe, faid he; :
Nazxos a hofpitable port fhall be g
To each of you, a joyful home to me.

By every God, that rules the fea or sky,

The perjur'd villains promife to comply,

And bid me haften to unmoor the fhip.

With eager joy I launch into the deep;

And, heedlefs of the frand, 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 fucceed,

Said I, I'm guiltlefs of fo foul a deed.

What, fays Ethalion, muft the {hip’s whole crew
Follow your humour, and depend on you?

Ff 2 “ And
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“ And ftrait himfelf he feated at the prore,
* And tack’d about, and fought another fhore,

“ And from the deck the rifing waves furvey'd,

“ And feem’d to weep, and as he wept he faid ;
£
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“ The beauteous youth now found himfelf betray'd, 8
(
/

And do you thus my eafy faith beguile 2
Thus do you bear me to my native ifle?
Will fuch a multitade of men employ

Their ftrength againft a weak defencelefs boy 2

“ In vain did I the God-like youth deplore,
The more T begg’d, they thwarted me the mote.
And new by all the Gods in Heaven that heat
This folemn: oath, by Biechus felf, T fwear,
The mighty miracle that did enfue,

Although it feems beyond belief, is true:

The veflel, fix'd and rooted in the flood,
Unmev'd by all the hcating billows ftood.

In vain the Mariners would plow the main

With fails unfurld; and ftrike their oars in vain;
Around theit oars a twining Ivy cleaves,

And climbs the 'maft, and hides the
The fails are coverd with'a chearful green,
And Berries in the fruitful’ canvafe foen.
Amidft the waves'a fudden fortelt rears

Its verdant head, and'a nety fpring appears.

“ The God we now behold with open’d eyes ;
A herd of {potted Panthers round him lyes

cords in leaves:
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In glaring forms ; the grapy clufters fpread

On his fair brows, and dangle on his head.

And whilft he frowns, and brandifhes his fpear,
My mates, farpriz’d with madnefs. or with fear,
Leap'd over-board ; firft perjur'd Madon found
Rough Scales and Fins his fliff’ning fides furround ;.

¢ Ah what, cries one, has thus transform’d thy look >
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Strait his own mouth grew Wider as he {poke;
And now himfelf he views with like furprize..
Still at his oar th?induftrious Libys plies ;

But, as he plies, each bufy arm fhrinks in,,
And by degrecs is fafhion’d to a Fin..

Another, as he catches ata cord,

Miffes his arms, and,. tumbling over-board,
With his broad Fins and Forky Tail he laves
The rifing furge, and flounces in the waves.
Thus all my crew transform’d around the fhip,
Or dive below, or on the furface leap,

And fpout the waves, and wanton in the deep.
Full nineteen Sailors did the fhip convey,

A fhole of nineteen Dolphins round her play.

I only in my proper fhape appear,

Speechlefs with wonder, and half dead with fear,
*Till Bacchus kindly bid me fear no-more.
With him I landed on the Chiaz thore,

And him fhall ever gratefully adore.

« This forging flave, fays Penthens, would prevail,
Orer our juft fury by a far-ferch’d tale:
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“ Go, let him feel the 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, of themfelves unbarr’d ;

At liberty th’unfetter’d Captive ftands,

And flings the loofen’d fhackles from his hands.

Zhe Death of PENTHE Us.

But Pentheus, grown more furious than before,
Refolv'd to fend his meflengers no more,
But went himfelf*to the diftracted throng,
Where high Ciheron echo’d with their fong.
And as the fiery War-horfe paws the ground,
And fnorts and trembles at the trumpet’s found;
Tranfported thus he heard the frantick rout,
And rav’d and madden’d at the diftant thout.

A fpacious circuit on the hill thete ftood,
Level and wide, and skirted round with wood ;
Here the rath Penthens, with unhallowd eyes,
The howling dames and myftick Orgres (pies.
His mother fternly view’d him where he ftood,
And kindled into madnefs as fhe view’d :
Her leafy Jav’lin at her fon fhe caft,
And cries, “ The Boar that lays our country wafte!
¢ The Boar, my Sifters! aim the fatal dart,
“ And ftrike the brindled monfter to the heart,

Pentheus
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_Peunthess aftonifb’d heard the difmal found,
And fees the yelling matrons gath’ring round;
He fees, and weeps at his approaching fate,
And begs for mercy, and répents too late.
< Help, help! my aunt Autonse, he cry’d;

« Remember how your own Ateon dy’d.

Deaf to his cries, the frantick matron crops

One fkterch’d-out arm, the other o lops.

In vain does Pentheus to his mother fue,,

And the raw bleeding ftumps prefents to view:
His mother howl’d ; and, heedlefs of his prayer,.
Her trembling hand fhe twifted in, his hair,

« And this, fhe ery’d; fhall be Agave’s fhare.
When from the neck his ftruggling head fhe tore,
And in her hands the ghaftly vifage bore,

With pleafure all the hideous, trunk furvey ;

Then pulld and tore the mangled. limbs away,
As ftarting in the pangs of death. it lay.

Seon as the wood- its leafy honours cafts,

Blown off and fcatter’d by antumnal blafts,

With fuch a fudden death.lay Peuthess {lain,

And in a thoufand pieces firow’d the plain.

By fo diftinguifhing a judgment aw’d,
The Thebans tremble, - and confels the God.

a)5l0e
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The Story of Sarmacts and HeEr. |
MAPHRODITUS. |

Erom the Fourth Book of Qv ip’s Metamorphofes.

HOW’ Salmacis, with weak enfeebling ftreams

Softens the body, and unnerves the limbs,
And what the fecret caufe; fhall here be {hown ;
The caufe is fecret, but th’effe@ is known.

The Naiads nurft an infant heretofore,
That Cyrherea once to Hermes bote:
From both th’illuftrious anthors of his race
The child was nam’d; nor was it hard to trace
Both the bright Parents through the Infants face.
When fifteen years, in fda’s ool retreat,
The Boy had told, he lefe his native feat,
And fought frefh fountains in a foreign foil :
The pleafure leffen’d the attending toil.
With eager fteps the Lyeran fields he croft, ;
And fields that border on the Lycian coaft ; |

A river here he view'd (o lovely bright, 8
It thew’d the bottom in a fairer light, < IL
Nor kept a fand conceal’d from human fight, ;

The
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"The ftream producid 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 practisd 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 Dzana’s train :

Her Sifters often, as ’tis faid, wowd cry

 Fie Salmacts, what always idle! fie,

“ Or take thy Quiver, or thy Arrows feize,

¢ And mix the toils of hunting with thy eafe.
Nor Quiver fhe 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 divide;

Now in the limpid {treams fhe view’d her face,
And dreft her image in the floating glafs :

On beds of leaves the now repos’d her limbs,
Now gather’d flowers that grew about her ftreams ;
And then by chance was gathering, as {he ftood
To view the Boy, and long’d for what fhe view’d.

Fain wouwd fhe meet the youth with hafty feet,
She fain wowd meet him, but 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 a2 God, the God of love;
Yor. L G g “ But
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““ But if a Mortal, bleft thy Nurfe’s breaft,

““ Bleft are thy Parents, and thy Sifters bleft :

¢ But oh how bleft! how more than bleft thy Bride,
“ Ally’d in blifs, if any yet ally'd.

“ If fo, let mine the Stoln enjoyments be.; -

“ If not, behold a willing Bride-in me.

The Boy knew nought of love, and.toucht with {fhame,
He ftrove, and blufht, but fill the blufh became:
In rifing blufhes ftill frefh beauties rofe;;

The funny fide of Fruit fuch blafhes fhows,

And fuch the Moon, ‘when all her filver white
Turns in eclipfes to a ruddy light.

"The Nymph flill begs, if not.a nebles blifs,

A cold falute at leaft, a Sifter’s kifs :

And now prepares to take she lovely: Boy

Between her arms.  He, dnnecently coy,

Replies, “ Or leave me to my felf alone,

“ You rude uncivil Nymph, :or FIl be gone.

“ Fair ftranger then, :fays ffhe, it fhall be o ;
And, for fhefear’d hisitheeats, fhe feignid to go;
But hid within a.covert’s neighbeuring green,

She kept him-{kill.in tight, ber felf unfeen.

The Boy now fancies all the danger o'er,

And innocently fperts about the fhore,

Playful and wanten to.the{team e txips,

And dips his foot, and {hivers, ,as he dips.

The coolnefs pleas’d him, and with-eager,hafte
His airy garments on-thebanks'he caft;
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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, j
While hotter paffions in her bofom rife, g
Flufh 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 undreftupen’ 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 fhut within ‘a chryftal cafe,

Receive a glofly Iuftre from the glafs.

“ He’s mine, he's all my own, the Naid cries,
And flings off all, and after him fhe flies.

And now fhe faftens on him as he fwims,

And holds him clofe, and wraps about his fimbs.
The more the Boy refifted, and was coy,

The more fhe clipt, and kift the ftrugling Boy.
So when the wrigling Snake is fnatcht on high
In Eagle’s claws, and hiffes in the sky,

Around the foe his twitling tail he flings,

And twifts her legs, and writhes about her wings.

The reftlefs Boy flill obftinately ftrove
To free himfelf, and ftill refus’d her love.
Amidft his limbs fhe kept her limbs intwin’d,
¢ And why, coy youth, {he cries, why thus unkind!
“ Oh may the Gods thus keep us ever Join’d! g
Gg 2 “ Oh
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““ Oh may we never, never Part again! :
So pray’d the Nymph, nor did fhe pray in vain;
For now fhe finds him, as his limbs fhe preft,
Grow nearer ftill, and nearer to her breaft;
"Till, piercing each the others flefl; 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 wearia.common rind :
Both bodies in a fingle body mix,

A fingle body with a double fex.

The Boy, thus loft in Woman, now furveyd
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 prayer ;
Oh grant, that whomfoeer thefe ftreams contain,
If Man he enter’d, he may rife again

Supple, unfinew’d, and buc Half a Man!

The heavenly Parents anfwerd, fiom on high
Their two-fhap’d fon, the double votary ;
Then gave a fecret virtue to the flood,

And ting’d its fource to make his wifhes good,

2
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Some of the foregoing STORIES in
O v 1D s Metamorphofes.

On the Story of PEAETON, page 150:

TH E Story of Phaeton isz0ld with a greater air of majefty

and grandear than any other in all Ovid. It 15 indeed
the moft important fubject he treats of, except the Deluge; ‘and T
cannot but believe that this is the Conflagration be bints at in the

ﬁijﬁ Bﬂﬂ.%;

Effe quoque in fatis reminifcitar affore tempus
Quo mare, quo tellus, Corrf.;Ptaque Regia ceeli
Ardeat et mundi moles operofa laboret.

(tha' the learned apply thofe werfes to the future burming of the
world) for it fully anfwers that defeviption; if the:

| ----Cceli miferere tui, circumfpica utrumque,
Fumat uterque polus.

Bumat
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Fumat uterque polus — comes up ¢o Correptaque Regia coeli—
Befides 1t is Ovid's cuftom to prepare the reader for a Sfollowing
Jory, by giving [fome imtimations of it in @ foregomg one, which
was more particularly necellary to be done before be led us into fo
frange a flory as this ke ts now npon. '

P. 150. L 7. For in the portal, &c.] We bave here the pi-
Eure of the univerfe drawn in little.

Bala:narumque prementem
Ageona fuis immunia terga lacertis

Ageon makes a'divertimg figive in 1.

——Facies non omnibus Una
Nec Diverfa tamen: qualem decet efle fororum.

The thought 1s very, pretty, - of giving Dotis and-her daughters fuoh
a difference in thewr livks as s natural o differens perfons, and

et fuch a likenefs as fbow'd thewr affinity.

Terra viros, urbefque gerit, {ylvafque, ferafque,
Fluminaque, et Nymphas, et cxtera numina Ruris.

The lefs important ﬁgﬁres are_ well huddled together in the pro-

mifetious defiription at the end, which wéry well reprefents what
the Pamters call a Grouppe.

——Circum caput onine micantes
Depofuit radios; propiufque accedere juffit,

- P.152. 1 9. And flung the blaze, &%) It grves us a greas
mage of Phosbus, that the youth was forc'd to look on bim at a
difeance,
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diftanice, and not able to approach him till ke bad lam afide the
circle of rays that caft fuch a glory about bis bead. — And indeed
we may every where obferve in Ovid, that be never fails of a due
Loftinefs in bis Ideas, tho he wanuts 3t in his Words. Aund this 1
think infinitely better than to bave [ublime expreffions and mean
thoughts, which is generally the true charatter of Claudian and
Statius.  But this 15 uot confider'd by them who ruy down Ovid
s he grofs, for a low wmddle way of wrsmg. What canbemore
Sfimple and unadorv'd, thaw bis defeription of Enceladus i the
[txth book?

Nititur ille quidem, pugnatque refurgere fape,
Dextra fed Aufonio manus eft fubje&a Peloro,
Lava Pachyne tibi, Lilibxo.ctura premuntur,
Degravat £tna caput, {ub qui refupinus arenas
Ejeétat, flammamque fero vomit. ere Typhaus.

But ihe image we bave heve is tvuly great.and fublime, of a Gi-
ant vomiting out a sempell of five, \aund heaving up all Sicily,
with the body of an Ifland upon bis Breaft, and a-wafp Promontory,

on esther Avm.

There are few booksthat have had worfe Commentators on thers
than Ovid’s Metamorphofis.  Zhofé of the graver [ort bave been
wholly taken up in the Mythologies, and think they have appeared
very jadicions, if ‘they have fhewn us ot of an old author that
Ovid s miflaken m a Pedigree, or bas turned fuch a perfon into
a Holf that ought 10 have: bren.made a Tiger.  Others have em-
played themfelves on what never enieved witothe Poet's thoughts,
n adapting a dull moral to every flory, and making ithe perfons of
bis poems 1o be only nick-names for fuch virtues or VICES; Particu-
larly the pious Commentators Alexander Rofs, shas dived deeper

110 enr Author’s defign than, amy af the veft s for ke difcovers in
; r‘}_c;'}ﬂ'.
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brm the greatefs myfteries of the Chyiftian velygion, and fiuds al-
mofi i every page fome typrcal reprefentations of the W orid, the
Flefb, andthe Devil. "But if thefe writers bave gone 1o deep,
others have been wholly employed i the furface, moft of them fer=
orAg only 1o belp out “a School-boy i the conftruing part; or if
they go outof thewr way, 1t 1s'oply to mark ont the Gnoma of the
Author, “asithey call'them, whieh are generally the beavieft preces
of @' Poct, diftinguifbed from the reff by Iralian charatlers.  The
befi of Ovid's Expofitors is ‘he that wrote for the Danphin’s ufe,
who has very well fhewn the meaning of the author, Em‘ Seldom
reflells on brs beanties or imperfeclions ; for in moft places be ra-
ther acls the Geographer than the Critick, and mftead of pointing
ott the finenefs of a defcription, only tells You i what part of the
world the place 15 fitdared. | "I fball ‘therefore only confider Oyid
unaer the charatler of a” Poet, and endeavonr to [hew” bim im-
partially, withont the ufual prejudice of a Tranflator s whieh 1 am
the more willing to do, becanfe I believe fiuch a comment would
grve thereader a truer tafle of poetry than a comment on any other
Poet wor'd do s for in reflecting on the ancient Poets, men' think
they may venture.to pragfe all-they meet wirh in Some, and fiarce
any thing in others; but Ovid 15 confoft to have a mixture of both
kinds, to have fomething of the beft and worft poets, and by con-
fequence to be the faireft fubjeft for critecifin,

P. 152,022, My fon; fays he, &%
very nobly ufberd i, with the Terque qua
lufltre caput----and well rveprefents the danger and difficulty of
the undertaking ; but that which is its pecaliar beanty, and makes

r'r.n-m’}l Ovid’s, 7 the veprefentsng them jufl as a father won'd to
his young fo;

] Phoebus’s [peech is
terque Concutiens 1l-

Per tamen adverfi gradieris cornua Tauri,
Hamoniofque arcus, violentique ora Leonis,

Sav aque
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Savaque circnitu curvantem brachia longo
Scorpion, atque aliter curvantem brachia Cancrum,

for one while ke feares him with bughears in the way,

—Vafti quoque retor Olympi,
Qui fera terribili jaculetur filmina Dextré
Non agat hos currus; ez guid Jove majus habetur?

Deprecor hoc unum quod vero nomine Peena,
Non honor eft. Panam, Phagton, pro munere pofiis.

and inother places perfetly tattles like a Father, which by theway
wmakes the length of the fpeech very natural, and concludes with
all the fonduefs and concesn of a tender Parent.

——Patrio Pater effe metu probor. afpice vultus
Ecce meos: utinamque oculos in pectore pofles
Inferere, et Patrias intus deprendere curas! &'e.

P. 155. L 2. A golden axle, &¢.] Ovid has more turns and
#epetstions in bis words than any of the Latin Poets, which are al
ways wonderfully eafie and natural in him.  The repetition of
Aureus, and the tranfition to Argenteus, i the defiription of the
Charrot, give thefe verfes a great fweeinefs and majefly.

Aureus Axis erat, temo Aureus, Aurea fumma
Curvatura Rotz ; radiorum Argenteus ordo.

Ihid. 1. pennle. Drive *em not on dire&tly, &'c.] Several bave
endeavonred 1o vindicate Ovid againft the old objeion, that. be
mifiakes the annual for the diurnal motion of the Sun.  The Dau-
phin’s notes tell us that Ovid kuew very well the Sun did not pafs

ik % i H h thirough
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through all the Signs he names mn one day, but that he makes Phoe-
bus mention them only to frighten Phacton from the uudertaking,
But though this may anfwer Jor what Pho:bl_ls faysnbis ﬁ;:ﬂ Jpeech,
1t cannot for what is fard w this, wheve be s attually grving divedli-
ons for bis journey, and plainly

Sectus in obliquum eft lato Curvamine limes..
Zonarumque trium contentus fine polumgque
Effugit auftralem, jun&amque Aquilonibus Aréton,

defribesthe motion throngh all .:E;é Zodiac,

P. 156. L ry. And not my Chariot, &%.] Ovid’s ver/e 7
Confiliis non Curribus utere noftris.  Thss way of joning two
fuch different 1deas as Chariot and Counfel to the fame verb is
mightily ufed by Ovid, but is avery low kind of wit, and has always
in 1t @ mixture of Pun, becanfe the verh muft be taken in a diffe-
vent fenfe when at 15 jorned withone of the things, from what it bas
in conjunttion with the other. Thus m the end of this fiory be
zells you thar Jupiter flung a thunderbolt at Phaeton-—--Pariterque,
animdque, rotifque expulit Aurigam, where he makes a forced
prece of Latin (Anima expulit aurigam) thar be may couple vhe
Soul and the Wheels to the fame verb.

P. 157. L 14. Then the feven ftars, &c.] [/ wonder none of
Ovid's Commentators have taker notice of the overfight he has
committed i this verfe, where be makesthe Triones grow warm:
before there was ever fuch a fign i the heavens; for be tells us i
this very book, that Jupiter turned Califto zuto. vhis conflellation,
after ‘he bad repaired the runes that Phaeton had made in the
world.

Jbid. 1. 1x. The youth was in a maze, &c.] [t 75 impoffitle
for @ man to be drawn in a greater confufion than Phacton is; bt
the
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the Antithelis of light and davknefs a lintle flattens the defcription,
Suntque Qculis tenebrz per tantum lumen abortz.

o L x2. Arhos and Tnolus, &'c.] Ovid has bere, after
the way of the old Poets, given us a catalogue of the mountains
and rivers which were burnt. But, that I ng!st wot tire the En-
glith zeader, 1 have left out fore af thewm that make no figure in
the deﬁﬂrpmxz and inverted the order of the reft accos dm;g as the
Snoothnefs of my verfe requivd.

P. 160. L 9. *Twas then, they fay, the fwarthy Moor; @c.]
This is the only ) \Ietamorphoﬁs i all this long frory, which con-
trary 1o cuftom is inferted in the middle of ir. The Criticks may
determine whether what follows it be 7ot too great an excurfion 1
him who propofes it as his whole defign to let us kmw the chan-
ges of vhings. 1 dare fay that if Ovid had not, religionfly obferved
the reports of the anciens Mythologifts, we ' fhould bave feen Pha-
cton turwed into fom? creative o7 other that bates the lraht of the
Surt; or pérbapsinto’ an Eagle that [lill takes pleafure to gaze on i,

P. 161. 1 1. The frighted Nile, &c.] Ovid bas made a grear
many pleafant images towards the latter end of this flory,  His
ver/es on the Nile

Nilus in extremum fuglt perterrlms orbem
‘Occuluitque caput quod adhuc latet : oftia feptem
Pulverulenta vacant, feptem fine Flumine Valles.

are as novle as Virgil conld have writien ; but then be odght nos
20 bave mentiomed the channel of the fea afterwards,

Mare contrahitur, ficceque eft campus Arenz.

becanufe the thought is too near the other. The image of the Cy~

clades 75 @ very pretey one ;
Hh'2 - =-(Qu0s
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----- Quos altum texerat zquor
Exiftunt montes, et fparfas Cycladas augent,

but 1o tell us vhat the Swans grew warm in Cayfter,
-—--Medio volucres caluere Ciyfiro.
and that the Dolphins dusf? not leap,

~—Nec fe fuper ®quora curvi
Tollere confuetas audent Delphines in auras,

is tntolerably trivial on fo great a Lubjelt as the burning of the
world. '

f01d. 1, 23. The Farth at length, &%.] We have bere 4
fpeech of the Earth, which will doubtlef feens very unnatural 2o
an Englith reader. It is I believe the boldefi Profopopeeia of amy
in the old Poets; or if it were never Jo natural, Lcannot but think
Jke [peaks too much in any reafon for one in her condition,

On Evropa’s Rape, page 188.

