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THE 

PREFACE. 

WHEN I firft thought of writing upon thisocca- 
fion, I found the ideas fo great and numerous, 

that I judged them more proper for the warmth of an 

J ode, than for any other fort of poetry : I therefore 

, fet Horace before me for a pattern; and particularly 

his famous ode, the fourth of the fourth book, 

Qualem miniflrum fulminis alitem, &c. 

which be wrote in praife of Drufus, after his expedition 

j into Germany, and of Auguftus, upon his happy choice 
i of that general. And, in the following poem, tho’ [ 

have endeavoured to imitate all the great llrokes of 

that ode, I have taken the liberty to go off from it, and 
j to add varioully, as the fubjeft and my own imagina- 

j tion carried me. As to the Hyle, the choice I made of 

[ following the ode in Latin, determined me in Englilh 
i to the (tanza ; and herein it was impodible not to have 

a mind to follow our great countryman Spcnccr; 

which I have done (as well at leafl as I could), in the 
i manner of my expreliion, and the turn of my number ; 

. having only added one verfe to his ffanza, which I 
i thought made the number more harmonious; and a- 

; voided fuch of his words as I found too obfole'e. I 
| have however retained fome few of them, to make the- 
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colouring look more like Spencer’s. Beheft, command ; 

hand, army ; proivefs, ftrength ; 1 veet, I know ; I 
iveen', 1 think ; -whilom, heretofore ; and two or three 
more of that kind, which 1 hope the ladies will par- 
don me, and not judge my Mule leis hahdfome, tho’ 

for once fne appears in a farthingale. 1 have alfo, in 

Spencer’s manner, ufed Caefar tor the Emperor, Boya 

for Bavaria, Bavar for that prince, Ifter for Danube, 
Iberia for Spain, &c. 

That noble part of the ode which I juft new men- 

tionedi 

Gens, quae cremato fortis ah Ilio, 
Jactala Tulcis acquoribus, &c. 

where Horace praifes the Romans, as being defc nded 
from JEneas, 1 have turned to the honour ot the Bri- 

tilh nation, defeended from brute, likewife a Trojan. 
That this Brute, fourth or fifth from Aineas, fettled in 
England, and built London, which he called Troja 
Nova, or Troynovante, is a (lory which (1 think) owes 

its original, if not to Geofry of Monmonth, at leaf! to 
the Monkifh writers, yet is not rejedted by our great 
Cambden; and is told by Milton, as'f (at leaf!) he was 
pleafed with it, though podibly he does not believe it: 
However, it carries a poetical authority, which is fuffi- 

cient for ourpurpole. It is as certain that Brute came 
into England, as that Aeneas went into Italy : And, up- 
on the fuppofition of thefe fadts, Virgil wrote the bed 
poem that the world ever read, and Spencer paid Queen 

Elizabeth the greateft compliment. 
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I need not obviate one piece of criticifm, that I bring 
, my heroe 

From burning Troy, and Xanthus red with blood: 

i 
>4 

whereas he was not born when that city was deftroyed. 
Virgil, in the cafe of his own JEneas relating to Dido, 
will ftand as a fufficient proof, that a man in his poe- 

tical capacity is not accountable for a little fault in 

chronology. 

My two great examples, Horace and Spencer, ia 
many things refemble each other : Both have a height 

of imagination, and a majefty of expreflion, in deferi- 

bing the fublime; and both know to temper thofe ta- 

lents, and fweeten the defeription, fo as to make it 
lovely as well as pompous: Both have equally that a- 

greeable manner of mixing morality with their ftory, 
and that curiofa felicitas in the choice of their diftion, 

which every writer aims at, and fo very few have 
reached : Both are particularly fine in their images, 
and knowing in their numbers. Leaving therefore 
our two mailers to the eonfideration apd ftudy of thofe 
who delign to excel in poetry, I only beg leave to add, 

that it is long fince I have (or at lead ought to have), 

quitted Parnaffus. and all the flowery roads on that 
lide the country ; tho’ ! thought myfelf indifpenfably 

obliged, upon the prefent occafion, to take a lkti« 

journey into thofe parts. 

S 
) 
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NOD 

Humbly Infcribed t@ the 

U E E N. 

HEN great Aiignftus govern’d ancient Rome, 
' ' And fent his conqu’ring bands to foreign wars 

Abroad when dreaded, and beiov’d at home; 
He faw his fame increafing with bis years ; 
Horace, great bard (fo fate ordain’d) arofe; 
And bold, as were his conntry-men in fight. 
Snatch’d their fair aftions from degrading profc, 
And fet their battles in eternal light : 
High as their trumpets tune his lyre he flxung ; 
And with his prince’s arms he .moraliz’d his fong. 

II. 
When bright Eliza’ rul’d Britannia’s (late, 

Widely diftributing her high commands; 
And boldly wife, and fortunately great, 
Freed the glad nations from tyrannic bands ; 
An equal genius w'as in Spenfcr found : 
To the high theme he match’d his noble lays: 
He travell’d England o’er on fairy ground, 
In myftic notes to fing his monarch’s praife : 
Reciting wondrous truths in pleafing dreams. 
He deck’d Eliza’s head with Gloriana’s beams. 

A 4 



a POEMS UPON 

III. 
Bat, grsateft Anna ! while thy arms purfu® 

Paths of renown, and climb afcents of fame, 
Which nor Anguftus, nor Eliza knew ; 
What poet lhall De found to ling thy name ? 
What numbers fhaii record, what tongue lhall lay 
Thy wars on land, thy triumphs on the main ? 
O faireft model of imperial fway ! 
W'hat equal pen fhaii write thy wond’rous reign ? 
Who (hail attempts and feats of arms rehearle. 
Nor yet by (lory told, nor paraliei’d by verfe ? 

IV. 
Me all too mean for fuch a talk I weet : 

Yet if the fov’reign lady deigns to fmile, 
I’ll follow Horace with impetuous heat; 
And clothe the verfe in Spencer’s native flyle. 
By thefe examples rightly taught to ling, 
And Unit with pleafure of my country’s praifep 
Stretching the plumes of an uncommon wing, 
High as Olympus 1 my flight will raife : 
And latefl times fliall in my numbers read 
Anna’s immortal fame, and Marlbro’s hardy deed. 

V. 
As the flrorrg eagle, in the lilent wood, 

Mindlels of warlike rage, and hoftile care, 
Plays round the rocky ciitf, or cryflal flood ; 
’Till by Jove’s high behelfs call’d out to w’ar; 
And, charg'd with thunder of his angry king, 
His bofom with fr’re vengeful meflage glows; 
Upward the noble bird direfts his wing: 
And, tow’ring round his maker’s earth-born foes. 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 9 

f Swift he cclledls his fatal flock of ire; 
Lifts his fierce talon high, and darts the forked fire. 

VI. 
Sedate and calm thus victor Marlbro’ fat, 

Shaded with laurels in his native land; 
Till Anna calls him irom his foft retreat, 
And gives her feco-nd thunder to his hand. 
Then, leaving fweet repofe and gentle cafe. 
With ardent Ipetd he feeks the dillant foe : 
Marching o'er hills and vales, o’er rocks and feas; 
Ke meditates, and flrikes the wond’rous blow. 

S Our thought flies Cower than our gen’ral’s fame : 
Grafps he the bolt ? (we afk) when he has hurl’d this 

flame. 
VII. 

When fierce Bavar, on JuJoign’s fpacious plain,. 
Did from afar the Britifh chief behold; 
Betwiiit deipair, and rage, and hope, and pain, 
Something within his warring bofom roll’d : 
He views that fav’rite of indulgent Fame, 
Whom whilom he had met on liter’s fhore: 

■’> Too well, alas! the man he knows the fame, 
Whole prowefs there repell’d the Boyan power; 

' And fent them trembling through the frighted land*,, 
( Swift as the whirlwind drives Arabia’s fcatter’d fands, 
V VIII. 

His former Ioffes he forgets to grieve; 
Abfolves his fate, if with a kinder ray 
It now would fliine, and only give him leave 

» To balance the account of Blenheim.’s day. 
j So the fell lion in the lonely glade, 
' His fide flill fmarting with the hunter’s fpear, 
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Tbougli deeply wounded, no way yet difmay’d, 
Roars terrible, a''d meditates new war; 
In fullen fury traverfe^ the plain, 
To find the vent’rous foe, and battle him again, 

IX. 
Mifguided.prince! no longer urge thy fate ; 

Nor tempt the hero to unequal war; 
Fam’d in misfortune, and in ruin great, 
Confefs the force of Marlbro’s ftronger ftar. 
Thofe laurel groves (the merits of thy youth) 
Which thou from Mahomet didft greatly gain, 
While, bold aflertor of refifUefs truth. 
Thy fword did godlike liberty maintain; 
Mull from thy brow their falling honours (hade : 
And their tranfplanted wreaths muff deck a worthier 

X. [head. 
Yet ceafe the ways of Providence to blame; 

And human faults with human grief confefs: 
’Tis thou art chang’d; while heav’n is dill the fame r 
From thy ill counfels date thy ill fuccefs. 
Impartial Juflice holds her equal fcales; V 
Till ftronger virtue does the weight incline: 
If over thee thy glorious foe prevails; 
Fie now defends the caufe that once was thine. 
Righteous the war! the champion lhall fubdue; 
For, Jove’s great handmaid, Pow’r, muft Jove’s decrees 

purfue. 
XI. 

Hark! the dire trumpets found their fhril! alarms: 
Auverquerque, branch’d from the renown’d Naflaus, 
Hoary in war, and bent beneath his arms, 
His glorious fword with dauntlefs- courage draws : 
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When anxious Britain mourn’d her parting lord; 
And all of William that was mortal dy’d; 
The faithful hero had receiv’d the fword 
From his expiring mafler’s much-lov’d fide. 
Oft; from its fatal ire has Louis flown. 
Where’er great William led, or Maefe and Sambrc run, 

xn. 
But, brandifh’d high, in an ill-omen’d hour 

To thee, proud Gaul, behold thy jufleft fear; 
The mafter fword, difpofer of thy power: 
’Tis that which Caefar gave the Britilh peer. 
He took the gift: Nor ever will I fhcathe 
This fleel, (fo Anna’s high behefts ordain). 
The general faid, unlefs by glorious death 
Abfolv’d, till conqueft has .confirm'd your reign. 
Returns like thefe our miflrefs bids us make, 
When from a foreign prince a gift her Britons take. 

XIII. 
And now fierce Gallia rufiies on her foes. 

Her force augmented by the Boyan bands: 
So Volga’s ftream, increas’d by mountain-fnows, 
Rolls with new fury down through Ruffia’s lands. 
Like two great rocks againft the raging tide, 
(If Virtue’s force with Nature’s we compare,) 
Unmov’d the two united chiefs abide; 
Suflain the impulfe, and receive the war. 
Round their firm fides in vain the temped beats; 
And flill the foaming wave with leflen’d power retreats. 

XIV. 
The rage difpers’d, the glorious pair advance^ 

With mingl’d anger and collefted might, 



POEMS U P O N 

To turn the war, and tell aggre/Eng France, 
How Britain’s foils and Britain’s Friends can fight. 
On conqueft fin’d, and covetous of Fame, 
Behold them rnfiling through the Gallic hoft. 
Through ftanding corns fo runs the futider, flame; 
Or eaftern winds along Sicilia’s coalB 
They deal their terrors to the adverfe nation : 
Pale Death attends their arms, and ghaftly Defolation. 

XV. 
But, while with fiercefi: ire Bellona glows ; 

And Europe rather hopes than Fears her fate; 
While Britain prefies her afflifted foe's ; 
What horror damps the ftrong, and quells the great ! 
Whence look the foldier’s cheeks difmay’d and pale ? 
Erfl ever dreadful, know they now to dread ? 
The hofliie troops, I ween, almofl prevail; 
And the purfuers only not recede. 
Alas! their leflen’d rage proclaims their grief! 
For, anxious, lo! they crowd around their falling chief. 

XVf. 
I thank thee, Fate, exclaims the fierce Bavar; 

Let Boya’s trumpet grateful lo’s found : 
I faw.him fall, their thunderbolt of war:  
Ever to vengeance facred be the ground  
Vain with ! ihort joy ! the hero mounts again, 
In greater glory, and with fuller light. 
Theev’ning liar fo falls into the main, 
To rife at morn more prevalently bright. 
He rifes fafe, but near, too near his fide, 
A good man’s grievous lofs, a faithful fervant dy’d. 
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XV(I. 
' I'ropitious Mars! the battle is regam’4 : 

The foe wit!, leflen’d wrath difputes the fic-ld : 
The Briton fights, by fav’ring gods fuftain’d: 
Freedom mud live; and lawieis power muft yield. 
Vain now the tales which fabling poets tell. 
That v/av’ring conqueft (till ddires to rove! 
In Marlbro’s camp the goddefs knows to dwell; 
Long as the hero’s life remains her love. 
Again France dies: Again the Duke purfues: 

i. And on Ratnilia's plains he Blenheim's fame renews. 
XVIII. 

Great thanks, O captain great in arms! receive 
From thy triumphant country’s public voice : 
Thy country greater thanks can only give 
To Anne, to her who made thofe arms her choice. 
Recording Shdlenberg’s and Blenheim’s toils. 
We dreaded left thou (houldft thofe toils repeat: 
We view’d the palace charg’d with Gallic fpoils; 
And in thofe fpoils we thought thy praife compleat; 

• For never Greek, we deem’d, nor Roman knight, 
In characters like thefe did e’er his a£ts indite. 

XIX- 
\ Yet, mindlefs ftill of eafe, thy virtue flies 
. A pitch to old and modern times unknown : 

1 Thole goodly deeds w hich we fo highly prize, 
Imperfetft: feem, great chief, to thee alone- [ftaid, 
Thofe heights, where William’s virtue might have 
And on the fubjeft world look’d fafeiy. down; 

( By Matlbro’ pafs’d, the props and (leps were made 
• Sublimer yet to.raife his queen’s renown. 
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Still gaining more, dill flighting what he gain’d, 
Nought done, the h.ero deem’d, while ought undone 

XX. [remain’d. 
When fwift-wing’d Rumour told the mighty Gaul, 

How leflen’d from the field Bavar was fled; 
He wept the fwiftnefs of the champion’s fall; 
And this the royal treaty-breaker faid. 
And lives he yet, the great, the loft Bavar; 
Ruin to Gallia, in the name of friend ? 
Tell me, how far has fortune been fevere ? 
Has the foes glory, or our grief an end ? 
Remains there, of the fifty thoufand loft, 
To fave our threaten’d realm, or guard our Ihatter’d 

XXI. [coaft ? 
To the clofe rock the frighted raven flies. 

Soon as the riling eagle cuts the air: 
The (haggy wolf unfeen and trembling lies, 
W’hen the hoarfe roar proclaims the lion near. 
Ill-ftarr’d did we our forts and lines forfake, 
To dare our Britifh foes to open fight ; 
Our conqueft we by ftratagem (heu’d make : 
Our triumph had been founded in our flight. 
’Tis ours, by craft and by furprize to gain : 
’Tis theirs, to meet in arms, and battle in the plain, 

XXII. 
The ancient father of this hoftile brood, 

Their boafted Brute, undaunted {hatch’d his gods 
Prom burning Troy, and Xantbus red with blood; 
And fix’d on filver Thames his dire abodes : 
And this be Troynovante, he faid, the feat 
By heav’n ordain’d, my fons, your lifting place : 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. is 

Superior here to all the bolts of Fate, 
Live mindful of the author of your race;1 

Whom neither Greece, nor war, nor want, nor flame, 
Nor great Peleides’ arm, nor Juno’s rage cou’d tame. 

XXIII. 
Their Tudors hence, and Stuart’s offspring flow : 

Hence Edward, dreadful.with his fable (hield; 
Talbot to Gallia’s pow’r eternal foe; 
And Seymor, fam’d in council, or in field : 
Hence Nevil, great to fettle or dethrone; 
And Drake and Ca’ndilh, terrors of the fea : 
Hence Butler’s fons, o’er land and ocean known ; 
Herbert’s and-Churchili’s warring progeny : 
Hence the long roll which Gallia (hould conceal; 
For oh ! who, vanquifli’d, loves the viftor’sfameto tell ? 

XXIV. 
Envy’d Britannia, flurdy as the oak. 

Which on her mountain-top ffie proudly bears ; 
Eludes the ax, and fprouts againfl the ftroke ; 
Strong from her wounds, and greater by her wars. 
And as thofe teeth, which Cadmus fow’d in earth. 
Produc’d new youth, and furnifh’d freih fupplies: 
So with young vigour, and fucceeding birth, 
Her Ioffes more than recompens’d arife : 
And ev’ry age !he with a race is crown’d, 
For letters more polite; in battles inore renown’d. 

XXV. 
Obftinate pow’r, whom nothing can repel; 

Nor the fierce Saxon, nor the Dane ; 
Nor deep impreffion of the Norman ftcel; 
Nor Europe’s force amafs’d by envious Spain 
Nor France, on univcrfal fway intent, 
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Oft breaking leagues, and oft renewing wars.; 
Nor (frequent bane of weaken’d government) 
Their own intefiine feuds, and mutual jars ; 
Thole reuds and jars, in which I traded more, 
Than in my troops, and fleets, and allthe Gallic pow’r. 

XXVI. 
To fruitful Rheims, or fair Lutetia’s gate, 
What tidings lhail the meflenger convey l 
Shall the loud herald our fuccefs relate ; 
Or mitred pi left appoint the folemn day ? 
Alas! my prailes they no more muft ling ; 
They to my ftatne now mufl bow no more : 
Broken, repuls’d is their immortal king : 
Fall’n, fall’n forever is the Gallic pow’r  
The woman chief is mafter of the war: 
Earth (he has freed by arms, and vanquifh’d heav’n by 

pray’r. 
XXVII. 

While thus the ruin’d foe’s defpair commends 
Thy council and thy deed, viiftorious queen ; 
What (hall thy fubjedh fay, and what thy friends ? 
How (hall thy triumphs in our joy be feen ? 
Oh ! deign to let the eldeft of the Nine 
Recite Britannia great, and Gallia free : 
Oh ! with her fifter Sculpture let her join 
To raife, great Anne, the monument to thee ; 
To thee, of all our good the facred fpring; 
To thee, our dearefl: dread; to thee, our fofter King. 

XXVIII. 
Let Europe Cav’d the column high ereG, 

Than Trajan’s higher, or than Antonine’s; 
Where fembling art may carve the fair efTcdf, 
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And full atchievement of thy great defigns, 
In a calm heav’n, and a ferener air : 
Sublime the queen lhall on the fummit (land, 
From danger far, as far remov’d from fear : 
And pointing down to earth her dread command, 
All winds, all ftorms that threaten human woe, 
Shall fink, beneath theirfeet, and fpread their rage below. 

XXIX. 
Their fleets lhall ftrive by winds and waters toft ; 

’Till the young Auftrian on Iberia’s ftrand, 
■ Great as iEneas on the Ladan coaft, 

Shall fix his foot: And this, be this the land, 
1 Great Jove, where l forever will remain, 

I (The empire’s other hope (hall fay); and here 
Vanquiih’d, intomb’d i’ll lie; or crown’d, I’ll reign  
O virtue, to thy Britifh mother dear! 

: Like the fam’d Trojan fuffer and abide : 
For Anne is thine, I ween, as Venus was his guide. 

XXX. 
There, in eternal charafters engrav’d, 

j Vigo, and Gibraltar, and Barcelone, 
' j Their force deftroy’d, their privileges fav’d, 

Shall Anna’s terrors and lier mercies own : i r k Spain from th ufurper Bourbon’s arms retriev’d, 
* Shall with new life and grateful joy appear ; 

| jNumb’ring the wonders which that youth atchiev’d; 
- Whom Anna clad in arms, and fent to war ; 
Whom Anna fent to claim Iberia’s throne : 
And made him more than king, in calling him her fon. 

XXXI. 
. There Ifter pleas’d, by Blenheim’s glorious field 
Rolling, fhall bid his eaftern waves declare 

Vo L. 11. 15 



Germania fav’d by Britain’s ample Ihield ; 
And bleeding Gaul addicted by her 1'pear : 
Shall bid him mention Maibro, on that fhore 
Leading his iflanders, renovvn’d in arms. 
Thro’ climes where never Britilh chief before 
Or pitch’d his camp, or founded his alarms : 
Shall bid them blefs the Queen, who made his dreams 
Glorious as thofe of Boyn, and fafe as thole of Thames; 

XXXII. 
Brabantia, clad with fields, and crown’d with tow’rst 

With decent joy fhall her Deliv’rer meet ; 
Shall own thy arms, great Queen, and biefs thy pow’rs] 
Laying the keys beneath thy lubject’s feet. 
Flandria, by plenty made the home of war, 
Shall weep her crime, and bow to Charles redor’d ; 
With double vows fhall blefs thy happy care. 
In having drawn, and having (heath’d the fword. ! 
From thefe their ftder provinces fhall know, 
How Anne fttpports a friend, and how forgives a foe. , 

XXX11I. 
Bright fwords, and creded helms, and pointed fpear: . 

In artful piles around the work fhall lie ; 
And ihields indented deep in ancient wars, 
Blazon’d with figns of Gallic heraldry ; 
And dandards with didinguilh’d honours bright, t 
Marks of high pow’r and national command ; 
Which Valois’ fons, and Bourbon’s bore in fight; 
Or gave to Foix’, or to Montmorancy’s hand : 
Great fpoils, which Gallia mud to Britain yield, 
From Credy’s battle fav’d, to grace Ramilia’s field. 
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XXXIV. 
And as fine art the fpaces may difpofe, 

The knowing thought and curious eye (hall fee 
Thy emblem, gracious Queen, the Britifh rofe, 

; Type of fweet rule, and gentle majefly : 
The Northern thiftle, whom no boftile hand 
Unhurt too rudely may provoke, I ween ; 
Hibernia’s harp, device of her command. 
And parent of her mirth, (hall there be feen : : Thy vanquHh’d lilies, France, decay’d and torn, 

i, Shall with diforder’d pomp the lading work adorn. 
XXXV. 

Beneath, great Queen, oh ! very far beneath, 
! Near to the ground, an'd on the humble bale; 
! To faye herfidf from darknefs, and from death, 
| That Mufe defires the laft, the lowed place; 
: Who tho’ unmeet, yet touch’d the trembling dring; 
For the fair fame of Anne, and Albion’s land ; 

’ Who durd of war and martial fury fing : 
And when thy will, and when thy fubjett’s hand 

“iHad quell’d thofe wars, and bid that fury ceafe ; 
iHangs up her grateful harp to conqued, and to peace. 

CANTATA. 
Set by Monfieur Galliard. 

1 Recit. 
BENEATH a verdant laurel’s ample (hade, 

His lyre to mournful numbers drung, 
Horace, immortal bard, fupinely laid, 
i To Venus thus addrefs’d the fong: 

Ten thoufand little loves around 
Lid’ning, dwelt on ev’ry found. 

B j 
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Arie t. 
Potent Venus, bid thy fon 

Sound no more his dire alarms. 
Youth in Client wings is flown: 

Graver years come rolling on. 
Spare my age, unfit for arms : 

Safe and humble let me reft, 
From all am’rous care releas’d. 

Potent Venus, bid thy fon 
Sound no more his dire alarms. 

R E C I T. 
Yet, Venus, why do I each morn prepare 

The fragrant wreath for Cloe’s hair? 
Why do 1 all day lament and figh, 
Unlefs the beauteous maid be nigh ? 
And why all night purfue her, in my dreams, 
Thro’ flow’ry meads, and cryftal ftreams ? 

Re c it. 
Thus fung the bard; and thus the goddefs fpoke 
Submillive bow to love’s imperious yoke : 

F.v’ry (late, and ev’ry age 
Shall own my rule, and fear my rage : 
Compeli’d by me thy mule lhali prove, 
Y'hat all the world was born to love. 

Ari et. 
Bid thy deftin’d lyre difeover 

Soft defire, and gentle pain : 
Often praife, and always love her : 

Thro’ her ear her heart obtain. 
Verfe (hall pleafe, and fighs (hall move her : 

Cupid does with Phoebus reign. 
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Her right Name. 

AS Nancy at her toilet fat, 
Admiring this, and blaming that; 

Tell me, ihe laid, but tell me true-, 
The nymph who cou’d your heart fubdue ; 
What iort of charms does (he poffefs i 
Abfolve me, fair one, I’ll confefs 
With piealure, I reply’d. Her hair. 
In ringlets, rather dark than fair. 
Does down her iv’ry bofom roll; 
And hiding half, adorns the whole. 
In her high forehead’s fair half-round 
Love fits in open triumph crown’d ; 
He in the dimple of her chin, 
In private date, by friends is feen. 
Her eyes are neither black, nor gray ; 
Nor fierce, nor feeble is their ray : 
Their dubious luflre feems to (how 

(Something that fpeaks, noryes, nor no. 
Her lips no living bard, I weet, 
May fay, how red, how round, how fweet: 

> Old Homer only cou’d indite 
ITheir vagrant grace, and foft delight : 
■•They (land recorded in his book, 
•When Helen fmil’d, and Hebe fpoke  
The gipfy turning to her glafs, 
Too plainly (how’d, Ihe knew the face : 

i And which am I mod like, (he faid, 
(Your Cloe, or your Nut-brown Maid ? 

B 3 



Written in Ovid. 

OV ID is the fureft guide, 
You can name, to ihow the way 

To any woman, maid, or bride, 
Who refblves to go aftray. 

A True Maid. 
NO, no ; for my virginity. 

When I lofe that, fays Rcfe, I’ll die ; 
Behind the elms, laft night, cry’d Dick, 

Rofe, were you not extremely fick ? 

ANOTHER. 
TEN months after Florimel happen’d to wed; t 

And was brought in a laudable manner to bed : 
She warbled her groans with fo charming a voice, ; 
That one half of the pariih was ftunn’d with the noifel 1 

But when Florimel deign’d to lie privately in, 
Ten months before die and her fpoufe were a-kin ; 
She chofe with fuch prudence her pangs to conceal, ! 
That her nurfe, nay her midwife, Icarce heard her once 

fqueal. 
Learn, hufbands, from hence, for the peaceofyour live , 
That maids make not half fuch a tumult as wives. 

A Reafonable Affliction. 
ON his death-bed poor Lubin lies ; 

His fpoufe is in defpair : 
With frequent fobs, and mutual cries. 

They both exprefs their care. 
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A diff’rent caufe, fays parfon Sly, 
The fame effeft may give : 

Poor Lubin fears that he fhall die ; 
His wife, that he may live. 

Another Reafonable Affli&ion. 
FROM her own native France as old Alifon paft, 

She reproach’d Englifh Nell with negleft, or with 
malice; 

That the flattern had left, in the hurry and hade. 
Her lady’s complexion, and eye-brows at Calais. 

ANOTHER. 
HER eye-brow-box one morning loll, 

(The bed of folks are oft’ned crod;) 
Sad Helen thus to Jenny laid, 

! Her carelefs, but afflicted maid ; 
Put me to bed then, wretched Jane : 
Alas! when fhall I rife again ? 
I can behold no mortal now : 
For what’s an eye without a brow ? 

On the fame Subjedt. 
■TN a dark corner of the houfe 
1. Poor Helen fits; and fobs and cries : 
She will not fee her loving-fpoufe; 

Nor her more dear piquet-allies. 
JJnlefs fire finds her eye-brows. 

She’ll e’en weep out her eyes. 
B4. 
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On the Same. 
HELEN was juft flipt into bed ; 

Her eye-brows on the toilet lay : 
Away the kitten with them fled, 

As fees belonging to her prey. 

For this misfortune carelefs Jane, 
Aflitrc yourfelf, was loudly rated; 

And madam, getting up again, 
With her own hand the moufe-trap baited. 

On little things, as fages write. 
Depends our human joy, or borrow ; 

If we don’t catch a moufe to-night, 
Alas ! no eye-brows for to-morrow. 

PHYLLIS’s AGE 

HOW old may Phyllis be, you afk, 
Whofe beauty thus all hearts engages 

To anfwer is no eafy talk : 
For ihe has really two ages. 

Stiff in brocard, and pinch’d in flays, 
Her patches, paint, and jewels on ; 

All day let Envy view her face; 
And Phyllis is but twenty-one. 

Paint, patches, jewels laid abide ; 
At night aftronomers agree, 

The evening has the day bely’d; 
And Phyllis is borne forty-three. 
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Forma bonum fragile. 
WHAT a frail thing is beauty, fays Baron le Crast 

Perceiving his miltref. had one eye of glafs : 
And fcarcely had he fpoke it : 

When fhe more confus'd, as more angry fhe grew, 
By a negligent rage prov’d the maxim too true : 

She dropt the eye, and bioke it. 

A Critical Moment. 
HOW capricious were nature and art to poor Nell ? 

She was painting her cheeks at the time her 
noie fell. 

AN EPIGRAM. 

Written to the Duke de NoAilles. 
VAIN the concern which you exprefs. 

That uncall’d Alard will poflefs 
Your houfe and coach, both day and night ; 

And that Macbeth was haunted lefs 
By Banquo’s relllefs fpright. 

■ 
. With fifteen thoufand pounds a year, 
1 Do you complain, you cannot bear 

An ill, yon may foon retrieve ? 
Good Alard, faith, is modeller 

By much, than you believe. 

Lend him but fifty Louis’ d’or ; 
And you ihall never fee him more : 



Take the advice; -probatum eft. 
Why do the gods indulge our (lore, 

But to fecure our reft ? 

EPILOGUE TO PHiEDRA. 

Spoken by Mrs Oldfield, who afted IsmrnA, 
LADIES, to-night your pity I implore 

For one, who never troubled you before : 
An Oxford man, extremely read in Greek, 
Who from Euripides makes Phaedra Ipeak ; 
And comes to town, to let us moderns know. 
How women lov’d two thouland years ago. 

If that be all, faid I, e’en burn your play : 
1’gad ! we know all that, as well as they : 
Show us the youthful, handfome charioteer, 
Firm in his feat, and running his career; 
Our fouls would kindle w ith as gen’rous flames, 
As e’er infpir’d the antient Grecian dames : 
Ev’ry Ifmena w ould refign her breaft; 
And ev’ry dear Hippolytus be bleft. 

But, as it is, fix flouncing Flanders mares 
Are e’en as good, as any two of theirs : 
And if Hippolytus can but contrive 
To buy the gilded chariot; John can drive. 

Now, of the buftle you have feen to-day, 
And Phaedra’s morals in this fcholar’s play, 

Phaedra Hippolytus, a Tragedy, written by Mr 
Edmund Smith. 
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Something at lead in juftice (hould be faid : 
But this Hippolytus fo fills one’s head  
Well! Phaedra liv’d as chaftely as ihe con’d; 
For (he was father Jove’s own flelh and blood. 
Her aukward love indeed was odly fated : 
She and her Polly were too near related : 
And yet that fcruple had been laid afide, 
If honed Thefeus had but (airly dy’d. 
But when he came, what needed he to know. 
But that all matters flood in ftatu quo ? 
There was no harm, you fee; or grant there were, 
She might want conduft ; but he wanted care. 
’Twas in a hufband little Ids than rude. 
Upon his wife’s retirement to intrude  
He (hould have fent a night or two before. 
That he would come exact at fuch an hour : 
Then he had turn’d all tragedy to jed ; 
Found ev’ry thing contribute to his red ; 
The picquet friend difmifs’d, the coad all clear;. 
And fpoufe alone, impatient for her dear. 

But if thefe gay refleftions come too late, 
To keep the guilty Phaedra from her fate; 
If your more ferious judgment mud condemn 
The dire etTefts of her unhappy flame : 
Yet, ye chade matrons, and ye tender fair, 
Let love and innocence engage your care: 
My fpotlefs flames to your proteftion take, 
And fpare poor Phaedra for Ifmena’s fake. 
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EPILOGUE to LUCIUS. 

Spoken by Mrs Horton. 
HE female author who recites to-day, 

1 Trulls to her fex the merit of her play. 
Like father Bayes fecurely die fits down : 
Pit, box, and gallery, gad ! all’s our own. 
In antient Greece, die fays, when Sappho writ ; 
By their applaufe the critics fiiow’d their wit: 
They tun’d their voices to her lyric firing ; 
Though they cou’d all do fomething more than fing. 
But one exception to this fa£l we find ; 
That booby Phaon only was unkind; > 
An ill-bred boatman, rough as waves and wind. j 
From Sappho down to all fucceeding ages, 
And now on French, or on Italian flages. 
Rough fatyrs, fly remarks, ill natur’d fpeechcs 
Are always aim’d at poets that wear breeches. 
Arm’d with Longinus, or with Rapin, no man 
Drew a (harp pen upon a naked woman. 
The blult’ring bully on our neighb’ring flretts 
Scorns to attack the female that he meets : 
Fearlefs the petticoat contemns his frowns : 
The hoop fecures whatever it furrounds. 
The many-colour’d gentry there above, 
By turns are rul’d by tumult, and by love : 
And while their fweet-hearts their attention fix, 
Sufpend the din of their damn’d clatt’ring flicks. 

Lucius, the firfl Chriflian king of Britain ; a tragedy, 
written by Mrs Manley. 
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Now, Sirs  
To you our author makes her foft requcft, 
Who fpeak the kindeft, and who write the beft : 
Your fympathetic hearts fhe hopes to move, 
From tender friendlbip and endearing love. 
If Petrarch’s Mufe did Laura’s wit rehearfe; 
And Cowley flatter’d dear Orinda’s verle; 
She hopes from you pox take her hopes and fears; 
1 plead her fex’s claim: What matters her’s ? 
By our full pow’r of beauty we think fit. 
To damn this Salique law impos’d on wit: 
We’ll try the empire you fo long have boafled; 
And if we are not prais’d, we’ll not be toafted. 
Approve what one of us prelents to-night; 
Or ev’ry mortal woman here fhall write : 
Rural, pathetic, narrative, fublime, *■> 
We’ll write to you, and make you write in rhyme; C 
Female remarks fhall take up all your time. ] 
Your time, poor fouls! we’ll take your very money; 
Female third days will come fo thick upon you. 
As long as we have eyes, or hands, or breath, 
We'll look, or write, or talk you ail to death; 
Uniefs you yield for better and for worfe. 
Then the fhe-Pegafus fhall gain the cct 
And the gray mare will prove the bett 

tforfe. 
ccurfe; C 
tter horfe. ' j 

The Thief and the Cordelier. ABallad* 

To the Tune c/King John and the Abbot of Canterbury. 
[Greve, 

WHO has e’er been at Paris, muft needs know the 
The fatal retreat of th’ unfortunate brave: 
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Where honour and juftice mod odly contribute, 
To cafe hero’s pains by a halter and gibbet. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
[on ; 

There death breaks the (hackles which force had put 
And the hangman compleats what the judge but begun t 
There the Yquire of the pad, and the knight of the pod, 
Find their pains no more balk’d, and their hopes no 

Derry down, &c. [more crofs’d. 
[known ; 

Great claims are there made, and great fecrets are 
And the king and the law, and the thief has his own. 
But my hearers cry out, What a duce dod thou ail ? 
Cut off thy refleftions, and give us thy tale. 

Derry down, &c. 
’Twas there then, in civil refpeO to harlh laws ; 

And for want of falfe witnefs, to back a had caufe ; 
A Norman, though late, was oblig’d to appear : 
And who to adid but a grave Cordelier? 

Derry down, &c. 
The ’fquire, whofe good grace was to open the feene, 

Seem’d not in great hade that the (how ihou’d begin : 
Now fitted the halter, now travers’d the cart ; 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 

Derry down, &c. 
What frightens you thus, my fon ? fays the pried : 

You murder’d, are forty; and have been confefs’d. 
O father ! my forrow wall fcarce fave my bacon : 
For ’twas not that I murder’d, but that I was taken. 

