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Mrs. ARABELLA FERMOR.

MADAM,

T will be in vain to deny that I have fome regard

for this piece, fince I dedicate it to You. Yet you
may bear me witnefs, it was intended only to divert a
few young Ladies, who have good fenfe and good hu-
mour enough to laugh not only at their {fex’s little un-
guarded follies, but at their own. But as it was,com-
municated with the air of a Secret, it foon found its
way into the world. An imperfect copy having been
offer’d to a Bookfeller, you had the good-nature for my
ke to confent to the publication of one more correct:
This I was forc’d to, before I had executed half my de-
fign, for the Machinery was entirely wanting to. com-
pleat it.

The Machinery, Madam, is a term invented by the
Critics, to fignify that part which the Deities, Angels,
or Demons are made to a&t in a Poem: For the an-
cient Poets are in one refpeét like many modern Ladies
let an action be never fo trivial in itfelf, they always
make it appear of the ‘utmoft importance.  Thefe Ma-
chines I determin’d to raife on a very new and dd foun-
dation, the Roficrucian doctrine of Spirits.

I know how difagresable it 1s to make ufe of hard
words before a Lady ; but ’tis fo much the concern of
4 Poet to-have his works underftood, and particularly
by your Sex, that you muft give me leave to explain
two or three difficult terms.

The Roficrucians are a people I muft bring you ac-
quainted with, The beft account I know of them is in
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a French book call’d I.e Comte de Gabalis, which both
1n its title and fize is fo like 2 Novel, that many of the
Fair Sex have read it for one by miftake. According
to thefe Gentlemen, the four Elements are inhabited by
Spirits, which they call Sylphs, Gnomes, Nymphs, and
Salamanders. The Gnomes or Dzmons of Earth de-
light in mifchief; but the Sylphs, whofe habitation is
in the Air, are the beft-condition’d creatures imagina-
ble. For they fay, any mortals may enjoy the moft in- |
timate familiarities with thefe gentle Spirits, upon a con- \
dition very eafy to all true Adepts, an invialate prefer-
vation of Chattity.

As to the following Canto’s, all the paffages of them
are as fabulous, as the Vifion at the beginning, -or the
Transformation at the end; (except the lofs of your
Hair, which I always mention with reverence,) The
Human perfons are as fititious as the Airy ones; and |
the character of Belinda, as it is now manag’d, refem-
bles you in nothing but in Beauty,

If this Poem had as many Graces as there are in your
Perfon, or in your Mind, yet I could never hope it
thould pafs thro’ the world half fo Uncenfur’d as You |
have done. But let its fortune be what it will, mine is
happy enough, to have given me this occafion of af.
furing you that I am, with the trueft efteem,

Mabpam,

Your moft obedient, Humble Servant,

A P OEE,
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T HEE

R APE of the LOCK.

2 Nolueram, Belinda, tuos violare capillos;
Sed juvat, hoc precibus me tribuifie tuis. MarrT.

CANTCO 1

H AT dire offence from am’rous caufes
{prings,
What mighty contefts rife from trivial things,
I fing—This verfe to CARYL, Mufe! is due:

This, ev’n Belinda may vouchfafe to view :

NoTES.

a Tt appears, by this Motto, that the following Poem was
written or publithed at the Lady’s requeft. But there are fome
further circumftances not unworthy relating. Mr. Caryl (a
Gentleman who was Secretary to Queen Mary, wife of James
II. whofe fortunes he followed into France, Author of the Co-
medy of Sir Solomon Single, and of feveral tranflations in Dry-
den’s Mifcellanies) originally propofed the fubject to him in 2
view of putting an end, by this piece of ridicule, to a quarrel'that
was rifen between two noble Families, thofe of Lord Petre and
of Mrs. Fernior, on the trifling occafion of his having cut off a
lock of her hair. ~The Author fent it to the Lady, with whom
he was acquainted ; and fhe took it fo well as to give about co-
pies of it. That firft {ketch, (we learn from one of his Letters)
was written in lefs than a fortnight, in 1711 in two Canto’s
only, and it was fo printed firft, in 3 Mifcellany of Bern. Lin-
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Slight is the fubje@, but not {o the praife, (5
If She infpire, and He approve my lays.

Say what ftrange motive, Goddefs! could compel
A well-bred Lord t’aflault a gentle Belle ?

Oh fay what ftranger caufe, yet unexplor’d,

Could make 2 gentle Belle rejec a Lord ? 10

In tafks fo bold, can little men engage,

And in foft bofoms dwells fuch mighty Rage ?
Sol thro’ white curtains {hot a tim’rous ray,

And ope’d thofe eyes that muft eclipfe the day:

VaArRIATIONS.
VER. 11, 12. It was in the firft editions,

And dwells fuch rage in fofteft bofoms then,
And lodge fuch daring Souls in little Men? P,

VER. 13, etc. Stood thus in the firft Edition,
Sol thro® white curtains did his beams difplay,
And ope’d thofe eyes which brighter fhone than they ;
Shock juft had giv’n himfelf the roufing fhake,
And Nymphs prepar’d their Chocolate to take s
Thrice the wrought flipper knock’d againft the ground,
And ftriking watches the tenth hour refound. P,

NoTks.

tot’s, without the name of the Author. But it was received fo
well that he made it more confiderable the next year by the
addition of the machinery of the Sylphs, and extended it to five
Canto’s. We fhall give the reader the pleafure of feeing in
what manner thefe additions were inferted, {o as to feem not to
be added, but to grow out of the Poem. See Notes, Cant. L
Frgyetc. - P. :

Lhis infertion he always efteemed, and juftly, the greateft
effort of his /&i/l and art as a Poet,
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Now lap-dogs give themfelves the roufing fhake,
And flecplefs lovers, juft at twelve, awake 16
Thrice rung the bell, the flipper knock d the ground
And the prefs'd watch return’d a filver found.
Belinda flill her downy pillow preft,

Her guardian SyLPH prolong’d the balmy reft :
'Twas He had fummon’d to her filent bed 21

The morning-dream that hover’d o’er her head,

NoTEs.

VEeR. 1q. Belinda fill, ete.] All the verles from hence to the
end of this Canto were added afterwards.

VER. 20. Her Guardian Sy’pb] When Mr. Pope had pro-
je€ted to give this Poem its prefent form, he was obliged to find
it with its Machinery. Fors 2s the fubjeét of the Epic Poem
confifts of two parts, the metaphyfical and the civil 3 fo this mock
epic, which is of the fatiric kind, and receives its grace from a
ludicrous imitation of the other’s pomp and folemnity,was to have
the fame divifion of the fubject. And, as the civil part is intenti-
onally debafed by the choice of an infignificant action : {o fhould
the metaphyfical, by the ufe of fome very extravagant fyftem. A
rule, ‘which tho’ neither Boileau nor Garth have been careful
enough to attend to, our Author’s good fenfe would not fuffer
him to overlook. And that fort of Machinery which his judg-
ment taught him was only fit for his ufe, his admirable inven-
tion fupplied. There was but one Syftem in all nature which
was to his purpofe, the Roficrucian Philofophy 5 and this, by the
well dire@ed effort of his imagination, he prefently feized upon.
The fanatic Alchemifts, in their fearch after the great fecret, had
invented a means altogether proportioned to their end. It was
a kind of Theological-Philofophy, made up of almoft equal mix-
tures of Pagan Platonifm, Chriftian Quictifm, and the Jewith
Cabbala ; a compofition enough to fright Reafon from human
commerce. This general fyftem, be tells us, he took as he
found it in a little French tract called, Le Comte de Gabalis. "T'his
book is written in Dialogue, and is a delicate and very ingeni-
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A Youth more glitt’ring than a Birth-night Beau,

(That evn in flumber caus’d her cheek to glow)

Seem’d to her ear his winning lips to lay, 25

And thus in whifpers faid, or feem’d to fay,
Faireft of mortals, thou diftinguifh’d care

Of thoufand bright Inbabitants of Air !