- P.189. L. 3. The dignity of empire, &'e.] This flory is pret-
#ly told, and very well brought in by thaofe two [ferions lines,
Non bene conveniunt, nec in un fede morantur,
Majeftas et Amor. Sceptri gravitate relicti, &,
without which the whole

[fable would bave appeard very prophane.
P. 190. L 15. The frighted Nymph looks, &c.] This con-

fernation and behaviouy of Eurapa — Elufam
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——Elufam delignat imagine tauri

Furopen: verum taurum, freta vera putaras.
Ipfa videbatur terras fpectare relictas,

Et comites clamare fuas, tadtumque vereri
Affilicntis aque, timidafque reducere plantas.

15 better deferibed in Arachne’s pilure in the fixth book, than it is
bere; and in the beginning of Tatius bis Clitophon and Lencippe,
than in either place. It is indeed ufual among the Latin Poets
(who had more art and refleltion than the Grecian) #a take hold
of all opportnnities to defcribe the pitlure of any place or attion,
which they generally do better than they could the place or altion
it felf; becaufe in the defiription of a pifture you have a double
Jubject before you, either to defiribe the pifture 1t [elf, or what is
veprefented in 1t.

On the Stories in the Third Book, page 191.

il e Dot

There is [o great a variety in the arguments of the Metamor-
phofes, that he who would treat of ‘em rightly, ought to be a ma-
fier of all files, and every different way of writing.  Ovid -
deed [hows himfelf moff i a familar flory, where the chief grace -
i5 29 be pafie and natural; but wants nesther firength of thought
nor expreffion, when he endeavours after 1t, n the more ublime
and manly fubjelts of bis poern. In the prefent fable the Serpent
is terribly defcribed, and his behaviour very well imagined, the
atlions of both parties in the encounter are natural, and the lan=
guage that reprefents them more firong and mafiuline than what we
ufiually meet with in this Poet: if there be amy faults in the nar-
ration, they are thefe, perbaps, which follow.

P. 193,
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P. 193. 1. 24. Spire above fpire, &c.] Ovid, # make bis
Serpent more terrible, and 1o raife the charatler of bisChampion,
z{!r,{u'x{yx‘{'e’iﬁ too great a loofe to bis sinagination, and exceeded all
the bounds of probability. He tells us, that when be rafed up bur
half his body ke over-loked a tall foreft of Oaks, and that bis
whole body was as large as that of the Serpent in the skies; None
but a madman wounld have astacked fuch a monfler as this 15 de-
Seribed to be; nor can we bave any aotion of a wmortal’s Jfranding
againft him. Virgil_ s #ot @%ﬁmegf of making Eneas Sy and
sremble at the [ight of a far lefs formidable foe, ‘where be grves us
the defiription of Polyphemus, s zhe third book; ke knew very
well that amonfler was not a proper enemy for bis hero to encous-
ter: But we [bould certainly bave feen Cadmus hewing down the
Cyclops, had he fallen in Ovids way; or #f Statius’s lirle Ty-
deus bad been thyown on Sicily, 22 75 probable be wonld uor have
Jpared one of the whole brotherhood,

~-=-=-Pheenicas, five illi tela parabant,
Sive fugam, five ipfe timor prohibebat utrumque,
Occupat : ----—

