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To Dr. GArRTH.

_Q_ Shepherd’s Boy (he feeks no better name)
Led forth his flocksalong the filver Thame,

Where dancing fun-beams on the waters play’d,

And verdant alders form’d a quiv’ring {hade.

VARIATIONS.

VER. I, 25 3 4+ were thus printed in the firft edition :
A faithful fwain, whom Love had taught to fing,
Bewail’d his fate befide a filver fpring;

Where gentle Thames his winding waters leads

Thro’ verdant forefts, and thro’ flow’ry meads. P.
VER. 3. Originally thus in the MS.

There to the winds he plain’d his haplefs lave,

And Amaryllis fill’d the vocal grove.

REMARKS.
VERr. 3. The Scene of this Paftoral by the river’s fide 3 fuit-
able to the heat of the feafon ; the time noon. .




6 PASTORALS.

Soft as he mourn’d, the ftreams forgot to flow, 5
The flocks around a dumb compaffionthow,
‘Fhe Naiads wept in ev’ry wat’ry bow’s,

And Jove confented in a filent thow'r.

Accept, O GarTn, the Mufe’s early lays,
That adds this wreath of Ivy to thy Bays ; 10
Hear what from Love unpractis'd hearts endure,
From Love, the fole difeafe thou canft not cure.

Ye fhady beeches, and ye cooling ftreams,
Defence from Pheebus’, not from Cupid’s beams,
To you I mourn, nor to the deaf I fing, 15
The woods fhall anfwer, and their echo ring.
The hills and rocks attend my doleful lay,

Why art thou prouder and more hard than they ?
The bleating theep with my complaints agree,
They parch’d with heat, and I inflam’d bythee. 20

REMARK:S.

VER. 9.] Dr. Samuel Garth, Author of the Dii}_-enf‘;;ry, was
one of the firft friends of the Author, whofe acquaintance with
him began at fourteen or fifteen. Their friendfhip continued
from the year 1703 to 1718, which was that of his death. P.

VER. 16. The woods fpall anfwer, and their schg rings] Is 3
line out of Spenfer’s Epithalamion, P,

IMITATIONS.
VER. 8. And Fove confented ]
Fupiter et lets defeendet plurimus imbri, Vi rg. P,
VER. 15. nor to the deaf I fing,]
Non canimus [urdisy refpondent ommia flve, Virg, P,
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Where ftray ye Mufes, in what lawn or grove,
While your Alexis pines in hopelefs love?
In thofe fair fields where facred Ifis glides, 25
Or elfe where Cam his winding vales divides ?
As in the cryftal {pring I view my face,
Frefh rifing bluthes paint the wat’ry glafs;
But fince thofe graces pleafe thy eyes no more,
I thun the fountains which I fought before. 30
Once I was fkill’d in ev’ry herb that grew,
And ev’ry plant that drinks the morning dew ;
Ah wretched thepherd, what avails thy art,
To cure thy lambs, but not to heal thy heart!

VARIATIONS.
VER. 27.
Oft in the cryftal fpring I caft a view,
And equal’d Hylas, if the glafs be true;
But fince thofe graces meet my eyes no more,

1 fhun, efc. T
IMITATIONS.
i ;
VER. 23. Where fray ye. Mufes, etc.]
Due nemora, aut qui Vs Jaltus habuere, puelle
Naiades, indigno cum Gallus amore periret 2
Nam neque Parnaffi vobis juga, nam neque Pindl
Ulla moram fecere, neque Aonia Aganippe.
Virg. out of Theocr. P,
VeR. 27. Virgil again from the Cyclops of Theocritus,
nuper me in littore widi
Cum placidum ventis flaret mare, ron ego Daphnim,
Fudice te, metuam, fi nunguam fallat imago. P,




58 PASTORALS.

Let other {wains attend the rural care,
Feed fairer flocks, or richer fleeces theer :
But nigh yon’ mountain let me tune my lays,
Embrace my Love, and bind my brows with bays.
That flute is mine which Colin’s tuneful breath
Infpir’d when living, and bequeath’d in death ;
He faid ; Alexis, take this pipe, the fame 41
That taught the groves my Rofalinda’s name -
But now the reeds thall hang on yonder tree,
For ever filent fince defpis’d by thee,
Oh ! were I made Iw_‘,-f {ome tmn:«‘fm‘rning pow’r
The captive bird that fings within thy bow’r !
Then might my voice thy lift'ning ears employ,
And I thofe kifies he receives, enjoy.