Derry down, &c. 
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[fancies : 
Pough! pr’vthee ne’er trouble thy head with fuch 

Rely on the aid you (hall have from St Francis : 
If the money you promis’d be brought to the chert ; 
You have only to die : Let the church do the rert. 

Derry down, &c. 
And what will folks fay, if they fee you afraid : 

It refledls upon me, as 1 knew not my trade: 
Courage, friend; to-day is your period of forrow : 
And things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 

Derry down, &c. 
To-morrow? our hero reply’d in a fright: 

He that’s hang’d-before noon ought to think of to-night. 
11 Tell your beads, quoth the prieft, and be fairly trufs’d 

For you furely to-night lhall in Paradife fup. [up ; 
Derry down, &c. 

Alas! quoth the ’fquire, howe’er fumptuous the treat, 
Parbleu, l have little ftomach to eat: 
I fhould therefore efteem it great favour and grace, 

( Would you be fo kind as to go in my place. 
Derry down, &c. 

[boot; 1 That I wou’d, quoth the father, and thank you to 
, But our adtions, you know, with our duty murt fuit. 

The fcafl I propos’d to you I cannot tafte; 
1 For this night, by our order, is mark’d for a fart. 

Derry down, &c. 
Then, turning about to the hangman, hefaid; 

’ Difpatch me, I pr’ythee, this troublefome blade: 
t For thy cord and my cord both equally tie : 

And we live by the gold for which other men die. 
Derry down, &c. 
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An EPITAPH. 

Stet quicunquc volet patens 
Aulae cuhnine lubrlco, ire. Sen sc. 

1 NT ERR’D beneath this marble done, 
Lie faunt’ring Jack, and idle Joan. 

While rolling thredcore years and one 
Did round this globe their courfes run; 
If human things went ill or well; 
If changing empires rofe and fell; 
The morning pad, the evening came. 
And found this couple dill the fame. 
They walk’d and eat, good folks, what then ? 
Why then they walk’d and eat again : 
They foundly flept the night away : 
They juft did nothing all the day. 
And, having bury’d children four, 
Would not take pains to try for more. 
No fifter either had, nor brother : 
They feem’d juft tally’d for each other. 

Their moral and oeconomy 
Moft perfectly they made agree : 
Each virtue kept its proper bound, 
Nor trefpafs’d on the other’s ground. 
Nor fame nor cenfure they regarded : 
They neither punifli’d nor rewarded. 
He car’d not what the footmen did : ' 
Her maids (he neither prais’d nor chid. 
So ev’ry fervant took his courfe ; 
And, bad at firft, they all grew vvorfe. 
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: Slothful diforder fill’d his liable; 

And fluttifh plenty deck’d her table. 
Their beer was ftrong; their wine was Port; 
Their meal was large ; their grace was Ihort. 
They gave the poor the remnant meat, 
Juft when it grew not fit to eat. 

They paid the church and parilh rate; 
And took, but read not the receipt; 
For which they claim their Sunday’s due. 
Of flumb'ring in an upper pew. 

No man’s defefts fought they to know ; 
5 So never made themfelves a foe. 

No man’s good deeds did they commend; 
So never rais’d themfelves a friend. 

S Nor cherifh’d they relations poor; 
That might decreafe their prelent ftore: : Nor barn nor houfe did they repair; 
That might oblige their future heir, 

i They neither added, nor confounded : 
* They neither wanted, nor abounded. 

Each Chriftmas they accounts did clear; 
f And wound their bottom round the year. 
\ Nor tear nor fmile did they employ, 
i At news of public grief or joy. 
ft When bells were rung, and bonfires made, 

> If afk’d, they ne’er deny’d their aid: 
iTheir jug was to the ringers carry’d, 
t Whoever either dy’d or marry’d. 

; Their billet at the fire was found, 
' Whoever was depos’d or crown’d, 
j Nor good, nor bad, nor fools, nor wife; 
'They would not learn, nor could advife: 

Vol. II. C 
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Without love, hatred, joy, or fear, 
They led a kind of—as it were : 
Nor wilh’d, nor car’d, nor laugh’d, nor cry’d. 
And fo they liv’d, and fo they dy’d. 

HORACE, Lib. I. Epift. IX. 

Septimius, Claudi, nimirum intelligit unus, 
Quanti me facias, &c. 

IMITATED. 

To the Right Honourable Mr Harley. 
DEAR Dick, howe’er it comes into his head, 

Believes as firmly as he does his creed, 
That you and I, Sir, are extremely great; 
Though I plain Mat. you minifler of ftate. 
One word from me, without all doubt, he fays, 
Wou’d fix his fortune in fome little place. 
Thus better than myfelf, it feems, he knows. 
How far my intereft with my patron goes ; 
And, anfwering all objections I can make. 
Still plunges deeper in his dear miftake. 

From this wild fancy, Sir, there may proceed 
One wilder yet, which I forelee, and dread; 
That I, in faft, a real intereft have, 
Which to my own advantage I would fave; 
And, with the ufual courtier’s trick, intend 
To ferve myfelf, forgetful of my friend. 

To fhun this cenfure, I all lhame lay by; 
And make my reafon with his will comply,; 
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Hoping, for my excufe, ’twill be eonfefs’d, 
That, of two evils, I have chofe the lead. 
So, Sir, with this epiftolary Icroll, 
Receive the partner of my inmoft foul: 
Him you will find in letters and in laws 
Not unexpert; firm to his country’s caufe; 
Warm in the glorious intereft you purfue: 
And, in one word, a good man and a true. 

To Mr Harley, wounded by Guifcard. 
1711. 

—.—ab ipfa 
Duclt opes anlmumque ferro. Hqe. 

I. 
IN one great now, fuperior to an age, 

The full extremes of Nature’s force we find : 
•How heav’nly virtue can exalt, or rage 

> Infernal, how degrade the human mind. 
I!. 

While the fierce monk does at his trial Hand; 
He chews revenge, abjuring his offence: 

-Guilt in his tongue, and murder in his hand; 
, He dabs his judge, to prove his innocence. 

III. 
The guilty ftroke and torture of the fleel 

Infix’d, our dauntlefs Briton fcarce perceives : 
The wounds his country from his death mud feel, 

* The patriot views; for thofe alone he grieves. 
C * 
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The barb’rous rage that durft attempt thy life, 
Harley, great counfellor, extends thy fame: 

And the (harp point of cruel Guifcard’s knife, 
In brafs and marble carves thy deathlefs name. 

V. 
Faithful aflertor of thy country’s caufe, 

Britain with tears (hall bathe thy glorious wound r 
She for thy fafety (hall enlarge her laws : 

And in her (iatutes (hall thy worth be found. 
VI. 

Yet ’midfl her fighs the triumphs, on the hand 
Reflecling, that diffus’d the public woe ; 

A (Iranger to her altars and her land : 
No fon of hers could meditate this blow. 

VII. 
Meantime thy pain is gracious Anna’s care: 

Our queen, our faint, with facrificing breath 
Softens thy anguilh : In her powerful pray’r 

She pleads thy fervice; and forbids thy death. 
VIII. 

Great as thou art, thou canli demand no more ; 
O bread, bewail’d by earth, preferv’d by heav’n ■ 

No higher can afpiring virtue foar : 
Lnough to thee of grief and fame is giv’n. 

An extempore Invitation to the Earl o 
Oxford, Lord High Treafurer, 1712. 

My Tor i>, 
OUR weekly friends to-morrow meet 

At Matthew’s palace, in Duke-ilrcet - 
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To try, for once, if they can dine 
On bacon-ham and mutton chine. 
If, weary’d with the great affairs, 
Which Britain trufts to Harley’s cares, 
Thou, humble (tatefman, may’ll defcend, 
Thy mind one moment to unbend; 
'To fee thy fervant, from his foul, 
Crown with thy health the fprightly bowl: 
.Among thy guefts, which e’er my houfe 
Receiv’d, it never can produce 
Of honour a more glorious proof-  
Though Dorfet us’d to blefs the roof. 

E R L E R O B E R T’s MICE. 
In Chaucer’s Style. 

qp WAY mice, full blythe and amicable, 
A Batten befide Erie Robert’s table. 

Lies there ne trap their necks to catch; 
Ne old black cat their Heps to watch. 
Their fill they eat of fowl and fifh ; 
Feaft-lyche, as heart of moufe mote wiftu 

. As guefts fat jovial at the board, 
!Jorth leap’d our mice : Eftfoons the Lord 
:}f Boling, whilome John the Saint. 
SVho maketh oft propos full queint, 
Laugh’d jocund, and aloud he cry’d. 
To Matthew feated on t’ oth’ fide; 
Jo thee, lean bard, it doth pertain 
i?o underhand thefe creatures tweine. 
Jome frame us now fome clean device, 
?r playfant rhyme on yonder mice. 

C 3 
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They fcein, God ftiield me, Mat. and Charles. 
Bad as Sir Topaz, or Squire Quarles, 

(Matthew did for the nonce reply,) 
At emblem or device am 1 : 
But could I chaunt or rhyme, pardie, 
Clear as Dan Chaucer, or as thee; 
Ne vcrfe from me (fo God me fhrive) 
On moufe, or other beaft alive. 
Certes, 1 have thefe many days 
Sent myne poetic herd to graze. 
Ne armed knight ydrad in war 
With lyon fierce will I compare : 
Ne judge unjuft, with furred fox, 
Harming in fecret guife the flocks : 
Ne prieft unworth of goddefs coat. 
To fwine ydrunk, or filthy float. 
Elk fimile farewel for ay, 
From elephant, I trow, to flea. 
Reply’d the friendlike peer, I weene, 
Matthew is angred on the fpleen. 
Ne fo, quoth Mat. ne (hall be e’er, 
With wit that falleth all fo fair: 
Eftfoons, well weet ye, mine intent 
Boweth to your commandement. 
If by thefe creatures ye have feen, 
Pourtrayed Charles and Matthew been; 
Behoveth neet to wreck my brain, 
The reft in order to explain. 

That cup-board, where the mice difport, 
I liken to St. Stephen’s court * : 

The Exchequer. 
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i Therein is fpace enough, I trow, 

For elke comrade to come and goe: 
And therein eke may both be fed 
With fhiver of the wheaten bread. 
And when, as thefe mine eyen furvey, 
They ccafe to Ikip, and fqueak and play ; 
Return they may to diff’rent cells, 
Auditing one, whilft t’ other tells. 

Dear Robert, quoth the Saint, whofe mind 
In bounteous deed no mean can bind; 

!l Now as I hope to grow devout, 
I deem this matter well made out. 
Laugh I, whilft thus I ferious pray ? 

; Let that be wrought which Mat. doth lay: 
i Yea, quoth the Erie, but not to day. 

In the fame Style. 
C’ U L L oft doth Mat. with Topaz dine ; 

Eateth bak’d meats, drinketh Greek wine t 
| But Topaz his own werk rehearfeth ; 
, And Mat. mote praife what Topaz verfeth. 
' Now fure as prieft did e’er fhrive tinner, 

1 a Full hardly earneth Mat. his dinner. 
■ 

In the fame Style, 
AIR Sufan did her wife-hede well menteine, 

X Algates aflaulted fore by letchours tweine. 
1 Now, and I read aright that auncieat fong, 
jOlde were the paramours, the dame full young. 
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Had thilke fame tale in other guife been tolde ; 
Had they been young, (pardte) and fhe been olde : 
That, by St Kit, had wrought much forer tryal ; 
Full mcrveillous, I wote, were fwilk denyal. 

A Flower painted by Simon Varelst. 

\\f HEN fam’d Varelft this little wonder drew ; 
Flora vouchfaf’d the growing work to view : 

Finding the painter’s fcience at a (land, 
The goddefs fnatch’d the pencil from his hand ; 
And finifhing the piece, (he fmiling faid : 
Behold one work of mine, that ne’er (hall fade. 

To the Lady Elizabeth Harley, fince 
Marchionefs of Carmarthen, on a Co- 
lumn of her drawing. 

HEN future ages (hall with wonder view 
Thefe glorious lines, which Harley’s daughter 

They (hall confefs that Britain could not raife [.drew 4 
A fairer column to the father’s praife. 

Protogenes and Apelles. 
WHEN poets wrote, and painters drew, 

As nature pointed out the view : 
Ere Gothic forms were known in Greece, 
To fpoil the well-proportion’d piece : 
And in our verfe ere monkilh rhirnes 
Had jangl’d their fantaftic chimes : 
Ere on the flow’ry lands of Rhodes 
Thofe knights had fix’d their dull abodes, 
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T , Who knew not much to paint or write ; 
' Nor car’d to pray, nor dar’d to fight: 

Protogenes, hiftorians note. 
Liv’d there a burgefs fcot and lot; 
And, as old Pliny’s writings ftiow, 
Apelles did the fame at Co. 
Agreed thefe points of time and place. 
Proceed we in the prefent cafe. 

Picqu’d by Protogenes’s fame, 
From Co to Rhodes Apelles came ; 

f To fee a rival and a friend ; 
Prepar’d to cenfure, or commend; 

t Here to abfolve, and there objeft, 
i As art with candour might direfc. 
I He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings.; 

His fervants follow with the things: 
Appears the governante of th’ houfe ; 
For fuch in Greece were much in ufe 

| If young or handfome, yea or no, 
Concerns not me, or thee to know. 

I Does fquire Protogenes live here ? 
Yes, Sir, fays the, with gracious air, 
And curt’fey low; but juft call’d out 

K By lords peculiarly devout; 
Who came on purpofe, Sir, to borrow 

^ Our Venus, for the feaft to-morrow, 
To grace the church ; ’tis Venus’ day : 

, I hope, Sir, you intend to ftay, 
To fee our Venus: Tis the piece 

■ The moft renown’d throughout all Greece; 
■; So like the original they fay : 
| But 1 have no great tkiil that way. 

4* 
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But, Sir, at fix, (’tis now pad: three,) 
Dromo muft make my matter's tea : 
At fix, Sir, if you pleafe to come, 
You’ll find my matter, Sir, at home. 

Tea, fays a critic, big with laughter, 
Was found ibme twenty ages after ; 
Authors, before they write, fhould read. 
’Tis very true; but we’ll proceed. 

And, Sir, at prefent would you pleafe 
To leave your name fair maiden, yes. 
Reach me that board. No fooner fpoke. 
But done. With one judicious ftroke, 
On the plain ground, Apelles drew 
A circle regularly true : 
And will you pleafe, fweet heart, faid he. 
To fhew your matter this from me ? 
By it he prefently will know. 
Hew painters write their names at Co. 

He gave the pannel to the maid. 
Smiling and curt’fing, Sir, Ihe faid, 
I lhall not fail to tell my matter : 
And, Sir, for fear of all difafter, 
I’ll keep it my own felf: Safe bind, 
Says the old proverb, and fafe find. 
So, Sir, as fure as key or lock  
Your fervant, Sir at fix a clock. 

Again at fix Apelles came; 
Found the fame prating civil dame. 
Sir, that my matter has been here, 
Will by the board itfelf appear. 
If from the perfeft line he found, 
He has prefum’d to fwell th« round; 
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Or colours on the draught to lay ; 
’Tis thus, (he order’d me to lay,) 
Thus write th* painters of this ifle : 
Let thofe of Co remark the ftyle. 

She faid; and to his hand rellor’d 
The rival pledge, the miflive board. 
Upon the happy line were laid 
Such obvious light, and ealy (hade ; 
That Paris’ apple ftood confeft, 
Or Leda’s egg, or Cloe’s bread. 

Apelles view’d the finilh’d piece; 
And live, faid he, the arts of Greece ! 
Howe’er Protogenes and I 
May in our rival talents vie ; 
Howe’er our works may have exprefs’dj. 
Who trued drew, or colour’d bed; 
When he beheld my flowing line; 
He found at lead I could defign : 
And from his artful round, 1 grant,. 
That he with perfeft ikill can paint., 
The dulled genius cannot fail 
To find the moral of my tale : 
That the didinguilh’d part of men, 
With compafs, pencil, fword, or pen,. 
Should in life’s vifit leave their name, 
In charafters, which may proclaim, 
That they with ardor drove to raife 
At once their arts, and country’s praife; 
And in their working took great care, 
That all w'as full, and round, and fair. 
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Democritus and Heraclitus, 
DEmocritus, dear droll, revifit earth; 

And with our follies glut thy heighten’d mirth : 
Sad Heraclitus, 1'erious wretch, return, 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both 1 unconcern’d Hand by : 
Hurt, can I laugh ? and honed, need I cry ? 

For my own Tomb-ftone, 

TO me ’twas giv’n to die: To thee ’tis giv’n 
To live : Alas! one moment fets us ev’n. 

Mark ! how impartial is the will of heav’n ? 

Gualterus Danistonus ad amicos, 

DUM dudeo fungi fallentis munere vitae, 
Adfeftoque viam fedibus Elyfiis; 

Arctoa florens fophia, Samiifque fuperbus 
Difcipulis, animas morte carere cano. 

Has ego corporibus profugas ad ddera mitto; 
Sideraque ingreffis otia blanda dico ; 

Qualia conveniunt divis, queis fata volebant 
Vital faciles molliter ire vias: 

Vinaque coelicolis media inter gaudia libo ; 
Et me quid majus fufpicor ede viro. 

Sed fuerint nulli forfan, quos fpondeo, coeli ; 
Nullaque fint Ditis numina, nulla Jovis : 

Fabula fit terris agitur quae vita reliftis; 
Quique fuperdes, homo; qui nihil, edo deus: 
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Attamen effe hilares, et inanes mittere curas 
Proderit, ac vitae commoditale frui; 

Et feftos agitaffe dies, aevique fugacis 
Tempera perpetuis detinuifle jocis. 

His me parentem praeceptis occupet orcus, 
Et mors; feu divum, feu nihil efle velit ; 

Nam fophia ars ilia eft, quae fallere fuaviter horas 
Admonet, atque orci non timuifle minas. 

IMITATED. 
STudious the bufy moments to deceive, 

That fleet between the cradle and the grave, 
I credit what the Grecian diftates fay, 
And Samian founds o'er Scotia’s hills convey. 
When mortal man refigns his tranfient breath; 
The body only I give o’er to death; 
The parts diflblv’d, and broken frame I mourn : 
What came from earth, I fee to earth return. 
Th’ immaterial part, t!T aethereal foul. 
Nor can change vanquiflt, nor can death controul; 
Glad I releafe it from its partner’s cares; 
And bid good angels waft it to the ftars. 
Then in the flowing bowl I drown thole fighs, 
Which, fpight of wifdom, from our weaknefs rife ; 
The draught to the dead’s mem’ry I commend ; 
And offer to the now immortal friend. 
But if oppos’d to what my thoughts approve. 
Nor Pluto’s rage there be, nor pow’r of Jove; 
On its dark fide if thou the profpe<ft take; 
Grant all forgot beyond black Lethe’s lake ; 
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In total death fuppofe the mortal lie; 
No new hereafter nor a future fky : 
Yet bear thy lot content; yet ceafe to grieve : 
Why, ere death comes, doft thou forbear to live? 
The little time thou haft, ’twixt inftant now 
And fate’s approach, is all the gods allow : 
And of this little haft thou ought to fpare 
To fad refleftion, and corroding care i 
The moments paft, if thou art wife, retrieve 
With pleafant mem’ry of the blifs they gave : 
The pleafant hours in prefent mirth employ ; 
And bribe the future with the hopes of joy: 
The future (few or more, howe’er they be) 
Were deftin’d erft ; nor can by fates decree 
Be now cut off betwixt the grave and thee. 

The firft Hymn of Callimachus, to 
Jupiter. 

WHILE we to Jove feleft the holy viftim, 
Whom apter (hall we fmg, than Jove himfelf, 

The God for ever great, for ever king ; 
Who flew the earth-born race, and meafures right 
To heav’n’s great habitants ? Diftaean hear’ft thou 
More joyful, or Lycaean, long difpute 
And various thought has trac’d. On Ida’s mount, 
Or Difte, ftudious of his country’s praife, 
The Cretan boafts thy natal place: But oft 
He meets reproof deferv’d : For he prefumptuous 
Has built a tomb for thee, who never know’ll 
To die, but liv’ft the fame to-day and ever. 
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Arcadian therefore be thy birth. Great Rhea 
Pregnant to high Parrhafia’s cliffs retir’d. 
And wild Lycaeus, black with (hading pines : 
Holy retreat: Sithence no female hither, 
Confcious of focial love and nature’s rites, 
Muff dare approach, from the interior cptile 
To woman, form divine. There th blell parent 
Ungirt her fpacious bofom, and difeharg’d 
The pond’rous birth : She fought the neighb’ring fpi ing 
To wafh the recent babe : In vain : Arcadia, 
(However flreamy,) now aduft and dry, 
.Deny’d the goddefs water : Where deep Melas, 
And rocky Gratis flow, the chariot f'moak’d 
Obfcure with riling duft : The thirfty trav’ler 
In vain requir’d the current, then imprifon’d 
In fubterraneous caverns : Forefts grew 
Upon the barren hollows, high o’erlhading 
The haunts of favage beads, where now loan, 
And Erimanth incline their friendly urns. 
Thou too, O earth, great Rhea faid, bring forth ; 
And fhort fhall be thy pangs: She faid ; and hioh 
She rear’d her arm, and with her feeptre ftruck 
The yawning cliff: From its difparted height 
Adown the mount the gufbing torrent ran, 
And cheat’d the valiies : There the heav’nly mother 
Bath’d, mighty king, thy tender limbs: She wrapp’d 
In purple.bands: She gave the precious pledge [them 
To prudent Neda, charging her to guard thee, 
Careful and fecret: Neda, of the nymphs 
That tended the great birth, next Phiiyre 
And Styx, the elded. Smiling fhe receiv’d thee ; 
And confcious of the grace, abfolv’d her trud : 
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Not unrewarded; fince the river bore. 
The fav’rite virgin’s name. Fair Neda rolls 
By Leprion’s ancient walls, a fruitful ftream. 
Fad by her flow’ry bank the fons of Areas, 
Fav’rites of heav’n, with happy care protefl: 
Their fleecy charge ; and joyous drink her wave. 

Thee, god, to CnofTus Neda brought : The nymphs' 
And Corybantes thee their facred charge 
Receiv’d : Adrafle rock’d thy golden cradle : 
The goat, now bright amidft her fellow (tars, 
Kind Amalthea, reach’d her teat diftent 
With milk, thy early food: The fedulous bee 
Diftill’d her honey on thy purple lips. 

Around, the fierce Curetes (order folemn 
To thy foreknowing mother !) trode tumultuous 
Their myftic dance, and clang’d their founding arms; 
Induftrious with the warlike wind to quell 
Thy infant cries, and mock the ear of Saturn. 
Swift growth and wond’rous grace, O heav’nly Jove, 
Waited thy blooming years : Inventive wit, 
And perfect judgment crown’d thy youthful aft. 
That Saturn’s fons receiv’d the threefold empire 
Of heav’n, and of ocean, and deep hell beneath. 
As the dark urn and chance of lot determin’d, 
Old poets mention, fabling. Things of moment 
Well nigh equivalent and neighb’ring value 
By lot are parted: But high heav’n, thy (hare, 
In equal balance laid ’gainft fea or hell, 
Flings up the adverfe fcale, and (huns proportion. 
Wherefore not chance, but pow’r, above thy brethren 
Exalted thee, their king, when thy great will 
Commands thy chariot forth : Impetuous (trength, 
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And fiery fwiftnefs wing the rapid wheels, 
Incefiant; high the eagle flies before thee. 
And oh ! as I and mine confult thy augur. 
Grant thy glad omen ; let thy fav’rite rife 
Propitious, ever foaring from the right. 

Thou to the lefler gods haft well aflign’d 
Their proper fhares of pow’r ; thy own, great Jove, 
Boundiefs and univerfal. Thofe who labour 
The fweaty forge, who edge the crooked fcythe, 
Bend ftubborn fteel, and harden gleaming armuor, 
Acknowledge Vtilcan’s aid. The early hunter 
Slefles Diana’s hand, who leads him fafe 
p’er hanging cliffs ; who fpreads his net fuccefsful; 
And guides the arrow thro’ the panther’s heart, 

i The foldier from fuccefsful camps returning, 
iVith laurel wreath’d, and rich with hoftile fpoil, 

' levers the bull to Mars. The fkillful bard, 
triking the Thracian harp, invokes Apollo, 
fo make his hero and himfelf immortal. 
‘hofe, mighty Jove, meantime thy glorious care, 

; iTho model nations, publifh laws, announce 
! 'f life or death, and found or change th’ empire. 
|tan owns the pow’r of kings ; and kings of Jove. 
"And as their actions tend fubordinate 

what thy will defigns, thou giv’ft the means 
•^portion’d to the work ; thou feeft impartial, 
nw they thofe means employ. Elach monarch rules 
is diffe.ent realm, accountable to thee, 

Ijeat ruler of the world : Thefe only have 
fpeak, and be obey’d; to thofe arc giv’n 

Tiftant days to ripen the defign : 
|ti fome whole months; revolving years to fome ; 
1 Vol. II. D 



SO POEMS UPON 

Others, ill-fated, are condemn’d to toil 
Their tedious life, and mourn their purpofe blafted 
With fruitlefs acl, and impotence of council 

Hail! greatefl fon of Saturn, wife rlif; ofer 
Of ev’ry good: Thy praife what man yet born 
Hasfung? or who that may be born fhall fing ? 
Again, and often hail! indulge our pray’r, 
Great father! grant us virtue, grant us wealth : 
For without virtue, wealth to man avails not; 
And virtue without wealth exerts lefs pow’r. 
And lefs diffufes good. Then grant us, gracious, ! 

Virtue and wealth ; for both are of thy gift. 

The fecond Hymn of Callimachus, 
to Apollo. 

HA H! how the laurel, great Apollo’s tree. 
And all the cavern (hakes! far off, far off", 

The man that is unhallow’d : For the god, 
The god approaches. Hark! he knocks; the gates i 
Feel the glad impulfe; and the fever’d bars 
Submiffive clink agair.fl their brazen portals. 
Why do the Delian palms incline their boughs, 
Self-mov’d: And hov’ring fwans, their throats releasl 
From native filence, carol founds harmonious ? 

Begin, young men, the hymn : Let all your harps 
Break their inglorious filence; and the dance, 
In myftic numbers trod, explain the mufic. 
But firft by ardent pray’r, and clear luftration 
Purge the contagious fpots of human weaknefs : 
Impure no mortal can behold Apollo. 
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So may ye fiourifh, favour’d by the god, 
In youth, with happy nuptials; and in age. 
With filver hairs, and fair defcent of children : 
So lay foundations for afpiring cities; 
And blefs your fpreading colonies encreafe. 

Pay facred rev’rence to Apollo’s fong ; 
Left wrathful the far-lhooting god emit 
His faul arrows. Silent nature ftands ; 
And Teas fubfide, obedient to the found 
Of lo, lo Pean ! Nor dares Thetis 
.Longer bewail her lov’d Achilles’ death : 
For Phoebus was his foe. Nor muft fad Niobe 
In fruitlefs lorrow' perfevere, or weep 
Ev’n thro’ the Phrygian marble. Haplefs mother 1 

J Whofe fondnefs cou’d compare her mortal offspring 
To thofe which fair Latoraa bore to Jove, 
do! again repeat ye, lo Pean! 

Againft the Deity ’tis hard to ftrive. 
(He that refifts the pow’r of Ptolemy, 
Refifts the pow’r of heav'n : For pow’r from heav’n 
perives; and monarchs rule by gods appointed. 

Recite Apollo’s praife, till night draws on ; 
The ditty ftill unfinilh’d, and the day 
tlnequal to the godhead’s attributes 

.‘ Various, and matter copious of your fongs. 
Sublime at Jove’s right hand Apollo fits, 
nd thence diftributes honour, gracious king. 

And theme of verfe perpetual. From his robe 
flows light ineffable: His harp, his quiver, 
And Lilian bow are gold: With golden fandals 
lis feet are ihod; how rich! how beautiful 1 
eneath his fteps the yellow min’ral rifes ; 

Di 
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And earth reveals her treasures. Youth and beauty j 
Eternal deck his cheek: From his fair head 
Perfumes diftill their fweets; and chearful Health, | 
His duteous handmaid, thro’ the air improv’d, 
With lavilh hand diffufes feents ambrofial. 

The fpear-man’s arm by thee, great god, direfted, 
Sends forth a certain wound. The laurel’d bard, 
Infpir’d by thee, compofes verfe immortal. 
Taught by thy art divine, the fage phylician 
Eludes the urn ; and chains, or exiles death. 

Thee, Nomian, we adore; for that from heav’n 
Defcending, thou on fair Amphryfus’ banks 
Didft guard Admetus’ herds. Sithence the cow 
Produc’d an ampler flore of milk ; the fhe-goat, , 
Not without pain, dragg’d her diftended udder ; 
And ewes, that ertf brought forth but fmgle lambs, 
Now dropp’d their two-fold burdens, lileft the cat 
On which Apollo call his fav’ring eye ! 

But, Phoebus, thou to man beneficent. 
Delight’d in building cities. Bright Diana, 
Kind filter to thy infant-deity, 
New wean’d, and juft arifing from the cradle, 
Brought hunted wildgoats-heads, and branching antle 
Of flags, the fruit and honour of her toil. 
Thefe with difeerning hand thou knew’ft to range, j1 

(Young as thou waft) and in the well-fram’d models!' 
With emblematic Ikill, and myftic order. 
Thou (hew’dft where tow’rs or battlements Ihould rife 
Where gates fhould open; or where walls fhouldcompa; 
While from thy childiih paftime man receiv’d 
The future ftrength and ornament of nations. 
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Battus, our great progenitor, now touch’d 
The Lybian ftrand ; when the foreboding crow 
Flew on the right before the people, marking 
The country deftin’d the aufpicious feat 
Of future kings, and favour of the god, 
Whofe oath is fure, and promife Hands eternal. 

Or, Boedromian, hear'd thou pleas’d, or Clarian, 
Phoebus, great king ? for diff’rent are thy names, 
As thy kind hand has founded many cities, 
Or dealt benign thy various gifts to man. 
Carnean let me call thee; for my country 
Calls thee Carnean : The fair colony 
Thrice by thy gracious guidance was tranfported. 
Ere fettl’d in Gyrene ; there w’ appointed 
Thy annual feafts, kind god, and blefs thy altars, 
Smoaking with hecatombs of flaughter’d bulls: 
As Carnus, thy high pried and favour’d friend, 
Had erft ordain’d; and with myderious rites. 
Our great forefathers taught their fons to worlhip. 
lo Carnean Phoebus! lo Pean i 

The yellow crocus there, and fair narciflus, 
JReferve the honours of their winter-dore 

To deck thy temple ; till returning fpring 
» Diffufes Nature’s various pride; and flow’rs 

Innumerable, by the foft fouth-wed 
f. Open’d, and, gather’d by religious hands, 
1 Rebound their fweets from th’ odoriferous pavement. 

Perpetual fires dune hallow’d on thy altars, 
When annual the Carnean fead is held : 
The warlike Lybians, clad in armour, lead 
The dance; with clanging fwords and Ihields they heat 
The dreadful meafure : In the chorus join 

D 3 
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Their women, brown, but beautiful : Such rites 
To thee well plealing. Nor had yet thy votaries, 
From Greece tranfplanted, touch’d Gyrene’s banks. 
And lands determin’d for their lafl abodes; 
But wander’d through Azilis’ horrid foreft, 
Difpers’d; when from Myrtufa’s craggy brow. 
Fond of the maid, aufpicious to the city, 
Which mult hereafter bear her favour’d name. 
Thou gracious deign’d to let the fair one view 
Her typic people; thou with pleafure taught’fl her 
To draw the bow, to flay the fhaggy lion. 
And flop the fpreading ruin of the plains. 
Happy the nymph, who, honour’d by thy paffion. 
Was aided by thy pow’r! The monltrous Python 
Durlt tempt thy wrath in vain : For dead he fell. 
To thy great flrength and golden arms unequal. 

lo ! while thy unerring hand elanc’d 
Another, and another dart; the people 
Joyful repeated lo! lo Pean! 
Elance the dart, Apollo : For the fafety. 
And health of man, gracious thy mother bore thee. 

Envy, thy latcft foe, fuggefted thus : 
Like thee I am a pow’r immortal; therefore 
To thee dare fpeak. How canft thou favour partial 
Thofe poets who write little? Vaft and great 
Is what I love : The far-extended ocean 
To a fmall riv’let I prefer. Apollo 
Spurn'd Envy with his foot; and thus the god i 
Daemon, the head-long current of Euphrates, 
Aflyrian river, copious runs, but muddy; 
And carries forward with his ftupid force 
Polluting dirt; his torrent ftill augmenting. 
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! His wave flill more defil’d : Meanwhile the nymphs 

Meliffan, facred and reclufe to Ceres, 
Studious to have their off’rings well receiv’d, 
And fit for heav’nly ufe, from little urns 
Pour llreams feleft, and purity of waters. 

lo ! Apollo, mighty king, let Envy, 
Ill-judging and verbofe, from Lethe’s lake. 
Draw tuns unmeafurable; while thy favour 
Adminifters to my ambitious thirft 

: The whoiefome draught from Aganippe’s fpring, 
Genuine, and with foft murmurs gently rilling 
Adown the mountains where thy daughters haunt. 

CHARITY. 

A Paraphrase on the Thirteenth Chapter 
of the Firft Epiftle to the Corinthians. 

X'v ID fweeter founds adorn my flowing tongue, 
LJ Than ever man pronounc’d, or angel fung: 
Had I all knowledge, human and divine, 

I That thought can reach, or fcience can define ; ! And had I pow’r to give that knowledge birth 
In all the fpeeches of the babling earth: 
Did Shadrach’s zeal my glowing bread inipire 
To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire; 

l Or had l faith like that which Ifrael law, 
When Mofes gave them miracles and law : 

• Yet gracious Charity, indulgent gued, 
Were not thy pow’r exerted in my bread j 

D4 
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Thofe fpceches would fend up unheeded pray’r : 
That fcorn of life would be but wild defpair: 
A tymbral’s found were better than ray voice: 
My faith were form: My eloquence were noife. 

Charity, decent, modeft, eafy, kind, 
Softens the high, and rears the abjeft mind; 
Knows with juft reins and gentle hand to guide 
Betwixt vile lhame and arbitrary pride, 
Notfoon provok’d, (he eafily forgives; 
And much (he fuffers, as (he much believes. 
Soft peace (he brings wherever (he arrives: 
She builds our qiret, as (he forms our lives; 
Lays the rough paths of peevilh nature ev’n: 
And opens in each heart a little heav’n. 
Each other gift which God on man beftows, 
Its proper bounds and due reftridion knows; 
To one fix’d purpofe dedicates its power; 
And, finilhing its act, exifts no more.- . 
Thus, in obedience to what heav’n decrees, 
Knowledge (hall fail, and prophefy (hall ceafe: 
But lafting Charity’s more ample fway, 
Nor bound by time, nor fubjeft to decay, 
In happy triumph (hall for ever live ; 
And endlefs good diffufe, and endlefs praife receive. 

As through the artift’s interveening glafs, 
Our eye obfervcs the diftant planets pafs; 
A little we difcover; but allow, 
That more remains unfeen than art can (how : 
So, whilft our mind its knowledge would improve 
(Its feeble eye, intent on things above) 
High as we may, we lift our reafon up. 
By faith directed, and confirm’d by hope : 
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Yet are we able only to furvey 
Dawnings of beams, and promifes of day. 
Heav’n’s fuller effluence mocks our dazl’d fight; 
Too great its fwiftnefs, and too ftrong its light. 