P 194. L 1. Tnvain the Tyrians, &) The: Poer could nor
keepsup bis narrasion all alwng,. in the gravdens wnd magnificence
of “an-heroick flile: He has beve funk into 1w Satnefs of profe,
wherebé tellsus the behaviour of the: Tyrians as 1he Sight' of the
Serpent :

~~~~~~ Tegimen' direpta Leoni
Pellis erat; telum fplendenti Tancea ferro;
Et Jacaluny; -teloque animus praftantior orhni.

And in & few lines after lets drop the majefly of bis verfe, for the
Jake of oue of his little 1urns.  Hiwdses he banguifb in that which
leems
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[feems a labour'd line? Triftia fanguinea lambentem vulnera lin-
gud.  And what pains dues be take 1o exprefs the Serpent’s break-
ing the force of the flroke, by [brinking back from u?

Sed leve yulnus erat, quia fe retrahebat ab iGu,
L z(aque colla dabac retro, plagamque federe
Cedendo fecit, nec longiis ire finebat.

P. 196. 1. wls. And flings the future, &°c.| The defersprron of
the wmen vifing out of the ground is as beaniful a paffage as any 178
Ovid: 1t firikes the smagination very Sirongly; we Jfee thewr o
tion in the firfi part of i, and their multirude in the Mefhs viro-
rum @ laft. '

P. 197. 1. 5. The breathing harvelt, ¢5e] Meffis clypeata
viroram. ke beanty in thefe words wonld have been greater,
had, only Meflis vivoram been exprefféd without clypeata; for the
veader’s mind wonld bave been delighted with Twa fuch differens
Ideas compounded sogether, but can [tarce attend to fuch a eom-
plete image as ts made out of all Three.

This way of mixing two different ldeas together 1 one rmage,
as it is a great [urprize to the reader, is a great-beauty m poetry,
if there be fufficient ground for it in the nature of the thing that
is defevibed, -~ The Latin Poets are very full of 12, efpecially the
worf3 of them, for the more correlt ufe i but [paringly, as indeed
the nature of thingswill feldom afford a juft occafion for it. When
any thing we defcribe has accidentally n 1t fome quality that
feems repugnant to its natire, or 1S Very extraordinary and wn-
commion in things of that [pecies, fuch @ compounded image as we
are now fpeaking of is made, by turning this qualiy into an epi-
thete of what we deferibe. Thus Claudian, having gor a bollow
ball of Chryfial with water in the midfs of 1 for bis fitbject, takes
the advantage of confidering the Chryflal as hard, [fiony, f;}ec}am

W ater,
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Water, and the Water as foft, fluid, mmperfeit Chryfal; and thas
Jports off above a dozen Epigrams, in fetting bis Words and ldeas
at variarce anwng one. another. ~He 'bas a greas many beanties
of this nature in bim, butbe gives birafelf up fo much 1o this way
of writing, that awan may eafily know where to meet with them
when ke fees bis fubject, and often firains fobard for them that be
many times makes bis deferiptrons’bombaflic and unnatural, BWhat
work would he have made with Virgil's Golden Bough, bad ke
becw to'defcribe it We Jhould certainly have feen the vellow Bark,
golden Sprouts, radiant Leaves, blooming Metal, branching Gold,
and all the Quarrels that conld have been raifed between words of
Such: diffevent natures: When we. fee Virgil contenred with bis
Aurifrondentis ; and what isthe Jame, though much finer expre(fed,
----- Frondelcit virga Merallo. 7his compofition of different ldeas
25 often met with in awhole fentence, where circumflances ase bap-
pilyreconciled that feem wholly foreign to each other ;5 and is often
Sound among the Latin Poess, ( for the Greeks wanted At for 2t)
tn their.defiriptions of Pictures, Images, Dreams, Apparitions,
Metamorphofes, and the like; where they brang together two fuch
thwarting ldeas, by making one part of their deferiptions relate to
the veprefentation, and the other to the thing that is reprefented.
Of this nature is that wverfe, which, perbaps, s the [Vittieff in
Virgil; Actollens humeris Famamque et Fata nepotum, /En. 8.
where be defiribes AEneas carrying on bis Shoulders the Reputa-

tion and Fortunes of bis Poflerity ; which, though very odd and fur-
prizing, is planly made out, when we confider how thefe difa-
greemmg ldeas are veconciled, and bis Pofleruy's fame and fate made
portable by being engraven on the fbield.  Thus, when Ovid tells
us that Pallas tore i pieces Arachne’s work, where fhe had em-

browdered.all the rapes that the Gods bad-committed, be fays-—-Ru-

pit ceeleftia Crimina. 1 /ball conclude this tedions veflection with

an excellent firoke of this nature, out of Mp. Montagu’s Poews

to the King; where be tells us bow the King of France would

have
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have been celebrated by bis fubjects, if be bad ever gained fuch an
bonouyable wound as King Williamv’s az the fiohs of the Boin:

His bleeding arm had-furnifb’d all their rooms,
And ran for ever parple in the Looms.

EsA B I

P. 198. 1. 3. Here Cadmus reign’d.| This 1s a pretty folemn
tranfition to the flory of A&zon, which is allnatarally told. The
Goddefs, and her Maids undre(fing ber, are defcribed with di-
verting circumfiances. A&zon’s flight, confufion and griefs are
paffionately reprefented ; but it is pity the whole Narrasion [hould
be [o carelefly clofed up.

—-Ut abefle queruntur, _
Nec capere oblatz fegnem fpe&acula pradze.
Vellet abefle quidem, fed adeft, velletque videre,

Non etiam fentire, Canum fera facta fuorum.

P. 20r1. 1 18. ‘A generous pack, &'%.] I bave nat bere trou-
bled my [Elf to call over Aétzon’s pack of dogs in rhime: Spot
and Whitefoot make but a mean figure in beroick verfe, and the
‘Greek names Ovid ufes would fonnd a great deal worfe.  He clo-
fés up bis own catalpgue with a kind of a jeft on 1, Quolquereferre
mora eft——=whech, by the way, is too light and full of bumons

for the other fertous parts of this flory.

This way of inferting Catalogues of proper names in their Poems,
the Latins zook from the Greeks, but have made them more plea-
fant than thofe they wnitate; by adapting [o many delightful cha-
rallers'to thewr perfons names; i which- part Ovid's copionfuefs
of invention, and great infight inte nature, has grven him the pre-
cedence to all the Poels that ever.came before or after bim.  The

Xeor. 1. Ii Jinoothnefs
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Sinvorhriefs of ‘vur Englith wer/e'is roo much boft-by the vepetition of
proper Hames,; which'ss otherwife véry natnial and abfylurely ‘ne"
ceflary in fome cafes; as before a battel, to raie in our mnds an
anfwerable expeltation éf the'event, anid'a kvely Tdea of the’num-=
bers that are engaged.  For'had Fomer o Vikgil only told s 'in
two or three lLines before their fights, ihat there were forty thou-
Jand of each fide, our imagination* conld' not poffibly have been fo
affeited, aswhen we fee-every Leader fingled out, and-every Re=
gitaent in @ manner drawn up before our eyes,

F &b, .l

P.203. 'L 1o. ‘How Semele, &cc.| This'is oué of Ovid’s fi~'
nifbed flortes.  The tranfitron to # is jproper aud unforced: " Juno,
i ber two [peeches, alts incomparably well the parts of a refent-
wng Goddefs and a tattling Nurfe: Jupiter makes a verymajefiick
fiaure with bis Thunder and Lightning, ‘but it is fiill fuch a one’as
Shows wha drew it 5 for who' does not plainly difcover OVId’s band,
wn the :

Qud tamen ufque poteft,’ vires fibi detnere tentat:
Nec;, quo centimanum dejecerat igne Typhcea,
Nunc armatur eo: nimium feritatis in illo.

Eft alind leyius fulmen, cni dextra Cyclopum
Sevitiz flammaque minus, minus addidit Irz,
Tela Secunda vocant fuperi.

P. 204. L 12. "Tis well, fays the, &c.] Virgil bas made a-
Bero€ of one of bis Goddeffes in the fifth Aneid; but if we com-
pare the [peech fhe there makes with that of ber name=fake in this
feory, we may find the genins of each’ Poet diftevering it [elf ‘in
the language of the Nurfe: Nirgils Ivis could not bave fpoken more
majeflically in ber own fhape; but Juno is fo much dff‘)ered from
ber felf in Ovid, ‘thay ‘the Goddefs 75" quite loft i the Old we-
A : FAB.
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F.A B. V.

P.209. L 7. Shecan’t begin, &'c.] If playing on words be
excnfuble in amy Poem it is in this, where Echo 15 a [peaker; but
it is. fumean a kind of wit, that if it deferves excufe 1 can claim

“#HO IOre,

My Locke, in bis Effay of human underftanding, Aas grven
5. the beft account of ‘Wi 1 fhort, that can any wheie be “met
ith, Wity fays be, lyes in the affemblage of Ideas, and put-
ting thofe together with quicknefs and variery, wherein can be

. found ary refemblance or congruity, thereby to make up pleafant

pictures and ‘agreeable vifions i the fancy. Thus does True wit,
as ‘this  incomparable” Author obferves, generally confifi i the
Likenefs of Ideas, and is more or lefs TWit, as this likenes vz Ideas
25 amore [urprizing and mejge&’ed, But a5 True wit is nothing
elfe but a fimilude in Ideas, [o is Falfe wit the fimilinde in

S Wards, whether it lyesin the likenefs of Letters only, asin Anagram
S and Actoftic ;- ‘or of Syllables, as i Doggrel vhimes; or whole

Words, as Puns, Echa's, and the like. Befide thefe two kinds
of Falfe and Tiue wit, there is another of a middle nature, that
bas fomething of bath init.  FWhen in two Idess that have fome

_refemblance with:each athery-and are both ¢xprelfed by the fime

word,. we make ufe of the ambigmry of the word. to. [peak-that' of
one ldea included ander: it,  which is proper to.the other. - Thus,
Sforexample; moft langnages have hat. on the word, which: proper-
ly fignifies Fire, to exprefs Love. by, (and therefore we may be. fure
there is fome vefemblance in the Ideas mankind bave of them;)
from hence the witty Poets of all languages, when they: bave once
called Love a fire, confider it s donger. as the paffions but fpeak
of it underthe, notion of &;ireal fire, and, as thestnrn of it re-
quires, make the fame: word-inthe. Jfame femrcnce [tand. for resthey
of the Ideas that 1s annexed 1o it. . When Ovid’s Apollo falls i

Li 2 love

i
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love he burns with a new flame; when the S, ea-Nympbhs languifb
with this paffion, they kindle i the water; the Greek Epigram-
matifl fell in love with ove that feng a funow-ball: ar bim,; and
therefore takes oceafion to admire bow fire conld be thus concealed
in fwow. I fhort, whenever the Poet feels, amy thing i this
love that refembles Jomething in five, he carries on this agreement
into @ kind of allegory; but if, as in the preceding inflances, he
Sinds any circumftance in bis Jyve contrary o the natare of fire,
ke calls bis love a_fire, and by joining this cercumflance 1o it fur-
prifes bis reader with a JSeeming contradition. I fhould not have
dwelt fo long on this inflance, had it not been Jo frequent in Ovid,
who 1s the greateft admirer of this mixed wir of all the Aucients,
as our Cowley s among the Moderss, Homer, Virgil, Horace,
and the greateft Poeis feorned it, as indeed i i only fit. for Epi-
gram and little copies of verfes; one wonld wonder therefore how
[0 fublime a genius as Milton could Sometimes fall into it, in fuch
a work as ap Kpic Poem. - But we muft attribute it to his bumony-
g the vicious tafte of the age be lwed in, and the Jalfe judg-
ment of our dnlearned Englifh readers in general, who have few
of them a relifb of the more mafculine and noble beautzes of Paerry.

B AR VI

Ovid feems particalarly pleafed with the Jibjelt of this ftiry,
but has uotortonfly fallen into a fault be is often taxed with, of not
knowing when he has faid enough, by bis endeavouring to excel.
How bas be turned and twifted that one thought of Narciflus's be-
wng the perfon beloved, and the lover 155 ?

Cun&aque miratur quibus eft mirabilis iple.
----- Qui probat, ipte probatur.
Dumque petit petitur, pariterque incendit et ardet:
Atque oculos idem. qui decipit incitat error,
Rerque oculos perit ipfe fuos-=—5=

e 1
Uror amore mej flammas moveoque fcroque, &’c.

{
|
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Bis we-cannot meet with a better inflance of the extravagance and
wantonnefs of Ovid’s fancy, than in that particular circumfance
at the end of the flory of Narciflus’s gazmg on bis face after death
in the Stygian waters.  The defign was very bold, of making a
By fall inlrve with bimfelf bere on earth, but to torture bimwsith
the fame ]paﬁan after death, and not to let bis ghoft reft in: quet,
was intolerably cruel and uncharnable.

P.216. I 0. But whillt wichin, &’.] Dumque fitim fedare
cupit {itis altera crevit. /e bave bere a touch of that Mixed wit
I have before [poken of, but I think the meafure of Pun i it vut=
weighs the True wit 5 for if we exprefs the thought i other words
the turn is almoft lifi-  This paffage of Narciflus probably gave
Milton zhe hint of applying it o Evé, though I think ber-furprize
at the fight of ber own face.in the water, far more juft and natu-
ral, “than this of Narciflus. She was a raw unexperienced Be-
ing, juft creavéed; and therefore niight eafily be fubject 1o thedelu-
fion; buz Natciflus had been-in the world fixteen years, was bro-
ther and [on to the water-nymphs, and therefore to be fuppofed
converfant with fountains long before this fatal mifiake.

P. 2i1: 112, You trees, fays he, €°c.] Ovid s very Juftly
celebrated for the paffionate [peeches of bis Poem. They bave ge-
nerally abundance of Nature in thert; but 1 deave it to better. judg-
ments to confider whether they ave not oftex too witty and 100 te=
diows. The Poesinever cares for [mothering a good thought thas
comes in his way, and never thinks ke can draw tears enough from
bis reader, by which means. our grief 15 either dwerted or [pent
before we come to bis conclufion; for we cannor at the fame time
be delighted with the wit of the Poct, and concerned for the gyer—

fon thar [peaks it ; and a great Cratick nas admirably well obfer-
ved, Lamentationes debent efle breves et concifx, nmam Lachry-

mzx fubito excrefcit, et difficile eft Aunditorem vel Lectorem in
: {aummo

X
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fommo animi affe@u diu tenere. « Wonld any one in Narciffus’s
condition bave 1y d. Otut——mmm Inopem me Copia fecit?> Oz can an
thing be more uunatural than to tusn off from brs Jorrows for the
fake of a pretty weflettion?

O utinam noftro {ecedere corpore poflem!
Votum in Amante novum; vellem, quod amamus, abeflet,

Nowe, I fuppofe, can be much grieved for ane that is Jo witty on
bis owp afflictions.  But I think we may every where obferve
“Ovid, hat he employs his Invention moré than bis Judament, gnd
Jpeaks all the sngensous things that can be Jaid on the. fubjelt, ra-
ther thau thofe which are particularly proper to the perfon and
ccurflances of the. [peaker.,

B A -Be "\l

Poary. L 7. When' Pentheus thus.): Thereis a great deal of
Jpirit and fire i this [peech of Pentheus;but I delieve none b
Jides Ovid would have ‘thought of the transforination of the Ser-
pent’s teeth for: an meitement 19 the Thebans courage,. . when - he
defires them not to degenerate from their grear Fore-father the

oDragon; and-draws a parallel berweeyithe bebavisy of thewm both,

Efte, -precor memores, qué fitis {tirpe creati,
Illinfque animos, ‘qui multos perdidit unus,
Sumite {erpentis; « pro, fontibus ille,, lacuque
Interiity ‘at-vos:pro fama vineite vefbra.
Ille:dedit Letho fortes, vos pellite:mollcs,
Et:patrium revocate: Decus,----

E AvB. VL

dbe flary of Acetes has abundance of nature: in all 1he parts of
#ty.as well i vhe defiription of bis own parentage and employment,

@S
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as in that of the failors charatlers and manners.  But the [bort
[peeches feattered up and down in.it, which make the Latin very
naturaly-cannot appear fo-well 1n-our-langunage; - which- is--much-
more flubborn and unpliant, and therefore are but as [o many
rubs in the flory, that are flill turning the narration out of #s pro-
per courfe.  The transformation. at the latter end is wonderfully

beantiful,
F A B IX

Ovid has two very good Similes on Pentheus, where be com-
pares him to a River in a former froryy and 10 a War-borfe i the.

prefent.

A D




e e S S

VIRGILs GEORGICS.

IR G IL may be reckoned the firlt who introduced three

new kinds of Poetry among the Romans, which he co-

pied after three the greateft mafters of Greece. Theocritus and
Homer have {till difputed for'the. advantage over him in Pa-
floral and Heroscs, but X think all are unanimous in giving
him the precedence to Hefiod in his Gesrgics.  The truth of
it is, the fweetnefs and mfticity of a Pafloral cannot be fo well
exprefled in any other tongue as in the Greek, when rightly
mixed and qualified with the Dorsc dialeét; nor can the ma-
jefty of an Hleroic Poem any where appear fo well as in this
langnage, ‘which has a natural greatnefs init, and can be often
rendered more deep and fonorous by the pronunciation of the
lomans. Butinthe Middle ftile, where the writers in both tongues
are on a level, we fee how far /7rg has excelled all who have
writtem in the fame way with him, , "There
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There has: been ‘abundance of Criticifin’ fpent on Flrgil’s
Paflorals and Alneids, but the Georgios are a fubjeét which
none of the Critics have fafficiently taken into their confide-
ration ; moft of them paffing it over in filence, or cafting it
under the fame head with Pafloral; a divifion by no means
proper, unlefs we fuppofe the ftile of a Husbandman ought to
be imitated in a Gesrgic, as thac of a Shepherd is in Pafloral.
But though the fcene of both thefe Poems lies in the fame
place; the fpeakers in them are of a quite'different charaéter,
{inee the precepts of | husbandry are not-to ‘be delivered Wlth
the fimplicity of a Plowman, -but with the addrefs of a Poet.
No rules therefore that relate to Paflaral, can any way affe®
the Georgics, fince thoyfall under that clafs of Poetry, which
confifts in giving plain and direét infbuétions to the reader ;
whether they bé Moral duties; as thofe of Zhesgns and Pytha-
goras; or Philofophical fpeculations, as thofe of Aratus and
Lieretivs ; or Rules of pradtice, as thofe of Hefisd and Virgil.
Among thefe different kinds of fubjeéts,  that w hich the Gm—
gres go upon, is T think ‘the meaneft and leaft improving,
but the moft pleafing and delightful. ~ Precepts' of morality,
befides the natural corruption of our tempers, which makes us
aveife 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 Poetly Na-
tural Philofophy thas indeed fenfible objeéts to work upon, but
then it often puzzles the Reader with the intricacy of its
notions, « and perplexes him with the multitude of its di-
{putes. But this kind of Poetry I am now [peaking of, addref-
fes it {elf wholly to the imagination: It is altogether conver-
{ant amony the fields and woods, and has the o delighttul
part of Nature for its province. It raifes in our minds a Pl-::;.n-
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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. 4
Georgic rherefore 15 fime part of the feience of bushandry put into
a pleafing drefs, and fet off with all the Beauties and Embellyfh-
meunts 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 fame time
moft capable of ornament.  Firgil was fo well acquainted
with this fecret, - that to fet off his fitft Georgic, he has run
into a fet of precepts, which are almoft forcign to his fubject,
in that beautiful account he gives us of the Signs in Nature,
which precede the changes of the weather,

And if there be fo much art in the choice of fit precepts,
there is much more requiréd in the treating of cthem; 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 they join ;
as in a curious brede of needle-work, one colour falls away by
fuch juft degrees, and another rifes fo infenfibly, that we fee the
variety, without being able to diftinguifh the rotal vanifhing
of the one from the firft appearance of the other. ' Nor is it
fufficient to range and difpofe this body of precepts into a
clear and eafte method, unlefs they are delivered to usin 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
diftinguithes Poetry from Profe, and makes Fargil's rules of
Husbandry pleafanter to read than Fzrros. Where the Profe-
writer tells us plainly what ought to be doné, the Poer often

conceals
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conceals the precept in a defeription, and reprefents his Coun-
try-man performing the acion in which he would inftruét his
reader. 'Where the one fets out as fully and diftinétly as he
can, all the parts of the truth, which he would communicate
to us; the other fingles out the moft pleafing circumftance of
this truth, and fo conveys the whole in a more diverting man-
ner to the underftanding. 1 fhall give one inftance out of a
multitude of this narure that might be found in the Georgics,
where the reader may fee the different ways /sl has taken
to exprefs the fame thing, and how much pleafanter every
manner of expreffion is, than the plain and dire& mention of
it would have been. It isinthe fecond Gesrgic, where he tells
us what Trees will bear grafting on each other.

£z fepe alterius vamos impune videmus

Vertere i alterius, mutatamgue infita mala
Ferve pyrum, et prunss lapidofa rubefcere corna.
————— Steriles Platan: malos gefJere valentes,
Caftanee fagos, ornufque tncanuit albo

Flore pyre: Glandemque fues fregere fub ulmis.
~——=Nec longum tempus: et ingens

Exut ad Caclum ramis felicibus arbos ;
Miraturque novas frondes et non fua poma.

Here we fee the Poet confidered all the effeéts of this union
between Trees of different kinds, and took notice of that ef
fe& which had the molt furprize, and by confequence the
moft delight in i, 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 pracifed by 77
g, who loves to fuggeft'a truth indire@ly, and without gi-
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ving us a full and open view: of it, ' to let us fee juft fo much
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 wich
its own difcoveries, . only takes the hiat from the Poet, .and
feems to work out the reft by the ftrength 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 ; but {ometimes to relieve the Sub-
ject wich a moral reflection, or letit reft a-while for the fake
of a pleafant and pertinent digreflion.  Nor is it fufficient to
run out into beautiful and diverting digreflions (as it is gene-
rally thought) unlefs they are brought in aptly, and are fome-
thing of a piece with the main defign of the Gesrgre : For
they ought te have a ‘remote alliance at leaft to the fubje&,
that fo the whole Poem tay be more unifotm and agreeable
in all its parts: We fhould never quite lofe fight of the Coun-
try, 'thc}ugh we are fometinies enteértained with a diftant pro-
{pect of it.  Of this natare are Virgil’s defcriptions of the ori-
ginal of Agriculiure, of the froitfulnels of Haly, of a country
life, and the like, which ‘are not brought in by force, but ma-
turally rife out of the principal argument and defign of the
Poem. I know no one digreflion /in the Georgics that may
{eem to contradict this obfervation, befides that in the latter
end of the Firlt book, where the Poet launches out into a di-
{courfe of the battel of Pharfalia, and the aétions of Augufpis :
But it is worth while to confider how admirably he has turned
the
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¢he cowfe of his;narration into its proper channel, and made
his Husbandman concerned even in what relates to the bateel,
in thofe inimitable lines, :

Stilicet ‘et tempus veniet, cum finibus illis

Agricola meayvn terram molitus aratro,

Fxefa muveniet [tabra vubigine pila:

Aut gravibus raflyis galeas pulfabit manes,
Grandiague effo|fis mirabitur offa fepulchris.

And afterwards {peaking of Augaftus's a&ions, ‘he ftill remem-
bers that Agrsculture ought to be fome way hinted ar through-
out the whole Poem.

----- Non ullus aratro
Dignus bonos : [qualent abdutlss arva colonss:
E? curva rigidum [alces conflantur 1 enfem.

We niow tome to the Stile which is proper to-a Gesrgic;
and indeed this is the part onwhich the Poet muft lay out all
his ftrength,. that his words miay be warm and glowing, and
that every thing he defcribes may immediately prefent it felf,
and rife up to the reader’s view. He ought in particular to be
careful of not letting his fubjeét debafe his ftile, and betray
him into.a meannefs of expreffion, but every where to keep
up his verfe in allthe pomp of numbers, and dignity of words.

I think nothing which is a Phrafeor Saying in common
talk, fhould be admitted into aferious Poem ; becaunfe it takes
off from: the {olemnity of the expreffion, and gives ittoo greata
tutn of familiarity : Much lefs ought the fow phrafes and terms
of are, that are adapted to Husbandry, haveany place in fuch
awotk as'the Georgre, which is mot to appear-in the -natural

fimplicity
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fimplicity and nakednefs of its fubjec, but in the pleafanteft
drefs that Poctry can beftow on it. Thus /; irgil, to deviate
from the common form of words, would not make ufe of
Zempore but Sydere in his firlt verfe ; and every where elfe abounds
with Metaphors, Grecifins, and Circumlocutions, to give his
verfe the greater pomp, and preferve it from finking into a
Plebean ftile.  And herein confifts Virgibs mafter-piece, who
has not only excelled all other Poets, but even himfelf in the
language of his Gesrgics; where we receive more ftrong and
lively Ideas of things from his words, than we could have done
from the objects themfelves: And find our imaginations more
affected by his defcriptions, than they would have been by
the very fight of what he defcribes.

I fhall now, after this fhort fcheme of rules, confider the
different fuccefs that Hefiod and Virgil have met with in this
kind of Poetry, which may give us {fome further notion of the
excellence of the Gesrgies. To begin with Heffod; if we may
guefs at his charaGer from his writings, he had much more
of the Husbandman than the Poet in his temper: He was
wonderfully grave, difcreet, -and frugal, he lived altogether
in the country, and was probably for his great prudence the
oracle of the whole neighbourhood. Thefe principles of good