If ¢’er one Vifion touch thy infant thought,

Of all the Nurfe and all the Prieft have taught ;

Of airy Elves by moonlight thadows {een, 31

The filver token, and the circled green,
Or virgins vifited by Angel-pow’rs,

With golden crowns and wreaths of heav’nly
ﬂow’rs;

" NorTEs.

ous piece of raillery of the AbbeVilliers, upon that invifible fe&,
of which the ftories that went about at that time, made a great
deal of noife at Paris. But, as in this fatirical Dialogue, Mr,
P, found feveral whimfies, of a very high myfterious kind, told
of the nature of thefe elementary beings, which were very unfit
to come into the machinery of fuch a fort of poem, he has with
great judgment omitted them ; and in their ffead, made ufe of
the Legendary ftories of Guardian Angels, and the Nurfery
‘Tales of the Fairies ; which he has artfully accommodated to the
reft of the Roficrucian Syftem, And to this, (unlefs we will be
fo uncharitable to believe he intended to givea needlefs {candal)
we muft fuppofe he referred, in thefe two lines,

If eer one Vifion touch’d thy infant thought,

Of all the nurle, and all the prieft have taught,
Thus, by the moft beautiful invention imaginable, he has con-
trived, that, as in the ferious Epic, the popular belief fupports
the Machinery; fo, in his mock Epic, the Machinery fhould
be contrived to difmount philofophic pride and arrogance.
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Hear and believe! thy own importance know, 33
Nor bound thy narrow views to things below.
Some fecret truths, from learned pride conceal’d,
To Maids alone and Children are reveal’d :

What tho’ no credit doubting Wits may give ¢
The Fair and Innocent fhall ftill believe. 40
Know then, unnumber’d Spirits round thee fly,
The light Militia of the lower fky:

Thefe, tho unfeen, are ever on the wing,

Hang o'er the Box, and hover round the Ring.
Think what an equipage thou haft in Air, 45
And view with fcorn two Pages and a Chair.

As now your own, our beings were of old,

And once inclos’d in Woman’s beauteous mould ;
Thence, by a foft tranfition, we repair

From earthly Vehicles to thefe of air. 5o
Think not, when Woman'’s tranfient breath is fled,

That all her vanities at once arc dead ;

NoTEs.

VER. 47. As now your own, eic 1 He here forfakes the Rofi-
crucian f)rf{cm; which, in this part, is too extravagant even
for Poetry ; and gives 2 beautiful fiftion of his own, on the Pla-
tonic Theology of the continuance of the paflions in gnother
Sflate, when the mind, before its leaving this, has rmt‘bcetll purged
and purified by philofophy ; which furnifhes an occafion for much
ufeful fatire.
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Succeeding vanities fhe ftill regards,

And tho’ fhe plays no more, o’erlooks the cards.
Her joy in gilded Chariots, when alive, 55
And love of Ombre, after death furvive.

For when the Fair in all their pride expire,

To their firft Elements their Souls retire

The Sprites of fiery Termagants in Flame
Mount up, and take a Salamander’s name. 60
Soft yielding minds to Water glide away,

And fip, with Nymphs, their elemental Tea.
The graver Prude finks downward to a2 Gnome,
In fearch of mifchief ftill on Earth to roam.

The light Coquettes in Sylphs aloft repair, 65
And fport and flutter in the fields of Air.

Know farther yet; whoever fair and chafte
Rejects mankind, is by fome Sylph embrac’d :
For Spirits, freed from mortal laws, with eafe
Aflume what {exes and what (hapes they pleafe.

NoTEs.

VER. 68. is by fome Sylph embrac’d] Here again the Author
relumes a tenet peculiar to the Roficrucian fyftem. But the
principle, on which it is founded, was by no means fit to be em-
ployed in fuch a fort of poem.

IMiTaTIONS.
VER. 54, §55.  Rue gratia curriim
FIorumngue fmr VIVIS, GqUE (ura nitentes
Pafcere equos, eadem [equitur tellure repaflas.

Virg. £An.vi. P
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What guards the purity of melting Maids,
In courtly balls, and midnight mafquerades,
Safe from the treach’rous friend, the daring {park,
The glance by day, the whifper in the dark
When kind occafion prompts their warm defires,
When mufic foftens, and when dancing fires ? 76
Tis but their Sylph, the wife Celeftials know,
Tho’ Honour is the word with Men below.

Some nymphs there are, too conicious of their

face,

For life predeftin’d to the Gnomes embrace. 8o
Thefe {well their profpects and exalt their pride,
When offers are difdain’d, and love deny’d :
Then gay Ideas croud the vacant brain,
While Peers, andDukes, and all their {weeping train,
And Garters, Stars, and Coronets appear, 8¢
And in {oft founds, Your Grace falutes their ear.
*Tis thele that early taint the female foul,
Inftruct the eyes of young Coquettes to roll,

Teach Infant-cheeks a bidden blufh to I~;nawJ

And little hearts to flutter at a Beau. Qo
NorTEs.
VER. %8, Tho’ Honour is the word with Men belpiv.] 1 Parody

of Homer.
VER. 7Q. 100 confcious of their face,] i.e. too fenfible of their
be auty,

4+ P
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Oft, when the world imagine women ftray,
The Sylphs thro’ myftic mazes guide their way,
Thro’ all the giddy circle they purfue,

And old impertinence expel by new.

What tender maid but muit a victim fall 95

To one man’s treat, but for another’s ball ?

When Florio fpeaks what virgin could with{tand,

If gentle Damon did not {queeze her hand ?

With varying vanities, from ev’ry part,

They thift the moving Toyfhop of their heart;

Where wigs with wigs, with {word-knots {word-
knots ftrive, 101

Beaux banith beaux, and coaches coaches drive,

This erring mortals Levity may call,

Oh blind to truth ! the Sylphs contrive it all.

Of thefe am I, who thy prote&ion claim, 10§
A watchful fprite, and Ariel i1s my name.

Late, as I rang’d the cryftal wilds of air,
In the clear Mirror of thy ruling Star

NoTEs.

VER. 108. Inthe clear Mirrer] The Language of the Plato-
nifts, the writers of the intelligible world of Spirits, etc. £s

ImMiTATIONS

VER. 101. :
Fam clypeus clypeisy umbone repellitur umboy

Enfe minax enfis, pede pes et cufpide cufpisy etes Stat.
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I faw, alas! fome dread event impend,
Ere to the main this morning fun defeend, 110
But heav’n reveals not what, or how, or where :
Warn’d by the Sylph, oh pious maid, beware !
This to difclofe is all thy guardian can:
Beware of all, but moft beware of Man !
He faid; when Shock, who thought fhe f{lept
too long, Ec-
Leap’d up, and wak’d his miftrefs with his tongue.
'T'was then Belinda, if report fay true,
Thy eyes firft open’d on a Billet-doux;
Wounds, Charms, and Ardors, were no {ooner read,
But all the Vifion vanifh’d from thy head. 120
And now, unveil’d, the Toilet ftands difplay’d,
Each filver Vafe in myftic order laid.

NoTEs.

VER. 113, This te difilsfe etc.] There is much pleafantry in
the conduét of this fcene. The Rolicrucian Doétrine was de-
livered only to Adepts, with the utmoft caution, and under the
moft folemn feal of fecrecy. Itis here communicated to a Wo-
man, and in that way of conveyance a Woman moft delights
to make the fubject of her converfation, that is to fay, her
Dreams.