But foon the mediate clouds Ihall be difpell’cl: 
The Son lhalt foon be face to face beheld 
In all his robes, with all his glory on. 
Sated fublime on his meridian throne. 

Then conflant faith and holy hope fball die; 
One loft in certainty, and one in joy: 
■While thou, more happy pow’r, fair Charity, 
Triumphant filler, greateft of the three, 
Thy office and thy nature ftill the fame, 
Lading thy lamp, and unconfum’d thy flame, 
Shalt ftill furvive  
Shalt Hand before the holt of heav’n confefs’d ; 
For ever blefling, and for ever blefs'd. 

; Engraven on a Column in the Church of 
Halstead in Essex. The Spire of 

j which, burnt down by Lightning, was 
^ rebuilt at the Expence of Mr Samuel 

Fiske, 1717. 
i 

T IE W not this fpire by meafure giv’n 
V To buildings rais’d by common hands: 

; That fabric rifes high as heav’n, 
j Whole bafis on Devotion (lands. 

i 
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While yet we draw this vital breath. 
We can our Faith and Hope declare: 

But Charity, beyond our death. 
Will ever in our works appear. 

Blefs’d be he call’d among good men, 
Who to his God this column rais’d: 

Though lightning ftrike the dome again ; 
The man who built it (hall be prais’d. 

Yet fpircs and tow’rs in duft (hall lie; 
The weak efforts of human pains : 

And Faith and Hope themfelves (halldie; 
While dealhlefs Charity remains. 

Written in Montaigne’s Eflays, given to 
the Duke of Shrewfbury in France, after i 
the Peace 1713. 

Dictate, O mighty judge, what thou haft feen 
Of cities, and of courts, of books, and men; 

And deign to let thy fervant hold the pen. 

Through ages thus 1 may prefume to live ; 
And from the tranfcript of tby prole receive 
What my own (hort-liv’d verfe can never give. 

Thus (hall fair Britain with a gracious fmile 
Accept the work; and tjie inftrufted ifle, 
Far more than treaties made, (hall blefs my toil. 
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Nor longer hence the Gallic flyle preferr’d; 
i Wifdom in Englilh idiom ihall be heard; 

While Talbot tells the world where Montaigne err’d. 

An EPISTLE, 
Defiring the Queen’s Pi&ure. Written at 

Paris 1714; hut left unfinilhed, by the 
fudden News of her Majefty’s Death. 

QP HE train of equipage and pomp of flate. 
The fhining fide-board, and the burnifh’d plate, 

Let other minillers, great Anne, require; 
1 i And partial fall thy gift to their delire. 

To the fair portrait of my fov’reign dame; 
To that alone eternal be my claim. 

My bright defender, and my dread delight. 
If ever 1 found favour in thy light; 
If all the pains that for thy Britain’s fake 
My pall has took, or future life may take ; 
Be grateful to my Queen : Permit my pray’r, 

| And with this gift reward my total care. 
1 Will thy indulgent hand, fair faint, allow 

1 The boon ? and will thy ear accept the vow l 
is That, in defpite of age, of impious flame, 
j And eating time, thy pifture like thy fame 

Entire my laft ; that as their eyes furvey 
f The femblant fnade, men yet unborn may fay, 
; Thus great, thus gracious look’d Britannia’s Queen; 
''Her brow thus fmooth, her look was thus ferene; 
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When to a low, but to a loyal hand 
The r.-.ighty emprels gave her high command, 
That he to hoftile camps, and kings ihou’d hafte, 
To fpeak her vengeance, as their danger, part ; 
To fay, fne wills detefted wars to ceafe; 
She checks her conqueft, for her fubjecfs eafe; 
And bids the world attend her terms of peace. 

Thee, gracious Anne, thee prefent I adore, 
Thee, Queen of peace if time and fate have power 
Higher to raife the glories of thy reign ; 
In words fublimer, and a nobler flrain. 
May future bards the mighty theme rehearfe, 
Here Stator Jove, and Phoebus king of verfe, 
The votive tablet Ifufpend * * * * 
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THE 

first canto. 

MAtthew met Richard, when or where, 
From ftory is not mighty clear : 

Of many knotty points they fpoke ; 
And pro and con by turns they took. 

' Rats half the manufcript have eat: 
Dire hunger ! which we (fill regret: 
O ! may they ne’er again digeft 
The horrors of fo fad a feafh 
Yet lefs our grief, if what remains. 
Dear Jacob, by thy care and pains 
Shall be to future times convey’d. 
It thus begins : 

! * * * * piere Matthew faid : 
Alma in verfe, in profe, the mind, 

4 Ey Ariftotle’s pen defin’d, 1 Throughout the body fquat or tall, 
„ Is bona fide, all in all. 

( And yet, flap daft, is all again 
, In every finew, nerve, and vein : 

, Runs here and there, like Hamlet’s ghofl; 
While every where fhe rules the roaft. 

This fyftem, Richard, we are told. 
The men of Oxford firmly hold. 
The Cambridge wits, you know, deny 

> With ififc dixit to comply. 
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They fay, (for in good truth they fpeak 
With fmall refpeft of that old Greek,) 
That, putting all his words together, 
’Tis three blue beans in one blue bladder, 

Alma, they flrenuoufly maintain, 
Sits cock-horfe on her throne the brain ; 
And from that feat of thought difpenfes 
Her fov’reign pleafure to the fenfes. 
Two optic nerves, they fay, fhe tyes, 
Like fpeftacles, a-crofs the eyes; 
By which the fpirits bring her word, 
Whene’ere the balls are fix’d, or flirr’d; 
How quick at park and play they flrike; 
The duke they court ; the toaft they like ; 
And at St James’s turn their grace 
From former friends, now out of place. 

Without thefe aids, to be more ferious, 
Her pow’r, they hold, had been precarious 
The eyes might have confpir’d her ruin ; 
And fhe not known what they were doing. 
Foolifh it had been, and unkind, 
That they fhould fee, and fhe be blind. 

Wife nature likewife, they fuppofe, 
Has drawn two conduits down our nofe : 
Cou’d Alma elfe with judgmenr tel!, 
When cabbage ftinks, or roles fmell ? 
Or who would afk for her opinion 
Between an oyfler and an onion ? 
For from mofl bodies, Dick, you know 
Some little bits afk leave to flow ; 
And, as thro’ thefe canals they roll. 
Bring up a fample of the whole. 
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Like footmen running before coaches. 
To tell the inn what lord approaches. 
By nerves about our palate plac’d, 
She likevvife judges of the tafte: 
Elfe (difmal thoqght!) our warlike men 
Might drink thick Port, for fine Champagne j 
And our ill-judging wives and daughters 
Miftake fmall-beer for Citron waters. 

Hence too, that (he might better hear. 
She fets a drum at either ear ; 
And loud, or gentle, harlh, or fweet, 
Are but th’ alarums which they beat, 

Laft, to enjoy her lenfe of feeling, 
.(A thing fhe much delights to deal in,) 
A thoufand little nerves (he fends 
Quite to our toes and fingers’ ends ; 
And thefe, in gratitude, again, 
Return their fpirits to the brain ; 
jin which their figure being printed, 
K As juft before, I think, I hinted,) 
jyAlma inform’d, can try the cafe. 
As (be had been upon the place. 
: Thus, while the judge gives difF’rent journeys 
To country counfel, and attortiies ; 
tfle on the bench in quiet fits, 
(Deciding as they bring the writs. 
The Pope thus prays and deeps at Rome, 
And very feldom ftirs from home; 
Yet fending forth his holy fpies, 
And having heard what they advife, 
He rules the church’s bleft dominions; 
And fets men’s faith by his opinions, 

VOL. 11 E 
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The fcholars of the Stagyrite, 
Who for the old opinion fight, 
Would make their modern friends confefs. 
The difF’rence but from more to lefs. 
The Mind, fay they, while you fufiain 
To hold her ftation in the brain ; 
You grant, at leaft, fhe is extended : 
Ergo, the whole difpute is ended. 
For ’till to-morrow (hon’d you plead 
From form and ftrufture of the head; 
The Mind as vifibly is feen 
Extended thro’ the whole Machine. 
Why (hon’d all honour then be ta’en 
From lower parts to load the brain : 
When other limbs we plainly fee, 
Each in his way as briik as he ? 
For mufic, grant the ear receives it; 
It is the artift’s hand that gives it: 
And though the (hull may wear the laurel; 
The foldier’s arm fufiains the quarrel. 
Befides, the noftrils, ears, and eyes, 
Are not his parts, but his allies : 
Ev’n what you hear the tongue proclaim, 
Comes ah origine from them. 
What could the head perform alone. 
If all their friendly aids were gone ? 
A foolifh figure he mud make ; 
Do nothing elfe but deep and ake. 

Nor matters it that you can (how, 
How to the head the fpirits go : 
Thofe fpirits darted from fome goal, 
Before they through the veins cou’d roll. 
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Now we fbould hold them much to blame, 
If they went back before they came. 
If therefore, as we muft fuppofe, 
They came from fingers and from toes; 
Or toes or fingers, in this cafe, 
Of numikuH’s felf fhou’d take the place : 
Difputing fair, you grant thus much, 
That all fenfation is but touch. 
Dip but your toes into cold water. 
Their correfpondent teeth will chatter : 
And ftrike the bottom of your feet; 
irou fet your head into a heat. 
The bully beat, and happy lover, 
Confefs that feeling lies are over. 

Note here, Lucretius dares to teach, 
'As all our youth may learn from Creech,} 
That eyes were made, but could not view; 
Nor hands embrace, nor feet purfue: 
Eut heedlefs Nature did produce 

he members firft, and then the ufe : 
fhat each mufl; aft was yet unknown; 

fill all is mov’d by chance alone. 
A man firft builds a country-feat; 

"hen finds the walls not good to eat. 
another plants, and, wond’ring, fees 
Sjor books nor medals on his trees, 
fet poet and philofopher 
/as he, who durft fuch whims aver, 
lefs’d, for his fake, be human reafon, 

i ‘hat came at all, though late in feafon. 
! But no man fure ere left his houfe, 
i ,nd faddl’d Ball, with thoughts fo wild, 

Ex, 
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To bring a midwife to his fpoufe, 
Before he knew (he was with child. 
And no man ever reap’d his corn, 
Or from the oven drew his bread. 
Ere hinds and bakers yet were born, 
That taught them both to fow and knead. 
Before they’re alk’d, can maids refufe ? 
Can Pray, fays Dick, hold ia your Mufe, 
While you Pindaric truths rehearfe ; 
She hobbles in alternate verfe. 
Verfe? Mat. reply’d : Is that my care? 
Go on, quoth Richard, foft and fair. 

This looks, friend Dick, as Nature had 
But exercis’d the falefman’s trade : 
As if file haply had fat down 
And cut out deaths for all the town : 
Then fent them out to Monmouth-ftreet, 
To try what perfons they would fit. 
But ev’ry free and licenc’d taylor 
Would in this thefts find a failure. 
Should whims like thete his head perplex, 
How could he work for either fex? 
His cloaths, as atoms might prevail. 
Might fit a pifmire or a whale. 
No, no: He views with fludious pleafure 
Your fltape, before he takes your meafure. 
For real Kate he made the boddice, 
And not for an ideal goddefs. 
No error near his fhop-board lurk’d : 
He knew the folks for whom he work’d. 
Still to their fize he aim’d his fkill: 
Elfe, pr’ythee, who would pay his bill ? 
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Next, Dick, if Chance herfelf fhould vary; 
‘ Obfcrve how matters would mifcarry : 

Acrofs your eyes, friend, place your Ihoes; 
Your fpeftacles upon your toes; 
Then you and Memmius (hall agree, 
How nicely men would walk or fee. 

But wifdom, peevifh and crofs-grain’d, 
Mud be oppos’d, to be fuftain’d : 
And dill your knowledge will increafe, 
As you make other people’s lefs. 
In arms and fciencc ’tis the fame: 

5 Our rivals hurts create our fame. 
At Faubert’s, if difputes arife 
Among the champions for the prize; 
To prove who gave the fairer butt, 
John (hows (hews the chalk on Robert’s coat. 
So, for the honour of your book, 
It tells where other folks miftook : 
And, as their notions you confound, 
Thofe you invent get farther ground. 

The commentators on old Ari- 
> flotle (’tis urg’d) in judgment vary: 

They to their own conceits have brought 
The image of his general thought. 
Juft as the melancholic eye 

1' Sees fleets and armies in the (ky ; 
And to the poor apprentice ear 1 The bells found Whittington Lord May’r. 
The conj’rer thus explains his fcheme: 
Thus fpirits walk, and prophets dream ; 
North-Britons thus have fecond-fight; 

1 And Germans, free from gun-lhot, fight, 
E 3 
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Theodoret and Origen, 
And fifty other learned men, 
Atteft, that, if their comments find 
The traces of their mafler’s mind; 
Alma can ne’er decay nor die : 
This flatly t’ other feft deny: 
Simplicius, Theophrafl, Darand ; 
Great names, but hard in verfe to (land: 
They wonder men (hould have miftook. 
The tenets of their mafler’s book ; 
And hold, that Alma yields her breath, 
O’ercome by age, and feiz’d by death. 
Now which were wife? and which were fools? 
Poor Alma fits between two (tools: 
The more file reads, the more perplext; 
The comment ruining the text: 
Now fears, now hopes her doubtful fate; 
But, Richard, let her look to that  
Whilft we our own affairs purfue. 
Thefe difF’rent fyflems, old or new, 
A man with half an eye may fee, 
Were only form’d to difagree. 
Now, to bring things to fair conclufion. 
And fave much Chrifuan ink's effufion ^ 
Let me propofe an healing fcheme, 
And fail along the middle ftream: 
For, Dick, if we could reconcile 
Old Ariftotle with Gafl'endus; 
How many would admire our toil ? 
And yet how few would comprehend us ? 

Here, Richard, let my fcheme commence ; 
O ! may my words be loll in fenfe; 
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While pleas’d Thalia deigns to write 
The flips and bounds of Alma’s flight. 

My Ample fyftem Hull fuppofe, 
That Alma enters at the toes; 
That then (he mounts by juft degrees 
Up to the ancles, legs, and knees : 
Next, as the flap of life does rife, 
She lends her vigour to the thighs; 
And, all thefe under regions part, 
She neftles fomewhere near the waift : 
Gives pain or pleafure, grief or laughter; 
As we fhall ftiow at large hereafter. 
Mature, if not improv’d, by time. 
Up to the heart Ihe loves to climb : 
From thence, compell’d by craft and age, 
She makes the head her lateft ftage. 

From the feet upward to the head! 
Pithy and Ihort ! fays Dick : Proceed. 

Dick, this is not an idle notion : 
Obferve the progrefs of the motion. 
Firft, I demonftratively prove, 
That feet were only made to move; 
And legs deflre to come and go : 
For they have nothing elfe to do. 
Flence, long before the child can crawl, 
He learns to kick, and wince, and fprawl: 
To hinder which, your midwife knows 
To bind thofe parts extremely clofe; 
Left Alma, newly enter’d in, 
And, ftunn’d at her own chrift’ning’s din, 
Fearful of future grief and pain. 
Should filently fneak out again. 

E + 
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pull piteous Teems young Alma’s cafe : 
As in a lucklefs gamefier’s place, 
She would not play, yet muft not pafs. 

Again, as Hie grows fomething flronger, 
And mailer’s feet are fwatb’d no longer : 
If in the night too oft he kicks, 
Or Ihows his loco-motive tricks; 
Thefe firft allauits fat Kate repays him ; 
When half afleep Ihe overlays him. 

Now, mark, dear Richard, from the age 
That children tread this worldly ftage ; 
Broom-ftaff or poctser they beftride; 
And round the parlour love to (Iride : 
Till thoughtful father’s pious care 
Provides his brood, next Smithfield-fair, 
With fupplemental hobby-horfes; 
And happy be their infant courfes! 

Hence for Tome years thy ne’er Hand Hill; 
Their legs, you fee, dire£t their will : 
From opening morn till fetting fun. 
Around the fields and woods they run: 
They friik, and dance, and leap, and play; 
Nor heed what Friend or Snape can fay. 

To her next ftage as Alma flics, 
And likes, as 1 have faid, the thighs; 
With fympathetic pow’r (he warms 
Their good allies and friends, the arms. 
While Betty dances on the green ; 
And Sufan is at ftool-ball feen : 
While John for nine-pins does declare; 
And Roger loves to pitch the bar; 
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Both legs and arms fpontaneous move: 
Which was the thing I meant to prove. 

Another motion now (he makes : 
O need I name the feat (he takes? 
His thought quite chang’d the ftripiing finds; 
The fport and race no more he minds: 
Neglefted Tray and Pointer lie ; 
And covies unmolefted fly : 
Sudden the jocund plain he leaves; 
And for the nymph in fecret grieves. 
In dying accents he complains 

! Of cruel fires and raging pains. 
The nymph too longs to be alone; 

, Leaves all the fwains, and fighs for one. 
| The nymph is warm’d with young defire: 
i And feels, and dies to quench his fire. 

They meet each evening in the grove : 
Their parley but augments their love. 

I ’So to the prieft their cafe they tell: 
; He ties the knot; and all goes well. 

But, O my Mufe, juft'diftance keep : 
Thou art a maid, and mufl not peep. 
In nine months time the baddies loofe, 
And petticoats too Ihort, difclofe, 

i'That, at this age, the aftive mind 
About the waift lies mod confin’d; 
'And that young life and quick’ning fenfe 
Spring from his influence darted theuce. 
So, from the middle of the world 
The fun’s prolific rays are hurl’d: 
j’Tis from that feat he darts thofe beams 
'Which quickeft earth with genial flames. 

;■ 
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Dick, who thus long had palTive fat, 
Here llroak’d his chin, and cock’d his hat; 
Then Happ’d his hand upon the board; 
And thus the youth put in his word. 
Love’s advocates, fweet Sir, would find him 
A higher place than you afiign’d him. 
Love’s advocates, Dick, who arc thofe ?  
The poets, you may well fuppofe. 
I’m forty, Sir, you have difcarded 
The men, with whom till now you herded. 
Profe-men alone, for private ends, 
I thought, forfook their antient friends. 
In corJiillavlt, cries Lucretius; 
If he may be allow’d to teach us. 
The felf fame thing fbft Ovid fays,. 
(A proper judge in fuch a cafe.) 
Horace his phrafe is tor ret jecur ; 
And happy was that curious fpeaker. 
Here Virgil too has plac’d this pafiion: 
What fignifies too long quotation ? 
In ode and epic plain the cafe is, 
That love holds one of thefe two places, 

Dick, without paffion or reflcflion, 
I’ll ftraight demolith this objeflion. 

Firft, poets, all the world agrees, 
Write half to profit, half to pleafe. 
Matter and figure they produce; 
For garnifh this, and that for ufe; 
And, in the rtruflure of their feafts, 
They feek to feed and pleafe their guefis: 
But one may balk this good intent. 
And take things otherways than meant. 
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Thus, if you dine with my Lord May’r, 
Roaft beef and ven’fon is your fare: 
Thence you proceed to fwan and butlard, 
And perfevere in tart and cuftard: 
But tulip-leaves and lemon-peel 
Help only to adorn the meal: 
And painted flags, fuperb and neat. 
Proclaim you welcome to the treat. 
The man of fenfe his meat devours; 
But only fmells the peel, and flow’rs: 
And he mull be an idle dreamer, 
Who leaves the pie, and gnaws the dreamer. 

That Cupid goes with bow and arrows. 
And Venus keeps her coach and fparrows,. 
Is all but emblem to acquaint one. 
The fon is (harp, the mother wanton. 
Such images have fometimes (hown 
A myflic fenfe, but oftner none : 
For who conceives, what bards devife. 
That heav’n is plac’d in Celia’s eyes ? 
Or where’s the fenfe, direft or moral. 
That teeth are pearl, or lips are coral ? 
Your Horace owns, he various writ. 
As wild, or fober maggots bit : 
/Ynd, where too much the poet ranted, 
The fage philofopher recanted. 
jHis grave Epidles may difprove 
The wanton Odes he made to Love. 

Lucretius keeps a mighty pother 
With Cupid and his fancy’d mother r 
Calls her great queen of earth and air; 
^Declares, that winds and feas obey her; 
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And, while her honour he rehearfes. 
Implores her to infpire her verfes. 

Yet, free from this poetic madnefs, 
Next page, he fays, in fober fadnefs, 
That fhe and all her fellow-gods 
Sit idling in their high abodes, 
Regardlefs of this world below ; 
Our health or hanging, well or woe : 
Nor once didurb’d their heav’nly fpirits 
With Scapin’s cheats, or Caefar’s merits. 

Nor e’er can Latin poets prove, 
Where lies the real feat of love. 
Jecur they burn, and Cor they pierce. 
As either bell: fupplies their verfe : 
And, if folks afk the reafon for’t, 
Say, one was long, and t’ other (hort. 
Thus, I prefume, the Britilh Mufe, 
May take the freedom ftrangers ufe. 
In profe our property is greater : 
Why fhou’d it then be lefs in metre ? 
If Cupid throws a fingle dart; 
We make him wound the lover’s heart : 
But if he takes his bow, and quiver ; 
’Tis fure he muft transfix the liver : 
For rhime with reafon may difpenfe; 
And found has right to govern fenfe. 

But let your friends in verfe fuppofe, 
What ne’er lhall be allow’d in profe; 
Anatomills can make it clear, 
The Liver minds his own affair : 
Kindly fupplies our public ufes ; 
And parts and ftrains the vital juices ; 
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Still lays fome ufeful bile alkie, 
To tinge the chyle’s inlipid tide: 
Elfe we Ihould want both gibe and fatyr ; 
And all be bui lt with pure good nature. 
Now gall is bitter with a witnels ; 
And love is all delight and fweetncls. 
My logic then has lolt its aim, 
If fweet and bitter be fame : 
And, he, methinks, is no great Icholar, 
Who can miftake deiire for choler. 

The like may of the heart be faid; 
Courage and terror there are bred. 
All thole, whofe hearts are loofe and low, 
Start, if they but hear the tattoo : 
And mighty phyfical their fear is. 
For, loon as noife of combat near is, 
Their heart, defeending, to their breeches, 
Mull give their (lomach cruel twitches. 
But heroes, who o’ercome or die, 
Have their hearts hung extremely high : 
The firings of which, in battle’s heat, 
Againll their very c.orlkt beat ; 
Keep time with their own trumpet’s meafure; 
And yield ’em moll exceffive pleafure. 
Now, if ’tis chiefly in the heart, 
That courage does itfelf exert; 
’Twill be prodigious hard to prove. 
That this is eke the throne of love. 
Would Nature make one place the feat 
Of fond delire, and fell debate? 
Mull people only take delight in 
Thofe hours when they are tir’d with fighting ? 
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And lias no man, but who has kill’d 
A father, right to get a child ? 
Thefe notions then I think but idle : 
And love (hall (fill pofiefs the middle. 
This truth more plainly to difcover, 
Suppofe your hero were a lover; 
Though he before had gall and rage, 
Which death or conqueft mud affuage; 
He grows difpirited and low: 
He hates the fight, and (huns the foe. 

In fcornful doth Achilles dept; 
And for his wench likeTall-boy wept: 
Nor would return to war and daughter, 
Till they brought back the parfon’s daughter. 

Antonius ded from Aftium’s coaft, 
Augudus preding, Afia lod : 
His fails by Cupid’s hand unfurl’d: 
To keep the fair, he gave the world. 

Edward our fourth, rever’d and crown’d, 
Vig’rous in youth, in arms renown’d; 
While England’s voice, and Warwick’s care 
Defign’d him Gallia’s beauteous heir; 
Chang’d peace and pow’r for rage and wars, 
Only to dry one widow's tears. 

France’s fourth Henry we may fee 
A fervant to the fair d’Edree ; 
When quitting Coutras’ profp’rous field ; 
And fortune taught at length to yield ; 
He from his guards and midnight tent, 
Difguis’d o’er hills and vallies went. 
To wanton with the fprightly dame; 
And in his pleafure loft bis fame, 
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Bold is the critic, who dares prove, 

Thefe heroes were no friends to love ; 
And bolder he, who dares aver, 
That they were enemies to war. 
Yet, when their thoughts fhould, now or never, 
Have rais’d their heart, or fir’d their liver; 
Fond Alma to thole parts was gone, 
Which Love more juftly calls his own. 

Examples I could cite you more ; 
But be contented with theft four : 
'For when one’s proofs are aptly choftn ; 
.Four are as valid as four dozen. 
•One came from Greece, and one from Rome; 
The other two grew nearer home. 
.For fome in antient books delight, 
iOthers prefer what moderns write; 
SNovv 1 Ihould be extremely loth, 
Not to be thought expert in both. 

rj 
THE SECOND CANTO, 

BU F (hall we take the Muft abroad, 
To drop her idly on the road ? 

And leave our fubjeft in the middle, 
As Butler did his bear and fiddle ? 
|fet he, confummate maftcr, knew 
When to recede, and where purfue : 
dlis noble negligences teach, 
What others toils defpair to reach. 
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He, perfeft dancer, climbs the rope. 
And balances your fear and hope : 
If after fonie diflinguilh’d leap. 
He drops his pole, and teems to flip ; 
Straight gath’ring all his affive flrength, ~ 
He rifes higher half his length. 
With wonder you approve his flight; 
And owe your pleal'ure to your fright. 
But, like poor Andrew, I advance, 
Ealle mimic of my matter’s dance: 
Around the cord a while I fpravvl; 
And thence, tho’ low, in earneft fail. 

My preface tells you, I digrefs’d : 
He’s half abfolv’d who has confefs’d. 

I like, quoth Dick, your fimile; 
And in return, take two from me. 
As matters in the Clare-obfcure, 
Writh various light your eyes allure : 
A flaming yellow here they fpread; 
Draw off in blue, or charge in red : 
Yet from thefe colours oddly mix’d, 
Your fight upon the whole is fix’d. 
Or as, again, your courtly dames, 
( Whofe cloaths returning birth-day claims,) 
By arts improve the fluffs they vary ; 
And things are heft as moft contrary. 
The gown with (tiff embroid’ry (hining, 
Looks charming with a flighter lining; 
The out if Indian figures (tain ; 
The infide mutt be rich and plain. 
So you, great authors, have thought fit 
To make digreffion temper wit: 
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When arguments too fiercely glare, 
You calm ’em with a milder air : 
To break their points, you turn their force; 
And furbelow the plain difcourfe. 

Richard, quoth Mat, thefe words of thine 
Speak fomething fly, and fomething fine : 
But I (hall e’en refume my theme ; 
However thou may’ft praife, or blame. 

As people marry now, and fettle 5 
Fierce love abates his ufual mettle : 
Worldly defires, and houlhold cares 
Difturb the godhead’s fbft affairs. 
So now, as health or temper changes. 
In larger compafs Alma ranges, 
This day below, the next above; 
As light or folid whimfies move. 
So merchant has his houfe in town, 
And country-feat near Bonfted down : 
iFrom one he dates his foreign letters, 
Sends out his goods, and duns his debtors 5 
In t’ ther, at his hours of leifure, 
SMe fmoaks his pipe, and takes his pleafure. 

And now your matrimonial Cupid, 
jLafh’d on by time, grows tir’d and ftupid. 
tor (lory and experience tell us, 
That man grows cold, and woman jealous, 
i^oth would their little ends fecure : 
IHe fighs for freedom, (he for pow’r. 
iHis wifhes tend abroad to roam ; 
And hers, to domineer at home. 
Thus paflion flags by flow degrees 
And ruffled more, delighted lefs, 

Vol. II. F 
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The bufy mind does feldom go 
To thofeonce charming feats below t 
But in the bread encamp’d, prepares 
For well bred feints, and future wars. 
The man fufpedts his lady’s crying, 
(When he lad autumn lay a-dying,) 
Was but to gain him to appoint her 
By codicil a larger jointure. 
The woman finds it all a trick. 
That he could fwoon, when die was lick; 
And knows, that in that grief he reckon’d 
On black-ey’d Sufan for his fecond. 

Thus having drove fome tedious years 
With feign’d defires, and real fears; 
And tir’d with anfwers and replies, 
Of John affirms, and Martha lies ; 
Leaving this endlefs altercation. 
The mind affefts a higher dation. 

Poltis, that gen’rous king of Thrace, 
I think, was in this very cafe. 
All Afia now was by the ears : 
And gods beat up for volunteers 
To Greece and Troy; while Poltis fat 
In quiet, governing his date. 
And whence, faid the pacific king, 
Does all this noife and difcord fpring ? 
Why, Paris took Atrides’ wife  
With eafe I could compofe this drife : 
The injur’d hero Ihould not lofe; 
Nor the young lover want a fpoufe. 
But Helen chang’d her fird condition. 
Without her hufband’s juft permiffion. 
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What from the dame can Paris hope ? 
She may as well from him elope. 
Again, how can her old good-man 
With honour take her back again ? 
From hence I logically gather. 
The woman cannot live with either. 
Now I have two right honeft wives, 
For whofe poflciTion no man drives : 
One to Atrides I will fend ; 
And t’other to my Trojan friend. 
Each prince (hall thus with honour have, 
What both fo warmly feem to crave : 
The wrath of gods and man fhall ceafe ; 
And Poltis live and die in peace. 
\ Dick, if this dory pleafeth thee, 
|Pray thank Dan Pope, who told it me. 

How’er fwift Alma’s flight may vary, 
{Take this by way of corollary:) 
Some limbs fhe finds the very fame, 
In place, in dignity, and name : 
Thefe dwell at fuch convenient didance, 
That each may give his friend affidance. 
jl'hus he who runs or dances, begs 
The equal vigour of two legs; 
ijomuch to both does Alma trud, 
ilhe ne’er regards which goes the fird. 
Teague could make neither of them day, 
When with himfelf he ran away7. 
The man who druggies in the fight, 
Fatigues left arm as well as right : 
i^or whild on hand exalts the blow, 
And on tlte earth extends the foe ; 

F J 
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T’other would take it wondrous ill, 
If in your pocket he lay dill. 
And when you flioot, and fhut one eye, 
You cannot think, he would deny 
To lend the t’other friendly aid, 
Or wink, as coward, and afraid. 
No, Sir: whilfthe withdraws his flame, 
His comrade takes the furer aim. 
One moment of his beams recede ; 
As foon as e’er the bird is dead, 
Opening again, he lays his claim 
To half the profit, half the fame; 
And helps to pocket up the game. 
T'is thus one tradefman flips away, 
To give his partner fairer play. 

Some limbs, again, in balk or ftature 
Unlike, and not a-kin by nature, 
In concert aft, like modern friends; 
Becaufe one lerves the t’other’s ends. 
The arm thus waits upon the heart, 
So quick to take the bully’s part, 
That one, though one, decides more flow. 
Than t’other executes the blow. 
A flander-by may chance to have if, 
Ere Hack himfelf perceives he gave it. 

The am’rous eyes thus always go 
A-flrolling for their friends below : 
For long before the ’fquire and dame 
Have tete a tele reliev’d their flame ; 
Ere vifits yet are brought about, 
The eye by fympathy looks out: 
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iKnows Florimel, and longs to meet her : 
And, if he fees, is fure to greet her, 
Th o’ at fafh-window, on the flairs, 
At court, nay (authors fay) at pray’rs—— 

The fun’ral of fome valiant knight 
IMay give this thing its proper light. 
View his two gantlets: Thefe declare 
That both his hands were us’d to war. 
And from his two gilt fpurs ’tis iearn’d, 
IHis feet were equally concern’d. 
■But have you not with thought beheld 
The fword hang dangling o’er the fhield ? 
’Which (hows the breafl, that plate was us’d to, 
Iliad an ally right arm to truft to. 
And by the peep-holes in his creft, 

;isit not virtually confeft, 
’That there his eyes took diflant aim, 
And glanc’d refpefl: to that bright dame, 
In whofe delight his hope was center’d, 
And for whofe glove his life he ventur’d ■! 

Objediions to my general fyftem 
May rife perhaps; and I have mill them : 
But I can call to my affiftance 
Proximity (mark that!) and diflance : 
"Can prove, that all things, on occafion,' 
'Love union, and defire adhefion ; 
^That Alma merely is a fcale ; 
And motives, like the Weights prevail. 
If neither fide turn down or up, 
With lofs or gain, with fear or hope ; 
'The balance always would hang ev’n, 
Like Mah’mct’s tomb, ’twixt earth and heav’m 
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This, Richard, is a curious cafe t 
Suppofe your eyes fct equal rays, 
Upon two diftant pots of ale, 
Not knowing which was mild or flale : 
In this fad ftate your doubtful choice 
Would never have the calling voice : 
Which heft or worft, you could not think • 
And die you mufl, for want of drink ; 
Unlefs fome chance inclines your light, 
Setting one pot in fairer light; 
Then you prefer or A, or B, 
As lines and angles bed agree : 
Your fenfe refolv’d impels your will : 
She guides your hand. So drink your filL 

Have you not feen a baker’s maid 
Between two equal panniers fway’d ? 
Her tallies ufelefs lie, and idle, 
If plac’d exaflly in the middle : 
But forc’d from this unaftive Hate, 
By virtue of fome cafual weight; 
On either fide ye hear ’em clatter, 
And judge of right and left-hand matter. 

Now, Richard, this coercive force, 
Without your choice, mull take its courfe. 
Great kings to wars are pointed forth, 
Like loaded needles to the north : 
And thou and I, by pow’r unfeen. 
Are barely paffive, and fuck d in 
Lo Henault’s vaults, or Celia s chamber. 
As draw and paper are by amber. 
If we fit down to play, or fet, 
(Suppofe at Ombre or Ballet,} 
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Let people call us cheats or fools; 
Our cards and we are equal tools. 
We Eire in vain the cards condemn : 
Ourfelves both cut and Ihuffl’d them. 
In vain on fortune’s aid rely : 
She only is a ftander-by. 
Poor men! poor papers! we and they 
Do fome impulfive force obey ; 
And are but play’d with do not play. 

: But fpace and matter we (liould blame ; 
They palm’d the trick that loft the game. 

Thus, to fave further contradiction, 
; Againft what you may think but fidtion : 

1 for attraction, Dick, declare: 
Deny it thofe bold men that dare. 
As well your motion, as your thought 

| Is all by bidden impulfe wrought : 
Ev’n faying, that you think or walk, 

: How like a country Tquire you talk ? 
Mark then ; where fancy or defirc 

Collects the beams of vital fire ; 
Into that limb fair Alma Aides, 
And there, fro tempore, refides. 
She dwells in Nicholini’s longue, 
When Pyrrhus chants the heav’nly fong : 

’ When Pedro does the lute command, 
' She guides the cunning artilt’s hand. 

Thro’ Macer’s gullet fhe runs down. 
When the vile glutton dines alone. 
And void of modefty a: d thought, 

» She follows Bibo’s endlefs draught. 
F 4 
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Thro’ the foft fex again (he ranges; 
As youth, caprice, or falhion changes. 
Fair Alma carelefs and ferene, 
In Fanny’s tprightly eyes is leen ; 
While they ditfufe their infant beams, 
Themfelves not confcious of their flames. 
Again, fair Alma fits confeft 
On Florimel’s experter bread ; 
When die the rifing figh conflrains. 
And by concealing (peaks her pains. 
In Cynthia’s neck fair Alma glows, 
When the vain thing her jewels (hows : 
When Jenny’s (lays are newly lac’d, 
Fair Alma plays about her wade. 
And when the fwelling hoop (uftains 
The rich brocard, fair Alma deigns 
Into that lower (pace to enter, 
Of the large round herfelf the centre. 