Husbandry ran through his works, and directed him to the
choice of titlage and merchandize, for the fubje& of that
which is the moft celebrated of them, He js every where bent
on inftruction, aveids all manner of digreffions, and does
not {tir -out of the field once in the whole Gesrgrc. © His me-
thod in defcribing month after month with its proper feafons
and employments,. is too grave and fimple ; it takes off from
the furprize and variety of the Poem,: and makes the whole

look
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look but like 'a modern Almanack in verfe. ~ The reader is
carried through a courfe of weather, and may before-hand
guefs whether he is to meet with fnow or rain, clouds or fun-
fhine in the next defcription.  His deferiptions indeed have
abundance of nature in them, but then it is nature in her Gm-
plicity and undrefs. Thus when he {peaks of Fanuary; ¢ The
wild beafts,  fays he, run {hivering 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; but it is not fo bad with the Sheep, becaufe they have
¢ a thick 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’ Thus does the old gentleman give himfelf
up to a loofe kind of tattle, rather than endeavour afrer 2 juft
Poetical defcription.  Nor has he fhewn more of art or judg-
ment in the precepts he has given us, which are fown fo very
thick, that they clog the Poem too much, and are often (o
minute and full of circumftances, that they weaken and un-
nerve his verfe. But after all, we are beholden to ki for-
the firft rough sketch of a Georgic: Where we may {till" difco-
ver fomething venerable in the anticknefs of the work; bue if
we would fee the defign enlarged, the figures reformed, the
colouring laid on, and the whole piece finithed, we muft ex-
pect it from a greater mafter’s hand.

#argil has drawn out the rules of Tillage and Planting ‘into -
two books, which Hefiod has difpatched in- half 2 one; bue-
has o raifed the natural rudenefs and fimplicity of his-fubject !
with fuch a fignificancy of expreffion, fuch a pomp of verfe,
fuch variety of tranfitions, and fich a folemn air in his reflec-

tions, _
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cions, that if we look on both Poets together, ~we/fee in one
the pl’unmﬁ of a downright Countryman, and in the ‘other,
{omething of a ruftick ijcl{y, like that of a Roman D;&ator
at the plow-tail.  He delivers the meanelt of his precepts
with a kind of grandewr, he breaks the clods and tofles the
dung about with an air of gracefulnefs. *His prognoftications
of the weather are taken out of Aratus, where we may fce how
judicioufly he has picke out thofe that are moft proper for his
Husbandman’s obfervation; how he has enforced the expreffi-
on, and heightened the images which hefound in the original.

T'he fecond book has more wit in it, and a greater bold-
nefs in its metaphors than any of the reft:  The Poer with a
areat beauty, = applies oblivion, ignorance, wonder, defire,
and the like, to his Trees. = The laft Gedgsgic has indeed as
many metaphors, but not fo daring as this; for humana
thoughts and paflions may be more naturally afcribed to a Bee,
than to an inanimate Plant. « He who reads over the pleafures
of a Country life; as they are.deferibed by /2 g/l in the latter
end of this book, can {carce be of /irgils mmd in preferring
even' the life of a Philofopher to it

We may I think read the Poet’s clime in his! defeription,
for he feems to have been in a fweat at the writing of ic.

—————— O quzs me gelidss fub montibus Hen:
Siflar, et wngents vamorum protegat umbra !

And is every where mentioning among his chief pleafures, the
coolnefs of his fhades and rivers, wvales and gluttm which a

more Northern Poeét would havc omitted for the defeription
of a funny hill, and fire-fide.

The
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‘The Third Georgrc feems to be the moft labouted of them
all ; there,is a wonderful vigour and fpirit in the defcription of
the Horfe and Chariot-race., The force of Loveis reprefented
in noble inftances; and very fublime expreffions. . The Secy-
thian winter-piece appears fo very cold and bleak to the eye,
that a. man; can fcarce. look on; it without fhivering. - , The
Murrain at the end has all the expreflivenefs that words can
give. . It was herethat the Poet {trained hard ‘te out-do Lu-
cretins-in the defeription of his plague, and if the reader would
fee what fuccefs he had, he may find it at large in)Scaliger,

But /gl {eems no where fo; well pleafed,  as when he. is
got among his Bees in the Fourth Gesrgre: and ennobles the
acions of {o trivial a creature, ~with metaphors drawn from
the moft important concerns of mankiad. . | His verfes are not
in a greater noife and hurry in the battels of Auess and Zur-
nus,” than in) the -engagement of two fwarms. . And as in his
AEneiss he compares the labours of his Zrgjans to thofe of Bees
and Pi(mires, - here he compares, the labours of the Bees to
thofe of the, Cyelops:. - In fhort, . the. laft. Georgic was a good
prelude to the Awess; and very well {hewed what the Poet
could do-in the defcription of what was. really great, by his
deferibing - the mock-grandeur- of .an Infect with fo good a
grace. There is: more pleafantnefs in the . little platform
of a: garden,, which he gives us-about. the middle of . this
booky. than in .all the {pacious walks: and water-works of
Rapin.: The {peech, of Protens at the end can never be enough
admized, . and was indeed very fit to conclude {o divine a,work.

After this particular.account of the Beautics;in. the: Georgrcs,
I {hould in the next place, endeavour, to;point. out its; Imper-
fections, if it has any.  But though I think there are fome

Viors In ° 0§ few




258 An E ssA vy, £

few parts in it that are net fo beautiful as the reft, ' T- fhall not
prefume to name’ themy, as rather fufpedting ‘my ‘own judg-
ment, than I can believe a fault to be in that Poeém, which
lay o long under Vrgil’s correQion, and had his laft hand
put to it.  The firft Gesrgrc was probably burlefqued in the
Author’s life-time; for we ftill find in the Scholiafts a verfe
that ridicoles part of a line tranflated from Hefod.  Nudns ara,
Jere nudus—-= And we may eafily guefs at the judgment of this
extraordinary Critick, whoever he was, from his cenfuring
this particular precept. We may be fure F77gsl would not have
tranflated it from FHefiod, had he not dif¢overed fome beauty
in it; and indeed the beauty of it'is what T have before ob-
ferved to be frequently met with in Firgs, the delivering the
precept fo indire@ly, ‘and fingling out the particular circum-
ftance of fowing and plowing Naked, to fuggélt to us that
thefe employments are proper only in the Hot feafon of the
year.

I fhall not here compare the flile of the Gesrgics with that
of Lucretrus, which the' reader may fee already done in the
preface to the'fecond 'volume of ' Miyfeellany Poems; ~ but ' fhall
conclude this Poem to be ‘the moft complete; elaborate, and
finifht piece ‘of all Antiquity. © The Zueis indeed is ‘of ‘2 No-
bler kind, but thé ‘Georgre s more Perfet in its'kind. The
Aness has a greater variety of beautiés'in it, but-thofe of the
Georgic are more exquifite. © In fhort, the Gesrgic has all the
perfection that can’ be ' expeéted in a Poem written by ‘the
greateft Poet in the flower of his age, when his' ifivention ‘was
ready, his imagination warm, hi§ judgment fettled, 'and all
his faculties in' their full vigour and maruricy.

R .. nll0
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As it is Acted at the

THEATRE-RoYAL in Drury-Lane,

B Y

His MAJESTY’S SERVANTS.

Ecce Spetaculum dignum, ad quod refpiciat, intentus operi fuo, Deus?
Ecce par Deo dignum, vir fortis cum mald fortund compofitus! Now
video, inquam, quid babeat in terris Fupiter pulchrius, fi convertere
animum wvelit, quam ut [peftet Catonem, jam partibus non [emel

fraétis, nibilominis inter ruinas publicas erecium,
Sen. de Divin. Prov.
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W HILE wyouthe fierce divided Britons awe,

And Cato with an equal virtue, draw,
While Envy is it felf in Wonder loft,
And Fadtions ftrive who fhall applaud you moft;
Forgive the fond ambition of @ friend,
Who hopes bimfelf, not yous o recommend,
And join 1l applaufe which all the Learn'd beftow
On one, to whom a perfett work they owe.
To my * light Scenes I once infirib'd your name,
And impotemtly firove 1o borrow fame:
Soon will that die, which adds thy name. to mine ;
Let me, then, live; joiwd to a work.of thine.

* Tend De- . : :
R Havad, D RIicHARD STEELE.
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HO Cato fbines s Virgil's epick fong,
Preftribing laws among b Elyhan throng;

The Lucan’s verfe, exalted by his name,
Oer Gods themfelves bas vaisd the Herse's fame ;
The Roman flage did ne'er his image fee,
Drawn at full length ; a task referv'd for thee,
By thee we view the finifb’d Sfigure rife,
And awful march before our ravyflid. gyes ;
We hear his voice, afferting virtue's tasfe ;
Hrs fate renew'd our deep attention draws,
Excites by turns our various hopes and fears,

And all the patriot in thy feene appears,

On Tybet’s banks thy thonght was firft nfpirdy
"Twas there, to fome indulgent grove reriv'd,
Rome’s ancient fortunes rolling 11 thy mind,
Thy happy Muf? this manty work defignd :
Or 1 a dream thou faw i Romes Genss fand,
And, leading Cavo in bis focred band,
Powmt out th immortal Subjett of thy larys,
nd ask this labour to vetord bis praife.

Tis done———the Heroe lives, and charms vir age/
While nobler morals grace the Britifh fage.
Great Shakefpear’s ghaft," the folewm fvam to hear,
(Methinks 1 fee the laureld Shade appear ! )

Wil
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Wil bover o'er the Scene, and wond'ring view

His fav'rite Brutus revald-shusby you.

Such Roman greatnefs in each atlwn [bines,

Such Roman eloguence adorns your lines,

That fure the Sybills books this year foretold,

And i fome myfik leaf was feen nroll'd,
¢ Rome, turn thy mournful eyes from AfricK’s fbore,
¢ Nor in her fands thy Cato’s tomb explore !
< When thrice [ix hundred times the circling Sun
¢ s annual race fhall thro the Zadsack run,

An Ifle remate his monument fball rear,

And every generous Briton pay a tear.

Lol

Lol

JoHuewmES.

HAT dowe fee! is Cato then become
A greater name in Britain than in Rome?

Does mankind now admire. bis virtues more,
The Lucan, Horace, Virgil wrote before?
How will Poflersty this truth explain?
“ Cato begins to lve 1n Annd’s resgn
The worlds great chiefs, t conncil or in arms,.
Rife in your lines with more exalted charms
Hluftrions deeds in diftant nations wronght,
And virtues by departed. Heroes tanght,

Rafe
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Raife n your foul a pure immortal flame,
Adorn your life, and confecrate your fame s
To your renown all ages you fubdue,
And Celar fought, and Cato bled for you.

All Souls College,

/ T LS nobly dowe ‘thus 10 envich vhe Rage,
Aud raife the thoughts of a degenerate age,

7o fhow, how endlefs joys from freedom Spring:

How life i bondage is a worthlefs thing.

The anborn greatnefs of your foul we view,

You tread the paths frequented by the few.

Wath fo much firength you write, and fo much eafe,

Virtue, and fenfe ! bow durff yort bope to pleafe?

Yet crowds the fentiments of every line

Impartial clap'd, and own'd the work divine.

Euven the four Criticks, who malicions came,

Eager to cenfiure, and refolvd to blame,

Finding the Heroe regularly rife,

Great, while be lives, but greater, when be dres,

Sullen approvd, too obflinate to melt, .

Aund fickewd with the pleafures; which they felz.

Not fo the Fair therr paffions fecret kept,

Stlent they beard, but as they heard, . they wept,

When glorionfly the blooming Marcus dy'd,

And Cato told the Gods, Tm fatisfyd.

See !
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See ! bow your lays the Britith youth inflanse
‘They long to floot, and ripen into fame ;
Applauding theatres difturh their reft,

And unborn Cato’s beave 1 every breaft ;

Thetr nightly dreams thesr daily thoughts repear,
And pulfes bigh with fancy'd glories beas.

8o, grievd to view the Marathonian /posls,

The young Themiftocles vow'd equal toils ;

Did then his fthemes of future honours draw
From the long triumphs which with tears be faw.

How [ball I your unrival’d wortl proclaim,
Loft in the fpreading circle of your fame !
We faw you the great William’s praife rebearfe,
And pant Britannia’s joys 7z Roman ver/z.
We beard at diftance foft, enchanting firains,
From blooming mountains, and Italian Plaius,
Virgil began in Englith diefs 2o fbine,
His woice, his looks, his grandear fHll drome.
From bim too foon unfreendly you withdrew,
But brought the tuneful Ovid 20 our view.
Then, the delightful theme of every tongue,
7h immortal Marlb’rough was your daring fong;
From clime to clime the mighty vittor flew,
From chme to clime as fwifily you purfie ;
Sell with the Heroe's glow'd the Poer's flame,
8sll with bis conquefts you enlargd your fame.
With boundlefs vaptures bere the Mufe could fuwell,
And on your Rofamond for ever dwell:

Voi L M m [here
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There opening fweets, and every fragrant flower
Luxuriant finile, a never-fading bower.
Next, buman follies kindly to expofe,
You change from numbers, but ot fink i profé:
Whether in viftonary fcenes Yon play,
Refine our tafles, or langh odr crimes away.
Now, by the buskin'd Mufe you foine confeft,
The Patriot kindles i the Poet's breafl.
Such energy of fenfe might pleafire raife,
Tho unembellsflrd with the charms of phrafe:
Such charms of phrafe would with fuccefs be crown'd,
Tho nonfenfe flowd in the melodions found.
The chafieft Virgin needs no blufbes fear,
The Learw'd themfelves, not unmflrufted, hear.
The Libertine, in pleafures us'd to voul,
And 1dly [port with an mmmortal foul,
Here comes, and by the virtuons Heathen taught,
Turns pale, and trembles at the dreadful thought.

When eer you traverfe vaft Numidiv’s plams,
What [lug g:/b Briton in bis Ifle remains?
When Juba fecks the Tiger with delight,
We beat the thicket, and provoke the fight.
By the defiription warm'd, we fondly fweat,
And in the chilling Eaft-wmd pant with beat.
What eyes behold not, how the ftream refines,
*Till by degrees the floating mirrour fhines
While burricanes in circling eddies play,
Tear up the (ands, and {weep whole plains away,
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| We [brink with horvor, and confefs onr fear,
And all the fudden founding ruine bear.

When purple vobes, diftaind with blood, decerve,
And make poor Marcia beantsfully grieve,

When [he ber fecret thoughts no more conceals,
Forgets the woman, and her flame reveals,

Well may the Prince exult with noble pride,

Not for bis Libyan crown, but Roman bride.

But I n vain on [ingle features dwell,
While all the parts of the fair piece excell,
§o rich the flore, [o dubious is the feafl,
We know not, which to pafs, or which ts tafte.
The [bining incidents [0 juftly fall,
We may the whole new [cenes of tranfport call,
Thus jewellers confound onr wandering eyes,
And with variety of gemms furprife.
Here Saphires, bere the Sardian Stone is feen,
The Topaz yellow, and the Jalper green.
The coftly Brilliant there,  confusdly bright,
From numerons furfaces darts tremblng light. _
The different colours mingling in a blaze, %
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Silent we fland, unable where o prayfe,

In pleafure fuweetly loft ten thoufand ways.

Trinity College, : L. EusbpEgN.

Cambridge.
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OO0 long hath Love engrofed Britannia’s fage,
And funk to foftnefs all our ragic rage ;
By that alone did empires fall or rife,
And fate depended on a farr one’s eyes :
The fweet infeclion, mixt with dangerous ars,
Debasd our manhood, while it footh'd the beayt,
You feorn to raife a grief thy [elf muft blame,
Nor from onr weaknefs fleal a valgar fame :
A Patrior's fall may juftly melt the mind,
And tears flow nobly, fbed for all mankind,

How do our fouls with gewrous pleafure glyw /
Our hearts exulting, while our eyes oerflow,
When thy firm Hero ffands beneath the weight
Of all bus fufferings venerably great
Rome’s poor remains fisll fheltring by bis fide,
With confcious virme, and becoming pride.

The aged Oak thus vears bis bead in air,
His fap exhanfled, and bis branches bare

"Midfy fiorms and earthquakes be maintains bis flate,

Fixt doep mn earth, and faflend by bis weight ~
His naked boughs flill leud the Jhepherds aid,
And bis old trunk projets an awful [bade,

Amidf the joys trmmphant peace beflyws,
Qur Patriots fadden at bis glorious woes,

Awhile
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Lwhile they let the world's great busnefs wart,
Anxzous for Rome, aud figh for Cato’s fate.
Here taught how ancient Heroes rofe to fame,
Our Britons crowd, and catch the Roman flame,
Where flates and [enates well might lend an ear,
And Kings and Priefls without a blufb appear.

France boafts no more; bust, fearful to engage,
Now firft pays homage to ber vival’s ffage,
Hafles to learn thee, and learning fhall fubmit
Alike to Britith arms, and Britith wi:
No more fbell wonder, ( fircd to do us right)
Who think like Romans, could Jtke Romans fight.

Thy Oxford finsles this glorions work vo fee,
And fondly trinmpbs i a fon like thee.
The fenates, confuls, and the gods of Rome,
Like old acquaintance at sheir native home,
In thee we find: each deed, each word expreft,
And every thought that fwelld-a Roman breafi.
We trace each bint that could thy foul infpire
With Virgil’s judgment, and with Lucap’s fire;
We know by worth, and, give us leave to boaft,
We mofs admire, becaufe we know thee moft.

Queen’s-College, TH 0. . T ICKELL.

QOzomn,

SIR,

}
f.
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SR
R 7T HEN vour generous labour firft I viewd,
And Cato’s hands 1n bis own blood imbritd ;.
That feene of death fo terrible appears,
My forl could only shank you with ber tears.
Yet with fuch wond vous art vour skilful haund
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 firfp I monrs'd,

What pen but yours conld draw the doubtful firife,
Of bononr fruglng with the love of life?
Defcribe the Patriot, obfinately good,
s hovering o'er eternity be food:
The wide, 1l unbounded ocean lay before
His puercing fight, and Heaven the difiant [bore.
Secure of endlefs biifs, with fearlefs eyes,
He grafps the dagger, and s point defies,
And rufbes ont of Life, to fatch the glorious prize,

How would old Rome rejoice, 1o hear you tell
How juft ber Pasriot lrvd, how great be fell/
Reconnt bis wond'rous probity and truth,

And form new Juba’s i the Britith yourh,
Their generous fouls, when be refigus bis breath,
Lre pleasd with ruine, and in love wih death.

And
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And when her conguering fword Britannia draws,
Refolve 10 peryfb, or defend her caufe.
Now firft on Albion’s zheatre we fée,
A perfect image of what man [bould be ;
The glorious charatier is now exprefl,
Of virtue dwelling in a human breaft.
Drawn at full length by your smmortal lines,
In Cato’s foul, as in her Heaven fhe [bines.

Al Souls Collge Dicey CoTES.

Left with the Printer by an unknown hand.

N OW we may [peak, fince Cato [peaks no more;;
: *Tis praife at length, “twas rapture all before;
When crowded theatres with 16s rung

Sent to the skies, from whence thy gentus [prung:

Euven crvil rage awhile in thine was loft;

And falions firove but to applaud thee mofi:

Nov conld enjoyment pall our longing tafte;

Bt every night was dearer than the laft,

As when old Rome in @ malignant bour
Deprivd of fome ieturning congueror,
Her debt of triumph to the dead di tharg'd,
Eor fame, for treafure, and ber bounds enlarg’d

Aad,
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And, while bis godlike figure mov'd almg,
Alsernate paffions fir'd th adoring throng ;
Zears flowd from every eye, and fhouts from every tongue,
- 80 17 thy pompous lines has Cato fard,
‘Gracd weth an ample, the alste veward:
A greater villor we in him revere;
A nobler triumph- crowns his image here,

Wb wonder, aswith Ppleafure, we furvey

A theme: [o. [canty wrought into a play;

8o vaft a pile on fuch foundations placd;

Like Ammon's temple reard on Libya’s wafte:
Behold 1ts glowing pamt! its eafie wezpht /
Its nice proportions! and feupendons beight /
How chafte the conduit, how divine the rage ]
A Roman W#orthy on a Grecian Sfage!

But where fhall Cato's praife begin or end;
Inclind to melt, and yet untaught to bend,
The firmeft Parriot, and the gentleft Friend?
How great bis genins , when the traytor crond
Ready.to firike the blow their fury vowds
Quelld by his look, and Liftning 1o bis lore,
Learn, like bis paffions, to rebel no more !
When, lavifb of his boiling blood, to prove
The cure of flavifbo-life, and [lighted lpve,
Brave Marcus new in early death appears,
While Cato counts bis wonnds, and not bis years:
Who, checking private grief, the publick monrns,
Commands the pity be fo greatly feorus.

¢
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But when be flrskes, (to crown bis generous pare)
That honeft, flaunch, impraiticable bears;
No tears, no [obs purfue bis parting breath
The dying Roman fhames the pomp of death.

0 facred Freedom, which the powers beffow
7o feafon ble[fings, and to foften woe;
Plant of our growth, and aim of all our caves,
The tosl of ages, and the crown of wars:
If, taught by thee, the Poefs wit has flow'd
In flrains as precious as bis Heroe's blood
Preferve thofe flrains, an everlafting charm
7o keep that blood, and thy remembrance warm:
Be this thy guardian image fill fecure ;
In vain fball force mvade, or frand allure;
Our great Palladium fball perform its part,
Fix'd and enfbrind in every Britifh beart.

HE mind to virtue 15 by verfe fubdu'd;

And the true Poet is a public good.
This Britain feels, while, by your lines infpir'd,
Her free-born fons to glovious thoughts are fir'd.
In Rome bad you efpousd the vanquifb'd caufe,
Enflawd ber fenate, and upheld her.laws ; -
Your manly feenes bad liberty reftor’d,
And grven the juft firccefs to Cato’s Jword:
Oer Cefar’s arms your genius bad prevail'd;

And the Mufe triumph’'d, where the Patriot fail'd.
AvMBR. PHILIPS.

N0 L N n
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PR GOEsG ] E
By.. Me =P OV ek
Spoken by Mr. W I L IK P

T O wake the foul by tender firokes of art,

To raife the genius, and to mend the beart,
Ty make mankind in confeious virtue bold,
Live oer each [iene, and be what they bebold :
For this the Tragic-Mufe fir[t trod the fiage,
Commanding tears to ftream thro every age
Tyrants no more their favage natire kept,
And foes to virtue wonderd how they wept.
Our author [buns by valgar [prings fo move
The Heroe's glory, or the Virgin's love ;
In pitying Love we but our weaknefs Jbow,
Ad wild Ambition well deferves us woe.
Here tears [ball flow from a move generous canfe,
Such tears as Patriots fbed for dying laws:
He b1ds Nour 5;'.9{.3@5 with ancient avdor . £,
And calls forth Roman drops from Britifh eyes.
Virtue confeft in buman [bape he draws,

What Plate thought, and God-like Cato was: -
No

]
|
|
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No common objelt to your [ight difplays,

But what with pleafure Heaven it [EIf furveys;

A brave man firuggling in the fforms of fate,

And greatly falling with a falling flate /

While Cato grves his listle Senate laws,

What bofom beats not in bis conntry’s canfe?

Who fees bim atl, but envies every deed?

Who bears bim groan, and does wnot wifb to bleed?
Even when proud Cxlar *midft triumphal cars,

The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars,
Ignobly vain, and impotently grear,

Show'd Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in [late,

As ber dead father’s veverend image paft,

The pomp was darken'd, and the day oercafl,

The triumph ceas d-—--rtears gufb'd from every eye,
The world’s great vitkor pafs'd unbeeded by ;

Her laft good man dejected Rome ador’d,

And howmonr'd Cxfar’s lefs than Cato’s fword.
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Britons attend: be worth like this approv'd,
And fbow you have the virtue to be mov'd.
With boneft feorn the firft fam’d Cato view'd
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom fhe [ubdu d.
Our [iene precarionfly fubfifts too long
On French rranflation, and Italian [ong:
Dare to0 have fenfe your [ehoes; affert the flage,
Be jufily warnid with your own native rage.
Such plays alone fbould pleafe a Britith ear,
As Cato’s felf bad not difdaind to bear,

Nn 2 Dramatis




Dramatis Perfonz.
MR TES BN,
CATO. Mr. Booth.
Lucius, a Senator. Mr. Keen.
Sempronius, a Senator. Mr. Mills. J
Juba, Prince of Numidia. Mr. Wilks.
Syphax, General of the Numidians. Mr. Cibber.
Portius, - Mr. Powell.
Marcus, E‘Ym‘r b Mr. Ryan.
Decius, Ambaflador from Cxfar. Mr. Bowman. *
Mutineersy, Guards, &c. #
W O ME N F
Marcia, Daughter to Cato. Mrs. Oldfield. .
Lucia, Daughter to Lucius. Mrss. Porier, |
t

SCENE « large Hall in the Gover-
nor s Palace of Ultica,

CATO.




- . T i s . e i e T e R L T R A

ety

B G #E RS CaldB, DNEE ot Lk

# PORTIUS, MARCUS.

P.-0RTIDS

HE dawn is over-caft, the morning
lours,

And heavily in clouds brings om
the day,

The great, th’important day, big:
with the fate

Of Cate and of Rome—-—- Qur Fa-
ther’s Death

Would fill up all the guilt of Civil war,

And clofe the fcene of blood. Already Cefar
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Has ravaged more than half the globe, and fees
Mankind grown thin by his deftructive 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 works!

MAR CU S

Thy fteddy temper, Portims,
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Cefer,
In the calm lights of mild Philofophy ;
I'm tortured, even to madnefs, when I think
On the proud victor: every time he’s named
Phasfala rifes to my view !—-1I fee
Tk’ infulting tyrant, prancing o’er the field
Strow’d with Rome’s citizens, and drench’d in f{laughter,
His Hotfe’s hoofs wet with Patrician blood!
Oh Portius, is there not fome 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 2

2 Tk TS,

Believe me, Marcus, °tis an impious greatnefs,