Ver. 125, And now, unveil’d, etc.} The tranflation of thefe
verfes, containing the defcription of the toilette, by our Author’s
friend Dr. Parnelle, deferve for their humour, to be here in-
ferted. P.

Et nunc dile€tum fpeculum, pro more reteétum,
Emicat in menfa, qua fplendet pyxide denfa:
o £
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Firft, rob'd in white, the Nymph intent adores,
With head uncover’d, the Cofmetic pow’rs.

A heav'nly Image in the glafs appears, 12§

o

To that {he bends, to that her eyes fhe rears;
Th’ inferior Prieftefs, at her altar’s fide,
Trembling, begins the f{acred rites of Pride,

NoTEs.

Tum primum lympha, fe purgat candida Nympha,
%\amquu fine menda, cceleftis imago videnda,

Juda caput, bellos retinet, regit, implet ocellos,
Hzc ftupet explorans, ceu cultiis numen adorans.
Inferior claram Pythoniffa apparet ad aram,
Fertque tibi caute, dicatque Superbia ! laute,

Dona venufta; oris. qua cunélis, plena laboris,
Excerpta explorat, dominamque deamque decorat.
Pyxide devota, fe pandit hic India tota,
Et tota ex ifta tranfpirat Arabia ciftaj
Teftudo hic fle&tit, dum fe mea Lefbia pectit ;
Atque clephas lente, te pectit Lefbia dente ;
Hunc maculis noris, nivei jacet ille coloris.
Hic jacet et munde, mundus muliebris abunde 3
Spinula refplendens zris longo ordine pendens,
Pulvis fuavis odore, et epiftola fuavis amore.
Induit arma ergo Veneris pulcherrima virgo ;
Pulchrior in prafens tempus de tempore crefcens ;
Jam reparat rifus, jam furgit gratia vifus,
Jam promit cultu, mirac’la latentia vultu;
Pigmina jam mifcet, quo plus fua Purpura glifcet,
Ft geminans bellis fplendet mage fulgor ocellis.
Stant Lemures muti, Nympha intentique faluti,
Elis figit Zonam, capiti locat ille Coronam,
Hzc manicis formam, plicis dat et altera normam ;
Et tibi vel Betty, tibi vel nitidifima Letty /
Gloria fatorum temere conceditur horum.
VER, 127, et feq. Tb° inferior Prieflefs,] Thereis a {mall
inaccuracy in thefe lines. He firft makes his Heroine the chief
Prieftefs, and then the Goddefs herfelf,
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Unnumber’'d treafures ope at once, anc i here
The various off rings of the world appear; 130
From each fhe nicely culls with curious toil,
And decks the Goddefs with the glitt’ring {poil.
This cafket India’s glowing gems unlocks,

And all Arabia breathes from yonder box.

4 Eh . 134 .3 PR
'I he Tortoife here and Elephant unite, 120y
? & Tatanllmis Le £ o £ J,' o P
Transform’d to combs, the fpeckled, and the white.
f i | 1 - 1 "o
Here files of pins extend their {hining rows,

let-doux.,

Now awful Beauty puts on all its arms ;

._.,-.

Puffs, Powders, Patches, Bibles, Bi

The fair each moment rifes in her charms, 140
Repairs her {miles, awakens ev’ry grace,

And calls forth all the wonders of her face;
And keener l;f* htnings quicken in her eyes.

The buly S;.: ph 1s furround their darling care, 1435
el

1ead, and thofe divide the hair,

; IE B B i ooty I o &s = EOR, S PR .8
Some fold the fleeve, whilft others piait the gown ;
H Y Thie TalRA3a+c ~ ¢
And Betty’s prais’d for | labours not her own.
|
NoTES
VER. 145, The -""-'.-’;' hs l -! f‘nr:cn* Traditions of the

s became amorous

g & o o, MR FEREREE Ein
IKabDl s reiate,

of Women, and p_.:'Llr.;u.LL:".':.Q {ome; among the reit Afael, who
lav with Naamah, the wife of __\m] or of Ham; and who

i 5 Pl - . e T T

impenitent, ftill prefides over the Women’s Toilets.
Lo s . = it y

abbi in Genef. vii 2. P.
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OT with more glories, in th’ etherial plain,
-L The Sun firft rifes o’er the purpled main,
Than, iffuing forth, the rival of his beams
Launch’d on the bofom of the filver Thames.
Fair Nymphs, and well-dreft Youths around her

thone, 5

But ev’ry ey.e was fix’d on her alone.
On her white breaft a fparkling Crofs the wore,
Which Jews might kifs, and Infidels adore.
Her lively looks a fprightly mind difclofe,
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as thofe: 10
Favours to none, to all the {miles extends;
Oft fhe rejects, but never once offends.
Bright as the fun, her eyes the gazers flrike,
And, like the fun, they fhine on all alike,

VARIATIONS,

VER. 4. Launch’d on the bofom] From hence the poem con-
tinues, in the firft Edition, to ¥ 46.
The reft the winds difpers’d in empty air;
=}l after, to the end of this Canto, being additional. P,
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Yet graceful eafe, and fweetnefs void of pride 15
Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide:
If to her fhare fome female errors fall,

Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all.
This Nymph, to the deftrution of mankind,
Nourifh’d two Locks, which graceful hung behind
In equal curls, and well confpir'd to deck 21

With thining ringlets the {mooth iv'ry neck.
Love in thefe labyrinths his flaves detains,
And mighty hearts are held in flender chains.

With hairy {pringes we the birds betray, 25

Slight lines of hair furprize the finny prey,
Fair trefles man’s imperial race infnare,
And beauty draws us with a fingle hair.

Th’ advent’rous Baron the bright locks admir’d;
He faw, he wifh’d, and to the prize afpir'd. 30
Refolv’d to win, he meditates the way,

By force to ravifh, or by fraud betray ;

IMrTaAaTIONS

Fa
|

VER. 25. #ith hairy [pringes]
manner.
VER. 28. with a fingle bair.] In allufion to thofe lines of Hu-
dibras, applied to the fame purpofe,
And the it be a two-foet Trout,
Tis with a fingle bair pull’d out.

s

In allulion to Anacreon’s
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For when fucecefs a Lover’s toil attends,
Few afk, if fraud or force attain’d his ends.
For this, ere Phaebus rofe, he had implor'd 35
Propitious heav'n, and ev'ry pow’r ador’d,
But chiefly Love — to Love an Altar built,
Of twelve vaft French Romances, neatly gilt.
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves;
And all the trophies of his former loves ; 40
With tender Billet-doux he lights the pyre,
And breathes three am’rous fighs to raife the fire,
Then proftrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes
Soon to obtain, and long poflefs the prize :
‘The pow’rs gave ear, and granted half his pray’r,
The reft, the winds difpers’d in empty air. 46
But now fecure the painted veflel glides,
The fun-beams trembling on the floating tides :
While melting mufic fteals upon the tky,
And {often’d founds along the waters die; 50
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play,
Belinda {mil’d, and all the world was gay.
All but the Sylph—swith careful thoughts oppreft,
Th’ impending woe fat heavy on his breaft.