Again: That (ingle limb or feature 
(Such is the cogent force of nature) 
Which moft did Alma’s paffion move 
In the firft objeft of her love, 
For ever will be found confeft. 
And printed on the am’rous bread. 

O Abelard, ill-fated youth. 
Thy tale will juftify this truth : 
Cut well I weet, thy cruel wrong 
Adorns a nobler poet’s fong. 
Dan Pope for thy misfortune griev’d. 
With kind concern, and (kill has weav’d 
A filken web ; and ne’er (hall fade 
Its colours : gently has he laid 
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The mantle o’er thy fad diftrefs: 
And Venus (hall the texture blifs. 
He o’er the weeping nun has drawn 
Such artful folds of facred lawn; 
That love, with equal grief and pride. 
Shall fee the crime he ftrivcs to hide : 
And foftly drawing back the veil, 
The god (hall to his vot’ries tell 
Each confcious tear, each blulhing grace, 
That deck’d dear Eloifa’s face. 
Happy the poet, bleft the lays, 
Which Buckingham has deign’d to praife. 

Next, Dick, as youth and habit fways, 
A hundred gambols Alma plays. 
If, whilft a boy, Jack ran from fchool, 
Pond of his hunting-horn, and pole; 
Tho’ gout and age his fpeed detain, 
Old John halloo’s his hounds again ; 

; By his fire-fide he flarts the hare ; 
And turns her in his wicker chair : 
.His feet, however lame, you find. 
Have got the better of his mind. 

If, while the mind was in her leg, 
The dance affedted nimble Peg ; 
(Old Madge, bewitch’d at fixty one, 
jCalls for Green Sleeves, and Jumping Joan, 
tn public ma(k, or private ball, 

iErom Lincoln’s-Inn, to Goldfmith’s-Hall, 
.All Chriftmas long away (he trudges; 
ITrips it with prentices and judges ; 
i^n vain her children urge her flay; 
(And age or palfy bar the way. 
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But if thofe images prevail, 
Which whilom did affeft the tail; 
She ftill reviews the ancient fcene; 
Porgets the forty years between : 
Aukwardly gay, and oddly merry, 
Her fcarf pale pink, her head-knot cherry : 
O’er-heated with ideal rage, 
She cheats her fon, to wed her page. 

If Alma, whilft the man was young, 
Slipp’d up too foon into his tongue : 
Pleas'd with his own fantallic fkill, 
He lets that weapon ne’er lie ftill. 
On any point if you difpute ; 
Depend upon it, he'll confute : 
Change hides; and you increafe your pain.: 
For he’ll confute you back again. 
For one may fpeak with Tully’s tongue. 
Yet all the while be in the wrong. 
And ’tis remarkable, that they 
Talk moft, who have the leaft to fay. 
Your dainty fpeakers have the curfe. 
To plead bad caufes down to worfe ; 
As dames, who native beauty want. 
Still uglier look, the more they paint. 

Again : If in the female fcx, 
Alma fhould on this member fix ; 
(A cruel and a defp’rate cafe, 
From which heav’n fhield my lovely lafs !) 
For evermore all care is vain. 
That would bring Alma down again: 
As in habitual gout, or (tone, 
The only thing that can be done, 
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Is to correft your drink, and diet, 
And keep the inward foe in quiet. 
So, if for any fins of ours, 
Or our forefathers, higher pow’rs^ 
Severe, tho’ juft, afflict our life 
With that prime ill, a talking wife ; 
’Till death (hall bring the kind relief. 
We muft be patient, or be deaf. 

You know, a certain lady, Dick, 
Who faw me when I laft was lick : 
She kindly talk’d, at leaft three hours, 

' Of plaftic forms, and mental pow’rs: 
Defcrib’d our pre-exifting ftation. 
Before this vile terrene creation : 
And, left I fhould be weary’d, Madam, 
To cut things Ihort, came down to Adam; 
From whence, as fall as fhe was able, 
She drowns the world, and builds up Babel: 
Thro’ Syria, Perfia, Greece Ihe goes ; 
And takes the Romans in the clofe. 

But we’ll defcant on gen’ral nature : 
? This is a fyftem, not a fatyr. 
j Turn we this globe, and let us fee, 
i How diff’rent nations difagree, 
jl In what we wear, or eat and drink ; 

Nay, Dick, perhaps in what we think. 
1 In water as you fmell and tafte 

The foils thro’ which it rofe and part ; 
’ In Alma’s manners you may read 
>■ The place where (he was born and bred. 

One people from their fwadling bands 
t Releas’d their infants feet and hands ; 



POEMS UPON S>i 

Here Alma to thefc limbs was brought 5 
And Sparta’s offspring kick’d and fought. 

Another taught their babes to talk, 
E’er they cou’d yet in goe-carts walk: 
There Alma fettl’d in the tongue ; 
And orators from Athens fprung. 

Obierve but in thefe neighb’ring lands, 
The diff’rem ufe of mouths and hands : 
As men repos’d their various hopes, 
In battles thefe, and thofe in tropes. 

In Britain’s ifles, as Heylin notes, 
The ladies trip in petticoats ; 
Which, for the honour of their nation, 
They quit but on fome great occafion. 
Men there in breeches clad you view : 
They claim that garment, as their due. 
In Turky the reverfe appears; 
Long coats the haughty hufband wears : 
And greets his wife with angry fpeeches ; 
If fhe be feen without her breeches. 

In our fantallic climes the fair 
With cleanly powder dry their hair : 
And round their lovely bread and head 
Frelh flowers their mingl’d odours fhed. 
Your nicer Hotentotes think meet, 
With guts and tripe to deck their feet: 
With down-cad looks on Tbtta’s legs, 
The ogling youth mod humbly begs, 
She would not from his hopes remove 
At once his breakfad, and bis love : 
And if the fkittilh nymph fhould fly, 
He in a double fenfe mud die. 
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We Ample loaders take delight 
To fee our women’s teeth look white ; 
And ev’ry fancy ill-bred fellow 
Sneers at a mouth profoundly yellow. 
In China none hold women fweet. 
Except their fnags are black as jet, 
King Chihu put nine queens to death, 
Convift on fbtute, iv’ry teeth. 

At Tonquin, if a prince ihould die, 
(As Jefuits write, who never lie;) 
The wife, and counfellor, and pried, 
Who ferv’d him mod and lov’d him bed; 
Prepare, and light his fun’ral fire. 
And chearful on the pile expire. 
In Europe ’twould be hard to find 
In each degree one half fo kind. 
Now turn we to the farthed ead, 
And there obferve the gentry dred ; 
Prince Giolo, and his royal fiders, 
Scar’d with ten thoufand comely bliders ; 
The marks remaining on the Ikin, 
To tell the quality within. 
Didinguilh’d daflies deck the great: 
As each excels in birth, or date ; 
His oylet-holes are more, and ampler : 
The king’s own body was a fampler. 
Happy the climate, where the beau 
Wears the fame fuit for ufe, and Ihow : 
And at a fmall expence your wife, 
If once well pink’d, is cloath’d for life. 

Wedward again the Indian fair 
Is nicely fmear’d with fat of bear ; 
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Before you fee, you fme!I your toafl: 
And fweeteft fhe who ftinks the moft. 
The fineft fparks, and cleaned beaux. 
Drip from the Ihoulders to the toes. 
How deck their Ikins! their joints how eafy! 
There flovens only are not greafy. 

I mention’d diff’rent ways of breeding: 
Begin we in our children’s reading. 
To Mafter John the Englifh maid 
A horn-book gives of ginger-bread : 
And that the child may learn the better, 
As he can name, he eats the letter : 
Proceeding thus with vaft delight. 
He fpelis and gnaws from left to right. 
But fliew a Hebrew’s hopeful fon, 
Where we fuppofe the book begun, 
The child would thank you for your kindnefs 
And read quite backward from our Finis : 
Devour he learning ne’er fo faft. 
Great A would be referv’d the lad. 

An equal indance of this matter, 
Is in the manners of a daughter. 
In Europe, if a haa mlefs maid, 
By nature and by love betray’d, 
Should e’er a wife become a nurfe ; 
Her friends wou’d look on her the worfe. 
In China, Dampier’s travels tell ye, 
(Look in the index for Pagelli:) 
Soon as the Britilh fhips unmoore, 
And jolly long boat row's to Ihore ; 
Down come the nobles of the land: 
Each brings his daughter in his hand, 
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Befteching the imperious tar 
To make her but one hour his care. 
The tender mother frands affrighted, 
Left her dear daughter fhould be flighted : 
And poor Mifs Yaya dreads the fllame 
Of going back the maid (he came. 

Obferve how cuftom, Dick, compels 
The lady that in Europe dwells : 
After her tea (he flips away ; 
And what to do, one need not fay. 
Now fee how great Pomonque’s queen 
Behav’d herfelf amongft the men : 
Pleas’d with her punch, the gallant foul 
Firft drank, then water’d in the bowl ; 
And fpriilkl’d in the Captain’s face 
The marks of her peculiar grace  

To clofe this point, vee need not roam 
For inftances fo far from home. 
What parts gay France from fober Spain i 
A little rifing rocky chain. 
Of men born fouth or north o th’hill, 
Thofe feldom move; thefe ne’er Hand ftilL 
Dick, you love maps, and may perceive 
Rome not far diftant from Geneve. 
If the good Pope remains at home, 
He’s the firft prince in Chriftendome. 
Chufe then, good Pope, at home to flay: 
Nor weftvvard curious take thy way. 
Thy way unhappy fhoud’ft thou take 
From Tiber’s bank to Leman-lake; 
Thou art an aged prieft no more, 
But a young flaring painted whore; 
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Thy fex is loft; thy town is gone ; 
No longer Rome, but Babylon. 
That fome few leagues fliould make this change. 
To men unlearn’d feems mighty ftrange. 

But need we, friend, infift on this ? 
Since in the very Cantons Swifs, 
All your philofophers agree, 
And prove it plain, that one may be 
A heretic, or true believer, 
On this, or t’tlier fide a river. 

Here with an artful fmile, quoth Dick, 
Your proofs come mighty full, and thick - 

The bard on this extenfive chapter. 
Wound up into poetic rapture, 
Continu’d : Richard, caft your eye 
By night upon a winter-fky : 
Caft it by day-light on the ftrand, 
Which compafles fair Albion’s land: 
If you can count the ftars that glow 
Above, or Binds that lie below ; 
Into thefe common places look, 
Which from great authors I have took ; 
And count the proofs I have collefled. 
To have my writings well protected. 
Thefe I lay by for time of need ; 
And thou may’ft at thy leifure read. 
For, (landing ev’ry critic’s rage, 
I fafely will to future age 
My fyftem, as a gift, bequeath, 
Victorious over fpight, and death. 
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THE THIRD CANTO. 

TA I C H A R D, who now was half afleep, 
-iV. Rous’d ; nor would longer filence keep : 
And fenfe like this, in vocal breath 

.Broke from his twofold hedge of teeth. 
Now, if this phrafe too harlh be thought; 
Pope, tell the world, ’tis not my fault. 
Did lomer taught us thus to fpeak : 
If tis not fenfe, at leaf! ’tis Greek. 

As folks, quoth Richard, prone to leafing, 
Say things at firft, becaufe they’re pleafing ; 
I'hen prove what they have once aiTertcd : 
Nor care to have their lie deferted : 

i' Till their own dreams at length deceive ’em; 
a And oft repeating, they believe ’em : 
Ipr as again thofe am’rous blades, 
f Who trifle with their mother’s maids;. 
cTITho’ at the firft their wild defire, 
s' Was but to quench a prefent fire ; 
Is afet, if the objeift of their love 
iiiShance by Lucina’s'aid to prove; 
:i tf’hey feidom let the bantling roar,, 

i (In bafket, at a neighbour’s door; 
J| 3ut, by the flatt’ring glafs of nature, 
j viewing themfelves in cake-bread’s feature; 

if With ferious thought and care fupport, 
f What only was begun in fport. 

’ Juft fo with you, my friend, it fares; 
iWho deal in philofophic wares ; 
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Atoms you cut, and forms you meafure, 
To gratify your private pleafure; 
Till airy feeds of cafual wit 
Do fomc fantaftic birth beget: 
And, pleas’d to find your fyftem mended, 
Beyond what you at firft intended, 
The happy whimfey you purfue ; 
Till you at length believe it true. 
Caught by your own delufive art, 
You fancy fil'd:, and then afiert. 

Quoth Matthew : Friend, as far as I 
Through art or nature call my eye, 
This axiom clearly I difeern, 
That one mull teach, and t’other learn. 
No fool Pythagoras was thought : 
Whilft he his weighty doftrines taught, 
He made his lift’ning fcholars (land. 
Their mouth liill-cover’d with their hand ; 
Elfe, may be fome unthinking youth, 
Lefs friend to dodtrine than to truth, 
Might have refus’d to let his ears 
Attend the mufic of the fpl eres ; 
Deny’d all tranfmigraiing feenes; 
And introduc’d the ufe of beans. 
From great Lucretius take his void; 
And all the world is quite deftroy’d. 
Deny Des Cart his fubtile matter; 
You leave him neither fire nor water. 
How oddly would Sir Ifaac look, 
If you, in anfwer to his book. 
Say, in the front of your uifcourfc, 
That things have no elaftic force. 
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How could our chemic friends go on, 
f To find the philolophic ftone. 
If you more pow’rful reafons bring. 
To prove that there is no fuch thing. 

[ Your chiefs in fciences and arts, 
Have great contempt of Alma's parts. 
They find (he giddy is, or dull; 
|She doubts if things are void, or full: 
And who (hould be prefum’d to tell, 
"What (he htrfelf fhould fee or feel ? 

SShe doubts if two and two make four, 
.Though (he has told ’em ten times o’er. 
It can’t it may be and it mud: 
To which of thefe mud Alma trud r 
Nay, further yet they make her go, 
In doubting, if (he doubts, or no. 
iCan fyllogifm fet things right ? 
No : majors foon with minors fight: 

r, both in friendly coniort join’d, 
The confequence limps falfe behind, 

o to fome cunning man (he goes, 
nd a(ks of him how much (he knows. 
’ith patience grave he hears her fpeak; 

And, from his (hort notes, gives her back 
What from her tale he comprehended : 
r ius the difpute is wifely ended. From the account the lofer brings, 
The conj’ror knows who dole the things. 

Squire (interrupted Dick) fince when 
Were you among thefe cunning men ? 

Dear Dick, quoth Mat. let not thy force 
bf eloquence fpoil my difeourfe. 

G a 
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I tell thee this is Alma’s cafe, 
Still afking, what fome wife man fays; 
Who does his mind in words reveal. 
Which all mull grant, though few can fpeli. 
You tell your doftor that you’re ill; 
And what does he but write a bill ; 
Of which you need not read one letter : 
The worfe the fcrawl, the dofe the better. 
For if you knew but what you take, 
Though you recover, he njuft break. 

Ideas, forms, and intellects, 
Have furniih’d out three different feds. 
Subttance or accidents divides 
All Europe into adverfe Cdes. 

Now, as engag’d in arms or law's. 
You muff have friends to back your caufe: 
In philofophic matters fo, 
Your judgment muft with others go. 
For as in fenates, fo in fchools. 
Majority of voices rules. 

Poor Alma, like a lonely deer, 
O’er hills and dales does doubtful err : 
With panting hafte, and quick furprife. 
From ev’ry leaf that (lirs, (he flies; 
Till, mingl’d with the neighb’ring herd, 
She flights what erfl (he (ingly fear’d ; 
And now, exempt from doubt and dread. 
She dares purfue, if they dare lead: 
As their example (till prevails, 
She tempts the dream, or leaps the pales. 

He then, quoth Dick, who, by your rule. 
Thinks for himfelf, becomes a fool. 
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IjAs >arty-man, who leaves the red:, 
3s call’d bat whimltcal at bed. 

'Now, by your favour, mader Mat. 
Uke Ralpho, here I fmell a rat. 
I mud be lided in your feft; 
Who, though they teach not, can protefl. 
Right, Richard, Mat. in triumph cry’ds 
So put off all midrud and pride. 

nd while my principles I beg, 
ll’ray anfwer only with your leg. 

Relieve what friendly I advife: 
e lird fecure, and then be wife, 
he man wdthin the coach that fits, 

qAnd to another’s ikill fubmits, 
tils fafer much, (whafe’er arrives,) 
tAnd warmer too, than he that drives. 
3 So, Dick adept, tuck back tby hair; 
[And I will pour into thy ear 
islemarks, which none did e’er difclofe, 

'in imooth-pac’d verfe, or hobling profe. 
Jl^ttend, dear Dick; but don’t reply: 
(and thou may’d prove as wife as I. 
T When Alma now, in diff’rent ages, 
tifks finilh’d her afeending dages; 
olito the head at length file gets, 
mJnd there in public grandeur fits, 
_ip judge of things, and cenfure wits. 
H Here, Richard, how could I explain, 
stile various lab’rinths of the brain ? 
forprife my readers, whild I tell ’em 
i f cerebrum and cerebellum ? 

G 3 
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How could I play the commentator, 
On dura and on pa-matcr ? 
Where hot and cold, and dry and wet. 
Strive each the other’s, place to get; 
And with inceflant toil and ftrife. 
Would keep poflelfion during life. 
I could demon ft rate every pore, 
Where ir.em’ry lays up all her (lore; 
And to an inch compute the ftation 
’Puixt judgment and imagination. 
O friend! I could difpiay much learning. 
At leaft to men of fmall difeerning. 
The brain contains ten thoufand cells: 
In each fbme aiftive fancy dwells; 
Which always is at work, and framing 
The feveral follies I was naming.. 
As in a hive’s \imineous dome, 
Ten thoufand bees enjoy their home;: 
Each does her ftudious a£Hon vary, 
To go and come, to fetch and carry: 
Eacii ftill renews her little labour; 
Nor juftles her affiduous neighbour: 
Each whilfl this thefts 1 maintain ^ 
I fancy, Dick, 1 know thy brain. 
O with the mighty theme afFefted, 
Could I but fee thy head diflefted! 

My head, quoth Dick, to ferve your whim 
Spare that, and take fome other limb. 
Sir, in your nice affairs of fyflem, 
Wife men propofe, but fools aflift ’em. 

Says Matthew : Richard, keep thy head. 
And hold thy peace; and I’ll proceed. 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 103 

Proceed ! quoth Dick : Sir, I aver, 
foil have already gone too far. 
jVhen people once are in the wrong, 
Each line they add is much too long. 
^Vho fafteft walks, but walks aftray, 
vs only fartheft from his way. 
illefs your conceits ! mud I believe, 
rlowe’er abfurd, what you conceive: 
And, for your friendlhip, live and die 
A papifl: in pbilofophy? 

fay, whatever you maintain 
)f Alma in the heart or brain; 
The plained man alive may tel! ye. 
Her feat of empire is the belly : 
?rom hence die fends out thofe fupplies, 

Which makes us either dout or wife : 
The drength of ev’ry other member 
s founded on your belly-timber : 

The qualms or raptures of your blood 
Rife in proportion to your food: 
And, you wou’d improve your thought, 
Sfou mud be fed, as well as taught, 

our domach makes your fabric roll; 
ud as the bias rules the bowl, 
hat great Achilles might employ 
he drength defign’d to ruin Troy, 
e din’d on lion’s marrow, fpread 

(On toads f ammunition-bread : 
>ut, by his mother fent away, 
Vmongd the Thra'cir - girls to play, 
iffeminate he fat and quiet; 

iStrange produdl of a cheefe-cake diet 1 
G4 
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Now, give tny argument fair play, 
And take the thing the t’other way. 
The youngftcr, who, at nine and three, 
Drinks with his fillers milk and tea ; 
From breakfall reads till twelve o’clock, 
Burnet and Heylin, Hobbs and Locke; 
He pays due vifits after noon 
To coufin Alice and uncle John : 
At ten, from coffee-houfe or play, 
Returning, finifhes the day. 
But, give him Port and potent lack, 
From milk-fop he darts up Mohawk; 
Holds that the happy know no hours; 
So through the dreet at midnight fcowrs : 
Breaks watchmen’s heads and chairmen’s glade 
And thence proceeds to nicking falhes : 
Till, by fome tougher hand o’ercome. 
And fird knock’d down, and then led home : 
He damns the footman, llrikes the maid. 
And decently reels up to bed. 
Obferve the various operations 
Of food and drink, in fcveral nations. 
Was ever Tartar fierce or cruel 
Upon the drength of water-gruel ? 
But who lhall Hand his rage and force. 
If fird he rides, then eats his horle ? 
SallaJs, and eggs, and lighter fare 
Tune the Italian fpark’s guitar. 
And, if I take Dan Congreve right. 
Pudding and beef make Britons fight. 
Tokay and coffee caufe this work 
Between the German and the Turk : 
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And both, as they provifions want, 
'Chicane, avoid, retire, and faint. 

Hunger and third, or guns and fwords 
Gjive the fame death in diff’rent words. 
To pu(h this argument no further, 
'To (tarve a man, in law, is murder. 

As in a watch’s fine machine, 
Though many artful fprings are feen. 
The added movements, which declare 

i How full the moon, how old the year, 
, Derive their fecondary pow’r 
'From that which limply points the hour. 
For though thefe gim-cracks were away, 
(Quare would not fwear, but Quare would lay,) 
However more reduc’d and plain. 
The watch would ftiil a watch remain : 
But if the horal orbit ceafes. 
The whole Hands ftiil, or breaks to pieces; 
Is now no longer what it was : 
And you may e’en go fell the cale. 

|So, if unprejudic’d you fcan 
The goings of this clock-work, man, 
You find a hundred movements made 
By fine devices in his head: 
But ’tis the ftomach’s folid ftroke, 
That tells his being what’s o’clock. 

'*If you take off his rhet’ric-trigger, 
■ He talks no more in mode and figure: 
Or clog his mathematic-wheel, 
His building falls; his ihip Hands ftiil. 

fOr, laftly, break his politic weight; 
, His voice no longer rules the ftate. 
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Yet if thefe finer whims were gone, 
Your clock, though plain, would (fill go on. 
Put, 1'poil the engine of digeftion, 
And you entirely change the queftion. 
Alma’s affairs no power can mend; 
The jeft, alas! is at an end: 
Soon ceafes all this worldly hurtle; 
And you confign the corpfe to Ru(Tell. 

Now, make your Alma come or go 
From ieg to hand, from top to toe; 
Your fyftem, without my addition, 
Is in a very fad condition. 
So Harlequin extpll’d his horfe. 
Fit for the war, or road, or courfe; 
His mouth was foft; his eye was good ;■ 
His foot was fure as ever trod: 
One fault he had, a fault indeed; 
And what was that; the horfe was dead. 

Dick, from thefe inftances and fetches. 
Thou mak’ft of horfes, clocks, and watches, 
Quoth Mat to me thou feem’ft to mean, 
That Alma is a mere machine: 
That, telling others what’s o’clock, 
She knows not what herfelf has (truck; 
But leaves to rtanders-by the trial 
Of what is mark’d upon her dial. 

Here hold a blow’, good friend, quoth Dick 
And rais’d his voice exceeding quick : 
Fight fair, Sir: What I never meant 
Don’t you infer. In argument 
Simiiies are like fongs in love: 
They much deferibe; they nothing prove; 
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Mat. who was here a little gravell’d, 
Tofs’d up his nofe, and would have cavill’d : 
But, calling Hermes to his aid, 
Half pleas’d, half angry, thus he faid: 

Where mind, (’tis for the author’s fame,) 
That Matthew call’d, and Hermes came. 
In danger, heroes, and in doubt, 
Poets find gods to help them out. 

Friend, Richard, I begin to fee. 
That you and 1 (hall fcarce agree. 
Obferve how oddly you behave : 
The more I grant, the more you crave. 
But, comrade, as I faid juft now, 
I (hculd affirm, an;! you ailow. 
We fyftem-makers can fuftain 
The thefis, which you grant, was plain; 
And with remarks and comments teaze yej 
In cafe the thing before was eafy. 
But in a point ohfcure and dark. 
We fight as Leibnitz did with Clarke; 
And when no reafon we can fhow. 
Why matters this or that way go ; 
The ihorteft way the thing we try; 
And, what we know not. we deny : 
True to our own o’erbearing pride, 
And faife to all the world be fide. 

That old philofopher grew crofs, 
Who could not tell what motion was: 
Becaufe he walk’d againft his will, 
He fac’d men down that c flood ftill. 
And he, who, reading on the heart, 
(When all his quodlilets of ert 
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Could not expound its pulfe and heat,) 
Swore he had never felt it beat. 
Chryfippus, foil’d by Epicurus, 
Makes bold (Jove blefs him!) to affiire us> 
That all things which our mind can view. 
May be at once both fa lie and true. 
And Malebrancbe has an odd conceit. 
As ever enter’d Frenchman’s pate: 
Says he, fb little can our mind 
Of matter, or of fpirit find. 
That we, by guefs, at lead, may gather 
Something which may be both, or neither. 
Faith, Dick, I mud confcfs ’tis true; 
(But this is only enter nous ;) 
That many knotty points there are, 
Which all difcufs, but few can clear. 
As Nature fiily had thought fit, 
For fome by-ends, to crofs-bite wit. 
Circles to fquare, and cubes to double, 
Would give a man excedive trouble : 
The longitude uncertain roams, 
In fpite of Whidon and his bombs. 
What fydcm, Dick, has right avert’d 
The caufe why woman has no beard; 
Or why, as years our frame attack, 
Our hairs grow white, our teeth grow black ? 
In points like thefe, we mud agree. 
Our barber knows as much as we. 
Yet, dill unable to explain. 
We mud perfid the bed we can; 
With care our fydems dill renew. 
And prove things likely, though not true. 
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1 could, thou feeft, in quaint difpute, 
Ey dint of logic, ftrike thee mute; 
With learned {kill, now pu(h, now parry. 
From Darii to Bocardo, vary, 

I And never yield, or what is worft. 
Never conclude the point difcours’d. 
Yet, that your iic et nunc may know. 
How much you to my candour owe; 
I’ll from the difputant delcend. 
To Ihow thee I allume the friend : 
I’ll take thy notion for my own  

. (So moll philofophers have done;) 
It makes my fyltcm more compleat: 
Dick, can it have a nobler fate ? 
Take what thou wilt, faid Dick, dear friend ; 
But bring thy matters to an end. 

I find, quoth Mat. reproof is vain ; 
Who firft offend will firft complain, 

r Thou wilheft I would make to (bore, 
’ Yet ftill put’ft in thy thwarting oar. 
' What I have told thee fifty times 
li In profe, receive for once in rhymes: 
L A huge fat man in country-fair, 

(Or city-church, (no matter where,) 
' Labour’d and pulh’d amidft the crowd, 
jStili bawling out extremely loud; 

< Lord fave us! why do people prefs 1 
y Another, marking his diftrefs. 

Friendly reply’d : Plump gentleman, 
I Get out as '’aft as e’er you can; 

Or ceafe to pufh, or to exclaim : 
You make the very crowd you blame. 
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Says Dick, Your moral does not need 
The leaft return ; fo e’en proceed : 
Your tale, howe’er apply’d, was Ihort: 
So' far at lead 1 thank you for’t. 

Mat. took his thanks, and in a tone 
More magifterial, thus went on. 

Now Alma fettles in the head, 
As has before been fung, or faid : 
And here begins this farce of life; 
Enter revenge, ambition, (Irife. 
Behold on both hides men advance, 
To form in earneft Bays’s dance : 
L’Avare, not ufmg half his (lore. 
Still grumbles, that he has no more; 
Strikes not the preient tun, for fear 
The vintage (hon’d be bad next year : 
And eats to-day with inward forrow, 
And dread of fancy’d want to-morrow. 
Abroad, if the fur-tout you wear 
Repels the rigour of the air ; 
Would you be warmer, if at home 
You had the fabric, and the loom ? 
And if two boots keeps out the weather ; 
What need you have two hides of leather 
Could Pedro, think you, make no trial 
Of a fonata on his viol, 
Unlefs he had the total gut. 
Whence ev’ry firing at firft was cut ? 

When Rants (hows you his carton ; 
He always tells you with a groan. 
Where two of that fame hand were torn 
Long before you, or he was born. 
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jj Poor Vento’s mind fo much is croft, 
J For part of his Petronius loft; 
, That he can never take the pains 

' To underftand what yet remains, 
i What toil did honeft Curio take ? 
? What ftrick inquiries did he make, 

To get one medal wanting yet, 
i And perfeff all his Roman lett? 

’Tis found : And O his happy lot! 
1 ’Tis bought, lock’d up, and lies forgot : 

Of thefe no more you hear him fpeak : 
■j • He now begins upon the Greek. 

: Thefe rang'd and Ihow’d, (hall in their turns 
! Remain obicure, as in their urns. 
? My copper-lamps at any rate, 
j For being true antique, I bought; : Yet wifely melted down my plate, 
! On modern models to be wrought : 
\ And trifles I alike purfue ; 
IBecaufe they’re old ; becaufe they’re new. 

Dick, I have feen you with delight, 
For Georgy make a paper-kite ; 

, And fimple odes too many, fhow ye 
k My fervile complaifance to Cloc. 
' Parents and lovers are decreed 
j By nature fools. That’s brave indeed ! 

f Quoth Dick : Such truths are-worth receiving; 
Yet (till Dick look’d as not believing. 

i Now, Alma, to divines and profe 
I leave thy frauds, and crimes, and woes; 

, Nor think to night of thy ill nature, 
; But of thy follies, idle creature 1 
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The turns of thy uncertain wing, 
And not the malice of thy fling. 
Thy pride of being great and wife, 
I do but mention, to defpife : 
I view with anger and difdain, 
How little gives thee joy or pain : 
A print, a bronze, a flow’r, a root, 
A fhell, a butter-fly, can do’t. 
Ev’n a romance, a tune, a rhime. 
Help thee to pafs the tedious time; 
Which elfe wou’d on thy hand remain : 
Tho’ flown it ne’er looks back again. 
And cards are dealt, and chefs-boards brought,. 
To eafe the pain of coward-thought.. 
Happy rcfult of human wit! 
That Alma may herfclf forget. 

Dick, thus we aft ; and thus we are, 
Or tofs’d by hope, or funk by care. 
With endlefs pain this man purfues 
What, if gain’d, he cou’d not ufe : 
And t’other fondly hopes to fee 
What never was, nor e’er (hall be. 
We err by ufe, go wrong by rules. 
In geflure grave, in aftion fools: 
We join hypocrify to pride, 
Doubling the faults, we llrive to hide. 
Or grant, that with extreme furprife, 
We find ourfelves at fixty wife : 
And twenty pretty things are known, 
Of which we can’t accomplilh one. 
Whilfl, as my fyfteir. fays, the mind 
Is to thefe upper rooms confin’d : 
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Ihould I, my friend, at large repeat 
tier borrow’d fenie, her fond conceit; 
The bede-rol of her vicious tricks ; 
^ly poem would be too prolix, 
for could I my remark fuftain, 
iike Socrates, or Miles Montaign ; 
Vho in thefe times would read my books, 
!ut Tom O’Stiles, or John O’Nokes ? 
s As Brentford kings, difercet and wife, 
kfter long thought and grave advice, 
Sato Lardella’s coffin peeping, 
law nought to caufe their mirth or weeping.: 
p Alma now to joy or grief 
(jperior, finds her late relief: 
Ifeary’d of being high, or great, 

i Lnd nodding, in her chair of ftate ; 
tunu’d and worn out with endlefs chat, 
if Will did ti.is, and Nan laid that; 
fie finds, poor thing, fome little crack, 
ybich nature forc’d by time, mult make ; 
hro’ which the wings her dellin’d way : 
pwards !he foars; and down drops clay ; 
|hile Ibme furviving friend fupplies 
'if jacet, and a hundred lies. 
.O Richard, ’till that day appears, 

; ^jhich mutt decide our hopes and fears, 
rou’d Fortune calm her prefent rage, 
fid give us play-things for our age; 
Wld Ciotho waft her hands in milk, 
iifd twifl our thread with gold and fiik ; 
*'ould fte in friendfnip, peace and plenty, 
iiin out our years to four times twenty : 

Vo L. II. H 
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And fbould we both in this condition, 
Have conquer’d.love, and worfe ambition ; 
Elfe thefe two padions, by the way. 
May chance to (how us fcurvy play : 
Then Richard, then (hould we fit down. 
Far from the tumult of the town : 
1 fond of my well chofen feat, 
My piflures, medals, books compleat: 
Or (hould we mix our friendly talk, 
O’erfhaded in that fav’rite walk. 
Which thy own hand had whilom planted, 
Both pleas-’d with all we thought we wanted 
Yet then, ev’n then, one crofs refleftion 
Would fpoil thy grove, and my coliection : 
Thy fon, and his, e’er that, may die ; 
And timeTome uncouth heir fitpply ; 
Who (hall for.nothing elfe be known. 
But fpoiling all that thou haft done. 
Who fet the twigs, (hall be remember 
That is in hafte to fell the timber ? » 
And what lhall of thy woods remain, 
Except the box that threw the main ? 

Nay, may not time and death remove 
The near relations whom I love ? 
And my coz Tom, or his coz Mary, 
(Who hold the plough, or fkim the dairy,) 
My fav’rite books and piflures fell. 
To Smart, or Doiley, by the ell? 
Kindly throw in a little figure, 
And fet the price upon the bigger ? 
Thofe who could never read the grammar, 
When my dear volumes touch the hammer. 
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|lay think books beft, as riched bound. 
ky copper medals by the pound 
day be with learned juflice weigh’d; 
To turn the balance, Otho’s head 
jjay be thrown in ; and, for the mettle, 
fhe coin may mend a tinker’s kettle ■— 

Tir’d with thefe thoughts Lefs tir’d than I, 
|uoth Dick, with your philofophy   
?hat people live and die, I knew 
;n hour ago, as well as you. 
and if Fate fpins us longer years, 
:r is in hade to take the (hears ; 
know, we mud both fortunes try, 
Ijnd bear our evils wet or dry. 

^ ifet let the goddefs fmile or frown ; 
(•ead we (hall eat, or white, or brown : 
;nd i r a cottage, or a court, 
rink fine champaigne, or muddl’d Port. 
fhat need of books theft truths to tell, 

; fhich folks perceive who cannot fpell ? 
i tad mud we fpeidacles apply, 

view what hurts our naked eye ? 
;'Sir, if it be your wifdom’s aim, 

make me merrier than I am ; 
11 be all night at your devotion  
»pie on, friend : Broach the pleating notion., 
it if you would deprefs my thought; 
»ur fydem is not worth a groat   
Tor Plato’s fancies what care I ? 
tope you would not have me die, 
lie fimple Cato in the play, 
r any thing that he can fay ? 

EU 
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E’en let him of ideas fpeak 
To heathens in his native Greek. 
If to be fad is to be wife ; 
I do moft heartily defpife 
Whatever Socrates has faid, 
Or Tully writ, or Wanley read. 

Dear Drift, to fet our matters right. 
Remove thefe papers from my light ; 
Burn Mat’s Des-Cart’, and Ariftntle :  
Here, Jonathan, your mailer’s bottle. 
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T H E 

PREFACE. 

BT is hard for a man to fpeak of himfelf with any to- 
lerable fatisfaftion or fvtccefs : He can be no more 

pieafedin blaming himfelf, than in reading a fetire made 
pn him by another: And, though he may juftly defire 
that a friend Ihould praife him ; yet, if he makes his 
pwn panegyric, he will get very few to read it. It is 
liarder for him to fpeak of his own writings. An au- 
thor is in the condition of a culprit: The public are his 

j Judges: By allowing too much, and condefcending too 
'far, he may injure his own caufe, and become a kind 
oifelo de fe ; and, by pleading and afTerting too boldly, 
ihe may difpleafe the court that fits upon him : His apo- 
logy may only heighten his accufation. I would avoid 
thefe extremes: And though, I grant, it would not be 
very civil to trouble the reader with a long preface, 
before he enters upon an indifferent poem ; I would fay 
fbmething to. perfuade him to take it as it is, or to ex- 
^ufe it for not being better. 