And mixt with too much herrour to be envy'd:
How does the luftre of our father’s a&ions,
Through the dark cloud of Iils that cover him,
Break out, and burn with more triumphant brightnefs!
His fufferings fhine, and fpread a glory round him
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the caufc

Of
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Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome.

His {word ne’er fell but on the guiley head;
Oppreffion, tyranny, and power ufurp’d,
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon “em.

MARCUS.

Who knows not this? but what can Caro do
Againft a world, a bafe degenerate world,
That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Cefar?
Pent up in Urrca he vainly forms
A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs,
And, coverd with Numidian guards, direds
A fecble army, and an empty fenate,
Remnants of mighty battels fought in vair.
By Heavens, fuch virtues, join’d with fuch fuccefs,
Diftraét my very foul: Our father’s fortune
Would almoft tempt s to renounce his precepts.

PORTILUS,

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 *em in vain,

Loft and bewilderd in the fruitlefs fearch ;
Nor fees with how much art the windings rurm,
Nor where the regular confufion emnds.

MARCUS.

Thele are fuggeftions of a mind at eafe:
Oh Portius, didit thou tafte bur'half the griefs
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That wring my foul, thou couldft not talk thus coldly.
Paffion unpity’d, and fuccefle(s love,

Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate

My other griefs. Were but my Lueie kind I-—-

P OOR T EUS

Thou fee’ft not that thy Brother is thy Rival :

But I muft hide it, for I know thy temper. [ Afide.
Now, Marcus, now, thy virtue’s on the proof:

Put forth thy utmoft {trength, work every nerve,

And call up all thy father in thy foul :

To quell the tyrant Liove, “and guard thy heart

On this weak fide, ‘where moft our nature fails,

Would be a conqueft worthy Cazo’s fon.

M A REGCIT S

Portius, the counfel which I cannot take,
Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weaknefs.
Bid me for honour plunge into a war
Of thickeft foes, and rufh on certain death,
Then fhalt thou fee that Marcus is not {low
To follow glory, -and confels his father,
Love is not to be reafon’d down, or loft
In high ambition, and a thirft of greatnefs ; :
*Tis fecond life, it grows inte the foul, L
Warms every vein, and beats in every pulfe, '
I feel it here: my refolution melts----

PEOER 7 1S

Behold young: Fuba,  the Numidian Prince! -
With how much care he forms himfelf to glory,

And




—— - . S i B it -
i, R s o M e S N el S i
T T T T R e E s et R I ————

C A T 0. 281

' And breaks the fiercenefs of his native temper
To copy out our Father’s bright example.

He loves our fifter Marcia, greatly loves her,
His eyes, his looks, his actions all betray it
But ftill the fmother’d fondnefs burns within him.
When moft it {wells, and labours for a vent,
The fenfe of honour and defire of fame

Drive the big paffion back into his heast.
What! fhall an Afiecan, {hall Fuba's heir
Reproach great Cate’s fon, and {how the world
A virtue wanting in a Roman foul 2

M AR CUS.

b Portins, no more! your words leave {tings behind ’em.
When-cer did Fwba, or did Portius, thow

A virtue that has caft me at a diftance,

And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour 2

PO R Taduly .

Mearcus, 1 know thy gen’rous temper well 5
Fling but th’appearance of difhonour on it,
It {trait takes fire, and mounts into a blaze.

M AR CUS.
A Brother’s fufferings claim a Brother’s pity.
PO RL LU S

Heaven knows T pity thee: behold my eyes
Even whilft I rpcak-—-—Do they not {iim in tears?

e ——r—
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Were but my heart as naked to thy view,
Marcus would fee it bleed in: his behalf.

M AR CUS.

Why then doft treat me with rebukes, inftead
Of kind condoling cares, and friendly forrow 2

PO RT LU &

O Mareus, did 1 know the way to eafe
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains,
Mareus, believe me, I could die to do it.

M AR CUS.

Thou beft of brothers, and thou beft of friends!
Pardon a weak diftemper’d foul that fwells
With fudden gufts, and finks as foon in calms,.
The {port of paffions : -~—= but Sempronsus comes :
He muft not find this fofinefs hanging on- me,

[Exit,

S Gl Nz ke - I

SEMPRONIUS, PORTIUS

& B M OB RG N B

Confpiracies no fooner fhould be form’d’
Than executed. What means Portiies here s
[ like not that cold youth. I muft diffemble,,
And {peak a language foreign to my heart..

[Afide.
Good

s——
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' Good morrow Portius./ let usonce embrace,

Once more embrace; whillt yet we both are free.
To-morrow fhould we thus exprefs our friendfhip, «
Each might receive a flave into his arms:

This Sun perhaps, this morning Sun’s the laft,
That ¢er {hall rife on Roman liberty.

&0 R LU

My father has this morning call’d together
To this poor hall his little Romzen Senate,
( The leavings of Pharfalia) to confule
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 Cefar.

SEMPRONTIUS

Not all the pomp and majefty of Rome
Can raife her Senate more than Cate’s prefence.
His virtues render our affembly awful,
i They ftrike with fomething like religious fear,
[ And make even Cefar tremble at the head
Of armies flufl’d with conqueft: O my Portaus,
‘Could I but call that wondrons Man my Father,
Would but thy fifter Marcia be propitious
To thy friend’s vows: I might be blefs’d indeed!
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PORTIUYS.
| Alas! Sempronius, wouldft thou talk of love
:r To.Marcia, whillt her facher’s life’s in danger?

Oo 2 Thou
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Thou might'ft as well court the pale tiembling Veftal,
When fhe beholds the holy flame expiring.

S E.M P.R.O;N. A U.S.

The more I fee the wonders of thy race,
"The more Pm charm’d. Thou muft take heed, my Portais !
"The world has all its eyes on Caze’s fon,
Thy father’s merit fets thee up to view,
And fhows thee in the faireft point ‘of light,
To make thy virtues, or'thy faults, confpicuous.

B0 RVEI-TU §.

Well doft theu feem to check my lingring ‘here
On this important hour——-T1l ftrait away,
And while the Fathers of the Senate meet
In clofe debate to weigh th’ events of war,
1l animate the foldier’s drooping courage,
With love of freedom, and contempt of life:
Tll thunder in their ears their country’s caufe,
And try to roufe up all that's Roman in em.
“Tis not in mortals to Command fuccefs,
But we’ll do more, Sempronius; well Deferve it. [Extt.

SEMPRONIUS folus.

Curfe on the Stripling! how he apes his Sire 2
Ambitioufly {ententious I--—-but I wonder
Old Syphax comes not; his Numidian genius
Is well difpofed to 'mifchief, were he prompt
And eager on it; but he muft be fpurr’d,
And every moment quickned to the courfe.

(110
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----- Cato has us’d me ill : he has refufed

His daughter Adarciaito my ardent vows,

Befides, his baffled arms, ' and ruined caufe,

Are bars to my ambition, = Ce/as’s favour,

That thow’rs down greatnefs on his friends, will raife me
To Rome’s firft honouss.. - 1f I give up Cato,

I claim in my rewatd his captive daughter.

But Sypbax comes!--——

S GoEAN:E, I
SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUS.

S PaH AR,

——-Semprons, all is ready,
Ive founded my Numidians,” man by man,
And find ’em ripe for a revolt: they all
Complain aloud of Caro’s difcipline,
And wait but the command to change their mafter.

SEMPRONIUS

Believe me, Syphax, there’s no time to wafte;
Even whillt we fpeak, our Conqueror comes on,
And gathers ground upon us every moment.
Alas! thou knowft not Cefar’s adive foul,
With what a dreadful courfe 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, vicorious in his march;

The Alpes and Pyreneans fink before him,

Through winds and waves and ftorms he works his way,
Impatient for the battel : one day more

Will fet the Vickor thundering at our gates.

But tell me, haft thou yet drawn o’er young Fuba?
That ftill would recommend thee more to Cefar,

And challenge better terms.

S T

Algs! he’s loft,
He's loft, Sempronsus ; all his thoughts are full
Of Cato’s virtues :-——--but Pll try once more
(For every inftant I expeét him here)
If yet I can fubdue thofe ftubborn prineiples
‘Of faith, of honour, and I know not what,
That have corrupted his Numidian temper,
And ftruck th’ infeéion into all his foul.

SEMPRONIUS.

Be fure to prefs upon him every motive.
Fuba's forrender, fince his father’s death,
Would give up Africk into: Cefar’s hands,

And make him Lord of half the burning Zone.

S D H AX,

But is it true, Sempronius, that your Senate : '
Is call’d together > Gods! thon muft be cautious!

Cato .
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Cato has piercing eyes, and will difcern
Our frauds, unlefs they’re coverd thick with art.

SEMPRONIUS.

Let me alone, good Syphax, Tll conceal
My thoughts in paffion (’tis the fureft way ;)
Pll bellow out for Rome and for my country,
And mouth at Ce/zr ’till I fhake the Senate.
Your cold hypocrifie’s a ftale device,
A worn-out trick: would’ft thou be thought in earneft:
Cloath thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury!

ST PN AX

In troth, thou'rt able to inftruct grey-hairs,
And teach the wily African deceit!

SkM P RO N T.US,

Once more, be fure to try thy skill on Juba.
Mean while Pll haften to my Roman f{oldiers,
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand
Blow up their difcontents, ’till they break out
Unlook’d-for, and difcharge themfelves on Cazo.
Remember, Syphax, we muft work in hafte:

O think what anxious 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!
Deftruction hangs en every word we fpeak,

On every thought, ’till the concluding ftroke
Determines all, and:clofes our defign.

[Exit.

SYPHAX
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SYP HAX filu.

Pll try if yet I can reduce to reafon
This head-ftrong youth, ‘and make him fpurn at Caro,
The time is fhort, -Cefar comes rufhing on, uss-—-
But hold! young J#ba fees me, and approaches.

S E N B - TV T
JTUBA S¥PHAX

of U B: 4.
Syphax, 1 joy to meet thee thus alone,
I have obferved of late thy looks are fallen,
O’ercaft with gloomy cares, and difcontent ;
Then tell me, Syphar, T'eonjareithee, tell 'me;
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow in frowns,

And turn thine eye thus coldly on‘thy Prince?

e N Sl S R B
*Tis not my talent to:conceal my:thoughts,
Or carry {miles and fun-fhine in my face,
When difcontent fits heavy at'my heart.
I have not yet fo much the Roman in me::

TR l

Why do’ft thou caft out fuch ungenerous terms
Againft the Lords and Sow’reéigns of the world 2

Doft
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Doft thou not fee mankind fall down before them,
And own the force of their fuperior virtue >

Is there a nation in the wilds of Afick,

Amidft our barren rocks, and burning fands,
That does not tremble at the Roman name 2

SYP H 44X

- 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 f{wifter to its mark, '
Launch’d from the vigour of a Roman arm :
Who like our a&ive African inftrués
The fiery fteed, and trains him to his hand >
Or guides in troops th’ embattled Elephant,
Loaden with war? thefe, thefe are arts, my Prince,
In which your Zama does not ftoop to Rome.

JUB A4

Thefe all are virtues of a meaner rank,
Perfections 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 laws;

To make Man mild, and fociable to Man ;
To cultivate the wild licentious Savage

With wifdom, difcipline, and liberal arts ;
Th’ embellithments of life: Virtues like thefe,
Make human nature thine, reform the foul,
And break our fierce barbarians into men.

Vor. L I STFP HAX

: ! 4

ﬁﬁ
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Patience kind Heavens !l-===- excufe an old man’s warmth.,

What are thefe wond’rous civilizing arts,

This Roman polifh, and this fmooth behaviour,
That render man thus tracable and tame?

Are they not only to difguife our paffions,

To fet our looks at variance with our thoughts,
To check the ftarts and fallies of the foul,

And break off all its commerce with the tongae;
In fhort, to change us into other creatures,
Than what our natare and the Gods defign’d us 2

T B

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 his friends,
He's ftill feverely bent againft himfelf;
Renouncing {leep, and reft, and food, and eafe,
He ftrives with thirft and hunger, toil and heat;
And when his fortune fets befotre him all
The pomps and pleafures that his foul can with,
His rigid virtue will accept of none.

§ Wl Sl ads X
Believe me, Prince, there’s not an African
That traverfes our vaft Numidian defarts
In queft of prey, and livesupon his bow,
But better practifes thefe boafted virtues.

Coarfe
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Coarle are his meals, the fortune of the chafe,
Amidft 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 ’till morn :

Then rifes frefh, purfues his wonted game,

And if the following day he chance to find

A new repaft, or an untafted {pring,

Bleffes his ftars, and thinks it luxury:

YUB 4

Thy prejudices, Syphax, won’t difcern
What virtues grow from ignorance and choice,
Nor how the Hero differs from the Brute.
But grant that others could with equal glory
Look down on pleafures, and the baits of fenfe;
Where fhall we find the man that bears affliction,
Great and majeftick in his griefs, like Cato?
Heavens ! with what ftrength, what fteadinefs of mind,
He trinmphs in the midft of all his {ufferings!
How does he rife againft a lead of woes,
And thank the Gods that throw the weight upon him!

§- P H- A

*Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtinefs of foul:
1 think the Romans call ic Stozcifm.
Had not your royal father thought fo highly
Of Roman virtue, and of Cato’s caufe,
He had not fallen by a flave’s hand; inglorious:
Nor would his flaughter’d army now: have-lain
Pp 2 On_
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On Afr1ck’s fands, disfigurd with their wounds,
To gorge the Wolves and Vultures of Numidia,

FU B A

Why do’ft thou call my forrows up afrefh
My Father’s name brings tears into my eyes.

SYP HALX.
Oh! that yowd profit by your Father’s ills!
FUB 4
What would’'ft thou have me do: z
S Y P H AX:
Abandon Caro.
YUB A4

$yphax, 1 fhould be more than twice an Orphan
By fuch a [ofs.

i (T o S e e

Ay, there’s the tie that binds you!
You long to call him Father. Musrcia’s charms
Work in your heart unfeen, and plead for Caro.
No wonder you are deaf to all I fay.

JUB 4

Syphax, your zeal becomes importunate ;
Ive hitherto permitted it to rave,

And
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And talk at large; but learn to keep it in,
Left it thould take more freedom than Tll give it.

STPHAX

Sir, your great father never ufed me thus.
Alas, he’s dead! but can you €er forget
The tender forrows, and the pangs of nature,
The fond embraces, and repeated bleffings,
Which you dtew from him in your laft farewel
Still muft I cherifh the dear, fad, remembrance,
At once to torture, and to pleale my foul.
The good old King at parting wrung my hand,
(His eyes brim-full of tears) then fighing cry’d,
Priythee be careful of my fon!—-—his grief
Swell’d up fo high, he could not utter more.

¥ UB A4,

Alas, thy ftory melts away my foul.
That beft of fathers! how fhall I difcharge
The gratitude and duty which I owe him!

= BTN,

By laying up his counfels in your heart.
FUBA.

His counfcls bade me yield to thy directions:
Then, Syphax, chide me in fevereft terms,
Vent all thy paffion, and VIl ftand its fhock,
Calm and varuffled as a fummer-fea,

When not a breath of wind flies o’er its furface.

ST P HAX.
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SCrNP A X,
Alas, my Prince, I'd guide you to your fafety.

¥ UB 4.

I do believe thou would’ft: but tell me how?

S WP H A4.X
Fly from the fate that follows Cefar’s foes,

FeUB 4.
My father fcorn’d to do it.’

SrPHAX
And therefore dy’d.

- FUB A
Better to die ten thoufand thoufand deaths,
Than wound my honour.

ST P HALKX.
Rather fay your love.

FUB 4

Syphax, Tve promisd to preferve my temper,
Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a flame,
I long have ftifled, and would fain conceal 2

SR A X,

Believe me, Prince, tho’ hard to conquer love,
Tis eafie to divert and break its force:
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Abfence might cure it, or a{econd miltrefs

Light up another flame, and put out this.

The glowing dames of Zama's 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 dn their cheeks:
Were you with thefe, my Prince, youw'd foon forget
The pale unripen’d beauties of the Norzh.

Y UB A

*Tis not a fett of features, or complexion,
The tinGure of a skin, that I admire.
Beauty foon grows familiar to the lover,
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenfe.
The virtuous Marcia tow’rs above her fex:
True, fheis fair, (Oh how divinely fair!)
But ftill the lovely maid improves her charms
With inward greatnefs, unaffetted wifdom,
And fandtity of manners.  Cato’s {oul
Shines out in every thing fhe a&s or fpeaks,
While winning mildnefs and attra&ive fmiles
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace
Soften the rigour of her father’s virtues.

S P H A

How does your tongue grow wanton in her praife!
But on my knees I beg you would confider---=

% UeBad.
Hah! Syphax, is't not fhe!-==~fhe moves this way:

e o o T g [ e T T e T O el
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And with her Lucia, Lucius's fajr danghter.
My heart beats thick—-I pr'ythee Syphax leave me.

S Pl A%

Ten thoufand curfes faften on ’em both !
Now will this woman with a fingle glance
Undo, what Pve been labouring all this while. [Exsr.

D i e s

JUBA, MARGIA, LUCIA

FUB A4

Hail charming Maid! how does thy beauty {mooth
The face of war, and make even Horror fimile!
At fight of thee my heart fhakes off its forrows ;
I feel a dawn of joy break in upon me,

And for a while forget th’ approach of Cefar.
MARCI A

I fhould be griev’d, young Prince, to think my prefence
Unbent your thoughts, and flacken’d ’em to arms,
While, warm with {laughter, our vicorious foe
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the ficld.

FUB 4

O Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns
And gentle withes follow me to battel!




The thought will give new vigour to my arm,
Add ftrength and weight to my defcending {word
And drive it in a tempeft on the foe,

M ARCI A

My prayers and withes always fhall attend
The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtue,
And men approv’d of by the Gods and Cas.

gf = BBl A,

That Jnba may deferve thy pious cares,
I'll gaze for ever on thy godlike father,
Tranfplanting, one by one, into my life
His bright perfections, *till I fhine like him.

+ MAvREG T A,

My father never at a time like this
Would lay out his great foul in words, and wafte
Such precious moments.

p

YU B 4.

Thy reproofs are juft,
Thou virtuous maid; TIl haften to my troops,
And fire their languid fouls with Caso’s virtue.
If e’er I lead them ro the field, when all
The war fhall ftand ranged in its juft array,
And dreadful pomp: then will 1 think on' thee!
O lovely Maid, then will T think on thee!
5 And, in the fhock of charging hofts, remember
What glorious deeds fhould grace the man, who hopes

For f'!'fg;'.:'jﬂ's 1{)!.-‘.3. f“;./r:‘

; Tiperees 4 Q_q SEENE
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SCENE VL

LU Cihilsedad:R C I A.
LUCI#.

Moarcia, 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?

MR €A

*Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide him from me.
His air, his voice, his looks, and honeft foul
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf,
1 dare not truft my felf to hear him talk.

LUCT A

Why will you fight againft fo fweet a paffion,
And fteel your heart to fuch a world of charms.

MARCI A

How, Lucia! would'ft thou have me ink away
In pleafing dreams, and lofe my felf in love,
When every moment Cazo’s life’s at {take 2
Cefar comes arm’d with terror and revenge,
And aims his thunder at my fathet’s head :
Should not the fad occafion fwallow up
My other cares, and draw them all into it ?
L TG A
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LU Ed 4

Why have not I this conftancy of mind,
Who have fo many griefs to try its force?
Sure, Nature form’d me of her foftelt mould,
Enfeebled all my foul with tender paffions,
And funk me even below my own weak fex :
Pity and love, - by turns, opprels my heart.

MARCI A

Lucia, disburthen all thy cares on me,
And let me fhare thy moft retired diftrefs;
Tell me who raifes up this conflict in thee?

VRS BN B I

I need not blufh to name them, when I tell thee
They’re Marcia’s brothers, and the fons of Care,

M AR CI A4

They both behold thee with their fifter’s eyes:
And often have reveal’d their paffion to me.
But tell me, whofe addrefs thou favour'ft moft:
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it.

S O
Which is it Marcza withes for 2

MARCI A

For neither-——-
And yet for both-----the youths have equal thare

Qq 2

In
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In Marcia’s withes, and divide their fifter -
But tell me, which of them is Zucia’s choice

kL C. L A

Marcia, they both are high in'my efteem,
But in my love-----why wilt thou make me name him:
Thou knowft it is a blind and foolith paffion,
Pleas’d and difgufted with it knows not whatem--

MARCI A

O Lueia, I'm perplex’d, O tell me which
I muft hereafter call my happy brother >

LUC A

Suppofe *twere Portins, could you blame my choice
----- O Portins, thou haft ftol'n away my foul !
With what a graceful tendernefs he loves!
And breathes the {ofteft, the fincereft vows!
Complacency, and truth, and manly {weetnefs
Dwell ever on his tongue; and fmooth his thoughts..
Marcus is over-warm, his fond complaints
Have {fo much earneftnefs and paflion in them,
I hear him with a fecret kind of horrour,
And tremble at his vehemence of temper.

M AR C I A

Alas poor youth! how can'ft thou throw him from thee

Lucia, thou knowft not half the love he |

vears thee;
Whene'er he {peaks o

f thee, his heart’s in flames,
He fends out all his, foul in every word,




e

Unhappy youh! how will thy coldnefs raife
Tempefts and {torms in his aflicted bofom!
I dread the conﬁ-clucnce.

7 O B 4

You feem to plead
Againft your brother Portius.

M AR CI A

Heaven forbid!
Had Portins been the unfuccefsful lover,
The fame compaflion would:have fall’n en him.

SEil 6 g e

Was ever virgin love diftrefs’d like minc!
Portins himfelf oft falls in tears before me,
As if he mourn’d his rival’s ill {fuccefs,
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.

M ARCUS.

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,

I Gk A,

Alas, too late I find my felf involved
In endlefs griefs, and labyrinths of woc,

And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranfported.




302 C AF. 0.

Born to affli& my Marcia's family,
And fow diffention in the hearts of brothets.
Tormenting thought! it cuts into my foul.

M AR CI A

Let us not, Lucia, aggravate our {orrows,

" But to the Gods permit th’event of things.

Our lives, difcolourd with our prefent woes,

May ftill grow white, and fmile with happier hours.

So the pure limpid ftream when foul with ftains,
Of rufhing torrents, and defcending rains,
Works it felf clear, and as it runs, refines;
“Till by degrees, the floating mirrour fhines,
Reflects each flow’r that on the border grows,
And a new Heaven in its fair bofom fhows.
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The S E N A T E.

SEMPRONIUS.

OME ftll furvives in this affembled Senate!
Let us remember we are Cato’s friends,
And a& like men who claim that glorious title.

L UG L TES,

Cato will 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 Rome direct him!

Emter € AT O.
Gnd-T5 0

Fathers, we once again are met in council.
Czfar’s approach has fummon’d us together,
And Rome atcends her fate from our refolves :
How fhall we treat this bold afpiring man?
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes:
Phayfalia gave him Rome ; Egypr has fince

Received his yoke, and the whole Nile is Celar’s.
Why
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Why fhould I mention Fuba's overthrow,
And Soipios-death > Numidia's burning fands
Still fmoke Wwith blood. *Tis time we fhould decree
What courfe to take. Qur foe advances on us,
And ‘envies us even'Lzbye’s fultry. defarts.
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts, are they fill 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 fubmiffion >
: ":\\{’;;-:im orrzaes | ‘ITL‘:? k.

L

gt 1 08 R O L S R
My voice 1s fHll for war,

Gods, can a Roman Senate long debate
Which of the two to chufe, flavery or death!
No, let us rife at once, gird on our fwords, ’
And; at the head of our remaining troops,

Attack the foe, break through the thick array
Of his throng’d legions, and charge home upon him.
Perhaps fome arm, more lucky than the reft,

May reach his heart, ‘and free the wotld from bondage.
Rife, ‘Fathers, rife! ’tis Rome demands your help ; I
Rife, and revenge her flaughter’d cirizens,

)t fhare their fire? the corps of half her Senate
Manure the fields of Theflaly, while we

Sit here, deliberating in cold debates, ‘

If we fhould facrifice’ ont lives to honour, {
Or wear them ont in fervitude and chains. :
Roufe up for thame! our brothers of Pharfalin i
Point at their'wounds, and ¢y aloud--—-To battel | !

' -
el
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Great Pompey’s fhade complains that we are flow,
And Seczpir’s ghoft walks unrevenged amongft us!

T~ O

Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal
Tranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon
True fortitude is feen in great exploits
That juftice warrants, and that wifdom guides,
All elﬁ_ is tow’ring frenzy and diftraction.
Are not the lives of thofe, who draw the fword
In Rome’s defence, entrufted to our care:?
Should we thus lead them to a field of flaughter,
Might not th’impartial world with reafon fay