ImiTtaTi0Ns.
VER. 45. The pow'rs gave ear,] Virg. Bn. xi. P,
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He fummons ftrait his Denizens of air;

The lucid {quadrons round the fails repair ;

Soft o er the fhrouds aérial whifpers breathe,
That feem’d but Zephyrs to the train beneath,
Some to the fun their infe&-wings unfold,

Waft on the breeze, or fink in clouds of gold ;
Tranfparent forms, too fine for mortal fight, 61
Their fluid bodies half diffolv’d: in light

Loofe to the wind their airy garments flew,

Thin intt’ring textures of the filmy dew,

Dipt in the richeft tincture of the fkies, 6¢
Where light difports in ever-mingling dyes,
While ev'ry beam: new tranfient colours flings,
Coloursthat change whene er they wave their wings.
Amid the circle, on the gilded maft,

Superior by the head, was Ariel plac’d ;

-3
(@]

His purple pinions op’ning to the fun,
He rais’d his azure wand, and thus begun.

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear,
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Dzmons hear !
Ye know the {pheres and various tafks affign’d 75
By laws eternal to th™ aérial kind.

Some in the fields of pureft Aither play,

And bafk and whiten in the blaze of day.
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Some guide the courfe of wand’ring orbs on high,

Or roll the planets thro’ the boundlefs tky. 8o

Some lefs refin'd, beneath the moon’s pale light

Purfue the ftars that thoot athwart the night,

Or fuck the mifts in grofler air below,

Or dip their pinions in the painted bow,

Or brew fierce tempefts on the wintry main, 83

Or o’er the glebe diftil the kindly rain.

Others on earth o’er human race prefide,

Watch all their ways, and all their a&tions guide:

Of thefe the chief the care of Nations own,

And guard with Arms divine the Britith Throne.
Our humbler province is to tend the Fair, g1

Not a lefs pleafing, tho’ lefs glorious care;

To fave the powder from too rude a gale,

Nor let th” imprifon’d effences exhale ;

To draw frefh colours from the vernal flow’rs; gg

To fteal from rainbows €’er they drop in fhow’rs

VER. go. Anud guard with Arms] The Poet was too judici=
ous to defire this fhould be underftood as a2 compliment. He
intended it for a mere piece of raillery ; fuch as he more openly
purfues on another occafion.

Where's now the Star which lighted Charles to rife 2
With that which follow’d Julius to the fkies.
Angels, that watch’d the Royal-Oak [o well,

How chanc’d you flept when lucklefs Sorrel fell?
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A brighter wath; to curl their waving hairs,

Affift their blufhes, and infpire their airs ;

Nay oft, in dreams, invention we beftow,

To change a Flounce, or add a Furbelow. 100
This day, black Omens threat the brighteft Fair

That ¢’er deferv’d a watchful {pirit’s care ;

Some dire difafter, or by force, or {light ;

But \-v.huf, or where, the fates have wrapt in night;

Whether the nymph fhall break Diana’s law, 103

Or fome frail China jar receive a flaw;

Or ftain her honour, or her new brocade;

Forget her prayts, or mifs a mafquerade;

Or lofe her heart, or necklace, at a ball ;

Or whether Heav n has doom’d that Shock muft
fall. 110

Hafte then, ye fpirits! to your charge repair
The flutt'ring fan be Zephyretta’s care ;
"The drops to thee, Brillante, we confign ;
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ;
Do thou, Crifpiffa, tend her fav'rite Lock; 115
Ariel himfelf fhall be the guard of Shock.
NoTEs.

VER. 105: Whether the nymph ete.] The difafter, which

makes the fubjeé of this poem, being a frifle, taken ferioufly ;

it naturally led the Poet into this fine fatire on the female efti-
mate of human mifchances.
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To fifty chofen Sylphs, of fpecial note,
We truft th’ important charge, the Petticoat :
Oft have we known that feven-fold fence to fail,
Tho’ ftiff with hoops, and arm’d with ribs of whale;
Form a ftrong line about the filver bound, 121
And guard the wide circumference around.
Whatever {pirit, carelefs of his charge,
His poft neglects, or leaves the fair at large,
Shall feel fharp vengeance foon o’ertake his fins,
Be ftop’d in vials, or transfix'd with pins ; 126
Or plung’d in lakes of bitter wathes lie,
Or wedg'd whole ages in a bodkin’s eye:
Gums and Pomatums fhall his flight reftrain,
While clog’d he beats his filken wings in vain ;
Or Alum ftyptics with contracting pow’r 131
Shrink his thin eflence like ‘a riveld flow’r :
Or, as Ixion fix'd, the wretch fhall feel
The giddy motion of the whirling Mill,

IMITATIONS.

VER. 121, about the filver bound] In allufion to the fhield of
Achilles,
Thus the broad fhield complete the Ariift erown’d,
IWith bis laft hand, and pour’d the Ocean round
In living Silver feem’d the waves to roll,
And beat the Buckler’s verge, and bound the whole.

VER, 113G, — a}-ﬁ:i deminus E'cptc:ni;licis /f;lzx. Ovid.
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In fumes of burning Chocolate fhall glow, 135

And tremble at the fea that froths below !
He fpoke ; the {pirits from the fails defcend ;

Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend;

Some. thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair;

Some hang upon the pendants'of her ear; 140

With beating hearts the dire event they wait;,

Anxious, and trembling for the birth of Fate.
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C-ASNCTE O T
CLofe by thofe meads, for ever crown'd with

flow’rs,
Where Thames with pride furveys his rifing tow'rs,
There ftands a ftructure of majeftic frame,
Which from the neighb’ring Hampton takes its
name.
Here Britain’s ftatefmen oft the fall foredoom 3
Of foreign Tyrants, and of Nymphs at home ;
Here thou, great ANNA | whom three realms obey,
Doft fometimes counfel take—and fometimes Tea.
Hither the heroes and the nymphs refort,
'To tafte awhile the pleafures of a Court; 10
In various talk th’ inftrutive hours they patft,
Who gave the ball, or paid the vifit laft ;

VARIATIONS,
VER. 1. Clofe by thofe meads,] The firft Edition continues
from this line to ¥ 24. of this Canto. P.
VER. 11, 12. Originally in the firft Edition,
In various talk the chearful hours they paft,
Of, who was bit, or who capotted laft, P.
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One {peaks the glory of the Britith Queen,

And one defcribes a charming Indian fcreen;

A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes; 13

At ev'ry word a reputation dies.

Snuff, or the fan, fupply each paufe of chat,

With finging, laughing, ogling, and all that.
Mean while, declining from the noon of day,

The fun obliquely fhoots his burning ray; 20

The hungry Judges foon the fentence fign,

And wretches hang that jury-men may dine ;

The merchant from th’ Exchange returns in peace,

And the long labours of the Toilet ceafe.

Belinda now, whom thirft of fame invites, 25

Burns to encounter two adven trous Knights,

At Ombre fingly to decide their doom ;

And fwells her breaft with conquefts yet to come.

Strait the three bands prepare in arms to join,

Fach band the number of the facred nine. 30

Soon as the fpreads her hand, th’ aérial guard

Defcend, and fit on each important card :

VARIATIONS.
JER. 2.4. And the long labours of the Toilet ceafe.] All that fol-

]
|

lows of the game at Ombre, was added fince the firlt Edition,
till  105. which connected thus,

Sudden the board with cups and fpoons is crown’d. P,
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Firft Ariel perch’'d upon a Matadore,
Then each, according to the rank they bore ;
For Sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race, 35
Are, as when woemen, wondrous fond of place.
Behold, four Kings in majefty rever’d,
With hoary whifkers and a forky beard ;
And four fair Queens whofe hands fuftain a flow’r,
Th’ expreflive emblem of their fofter pow’s ; 40
Four Knaves in garbs fuccin&; a trufty band,
Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand;
And particolour’d troops, a fhining train,
Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain.
The fkilful Nymph reviews her force with care :

Let Spades be trumps! the faid, and trumps they
were. 4(}

Now move to war her fable Matadores,
In fhow like leaders of the fwarthy Moors.
Spadillio firft, unconquerable Lord !
Led off two captive trumps, and {wept the board.
As many more Manillio forc'd to yield, 51
And march’d a vitor from the verdant field.