The noble images and refleftions, the profound rea- 
sonings upon human aftiops., and excellent precepts for 
the government of life, which, are found in the i'ro- 

: verbs, Ecclefiaftes, and bther books commonly attri- 
)bated to Solomon, afford fubjefts for finer poems in 
every kind, than have, I think, as yet appeared in the 

; Greek, Latin, or any modern language: How far they 
H4 
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were verfe in their original, is a diflertation not to bi 
entered into at prefent. 

Out of this great treafure, which lies heaped up toi ;> 
gether in a cbnfuled magnificence, above ail order, 1 : 
had a mind to colledt and digeft fuch obfervations and f 
apophthegms, as moft particularly tend to the proof oi ; 

that great afTertion, laid down in the beginning of thd ' 
Ecclcfiaftes, all ip vanity. 

Upon the fnbjeft thus chofen, fuch various imaged 1 

prefent themfelves to a writer’s mind, that he muft find 1 

it eafier to judge what ihould be rtjefted, than what:i- 
ought to be received. The difficulty lies in drawing t 
and difpofing, or, (as the painters term it), in grouping; T 
fuch a multitude of different objeft?, preferring (till the) :l 
j,ufi,ice and conformity of ftile and coiouring, the Jim-\ t 
flex duntaxat et unum, which Horace preferibes, as re- ^ 
quifite to make the whole pifture beautiful and per-; t 
fea. 

As precept, however true in theory, or nfeful in 
praftice, would be but dry and tedious in verte, efpe- , 
eiaily if the recital be long ; I found it neceliary to form . 
fome ftory, and give a kind of body to the poem. Un- 
der what fpecics it may be comprehended, whether di- 
dafcalic or heroic, 1 leave to the judgment of the cri- 
tics; defiring them to be favourable in their cenlure, j 
and not follicitous what the poem is called, provided it 
may be accepted. 

The thief perfonage or character in the epic is al- 
ways proportioned to the defign of the work, to carry 
on the narration, and the moral. Homer intended to 
fhew us, in his Iliad, that diflentions among great men 
johftrudt the execution of the nobleft enterprizes, and 
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i: fend to die min of a date or kingdom. His AchiHes, 
therefore, is hanghty, and paffionate, impatient of any 

: a-eftraint by laws, and arrogant in arms. In his Odyilcs, 
the fame poet endeavours to explain, that the hardeft 

' difficulties may be overcome by labour, and our fortune 
ieftored after tire fevered afflictions. Ulytles, therefore 

. is valiant, virtuous, and patient. Virgil’s defien was 
to tell us, how, from a fmall colony eftablilhed by the 
Trojans in Italy, the Roman empire rofe, and from 

1 what antient families Auguftus (who was his prince 
. i.and patron) defeended. His hero, therefore, was to 

« fight his way to the throne, (fill diftinguifhed and pro- 
-»■ tefted by the favour of the gods. The poet to this end 

takes off from the vices of Achilles, and adds to the 
J virtues of Ulyffes; from both perfecting a character 
. | proper for his work in the perfon of iEneas. 

As Virgil copied after Homer, other epic poets have 
copied after them both. Taflb’s Gierufalemme Libera- 

i ta is directly Troy-town facked-; with this difference 
• only, that the two chief characters in Homer, which 
" the Latin poet had joined in one, the Italian has fepa- 
• ;rated in his Godfrey’ and Rinaldo : But he makes them 

,both carry on his work with very great fuccefs. Ron- 
' ffard’s Franciad, (incomparably good fo far as it goes,) 
• .is again Virgil’s A.neis. His hero comes from a fo- 
‘ [feign country, fettles a colony, and lays the foundation 

of a future empire. I inftance in thefe, as the greateft 
Italian and French poets in the epic. In our language, 
Spencer has not contented himfelf with this fubmiffive 
fanner of imitation : He launches out into very flowery- 
paths, which flill feem to conduCt him into one great 
road. His Fairy Queen (had it been finuhed) tnuft 
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liave ended in the account which every knight was | fe 
give ot his adventures, and in the accumulated prai£ t 
of ins heroine Gloriana. The whole would have bee c. 
an heroic poem, but in another call and figure, tha t 
any that ever had been written before. Yet it is ol t 
fervable, that every hero (as far as we can judge by tl: 4 
books Hill remaining) bears his dillinguilhed characlei t 
and reprefents fome particular virtue conducive to tl: 
whole defign. 

To bring this to our prelint 1 object. The pleafurlit 
of life do not compenfate the miferies : Age Heals ujn 
on us unawares; and death, as the only cure of 011 is 
ills, ought to be expected, but not feared. This irjp. 
itrudtion is to be illullrated by the a£tion of foine grea F 
perfon. Who therefore more proper for the buliuei '• 
than Solomon himlelf ? And why may he not be lupj '■ 
poled now to repeat, what, we take it for granted 
he aefted ahnoH t .ree thoui'and years fince ? 11, in thi t 
fair fituation where this prince was placed, he was ac- x 
quainted with borrow; if, endowed with the greatelj c 
perfections of nature, and pollelied of all the udvant 1 
tages of external condition, he could not find happinefsj k 
the red of mankind may fafeiy take the monarch’s i 
word for the truth of what he aliens. And the authoi n 
who would perfuade, that we fllould bear the ills of Ufa * 
patiently, merely becaufe Solomon felt the lame, has s * 
.better argument than Lucretius had, when, in his im- ' 
perious way, he at once convinces and commands, that 4 

we ought to fubmit to death without repining, becaulej 1 

Epicurus died. 
The whole poem is a foliloquy: Solomon is the per-j f 

fon that fpeaks: He is at once the hero and the author: ' 
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|5ut he tells us very often what others fay to him. Thofe 
idhicfly introduced are his rabbies and philofophers, in 
a :he firrt book, and his women and their attendants, in 

i .he fecond; with tbefe the facred hiftory mention him 
:o have converfed, as likewife with the angel brought 

!i: down in the third book, to help him out of his difficul- 
:j: :ies; or at lead: to teach him how to overcome them. 
|. Nec ileus interfit, niji digitus vindice nodus. 

t prefume this poetical liberty may be very juflly al- 
, lowed me on fo folemn an occafion. 

| In my defeription 1 have endeavoured to keep to the 
, notions and manners of the Jewilh nation, at the time 
. w hen Solomon lived ; and where I allude to the cuftoms 
pf the Greeks, I believe I may be jultified by the llrict- 

chronology; though a poet is not obliged to the 
, arules that confine an hiftorian. Virgil has anticipated 
f two hundred years; or the Trojon hero and Carthagi- 
ti mian queen could not have been brought together: And, 
..(without the fame anachronifm, feveral of the fined parts 
•of his vEneis mud have been omitted. Our country- 
ifnan Milton goes yet further. He takes up many of his 

, material images fome thoufands of years after the fall 
.of man : Nor could he otherways have written, or we 

jj I'ead one of the fublimed pieces of invention that was 
q liver yet produced. This likewife takes off the objedli- 
, .on, that fome names of countries, terms of art, andno- 
iions in natural philofophy are otherwife expreded, 

, ..than can be warranted by the geography or adronomy 
, of Solomon’s time. Poets are allowed the fame liberty 

in then de/ciiptions and companions, as painters in 
their draperies and ornaments ; Their perfonages may 
ke dreffed, not exaftly in the fame habits which they 



■wore, but in fuch us make them appear mofi gracefu 
In this cafe probablity mud atone for the vvantof trutl 
This liberty has indeed been abufed by eminent made 
in either fcience. Raphael and Tado have (hewed thai 
difcretion, where Paul Veronefe and Ariodo are to ai 
fwer for their extravagancies. It is the excefs, not tl'l 
thing itlelf, that is blameabb. 

I would fay one word of the meafure, in which tiii i 
and mod poems of the age are written. Heroic wit 
continued rhime, as Donne and his contemporaries cl 
fed it, carrying the fenfe of one verfe mod commonly 
into another, was found too didbiute and wild, andean |: 
very often too near profe : As Davenant and Walls b 
corrected, and Dryden perfected it, it is too confined f 
it cuts off the fenfe at the end of every fird line, whic n 
mull always rhime to the next following; and confcjli 
quently produces too frequent an identity in the found 
and brings every couplet to the point of an epigram. 1 j; 
is indeed too broken and weak, to convey the ftnti |: 
ments and reprefent the images proper for epic. Am 
ns it tires the writer while he compofes, it mud do th ! 
fame to the reader while he repeats ; efpecially in ; I* 
poem of any confiderable length. 

If driking out into blank verfe, as Wilton did, (ant 
in this kind Mr Philips, had he lived, would have ex !' 
celled,) or running the thought into alternate and dan) t' 
za, which allows a greater variety, and dill prcfervei 1 
the dignity of the verfe, as Spencer and Fairfax hav! r 
done ; if either of thefe, I fay, be a proper remedy fo 
rov poetical complaint, or if any other may be found! ‘ 
I dare not determine : I am only inquiring, in orde . 
to be better informed ; without prefuming to direct th 
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. judgement of others. And, while I am fpeakingof the 
verfe itfelf, I give all juft praife to many of my friends 
now living, who have in epic carried the harmony of 
their numbers as far as the nature of this meafure will 

i permit. But, once more; he that writes in rhimes, dan- 
ces in fetters : And as his chain is more extended, he 
may certainly take larger fteps. 

I need make no apology for the fhort digreflive pa- 
negyric upon Great Britain, in the firft book : I am glad 
to have it obferved, that there appears throughout all 
my verfes a zeal for the honour of my country : And I 
had rather be thought a good Englilhman, than the 
heft poet, or greateft fcholar, that ever wrote. 

And now, as to the pubilhing of this piece ; though 
j I have in a literal fenfe obferved Horace’s nonum pre- 
i matur in annum; yet have l by no means obeyed our 

poetical lawgiver, according to the 1'pirit of the precept. 
The poem has indeed been uritten and laid afide much 
longer than the term preferibed; but in the mean tima 
1 had little leifure, and lefs inclination to revile or print 
it. The frequent interruptions I have met with in my 

. private ftudies, and great variety ofpubliclife, in which 
I have been employed; my thoughts (fuch as they are) 
having generally been exprefled in foreign language, 

, and even formed by an habitude very different from 
:iwhat the beauty and elegance of the Engliih poetry re- 

quires : All thefe, and fome other circumfiances which 
we had as good pals by at prefent, do juftly contribute 
to make my excufe in this behalf very plaufible. Far 

^indeed from defigning to print, I had locked up thefe 
papers in my feritoire, there to lie in peace ’till my ex- 
ecutors might have taken them out. What altered this 
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defign; or how my fcritoire came to be unlocked be; 
fore my coffin was nailed, is the queftion. The truij' ' 
teafon I take to be the bed. Many of my friends of tin ; 

firft quality, fined learning, andgreated underdanding 
have wreded the key from my hands, by a very kind and 
irrefidible violence : And the poem is publilhed, noc 
without my confent indeed, but a little againd my o- 
pinion, and w>ith an implicit fubmifiion to the parti- 
ality of their judgment. As I give up here the fruits 
of many of my vacant hours to their amufement and 
pleafure ; I (hall always think myfelf happy, if I may 1 

dedicate my mod ferious endeavours to their intered j 
and fervice. And 1 am proud to finilh this preface, 
by faying, that the violence of many enemies, whom' 
I never judly offended, is abundantly recompenfed by ; 
the goodnefs of more friends, whom I can never fuf- , 
ficiently oblige. And if I here adiime the liberty of ! 
mentioning my Lord Harley and Lord Eathurd, as the , 
authors of this amicable confederacy, among all thole 
whole names do me great honour in the beginning of 
my book, in the folio edition ; thefe two only ought : 

to be angry with me ; for I difobey their pofitive or- 
der, whild 1 make even this fmall acknowledgment of 
sheir particular kindnefs. 

I 



n KNOWLEDGE: 

T H E 

FIRST BOOK. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

So r.o m ox, feeking happinefs from knowledge, con- 
venes the learned men of his kingdom; requires 

-them to explain to him the various operations and 
effeits of nature; difcourfes of vegetables, animals, 
and man; propofes fome queftions Concerning the 
origin, and fituation of the habitable earth ; pro- 

ceeds to examine the fyftem of the vifible heaven ; 
doubts if there may not be a plurality of worlds.; 
inquires into the nature of fpirits and angels ; and 
wiihes to be more fully informed, as to the attri- 

■butes of the Supreme Being. He is imperfectly an- 
\ fwered by the rabbins, and doctors; blames his own 
. curiofity; and concludes that, as to human fcience, 
j aj.l is Vanity. 



TEXTS cliiefly alluded to in this} 
BOOK. 

The words of the preacher, the fon of David king 
Jerufalem. Ecclefiaftes, chap. i. verle i. 

Vanity of vanities, faith the preacher, vanity of van 
ties, all is vanity, ver. i. 

I communed with mine own heart, faying, Lo, I ai 
come to great eftate, and have got more wifdor 
than all they that have been before me in Jerufa 
lem : yea my heart had great experience of wifdort 
and knowledge, ver. 16. 

He fpake of trees, from the cedar-tree that is in Lebal 1 
non, even unto the hyflbp that fpringeth out of th« 
wall: he fpake alfo of beads, and of fowl, an, 
creeping things, and of fifties, i Kings, chap, 
ver. 33. 

I know, that whatfoever God doth, it (hall be for ever:! 
nothing can be put to it, nor any thing taken from 
it: and God doth it, that men fhould fear before! 1 
him. Ecclefiafles, chap. iii. ver. 14. 

He hath made every thing beautiful in bis time : alfo! 
he hath fet the world in their heart; fo that no man 
can find out the work that God maketh from the 
beginning to the end. ver. n. 

Tor in much wifdom is much grief: and he that in- 
creafeth knowledge, increafeth forrovv. chap. i. 
ver. 18. 

And further, by thefe, my fon, be admonifhed : of 
making many books there is no end : and much 
ftudy is a wearinefs of the flefh. chap. xii. ver. ii. 
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KNOWLEDGE 

THE 

FIRST BOOK. 

YE fons of men, with juft regard attend, 
Obi’erve the preacher, and believe the friend; 

Whofe ferious Mufe infpires him to explain, 
'That all we aft, and all we think, is vain: 
That in this pilgrimage of feventy years, 
O’er rocks of perils, and thro’ vales of tears 
Dettin’d to march, our doubtful fteps we tend. 
Tir’d of the toil, yet fearful of its end : 
That from the womb we take our fatal ihares 
Of follies, paftions, labours, tumults, cares : 
And at approach of death (hall only know 
•The truths* which from thefe penfive numbers flow 
That we purfue falfe joy, and fuffer real woe. 

Happinefs, objeft of that waking dream, 
“Which we call life, miftaking: Fugitive theme 
tOf my purfuing verfe, ideal fliade, 
Notional good, by fancy only made, 
;And by tradition nurs’d, fallacious fire, 
Whofe dancing beams mifled our fond defire : 
jCaufe of our care, and error of our mind : 
Oh ! hadft thou ever been by heav’n defign’d 

VOL. II. I 



POEMS UPON 150 

To Adam, and his mortal race, the boon 
Entire had been referv’d for Solomon : 
On me the partial lot had been bellow’d ; 
And in my cup the golden draught had flow’d. i 0 

But O! ere yet original man was made ; 
Ere the foundations of this earth were laid ; 
It was opponent to our fearch, ordain’d, 
That joy, Hill fought, thould never be attain’d. 
This fad experience cites me to reveal; 
And what 1 didtate, is from what I feel. 

Born as I was, great David’s fav’rite fon, 
Dear to my people, on the Hebrew throne; 
Sublime my court with Ophir’s treafures bled, 
My name extended to the farthelt cart; 
My body cioth’d with ev’ry outward grace. 
Strength in my limbs, and beauty in my face; 
My fhining thought with fruitful notions crown’d, 
Quick my invention, and my judgment found. 
Arife, (L commun’d with myfelf,) arife; 
Think, to be happy; to be great, be wife ; 
Content of fpirit mull from fcience flow : 
For ’tis a godlike attribute, to know. 

I faid; and fent my edict thro’ the land : 
Around my throne the letter’d rabbins (land : 
Hiftoric leaves revolve, long volumes fpread, 
The old difcourfing, as the younger read : 
Attent I heard, propos’d my doubts, and faid : 

The vegetable w'orld, each plant and tree. 
Its feed, its name, its nature, its degree, 
I am allow’d, as fame reports, to know. 
From the fair cedar, on the craggy brow 
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SQf Lebanon, nodding fupremely tall, 
fTo creeping mofs, and hyiTbp on the wall: 
Yet juft and confcious to myfelf, I find 
A thoufand doubts oppofe the fearching mind. 
| I know not why the beech delights the glade 
'With boughs extended, and a rounder (hade ; 
'VVhilft tow’ring firs in conic forms arife. 
And with a pointed fpear divide the ikies : 
Nor why again the changing oak ihould filed 
The yearly honour of his ftately head: 
TWhilft the diftinguiih’d yew is ever feen, 
llJnchang’d his branch, and permanent his green. 
‘Wanting the fun why does the caltha fade ? 
Why does the cypreis flourifii in the fliade ? 

IjThe fig and date, why love they to remain 
In middle ftation, and in even plain ; 
While in the lower marfh the gourd is found; 
And while the hill with olive-fhade is crown’d? 
IWhy does one climate, and one foil endue 
The blulhing poppy with a crimfon hue; 
5Yet leave the lily pale, and tinge the violet blue ? 
|Why does the fond carnation love to (hoot 
A various colour from one parent root; 
While the fantaftic tulip ftrives to break 
[In two-fold beauty, and a parted ftreak ? 
The twining jafmine. and the bluftiing rofe. 
With lavilh grace their morning fcents difclofe: 
The fmelling tub’rofe and jonquille declare. 
The ftronger impulfe of an evening air. 
Whence has the tree (refolve me) or the flow’r 
iA various iriftinct, or a difPrent pow’r ! 

1 » 
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r. t Why fliould one earth, one dime, one ft ream, __ 
Raife this to ftrength, and ficken that to death ? [breat 1 

Whence does it happen, that the plant, which wel! 
We name the fenfitive, fbould move and feel ? 
Whence know her leaves to anfwer her command, 
And with quick horror fly the neighb’ring hand ? 

Along the funny bank, or wat’ry mead. 
Ten thoufand rtalks their various bloffoms fpread : 
Peaceful and lowly in their native foil, 
They neither know to fpin, nor care to toil; 
Yet with confefs’d magnificence deride 
Our vile attire, and impotence of pride. 
The covvflip fmiles, in brighter yellow dieff. 
Than that which veils the nubile virgin’s bread: 
A fairer red (lands blufhing in the rofe, 
Than that which on the bridegroom’s veftment Sows., 
Take but the humbled lily of the field ; 
And if our pride will to our reafon yield, 
It mud by fure comparifon be Ihown, 
That on the regal feat great David’s fon. 
Array’d in all his robes, and types of pow’r, 
Shines with lefs glory, than that fimple flow’r. 

Of filhes, next, my friends, I would inquire. 
How the mute race engender, or refpire; 
From the fmall fry that glide on Jordan’s dream, 
Unmark’d, a multitude without a name, 
To that leviathan, who o’er the feas 
Immenfe rolls onward his impetuous ways, 
And mocks the wind, and in the temped plays. 
How they in warlike bands march greatly forth 
From freezing waters, and the colder north, 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 133 

..To fouthern dimes direding their career ; 
, 'Their ft at ion changing with th’ inverted year. 
I .‘How all with careful knowledge are endu’d. 
To chufe their proper bed, and wave, and food ; 
To guard their fpawn, and educate their brood. 

Of birds, how each, according to her kind, 
Proper materials for her neft can find ; 
•And build a frame, which deepeft thought in man 
Would or amend, or imitate in vain. 
How in fmall flights they know to try their young, 
(And teach the callow child her parent’s fong. 
Why thefe frequent the plain, and thofe the wood. 
Why ev’ry land has her fpcxific brood. 
Where the tall crane, or winding fwallow goes, 
Fearful of gathering winds, and falling fnows : 
If into rocks, or hollow trees they creep, 
In temporary death confin’d to deep ; 
Or, confcious of the coming evil, fly 
To milder regions, and a fouthern Iky. 

Of beafls and creeping infects ftiall we trace 
The wond’rous nature, and the various race ; 
Or wild or tame, or friend to man or foe ; 
;Of us what they, or what of them we know ? 

, Tell me, ye ftudious, who pretend to fee 
ii?ar into Nature’s bofom, whence the bee 
Was firfi: inform’d her vent’rous flight to (leer 

• Thro’ tracklefs paths, and an abyfs of air : 
Whence Ihe avoids the (limy marlh, and knows 

) 'The fertile hills, where fweeter herbage grows, 
a^nd honey-making fiow’rs their opening buds dif- 

clofe ? I 
I J 
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How from the thicken’d tnift and fetting fun 
Finds (he the labour of her day is done ? 
Who taught her againft winds and rains to ftrive^ 1 
To bring her burden to the certain hive; 
And through the liquid fields again to pafs 
Duteous, and hark’ning to the founding brafs? 

And, O thou fluggard! tell me why the ant, 
’Midft fummer’s plenty thinks of winter’s want; i 
By conftant journies careful to prepare 
Her (lores ; and, bringing home the corny ear. 
By what in (fruition does (he bite the grain. 
Left, hid in earth, and taking root again, 
It might elude the forefight of her care? A \ 
Diftimft in either infeif s deed appear Cj t 
The marks of thought, contrivance, hope, and fear- J 

Fix thy corporeal and internal eye 
On the young gnat, or new-engender’d fly; 
On the vile worm, that yefterday began 
To crawl, thy fellow-creatures, abjedt man ! 
Like thee they breathe, they move, they tafte, they fee ; 
They (how their paffions by their acts, like thee; 
Darting their flings, they previoully declare 
Defign’d revenge, and fierce intent of war: 
Laying their eggs, they evidently prove 
The genial pow’r, and full effcft of love* 
Each then has organs to digeft his food; 
One to beget, and one receive the brood : 
Has limbs and finews, blood, and heart, and brain, 
Life and her proper funttions to fuftain, C ' 
Though the whole fabric’s fmalier than a grain. j ' 
What more can our penurious reafon grant 
To the large whale, or caftled elephant ; 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. i 
D 3* 

lo thofe enormous terrors of the Nile, 
he crelled fnake and long-tail’d crocodile; 

Than that all differ but in lhape and name. 
Each d.chin’d to a lefs or larger frame ? 

For potent Nature loves a various a£!, 
Trone to enlarge, or (tudious to contraft: 
Now forms her work too fmall, now too immcnfe. 
And fcorns the meafures of our feeble fenie. 
'Th objeft fpread too far, or rais’d too high, 
Denies its real image to the eye : 
|Too little, it eludes the dazzl’d fight; 
Becomes mix’d blacknefs, or unparted light. 
Water and air the varied form confound ; 

.The llraight looks crooked, and the fquare grows round. 
)' | Thus, while with fruitlefs hope and weary’d pain. 

We feek great Nature’s pow’r, but feek in vain; 
Safe fits the goddefs in her dark retreat; 
Around her myriads of ideas wait, 
And endlefs fhapes, which the myfterious queen 
Can take or quit; can alter or retain : 
As from our loft purfuit fhe wills to hide 

I Her clofe decrees, and chaften human pride. 
Untam’d and fierce the tiger ftill remains: 

iHe tires his life in biting on his chains: 
.For the kind gifts of water and of food 
j Ungrateful, and returning ill for good, C. 
f He feeks bis keeper’s flefh, and thirds his blood. \ 
; While the ftrong camel, and the gen’rous horfe, 
? Reftrain’d and aw’d by man’s inferior force, 
| Do to their rider’s will their rage fubmit, 
■ And anfwer to the fpur, and own the bit; 

I 4 



POEMS UPON s^S 

Stretch their glad mouths to meet the feeder’s hand, l: 
Pleas’d with his weight, and proud of his command.; ; 

Again : The lonely fox roams far abroad, 
On fecret rapine bent, and midnight fraud; 
Now haunts the cliff, now traverfes the lawn ; 
And flies the haled neighbourhood of man : 
While the kind fpaniel, and the faithful hound, 
Likeft that fox in fhape and fpecies found, 
Refufes through thefe cliffs and lawns to roam; 
Purfues the noted path, and covets home ; 
Does with kind joy domeflic faces meet; 
Takes what the glutted child denies to eat; 
And, dying, licks his long-lov’d mafler’s feet. 

By what immediate caufe they are inclin’d, 
In many adds, ’tis hard, I own, to find, 
I fee in others, or I think I fee, 
That ftrift their principles, and ours agree. 
Evil, like us, they fhun, and covet good; 
Abhor the poifon, and receive the food: 
Like us, they love or hate; like us, they know 
To joy the friend, or grapple with the foe. 
With feeming thought their adtion they intend ; 
And ufe the means proportion’d to the end. 
Then vainly the philofophcr avers. 
That reafon guides our deed, and inflinft theirs. 
How can we juflly diff’rent caufes frame, 
When the effefts entirely are the fame? 
Inflinft and reafon how can we divide ? 
’Tis the fool’s ign’rance, and the pedant’s pride. 

With the fame folly fure man vaunts his fway; 
If the brute bead refufes to obey. 
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‘or tell me, when the empty boafter’s word 
i froclaims himfelf the univerfal lord ; 

Joes he not tremble, left the lion’s paw 
i fhould join.his plea againft the fancy’d law? 
Vould not the learned coward leave the chair, 
f in the fchoois or porches fhould appear 
The fierce hyaena, or the foaming bear ? 

The combatant too late the field declines; 
Vhen now the fword is girded to his loins. 
Vhen the fwift veffel flies before the wind, 

Ij'oo late the failor views the land behind, 
ind ’tis too late now back again to bring 
faquiry, rais’d and tow’ring on the wing: 
forward Ihe ftrives, averfe to be wnth-held 

!|rom nobler objedts, and a larger field. 
: Confider with me this etherial fpace, 
fielding to earth and fta the middle place. 
\nxious 1 alk you how the penfile ball 
Should never drive to rife, nor fear to fall. 
iVhen I refleft, how the revolving fun 
|)oes round our globe his crooked journies run; 
j doubt of many lands., if they contain 
Jr herd of beaft, or colony of man: 
tf any nations pafs their dellin’d days 
Beneath the neighb’ring fun’s diredler rays : 
I' any fufFer on the polar coaft, 
The rage of Arftos, and eternal froft. 

May not the pleafure of Omnipotence 
To each of thefe fome fecret good difpenfe ? 
Fhofe who amid the torrid regions live, 
(nay they not gales unknown to us receive; 
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See daily (how’rs rejoice the thirfty earth, . f 
And blefs the flow’ry bud’s fucceeding birth? 
May they not pity us, condemn’d to bear 
The various heav’n of an obliquer fphere ; 
While, by fix’d laws, and with a juft return. 
They feel twelve hours that fhade for twelve that burn * 
And praife the neighb’ring fon, whofe conftant flame 
Enlightens them with feafons ftill the fame? 
And may not thofe, whofe diftant lot is cart 
North beyond Tartary’s extended wafle ; 
Where, through the plains of one continual day, 1 

Six fliining months purfue their even way ; 
And fix fucceeding urge their dulky flight, 
Obfcur’d with vapours, and o’erwhelm’d in night: 
May not 1 afk the natives of thefe climes, 
( As annals may inform fucceeding times,) 
To our quotidian change of heav’n prefer ' 
Their one viciflitude, and equal (hare V *■ 
Of day and night, difparted thro’ the year? S 
May they not fcorn our fun’s repeated race. 
To narrow bounds preferib’d, and little fpace, 
Haft’ning from morn, and headlong driv’n from noon1 f 
Half of our daily toil yet fcarcely done ? 
May they not juftly to our climes upbraid 
Shortnefs of night and penury of (hade : 
That e’er our weary’d limbs are juflly bled 
With wholefome deep and necefTary reft; 
Another fun demands return of care, 
The remnant toil of yefterday to bear ? 
Whilft, when the folar beams falute their fight, 
Hold and fecure in half a year of light, 
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fEJnintemipted voyages they take 
^I’o the remotelt wood, and fartheft lake ; 
Manage the fifliing, and purfue the courfe 
With more extended nerves, and more continu’d force 
And when declining day forfakes the Iky ; 
/When gath’ringAlouds fpeaks gloomy winter nigh ; 
/With plenty'for the coming feafon bleft, 

Six folid months (an age) they live, releas’d 
S'rom all the labour, procefs, clamour, woe, 
Wliich our fad fcenes of daily a£Hon know : 
/They light the filming lamp, prepare the fea&. 
And with full mirth receive the welcome gueft : 

! Or tell their tender loves (the only care 
Which now they fuller) to the iiil’ning fair 

I And rais’d in pleafure, or repos’d in eafe, 
1( Grateful alternates of fubftantial peace,) 
They blefs the long noflurnal influence fhed 

IOn the crown’d goblet, and the genial bed. 
\ hi foreign hies which our difcov’rers find, 
Tar from this length of continent disjoin’d, 
^The rugged bears, or fpotted lynx’s brood, 
Trighten the vailies, and infeft the wood : 
The hungry crocodile, and hiding fnake 
iLurk in the troubl’d ftream and fenny brake : i J 

iAnd man untaught, and rav’nous as the bead. 
loes valley, wood, and brake, and dream infed. 

lUeriv’d thefe men and animals their birth 
Trom trunk of oak, or pregnant womb of earth ? 
'Whence then the old belief, that all began 
In Eden’s fhade, and one created man ? 
’t)r grant, this progeny was wafted o’er 
By coading boats from next adjacent fhore : 
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Would thofe, from whom we will fuppofe they fpring j- 
Slaughter to harmlefs lands, and poifon bring ? 
Would they on board or bears, or lynxes take, 
Feed the (he-adder, and the brooding fnake ? 
Or could they think the new difcover’d ifle 
Pleas’d to receive a pregnant crocodile ? 

And fince the lavage lineage we mud trace 
From Noah fav’d, and his diftinguifh’d race ; 
How fhould their fathers happen to forget 
The arts which Noah taught, the rules he fet, 
To fow the glebe, to plant the gen’rous vine, 
And load with grateful flames the holy fhrine l 
While the great fire’s unhappy fons are found, 
Unprefs’d their vintage, and untill’d their ground, 
Straggling o’er dale and hill in quell of food, 
And rude of arts, of virtue, and of God ? U How fhall we next o’er earth and feas purfue 
The vary’d forms of ev’ry thing we view'; 
That all is chang’d, tho’ all is dill the fame, 
Fluid the parts, yet durable the frame ? 
Of thofe materials, which have been confed 
The pridine fprings, and parents of the red, 
F.ach becomes other. Water dopp’d gives birth 
To grafs and plants, and thickens into earth : 
Diffus’d it rifes in a higher fphere ; 
Dilates its drops, and foftens into air : 
Thofe finer parts of air again afpire; 
Move into warmth, and brighten into fire : 
That fire once more by thicker air o’ercome, 
And downward forc’d, in earth’s capacious womb 
Alters its particles; is fire no more; 
But lies refplendent dud, and fliining oar : 
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■' tor, running thro’ the mighty mother’s veins., 
Changes its fhapc; puts otf its old remains ; 
With wat’ry parts its leffen’d force divides ; 
Flows into waves, and rifes into tides. 
} Difparted ftreams (liall from their channels fly. 
And deep furcharg’d by fandy mountains lie 
bbfcurely fepulcher’d. By eating rain 
And furious wind, down to the diftant plain 
iThe hill, that hides its head above the fkies, 
Shall fall: The plain by flow degrees (hall rife 
SHigher than erft had flood the fummit hill: 

: J?or time muft Nature’s great behefts fulfil, 
i Thus, by a length of years, and change of fate, 

i All thing; are light or heavy, fmall or great: 
' jEhus Jordan’s waves (hall future clouds appear ; 
And Egypt’s pyramids refine to air. 
Thus later ages (hail afk for Pifon’s flood : 
And travellers inquire, where Babel flood. 

Now, where we fee thefe changes often fall, 
sedate we pafs them by, as natural : 
where to our eye more rarely they appear, 
i'he pompous name of prodigy they bear : 
Let aftive thought thefe clofe meanders trace : 
Let human wit their dubious bound’ries place. 
Are all things miracle; or nothing fuch ? 
And prove we not too little, or too much ? 

For that a branch cut otF a wither’d rod 
Should at a word pronounc’d revive and bud ; 
;s this more (Irange, than that the mountain’s brow, 
jjtripp’d by December’s froft, and white with fnow, 
Should pulh, in fpring, ten thoufand thoufand buds; 
And boaft returning leaves, and blooming woods ? 
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That each fucceffivfc night, from op’ning heav’n. 
The food of angels Ihou’d to man be giv’n; 
Is this more firange, than that with common bread 
Our fainting bodies every day are fed ; 
Than that each grain and feed confum’d in earth, 
Raifes its (lore, and multiplies its birth ; 
And from the handful which the tiller fows. 
The labour’d fields rejoice, and future harvefl flows 

Then from whate’er we can to fenfe produce 
■Common and plain, or wond’rous and abftrufe, 
From Nature’s conflant or eccentric laws. 
The thoughtful foul this general inference draws, 
That an eff'eft mull prefuppofe a caufe. 
And while (he does her upward flight fuftain, 
Touching each Sink of the continu’d chain, 
At length (he is oblig’d and forc’d to fee 
A firfl:, a fource, a life, a Deity; 
What has forever been, and muft forever be. 

This great exiftcnce thus by reafon found, 
Bled by all pow’r, with all perfeftion crown’d ; 
How can we bind or limit his decree, 
By what our ear has heard, or eye may fee ? 
Say then : Is all in heaps of water loft. 
Beyond the iflands, and the mid-land coafl ? 
Or has that God, who gave our world its birth, 
Sever’d thofe waters by fome other earth ; 
•Countries by future plow-fliares to be torn. 
And cities rais’d by nations yet unborn ! 
Ere the progreflive courfe of refllefs age 
Performs three thonfand times its annual flage; 
May not our pow’r and learning he fiipprefl ; 
And arts and empire learn to travel weft ! 
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Where, by the flrength of this idea charm’d, 
Lighten’d with glory, and with rapture warm’d, 
Afcends my foul r what fees Ihe white and great 
Amidft fubjefled feas ? an ifle the feat 
pf pow’r and plenty ; her imperial throne, 
For juftice and for mercy fought and known; 
Virtues fubiime, great attributes of heav’n. 
From thence to this diflinguilh’d nation giv’n : 
Sfet farther weft the weftern ifle extends 
Her happy fame; her armed fleet flie fends 

)To climates folded yet from human eye; 
And lands, which wc imagine wave and iky: 

)i?rom pole to pole fhe hears her afts refound; 
And rules an empire by no ocean bound; 
Knows her (hips anchor’d, and her fails unfurl’d 
fn other Indies, and a fecond world, 
j Long (hall Britannia, (that murt be her name,) 
)Be firft in conqueft, and prefide in fame: 
tong (hall her favour’d monarchy engage 

14* 

The teeth of envy, and the force of age : 
Rever’d and happy (he (hall long remain, 
Of mman things left changeable, left vain. 
Jfet all mud with the gen’ral doom comply ; 
i^nd this great glorious pow’r, tho’ laft, muft die. 
! Now let us leave this earth, and lift our eye 
To the large convex of yon azure (ky : 
Behold it like an ample curtain fpread, 
Now ftreak’d, and glowing with the morning red; 
Anon, at noon, in flaming yellow bright, 
And chafing fable for the peaceful night. 
Aflc reafon now, whence light and (hade were giv’n. 
And whence this great variety of heav’n : 
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Reafon our guide, what can fhe more reply, 
Than that the fun illuminates the (ky; 
Than that night rifes from its abfent ray. 
And his returning luftre kindles day ? 