We lavifl’d at our deaths the blood of thoufands,
To grace our fall, and make our ruine glorious 2
Lucus, we next would know what’s your opinion.

islzG A LS

My thoughts, I muft confefs, are turn’d on peace.
Already have our quauela fllrd the world
With widows and with orphans: Seysbza mourns
Our guilty wars, and earth’s remoteft regions
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rosme :
*Tis time to fheath the fword, and {pare mankind.
It is not Cefzr, but the Gods, ‘my fathers,
The Gods declare againftus, and repell
Our vain attempts. To urge:thefoe to battel,
(Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair)
Were to refufe th’ awards of Providence,
And not to reft in Heaven’s determination.
VoL L oot Already
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Already have we fhown our love to| Rome,

Now let us fhow {ubmiffion to the Gods.

We took up arms, not to revenge our felves,

But free the common-wealth ; ‘when this end fails,
Arms have no further ufeé: our country’s caufe,

That drew our fivords, now wrefls em from our hands,
And bids us not delight in: Roman blood,

Unprofitably fhed; what men could do

Is done already : Heaven and earth will witnefs,

If Rome muft fall; that we ate innocent.

S MP RO NS

This fmooth difcourfe and mild behaviour oft
Conceal a traytor----fomething whifpers me
All is not right--—Caro, beware of Lucius. [Afide to Cate,

C.A7T 0

Let us appear nor rafh nor diffident
Immoderate valour fivells into a faul,
And fear, admitted into publick counfels,
Betrays like treafon. Let us {hun ’em both,
Fathers, [ cannot fee that our affairs
Are grown thus defperate.  We have bulwarks round s
Within our walls are troops enured to toil
In Africks heats, and feafon’d to the fun;
Numidia's {pacious kingdom lies behind us,
Ready to rife at its young Prince’s-call.
While there is hope, do not diftruft the Gods ;
But wait at leaft ’till Cefar’s near approach
Force us to yield. *Twill never be too late

- rm—
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To fue for chains, and own a conqueror.
Why fhould Rome fall a moment ere her time?
No, let us draw her term of freedom out

In its full length, and fpin it to the laft,

So fhall we gain ftill one day’s liberty;

And let me perith, but, in Cats’s judgment,
A day, an hour of virtuous liberty,

Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.

Emer M A R C U S
M AR CUS.

Fathers, this moment, as I watch’d the gates
Lodg’d on my poft, a herald is arrived
From Cefar’s camp, and with him comes old Decius,
The Roman knight ; he carries in his looks
Impatience, and demands to fpeak with Cazo.

4T 0.

By your permiffion, fathers, bid him enter.
. [ Exse Maccus.
Decins was once my friend, but other profpeéts
Have loofed thofe ties, and bound him faft to Cefar.
His meffage may determine our refolves,
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7O S S A Y
Cefar fends health to Cato,==--

C-A 0.
Could he fend it
To Cat’s flaughterd friends, it would be welcome.
Are not your orders to addrefs the Senate

DB GO §,
My bufinefs is with Cazo: Ciefar fees

The ftreights, to which yow're driven; 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 Caro? bid him fpare his country.
Tell your Dictator this: and tell him, Cato
Difdains a life, which he has power to offer.

D TEECT RS
Rome and her Senators fubmit to Ceefar ;
Her Generals and her Confuls are no more,
Who check’d his conquefts, and denied his triumphs.
Why will not Cazo be this Cefar’s friend ?

EL AT,
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CAT O,
Thofe very reafons; thou haft urged, forbid it.

D ET LIS,

Cato, T've orders to expoftulate,
And reafon with you, -as from friend to friend :
Think on the {torm that gathers o’er your head,
And threatens every hour to burft upon it;
Stitl may you ftand high in your country’s honours,
Do but comply, and make your peace with Cefar-
Rome will rejoice, and caft its eyes on Cavo,
As on the fecond of mankind.

C 150,
No more!
I muft not think of life on fuch conditions.
DGl iESk

Cezfar is well acquainted: with your virtues,
And therefore fets this value-on your life:
Let him but know the price of Cazg’s friendthip,
And name your terms.

G HZ.0

Bid him disband his legions,
Reftore the common-wealth to liberty;
Submit his actions to the publick cenfure,
And ftand the judgment of a Roman Senate,
Bid him do this,. and Cato is his friend.

DEGC IS,
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DECIUSGS.

Cato, the world talks loudly of your wifdom-=s«

YA T A,

Nay more, tho’ Cato’s voice was ne'er employ’d

To clear the guilty, and to vernifh crimes,
My felf will mount the Roffrum in his favour,
And ftrive to gain his pardon from the people.

LT Gl
A ftile, like this, becomesa Conqueror.

G- AYT 0

Decis, a ftile, like this, becomes a Roman.

DLE -] tF8,
What is a Roman, that is Cefars foe ?

C 4 7.0.

Greater than Cefar: Lies a friend to virtue.

L E G ITES

Confider, Cato, yowre in Usica,
And at the head of your own little Senate ;
You don’t now thunder in the capitol,
With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you.

C.A4F 0,

Let him confider that,” who' drives s hither -
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*Tis Cefar’s fword has made Rome’s Senate little,
And thinn’d its ranks. Alas, thy dazled eye
Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light,

Which conqueft and fuccefs have thrown upon him;
Didi{t thou but view him right) thowdft fee him black
With murder, treafon, facrilege, and crimes

That ftrike my foul with horror but to name *em.

I know thou look’ft on me, as on a wretch

Befer with ills, and cover’d with misforeunes;

But, by the Gods I {wear, millions of worlds

Should never buy me to be like that Cefar.

D E.€IUSE

Does Cato fend this anfwer back to Cefar,
For all his generous cares, and proffer’d friendfhip :

C ATO.

His cares for me are infolent and vain:
Prefumptuous man ! the Gods take care of Cato.
Would Ce/ar thow the greatnefs of his foul 2
Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends,

1 And make good ufe of his ill-gotten power,
By fhelrring men much better than himfelf.

DE CF LEK

_ Your high unconquer’d heart makes you forget
: You are a Man. Yourufh on your deftruction.

k‘. But I have done. When 1 relate hereafter
I The tale of this unhappy embaflie,
} All Rome will be in tears. [Fxzt Decius.

SCENE
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SEMPRONTIUS, LUCIUS, CATO,

SEMPRONIUS
Cato, we thank thee.
The mighty genius of immortal Rome
'ipca <s in thy voice, thy foul breathes liberty :
Cafar will {hrink to hear the words thou utterft,
And fhudder in the midft of all his conquefts.

i e M B

The Senate ownes its gratitude to Caro,
Who with fo great a foul confults its l‘hfeq,
And guards our lives; while he negleéts his own.

SEMPRONIUS.

Sempronius gives no thanks on this account,
Lucius feems fond of life; but what is Life 2
"Tis not to ftalk about, and draw frefh air
From time to time, or gaze upon the Sun ;
"Tis to be Free. 'When liberty is gore,

Life grows inﬁpid and has loft its relifh.
O could my dying handbut lods ge a {word
In Ciefar’s bof: om, and revenge my countr ry,

Bv ‘IL avens 1 could Lﬂ‘{}} the pangs of de a.tf
And fnile in agony.

&C?

LUCLUS.
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LUCIUS.

Others perhaps
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal,
Though ’tis not kindled into {fo much rage.
SEMPRONIUS.
This fober conduét is 2 mighty virtue
In luke-warm Patriots.
G T 0.

Come! no more, Sempronius,
All here are friends to Rome, and to each other.
Let us not weaken {lill the weaker fide,
By our divifions.

SEMPRONIUSGS

Cats, my refentments
Are facrificed to Rome-==-1 ftand reproved.

Cad 1.0,

Fathers, ’tis time you come to a refolve.

L UG TN,

Caro, we all go into your opinion.
Cefar's behaviour has convinced the Senate
We ought to hold it out ’till texms arrive.

SEMPRONIUS.

We ought to hold it out *till death ; but; Cars,
My private voice is drown’d amid the Senate’s.

VoL L Sal C:A TO,
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€ H7TD0.

Then let us rife, my friends, and ftrive to £ll
This little interval,. this: panfe -of life;
(While yet our liberty. and fares are doubtful )
With refolution, friendfbip, Roman bravery,
And all the virtues we ean crowd into it;
That Heaven may fay, it ought to be prolongd:
Fathers, farewel-——-The young Numidian Prince

Comes forward, and expe&s to know our counfels.

ST EN E. IV

C ey Toiefiaddo Buch,

C.A.7 .0,

Fuba, the Roman Senate has refolvid,
"Till time give better profpects, fill to keep

The {word unfheath’d, and turn its edge on Cefar.

LY

F.U B A
The refolution fits a Remar 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 march: for Urica

; (AH&
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(Alas, 1 thought not then his death fo near!)

Wept o’er me, preft me inhis aged arms,

And, as his griefs gave way, my fon, faid he,
Whatever fortune fhall befall thy father,

Be Cato's friend, hell train thee up to great

And virtuous deeds - do but obferve him well,

Thowlt fhun misfortunes, or thowlt learn to bear “em.

CATO.

Fuba, thy father was a worthy Prince,
And merited, alas! a better fate;
But Heaven thought otherwife.

¥ U.B A
My father’s fate,
In {pight of all the fortitude, that fhines

Before my face, in Cats’s great example,
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with teas.

CATO.

It is an honeft forrow, and becomes thee.

F-U-B A

My father drew refpect from foreign climes :
The Kings of Africk {fought him for their friend;’
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame Teports,
Behind the hidden fources of the Vile,

In diftant worlds, on £ eéther fide' the Sud:
Oft have their black ambaffadors appeared,

Loaden with gifts, and fill’'d the courts of Zama.,
SRS CATO.




316 6\ 8

CRAET.O"
[ am no ftranger to thy fathers greatnefs!

YUB 4

I would not boaft the greatnefs of my father,
But point out new alliances to Gury.
Had we not better leave this Usica,
To arm Numidia in onr caufe, and court
Th’ affiftance of my father’s powerful friends?
Did they know Cata, our remoteft Kinos
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,

2

C 4 7T0.

And canft thou think
Cato will fly before the fword of Cefar ?
Reduced like Hannibal, to feek relief

¥rom court to court, and wandes up and down,
A vagabond in Africk /

T.UB 4
Cato, perhaps
I'm too officions, but my forward cares
Would fain preferve a life of (o much value,
My heart is wounded, - when I fee fuch virtue
Afflicted by the weight of fuch misfortunes,

€ATO,
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CATO.

Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me.
But know, young Prince, 'that'valour foars above |
What the world calls misfortune and affliction.
Thefe are not ills; elfe would they never fall
On Heaven’s firlt 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 practice
Virtues, which fhun the day, and lie conceal’d
In the fmooth feafons and the calms of life.

Fulh B A,
Pm charm’d whene’er thou talk’ft! T pant for virtue!

And all my foul endeavours at perfection.

c'A 17T0.

Doft thou love watchings, abftinence, and toil,
Laborious virtues all 2 learn them from Cato :
Succels and fortune muft thou learn from Cefar.

YUB A

The beft good fortune that can fall on Juba,
The whole fuccefs, at which my heart afpires,
Depends on Cato.

¢ ATO.

What does Fuba fay ?
Thy words confound me,

YUB A

e Ly T




— e TR,

318 e ¥ T4

hU-B A,
1 would fain retrac them, ... e
Give *em me back again. . They aim’d at nothing,
CO i o

Tell me thy wifh, young, Prince; make not my ear
A f{tranger to thy thoughts,

FUB A
Oh, they’re extravagant;
Still let me hide them.

C.47T0.

What ean Fuba ask
That Cato will refufe!

FUB 4

I fear to name it.
Marcia—-—=inherits all her father’s virtues.

C'AT O,
What wouldft thou fay 2

YU B A4
Cato, thou haft a daughter,

CATO.

Adien, young Prince: I would not hear 2 word
Should leffen thee in my efteem: remember

The

LI
|
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The hand of fate is over us, and Heaven
Exads feverity from all ‘our thoughts :

It is not now a time to talk of aught’

But chains, or conqueft; liberty, or death.

S Cr RN
SYPHAX, JUBA

§Sr P H A4X

How’s this, my Priﬂce-!_'-l whét,,. cover'd with confufion
You look as if yon ftern Philofopher
Had juft now chid you.

JUBA

Syphax, P'm undone!
ShdtBo B AKX
I know it well. S
FUB A
Cato thinks meanly of me.
§Y PiH: 4.X
And {o will-all 'mankind. °
U B A

Pve opene& to him
The weaknefs of my foul, my love for Marcia.
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SRR AP
“Catd’s a proper petfon to entruft
A love-tale with.

. B ikl 1 o s
Oh, 1 could pierce my heart,
"My foolifh heart! was ever wretch like Juba?

SYPH4X

Alas, my Prince, how are you changed of late!
‘Ive known young Jubarife, befotc the Sun,
To beat the thicket where the Tiger, (lept,, |
Or feek the "Lion in his dreadful haunts -
How did the colour mount into your cheeks,
When firft you roufed him to the chafe! T've {een you
Even in the Libyan Dog-days, hant him down,
Then charge him clofe, provoke him to the rage
Of fangs and claws, and ftooping from your Horlfe
Rivet the panting favage to the ground.

FUB 4

3

Prythee, no more!

S X B X
How would the old King fmile "
To fee you weigh the paws, when tipp’d with gold, .
And throw the fhaggy {poils about your fhoulders!

YUB 4

Syphax, this old man’s talk (tho’ honey flow’d

In
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In every word) would now lofe all its fiveétnefs.
Cato’s difpleas’d, and Maroia loft for ever!
STPHAX
Young Prince, I yet could give you good advice.
Marcia mighe Btill be yours,

SR A,
What fay’(t thou; Syphax
By heavens, thoy turn’ft me all into attention.
S P H 4 X
Marcia might ftill be yours.

J U B A,
As how, dear Syphax?

§ ¥oPH A X,

Juba commands Numidia's hardy troops,
Mounted on fteeds, untfed to the reftraint
Of curbes or bittes, and fleeter than the winds:
Give but the word, well fnatch this danifel up,
And bear her off.

1. UsB A
Can fuch difhoneft thoughts

Rife up in man! would'ft thou feduce my youth
To do an a& that would deftroy my honour ?

S T Pollid X

Gods; T could tear my beard to hear you talk!
Vor L L Honout’s
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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.

BB
Would’ft thou degrade thy Prince into a Ruffian »

STP HAKX

The boafted Anceftors of thefe great men,
Whofe virtues you admire, ‘were all fuch Ruffjans.
This dread of nations, this almighty Rome,

That comprehends in her wide empire’s bounds
All under Heaven, was founded on'a Rape.

Your Scipio’s, Cefar’s, Pompeys, and your Cato’s,
( Thefe Gods on earth) are all the {purious brood
OFf violated maids, of ravifl’d Sabmes.

P UBUA

Syphax, 1 fear that hoary head of thine
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles.

S.E PiHy 42X

Indeed, my Prince, you want to know the world ;
Vou have not read mankind; your youth admires
The throws and fwellings of a Roman foul,

Cate’s bold flights, th’ extravagance of vireue.

FUB.A
If knowledge of the world makes man perfidious,
May Fuba ever live in ignorance! l.

ST PHAX, F
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ST P H AKX
Go, go, you’re young.
% U.B A

Gods, muft I tamely bear
This arrogance unanfwer'd! thow'rt a traitor,
A falfe old traitor.

S ¥ P HAX.
I have gone too far. [Afide.
FUB A
Cato fhall know the bafenefs of thy foul.
o 0 o0 5 B S
I muft appeafe this ftorm, or perifh in it. [Afide.

Young Prince, ‘behold thefe locks that are grown white
Beneath a helmet in your father’s battels.

TU L A
Thofe locks fhall ne’er protect thy infolence.

S IEPEEA X,

Muft one rafh word, th’infirmity of age,
Throw down the merit of my better years ?
This the reward of a whole life of fervice!

------ Curfe on the boy! how fteadily he hears me!  [Afide.
R

Is it becaufe the throne of my fore-fathers :
F-tn Still

T _'; .t"

o=
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Still ftands unflld, and that Numidia’s crown
Hangs doubtful yet, whofe head it fhall enclofe,
Thou thus prefumefk to treat thy Prineewith fcorn?

SERH A X

Why will you rive my heart with'fuch expreffions »
Does not old Syphax follow you to war2
What are his aims2 why does he load with darts
His trembling hand, and crufh beneath a cask
His wrinkled brows2 what'is it he afpires to;
Is it not this? to fhed the {low remains,
His laft poor ebb of blood, in your defence:?

YUB 4
Syphax, no more! I would not hear you talk.
St B A X
Not hear ‘me talk!: what, ‘when ‘my faith to Fuba,

My royal mafter’s fon, is calPd in queftion 2

My Prince may ftrike me dead, and Il be dumb:
But whilft I live I muft not hold my-tongue,

And languifh ont old age ifx his difpleafure.

FUR 4
Thou knowft the way too well into my ‘heart,
I do believe thee loyal: to thy Prince,
S wP H A X

What greater inftance can I give> T've offerd
To do an action, which my foul abhors,
And gain you whom you love at any price,
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T OB A
Was this thy motive? I 'have beentoo hafty.
TP H A%
And ’tis for this my Prince has called me traitor.
FEU B 4
Sure thou miftakeft; I did not call thee fo.
TP X

You did indeed, my Prince, yon called me traitor:
Nay, further, threaten’d yowd complain te Cars.
Of what, my Prince, would you complain to Cats?
That Syphax loves you, and would facrifice
His life, nay more, his henour in your fervice,

YUB A4

Syphax, 1 know thou lov’ft me, butindeed
Thy zeal for Fuba carried thee too far.
Honour’s a facred tie, the law of Kings,
The noble mind’s diftinguithing perfection,
That aids and ftrengthens virtue, where it meets her,
And imitates her actions, where fhe is not:
It ought not to be fported with.

S Bl ok

By Heavens
Im ravifl'd when you talk thus, tho’ you chide me:
’f Alas, T've hitherto been ufed to think
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A blind officiouns zeal to ferve my King
The ruling principle, that ought to burn
And quench all others in a fubjeét’s heart. ¢
Happy the people, who preferve their hanour,
By the fame duties, that oblige their Prince!

FU-B A

Syphax, thou now begin’ft to fpeak thy felf.
Numidia’s grown a {corn among the nations
For breach of publick vows. = OQur Punick faith
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb.
Syphax, we'lljjoin our cares; to purge away
Our country’s crimes, ‘and clear her reputation.

P A X

Believe me,. Prince, you make old Syphax weep
To hear you talk-——but ’tis with tears of joy.
If ¢’er your father’s crown adorn your brows,
Nemidia will be bleft by Cato’s leGtures.

¥ U B A

Syphax, thy hand! well mutually forget
The warmth of youth, and frowardnefs of age:
Thy Prince efteems thy worth, and loves thy perfon.
If e'er the f{cepter comes into my hand,
Syphax {hall ftand the fecond in my kingdom. : ¥

SR HeA X

: Wh y will you overwhelm my age with kindnefs 2
My joy grows burdenfome, 1 fhan’t fupport it.

FUB A
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¥ UB A.

Syphax, farewel, I'll hence, and try to find
Some bleft occafion that may fet me right
In Cato’s thoughts. Td rather have that man
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admiress.

SYP HAX [folu.

Young men foon give, and foon forget affronts ;
Old age is flow in both-—A falfe old traitor !
Thofe words, rafh boy, smay chance to coft thee dear.
My heart had ftill fome foolifh fondnels for thee:
But hence! ’tis gone: I give it to the winds s
Cefar, 'm wholly thine——-

S: C. EaNaEa. V]

SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUS

S Pl Ask

All hail, Sempronms !
Well, Cato’s fenate is refolv’d to wait
The fury of a fiege, before it yields.

SEMPRONIUSG.

Syphax, we both were on the verge of fate:
Lucius
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Lucins declared for Peace, and terms were offer’d
To Cato by a meflenger from Gefar.

Should they fubmit, e’er our deligns are ripe,
We both muft perifh i the common wreck;
Loft in a general undiftinguifl’d mine.

ST P H AX,.
But how ftands Cato?

S E-M Py RGN I T §

Thou haft feen mount Alas:
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,
"Midit all the fhocks and injuries of fortune,
Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Cefar,

SYPH A4.X.
But what’s this Meflenger >

SEMPRONIS
I've prad&is’d with him,
And found a means to let the victor know
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends:
But let me now examine in my turn +

Is Fuba fixt :
S VP H AKX,

Yes,~—--but it+is to Carp,

Ive




I
e e g et Ty et S T

TR g e P g

&2 F 6

I've try’d the forée of every reafon on him,’
Sooth’d and carefs’d, been angry, footh’d again,
Laid fafety, life, and intereft in his fight,

But all are vain, he {corns them all for Cato.

SEMPRONIUS.

Come, ’tis no ‘matter, we fhall do without him.
He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph,
And ferve to trip before the victor’s chariot.
Syphax, 1 now may hope thou haft forfook
Thy Fuba's caufe, and wifheft Marcia mine.

N G W P
May fhe be thine as faft as thou wouldft have her!

SEMPRONIUS.

Syphax, 1love that woman; though I curfe
Her and my felf, vet fpight of me, I love her.

T P H AKX

Make Cato fare, and give up Ukica,
Cefar will neer refufe thee fuch a trifle.
But are thy troops prepared for a revolt 2
Does the fedition catch from man to man,
And run among their ranks?

SEMPRONIUS.

All, all is ready,
The factious leaders are our friends, that {pread

Murmurs and difcontents among the foldiers.
Vou I U u

s T T -

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. 1
Within an hour they'll {torm the Senate-houle,

SY R H AKX

Mean while Pl draw up my Numsdran treops
Within the {quare, to exercife their arms,
And, as I fee occafion, favour thee,
1 laugh to think how yeur unfhaken Gaso
Will look aghaft, while unforefeen deftruction
Pours in upon him thus from every fide.
So, where our wide Numidian waltes extend,
Suddeﬂ th’ 1mpett10us hurricanes defcend,
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play,
Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plams away.. :
The helplefs traveller, with wild farprize, g
Sees the dry defart all around him rife,
And {mother’d in the dufty whirlwind dies.

ACT
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ACT*H"SCENE"]
MARCUS ad PORTIUS.

MARCUS.

HANKS to my ftars, I have not ranged about
The wilds of life, ¢’er I could find a friend;
Nature firft pointed out my Portzs to me,
And early taught me, by her fecret force,
To love thy perfon, €er I knew thy merit;
"Till, what was inftinét, grew up into friendfhip.

P 0 BAFEUES:

Marcus, the friendfhips of the world ate oft
Confederacies in vice, or leagues of pleafure;
Ours has fevereft virtue for its bafis,

And fuch a friendfhip ends not but wich life.

M AR ECUS.

Portius, thou know’ft my foul in all its weaknefs,
Then prythee fpare me on its tender fide,
Indulge me but in love, my other paflions
Shall rife and fall by virtue’s niceft rules.

P @ RFHU

When love’s well-timed, °tis not a fault to love.
a2

The
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"The ftrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the wife,
Sink in the foft captivity together.

I would not urge thee to difmifs thy paffion,

(I know ’twere vain) but to fupprefs its force,

"Till better times may make it look more graceful.

MARCUS.

Alas; thoun talk’ft like one who never felt
Th’ impatient throbbs and longings' of a foul,
That pants, and reaches after diftant good.
A lover does not live by valgar time:
Believe me, Portins, in my Lucia’s abfence
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden ;
And yet, when I behold the charming maid,
Im ten times more undone; while hope and fear,
And grief, and rage, and love, rife up at once,
And with variety of pain diftra& me.

2 OTR T RURS

What can thy Portius do to give thee help 2
MARCU S

Portuus, thou oft enjoy'ft the fair one’s prefence :
Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her
Withe all the ftrength and heats. of eloquence:
Fraternal love and friendfhip can infpire..

Tell her thy brother languifhes to death,
And fades away, and withers in his bloom;
That he forgets his fleep, and loaths his food,

“That youth, and health, and war are joylefs to him :

Defcribe
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Defcribe his anxious days, and reftlefs nights,
And all the torments that thon feeft me fuffer.

B U RT IRU S

Marcus, 1 beg thee give me not an office,
That foits with me fo ill. . Thou know’ft my temper.

MARCUS.
Wilt 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 2

PORTLHUS.

Marcus, thou canft not.ask what I'd refufe.
But here believe me I've-a thoufand: reafons--—--

MARCUS.

I know thowlt 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 Portius, Portius, from my foul T wifh
Thow didft but know thy felf what ’tis to love!
Then wouldft thou pity and affit thy brother:.

PORTILUS.

What fhould I do! if I difclofe my paffion
Our friendthip’s at an end: if T conceal it,

The world will call me falfe to a friend and brother. [Afide.
M AR CUS.
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MAR CU S

But fee where Lucia, at her wonted hour,
Amid the cool of yon high marble arch,
Enjoys the noon-day breeze! obferve her, Portins!
That face, that fhape, thofe eyes, that Heaven of beauty!
Obferve her well, and blame me if thoa can’ft.

PORTILIUS.

She fees us, and advances-mme

MARCUS.

I'll withdraw,

And leave you for a while. = Remember, Portius,
Thy brother’s life depends: npon: thy tongue.

LG D L

LUCTI A PORTIUS:

LUCI A
Did not I fee your brother Marcus here :
Why did he fly the place, and fhun my prefence ?
8 QR L UL S

Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to fhow
His rage of love; it preys upon his life;
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He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dies:

His paffions and his virtues lie confufed,

And mixt together in fo wild a tumule,

That the whole man is quite disfigur'd in him.
Heavens! would one think ’twere poffible for love
To make fuch ravage in a noble foul!

Oh, Lucia, I'm diftreft! my heart bleeds for hint;