NoTEs.

VER. 47. Now move to war ete.] The whole idea of this de-
feription of a game at Ombre, is taken from Vida’s defcription
of a game at Chefs, in his poem intit. Scacchia Ludus.
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Him Bafto follew’d, but his fate more hard
Gain’d but on¢ trimp and ene Plebeian card.
With his broad fabre next, a chief in years, 535
The hoary Majefty of Spades appears,
Buits forth one manly leg; to fight reveal’d,
The reft, his many-colour’d robe conceal’d.
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage,
Proves the juft victim of his royal rage. 60
Ev’n mighty Parn, that Kings and Queens o'erthrew
And mow’d down armies in the fights of Lu,
Sad chance of war! now deftitute of aid,
Falls undiftinguifh’d by the viétor Spade!
Thus far both afmiés to Belinda yield ; b5
Now to the Baron fate inclines the field.
His warlike Amazon her hoft invades,
Th’ imperial confort of the crown of Spades:
The Club’s black Tyrant firft her viim dy’d,
Spite of his haughty tien, and barb’rous pride s
'What boots the regal circle on his head, 71
His giant limbs, in ftate unwieldy fpread ;
That long behind he trails his pompous robe,
And, of all monarchs, only grafps the globe?
The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace; 735
Th' embroider’d King who thows but half his face,
T
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And his refulgent Queen, with pow’rs combin’d .
Of broken troops an eafy conquett find.

Clubs, Diamonds, Hearts, in wild diforder feen,
With throngs promifcuous ftrow the level green.
Thus when difpers'd a routed army runs, 81
Of Afia’s troops, and Afric’s fable fons,

With like confufion different nations fly,

Of various habit, and of various dye,

'The pierc’d battalions dif-united fall, 85
In heaps on heaps ; one fate o’erwhelms them all,

The Knave of Diamonds tries his wily arts,
And wins (oh fhameful chance!) the Queen of

Hearts,
At this, the blood the virgin’s cheek forfook,
A livid palenefs fpread’s o’er all herlook ; Qo
She fees, and trembles at th’ approaching ill,
Juft in the jaws of ruin, and Codille.
And now, (as oft in fome diftemper’d State)
On one nice Trick depends the gen'ral fate.
An Ace of Hearts fteps forth: The King unfeen
Lurk’d inher hand, and mourn’d his captive Queen:
He fprings to vengeance with an eager pace,

And falls like thunder on the profirate Ace.
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The nymph exulting fills with thouts the fky ,
The walls, the woods, and long canals reply: 100

Oh thoughtlefs mortals | ever blind to fate,
Too {oon dejected, and too {oon elate.
Sudden, thefe honours fhall be fnatch’d away,
And curs'd for ever this viGtorious day,

For lo! the board with cups and fpoons i

crown’d,

The berries crackle, and the mill turns round; 106
On fhining Altars of Japan they raife
The filver lamp; the fiery fpirits blaze:
From filver fpouts the grateful liquors glide,

1

While China’s earth receives the fmoaki ing tyde:

o

At once they gratify their fcent and tafle, 111
And frequent cups prolong the rich repafte.
Strait hover round the Fair her airy band ;

Some, as fhe fipp'd, the fuming liquor fann’d,

VARIATIONS.

X7 - AATRE T8 BT " R Ty = Ty
VER. IC5. oudden the board, etc.] From herce, the ficlt Edi-
| B

10N continues to ¥ 124, F
tion continues to ¥ I.D'i' i
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Some o’er her lap their careful plumes difplay’d,
Trembling, and confcious of the rich brocade. 1 16 i
Coffee, (which makes the politician wife, |
And fee thro’ all things with his half-fhut eyes) |
Sent up in vapours to the Baron’s brain
New ftratagems, the radiant Lock to gain. 120
Ah ceafe, rath youth | defift ere ’tis too late,
Fear the juft Gods, and think of Scylla’s Fate!
Chang’d to a bird, and fent to flit in air,
She dearly pays for Nifus® injur'd hair ! 124

But when to mifchief mortals bend their will,
How foon they find fit inftruments of ill ?
Juft then, Clariffa drew with tempting grace

A two-edg’d weapon from her fhining cafe :
So Iadies in Romance affift their Knight,

Prefent the fpear, and arm him for the fight. 130
He takes the gift with rev'rence, and extends

The little engine on his finger’s ends ;
This juft behind Belinda’s neck he fpread,
As o'er the fragrant fteams fhe bends her head.

NoTES.
VER. 122, and think of Seylla’s Fare Il Vide Ovid Metam,

vill. - Py
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Swift to the Lock a thoufand Sprites repair, 135

A thoufand wings, by turns, blow back the hair;

And thrice they twitch’d the diamond in her ear;

Thrice flie look’d back, and thrice the fce drew
near.

Juft in that inftant, anxious Ariel fought

The clofe receffes of the Virgin's thought; 140
As on the nofegay in her breaft reclin’d,
He watch’d th’ Ideas rifing in her mind,

Sudden he view'd, in fpite of all her art,

An earthly Lover lurking at her hgart.

Amaz'd, confus’d, he found his pow’r expir'd,
Refign'd to fate, and with a figh retir’d.

The Peer now {preads the glitt’ring Forfex wide,
T’ inclofe the Lock ; now joins it, to divide.
Ev’n then, before the fatal engine clos'd,

A wretched Sylph too fondly interpos’d ; 150

VARIATIONS,
VER. 134 In the firft Edition it was thus,
As o’er the fragrant ftream fhe bends her head.
Firft he expands the glitt’ring forfex wide
T? inclofe the Lock ; then joins it to divide :
The meeting points the facred hair diffever,
From the fair head, for ever and for ever.

f~

All that is between was added afterwards. P.

Q3




244 THE RAPE OF THE LOCK.

Fate urg’d the fheers, and cut the Sylph in twain,

(But airy fubftance foon unites again)

The meeting points the facred hair diffever

From the fair head, for ever, and for ever! ¢4
Then flafh’d the living lightning from her eyes,

And {creams of horror rend th” affrighted fkies.

INot louder fhricks to pitying heav’n are caft,

When hufbands, or when lapdogs breathe their laft;

Or when rich China vefiels fall'n from high,

In glit’ring duft, and painted fragments lie! 160
Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine,

(The Vi&or cry’d) the glorious Prize is mine!

While fith in ftreams, or birds delight in air,

Or in a coach and fix the the Britith Fair,

As long as Atalantis thall be read; 16 5

Or the {mall pillow grace a Lady’s bed,

NoTEs,

VER. 152. But airy fubjlance] See Milton, lib. vi. of Satan
cut afunder by the Angel Michael. P,

VER. 165. dtalantis| A famous book written about that time
by a woman : full of Court, and Party-fcandal ; and in a loofe
effeminacy of ftyle and fentiment, which well [uited the de-
bauched tafte of the better Vulgar.

IMiTATIONS,
VER, 163, 170.
Dum juga moniis apery fluvies dum pifcis amabit,
Sexmper honosy nomenque tuum landefque manebunt, Vg,
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While vifits fhall be paid on folemn days,

When num’rous wax-lights in bright order blaze,

While nymphs take treats, or affignations give, 169

So long my honour, name, and praife fhall live !

What Time would fpare, from Steel receives its
date,

And monuments, like men, fubmit to fate !

Steel could the labour of the Gods deftroy,

And ftrike to duft th’ imperial tow’rs of Troy ;

Steel could the works of mortal pride confound,

And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 176

What wonder then, fair nymph! thy hairs thould
feel,

The conqu’ring force of unrefifted fteel ?