But w>e expeft the morning red in vain : 
’Tis hid in vapours, orobfcur’d by rain. 
The noon-tide yellow we in vain require : 
*Tis black in fiorm, or red in ligh’tning fire. 
Pitchy and dark the night fometimes appears, 
Friend to our woe, and parent of our fears: 
Our joy and wonder lometimes fhe excites, 
With liars unnumber’d, and eternal lights. 
Send forth, ye wife, fend forth your lab’ring thought! i 
Let it return with empty notions fraught, 
Of airy columns every moment broke, 
Of circling whirlpools, and of fpheres of fmoke : | ■ 
Yet this folution but once more affords 
New change of terms, and fcaffblding of words : 
In other garb my queftion I receive; 
And take the doubt the very fame I gave. 

Lo! as a giant flrong the lufty fun 
Multiply’d rounds in one great round does run, it 
Twofold his courfe, yet conflant his career, 
Changing the day, and finilhing the year. 
Again, when his defcending orb retires, 
And earth perceives the abfence of his fires; 
The moon affords us her alternate ray, 
And with kind beams diflributes fainter day: 
Yet keeps the fhges of her monthly race. 
Various her beams, and changeable her face. 

[ Each planet fliining in his proper fphere, 
t ’Does with juft fpeed his radiant voyage (leer: 
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5ach fees his lamp with difPrent, luftre crown’d : 
iach knows his courfe with dlfFrent periods bound : 
And, in his padage through the liquid fpace, 
*^or haflens, nor retards his neighbour’s race. 
^Tow fnine thefe planets with fubftantial rays ? 
)oes innate lufire gild their meafur'd days ? 
)r do they, (as your fchemes I think have (hown,) 
part furtive beams, and glory not their own, t 
Ml fervants to that fource of light, the fun ? 
« Again, I fee ten thoufand thoufand ftars, 
lor cart in lines, in circles, nor in fquares: 
(Poor rules, with which our bounded mind is fill’d, 

itlVi ren we would plant, or cultivate, or build ;) 
put Shining with fuch vafl, fuch various light, 

i fpeaks the hand that forms them infinite: 
(low mean the order and perfection fought 
:in the bed produdl of the human thought, 
Compar’d to the great harmpny that reigns 
b what the fpirit of the world ordains ! 

Now, if the fun to earth tranfmits his ray, 
?et does not fcorch us with too fierce a day; 

■I |Sow fmall a portion of his pow’r is giv’n 
> orbs more diftant, and remoter heav’n? 
\nd of thofe ftars, which our imperfect eye 
das doom’d, and fix’d to one eternal fky, 
dach by a native flock of honour great, 
®ay dart ftrong influence, and diffufe kind heat,. 
Stfelf a fun; and with tranfmiflive light 
enliven worlds deny’d to human fight: 
ground the circles of their ambient fkies 
few moons may grow or wane, may fetor rife;. 

Vot. if. k 
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And other ftars may to thofe funs be earths; 
Give their own elements their proper births; 
Divide their climes, or elevate their pole; 
See their lands fiourifli, and their oceans roll: 
Yet thefe great orbs, thus radically bright, 
Primitive founts, and origins of light, 
May each to other, (as their diff’rent fphere 
Makes or their diftance, or their height appear,) 
Be feen a nobler, or inferior ftar; 
And in that fpace, which we call air and (ky. 
Myriads of earths, and moons, and funs may lie, 
Unmeafur’d, and unknown by human eye. 

>In vain we meafure this amazing fphere, 
And find and fix its center here or there; 
While its circumf’rence, fcorning to be brought 
Ev’n into fancy’d fpace, illudes our vanquilh’d thov 

Where then are all the radiant monfters driv’n, , ■ 
With which your gueffes fill’d the frighten’d heav" / 
Where will their fiftious images remain ? 
In paper-fchemes, and the Chaldean’s brain! 

This problem yet, this offspring of a guefs, 
Let us, for once, a child of truth confefs, 
That thefe fair ftars, thefe objefhs of delight. 
And terror, to our fearching dazzl’d fight, 
Are worlds immenfe,’: unnumber’d, infinite: 
But do thefe worlds difplay their beams, or guide) 1 f ’ 
Their orbs, to ferve thy life, to pleafe thy pride ? 
Thyfelf but duff; thy ftature but a fpan ; 
A moment thy duration; fooliffi man! 
As weU may the minuteft emmet fay. 
That Caucafus was rais’d to pave his way.: 
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The fnail, that Lebanon’s extended wood 
Was deftin’d only for his walk and food: 
.'he vileft cockle, gaping on the coaft 
Chat rounds the ample Teas, as well may boalf, 
;'he craggy rock projefts above the Iky, 
'hat he in fafety at its foot may lie ; 
ind the whole ocean’s confluent waters fwell, 
fnly to quench his thirfl, or move and blanch his fliell. 

A higher flight the vent’rous goddefs tries, 
„eaving material worlds, and local flues; 
inquires, what are the beings, where the fpace, 
"hat form’d and held the angels antient race, 
sor rebel Lucifer with Michael fought, 
s offer only what tradition taught;) 

j mbattl’d cherub again ft cherub rofe ; 
id fhield to fhield, and pow’r to pow’r oppofe : 

, ieav'nrung with triumph; hell was fill’d with woes. 
7hat were thcfe forms of which your volumes tell, 
■:pw fome fought great, and others recreant fell: 
hefe bound to bear an everlafting load, 
Wance of chain, and banilhment of God; 
f fatal turns their wretched ftrength to tire; 
O fwim in fulph’rous lakes, or land on folid fire: 
TJhilft thofe exalted to primaeval light, 

. kcefs of blefting, and fupreme delight, 
jj!y perceive fome little paufe of joys 
i thofe great moments, when their God employs 
heir miniftry, to pour his threaten’d hate 
a the proud king, or the rebellious ftate: 
^to reverfe Jehovah’s high command, 
tod fpeak the thunder falling from his hand, 

Kz 
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When to his duty the proud king returns, 
And the rebellious ftate in allies mourns. 
How can good angels be in heav’n confin’d; 
Or view that prefence which no fpace can bind ? 
Is God above, beneath, or yon’, or here? 
He who made all, is he not ev’ry where ? 
Oh how can wicked angels find a night 
So dark, to hide 'em from that piercing light, 
Which form’d the eye, and gave the pow’r of fight 

What mean 1 now of angel, when I hear 
Firm body, fpirit pure, or fluid air ? 
Spirits to adtion fpiritual confin’d, 
Friends to our thought, and kindred to our mind, 
Should only act and prompt us from within. 
Nor by external eye be ever feen. 
Was it not therefore to our fathers known. 
That thele had appetite, and limb, and bone ? 
Fife how could Abram wafir their weary’d feet; 
Or Sarah pleafe their tafte with fav’ry meat ? 
Whence fiiould they fear? or why did Lot engage 
To fave their bodies from abufive rage? 
And how could Jacob, in a real fight, 
Feel or refill the wreftling angel’s might ? 
How could a form its (Length with matter try ? 
Or how a fpirit touch a mortal’s thigh ? 

Now, are they air condens’d, or gather’d rays? 
How guide they then our pray’r, or keep our ways 
By (Longer blafls ftiil uibject to be tofs’d, 
By temped fcatter’d, or in whirlwinds loft ? 

Have they, again, (as facred fong proclaims,) 
Subltances real, and exiding frames ? 
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1 low comes it, fince with them we jointly (hare 
he great effeft of one Creator’s care, 
hat, whiift our bodies licken and decay, 

■ heirs are for ever healthy, young, and gay ? 
^hy, whilft we druggie in this vale beneath, 
Hth want and borrow, with difeafe and death, 
>o they, more blefs’d, perpetual life employ 
tn fongs of pleafure, and in fcenes of joy ? 

Now, when my mind has all this world furvey’d, 
knd found that nothing by itfelf was made; 
Vhen thought has rais’d itfelf by juft degrees, 
“rom valleys crown’d with flow’rs, and hills with trees; 
From fmoaking min’rals, and from rififig dreams ; 

I from fatt’ning Nilus, or viftorious Thames; 
Prom all the living, that four-footed move 
Along the ihore, the meadow, or the grove; 
From all that can, with fins or feathers fly, 
Through the aerial, or the wat’ry fky; 
From the poor reptile with a reas’ning foul, 

; That miferable matter of the whole ; 
JFrom this great objeft of the body’s .eye. 
This fair half round, this ample azure fky, 
"Terribly large, and wonderfully bright, 
AVith dars unnumber’d, and unmeafur’d light ; 
|?rom eflcnces unfeen, celedial names, 
Enlight’ning fpirits, and miniderial flames, 

’; Angels, dominions, potentates, and thrones, 
Ail that in each degree the name of creature owns: 

i,Lift we our reafon to that Sov’reign Caufe, [laws; 
;\Vho blefs’d the whole with life, and bounded it with 

, Who forth from nothing call’d this comely frame ; 
His will and aft, his word and work the fame ; 

K3 
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To whom a thoufand years are but a day; 
Who bade the light her genial beams difplay ; 
And fet the moon, and taught the fun his way: 
Who waking Time, his creature, from the fource 
Primaeval, order’d his predefin’d courfe : 
Himfelf, as in the hollow of his hand, 
Holding, obedient to his high command. 
The deep abyfs, the long continu’d fore, [pour 
Where months, and days, and hours, and minutes 
Their floating parts, and thenceforth are no more. 
This Alpha and Omega, firft and lali, 
Who, like the potter, in a mould has cart 
The world’s great frame, commanding it to be 
Such as the eyes of fenfe and reafon lee ; 
Yet, if he wills, may change or fpoil the whole; 
May take yon beauteous, myftic, Harry roll, 
And burn it like a ufelefs parchment fcroll: 
May from its bafis in one moment pour 
This melted earth  
Like liquid metal, and like burning oar : 
Who, foie in pow’r, at the beginning faid; 
Let fea, and air, and earth, and heav’n be made : 
And it was fo And when he (hall ordain 
In other fort, has but to fpeak again, 
And they (hall be no more : Of this great theme, 
This glorious, hallow’d, everlafting name, 
This God, I would difcourfe  

The learned elders fat appall’d, amaz’d ; 
And each with mutual look on other gaz’d. 
Nor fpeech they meditate, nor anfwer frame: 
Too plain, alas! their filence fpake their lhame : 
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Till one, in whom an outward mein appear’d, 
And turn fuperior to the vulgar herd, 

i Began: That human learning’s fur theft reach 
Was but to note the doftrines I could teach ; 
That mine to fpeak, and theirs was to obey : 
For I in knowledge more than pow’r did fway : 
And the aftonifh’d world in me beheld 
Mofes eclips’d, and Jefle’s fbn excell’d. 

i Humble a fecond bow’d, and took the word; 
) Forefaw my name by future age ador’d. 

O live, faid he, thou wifeft of the wife! 
As none has equat’d, none lhali ever rile 
Excelling thee  

Parent of wicked, bane of honelt deeds, 
Pernicious Flatt’ry ! thy malignant feeds, 
In an ill hour, and by a fatal hand 
Sadly diffus’d o’er virtue’s gleby land, 
With riling pride amidft the corn appear, 
And choak the hopes and harveft of the year. 
And now the whole perplex’d ignoble crowd 
Mute to my queltions, in my praifes loud. 
Echo’d the word: Whence things arofe, or how 
They thus exift, the apteft nothing know : 

| What yet is not, but is ordain’d to be. 
All veil of doubt apart, the dullelb fee. 

My prophets and my fophills finilh’d here 
Their civil efforts of the verbal war: 
Not fo my rabbins and logicians yield ; 
Retiring, flill they combat: From the field' 
Of open arms, unwilling they depart, 
And Ikulk behind the fubterfuge of art. 

K 4 
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To fj^eak one thing mix’d diaiefts they join; 
Divide the Ample, and the plain define; 
Fix fancy’d laws, and form imagin’d rules. 
Terms of their art, and jargon of their fchoois; 
Jll-grounded maxims, by falfe glofs enlarg’d, 
And captious fcience againft reafbn charg’d. 

Soon their crude notions with each other fought 
The adverfe feftdeny’d what this had taught; 
And he at h . ath the ampleft triumph gain’d, 
Who contradiOed what the laft maintain’d. 

O wretched impotence of human mind! 
We, erring, (fill excufe for error find; 
And, darkling grope, not knowing we are blind. 

Vain man! fince firlt the blulhing fire efiay’d 
His folly with connected leaves to (hade; 
How does the crime of-thy refembling race 
With like attempt that priftine error trace? 
Too plain thy nakednefis of foul efpy’d. 
Why doff thou drive the confcious (hame to hide 
Fy marks of eloquence, and veils of pride? 

With outward fmiles their flatt’ry I receiv’d; 
Own’d my fick mind by their difeourfe reliev’d; 
But, bent and inward to myfelf again, 
Perplex’d thefe matters I revolv’d in vain. 
My fearch dill tir’d, my labour dill renew’d, 
At length I ignorance and knowledge view’d, 
Impartial; both in equal balance laid; 
Tight flew the knowing fcale; the doubtful heavy wei 

Forc’d by refleftive reafion, I confefs, 
That human fcience is uncertain guefs. 
Alas! we grafp at clouds, and beat the air, 
Vexing that fpirit we intend to clear. 
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fm thought beyond the bounds of matter climb ? 
r who dial! tell me what is fpace or time ? 

h vain we lift up our prefumptuous eyes 
o what our Maker to their ken denies: 
he fearchers follow fall; the objeft fafler flies. 
'he little which imperfeftly we find, 

! educes only the bewilder’d mind 
"o fruitlefs fearch of fomething yet behind. 

ous difcufllons tear our heated brain : 
(pinions often turn; Hill doubts remain ; 
tnd who indulges thought increafes pain. 
, How narrow limits w-ere to wifdom giv’n ? 
£arth fhe furveys; flie thence would meafure heav’n : 
hrough mills obfcure now wings her tedious way; 

(ow wanders, dazzl’d with too bright a day; 
tnd, from the fummit of a pathlefs coaft, 
:es infinite, and in that fight is loft. 
Remember, that the curs’d dcfire to know, 

ffspring of Adam, was thy fource of woe. 
hy wilt thou then renew the vain purfuit 
nd rafnly catch at the forbidden fruit ? 
fith empty labour and eluded ftrife 
:eking by knowledge to attain to life; 
fr ever from that fatal tree debarr’d, 

hich flaming fwords and angry cherubs guard, 
1 





PLEASURE: 

THE 

SECOND BOOK. 

THE ARGUMENT. 
• lomon, again feeking happinefs, inquires if wealth 

i and greatnefs can produce it; begins with the mag- 
i iiificence of gardens and buildings, the luxury of 
i. .mufic and feafling ; and proceeds to the hopes and 
; idefires of love. In two epifodes are (hewn the fol- 
; Dies and troubles of that pallion. Solomon, (till dil- 
appointed, falls under the temptations of liberti- 

,:nilm and idolatry ; recovers his thought, reafons a- 
right, and concludes, that, as to the purfuit of plea- 
sure and fenfual delight, ALL is vanity AND 

:-vexation or spirit. 

TEXTS chiefly alluded to in this 
BOOK. 

1 id in mine heart, Go to now, I will prove thee with 
i nirth ; therefore enjoy pleafure. Ecclefiaftes, chap. 

«. ver. i. 

I 



TEXTS chiefly alluded in this BOOK. 

I made me great works, I builded me houfcs, I planted 
me vineyards, ver. 4. 

I made me gardens, and orchards; and I planted trees 
in them of all kinds of fruits, ver. 

I made me pools of water, to water therewith the wood 
that bringeth forth trees, ver. 6. 

Then 1 looked on all the works that my hands had 
wrought, and on the labour that I had laboured to 
do ; and, behold, all was vanity and vexation of fpi- 
rit; and there was no profit under the fun. ver. 7. 

I gat me men fingers, and women fingers, and the de- 
lights, of the fons of men, as mufical inflruments, and 
that of-all forts, ver. 8. 

I fought in mine heart to give myfclf unto wine, (yet 
acquainting mine heart with wifdom,) and to lay 
hold on folly, till l might fee what was that good 
for the fons of men, which they firould do under 
heaven, all the days of their life. ver. 3. 

Then I faid in my heart, as it happcneth unto the fool, 
fo ithappeneth even unto me; and why was I then- 
more wife ? then I faid in my heart, that this alfo is 
vanity, ver. 15. 

Therefore I hated life, becaufe the work that is wrought 
under the fun is grievous unto me. chap. ii. ver. 17., 

Dead files caufe the ointment to fend forth a (linking 
favour : So doth a little folly him that is in reputa- 
tion for wit'dom and honour, chap. x. ver. 1. 

The memory of the jull is blelled, but the name of the 
wicked ftiall rot. 1'rov. chap. x. ver. 7- 



PLEASURE:: 

T H E 

SECOND BOOK, 

R Y tlien, O man, the moments to deceive, 
X That from the womb attend thee to the grave 

For weary’d nature find f'otne apter fcheme : 
Health he thy hope ; and pieafure be thy theme : 
From the perplexing and unequal ways, 
Where ftudy brings thee; from the endlefs maze. 
Which doubt peri'uades to run, forewarn’d, recede 
To the gay field, and flow’ry path, that lead 
To jocund mirth, foft joy, and carelefs cafe: 
Forfake what may inftruft, for what may pleafe: 
Efiay amufing art, and proud expence : 
And make thy reafon fubjecl to thy fenfe. 

I commun’d thus : The pow’r of wealth I try’d, 
And all the various luxe of coftly pride. 
Artifts and plans reliev’d my folemn hours : 
1 founded palaces, and planted bow’rs. 
Birds, filhes, hearts of each exotic kind 
I to the limits of my court confin’d. 
To trees transferr’d I gave a fecond birth : 
And bid a foreign fhade grace Juda’s earth. 
Fifh ponds were made, where former ferefts grew ; 
And hills were levell’d to extend the view. 
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Rivers diverted from their native courfe, 
And bound with chains of artificial force, 
From large cafcades in pleafing tumult roll’d; 
Or rofe thro’ figur’d ftone, or breathing gold. 
From furtheft Africa’s tormented womb 
The marble brought, erects the fpacious dome, 
Or forms the pillars long-extended rows, 
On which the planted grove, and penfile garden grow 

The workmen here obey the mailer's call, 
To gild the turret, and to paint the wall ; 
To mark the pavement there with various done : 
And on the jafper Heps to rear the throne : 
The fpreading cedar, that an age had Hood, 
Supreme of trees and millrefs of the wood, 
Cut down and carv’d, my fhining roof adorns; 
And Lebanon his ruin’d honour mourns. 

A thoufand artids fhew their cunning pow’r, 
To raife the wonders of the iv’ry tow’r. 
A thoufand maidens ply the purple loom. 
To weave the bed, and deck the regal room ; 
’Till Tyre confedes her exhauded dore, 
That on her xoad the rourex is no more ; 
’Till from the Parian ifle, and Libya’s coad, 
The mountains grieve their hopes of marble lod; 
And India’s woods return their jud complaint, 
Their brood decay’d, and want of elephant. 

My full delign with vad expence atchiev’d, 
I came, beheld, admir’d, reflefted, griev’d : 
I chid the folly of my thoughtlefs hade ; 
For, the work perfefted, the joy was pad. 

To my new courts fad thought did dill repair; 
And round my gilded roofs hung hov’ring Care. 
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^ rIn vain on Clken beds I fought repofe ; 
| And reftlefs oft from purple couches rofe ; 

•VeKatious thought ftill found my flying mind 
Nor bound by limits, nor to place confin’d ; 
Haunted my nights, and terrified my days; 

jf Stalk’d thro’ my gardens, and purfu’d my ways ; \ 
Norlhut from artful bow’r, norloft in winding maze. ' 

Yet take thy bent, my foul; another fenfe 
Indulge; add mufick to magnificence : 

| Eflay, if harmony my grief controul; 
Or pow’r of found prevail upon the foul. 
Often our feers and poets have confeft. 
That mufic’s force can tame the furious beaft ; 
Can make the wolf, or foaming boar rellrain 
His rage ; the lion drop his crefled main ; 
Attentive to the fong the lynx forget 
His wrath to man, and lick the minftrefs feet. 
Are we, alas! lefs favage yet than thefe ? 

.JElfe mufic, fure, may human cares appeafc. 
I fpake my purpofe; and the chearful choir 

Parted their (hares of harmony : The lyre 
Soften’d the timbrel’s noife : The trumpet’s found . 
Provok’d the Dorian flute (both fweeter found 
When mix’d:) The fife the viol’s notes refin’d; 

i1 And ev’ry ftrength with ev’ry grace was join’d. 
Each morn they wak’d me with a fprightly lay: 

‘ Of op’ning heav’n they fung, and gladfome day. 
Each ev’ning their repeated (kill exprefs’d 
Scenes of repofe, and images of reft : 

: Yet (till in vain : For mufick gather’d thought: 
* But.how unequal the eftefts it brought ? 
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The foft ideas of the chearful note. 
Lightly receiv’d, were eafily forgot: 
The folemn violence of the graver found 
.Knew to ftrikc deep, and leave a lading wound. 

And now reflefling, 1 with grief defcry 
The (ickly lull of the fantadic eye; 
How the weak organ is with feeing cloy’d, 
plying ere night what it at noon enjoy’d. 
And now, (unhappy fearch of thought!) I found 
The fickle ear foon glutted with the found, 
Condemn’d eternal changes to purfue, 
Tir’d with the lad, and eager of the new. 

I bade the virgins and the youth advance,. 
To temper mufic with the fprightly dance. 
In vain! too low the mimic-motions feetn : 
What takes our heart, mud merit our edeem. 
Nature, I thought, perform’d too mean a part, 
Forming her movements to the rules of art; 
And, vex’d, I found, that the mufician’s hand 
Had o’er the dancer’s mind too great command. 

I drank; I lik’d it not: Twasrage; ’twas noife; 
An airy fcene of tranfitory joys. 
In vain I traded that the flowing bowl 
Would banifh forrow, and enlarge the foul. 
To the late revel and protrafted fead 
Wild dreams fuccteded, and dilbrder’d red: 
And, as at dawn of morn, fair eafbn’s light 
Broke through the fumes and phantoms of the night. 
What had been faid, I afk’d my foul, what done ; 
How flow’d our mirth, and whence the fource begun ? 
Perhaps the jed that charm’d this fprightly crowd. 
And made the jovial table laugh fo loud, 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. tit 
| 
To fome falfe notion ow’d its poor pretence, 
To an ambiguous word’s perverted fenfe, 
'o a wild fonnet, or a wanton air, 
tfFence and torture to the fober ear. 
’erhaps, alas! the pleafing dream was brought 
’rom this man’s error, from another’s fault; 
Tom topics which good nature would forget, 
^nd prudence mention with’the lad regret, 
idd yet unnumber’d ills, that lie unfeen 
n the pernicious draught; the word obfcene, 
Jr harfh, which once danc’d mud ever fly 

i frevocable ; the too prompt reply, 
: eed of fevere didrud, and fierce debate; 
1 Yhat we fbould dtmj, and what we ought to hate. 
( Add too the blood impoverilh’d, and the courfo 
!)f health dipprefs’d, by wine’s Continu’d force. 

Unhappy man! whom forrow thus and rage 
| "o difFrent ills alternately engage. 
Vho drinks, alas! but to forget; nor fees, 
'hat melancholy doth, fevere difeafe, 
fem’ry confus’d, and interrupted thought, ■ 
Death’s harbingers, lie latent in the draught : 
i.nd in the flow’rs that wreath the fparkling bowl, 
ell adders hifs, and pois’noyis ferpents roll, 

i Remains there ought untry’d that may remove 
icknefs of mind, and heal the bofom ? Love ; 
Jove yet remains; indulge his-genial fire; 
Iherifh fair hope; folicit young defire ; 

I i.nd boldly bid thy anxious foul explore 
"his lad great remedy’s myderious pow’r. 

i Why therefore hefitates my doubtful bread ? 
Vhy ceafes it one moment to be blefs’d? 

Vol. II. L 
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Fly fwift, my friends ; my fervants, fly; employ 
Your inftant pains to bring your mafter joy. 
Let all my wives and concubines be drefs’d : 
Let them to-night attend the roval feaft; 
All Ifrael’s beauty, all the foreign fair ; 
The gifts of princes, or the fpoils of war. 
Before their monarch they (hall fingly pafs; 
And the mod worthy (hall obtain the grace. 

I faid : The feaft was fcrv’d; the bowl was crown’d; 
To the king’s pleafure went the mirthful round : 
The women came; as cuftom wills, they pafs’d; 
On one, (O that diftinguilh’d one!) I cad 
The fav’rite glance : O! yet my mind retains 
That fond beginning of my infant pains. 
Mature the virgin was, of Egypt’s race: 
Grace (hap’d her limbs, and beauty deck’d her face: 
Eafy her motion teem’d, ferenc her air : 
Full, though unzon’d, her bofom rofe; her hair 
Unty’d, and ignorant of artful aid, 
Adown her (houlders loofcly lay difplay’d; 
And in the jetty curls ten thoufand Cupids play’d. 

Fix’d on her charms, and pleas’d that I could lov* 
Aid me, my friends, contribute to improve 
Your monarch’s blifs, I faid; frefb rofes bring 
To drow my bed; till the impov’rilhed fpring 
Confefs her want; around my am’rous head 
Be dropping myrrh and liquid amber (bed, 
Till Arab has no more. From the foft lyre, 
Sweet flute, and ten-dring’d inflrument, require 
Sounds of delight: And, thou, fair nymph, draw nigl 
Thou, in whofe graceful form and potent eye. 
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'Thy mafter’s joy, long fought, at length is found; 
•And as thy brow, let my defires be crown’d: 
O fav’rite virgin, that has warm’d the breaft, 
Whofe fov’reign dictates fubjugate the eafl! 

I faid; and fudden from the golden throne, 
Wkh a fubmiflive ftep, I hailed down. 
The glowing garland from my hair I took; 
Love in my heart, obedience in my look; 
Prepar’d to place it on her comely head: 

1 O fav’rite virgin! (yet again I faid) 
. Receive the honours dellin’d to thy brow ; 

And O above thy fellows happy thou 1 
Their duty mull thy fov’reign word obey. 
Rife up, my love ; my fair one, come away . 

What pang, alasl what exltafy of fmart 
I Tore up my fenfes, and transfix’d my heart; 

When (he with model! fcorn the wreath return’d, 
j Reclin’d her beauteous neck, and inward mourn’d: 

Forc’d by my pride, I my concern fupprefs’d. 
Pretended drowfinefs and wifi) of reft ; 
And fallen I forfook th’ imperfefl fealt: 
“Ordering the eunuchs, to whofe proper care 
Our eallern grandeur gives th’ imprifon’d fair, 
(JPo lead her forth to a diltinguilh’d bow’r. 
And bid her drefs the bed, and wait the hour. 
J Reltlefs 1 follow’d this obdurate maid, 
|(Swift are the Heps that love and anger tread,} 
Approach’d her perfon, courted her embrace. 
Renew’d my flame, repeated my difgrace : 
Py turns put on the fuppliant and the Lord : 
Threaten’d this moment, and the next itpplor’d; 

L i 
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Offer’d again the unaccepted wreath. 
And choice of happy love, or inflant death.- 

Averfe to all her am’rous king defir’d. 
Far as fhe might, fhe decently retir’d : 
And, darting fcorn and forrow from her eyes, 
What means, faid Ihe, King Solomon the wife ? 

This wretched body trembles at your pow’r : 
Thus far could Fortune : But fhe can no more. 
Free to berfelf my potent mind remains ; 
Nor fears the viftor’s rage, nor feels his chains. 

’Tis faid, that thou canfl plaufibly difpute. 
Supreme of leers, of angel, man, and brute ; 
Canft plead with fubtile wit and fair difeourfe, 
Of paflion’s folly, and of reafon’s force. 
That to the tribes attentive thou eanft ibow, 
Whence their misfortunes or their blellings flow. 
That thou in feienee, as in pow’r, art great; 
And truth and honour on thy edifis wait. 
Where is that knowledge now, that regal though 
With juft advice and timely counfel fraught ? 
Where now', O judge of Ifrael, does it rove ?  
What in one moment doft thou offer? love   
Love ! why ’tis joy or forrow, peace or ftrife : 
’Tis all the colour of remaining life: 
And human tnis’ry muft begin or end, 
As he becomes a tyrant, or a friend. 
Would David’s fan, religious, juft, and grave, 
To the firft bride-bed of the world receive 
A foreigner, a heathen, and a Have ? 
Or, grant thy paffion has ihefe names deftroy’d ; 
That love, like death, makes all diftimftions void 
Yet in his empire o’er thy abjeft breaft, 
His ffames and torments only are exprefs’d : 
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His rage can in my fimiies alone relent: 
And all his joys follicit my confent. 
Soft love, fpontaneous tree, its parted root 
Muft from two hearts with equal vigour fhoot; 
Whilfl: each delighted and delighting, gives 
The pleafing exftafy which each receives : 
Cheriih’d with hope, and fed with joy, it grows : 
Its chearful buds their op’ning bloom difclofe; 
And round the happy foil diffufive odour flows. 
If angry Fate that mutual care denies; 
The fading plant bewails its due fupplies: 
Wild with defpair, or fick^with grief, it dies. 

By force beads aft, and are by force redrain’d; 
The human mind by gentle means is gain’d. 
Thy ufelefs drength, midaken king, employ: 
Sated with rage, and ignorant of joy, 
Thou (halt not gain what I deny to yield ; 
Nor reap the harved, though thou fpoil’d the field. 
Know, Solomon, thy poor extent of fway; 
Contraft thy brow, and Ifrael fhali obeyt: 
But wilful love thou mud with fmiles appeafe ; 
Approach his awful throne by jud degrees; 
And, if thou would’d be happy, learn to pleafe. 

Not that thofe arts can here fuccefsful prove; 
For I am dedin’d to another’s love. 

I 

Beyond the cruel bounds of thy command. 
To my dear equal, in my native land. 
My plighted vow I gave: I his receiv’d : 
Each fwore with truth; with pleafure each believ’d. 
The mutual contraft was to heav’n convey’d; 
In equal fcales the bufy angels weigh’d 
Its folemn force, and clapp’d their wings, and fpreai 
The lading roll, recording what was feid. 

L 3 
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Now in nry heart beholtl thy poniard ftain’d; 
Take the fad life which I have long difdain’d : 
End, in a dying virgin’s wretched fate. 
Thy ill-ftarr’d paflion, and my lledfafl hate. 
For, long as blood informs thefe circling veins. 
Or fleeting breath its lateft pow’r retains; 
Hear me to Egypt’s vengeful gods declare, 
Hate is my part : Be thine, O king, defpair. 

Now flrike, the faid, and open’d bare her breaft ; 
Stand it in Juda’s chronicles confefs’d, 
That David’s fon, by impious paffion mov’d. 
Smote a fhe'-flave, and murder’d what he lov’d. 
Afliam’d, confus’d, 1 flatted from the bed, 
And to my fori!, yet uncollefted, faid : 
Into thyfelf, fond Solomon, return ; 
Refleft again, and thou again fhalt mourn. 
When 1 through number’d year; have pleafure fought. 
And in vain hope the wanton phantom caught; 
To mock my fenfe, and mortify my pride, 
’Tis in another’s pow’r, and is deny’d. 
Am I king, great heav’n ! does life or death 
Hang on the wrath or mercy of my breath ; 
While kneeling I my fervant’s fmiles implore. 
And one mad dam’fel dares difpute my pow’r ? 

To ravifb her ? that thought was foon deprefs’d. 
Which muft debafe the monarch to the heart. 
To fend her back ? O whither, and to whom ? 
To lands where Solomon muft never come; 
To that infulting rival’s happy arms, 
For whom, difdaining me, Pne keeps her charms. 

Fantaftic tyrant of the am’rous heart, 
How hard thy yoke! how cruel is thy dart! 
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Thole ’fcape thy anger who refufe thy fway; 
And thofe are punith’d moft who mod: obey. 
-See Judah’s king revere thy greater pow’r: 
What cand thou covet, or how triumph more? 
Why then, O Love, with an obdurate ear, 
Does this proud nymph reieft a monarch’s prayer ? 
Why to fome fimple fhepherd does (he run. 
From the fond arms of David’s.fav’rite fon : 
Why flies (he from the glories of a court. 
Where wealth and pleadire may thy reign fltpport, 
To fome poor cottage on the mountain’s brow. 
Now bleak with winds, and cover’d now with fnow : 
Where pinching want mud curb her warm defires, 
And houfhold-cares fupprefs thy genial fires ? 

Too aptly the afflifted heathens prove 
The force, while they ereft the (brines of love. 
His mydicform the artizans of Greece 
In wounded done, or molten gold exprcfs: 
And Cyprus to his godhead pays her vow : 
Fad in his hand the idol holds his bow : 
A quiver by his fide fudains a dore 
Of pointed darts, fad emblems of his pow’r : 
A pair of wings he has, which he extends 
Now to be gone; which now again he bends, 
Frone to return, as bed may ferve his wanton ends 
Entirely thus I find the fiend pourtray’d. 
Since fird, alas ! I faw the beauteous maid : 
I felt him drike; and now I fee him fly: 
Curs’d daemon ! O ! for ever broken lie 
Thofe fatal (hafts, by which I inward bleed ! 
O! can my wilhes yet o’ertake thy fpeed ! 

L4 
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Tir’d may’ft thou pant, and hang thy flagging wing 
Except thou turn’ft thy courie, refolv’d to bring 
The damfel back, and fave the love-fick king. 

My foul thus rtruggling in the fatal net, 
Unable to enjoy, or to forget: 
I reafon’d much, alas ! but more 1 lov’d; 
Sent and recall’d, ordain’d and difapprov’d : 
Till, hopelefs, plung’d in an abyfs of grief, 
I from neceflity receiv’d relief: 
Time gently aided to afl'u ge my pain; 
And vvifdom took once more the flacken’d rein. 

But, O how (hort my interval of woe ! 
Our griefs how fwift, our remedies how flow ! 
Another nymph, (for fo did heav’n ordain. 
To change the manner, but renew the pain;) 
Another nymph, amongft the many fair. 
That made my fofter hours their folemn care. 
Before the reft affeftcd (fill to ftand ; 
And watch’d my eye, preventing my command. 
Abra, Ihe fo was call’d, did fooneft hafte 
To grace my prefence; Abra went the laft : 
Abra was ready ere 1 call’d her name; 
And, though I call’d another, Abra came. 

Her equals firft obferv’d her growing zeal, 
And, laughing, glofs’d that Abra ferv’d fo well. 
To me her aftions did unheeded die, 
Or were remark’d but with a common eye; 
Till, more appriz’d of what the rumour faid, 
More I obfeyv’d peculiar in the maid. 
The fun declin’d had (hot his weftern ray, 
When, tir’d with bufiaefs of the folemn day, 
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I purpos’d to unbend the ev’ning hours, 
Apd banquet private in the women’s bow'rs. 
I call’d before I fat to wafh my hands; 
For fo the precept of the law commands. 
Love had ordain’d, that it was Abra’s turn 
To mix the fweets, and minifter the urn. 