Even now, while thus I ftand bleft in thy prefence,.
A fecret damp of grief comes o’er my thoughts,
And P'm unhappy, tho’ thou fmileft upon me.

LU 1 4

How wilt thou guard thy henour, in the {hock
Of love and friendfhip!  think betimes, my Porzius,
Think how the nuptial tie, that mighe enfure
Our mutual blifs, would raife to fuch a height
Thy brother’s griefs, as might perhaps deftroy him.-

PORTIUS.

Alas, poor youth! what doft thou think, my Laucia?
His generous, open, undefigning heart
Has beg’d his rival to follicit for him.
Then do not ftrike him dead with'a denial,.
But hold hin up in life, and cheer his foul
With the faint glimmering of a doubtful hope:
Perhaps, when we have pafs'd thefe gloomy hours,,
And weatherd out the ftorny that beats upon us=-=-

Lolr &1
No, Portis, no! 1 fee thy fifter’s tears,,

e A T e Ry S N i e

Tar
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Thy father’s anguifh, and thy brother’s death,

In the purfuit of our ill-fated loves.

And, Portins, here I fwear, to Heaven I {wear,

To Heaven, and all the powers that judge mankind,
. Never to mix my plighted hands with thine,

While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about us,

But to forget our loves, and drive thee out

‘From all my thoughts, as far-—-as I am able,

2O ] IS,

What haft thou faid! P'm thiinder-ftruck ! ~e=-recall
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever.

L UC.I A :
Has not the Vow already pafe’d my lips 2
The Gods have heard it, and ’tis‘feal’d in Heaven,
May all the vengeance that was éver pour’d
On perjurd heads, o’erwhelm me, if T break it!

B9 R T.LF S

Fixt in aftonithment, 1 gaze upon thee ;

Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from Heaven,
Who pants for breath, and ftiffens, yet alive,
In dreadful looks: ‘a monument of wrath!

LUCI 4

At length T've acted my fevereft part,
I feel the woman breaking in upon me,
And melt about my heart! my tears will flow,

But

——
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But oh Pl think no more! the hand of fate
Has torn thee from me, and I muft forget thee.

PR T FLUS.

Hard-hearted, cruel maid!

o UG Lok

Oh ftop thofe founds,
Thofe killing founds! why doft thou frown upon me?
My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave,
And life it felf goes out at thy difpleafure.
The Gods forbid us to indulge our loves,
But oh! I cannot bear thy hate, and live!

PORTIUS.

Talk not of love, thou fiever knewft its force,
Yve been deluded, led idto.a dfeam
Of fancied blifs. | Oh Lucia, cruel maid!
Thy dreadful Vow, loaden with death, fill founds
In my {tunn’d ears. What fhall I fay or do?
Quick, let us part! perdition’s in thy prefence,
And horror dwells about thee!----hah, fhe faints!
Wretch that T am! what has my rafhnefs done!
Lucia, thou injurd innocence! thou beft
And lovelieft of thy fex! awake, my Luca,
Or Portius rufhes on his {ford to join thee.
——-Her imprecations reach not to the tomb,
They {hut not out focicty in death-----
But hah! fhe moves! life wanders up and down

Through all her face, and lights up every charm.
VOL. i & X X IJUC[_{?.

P
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L UE kA

O Portius, was this well I--—to frown on her
That lives upon thy fmiles! to call in doubt
The faith of one expiring at thy feet,

That loves thee more than ever woman lov’d!
-—--What do I fay? my half-recover’d fenfe
Forgets the Vow in which my foul is bound.
Deftruction ftands betwixt us! we muft part.

BNOGR T T S.

Name not the word, my frighted thoughts run back,
And ftartle into madnefs at the found.

LU€ I A

What wouldft thou have me do? confider well
The train of ills our love would draw behind it.
Think, Portsus, 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! poor Marcza trembles,
Then tears her hair, and frantick in her griefs
Calls out on Luecra! what could Lucza anfwer »
Or how ftand up in fuch a fcene of forrow!

PORTI S

To my confufion, and eternal grief,
1 muft approve the fentence that deftroys me.
The mift, that hung about my mind; clears up;

= = ...,_--‘-

And
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And now, athwart the terrors that thy Vow

Has planted round thee, thou appearft 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 divine!

L-UG-BA

Portius, no more! thy words fhoot through my heart,
Melt my refolves, and turn me all to love.
Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes 2
Why heaves thy heart? why fwells thy foul with {errow :
It foftens me too much----farewel, my Portss,
Farewel, though death is in the word, For-ever!

oL g e g DA R
Stay, Lucia, ftay! what doft thou fay? For-ever:?

EARC I

Have I not fworn: if, Portus, thy fuccefs
Muft throw thy brother on his fate, farewell,
Oh, how fhall I repeat the word! For-ever!

PORTIUS

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.

Xx 2 ' LUGIA
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200 C Trd

If the firm Portius {hake
To hear of parting, think what Laucia {uffers!

PORTIUS,

*Tis true; unruffled and ferene I've met
The common accidents of life, but here
Such an unleok’d-for ftorm of ills falls on me,
It beats down all my firength. I cannot bear i,
We muft not part.

Balleb T A

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 Marcas bends this way!
I ficken 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 CellsalNaE < 1L

M A R GUS &R @ ReT-E-B+S
M ARCUS.

Portins, what hopes? how {tands fhe? am 1 doom’d |
To life or death? | :
PORTIUS.
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[0 8 S & 650
What would’ft thou have me fay?
MARCUS.

What means this penfive pofture 2 thou appear’(t
Like one amazed and terrified.

PORTIU&K
Pve reafon.
MARCUS.

Thy down-caft looks, and thy diforder’d thoughts
Tell me my fate. 1 ask not the fuccefs
My caufe has found.

PORTILIUS.
I'm gricv’d I undertook it.

MARCUS.

What > does the barbarous maid infult my heart,
My aking heart! and triumph in my pains ?
That 1 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,
Compaffionates your pains, and pities you.

MARCECUS.

Compaffionates my pains, and pities me!

e e e e ey W
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What is compaflion when ’tis void of love!

Fool that I was to chufe {o cold a friend

To urge my caufe! Compaffionates my pains!
Prythee 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,
Compaflion’s cruelty, ’tis {corn, ’tis death=----

2. 0vR B LU,

Marcus, no more! have I deferv’d this treatment >

MARCU.S.

What have I faid! O Portius, O forgive me!
A foul exafperated in ills falls out =
With every thing, its friend, its felf~——but hah?
What means that thout, big with the founds of war >
What new alarm ?

ORIy |

A fecond, louder yer, T

Swells in the winds, and comes more full upon us.
MARCU S.

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 cafe. ]

PORTIUS r
1
|

Quick, let us hence; who knows if Caro’s life
Stand fure: O Marcus, 1 am warm’d, my heart
Leaps at the trumpet’s voice; and burns for glory.

SCENE
P




S/C E N E [IV.

SEMPRONIUS with the leaders of

the mutiny.

SEMPRONIUS.

At length the winds are rais’d, the ftorm blows high,
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up
In its full fury, and direct it right,
*Till it has {pent it {elf on Cazo’s head.
Mean while I'll herd among his friends, and feem
One of the number, that what e¢’er arrive, :
My friends and fellow-foldiers may be fafe.

v L E A D-FER.

We all are fafe, Sempronias is our friend,
Semprontus is as brave a man as Cato.
But heark! he enters. = Bear up boldly to him;
Be fure you beat him down, and bind him faft.
This day will end our toils, and give us reft!
Fear nothting, for Sempronius is our friend.

SCENE
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SO BN E Ve

CATO, SEMPRONIUS, LUCIUS,
PORTIUS, MARCUS, &c.

C A47TQ0.

Where are thefe bold irtrepid 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.

C AT 0.

Perfidious men? and will you thus difhonour
Your paft exploits, and fully all your wars 2
Do you confefs *twas not a zeal for Rome,

Nor love of liberty, nor thirft of honour,

Drew you thus far; but hopes to fhare the fpoil
Of conquer’d towns, and plunder’d provinces:?
Fired with fuch motives you do well o join
With Cats’s foes, and follow Cefar’s banners.
Why did I *fcape th’invenom’d Afpic’s rage,
And all the fiery monfters of the defar,

To fee this day? why could not Caro fall
Without your guilt? behold, ungrateful men,
Behold my bofom naked to your fivords,

And
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And let the man that’s injured {trike the blow,
Which of you all fufpeéts that he is wrong’d,
Or thinks he fuffers greater ills than Cato?
Am I diftinguifh’d from you but by teils,
Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares!
Painful pre-eminence!

SEMPRONIUS.

By heavens they droop!
Confufion to the villains! all is loft. [ Afide,

C AT,

Have you forgotten Libya's burning walte,
Its barren rocks, parch’d earth, and hills of fand,
Its tainted air, and all its broods of poifon?
Who was the firft to explore th*untrodden path,
When life was hazarded in every ftep?
Or, fainting in the long laborious march,
When on the banks of an unlook’d-for ftream
You funk the river with repeated draughts,
Who was the laft in all your hoft that thirfted?

S EMP R O:NALUS

If fome penurious fource by chance appear’d,
Scanty of waters, when you {coop’d it dry,
And offer’d the full helmet up to Cato,
Did he not dafh th’ untafted moifture from him 2
Did not he lead you through the mid-day Sun,
And clouds of duft? did not his temples glow

In the fame fultry winds, and fcorching hears?
Vor: L ¥icy € ATO,
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€750,

Hence worthlefs men! hence! and complain to Ce/r
You could not undergo the toils of war,
Nor bear the hardfhips that your leader bore,

Lo USCET U8

See, Cato, fee, th’unhappy men! they weep!
Fear, and remorfe, and forrow for their crime,
Appear in every look, and plead for mercy.

C ATO0.

Learn to be honeft men, give up your leaders,
And pardon fhall defcend on all the reft.

SEMPRONIUS.

Cato, commit thefe wretches to my care.
Firft let "em each be broken on the rack,
Then, with what life remains, impaled and left 4
To writhe at leafure round the bloody ftake.
There let *em hang, and taint the fouthern wind.
The partners of their crime will learn obedience,
When they look up and fee their fellow-traitors
Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the Sun.

Lt CElS ,,

Sempronus, why, why wilt thou urge the fate
Of wretched men 2

S EMMERON B
How! wouldft thou clear rebellion!
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Lucins (good man) pities the poor offenders,
That would imbrue their hands in Caro’s blood.

CATO.

Forbear, Sempronius /—---fce they fuffer death,
But in their deaths remember they are Men.
Strain not the laws to make their tortures grievous.
Lucius, the bafe dcgancrate age requires
Seventy, and juftice in its rigour ;
This awes an impious, bold, offending world,
Commands obedience, and gives force to laws,
When by juft vengeance guilty mortals perifh,
The Gods behold their punifhment with pleafure,
And lay th’uplifted thunder-bolt afide.

SEMPRONIUSGS.
Cato, 1 execute thy will with pleafure,

CA7TDO.

Mean-while we’ll {aerifice to Liberty
Remember, O my ftiends, the laws, the rights,
The generous plan of power deliverd down,
From age to age, by your renown’d Fore-fathers,
(So deatly bought, the price of fo much blood)
O let it never perifh in your hands!

But pioufly tranfmit it to your children.

Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our fouls,
And make our lives in thy pofleffion happy,
Or our deaths glorious in thy juft defence.

Yy 2 SCENE
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SEMPRONIUS and the leaders of the mutiny.
R B Ry Ly

Sempronys, you have aéted like your (elf,
One would have thought you had been half in earrieft.,

SEMPRONI]IUS,

Villain, ftand off! bafe groveling worthlefs wretches;
Mongrils in fadtion, poor faint-hearted, traitors!

S N g i 3 i
Nay, now you carry it too far, Sempronius:
Throw off the mask, there are none here bit friends.

§ EANEPERIG NT TS
Know, villains, when fuch paltry {laves prefume
To mix in treafon, if the plot fucceeds,
They’re thrown negle&ed by : but if it fails,
They’re fure to die like dogs, as you fhall do.

Here, take thefe factious monfters, drag ’em forth
To fudden death,

Enter Guards.
r A5TR PR

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 GG E NG

SYPHAX and SEMPRONIUS.

ST P H 4%

Our firft defign; my friend, has prov’d abortive;
Still there remains an after-game to play:
My troops are mounted; their Numidian {teeds
Snuff up the-wind; and long to fcour the defart:
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight,
We'll force the gate where Martws Keeps his guard,
And hew down all that would oppofe our paflage.
A day will bring us into Cz/ar’s camp.

L?E.EWPROIW’T]DTS:

Confufion! I have fail’d of half m¥ purpofe:
Marcia, the charming Maresa’s left behind?

S X Ba O 4. 0

How? will .S'wnpmm'ﬂs turn 2 woman’s flave!

S E M P R O:NAL USS,

Think not thy friend can ever feel the fofc
Unmanly warmth, and tendernefs of love.
Syphax, 1long to clafp that haughty maid,
And bend her ftubbern virtue to my paffion :-
When I have gone thus far, T'd caft her off.

S L HAAX,
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SR ALY,

Well faid! that’s fpoken like thy felf, Sempronius,
What hinders then, but that thou find her out,
And hurry her away by manly force >

SEMPRONIUS

But how to gain admiffion? for accefs
Is given to none but ¥#be; and her brothers,

& Y PH A4 X
Thou fhalt have Jubas drefs, and J#ba’s guards :

The doors will open, when Numidia’s Prince
Seems to appear before the flayes that watch them.

SEMPRONIUS

Heavens what a thought is there! Murcizs my own/!
How will my bofom fwell with anxions 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 breaft, and vary in her face!
So Plute, {eiz’d of Proferpine, conveyd
To hell’s tremendous gloom th’ affrighted maid,
There grimly fmil’d, pleasd with the beauteous prize,
Nor envy’d Jove his fap-fhine and his skies.

ACHT
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A CT1IV.. S CENE:-L

LUCIA and MARCT A

LUCL.A

OW tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy foul,
If thou behev’ﬂ: tis poffible for woman
To {uffer greater ills than Lucia fuffers?

MARCI A

O Lucia, Lucia, might my big-fwoln heart
Vent all its griefs, and give a loofe to forrow:
Marcia could anfwer thee in fighs, keep pace
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear.

LU C I 4

1 know thouw'rt doom’d alike, to be belov’d
By Juba, and thy father’s friend Sempronins ;
But which of thefe has power to charm like Porzius /

M ARCEA

Still muft I beg thee not to name Sempronsus ?
Lucia, 1 like not that loud boifterous man ;
Juba to all the bravery of a Heroe
Adds fofteft love, and more than female {weetnels ;

Fube
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Fuba might make the proudeft of our fex,
Any of woman-kind, but Marcia, happy.

L UG A

And why, not Mardig? come, you firive in vain
To hide your thoughts from one, who knows too well
The inward glowings of a heart in love.

MARCI A

While Caro lives, his danghter has'no right
To love or hate, /but as his choice. direds.

LG 1A

But {hould this father give you to Smgu‘m?m ?

MARC I A

I dare not think he will: but if he fhould---=-
Why wilt thou add to all the ariefs I fuffer
Imaginary ills, and fancy’d tortures ;

I hear the found of feet! they march this way!
Let us retire, and try if we can drown

Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent danger. 1
When love once pleads admiffion to our hearts
(In fpight of all the virtue we can boaft)

The woman that deliberates is loft.

S CENE
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SCENE IL

SEMPRONIUS, drefi’d like JUBA, wirh
Numidian guards.

§ B MEBoRON LU

The Deer is lodg’d.  T've track’d her to her covert.
Be fure you mind the Word, and when I give it,
Rufh 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 miftrefs loft? if aught could glad my foul,
Beyond th’ enjoyment of fo bright a prize,
"Twould be to torture that young gay Barbarian.
--—But heark, what noife! death to my hopes! ’tis he,
*Tis Juba's {elf! there is but one way left--—--
He'muft be murderd, and a paffage cut
Through thofe his guards.——Hah, daftards, de you tremble!
Or act like men, or by yon’ azure Heaven----

Fater’ & U BLA.

Y UB A

What do I fee? who's this that dares ufurp
The guards and habit of Numidia’s Prince :

SEMPRONIUS.

One that was born to fcourge thy arrogance,
Prefumptuous youth !

Vour. 'l Zz FUB A
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S UB A
What can this mean ? Sempronms !/

S BEMPRONIUSE,
My fword fhall anfwer thee.  Have at thy heart.

YU B A

Nay, ‘then beware thy own, proud; barbarous man’
[ Semp. falls.  His griards ﬂé{'ﬁ‘eﬂa’fr.

S EMPRONILIUS

Curfe on my ftars! ami ¥ theit doom'd to fall
By a boy’s hand? disfigur’d in a vile
Numidian drefs, and for a worthléfs woman?
Gods, I'm diftracted! this my clofe of life!
O for a peal of thunder that would make
Earth, féa, and air, and Heaven, and'Cato tremble!  [Dies.

Y UB A

With what a {pring his furious foul broke toofe,
And left the limbs ftill quivering on the ground!
Hence let us carry off thofe {layes to Caro,

Thar we may there at length unravel all

This dark defign, this myftery of fate, '
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SCENE I

LUCIA and MARCIA.

LUCI A4

sure “twas the clafh of fivords; my troubled heart
s fo caft down, and funk amidft its forrows,
It throbs with fear, and akes at every {ound.
O Marcia, {hould thy brothers for my fake!-=—
I die away with horror at the thought.

MARCI A

Sce, Lucta, fee! here’s blooed! here’s blood and mutder!
Hah! a Numidian! Heavens prefervé the: Prince::
The face lies muffled up within the garment.
But hah! death to my fight! 2 diadem,
And purple robes! O Gods! “tis he, ’tis he!
Yuba, the lovelieft youth that ever warm’d
A Virgio’s heart, Fuba lies dead before us!

LOC 4 -4

Now, Marcia, now call up to thy affiftance
Thy wonted {trength, and conftancy of mind;
Thou can’lt not put it to a.gréater tryal.

_ MARCIA
Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patience,
Lz 2 Have
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Have I not caufe to rave, and beat my breaft,
To rend my heart with grief, and run diftraged !

LUCI A

What can I think or fay 1o give thee comfort

MARCI A

Talk not of comfort, ’tis for lighter ills :
Behold a fight, that ftrikes all comfort dead.

Euter T U B A Iiftsing, .
I will indudge my forrows, and give way

To all the pangs and fury of defpair,
That man, that beft of men, defervd it from me.

YUB 4

What do I hear> and was the falfe Sempronius
That beft of men? O had I fallen like him,
And could have thus been mourn’d, I had been happy!

LUCI A

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.

MARCI 4

“Tis not in fate to eafe my tortur’d breaft,
This empty world, to me a joylefs defart,
Has nothing left to make poor Mareia happy.

FUBA |
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Y UB A4 |
I'm on the rack! was he fo near her heart:
MARCI A

Oh he was all made up of love and charms,
Whatever maid could wifh, or man admire:
Delight of every eye! when he appear'd,

A fecret pleafure gladned all that faw him;
But when he talk’d, the proudeft Roman blufird
To hear his virtues, and old age grew wife.

FUB 4
I fhall run mad---—

MARCI A
O Fuba! Fuba! Fuba!

FUB A
What means that voice? did fhe not call on F#ba?

MARCIA

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,

i Amidft its agonies, rememberd Marcia,

And the laft words he utter’d call’d me Cruel!

" Alas, he knew not, haplefs youth, he knew not
Marcig’s whole foul was full of love and Fwuba ?

JUB A.
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FUB A4

Where am I! do 1 live! or am indeed
What Marcie thinks! all is Elifigm round me!

MARCI A

Ye dear remains :of the moft lov’d of men!
Nor modefty nor virtue here forbid
A laft embrace, while thus——-

FUBA |
See, Marcia, fee, | Throwing himfelf before ber.
The happy F#ba lives! he lives to catch

That dear embrace, and to return it too
With mutual warmth and eagernefs of love,

MARC I 4

With pleafure and amaze, 1 ftand tranfported!
Sure ’tis a dream! dead and alive at once!
If thou art Fuba, wheo lies there

YU B A

A wretch,
Difguifed liké Fuba on a cursd defign.
The tale is long, nor have 1 heard it out.
"Thy father knows it all. " ¥ could not bear -
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death,
But flew, in all the hafte of love, to find thee; *
I found thee weeping, and confefs this once,
Am rapt with joy to fee my Marcia’s tears.

MARCI A
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MARCIT A

Pve been furprized in an unguarded hour,
But muft not now go back: the love, that lay
Half fmotherd in my breaft, has broke through all
Its weak reftraints, and burns in its full luftre,
I cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee.

$.UB 4

Pm loft in ecftafie! and deft thou love,
Thou charming maid?

MARCIA

And doft thou live to ask ie2 .
D A

This, this is life indeed! life worth preferving,
Such life as Juba never felt till now!

 MARELA

Believe me, ‘Prince, before I thoughe thee dead,
I did not know my felf how much Ilov’d thee,

FUB 4
O fortunate miftake!

MARCI A4
O happy Marcia/

YUB A
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YU B A

My joy! my beft beloved! my only wifh!
How fhall I fpeak the tranfport of my foul!

MARCI A

Lucia, thy arm! Oh let me reft upon jt!----
The vital blood, that had forfook my heart,
Returns again in fuch tumultuons tides,
It quite o’ercomes me.  Lead to my apartment.====- .
O Prince ! I bluth to think what I have faid,
But fate has wrefted the confeffion from me;
Go on, and profper in the paths of honour,
Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee,
And make the gods propitious to our love.

Y UB A4

I am fo bleft, I fear ’tis all a dream.
Fortune, thou now haft made amends for all
Thy paft unkindnefs. T abfolve my ftars.
What though Numidia add her conquerd towns
And provinces to fwell the viGtor’s triumph!
Fuba will never at his fate repine;

Let Cefar have the world, if Marcia’s mine.

SEED?

SCENE
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A March at a Diflance.
C A T4 i 2L S U S

LG LU S,

I ftand aftonitht! what, the bold Sempronsus /
That fill broke forgmoft through the crowd of Pattiots,
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported,
And virtuous ev’n to madnefs-——-

oA IO
Truft me, Lucius,
Our civil difcords have produced fuch crimes,
Such monftrous crimes, I am furprized at nothing.
Q) Lucius, 1 am fick of this bad world!
The day-light and the Sun grow painful to me,
Epter P OR T 1U S

But {ee where Portrus comes! what means this hafte?
Why are thy looks thus changed:

P-O'R'TFU &
My heart is griev’d.
I bring fuch news as will aflié my father.

o e b P SR
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CATO,
Has Cefar thed more Roman blood

EQSRTT IS,

Not fo.
The traytor Syphax, as within the fquare
He exercifed his troops, the fignal given,
Flew off at once with his Numidian horfe

To the fouth gate, where Mareus 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 perifh like Sempronius,

g 470

Perfidious men! but hafte my fon, and fee
Thy brother Marcas adts a Roman’s part.
----- Lucius, the torrent bears t6o hard upon me:
Juftice gives way to force: the conquei’d world
Is Cefars: Cato has no bufinefs in it,

LU Ty
While pride, oppreffion, and injuftice reign,
The world will ftill demand her Cein’s prefence,
In pity to mankind, fubmit to Cafar,
And reconcile thy mighty foul to life.

CATO.
Would Laucius have me live to fwell the number

Of
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Of Cefar’s {laves, or by a bafe fubmiffion
Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant?

LiUCLr U S,

The viétor never will impofe on Cazo
Ungen’rous terms.  His enemies confefs

The virtues of humanity are Cafars,
G AT D,

Curfe on his virtues! they’ve undone his country,
Such popular humanity is treafon—--

But fee young Fuba! the good youth appears
Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubjeés.

LU GO R TR
Alas, poor Prince! his fate deferves compaffion.
Enter  J U B A.
TUB &

I blufh, and am confounded to appear
Before thy prefence, Cazo.

C ATO.
What’s thy crime?

FUB A
I'm a Numidian,

CAT 0,

And a brave one too.

Thon haft a Roman foul,
Aaa 2 j‘,U B A
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YUB A

Haft thou not heard
Of my falfe countrymen?

o4 1,

Alas, young Prince,
Falthood and fraud fhoot up in every foil,
The product of all climes—— Romse has its Ceefars.

FUB 4.

*Tis gen’rous thus to comfort the diftreft,

CATO

*Tis jult to give applaufe where ’tis deferv’d ;
Thy virtue, Prince, has ftood the teft of fortune,
Like pureft gold, that, tortur’d in the furnace,
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its weight.

JUB 4

What fhall T anfwer thee? my ravifh’d heart
O’erflows with fecret joy: T'd rather gain °
Thy praife, O Cato, than Numidia’s empire.

Re-enter POR T IUS.
PeOvR Tl =N

Misfortune on misfortune! grief on grief!
My brother Marcus—--

CATO.

—T
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Cod-T 0.

Hah! what has he done?
Has he forfook his poft: has he given way 2
Did he look tamely on, and let *em pafs?

PORTIUS.

Scatce had I left my father, but I met him
Borne on the fhields of his furviving foldiers,
Breathles and pale, and coverd o’er with wounds.
Long, at the head of his few faithful friends,

He ftood the fhock of a whole hoft of foes.
#Till obftinately brave, and bent on death,
Oppreft with multitudes, he greatly fell.

L ot O
I'm fatisfy’d.
P. O . RaZ L:LL.S,

Nor did he fall before
His fivord had Pietc‘d through the falfe heart of Syphax.

Yonder he lies. I faw the hoary traytor
Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground,

CiA T56:

Thanks to the Gods! my boy has done his duty.
~~~~~ Portins, when:l.am dead, befure thou place