And yet my numbers pleafe the rural throng,
Rough Satyrsdance, and Pan applaudsthe fong: ¢o
The Nymphs, forfakin g ev’ry cave and {pring,
Their early fruit, and milk-white turtles bring ;
Each am’rous nymph prefers her gifts in vain,
On you their gifts are all beftow’d again.

REmMarks.
VER. 39: Coliz] The name taken by Spenfer in his Eclogues,
where his miftrefs is celebrated under that of Rofalinda. P,
ImiTarions.
VER, 40. bequeath’d indeath ; etc.]  Virg. Ecl. ii.
L2 mibt difparibus feptem compaita cicutis

Fiflulay, Dameetas dono mihi quam dedit olim,
Et dixit mariens, Te.nunc habet ifla fecundum, P




PASTORALSE 50
For you the {wains the faireft flow’rs defign, - 55

And in one garland all their beauties join;
Accept the wreath which you deferve alone,
In whom all beauties are compriz’d in one.

See what delights in fylvan {cenes appear !
Defcending Gods have found Elyfium here. = 60
In woods bright Venus with Adonis ftray’d,

And chafte Diana haunts the foreft-fhade.
Come, lovely nymph, and blels the filent hours,

When fwains from fheering feek their nightly »

bow’rs ;
When weary reapers quit the {ultry field, 65
And crown’d with corn their thanks to Ceres yield,
This harmlefs grove no lurking viper hides,
But in my breaft the {erpent Love abides.
Here bees from bloffoms fip the rofy dew,
But your Alexis knows no fweets but you. 70
Oh deign to vifit our forfaken feats,

"The mofly fountains, and the green retreats !

Where'er you walk, cool gales thall fan the glade,

Trees, where you fit, fhall croud into a fhade :

IMITATIONS:
VER. 60. Defeending Gods have found Elyfium here.]
Habitarunt Di quogue fylvas — Virg.
Et formofus oves ad flumina pavit Adonis. Idem. P.
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Where’er you tread, the bluthing flow’rs fhall rife,
And all things flourifh where you turn your eyes.
Oh! how I long with you to pafs my days,
Invoke the Mufes, and refound your praife!
Your praife the birds thall chant in ev’ry grove,
And winds fhall waft it to the pow’rs above. 8o
But would you fing, and rival Orpheus’ ftrain,
The wond’ring forefts foon fhould dance again,
The moving mountains hear the pow’rful call,
And headlong ftreams hang lift’ning in their fall!
But fee, the thepherds thun the noon-day heat,
The lowing herds to murm’ring brooks retreat, 86
To clofer thades the panting flocks remove ;
Ye Gods! and is there no relief for Love ?

VAarRIATIONS,
Ver. 79, 80.
Your praife the tuneful birds to heav’n fhall bear,
And lif’ning wolves grow milder as they hear,
So the verfes were originally written. But the author, young as

he was, foon found the abfurdity which Spenfer himfelf over-
Jooked, of introducing Wolves into England, P,

IMmiTaTiOoNS,
VER. 80. And winds fall waft, ete. |
Partem aliquam, ventiy divim réferatis ad aures !
R Virg, P,
VER. 88. Ye Gods! éte.]
Me tamen urit amory quis enim modus adfit amori 2
Idem. P,
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But foon the {fun with milder rays defcends
To the cool ocean, where his journey ends: 9o
On me love’s fiercer flames for ever prey,

By night he fcorches, as he burns by day.

VARIATIONS.
VER. g1, Me love inflames, nor will his fires allay. P
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