With awful homage and fubmidive dread 
The maid approach’d, on my declining head 
To pour the oils : She trembl’d as fhe pour’d ; 
With an unguarded look (he now devour’d 
My nearer face : And now recall’d her eye, 
And heav’d, and drove to hide a fudden figh. 
And whence, faid I, canft thou have dread or pain 
What can thy imag’ry of forrow mean ? 
Secluded from the world, and all its care. 
Haft thou to grieve or joy, to hope or fear ? 
For fure, I added, fure thy little heart 
Ne’er felt Love’s anger, or receiv’d his dart. 

Abalh’d, (he blufh’d, and with diforder fpoke : 
Her rifing lhame adorn’d the words it broke. 
- If the great mafter will defcend to hear 
The humble feries of his hand-maid’s care ; 
O! while fhe tells it, let him not put on 
The look that awes the nations from the throne: 
O ! let not death fevere in glory lie 
In the king’s frown, and terror of his eye. 

Mine to obey; Thy part is to ordain t 
And though to mention be to fufFer pain; ■ 
If the king fmilcs whilft I my woe recite ; 
If weeping, I find favour in his fight; 
Flow fall my tears, full rifing his delight. 
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O! witnefs earth beneath, and heav’n above; 
For can I hide it r I am fick of love : 
If madnefs may the name of pallion bear; 
Or love be call’d, what is indeed delpair. 

Thou fov’reign Pow’r, whole fecret will controuls 
The inward bent and motion of our fouls! 
Why haft thou plac'd fuch infinite degrees 
Between the caufe and cure of my difeafe ? 
The mighty objeft of that raging fire. 
In which unpity’d Abra muft expire; 
Had he been born fome fimple ftiepherd’s heir, 
The lowing herd, or fleecy Iheep his care; 
At morn with him I o’er the hills had run, 
Scornful of wintei’s froft, and fummer’s fun, 
Still alking where he made his flock to reft at noon. 
For him at night, the dear expedfed gueft, 
I had with hafty joy prepar’d the feaft; 
And from the cottage, o’er the diftant plain, 
Sent forth my longing eye to meet the fwain ; 
Wav’ring, impatient, tofs’d by hope and fear; 
Till he and joy together (hould appear; 
And the lov’d dog declare his mafter near. 
On my declining neck, and open breaft 
I fhould have lull’d the lovely youth to reft; 
And from beneath his head, at dawning day, 
With fofteft care have ftolen my arm away; 
To rife, and from the fold releafe the Ihecp; 
Fond of his flock, indulgent to his fleep. 

Or if kind heav’n, propitious to my flame, 
(For fure from heav’n the faithful ardor came,) 
Had blefs’d my life, and deck’d my natal hour 
With height of title, and extent of pow’r : 
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Without a crime roy pafljon had afpir’d. 
Found the lov’d prince, and told what I defir’d. 

Then I had come, preventing Sheba’s queen, 
To fee the comelieft of the fons of men ; 
To hear the charming poet’s am’rous fong, 
And gather honey failing from his tongue ; 
To take the fragrant kifles of his mouth, 
Sweeter than breezes of her native fouth ; 
Likening his grace, his perfon, and his mien 
To all that great and beauteous I had feen. 
Serene and bright his eyes, as folar beams 
Reflefting temper’d light from cryftal dreams; 
Ruddy as gold his cheek ; his bofom fair 
As filver ; the curl’d ringlets of his hair 
Kiack as the raven’s wing ; his lip more red 
Than eaftc-rn coral, or the fcarlet thread; 
Even his teeth, and white like a young flock 
Coeval, newly (horn from the clear brook 
Recent, and blanching on the funny rock. 
Iv'ry, with faphirs interfpers’d, explains 
liow white his hands, how blue the manly veins. 
Columns of polilh’d marble, firmly fet 
On golden bafes, are his legs and feet. 
His flatnre all majeftic, ail divine, 

" Straight as the palm-tree, flrong as is the pine. 
Saffron and myrrh are on his garments (hed; 
And everlafling fweets bloom round his head. 
What utter I ? where am I ? wretched maid! 

; Die, Abra, die! too plainly haft thou faid 
» Thy foul’s defire to meet his high embrace. 

And bleffings damp’d upon thy future race; 
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To bid attentive nations blefs thy womb, 
With unborn monarchs charg’d, and Solomons to come. 

Here o’er her fpeech her flowing eyes prevail. 
O fooliih maid ! and O unhappy tale! 
My fuff’ring heart for ever fliall defy 
New wounds and danger from a future eye. 
O ! yet my tortur’d fenfes deep retain 
The wretched mem’ry of my former pain. 
The dire affront, and my Egyptian chain. 

As time, I faid, may happily efface 
That cruel image of the king’s difgrace; 
Imperial reafon Aral! refume her feat, 
And Solomon, once fall’n, again be great. 
Betray’d by paffion, as fubdu’d in war. 
We wifely (hall exert a double care ; 
Nor ever ought a fecond time to err. 

This Abra then  
I faw her; ’twas humanity; it gave 
Some refpite to the forrows of my flave. 
Her fond excefs proclaim’d her paffion true; 
And generous pity to that truth was due. 
Well I intreated her, who well deferv’d ; 
I call’d her often, for (he always ferv’d. 
Ufe made her perfon eafy to my fight; 
And eafe infenfibly produc’d delight. 

Whene’er I revell’d in the women’s bow’rs, 
(For firft 1 fought her but at loofer hours,) 
The apples (he had gather’d fmelt mod fweet: 
The cake (he kneaded was the fav’ry meat: 
But fruits their odour loft, and meats their tafte ; 
If gentle Abra had not deck’d the feaft. 

I 
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Difhonour’d did the fparkling goblet Hand : 
Unlefs receiv’d from gentle Abra’s hand : 
And when the virgins form’d the ev’ning choir, 
Railing their voices to the mailer lyre ; 
Too flat I thought this voice, and that too thrill ^ 
One (how’d too much, and one too little (kill ; 
Nor could my foul approve the mufic’s tone: 
’Till all was bulb’d, and Abra fung alone. 
Fairer (he feem’d, dillinguith’d from the reft ; 
And better mien difclos’d, as better dreft. 
A bright tiara round her forehead ty’d, 
To jufter bounds confin’d its riling pride : 
The blufhing ruby on her fnowy breaft, 
Render’d its panting whitcnefs more confeft : 
Bracelets of pearl gave roundnefs.to her arm ; 
And ev’ry gem augmented ev’ry charm. 
Her fenies pleas’d, her beauty Hill improv’d ; 
And (he more lovely grew, as more belov’d. 

And now I cold behold, avow, and blame 
The fev’ral follies of my former flame ; 
Willing my heart for recompcnce to prove, 
The certain joys that lie in profp’rous love. 
For what, faid I, from Abra can I fear. 
Too humble to infult, to foft to be levere ? 
The damfel’s Ibie ambition is to pleafe : 
With freedom I may like, and quit with eafe : 
She fooths, but never can enthral my mind : 
Why may not peace and love for once be join’d ? 

Great heav'n! how frail thy creature man is made! 
How by himfelf infenfibly betray’d! 
In our own ftrength unhappily fecure. 
Too little cautious of th’ adverfe pow’r ; 
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And by the blaft of felf-opinion mov’d, 
We wifh to charm, and feek to be belov’d ; 
On pleafure’s flowing brink we idly ftray, 
Matters as yet of our returning way ; 
Seeing no danger, we difarm our mind ; 
And give our conduft to the waves and wind : 
Then in the flow’ry mead, or verdant (hade 
To wanton dalliance negligently laid, 
We weave the chaplet, and we crown the bowl ; 
And finding fee the nearer waters roll; 
’Till the ftrong gufts of raging paffion rile ; 
’Till the diretempeft mingles earth and (kies; 
And fwift into the boundlefs ocean born, 
Our foolilh confidence too late we mourn : 
Round our devoted heads the billows beat : 
And from our troubl’d view the letten’d lands retreat. 

O mighty Love! from thy unbounded pow’r 
How (hall the human bofom reft fecure ? 
How (hall our thought avoid the various fnare ? 
Or wifilom to our caution’d foul declare 
The diff’rent (hapes thou pleaftft to employ, 
When bent to hurt, and certain to deftroy ? 
The haughty nymph in open beauty dreft, 
To-day encounters our unguarded bread: : 
She looks with majefty, and moves with (late : 
Unbent her foul, and in misfortune great, J 
She fcorns the world, and dares the rage of fate. J 

Here whilft we take ftern manhood for our guide, 
And guard our conduft with becoming pride; 
Charm’d with the courage in her aftion (hown. 
We praife her mind, the image of our own. 
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She that can pleafe, is certain to perfuade: 
To-day belov’d, to morrow is obey’d. 
We think we fee thro’ reafon’s optic right; 
Nor find, how beauty’s rays elude our fight ; 
Struck with her eye, whilft we applaud her mind : 
And when we fpeak her great, we wifh her kind. 

To-morrow, cruel pow’r, thou arm’ft the fair 
With flowing forrow, and dilhevel’d hair ; 
Sad her complaint, and humble is her talc. 
Her fighs explaining where her accents fail. 
Her gen’rous foftnefs warms the honeft breaft : 
We raife the fad, and fuccour the diftrefs’d: 
And whilft our wilh prepares our kind relief : 
Whilft pity mitigates her rifing grief : 
We ficken foon from her contagious care ; 
Grieve for her forrows, groan for her defpair; 
And again ft love too late thole bofoms arm, 
Which tears can foften, and which fighs can warm. 

Againft this nearcft, cruelleft of foes, 
What (hall wit meditate, or force oppofe ? 
Whence, feeble nature, lhall we fummon aid ; 
If by our pity, and our pride betray’d ? 
External remedy lhall we hope to find. 
When the clofe fiend has gain’d our treach’rous mind? 
Infulting there does reafon’s pow’r deride; 
And, blind himfelf, condufts the dazi’d guide ? 
My conqueror now, my lovely Abra held 
My freedom in her Chains ; my heart was fill’d 
With her, with her alone: In her alone 
It fought its peace and joy : While fhe was gone. 
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It figh’d, and griev’d, impatient of her flay : ^ 
Return’d, fhe chas’d tbofe fighs, that grief away : f 
Her abfence made the night : Her prefence brought f 

the day. ' 
The bail, the play, the made by turns fucceed. 

For her I make the long : The dance with her I lead. 
I court her various in each fhape and drefs, 
That luxury may form, or thought exprefs. 

To-day beneath the palm-tree on the plains 
Jn Deborah’s aims and habit Abra reigns : 
The wreath denoting conqueft guides her brow : 
And low, like Barak, at her feet 1 bow. 
The mimic chorus fings her profp'rous hand ; 
As die had flain the foe, and fav’d the land. 

To-morrow fne approves a fofterair; 
Forfakes the pomp and pageantry of war; 
The form of peaceful Abigail aflhmes ; 
Aqd from the village with the prefent comes : 
The youthful band depofe their giitt’ring arms ; 
Receive her bounties, and recite her charms; 
Whilfl I aflume my father’s ftep and mien, 
To meet with due regard my future queen. 

If hap’ly Abra’s will be now inclin’d 
To range the woods, or chace the flying hind : 
Soon as the fun awakes, the fprightly court 
Leave their repofe, and haften to the fport. 
In leflen’d royalty, and humble ftate. 
Thy king, Jerufalem, defeends to wait 
Till Abra comes.1 She comes: A milk-white (lead 
Mixture of Perfia’s and Arabia’s breed, 
Suftains the nymph : Her garments flying loofe, 
(As the Sidonian maids or Thracian ufe,) 
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And half her knee, and half her bread appear, 
By art, like negligence, difclos’d, and bare; 

1 Her left hand guides the hunting courfer’s flight: 
!i A filver bow (he carries in her right : 
! And from the golden quiver at her fide, 

Rudies the ebon arrow’s feather’d pride : 
Saphirs and diamonds on her front difplay 

1 An artificial moon’s increafing ray. 
Diana, huntrefs, midrefs of the groves. 

The fav’rite Abra fpeaks, and looks, and moves. 
Her, as the prefent goddefs, I obey : 
Beneath her feet the captive game I lay. 
The mingl’d chorus fings Diana’s fame : 
Clarions and horns in louder peals proclaim 
Her mydic praife : The vocal triumphs bound 
sAgaind the hills : The hills refleft the found. 
3f tir’d this evening with the hunted woods, 
I'o the large fiih-pools, or the glafly floods 
Her mind to morrow points : A thoufand hands 
To-night employ’d, obey the king’s commands. 
Upon the wat’ry beach an artful pile 
Of planks is join’d, and forms a moving ifle. 
k golden chariot in the midd is fet; 
And filver cygnets feem to feel its weight. 
Abra, bright queen, afcends her gaudy throne, 
ifi femblance of the Grecian Venus known : 
.Titons and fea-green Naiads round her move ; 

1 And fing in moving drains the force of love : 
'Vhild as th’ approaching pageant does appear; 
ind echoing crouds fpeak mighty Venus near ; 

her adorer, too devoutly dand, 
'alt on the utmod margin of the land; 

Vol. II. M 
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With arms and hopes extended, to receive 
The fancy’d goddefs rifing from the wave. 
O fubject reafon! O imperions love! 
Whither yet further would my folly rove ? 
Is it enough, that Abra (hould be great 
In the wall’d palace, or the rural feat ? 
That malking habits, and a borrow’d name 
Contrive to hide my plenitude of lhame ? 
No, no : Jerufalem combin’d muft fee 
My open fault, and regal infamy. 
Solemn a month is deftin’d for the feafl: : 
Abra invites : The nation is the gueft. 
To have the honour of each day fuflain’d, 
The woods are travers’d, and the lakes are drain’d ; 
Arabia’s wilds, and Egypt’s, are explor’d : 
The edible creation decks the board : 
Hardly the phoenix ’fcapes  
The men their lyres, the maids their voices raife, 
To fing my happinefs, and Abra’s praife ; 
And (lavilh bards our mutual loves rehearfe 
In lying ftrains, and ignominious verfe : 
While from the banquet leading forth the bride, 
Whom prudent love from public eyes fhould hide ; 
I thow her to the world, confefs’d and known 
Queen of my heart, and partner of my throne. 

And now her friends and flatt’rers fill the court: 
From Dan, and from Beerlheba they refort: 
They barter places, and difpofe of grants, 
Whole provinces unequal to their wants. 
They teach her to recede, or to debate; 
With toys of love to mix affairs of flate; 
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By praftis’d rules her empire to fecure ; 
And in my pleafure make my ruin lure. 
They gave, and flic transferred the curs’d advice, 
That monarchs fhould their inward foul difguife, > 

uDiflemble and command, be falfe and wife; j 
By ignominious arts for fervile ends 
Should compliment their foes, and (bun their friends. 
And now I leave the true and juft fupports 
Of legal princes, and of honeft courts, 
Barziliai’s and the fierce Benaiah’s heirs; 
Whofe fires, great partners in my father’s cares, 
Saluted their young king at Hebron crown’d. 
Great by their toil, and glorious by their wound. 
And now, unhappy council, I prefer, 
Thofe whom my follies only made me fear, 
Old Corah’s brood, and taunting Shemei’s race ; "X 
Mifcreants, who ow’d their lives to David’s grace ; / 
iTho’ they had fpurn’d his rule, and curs’d him to f” 

his face. ) 
Still Abra’s pow’r, my fcandal ftill increas’d; 

tuftice fubmitted to what Abra pleas’d : 
:Ier will alone could fettle or revoke : 
%nd law was fix’d by what Ihe lateft fpoke. 

Ifrael neglected, Abra was my care : 
only atfted, thought, and liv’d for her. 
durft not reafon with my wounded heart, 

ibra poflefs’d; ftie was its better part. 
3! had 1 now review’d the famous caufe, 
iVhich gave my righteous youth fo juft applaufcr 
in vain on the diffembl’d mother’s tongue 
dad cunning art and fly perfuafion hung ; 

M t 



1J O E M S U P 0 N 1S0 

And real care in vain, and native love 
In the true parent’s panting breaft had drove; 
While both deceiv’d-had feen the dedin’d child 
Or flain, or fav’d, as Abra frown’d or dnil’d. 

Unknowing to command, proud to obey, 
A lifelefs king, a royal (hade I lay. 
Unheard the injur’d orphans now complain : 
The widow’s cries addrtfs the throne in vain. 
Caufes unjudg’d difgrace the loaded file ; 
And deeping laws the king’s negleft revile. 
No more the elders throng’d around my throne. 
To hear my maxims, and reform their own. 
No more the young nobility were taught, 
How Mofes govern’d, and how David fought. 
Loofe and undifciplin’d the foldier lay ; 
Or lod in drink and game the folid day : 
Porches and fchools, defign’d for public good. 
Uncover’d, and with fcaffolds cumber’d flood. 
Or nodded, threat’ning ruin  
Half pillars wanted their exptfled height; 
And roofs imperfeft prejudic’d the fight. 
The artifls grieve; the lab’ring people droop: 
My father’s legacy, my country’s hope, 
God’s temple lies unfinifh’d  

The wife and grave deplor’d their monarch’s fate. 
And future mifehiefs of a finking ffate. 
Is this, the ferious laid, is this the man, 
Whofe aflive foul thro’ ev’ry fcience ran ? 
Who by juft rule and elevated fkill 
Prefcrib’d the dubious bounds of good and ill l 
Whofe golden fayings, and immortal wit. 
On large phylacteries expreffire writ, 
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Were to the forehead of the Rabbins ty’d, 
Our youth’s inftruftion, and our age’s pride ? 
Could not the wife his wild defires rellrain ? 
Then was our hearing, and his preaching vain! 
What from his life and letters w ere we taught. 
But that his knowledge aggravates his fault ? 

In lighter mood the humorous and the gay 
(As crown’d with rofes at their feafts they lay) 
Sent the full goblet, charg’d with Abra’s name. 
And charms fuperior to their mailer’s fame : 
Laughing ibme praife the king, who let ’em fee. 
How aptly luxe and empire might agree : 
Some glofs’d, how love and wifdom were at flrife; 
And brought my proverbs to confront my life. 
However, friend, here’s to the king, one cries : 
To him who was the kingj the friend replies. 
The king, for Judah’s, and for wifdom’s curfe, 
To Abra yields : Could I, or thou do worfe: 
Our loofer lives let chance or folly fleer : 
If thus the prudent and determin’d err. 
Let Dinah bind with flow’rs her flowing hair : 
And touch the lute, and found the wanton air ; 
Let us the blefs without the fting receive, 
Free, as we will, or to enjoy, or leave. 
Plcafures on levity’s fmooth furface flow: 
Thought brings the weight, that finks the foul to woe.. 
Now be this maxim to the king convey’d, 
And added to the thoufand he has made. 

Sadly, O Reafon, is thy pow’r exprefs’d. 
Thou gloomy tyrant of the frighted bread! 

M j 
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And harlh the rules, which we from thee receive; 
If for our wifdom we our pleafnre give: 
And more to think he only more to grieve. 
If Judah’s king, at thy tribunal try’d, 
Forfakes his joy, to vindicate his pride ; 
And changing forrows, I am only found [bound. 
Loos’d from the chains of love, in thine more ftriftly 

But do I call thee Tyrant, or complain, 
How hard thy laws, how abfolute thy reign ? 
While thou, aias! art but an empty name 
To no two men, who e’er difeours’d, the fame ; 
The idle product of a troubled thought. 
In borrow’d lhapes, and airy colours wrought; 
A fancy’d line, and a reflefted (hade ; 
A chain which man to fetter man has made, 
By artifice impos’d, by fear obey’d. 
Yet, wretched name, or arbitrary thing. 
Whence ever I thy cruel eflence bring, 
I own thy influence; for I feel thy fling : 
Reluftant I perceive thee in my foul. 
Form’d to command, and deflin’d to controul. 

Yes; thy infulting dittates fhall be heard : 
Virtue for once ftiall be her own reward. 
Yes; rebel Ifrael, this unhappy maid 
Shall be difmifs’d: The crow’d fhall be obey’d ; 
The king his paflion, and his rule (hall leave, 
No longer Abra’s, but the people’s (lave. 
My coward foul fhall bear its w'ayward fate : 
1 will, alas ! be wretched, to be great ; 
And figh in royalty, and grieve in ftate. 

1 faid : Refolv’d to plunge into my grief 
At once fo far, as to expedt relief 
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! From my defpair alone  
I chofe to write the thing I durft not fpeak 
To her I lov’d; to her 1 nmfl forefake. 
The harfli epiftle labour’d much to prove. 
How inconfiftent majefty and love. 
I always (hould, it faid, efteem her well; 
But never fee her more. It bid her feel 
No future pain for me; but inflant wed 
A lover more proportion’d to her bed ; 

I And cjuiet dedicate her remnant life 
To the juft duties of an humble wife. 

She read ; and forth to me the wildly ran, 
To me, the cafe of all her former pain. 
She kneel’d, intreated, ftruggl’d, threaten’d, cry’d, 
And with alternate patlion liv’d, anddy’d: 
’Till now deny’d the liberty to mourn, 
And by rude fury from my pretence torn, 

I This only objett of my real care. 
Cut off from hope, abandon’d to defpair, 
In fome few porting fatal hours is hurl’d [world. 
From wealth, from pow’r, from love, and from the 

Here tell me, if thou dar’ft, my confcious foul, 
What different forrows did within me roll? 
What pangs, what fires, what racks didft thou fuftain ? 
What fad viciffitudes of fmarting pain ? 
How oft from pomp and (late did I remove, 

1 To feed defpair, and cherifh hopelefs love? 
How oft, all day, recall’d I Abra’s charms, 
Her beauties prefs’d, and panting in my arms ? 
How oft, with fighs, view’d ev’ry female face, 

I Where mimic fancy might her likenefs trace ? 
M 4 
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How oft defn’d to fly from Ifrael’s throne, 
And live in (hades with her and love alone ? 
How oft, all night, purfu’d her in my dreams, 
O’er flow’ry vallies, and thro’ cryftal ftreams ; 
And waking view’d with grief the riling f.m; 
And fondly mourn’d the dear delufion gone ? 

When thus the gather’d (forms of wretched love, 
In my fwoln bofom, with long war had ftrove ; 
At length they broke their bounds : At length their 

force 
Bore down whatever met its flronger courfe : 
Laid all the civil bonds of manhood wade : 
And fcatter’d ruin, as the torrent pafs’d. 

So from the hills, whofe hollow caves contain 
The congregated fnow, and dwelling rain ; > 
’Till the full (lores their ancient bounds difdain ; J 
Precipitate the furious torrent flow's : 
In vain would fpeed avoid, or (Irength oppofe ; 
Towns, forefls, herds, and men promifeuous drown’d, ") 
With one great death deform the dreary ground : C 
The echo’d woes from didant rocks refound. ^ 
And now, what impious ways my wifhes took ; 
How they the monarch and the man forfook ; 
And how I follow’d an abandon’d will. 
Thro’ crooked paths, and fad retreats of ill ; 
How Judah's daughters now, now foreign (laves, 
By turns my prodituted bed receives : 
Thro’ tribes of women how I loofely rang’d 
Impatient; lik’d to-night, to-morrow chang’d; 
And by the indimd of capricious lud. 
Enjoy’d, difdain’d, was grateful, or unjud : 
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[ O, be thefe fcenes from humau eyes conceal’d, 
In clouds of decent filence juftly veil’d! 
O, be the wanton images convey’d 
To black oblivion and eternal lhade! 
Or let their fad epitome alone, 
And outward lines to future age be known, 
Enough to propagate the fure belief, 

1 That vice engenders fhame ; and folly broods o’er 
grief. 

Bury’d in doth, and loft in eafe I lay : 
v The night I revell’d, and I flept the day. 

Now heaps of feuel damp’d my kindling fires ; 
And daily change extinguifh’d young defires : 
By its own force deftroy’d, fruition ceas’d ; 
And always-weary’d, I was never pleas’d. 
No longer now does my neglefted mind 
Its wonted Bores, and old ideas find. 
Fix’d judgernetit there no longer does abide, 

: To take the true, to fet the falfe alide. 
No longer does fwift mem’ry trace the cells. 
Where fpringing wit, or young invention dwells : 
Frequent debauch to habitude prevails : 
Patience of toil, and love of virtue fails, 

j By fad degrees impair’d my vigour dies; 
’’Fill I command no longer ev’n in vice, 
n The women on my dotage build their fway : 
They afk; I grant: They threaten; I obey. 
In regal garments now I gravely Bride, 
Aw’d by the Perfian damfel’s haughty pride. 
Now with the loofer Syrian dance, and firrg, 
In robes tuck’d up, opprobrious to the king. 
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Charm’d by their eyes, their manners I acquire, 
And fhape my foolidinefs to their defire. 

Seduc’d and aw’d by the Philiftine dame, 
At Dagon’s (hrine I kindle impious flame. 
With the Chaldean’s charms her rites prevail ; 
And curling frankincenfe afcends to Baal. 
To each new harlot I new altars diets ; 
And ferve her god, whofe perfon I carefs. 

Where, my deluded fenfe, was reafon flown ? 
Where the high majefty of David’s throne ? 
Where all the maxims of eternal truth, 
With which the living God inform’d my youth ? 
When with the lewd Egyptian I adore 
Vain idols, deities that ne’er before 
In Ifrael’s land had fix’d their dire abodes; 
Bealtly divinities, and droves of gods; 
Ofiris, Apis, pow’rs that chew the cud, 
And dog Annubis, flatt’rer for his food : 
When in the woody hill’s forbidden fhade 
I carv’d the marble, and Invok’d its aid ; 
When in the fens to fnakes and flies, with zeal 
Unworthy human thought, l proftrate fell ; 
To Ihrubs and plants my viie devotion paid ; 
And fet the bearded leek, to which 1 pray’d : 
When to all beings facred rites were giv’n ; 
Forgot the Arbiter of earth and heav’n. 

Thro’ thefe fad (hades, this chaos in my foul. 
Some feeds of light at length began to roll. 
The rifing motion of an infant ray 
Shot glimm’ring through the cloud, and promis’d day. 
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And now one moment able to reflect, 
1 found the king abandon’d to negleft. 
Seen without awe, and ferv’d without refpedl; 
I found my fubjefts amicably join. 
To lelTen their defefts by citing mine. 
The pried with pity pray’d for David’s race ; 
And left his text, to dwell on my difgrace. 
The father, whilft he warn’d his erring fon. 
The fad examples which he ought to fliun, 
Defcrib’d, and only nam’d not Solomon. 
Each bard, each fire did to his pupil ling, 
A wile child better than a fooliih king. 

Into myfelf my reafon’s eye I turn'd : 
And as I much reflefted, much I mourn’d. 
A mighty king I am, an earthly god : 
Nations obey my word, and wait my nod. 
I raife or fink, imprifon or fet free ; 
And life or death depends on my decree. 
Fond the idea, and the thought is vain : 
O’er Juda’s king ten thoufand tyrants reign; 
Legions of lull, and various pow’rs of ill 
Infult the mailer’s tributary will: 
And he, from whom the nations fhould receive 
Jullice and freedom, lies himfelf a Have; 
Tortur’d by cruel change of wild delires, 
Lalh’d by mad rage, and fcorch’d by brutal fires. 

O Realbn ! once again to thee I call: 
Accept my forrow, and retrieve my fall. 
Wifdom, thou fay’ll, from heav’n receiv’d her birth 
Her beams tranfmitted to the fubjefl earth. 
Yet this great emprefs of the human foul 
Does only with imagin’d pow’r controul; 
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If reftlefs paffion, by rebellious fway, 
Compels the weak uforper to obey. 

O troubled, weak, and coward, as thou art! 
Without thy poor advice, the lab’ring heart 
To worfe extremes with fwifter fteps would run, 
Not fav’d by virtue, yet by vice undone. 

Oft have I faid, the praife of doing well 
Is to the ear as ointment to the fmell. 
Now if fome flies, perchance, however fmall, 
Into the alabafter urn fhould fall ; 
The odours of the fweets inclos’d would die; 
And (tench corrupt (fad change!) their place fuppiy. 
So the lead faults, if mix’d with faired deed, 
Of future ill become the fatal feed : 
Into the balm of pured virtue cad, 
Annoy all life with one contagious bl A. 

Lofl Solomon! purfue this thought no more : 
Of thy pad errors recolleft the dore ; 
And (ilent weep, that, while the deathlefs Mufe 
Shall ling thejud; (hall o’er their head dirfufe 
Perfumes with lavifh hand; (he (hall proclaim 
Thy crimes alone ; and to thy evil fame 
Impartial, fcatter damps and poifons on thy name. 

Awaking, therefore, as who long had dream’d, 
Much of my women, and their gods afliam’d, 
From this abyfs of exemplary vice, 
Rcfolv’d, as time might aid my thoughts, to rife; 
Again 1 bid the mournful goddefs write 
The fond purfuit of fugitive delight : 
liid. her exalt her melancholy wing. 
And, rais’d from earth, and fav’d from paflion, (ing 
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Of human hope by crofs events deftroy’d ; 
Of ufelefs wealth, and greatnefs unenjoy’d ; 
Of lull: and love, with their fantaftic train, 
Their wilhes, fmiles, and looks, deceitful; all in vain. 
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THIRD BOOK. 

THE ARGUMENT. 
Solomon confiders man through the feveral ftages 

and conditions of life; and concludes, in general, that 
we are all miferable. He reflefts more particularly 
upon the trouble and uncertainty of greatnefs and 
power; gives fome inftances thereof, from Adam 
down to hirafelf; and flill concludes that all is Va- 
nity. He reafons again upon life, death, and a fu- 
ture being ; finds human wifdom too imperfedt to 
refolve his doubts; has recourfe to religion; is in- 
formed by an angel what (hall happen to himfelf, 
his family, and his kingdom, till the redemption of 
Ifrael: And, upon the whole, refolves to fubmit his 
inquiries and anxieties to the will of his Creator. 

TEXTS chiefly alluded to in this 
BOOK. 

Or ever the filver cord be loofed, or the golden bowl be 
broken, or the pitcher be broken at the fountain, 
or the wheel broken at the ciltern. Ecclefiaftes, 
chap. xii. ver. t. 

The fun arifeth, and the fun goeth down, and hafleth 
to his place where he arofe. Ecclefiaftcs, chap. i. 
ver. j. 



Texts chiefly alluded to in this Book. 
The wind goeth toward the fouth, and turneth about 

unto the north. It whirleth about continually ; and 
the wind returneth again, according to his circuits, 
ver. 6. 

All the rivers run into the fea, yet the fea is not full. 
Unto the place from whence the rivers come, thi- 
ther they return again, ver. 7. 

Then lhali the dull return to the earth, as it was: 
And the fpirit lhall return unto God who gave it. 
Ecclefiaftes, chap. xii. ver. 7. 

Now when Solomon had made an end of praying, the 
Are came down from heav’n, and confumed the 
burnt-offering, and the facrifices ; and the glory of 
the Lord filled the houfe. II. Chronicles, chap, 
vii. ver. 1. 

Ey the rivers of Babylon, there we fat down; yea we 
wept, when we remembered Sion, &c. Pfaim 
cxxxvii. ver. 1. 

T faid of laughter, it is mad ; and of mirth, what doeth 
it? Ecclefiaftes, chap. ii. ver. z. 

No man can find out the work that God maketh, from 
the beginning to the end. Eccleliaftes, chap. iii. 
ver. n. 

Whatfoever God doeth, it lhall be forever : Nothing 
can be put to it, nor any thing taken from it : And 
God doeth it, that men ihould fear before him. 
rer. 14. 

Let us hear the conclufion of the whole matter; fear 
God, and keep his commandments ; for this is the 
whole duty of man. Eccltliartes, chap. xii. ver. 13. 
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COME then, my Soul, I call thee by that name, 
Thou bufy thing, from whence I know I am : 

For knowing that 1 am, I know thou art; 
Since that mull needs exift, which can impart. 
Eut how thou cam’ft to be, or whence thy fpring : 
For various of thee priells and poets ling. 

Hear’ft thou fubmiflive, but a lowly birth, 
Some fep’rate particles of finer earth ; 
A plain efTeff which nature mull beget, 
As motion orders, and as atoms meet ; 
Companion of the body’s good or ill, 
From force of inflinft more than choice of will; 
Confcious of fear or valour, joy or pain, 
As the wild courfes of the blood ordain ; 
Who as degrees of heat and cold prevail, 
In youth doll flourilh, and with age Ibalt fail : 
’Till mingl’d with thy partner’s lateft breath, 
Thou fiy’ft dilTolv’d in air, and loft in death. 

Or if thy great exiftence would afpire 
To caufes more fublime ; of heav’nly fire 
Wert thou a fpark ftruck off, a fep’rate ray, 
Ordain’d to mingle with terreftrial clay ; 

Vol. II. N 
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With it condemn’d for certain years to dwell, 
To grieve its frailties, and its pains to feel; 
To teach it good and ill, difgrace or fame ; 
Pale it with rage, or redden it with fhame : 
To guide its aftions with informing care; 
In peace to judge, to conquer in the war; 
Render it agile, witty, valiant, fage, 
As fits the various courfe of human age ; 
’Till as the earthly part decays and falls. 
The captive breaks her prifon’s mould’ring walls; 
Hovers a while upon the fad remains. 
Which now the pile or fepulchre contains ; 
And thence with liberty unbounded flies, 
Impatient to regain her native Ikies. 

Whate’er thou art, where’er ordain’d to go, 
(Points which we rather may difpute, than know ;) 
Come on, thou little inmate of this bread:, 
Which for thy fake from paffions I dived : 
For thefe, thou fay’d, raife all the dormy drife, 
Which hinder thy repofe, and trouble life. 
Be the fair level of thy aftions laid, 
As temp’rance wills, and prudence may perfuade : 
Be thy affeftions undidurb’d and clear, 
Guided to what may great or good appear ; 
And try if life be worth the liver’s care, 
Amafs’d in man there judly is beheld 
What thro’ the whole creation has excell’d : 
The life and growth of plants, of beads the fenfe, 
The angel’s forecad and intelligence : 
Say, from thefe glorious feeds, what harved flows : 
Recount our blefiings, and compare our woes. 
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In its true light let cleared reafon fee 
The man dragg’d out to a£t, and forc’d to be ; 
Helplefs and naked on a woman’s knees. 
To be expos’d or rear’d as fhe may pleafe ; 
Feel her negleft, and pine from her difeafe. 
His tender eye by too direff a ray 
Wounded, and flying from unpraffis’d day ; 

, His heart aflaulted by invading air, 
And beating fervent to the vital war : 
To his young fenfe how' various forms appear ; 
That flrike his wonder, and excite his fear ? 
iiy his diftortions he reveals his pains; 
He by his tears, and by his fighs complains ; 
Till time and youth affift the infant wretch, 
Hy broken words, and rudiments of fpeecb, 
His wants in plainer characters to Ihow, 
And paint more perfect figures of his woe : 

i Condemn’d to facrifice his childilh years 
To babiing ignorance, and to empty fears ; 
To pafs the riper period of his age, 
Acting his part upon a crowded ftage ; 
To lilting toils expos’d, and endlefs cares, 
To open dangers, and to fecret fnares; 

,(To malice which the vengeful foe intends. 
And the more dangerous love of feeming friends. 
iHis deeds examin’d by the people’s will; 
Prone to forget the good, and blame the ill : 
Or fadly cenfur’d in their curs’d debate, 
Who in the fcorner’s, or the judge’s feat 
'pare to condemn the virtue which they hate. 
‘Or would he rather leave this frantic feene ; 
And trees and beads prefer to courts and men ? 

N * 
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In the remottft wood and lonely grot 
Certain to meet that word of evils, thought; 
Diff’rcnt ideas to his mem'ry brought: 
Some intricate,, as are the pathlefs woods; 
Impetuous home, as the dcfcending floods : 
With anxious doubts, with raging paflions torn, 
No fweet companion near, with whom to mourn; 
He hears the echoing rock return his lights ; 
And from himfelf the frighted hermit flies. 