His urne near mine.

PORTIUS
Long may they keep afunder!
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La¢ FUS,

O Cato, arm thy foul with all jts patience;
See where the corps of thy dead fon approaches!
The citizens and {enators, alarnyd,

Have gather’d round it, and attend it weeping.

CATOQ meezz'ﬂg the corps.

Welcome my fon! here lay him down, my friends,
Full in my fighe, that I may view at leifure
The bloody coarfe, and count thofe glorious wounds,
—--How beautiful is death, when earn’d by virtue!
Who would not be that youth 2 what pity is ic
That we can die but once fo ferve our country!
—-—Why fits this fadnefs on your brows, my friends »
I fhould have blufbvd if Cazss houfe had ftood
Secure, and flourifld in a civil war,

----- Portius, behold thy brother, and remember
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it,
TG B4
Was ever man like this! [Afide.
C 47T 0.

Alas my friends! :
Why mourn you thus? fet not a private fofs
Afllict your hearts.  *Tys Rome requires our tears,
The miftrefs of the world, the fear of empige,

The
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The nutfe of heroes, the delight of gods,
That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth,
And fet the nations free, Rome is no more,
O liberty! O virtwe! O my country!

T U.B 4.
Behold that upright man! Reme fills his eyes '
With tears, that flow’d not o’er his own dead fon. [Afide,
C AT 0.

Whate’er the Roman virtue has fubdu’d,
The Sun’s whole coutfe, the day and year, are Czfar’s.
For him the felf-devoted Decz dy’d,
The Fabuii tell, and the great Sczpio’s conquer'd :
Even Pompey fought for Cefar. Oh my friends!
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages,
The Roman empire fallen! O curft ambition!
Fallen into Cefar’s hands! our great Fore-fathers
Had left him nought to conquer but his country.

YUB A

While Cato lives, Cefar will blufh to fee
Mankind enflaved, and be athamed of empire.

G ATO.
Cefar athamed! has not he feen Pharfalia/

LUCLUS.

Cato, ’tis time thou fave thy felf and us.

CATO.

T — L ——
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CA 70,

Lofe not a thought on me, I'm out of danger,
Heaven will not leave me in the victor’s hand,
Ceefar fhall never fay T conquer’d Caro,

But oh! my friends, your fafety fills my heart
With anxious thoughts: a thoufand fecret terrors
Rife in my foul: how fhall I fave my friends!
’Tis now, O Csfar, 1begin to fear thee.

LUCIUS.
Cefar has mercy, if we ask it of him.

C'ATDO,.

Then ask it, I conjure you! let him know
Whate’er was done againft him, Caz did it.
Add, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him,
The virtue of my friends.may pafs unpunifh’d.

Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake,
Should I advife thee to fegain Numidia, |
Or feck the conqueror2—--=

YUB A
If I forfake thee
Whillt I have life, may heaven abandon Fuba /

Thy virtues, Prince, -if I forefee aright,
Will one day make thee great;” At Rome, hereafter, - ji,
*Twill be no crime to have been Cazo’s friend, .

Portis,
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Portins, draw near! My fon, thou oft haft feen
Thy Sire engaged in a corrupted ftate,

Wreftling with vice and facion: now thou fee'ft me
Spent, overpower'd, defpairing of fuccefs;

Let me advife thee to retreat betimes

To thy paternal feat, the Sabize ficld,

Where the great Cesnfor toil’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 {tation.

P R TFT 8.

I hope, my father does not recommend
A life to Portius, that he {corns himfelf,

G208

Farewel, my friends! if there be any of you
Who dare not truft the vi€tor’s clemency,
Know, there are fhips prepared by my command,
(Their fails already opening to the winds)
That fhall 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!
r If e’er we meet hereafter, we fhall meet
In happier climes, and on a fafer fhore,
Where Cefar never fhall approach us more.
[Pomting to bis dead fou,
oL Bbb There
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"There the brave youth, with love of virtue fired,
Who greatly in his country’s caufe expired,

Shall know he conquer'd. The firm Patriot there
(Who made the welfare of mankind his care)

Tho’ ftill, by facion, vice, and fortune, croft,
Shall find the gen’rous labour was not loft.

; A. ;T
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AGC T Voo S CENE 5§

CATO {olus, fitting ina thoughtful poflure: In
bis hand Plato’s book on the lmmortality of the
Soul. A drawn _fword on the table by bim.

T muft be fo-——-Plats, thou reafon’ft well!—---
Elfe whence this pleafing hope, this fond defire,
This longing after immortality 2
Or whence this fecret dread, and inward horror,
Of falling into nought> why fhrinks the foul
Back on her felf, and ftartles at deltryction 2
*Tis the divinity that ftirs within us;
*Tis heaven it {eIf, that points out an Hereafter,
And intimates eternity to man.
Eternity! thou plealing, dreadful, rthought!
Through what variety of untry’d being,
Through what new f{cenes and changes muft we pafs!
The wide, th’unbounded profpeét, lyes before me;
But fhadows, clonds, and darknefs, reft upon it
Here will T hold.  If there’s a pow’r above us,
(And that there s all nature cries aloud
Through all her works) he muft delight in virtue ;
And that which he delights in, muft be happy.
But when! or where!—-This world was made for Cefar.
Bbb 2 Pm
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Pm weary of conjectures-----This muft end ’em.
[Laying his band on bis fword,

Thus am I doubly arm’d: my death and life,

My bane and antidote are both before me:

This in 2 moment brings me to an end ;

But this informs me I fhall never die.

"The foul, fecured in her exiftence, {miles

At the drawn dagger; and defies its point.

The ftars fhall fade away, the fun himfelf

Grow dim with age, and nature fink in years,

But thou fhalt flourifh in immortal youth,

Unhurt amidft the war of elements,

The wrecks of matter; and the crufth of worlds.
What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me:

This lethargy that creeps through all my fenfes?

Nature opprefs’d, and harrafs'd ont with care,

Sinks down to reft. " This once I'll favour her,

That my awaken’d foul may take her flight,

Renew'd in all her firength, and frefh with life,

An offering fit for heaven. Let guilt or fear

Difturb man’s reft: Caro knows neither of ’em,

Indifferent in his choice to fleep or die.

SCENE
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SCENE . IL

CATO, PO:RaF.LU.S.

e e Tl o

But hah! how’s this, my fon? why this intrufion :
Were not my orders that I would be private:?
Why am I difobey’d 2

PORTILUS,
Alas, my father!
What means this fword ? this inftrament of death 2
Let me convey it hence!
C ATQO,
Rafh youth, forbear!

PORTIUS.
O let the prayers, th’entreaties of your friends,
Their tears, their common. danger, wreft it from you:
C. A4AT.0,

Wouldft theu betray me 2 would’ft thou give me up
A flave, a captive, into Cefar’s hands?
Retire, and learn obedience to a father,
Ot know, yonng man !me=—

"PORTIUS.
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PO RIS

Look not thus fternly on nre;
You know I'd rather die than difobey you.

C 4 0.
"Tis well! again Pm mafter of my felf.
Now, Czfar, let thy troops befet our gates,
And bare each avenue; ‘thy gathering fleets
O’erfpread the fea, and ftop up every port ;

Cato fhall open to himfelf a paffage,
And mock thy hopes—-— : :

5 i

2.0-R-T IUS.

O Sir, forgive your fon, A
Whofe grief hangs heavy on him! O ny father!
How am 1 fure it is not the Jaft time
I @er fhall call you fo! be not difpleafed,

O be not angry with me whilft I weep, & % 2
And, in the anguifh of my; hearty befeech you
"To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul!

C A T .00

{ § Y1

Thou haft been ever good.and dutiful. [Embracing bim,

Weep not, my fon. All %l be well again.

The righteous gods; “whom I hﬁvei-fcug"ht to pleafe,

Will fuccour Caro, and ‘preferve his childten.

PORZTIUS s

Your words give comfort to my drooPing heart.,

€470,
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C-A27T0.

Portius, thou may’tt rely upon my conduct.
Thy father will not a& what misbecomes him.
But go, my fon, and fee if auglit'be wanting
Among thy father’s friends; fee them embarked ;
And tell me if the winds and feas befriend them:
My foul is quite weigh’d down with care, and asks
The-foft-refrethment-of 2 moment’s fleep.

PORTIUS.

My thoughts are more at eafe, my heart revives.

D 0 ) P 14 €

PORTIUS und MARCIA.

PORTTIUS.

O Marcia, © my fifter, ftill there’s hope!
QOur father will not caft away a life
So needful to us all, and to his country:
He is retired to reft, and feemsito cherifhi
Thoughts full of peace. He hast difpatcht me’hence:
With orders, that befpeak.amind compofed,
And ftudious for the fafety of his friends.
Marcia, take care that none difturb his {lumbers.

MARCT A

e T T i R
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MARCIT A

O ye immortal powers, that guard the juft,
Watch round his couch, and foften his repofe,
Banifh his {forrows, and becalm his foul
With eafie dreams; remember all his virtues!
And fhow mankind that goodnefs is your care.

S U TN TV

LUCIA and M AR CIA.

LUCI A4
Where is your father, Marcia, where is Cato?

MARCI A

Lucia, fpeak low, he is retired to reft,
Lucia, 1 feel a gently-dawning hope
Rife in my foul. We fhall be happy fill.

Lyuel 4

Alas, 1 tremble when I think on Carm,
In very view, in every thought I tremble!
Cato is ftern, and awful as a God,
He knows not how to wink at humane frailty,
Or pardon weaknefs, that he never felt,

MARCI A




e T
gl "_‘_P"T_.!!f-r‘:r';_"ﬁ_":ﬁ';-;‘f-;:;‘".-" i . P -

.

G A 4 0. 377

M AR CJIA

Though ftern and awful to the foes of Rowe,
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild,
Compaffionate, and gentle to his friends.

Filld with domeftick tendernefs, the beft,
The kindelt father! I haye ever found him
Fafie, and good, and bounteous to my wifhes.

g g g S

*T'is 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 fhall lament,. unhappy youth!

L€ A

Has fet my foul at large, and now I ftand
Loofe of my Vow. But who knows Cazo’s thoughts?
Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Portsus,
Or how he has determin’d of thy felf?

MARCI A"

Let him but live! commit the reft to heaven,

Vou L Ccc Enter

o g o T T
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Enter. LUCIUS.
L U'C 118

Sweet are the {lumbers of the virtuous man!
O Marcia, 1 have {een thy godlike father
Some power invifible fupports his foul,
And bears it up in all its wonted greatnefs.
A kind refrething {leep is fallen upon him:
I faw him ftretcht at cafe, his fancy loft
In pleafing dreams; as I drew near his couch,

S

He {miled, and cry’d, Cefar thou canft not hurt me.

MARCIA

His mind THll labours with fome dreadful thought.

oY o i o o

Lucia, why all cthis grief, thefe floods of forrow
Dry up thy tears, my child, we all are fafe
While Cato lives---=-his prefence will protect us,

Euter 7 U B A.
F-UB A

Lucsus, the horfemen are return’d from viewin
The number, {trength, and pofture of our foes,
Who now encamp within a fhort hont's march.
On the high point of yon bright weftern tower

We
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We Kenn them from afar, the fetting Sun
Plays on their fhining arms and burniflvd helmets,
And covers all the field with gleams of fire.

L G FUS,

Marcia, ’tis time we fhould awake thy father,

Cefar is ftill difpofed to give us terms,
And waits at diftance ’till he hears from Cato.

Eater PO R TIUS.

Portius, thy looks fpeak fomewhat of importance.
What tidings doft thou bring ? methinks I fee
Unufual gladnefs (parkling in thy eyes.

£ O T LGS

As I was hafting to the port, where now
My father’s friends, impatient for a paflage,
Accufe the ling’ring winds, a fail artived
From Pompeys fon, who through the realms of $pain
Calls out for vengeance on his father’s death,
And roufes the whole nation up to arms:
Were Cazo at their head, once more might Rome
Affert 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:

FAR D EIAE = o

Cato, amidft his flumbers, thinks on Rome,
And in the wild diforder ‘of his foul

Cecc'™ Mourns

S e e ——
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Mourns o’er his country.——-hah! a fecond groan!---—
Heaven guard us all--—--

MARCI A

Alas, ’tis not the voice
Of one who fleeps! ’tis agonizing pain,
Tis death is in that found----

Re-enter PORTIUS.

LRI LW S

O fight of woe!
O Marcia, what we fear’d is come to pafs!
Cato is fallen upon his fword--—-

L LEC LTS

O Portus, -
Hide all the horrours of thy mournful tale,
And let us guefs the refl.

PORTIUS.

Pve raifed him up,
And placed him in his chair, where pale, and faint, L
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. ¢
(The back Scene vpens, and difcovers Cato.
MARCI A

O heaven affift me in this dreadful hour
To pay the laft fad duties to.my father,
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F B A,
Thefe are thy triumphs, thy exploits, O Cefar/

L.OC IU.S,

Now is Rome fallen indeed l-—- _
[Cato brought forward in his cha.

S i L

Here fet me down—-—
Portins come near me-——are my friends embark’d 2
Can any thing be thought of for their fervice?
Whilft I yet live, let me not live in vain,
----- O Lucius, art thou here 2--—-thou art too good I---—
Let this our friendfhip live between out children;
Make Portins happy in thy danghter Lucza.
Alas poor man, he weeps l---—Marcia, my daughter--=--
-0 bend me forward [-—-Juba loves thee, Marcia,
A Senator of Rome, while Rome furvived,
Would not have match’d his Daughter with a King,
But Cefar’s arms have thrown down all diftinétion ;
Whoe'er is Brave and Virtuous, is a Roman.——-
——P'm fick to death-~—0 when fhall T get Joofe
From this vain world, th’abode of guile and forrow!
——And yet methinks a beam of light breaks in
On my departing foul.  Alas, 1 fear
Fve 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 etre, but you are good, and-----oh! [Dies.
Ll Golglr &5




282 3 Ax T80

o S e vy

There fled the greateft foul that ever warm’d
A Roman breaft; O Cato/ O my friend!
Thy will fhall be religioufly obferv’d.
But let us bear this awful corps to Cefar,
And lay it in his fight, that it may ftand
A fence betwixt us and the victor’s wrath ;
Cato, tho’ dead, fhall fHll protet his friends.
From hence, let fierce contending nations know
What dire effects from civil difcord flow.
*Tis this that fhakes our country with alarms,
And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms,
Produces fraund, and cruelty, and ftrife,
And robs the Guilty world of Care’s life.

£ Pk
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EPILOGUELE
By Dr. GARTH.

Spoken by Mrs. PORTE R.

H AT odd famaflick things we women do /
Who war'd wot biften when young lovers woo 2
But die a maid, wet have the choce of two !
Ladses are often cruel ro thewr coft ;
7o give you pain, themfelves they punifb mofl.
Vows of virginity fbould well be weigh'd ;
Too oft they're cancelld, the in convents mad.
W ould you revenge fuch rafh refolves—=——vyou may:
Be fputeful---— and believe the thing we fay,
We hate you when you've eafily fard nay.
How needlefs, if you knew us, were your fears?
Let Love have eyes, and Beaury will have ears.
Our bearts are form'd as you your felves would chufe,
Too proud to ask, too bumble to vefufe:
We grve to mert, and to wealth we féll;
He fighs with moft fuccefs that fettles well,
The woes of wedlock with the joys we mix';
Tis beft repenting m @ coach and fix.

Blame
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Blame not our conduct, fince we but purfie
Thofe lvely Teffons we have learn'd from you:
Vour breafls no more the five of beauty warms,
But wicked wealth wfurps the power of charms
Fhat pains to get the gawdy thing you hate,
To fivell in fhow, and be a wretch i flate !
At plays you ogle, at the ring you bow ;
iwen churches are no fanlluaries now:

There, golden idols all your vows recerve,

She is no goddefs that has nought to grve.

Ob, may once more the bappy age appear;

W ben words were artlefs, and the thoughts fincere ;
When gold and grandenr were unenvy'd things,
And conrts lefs coveted than groves and [prings.
Love then fhall only mourn when truth complains,
And conflancy feel tranfport n sts chains.

Sighs with fuccefs their own foft angusfb vell,
And eyes fhall utter what the lips conceal :
Virtue again to its bright flation climb,

And beauty fear no enemy but 1ime,

The fair fhall liften to defert alone,

And every Lucia find a Cato’s fon.
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To Het ROYAL HIGHNESS the

PRINGCESSof wALES,

With the Tragedy of C A 7 0. Nov. 1714.

HE Mufe that oft, with {acred raptures fird,
Has gen’rous thoughts of Liberty infpird,

And, boldly rifing for Britannia’s laws,
Engaged great Cato in her country’s caufe,
On You fubmiffive waits, with hopes affurd,
By whom the mighty blefling ftands fecurd,
And all the glories, that our age adorn,
Are promis’d to a people yet unborn.

No longer fhall the widow’d land bemoan
A broken lineage, and a doubtful throne;
But boaft her royal progeny’s increafe,
And count the pledges of her future peace.
O born to {trengthen and to grace our ifle!
While you, fair PrincEss, 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.
Vor. L Ddd Thou
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Thou too, the darling of our fond defires,
Whom Albion, opening wide her arms, requires,
With manly valour and attracive air
Shalt quell the fierce, and captivate the fair,

O England's younger hope! ‘in whom ‘confpire
The mother’s {weetnefs, 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 dictates true,

Who, while the fcepter’d rivals vainly fue,

Thy inborn worth with confcious eyes fhall fee,
And {light th’Imperial diadem for thee, .

Pleas’d with the profpec of fucceffive 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 ceafe,

And footh the madding factions into peace ;

Or rifc ambitious in more lofty lays,

And teach the nation their new Monarch’s praife,
Deferibe his awful look, and godlike mind,

And Cefars power with Cats’s virtue join’d.

Mean-while, bright Princess, who, with graceful eafe
And native majelty, are formrd to pleafe,
Behold thofe Arts with a propitious eye,

That fuppliant to their great protectrefs fly!
Then fhall they triumph, and the Briifb ftage
Improve her manners, and refine her rage,

More
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More noble characers expofe to view,
And draw her finifht 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 Glriana Waller’s harp was ftrung ;

The Queen ftill fhines, becaufe the Poet fung.
Even all thofe graces, in your frame combin’d,
f- 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

k To late pofterity their fame prolong,

Inftru& our fons the radiant form to prize,
And fee your beauty with their fathers’ eyes.

Ddd 2 T O
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Sir GODFREY KNELLER,
ON HIS

PicTtuRrE of the KING. *

NELLER, with filence and furprize
We fee Britannia’s Monarch rife,
A godlike form, by thee difplay’d [
In all the force of light and fhade ;
And, aw’d by thy delufive hand,
As in the prefence-chamber ftand.
The magick of thy art calls forth
His fecret foul and hidden worth,
His probity and mildnefs thows, h
His care of friends, and fcorn of foes:
In every ftroke, in every line,
Does fome exalted virtue fhine,
And Albion's happinefs we trace
Through all the features of his face,
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O may [ live to hail the day,
When the glad nation fhall furvey
Their Sovraign, through his wide command,
Paffing in progrefs oer the land!
Each heart fhall bend, and every voice
In loud applauding fhouts rejoice,
Whilft all his gracious afpeét praife,
And crowds grow loyal as they gaze.
This image on the medal placed,
With its bright round of titles graced,
And ftampt on Brizifb coins fhall live,
To richeft ores the value give,
Or, wrought within the curious mould,
t 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, haft vied
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 difplay’d: A
Here fwarthy Charles appears, and there
His Brother with dejeéted air:
Triumphant Na/fau here we find,

And with him bright Maria join'd;:
There
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There Anna, great as when fhe ferit!
Her armies through the continent,
Eer yet her Hero was difgrac’t:

O may fan’d Brunfwick be the laft,

(Though heaven {hould with my wifh agree,

And long preferve thy art in thee)
The laft, the happieft Bririfb King,
Whom thou fhalt paint, or I fhall fing!

Wile Phidzas, thus his skill to prove,
Through many a God advanced to Jove,
And taught the polifht rocks to fhine
With airs and lineaments divine ;

"Till Greece, amaz’d, and half-aftaid,
Th’ affembled deities furvey’d:

Great Pan, who wont to chafe the fair,
And lov’d the {preading 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 childlefs goddefs rofe,
Minerva, ftudious to compofe

Her twifted threads; the webb fhe ftrung,
And o'er a loom of marble hung:
Thetss the troubled ocean’s Queen,
Match’d with a mortal, next was feen,
Reclining on a funeral urn,

Her fhort-livid darling Son to mourn.
The laft was he, whofe thunder {lew
The 7#an-race, a rebel crew,

That
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That from a hundred hills 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-eftablifbd praife,
That, his high genius to approve,
Had drawn a GEORGE, or carv'd a Fove !

POEMA T A.
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