ImMiTaTIiONS,
VER. 177,
llie quogue everfus mons eff, ete.

.‘awﬂ' Jf':"i'{j'anf ¢‘?’.-".*)‘,.-.’I:. cum ferro talia cedant @
Catull, de ctm. Berenices.

+ Q 4
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CANTO 1V,
BUT anxious cares the penfive nymph op-=

prefg’d,
And fecret paffions labour’d in her breaft.
Not youthful kings in battle feiz’d alive,
Not fcornful virgins who their charms furvive,
Not ardent lovers robb’d of all their blifs, g
Not ancient ladies when refus'd a kifs,
Not tyrants fierce that unrepenting die,
Not Cynthia when her manteau’s pinn'd awry,
E'er felt fuch rage, refentment, and defparr,
As thou, fad Virgin! for thy rayifh’d Hair. 10

VARIATIONS.

VeRr, vt. For that fad moment, etc.] “All the lines from
hence to the g4th verfe that defcribe the houfe of Spleen are not
in the firft Edition ; inftead of them followed only thefe,

While her rack’d Soul repofe and peace requires,
The fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fires.
And continued at the g4th Verfe of this Canta. P,
IMiTATIONS.
VER, 1, Virg. Bn. iv. 4t reging graviy ete. P
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For, thatfad moment,when the Syl phs withdrew,
And Ariel weeping from Belinda flew,
Umbriel, a dufky, melancholy fprite,
As ever fully’d the fair face of light,
Down to the central earth, his proper fcene, 135
Repairid to fearch the gloomy Cave of Spleen.
Swift on his {ooty pinions flits the Gnome,
And in a vapour reach’d the difmal dome.
No chearful breeze this fullen region knows,
The- dreaded Eait is all the wind that blows. 20
Here in a grotto, fhelter’d clofe from air,
And fcreen’d in fhades from day’s detefted glare,
She fighs for ever on her penfive bed,
Pain at her fide, and Megrim at her head.
Two handmaids wait the throne : alike in place;
But diff ring far in figure and in face.
Here ftood Ill-nature like an ancient maid,
Her wrinkled form in black and white array’d ;

With ftore of prayTs, for mornings, nights, and
noons, |

Her hand is fill'd ; her bofom with lampoens.- 30
There AffeGtation, with a fickly mien,

Shows in her cheek the rofes of eighteen,.

Prais’d to lifp, and hang the head afide,

Faints into airs, and languifhes with pride,
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On the rich quilt finks with becoming woe, = 35 1
Worapt in a gown, for ficknefs, and for thow, |
The fair-ones feel fuch maladies as thefe,
When each new night-drefs gives a new difeafe.
A conftant Vapour o’er the palace flies ;
trange phantoms rifing as the mifts arifé ;46
Dreadful, as hermit’s dreams in haunted thades,
Or bright, as vifions of expiring maids.
Now glaring fiends, and fhakes on rolling fpires,
Pale fpeCtres, gaping tombs, and purple fires :
‘Now lakes of liquid gold, Elyfian fcenes, 45
And cryftal domes, and Angels in machines.
Unnumber'd throngs on ev’ry fide are feen,
Of bodies chang’d to various forms by Spleen.
Here living Tea-pots ftand, one arm held out,
One bent ; the handle this, and that the fpout
A Pipkin there, like Homer’s Tripod walks; 51
Here fighs a Jar, and there a Goofe-pye talks;

uJ,L-vl-}

NoTEs.

VER. 41. Dreadful as bermit’s dreams in baunted fhades, Or
bright as vifions of expiring Maids.] The poet by this compari-
fon would infinuate, that the temptations of the mortified re-
clufes in the Church of Rome, and the extatic vifions of their fe-
male faints were as much the effe&ts of hypocondriac diforders,
the Spleen, or, what was then the fathionable word, the Fapours,
as any of the imaginary transformations he fpeaks of after=
wards.
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Men prove with child, as pow’rful fancy works,
And maids turn’d bottles, call aloud for corks.

Safe paft the Gnome thro’ this fantaftic band,
A branch of healing Spleenwort in his hand,

Then thus addrefs'd the pow’r—Hail wayward

Queen !
Who rule the fex to fifty from fifteen s

Parent of vapours and of female wit,

Who give th’ hyfteric, or poetic fit, 6o
On various tempers act by various ways,

Make fome take phyfic, others {cribble plays ;
Who caufe the proud their vifits to delay,

And fend the godly in a pet to pray.

A nymph there is, that all thy pow’r difdains, 635
And thoufands more in equal mirth maintains,
But oh ! if €’er thy Gnome could {poil a grace,
Or raife a pimple on a beauteous face,

Like Citron-waters matrons cheeks inflame,

Or change complexions at a lofing game; 70
If ¢'er with airy horns-I planted heads,

Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds,

IMITATIONS.
VeR. 51. Homer’s Tripod walks ;] See Hom. Tliad xviii, of
Vulean’s walking ‘T'ripods.
VER. 52. and there a Gaofe-pye talks.] Alludes to a real fact
a Lady of diftinGion imagin’d herfelf in this condition. Iy
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Or caus’d fufpicion when no foul was rude,

Or difcompos'd the head-drefs of a Prude,

Or ¢e’er to coftive lap-dog gave difeafe, s

‘Which not the tears of brighteft eyes could eafe:

Hear me, and touch Belinda with chagrin,

That fingle act gives half the world the {pleen.
The Goddefs with a difcontented air

Seems to reject him, tho’ fhe grants his pray’r. 8o

A wond’rous Bag with both her hands fhe binds,

Like that where once Ulyfles held the winds;

"There the collects the force of female lungs,

Sighs, fobs, and paffions, and the war of tongues.

A Vial next fhe fills with fainting fears, 85

Soft {orrows, melting griefs, and flowing tears,

The Gnome rejoicing bears her gifts away,

Spreads his black wings, and flowly mounts to day.
Sunk in Thaleftris’ arms the nymph he found,

Her eyes dejected and her hair unbound. Q0

Full o’er their heads the {fwelling bag he rent,

And all the Furies iffu’d at the vent,

Belinda burns with more than mortal ire,

And fierce Thaleftris fans the rifing fire.

O wretched maid! {he fpread her hands, and ery’d,

{While Hampton’s echoes, wretched maid! reply’d)
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Wias it for this you took fuch conftant care
The bodkin, comb, and eflence to prepare ?
For this your locks in paper durance bound,
For this with tort’ring irons wreath'd around? 100
For this with fillets ftrain’d your tender head,
And bravely bore the double loads of lead ?
Gods! fhall the ravither difplay your hair,
While the Fops envy, and the Ladies {tare!
Honour forbid! at whofe unrival'd fhrine. 103
Eafe, pleafure, virtue, all our fex refign.
Methinks already I your tears furvey,
Already hear the horrid things they fay,
Already fee you a degraded toaft,
And all your honour in a whifper loft! 110
How thall I, then, your helplefs fame defend ?
"Twill ¢hen be infamy to feem your friend!
And fhall this prize, th’ ineftimable prize,
Expos’d thro” cryftal to the gazing eyes,
And heightén’d by the diamond’s circling rays,
On that rapacious hand for ever blaze ? 116
Sooner fhall grafs in Hyde-park Circus grow,

And wits take lodgings in the found of Bow;
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Sooner let earth, air, fea, to Chaos fall,

Men, 'monkeys, lap-dogs, parrots, perifh all! 120
She faid ; then raging to Sir Plume repairs,

And bids her Beau demand the precious hairs 3

(Sir Plume of amber {nuff~box juftly vain,

And the nice conduét of a clouded cane)

With earneft eyes, and round unthinking face, 123

He firft the fnuff-box open’d, then the cafe,

And thus broke out—* My Lord, why, what the
< devil ?

