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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.
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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.
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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




152 Porwms o foveral OccAsyons,

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.
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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.
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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
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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,
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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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