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42 Poxrms on feveral QCCASIONS

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

H 2 Starves,
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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
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