“ Z—ds! damn the lock! *fore Gad; you muft be
“ civil !
¢« Plague on’t! ’tis paft a jeft—nay prithee, pox!
*“ Give her the hair”—he fpoke, and rapp’d hisbox.
It grieves me much (reply’'d the Peer again)
Who fpeaks fo well fhould ever fpeak in vains
But by this Lock, this facred Lock I fiear,
(Which never more fhall join its parted hair;
Which never more its honours fhall renew,* 132
Clip’d from the lovely head where late it grew)

NoTEs.

VER. 121. 8ir Plume repairs,] Sir George Brown, He was
the only one of the Party who took the thing ferioufly. He was
angry, that the Poet fhould make him talk nothing but non-
fenle ; and, ia truth, one could not well blame him,

IMmiraTIONS,

VER. 133. But by this Lock,] In allufion to Achilles’s oath
- 330 J s
in. Homer, il..i. P,
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That while my noftrils draw the vital air,

This hand, which won it, fhall for ever wear.

He {poke, and {peaking, in proud triumph fpread

"The long-contended honours of her head. 140
But Umbriel, hateful Gnome! forbearsnot {o;

He breaks the Vial whence the forrows flow.

Then fee! the nymph in beautcous grief appears,

Her eyes half-languithing, half-drown’d in tears;

On her heav’d bofom hung her drooping head,

Which, with a figh; {he rais’d; and thus the faid.
For ever curs’d be this detefted day,

Which fnatch’d my beft, my fav'rite curl away!

Happy ! ah ten times happy had I been,

If Hampton-Court thefe eyes had never feen! 150

Yet am not I the firft miftaken maid.

By love of Courts to num’rous ills betray’d.

Oh had I rather un-admir’d remain’d

In fome lone ifle, or diftant Northern land ;

Where the gilt Chariot never marks the way, 156

Where none learn Ombre, none ¢er tafte Bohea!

NoTEs.

VER. 141. Bat Unmbricl, bateful Guome! forbears not fo
He breaks the Vial whence th fw:GE,f.;\ ;am ] Thefe two lines
are additional ; and affign tm, caufe of the different operation
on the Paffions of the two Ladics. The poem went cn before
without that diftinétion, as without any ! -‘lac?.zi:.acr}-' to the end
of the Canto. P.
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There kept my charms conceal'd from mortal eye;
Like rofes, that in deferts bloom and die.

What mov’d my mind with youthful Lordstoroam?
O had I ftay’d, and faid my prayrs at home! 160
*T'was this, the morning omens feem’d to tell,
Thrice from my trembling hand the patch-box fell;
The tott’ring China fhook without a wind,

Nay Poll fat mute, and Shock was moft unkind !
A Sylph too warn’d me of the threats of fate, 165
In myftic vifions, now believ’d too late !

See the poor remnants of thefe flighted hairs !
My hands fhall rend what ev’n thy rapine fpares
Thefe in two fable ringlets taught to break,

Once gave new beauties to the fnowy neck; 170
The fifter-lock now fits uncouth, alone,

And in its fellow’s fate forefees its oWl §

Uncurl’d it hangs, the fatal fheers demands,

And tempts once more, thy facrilegious hands.
Oh hadft thou, cruel! been content to feize 174
Hairs lefs in fight, or any hairs but thefe !
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HE faid: the pitying audience melt in tears,
But Fate and Jove had ﬂ'opp’d the Baron’s ears.
In vain Thaleftris with reproach affails,
For who can move when fair Belinda 13.118 ?
Not half fo fix’d the Trojan could remain, 5
While Anna begg'd and Dide rag’d in vain.
Then grave Clariffa graceful wav’d het fan;
Silence enfu’d, and thus the nymph began.

Say why are Beauties prais'd and honour’d moft,
The wife man’s paflion, and the vain man’s toaft ?
VArRIaTIiONS:

VER. 7. Then grave Clariffa, etc.] A riew Chara&er intro-

e
duced in the fubfequent Editions; to open more clearly the

Moratr of the Poem, mn a parody of the {peech of Hal,)\.uon

to Glaucus in Homer. P.

IMmiITaTIiONS.
1 o 7 ¥ L
VER. (}; @Y Wy are .!Ij{.'f:'.'.".‘f;'_", ¢'Ile’_'.1
Yy Wh) ]

ryT I / r ; Py !

L b 71 ans. U id v ! SRS R e e

FRY Dot ey GidUdCHS I OUY EXTERAER YEITN s
o ¢ f-]

tous’ flreams envico the Lycian plain 3
' 5 that ranpe .;':'f' ri u’ {’; /d,

7

vines their j.'znpar ur*.?v._e,r yiedd 5
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Why deck’d with all that land and fea afford,
Why Angels call’'d, and Angel-like ador’d?

Why round our coaches croud the white-glov’d

Beaux,

Why bows the fide-box from its inmoft rows?
How vain are all thefe glories, all our pains, 135
Unlefs good fenfe preferve what beauty gains:
That men may fay, when we the front-box grace,

Behold the firft in virtue as in face!

ImMiTATIONS.

Our foaming bowls with purer meéiar erown’d,
Our feafts enbanc’d with mufic’s [prightly found ;
Wby on thofe fbores are we with joy furvey'd,
Admir’d as heroes, and as Gods obey’d ;

Unlefs great aéls fuperior merit prove,

And vindicate the baunteous pow’rs above?

*Tis ours, the dignrty they give, o graces

The firft in valour, as the fir/t in place :

That when with wond ring eyes our martial bands
Behold our deeds tranfcending ear commands,
Such, they may cry, deferve the [ov’reign flate,
Whom thefe that envy, dare mat imitate;

Could all our care elude the gloomy grave,

W hich claims no lefs the }‘Ir.rmfu! than the brave,,
For luft of fame I fhould not vainly dare

In fighting fields, nor urge thy joul to war,

But jince, alas! ignoble age muft come,

Difeafe, and death’s inexorable doom ;

The life which others pay, let us beffow,

And give ta fame what we to nature owe ;
Brave the’ we fally, and bonour’d if we livey

Or let us glory gainy or glry give.
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Oh! if to dance all night, and drefs all day,

Charm’d the {mall-pox, ‘or chas'd old-age away;

Who would not fcorn-what houfewife’s cares pro-

duce,

Or who would learn one earthly thing of ufe ?

‘To patchy nay ogle, might become a Saint,

Nor could it fure be fuch 4 fin to paint.

But fince, alas! frail beauty muft decay, 25

Curl’d or uncurld, fince Locks will turn to grey;

Since painted, or not painted, all thall fade,

And fhe who feorns a man, muft die a maid;

What then remains but well our pow’r to ufe,

And keep good=humour ftill whate’er we lofe ? 3

And truft me, dear! good-humour can prcvail,

When airs, and flights, and {creams, and {colding

fail,

Beauties in vain their pretty eyes may roll;

Charms ftrike the fight, but merit wins the foul.
So {poke the Dame, but no applaufe enfu’d; 35

Belinda frown’d, Thaleftris call’d her Prude.

IMITATIONS,
VEr. 33. 8o [poke the Dame,) It is a verfe frequently res
peated in "Homer after any fpeech,
So fpoke—and all the Heroes applauded, P,

+R 2
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To arms, to arms! the fierce Virago cries,

And f{wift as lightning to the combat flies.

All fide in partics, and begin th’ attack ;

Fans clap, filks rufsle, and tough whalebones crack;

Heroes and Heroines thouts confus’dly rife, 41

And bafe, and treble voices {trike the fkies.

