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168 Porwms on feveral Ocoasrons

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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PoEMs on feveral OccAsioNs. 169

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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170 Ponms o feveral OceAstoNs.

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!
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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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