No common weapons in their hands are found,

Like Gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound.
So when bold Homer makes the Gods engage,

And heav'nly breafts with human paffions rage ;

»Gainft Pallas, Mars ; Latona, Hermes arms ; 47

And all Olympus rings with loud alarms :

Jove’s thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around,

Blue Neptune ftorms, the bellowing deeps refound:

Earth fhakes her nodding towr’s, the ground gives

way, (3

And the pale ghofts ftart at the flath of day!
Triumphant Umbriel on a fconce’s height

Clap’d his glad wings, and fate to view the fight:

VARIATIONS.

VeRr. 37 To arms, to arms!] From hence the firlt Edition
zoes on to the Conclufion, except a very few fhort infertions
added, to keep the Machinery in view to the end of the poem. P.

VER. 45. Triumphant Umbriel] Thefe four lines added, for
the reafon before mentioned, P,
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Prop’d on their bodkin fpears, the Sprites furvey
The growing combat, or affift the fray. 56
W hllu thro” the prefs enrag’d Thaleftsis flies,

And fcatters death around from both her eyes,

A Beau and Witling perifh’d in the throng,

One dy’d in metaphor, and one in fong, 6o

¢ O cruel nymph! a living death I bear,

Cry'd Dapperwit, and funk befide his chair.

A mournful glance Sir Fopling upwards caft,

< Thofe eyes arc made fo killing—was his laft.

Thus on Mzander’s flow’ry margin lies 63

Th’ expiring Swan, and as he fings he dies.
When bold Sir Plume had drawn Clariffa down,

Chloe ftepp’d in, and kill'd him with a frown ;

She fmil’d to fee the doughty hero {lain,

But, at her {mile, the Beau reviv'd again. 70

NoTEs.
VER. 45. So when bold Homer] Homer, Il xx. P,

IMITATIONS,.

VER. 53 Triumphant U, mbriel] Minerva in like manner, du-
ring the Battle of me with the Suitors in Odyfl. perches on
a Ln -m of the roof to behold it. .

VER. 04. fufr eyes are ma 1de jJ u.uﬂtf_] The wordsof a =
in'the kau.ra of Camilla: P 32

VER. 65. Thus on Mean: f'n"s jﬁ'frr'.i'aj' margin lies]

Sic f»&:fu"z wocant, udis abjecius berbis,
Ad vada Meandri concintt @bous olgr

I PR ‘-‘;l
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Now Jove fufpends his golden {cales in air,
Weighs the Men’s wits again{t the Lady’s hair;
The doubtful beam long nods from fide to fide;
At length the wits mount up, the hairs fubfide, .

See fierce Belinda on the Baron flies, 75
With more than ufual lightning in her eyes:

Nor fear’d the Chief th’ unequal fight to try,
Who fought no more than on his foe to die.

But this bold Lord with manly firength endu’d,
She with one finger and a thumb fubdu’d: 8o
Juft where the breath of life his noftrils drew,
A charge of Snuff the wily virgin threw ;

The Gnomes direct, to ev'ry atome juft,

The pungent grains of titillating duft.

Sudden, with ftarting tears each eye o’erflows, 85
And the high dome re-echoes to his nofe,

Now meet thy fate, incens'd Belinda cry’d,
And drew a deadly bodkin from her fide.

(The fame, his ancient perfonage to deck,
Her great great grandfire wore about his neck, gg

NorTeEs.
VER. 71. Now Fove, ete.] Vid. Homer IL viii. and Virg.
A, xii. P,
ImiTaTIONS.
VER. 83 The Gromes direft,] Thefe two lines-added for the

above reafon. P. (.
Ver 8q. The fame, his ancient perfonage ta deck,] In imita-
tion of the progrefs of Agamemnon’s fceptre in Homer, 11.ii. P.
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In three feal-rings ; whiich after, melted down,

Form'd a vaft buckle for his widow’s gown :

Her infant grandame’s whiltle next it grew,

The bells fhe jingled, and the whiftle blew ;

Then in 2 bodkin grac’d her mother’s hairs, 95

Which long fhe wore, and now Belinda wears.)
Boaft not my fall (he cry'd) infulting foe!

Thou by fome other fhalt be laid as low.

Nor think, to die dejeés my lofty mind :

All that I dread is leaving you behind ! 100

Rather than fo, ah let me ftill furvive,

And burn in Cupid’s flames,—but burn alive.
Reftore the Lock ! fthe cries; and all around -

Reftore the Lock ! the vaulted roofs rebound.

Not fierce Othello in fo loud a ftrain 165
Roar’d for the handkerchief that caus’d his pain.

But fee how oft ambitious aims are crofs'd,

And chiefs contend ’till all the prize is loft!

The Lock, obtain’d with guilt, and kept with pain,
In ev'ry place is fought, but {fought in vain: 110
With fuch a prize no mortal muft be bleft,

So heav'n decrees! with heav’n who can conteft ?

+ R4
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Some thought it mounted to the Lunar {phere,
Sinceallthings loft on earth are treafur'd there.
There Hero’s wits are I;cpt in pondrous vafes,
And Beau’s in fnuff~-boxes and tweezer-cafes. 116
‘There broken vows, and death-bed alms are found,
And lovers hearts with ends of ribband bound,
The courtier’s promifes, and fick man’s pray’rs,
‘The {miles of harlots, and the tears of heirs, 120
Cages for gpats, and chains to yoak a flea,

Dry'd butterflies, and tomes of cafuiftry,

But truft the Mufe—ihe faw it upward rife,
Tho’ mark’d by none but quick, poetic eyes :
(Se Rome’s great founder to the heav’ns withdrew,
'T'o Proculus alone confefs’d in view) 126
A fudden Star, it thot thro’ liquid air,
And drew hehind a radiant trail of hair,
Not Berenice's Locks firft rofe {o bright,
The heav 'ns befpangling with difhevel’d light, 130

NorE s,
VER, 114, Since all things bF] Vid. Ariofto. Canto xxxiv. B.
IMmiTaTIiONS
VER. 128.

Flammiferumque trabens Jpatiofo limite erinem
Stella micat Ovid.
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The Sylphs behold it kindling es it flies,

And pleas’d purfue its progrefs thro’ the fkies.
This the Beau monde fhall from the Mall {furvey,

And hail with mufic its propitious ray.

This the bleft Lover thall for Venus take, 135

And fend up vows from Rofamonda’s lake.

This Partridge foon fhall view in cloudlefs {kies,

When next he looks thro’ Galilzo’s eyes ;

And hence th’ egregious wizard thall foredoom

The fate of Louis, and the fall of Rome. 140
Then ceafe, bright Nymph! to mourn thy ra-

vifh'd hair,

Which adds new glory to the fhining fphere!

Not all the treffes that fair head can boatt,

Shall draw fuch envy as the Lock you loft,

For, after all the murders of your eye, 14§

When, after millions flain, yourfelf {hall dic;

VARIATIONS.

VER. 131. The Sylphs behold ] Thefe two lines added for the
{ame reafon to keep in view the Machinery of the Poem. P.

NoTEs.

VeRr. 1379, This Partridge foon] John Partridge was a ridicu-
Yous Star-gazer, who in his Almanacks every year never fail’d
to predict the downfall of the Pope, and the King of France,
then at watr with the Englith, P,




" ﬁ"m——-‘-—_—_ . e T, L e - B ] Lo : o

264 THE RAPE OF THE LOCK.

When thofe fair funs fhall fet, as fet they .muﬂ:,
And all thofe trefles fhall be laid in duft,

This Lock, the Mufe fhall confecrate to fame,
And 'midft the ftars infcribe Belinda’s name. 150
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