Thus,-thro’ what path fbe’er we rove, 
Rage companies our hate, and grief our love : 
Vex’d with the prefent moment’s heavy gloom, 
Why feek we brightnefs from the years to come ? 
Difturb’d and broken like a lick man’s fleep, 
Our troubled thoughts to diffant profpefts leap : 
Defirous dill what flies us to o’ertake : 
For hope is but the dream of thofe that wake: 
But looking back, we fee the dreadful train 
Of woes, anew which were we to fudain, 
We Ihould refufe to tread the path again. 
Still adding grief, dill counting from the ftrd ; 
Judging the lated evils dill the word ; 
And fadly finding each progreflive hour 
Heighten their number, and augment their pow’r ; 
’ Fill by one ccuntlefs fum of woes oppred, 
Hoary with cares, and ignorant of red, 
We find the vital fprings relax’d and worn : 
Compell’d our common impotence to mourn. 
Thus thro’ the round of age, to childhood we re 

turn ; 
Reflecting find, that naked from the womb 
We yederday came forth ; that in the tomb 
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Naked again we mud to-morrow He ; 
Born to lament, to labour, and to die. 
Pafs we the ills, which each man feels or dreads, 
The weight or fall’n, or hanging o’er our heads; 
The bear, the lion, terrors of the plain ; 
The fheepfold fcatter’d, and the fhepherd Hain ; 
The frequent errors of the pathlefs wood, 
The giddy precipice, and the dang’rous flood : 
The noifome pe'Vlence, that, in open war, 
Terrible, marches thro’ the mid-day air, 
And fcatters death ; the arrow that by night 
Cuts the dank mid, and fatal wings its flight ; 
The billowing fnow, and violence of the (how’r. 
That from the hills difperie their dreadful dore, 
And o’er the vales eollefted ruin pour ; 
The worm that gnaws the ripening fruit, fad gued, 
Canker or locud hurtful to infed 
The blade; while bulks elude the tiller’s care; 
And eminence of want didinguilhes the year. 

Pafs we the flow difeafe, and fubtile pain, 
Which our weak frame is dedin’d to fudain : 
The cruel done, with congregated war 
Tearing his bloody way; the cold catarrh, 
With frequent impulfe, and continu’d drife, 
Weak’ning the waded feats of irkfome life ; 
The gout’s fierce rack, the burning fever’s rage ; 
The fad experience of decay; and age, 
Herfelf the fored ill; while death, and eafc, 
Oft and in vain invok’d, or to appeafe. 
Or end the grief, with hady wings recede 
From the vex’d patient, and the fickly bed, 

N 3 
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Nought (hall it profit, that the charming fair, 
Angelic, fofteft work of heav’n, draws near 
To the cold (haking paralytic hand, 
Stnfelcfs of beauty’s touch, or love’s command, 
Nor longer apt, or able to fulfil 
The dictates of its feeble mailer’s will. 

Nought (hall the pfaltry, and the harp avail, 
The pleafing fong, or well-repeated tale; 
When the quick (pints their warm march forbear 
And numbing coldnefs has unbrac’d the ear. 

The verdant rifing of the flow’ry bill, 
The vale enamcll’d, and the cbryftal rill, 
The ocean rolling, and the (helly fhore. 
Beautiful objefts, (hall delight no more; 
When the lax’d finews of the weaken’d eye 
In wat’ry damps, or dim fuffufion lie. 
Day follows night; the clouds return again 
After the falling of the latter rain ; 
Rut to the aged blind (hall ne’er return 
Grateful viciffitude : He (HU mud mourn 
The fun, and moon, and ev’ry (tarry light 
Eclips’d to him, and loft in everlafting night. 

Behold where Age’s wretched viftim lies : 
See his head trembling, and his half-clos’d eyes: 
Frequent for breath his panting bofom heaves : 
To broken deeps his remnant fenfe he gives : 
And only by his pains awaking, finds he lives. 

Loos’d by devouring time the filver cord 
Diflever’d lies : Unhonour’d from the board 
The chryftal urn, when broken is thrown by ; 
And apter utenfils their place fupply. 
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Thefe things and thou mud (hare one equal lot; 
Die, and be loft; corrupt, and be forgot; 
While ftill another, and another race 
Shall now fupply, and now give up the place. 
From earth all came, to earth muft all return ; 
Frail as the cord and brittle as the urn. 

But be the terror of thefe ills fupprefs’d : 
And view we man with health and vigour bleft. 
Home he returns with the declining fun. 
His deftin’d talk of labour hardly done ; 
Goes forth again with the afcending ray, 
Again his travel for his bread to pay, < 
And find the ill fufficient to the day. 
Hap’ly at night he does with horror Ihun 
A widow’d daughter, ora dying fon : 
His neighbour’s offspring he to-morrow fees y 
And doubly feels his want in their increafe ; 
The next day, and the next he muft attend 
His foe triumphant, or his buried friend. 
In ev’ry a<ft and turn of life he feels 
Public calamities, or houfhold-ills : 
The due reward to juft defert refus’d : 
The truft betray’d, the nuptial bed abus’d : 
The judge corrupt, the long depending caufe, 
And doubtful iffue of mifeonftru’d laws : 
The crafty turns of a difhoneft ftate, 
And violent will of the wrong-doing great : 
The venom’d tongue injurious to his fame, 
Which nor can wifdom fhun, nor fair advice reclaim, 

Efteem we thefe, my friends, event and chance, 
Produc’d as atoms form their flutt’ring dance ? 

N 4 
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Or higher yet their eflence may we draw, 
From deftin’d order, and eternal law ? 
Again, my Mufe, the cruel doubt repeat : 
Spring they, I fay, from accident, or fate ? 
Yet i'uch, we find, they are, as can controul 
The fervile adtions of our wav’ring foul , 
Can fright, can alter, or can chain the will; 
Their ills all built on life, that fundamental ill. 

O fatal fearch ! in which the lab’iing mind, 
Still prefs’d with weight of woe, flill hopes to find 
A fliadow of delight, a dream of peace, 
From years of pain one moment of releafe; 
Hoping at leaft Ihe may herfelf deceive, 
Againtt experience willing to believe; 
Delirous to rejoice, condemn’d to grieve. 

Happy the mortal man, who now at lafl 
Has thro’ this doleful vale of mis’ry part ; 
Who to his deflin’d ftage has carry’d on 
The tedious load, and laid his burden down : 
Whom the cut brafs, or wounded marble Ihows 
Vidlor o’er life, and all her train of woes. 
He happier yet, who privileg’d by fate 
To (horter labour, and a lighter weight, 
Receiv’d but yefterday the gift of breath, 
Order’d to-morrow to return to death. 
But, O! beyond defeription happieft he, 
Who ne’er muft roll on life’s tumultuous fea ; 
Who with blell freedom from the gen’ral doom 
Exempt, mull never force the teeming womb ; 
Nor fee the fun, nor fink into the tomb. 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. *sr 

Wlio breathes, muftfuffer; and who thinks, muft 
mourn : 

And he alone was blefs’d, who ne’er was born. 
“ Yet in thy turn, thou frowning preacher, hear ; 

“ Are not thefe general maxims too fevere ? 
“ Say : Cannot pow’r fecure its owner’s blifs ? 
“ And is not wealth the potent fire of peace ? C 
“ Are victors blefs’d with fame, or kings with eafe? S 

I tell thee, life is but one common care ; 
And man was born to fuffer, and to fear. 

“ But is no rank, no llation, no degree, 
“ From this contagious taint of forrow free ?” 

None, mortal, none : Yet in a bolder ftrain 
Let me this melancholy truth maintain : 
But hence, ye worldly, and profane, retire ; 
For 1 adapt my voice, and raife my lyre 
To notions not by vulgar ear receiv’d;  
Ye ftill mult covet life, and be deceiv’d : 
Your very fear of death (hall make ye try 
To catch the (hade of immortality : 
Wifhing on earth to linger, and to fave 
Part of its prey from the devouring grave ; 
To thofe who may furvive ye, to bequeath 
Something entire, in fpite of time and death ; 
A fancy’d kind of being to retrieve. 
And in a book, or from a building live. 
Falfe hope ! vain labour! let feme ages By : 
The dome (hall moulder, and the volume die : 
Wretches, Bill taught. Bill you will think it Brange, 
That all the parts of this great fabric change ; 
Quit their old Bation, and primaeval frame; 
And lofe their lhape, their eflence, and their name? 
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Reduce the fbng : Our hopes, our joys are vain : 
Our lot is forrow, and our portion pain. 

What paufe from woe, what hopes of comfort bring 
The name of wife or great, of judge or king ? 
What is a king, a man condemn’d to bear 
The poablic burden of the nation’s care ; 
Now crown’d, feme angry faction to appeafe; 
Now Llls a viftim to the people’s cafe : 
From the firft blooming of his ill-taught youth. 
Nourish’d in flatt’ry, and eftrang’d from truth : 
At home, furrounded by a fervile crowd. 
Prompt to abule, and in detraction loud 
Abroad, begirt with men, and fwords, and fpears ; 
His very ftate acknowledging his fears : 
Marching am it: ft a ihoufand guards, he fhows 
His fecret terror of a thouland foes ; 
In war, however prudent, great, or brave. 
To blind events, and fickle chance, a flave : 
Seeking to fettle what forever flies; 
Sure of the toil, uncertain of the prize. 

But he returns with conqueft on his brow • 
Brings up the triumph, and abfolves the vow : 
The captive generals to his tar are ty’d : "y 
The joyful citizens’ tumultuous tide > 
Echoing his glory, gratify his pride. J 
What is this triumph ? madnefs, Ihouts, and noife. 
One great collection of the people’s voice. • 
The wretches he brings back, in chains relate, 
What may to-morrow be the victor’s fate. 
The fpoils and trophies born before him, fhow "Y 
National lofs, and epidemic woe ; C 
Various dillrefs which he and his may know. \ 
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Does lie not mourn the valiant thoufands flain ; 
The heroes, once the glory of the plain, 
I.eft in the conflict of the fatal day, 
Or the wolves portion, or the vulture’s prey ? 
Does he not weep the laurel, which he wears 
Wet with the 1’oldier’s blood, and widow’s tears ? 

See where he comes, the darling of the war ! 
Sec millions crowding round the gilded, car ! 
In the vaft joys of this ecrtatic hour, 
And full fruition of fuccefsful pow’r, 
One moment and one thought might let him fcan 
The various turns of life, and fickle if ate of man. 

Are the dire images of fad diilruit. 
And popular change, obfcur’d amid the duff. 
That rites from the viffor’s rapid wheel ? 
Can the loud clarion, or fhrill fife repel 
The inward cries of care ? can nature’s voice 
Plaintive be drown’d, or lefTen’d in the noife ; 
Tho’ (bouts as thunder loud afflhft the air. 
Stun the birds now releas’d, and fhake the iv’ry chair 

• < Yon’ croud (he might refleff) yon’ joyful croud, 
Pleas’d with my honours, in my prailes loud, 
(Should fleeting viitory to the vaaquifh’d go ; 
Should fhe deprefs my arms, and raife the foe,) 
Would for that foe with equal ardor wait 
At the high palace, or the crouded gate ; 
With reftiefs rage would pull my ffatues down ; 
And call the brafs a-new to Ills renown. 

O impotent defire of worldly fway 1 
That I, who make the triumph of to-day. 
May of to-morrow’s pomp one part appear, 
Ghaflly with wounds, and iifelefs on the bier! 



POEMS UPON S.-04 

Then (vilenefs of mankind !) then of all thefe. 
Whom my dilated eye with labour fees, 
Would one, alas! repeat me good, or great, 
Wafh my pale body, or bewail my fate ? 
Or, march’d I chain’d behind the hoftile car, 
The viftor’s paftime, and the fport of war ; 
Would one, would one his pitying forrow lend, 
Or be fo poor to own he was my friend ? 
Avails it then, O Reafon, to be wife ? 
To fee this cruel feene with quicker eyes ? 
To know w ith more diflinflion to complain. 
And have fuperior fenfe in feeling pain ? 

Uet us revolve that roll w ith ftrifteft eye, 
Where fafe from time difiinguifh’d actions lie; 
And judge if greatnefs be exempt from pain ; 
Or pleafure ever may with pow’r remain. 

Adam, great type, for whom the world was made. 
The faireft blelfing to his arms convey’d, 
A charming wife ; and air, and lea, and land, 
And all that mov’d therein to his command 
Render’d obedient : Say, my penfive Mufe, 
What did thefe golden promifes produce ? 
Scarce lading life, he was of joy bereav’d : 
One day, I think, in Paradife he liv’d ; 
Dedin’d the next his journey to purfue. 
Where wounding thorns, and curfed thiftles grew. 
Ere yet he earns his bread, adown his brow, 
Inclin’d to earth, his lab’ring fweet mud flow : 
His limbs mud ake, with daily toiis oppred; 
Ere Iong-widl’d night brings necedary red : 
Still viewing with regret his darling Eve, 
He for her follies, and his own mud grieve. 
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Bewailing dill afrefh their hapiefs choice; 
His ear oft frighted with the imag’d voice 
Of heaven, when firft it thunder’d ; oft his view 
Aghaft, as when the infant-lightning flew; 
And the ftern cherub dop’d the fatal road. 
Arm’d with the flames of an avenging God. 
His younger fon on the polluted ground, 
Fird fruit of death, lies plaintiff of a wound 
Giv’n by a brother’s hand : His elded birth 
Flies, mark’d by Heav’n, a fugitive o’er earth. 
Yet why thefe forrows heap’d upon the fire. 
Becomes nor man, nor angel to inquire. 
Each age flnn’d on ; and guilt advanc’d with time : 
The fon dill added to the father’s crime; 
’Till God arofe, and great in anger faid : 
Lo! it repenteth me, that man was made. 
Withdraw thy light, thou fun ! be dark, ye ikies 1 
And from your deep abyfs, ye waters, rife ! 

The frighted angels hear the almighty Lord ; 
And o’er the earth from wrathful vials pour’d C 
Temped and dorm, obedient to his word. S 
Mean time, his providence to Noah gave 
The guard of all, that he dedgn’d to fave. 
Exempt from gen’ral doom the patriarch dood ; 
Contemn’d the waves, and triumph’d o’er the flood. 
The winds fail filent; and the waves decreafe : 
The dove brings quiet, and the olive peace : | 
Yet dill his heart does inward forrow feel, 
Which faith alone forbids him to reveal. 
If on the backward world his views are cad ; 
’ I'ii death diffus’d, and univerfal wade. 
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Prefent (fad profpeft !) can lie ought defcry, 
Hut (what afTe£h his melancholy eye) 
The beauties of the antient fabric loft, 
In chains of craggy hill, or lengths of dreary coaft ? 
While to high heav’n his pious breathings turn’d, 
Weeping he hop’d, and facrificing mourn’d ; 
When of God’s image only eight he found 
Snatch’d from the wat’ry grave, and fav’d from na- 

tions drown’d ; 
And of three fons, the future hopes of earth. 
The feed, whence empires muft receive their birth, 
One he forefees excluded heav’nly grace, 
And mark’d with curfes, fatal to his race. 

Abraham, potent prince, the friend of God, 
Of human ills muft bear the deftin’dload; 
By blood and battles muft his pow’r maintain, 
And hay the monarchs, ere he rules the plain 5 
Muft deal juft portions of a fervile life 
To a proud handmaid, and a peevifn wife ; 
Muft with the mother leave the weeping fon, 
In want to wander, and in wilds to groan ; 
Muft take his other child, his age’s hope. 
To trembling Moriam’s melancholy top ; 
Order’d to drench his knife in filial blood ; 
Deftroy his heir, or difobey his God. 

Mofcs beheld that God ; but how, beheld 
The Diety in radiant beams conceal’d, 
And clouded in a deep abyfs of light; 
While prefent, too fevere for human fight, C 
Nor flaying longer than one fwift-wing’d night. j 
The following days, and months, and years decreed 
To fierce encounter, and to toilfome deed. 
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His youth with wants and hardfhips mnft engage: 
Plots and rebellions muft difturb his age. 
Some Corah Hill arofe, fome rebel flave. 
Prompter to fink the (late, than he to lave : 
And Ifrael did his ragefo far provoke. 
That what the Godhead wrote, the prophet broke. 
His voice Icarce heard, his dictates fcarce believ’d, 
In camps, in arms, in pilgrimage, he liv’d ; 
And dy’d obedient to fevereft law. 
Forbid to tread the promis’d land he faw. 
IVIy father’s life was one long line of care, 
A fcene of danger, and a flate of war. 
Alarm’d, expos’d, his childhood muft engage 
The bear’s rough grip, and foaming lion’s rage. 
By various turns his threaten’d youth muft fear 
Goliah’s lifted fword, and Saul’s emitted fpear. 
Forlorn he muft, and perfecuted fly ; -v 
Climb the llecp mountain, in the cavern lie; C 
And often alk, and be refus’d to die. S 

For ever, from his manly toils, are known 
The weight of pow’r, and anguiih of a crown. 
What tongue can fpeak the reftlefs monarch’s woes; 
When God, and Nathan were declar’d his foes ? 
When ev’ry objeft his offence revil’d ; -v 
The huftund murder’d, and the wife defil’d, C 
The parent’s fins imprefs’d upon the dying child ? S 
What heart can think the grief which he fuftain’d ; 
When the king’s crime brought vengeance on the land 
And the inexorable prophet’s voice 
Gave famine, plague, or war; and bid him fix his 

choice ? 
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lie dy’d, and oh ! may no reflexion filed 
Its pols’nous venom on the royal dead : 
Yet the unwilling truth mull be exprefi ; 
Which long has labour’d in this penfive breafi : 
Dying he added to my weight of care ; 
He made me to his crimes undoubted heir : 
Left his unfinilh’d murder to his fon, 
And Joab’s blood entail’d on Judah’s crown. 

Young as I was, I halted to fulfil 
The cruel di£tates of my parent’s will. 
Of his fair deeds a diftant view I took ; 
But turn’d the tube upon his faults to look : 
Borgot his youth, ipent in his country’s caufe, 
His care of right, Ids rev’rence to the laws : 
But could with joy his years of folly trace, 
Broken and old in Batbfbeba’s embrace; 
Could follow him, where-e’er he ftray’dfrom good. 
And cite his fad example ; while I trod 
Paths open to deceit, and track’d with blood. 
Soon docile to the fecret a£ts of ill, 
With fmiles I could betray, w ith temper kill: 
Soon in a brother could a rival view ; 
Watch all his afts, and all his ways purfue. 
In vain for life he to the altar fled ; 
Ambition and revenge have certain fpeed. 
I v’n there, my foul, even there he Ihould have fell 
But that my interefi did my rage conceal. 
Doubling my crime, 1 promife, and deceive ; 
Purpofe to flay, whilft fwearing to forgive. 
Treaties, perfuafions, fighs, and tears are vain : 
With a mean lye curs’d vengeance 1 fufiain; 
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Join fraud to force, and policy to pow’r; 
’ Fill of the dettin’d fugitive fecure, 
In folemn Hate to parricide I rife ; 
And, as God lives, this day my brother dies. 

Be witnefs to my tears, celeftial Mufe ! 
In vain I would forget, in vain excufe 
Fraternal blood by my direction fpilt ; 
In vain on Joab’s head transfer the guilt : 
The deed was a£ted by the fubjeft’s hand ; 
The fword was pointed by the king’s command. 
Mine was the murder : It was mine alone ; 
Years of contrition mull the crime atone : 
Nor can my guilty foul expect relief, 
But from a long fincerity of grief. 

With an imperfeft hand, and trembling heart, 
Her love of truth fuperior to her art, 
Already the refiedting Mufe has trac’d 
The mournful figures of my adlions pall. 
The penfive goddefs has already taught, 
How vain is hope, and how vexatious thought ; 
From growing childhood to declining age, 
How tedious ev’ry Hep, how gloomy ev’ry Ilage. 
This courfe of vanity almofl complete, 
Tir’d in the field of life, I hope retreat 
In the Hill lhades of death : For dread and pain, 
And grief will, find their lhafts elanc’d in vain, 
And their points broke, retorted from the head ; 
Safe in the grave, and free among the dead. 

Yet tell me, frighted Reafon ! what is death ? 
Blood only Hopp’d, and interrupted breath I 
The utmofl limit of a narrow fpan, 
And end of motion which with life began ? 

Vol. II. o 
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As fmoke that rifes from the kindling fires 
Is feen this moment, and the next expires : 
As empty clouds by rifing winds are tod, 
Their fleeting forms fcarce fooner found than loft 
So Yanifbes our ftate, fo pafs our days : 
So life but opens now, and now decays : 
The craddle and the tomb, alas! fo nigh ; 
To live is fcarce diftinguifh’d from to die. 

Cure of the mifer’s with, and coward’s fear, 
Death only fhews us, what we knew was near. 
With courage, therefore, view the pointed hour; 
Dread not death’s anger ; but expedt his pow’r ; 
Nor Nature’s laws with fruitlefs forrow mourn ; 
But die, O mortal man ! for thou waft born. 

Cautious thro’ doubt, by want of courage, w ife. 
To fuch advice the reas’ner ftili replies. 

Yet meafuring all the long continu’d fpace, 
Ev’ry fucceflive day’s repeated race, 
Since time firft ftarted from his priftine goal, 
’Till he had reach’d that hour, wherein my foul 
Join’d to my body fwell’d the womb ; I was, 
(At leaft I think fo) nothing : Muft I pafs 
Again to nothing, when this vital breath 
Ceafing, configns me o’er to reft, and death ? 
Muft the whole man, amazing thought! return 
To the cold marble, or contracted urn ? 
And never (hall thofe particles agree, 
That were in life this individual He ? 
But fever’d, muft they join the general mafs. 
Thro’ other forms, and drapes ordain’d to pafs ; 
Nor thought nor image kept of what he w'as ? 
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! 'Does the great Word that gave him fenfe, ordain, 
» That life (hall never wake that fenfe again ? 

And will no pow’r his finking fpirit fave [grave? 
From the dark caves of death, and chambers of the 

Each evening I behold the fetting fun 
With downward fpeed into the ocean run : 
Yet the fame light (pafs but fome fleeting hours) 
Exerts his vigour, and renews his pow’rs; 
Starts the bright race again : His conftant flame 
Rifes and fets, returning (fill the fame. 

< I mark the various fury of the winds : 
Thefe neither feafons guide, nor order binds : 
They now dilate, and now contraft their force ! 
Various their fpeed, but endlefs is their ccnirfe. 
From his firft fountain and beginning ouze, 
Down to the fea each brook and torrent flows : 
Tho’ fundry drops or leave, or fwell the flream ; 
The whole llill runs, with equal pace, the fame : 
Still other waves fupply the rifing urns; 
And the eternal flood no want of water mourns. 

Why then mult man obey the fad decree, 
Which fuEjects neither fun, nor wind, nor fea? 

A flower, that does with op’ning morn arife, 
And flouriftiing the day, at ev’ning dies : 

> A winged eaftern blaft, juft (kimming o’er 
The ocean’s brow, and finking on the (hore ; 

' A fire, whofe flames thro’ crackling ftubble fly; 
A meteor (houting from the fummer-fky; 
A. bowl a-down the bending mountain roll’d; 

i, A bubble breaking, and a fable told; 
1 A noontide (hadow, and a midnight dream, 
Are emblems, which with femblance apt proclaim 

O 1 
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Our earthly courfe : But, O my foul! fo fall 
Mull life run off, and death forever laft ? 

This dark opinion, fure, is too confin’d ; 
Elfe whence this hope, and terror of the mind ? 
Does fomething (till, and fomewhere yet remain, 
Reward or punishment, delight or pain ? 
Say : Shall our relics fecond birth receive ? 
Sleep we to wake, and only die to live ? 
When the fad wife has clos’d her hufband’s eyes. 
And pierc’d the echoing vault with doleful cries ; 
Lies the pale corpfe not yet entirely dead ? 
The fpirit only from the body fled; 
The grofler part, of heat and motion void, 
To be by fire, or worm, or time deftroy’d ; 
The foul, immortal fubftance, to remain, 
Confcious of joy, and capable of pain ? 
And if her afts have been direfted well, 
While with her friendly clay (he deign’d to dwell 
Shall /he with fafety reach her priltine feat ? 
Find her reft endlefs, and her blefs compleat ? 
And while the bury’d man we idly mourn. 
Do angels joy to fee his better half return ? 
But if Ihe has deform’d this earthly life 
With murd’rous rapine, and feditious ftrife; 
Amaz’d, repuls’d, and by thofe angels driv’n 
From the aetherial feat, and blifsful heav’n. 
In everlatling darknefs mult Ihe lie, 
Still more unhappy, that Ihe cannot die ? 

Amid two feas, on one fmall point of land, 
Weary’d, uncertain, and amaz’d we Hand ; 
On either fide our thoughts inceftant turn : 
Forward we dread ; and looking back we mourn. 
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Lofing the prefent in this dubious hade ; 
And loft ourfelves betwixt the future, and the pafc. 

Thefe cruel doubts contending in my bread. 
My reafon daggering, and my hopes oppred. 
Once more I faid : Once more 1 will inquire, 
What is this little, agile, pervious fire. 
This flutt’ring motion, which we call the mind : 
How does die aft ? and where is die confin’d ? 
Have we the pow’r to guide lifer as- we pleafe? 
Whence then thofe evils that obdruft our eafe ' 
We happinefs purfue; we fly from pain ; 
Yet the purfuit, and yet the flight is vain : 
And, while poor Nature labours to be bled. 
By day with pleafure, and by night with red; 
Some dronger pow’r eludes our fickly will; 
Dalhes our rifmg hope with certain ill; 
And makes us with refleftive trouble fee, 
That all is dcdiil’d, Which we fancy free. 

That Pow’r fuperior then, which rules our mind, 
Is his decree by human pray’r inclin’d ? 
Will he for facrifice our fbrrows eafe? 
And can our tears reverfe his firm decrees ? 
Then let Religion aid, where Reafon fails ;! 
Throw loads of incenfe in, to turn the feales : 
And let the ftlertt fanftuary fhow, 
What from the babling fchools we may not know, >- 
How man may fhiin, orbearhisdedin’dpartof woe. J 

What fnall amend, or what abfotve our fate ? 
Anxious we hover in n mediate date, 
Betwixt infinity and nothing; bounds. 
Or boundlefs terms, whofe doubtful fenfe confounds. 

O 3 
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Unequal thought! whilfl all we apprehend, 
Is, that our hopes muft rife, our forrows end ; 
As our Creator deigns to he our friend. 

I faid ; and inflant bade the pi lefts prepare 
The ritual lacrifice, and folemn pray’r. 
Seleft from vulgar herds, with garlands gay, 
A hundred bulls afcend the facred way : 
The artful youth proceed to form the choir; 
They breathe the flute, or ftrike the vocal wire. 
The maids in comely order next advance; 
They beat the timbrel, and inftruft the dance. 
Follows the chofen tribe from Levifprung, 
Chanting by juft return the holy fong. 
Along the choir in folemn (late they paft. 
 The anxious king came laft. 
The facred hymn perform’d, my promis’d vow 
I paid; and bowing at the altar low, 

Father of heav’n! I faid, and Judge of earth ! 
Whofe word call’d out this univerfe to birth ; 
By whofe kind pow’r and influencing care 
The various creatures move, and live, and are : 
But, ceaflng once that care, withdrawn that pow’r. 
They move (alas!) and live, and are no more : 
Omni-fcient Matter, omni-prefent King ! 
To thee, to thee, my laft diftrefs 1 bring. 

Thou, that can’ft ftill the raging of the feas,, 
Chain up the winds, and bid the tempefts ceafe ; 
Redeem my ftiipwreck’d foul from raging gufts 
Of cruel paffion, and deceitful lufts: 
from ftorms of rage, and dang’rous rocks of pride, 
Let thy ftrong hand this little veftel guide 
(it was thy hand that made itj thro’ the tide 
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Impetuous of this life : Let thy command 
DireO my courfe and bring me fafe to land. 

If, while this weary’d flefli draws fleeting breath. 
Not fatisfy’d with life, afraid of death, 
It hap’ly be thy will, that I fhould know 
Glimpfe of delight, or paufe from anxious woe ; 
From now, from inftant now, great Sire, difpel 
The clouds that prefs my foul; from now reveal 
A gracious beam of light ; from now infpire 
My tongue to fing, my hand to touch the lyre ; 
My open thought to joyous profpe&s raife : 
And, for thy mercy, let me ling thy praife. 
Or, if thy will ordains, I dill lhall wait 
Some new hereafter, and a future date; 
Permit me drength, my weight of woe to beary 
And raife my mind fuperior to my care. 
Let me, howe’er unable to explain 
The fecret lab’rinths of thy ways to man, 
With humble zeal confefs thy awful pow’r; 
Still weeping hope, and, wond’ring, dill adore. 
So, in my conqucd, be thy might declar’d; 
And, for thy judice, be thy name rever’d. 

My pray’r fcarce ended, a Aupendous gloom 
Darkens the air; loud thunder fhakes the dome : 
To the1 beginning miracle fucceed 
An awful filence and religious dread. 
Sudden breaks forth a more than common day: 
The facred wood, which on the altar lay 
Untouch’d, unlighted glows-  
Ambrofial odour, fuch as never flows 
From Arab’s gum, or the Sabean rofe, 

O 4 
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Docs round the air evolving feents diffufe: 
The holy ground is wet with heav’nly dews : 
Celeftial mulic, (t'ucli JeEIdes’ lyre. 
Such Miriam’s timbrel would in vain require), 
Strikes to my thought, through my admiring ear. 
With exflafy too fine, and pleafure hard to bear : 
And lo ! what fees my ravifti’d eye ? what feels 
My wond’ring foul? an opening cloud reveals 
An heav’nly form embody’d, and array’d 
With robes of light.—I heard : The angel faid : 

Ceafe, man of woman born, to hope relief 
From daily trouble and continu’d grief. 
Thy hope of joy deliver to the wind: 
Supprefs thy pafiions, and prepare thy mind. 
Free and familiar with misfortune grow : 
Be us’d to furrow, and Inur’d to woe. 
By weak’ning toil, and hoary age o’ercome. 
See thy decreafe, and haffen to thy tomb. 
Leave to thy children tumult, (Irife, and war ; 
Portions of toil, and legacies of care. 
Send the fucceffive ills through ages down; 
And let each weeping father tell his fon, 
That, deeper (truck, and more diflinftly griev’d, 
He mufl augment the furrows he receiv’d. 

The child to whofe fuccefs thy hope is bound), 
Ere thou art fcarceinterr’d, or he is crown’d; 
To lull of arbitrary fway inclin’d, 
(That curfed poifon to the prince’s mind!) 
Shall from thy diftates and his duty rove, 
And lofe his great defence, his people’s love. 
Ill counfell’d, vanquifh’d, fugitive, difgrac’d, 
Shall mourn the fame of Jacob’s ftrength effac’d. 
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Shall figh, the king diminilh’d, and the crown 
With lefien’d rays defcending to his fon. 
Shall lee the wreaths, his grandfire knew to reap, 
By aftive toil and military 1'weat, 
Pining, incline their fickly leaves, and Hied 
Their falling hononrs from his giddy head. 
By arms or pray’r unable to afluage 
Domeflic horror, and intefline rage; 
Shall from the vidtor and the vanquifh’d fear, 
Prom Ifrael’s arrow, and from Judah’s Ipear; 
Shall call his wcary’d limbs on Jordan’s flood, [blood. 
By brother's arms diflurb’d, and flam'd with kindred- 

Hence lab’ring years fhall weep their deflin’d race 
Charg’d with ill omens, fully’d with difgrace. 
Time, by necdlity eompell’d, flrall go 
Through fcenes of war, and epocha’s of woe. 
The empire, lellen’d in a parted dream, 
Shall lofe its courfe  

I Indulge thy tears : The heathen lhall blafpheme : 
P Judah lhall fall, opprels’d by grief and fhame ; 

And men diall from her ruins know her fame. 
New Egypts yet, and fecondbonds remain ; 

A hardier Pharaoh, and a heavier chain. 
Again, obedient to a dire command, 

I Thy captive fons fhall leave the promis’d land. 
Their name more low, their fervitnde more vile. 
Shall on Euphrates’ bank renew the grief of Nile. 

Thefe pointed fpears, that wound the ambient fky. 
Inglorious change! fhall in dedrudtion lie 
akow, !eveil’d with the dud: Their heighths unkovvn, 
Or meafur’d by their ruin. Yonder throne, 
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For lading glory built, defign’d the feat 
Of kings for ever blefs’d, for ever great. 
Remov’d by the invader’s barb’rous hand, 
Shall grace his triumph in a foreign land. 
The tyrant fiiall demand yon’ facred load 
Of gold and veflels fet apart to God. 
Then, by vile hands to common ufe debas’d, 
Shall fend them flowing round his drunken feaft, 
With facrilegious taunt and impious jeft. 

Twice fourteen ages lhall their way compleat: 
Empires by various turns thail rife and fet; 
While thy abandon’d tribes (hall only know 
A diff’rent mafler, and.a change of woe : 
With down-caft eye-lids, and with looks a-ghaft, 
Shall dread the future, or bewail the paft. 
Affli&ed Ifrael (hall (it weeping down, 
Fad by the dreams where Babel’s waters run ; 
Their harps upon the neighb’ring willows hung. 
Nor joyous hymn encouraging their tongue, 
Nor chearful dance their feet; with toil opprefs’d. 
Their weary’d limbs afpiring but to red. 
In the refleftive dream the lighing bride, 
Viewing her charms impair'd, abafh'd (hall hide 
Her penftve head; and in her languid face 
The bridegroom lhall forefee his ftckiy race; 
While pond’rous fetters vex their dole embrace. 
With irkfome anguifh then your prieds (hall mourn 
Their long-neglefted feads defpair’4 return. 
And fad oblivion of their foiemn days. 
Thenceforth their voices they (ball only raife, 
Louder to weep. By day your frighted feers 
Shall call for fountains to exprefs their tears; 



—
-=

r 

SEVERAL OCCASIONS. *19 

I 

t 

) 

And willi their eyes were floods: By night from dreams 
Of opening gulphs, black (torms, and raging flames, 
Starting amaz’d, (hall to the people (how 
Emblems of heav’nly wrath, and rnyflic types of woe. 

The captives, as their tyrant (hall require, 
That they (hould breathe the fong, and touch the lyre^ 
Shall fay: Can Jacob's fervile race rejoice, 
Untun’d the mufic, and difus’d the voice? 
What can we play, (they (hall difcourfe), how ling 
In foreign lands, and to a barb’rous king? 
We and our fathers from our childhood bred 
To watch the cruel victor’s eye, to dread 
The arbitrary lafh, to bend-, to grieve, 
(Out-caft of mortal-race!) can we conceive 
Image of aught delightful, foft, or gay ? 
Alas! when we have toil’d the longfome day, 
The fulled blifs our hearts alpire to know, 
Is but fbme interval from active wee; 
In broken reft, and (fartling deep to mourn, 
Till morn, the tyrant, and the fcourge return. 
Bred up in grief, can pleafure be our theme ? 
Our endlefs anguifli does not nature claim ? > 
Reafon and forrow are to us the fame. J 
Alas! with wild amazement we require, 
If idle Folly was not Pleafure’s fire; 
Madnefs, we fancy, gave an ill-tim’d birth 
To grinning Laughter, and to frantic Mirth. 

This is the feries of perpetual woe, 
Which thou, alas! and thine are born to know. 1 Uluftrious wretch! repine not, nor reply : 
View not what beav’n ordains with reafon’s eye; (. 
Too bright the objeift is: The diftance is too high, j 
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The man who would refolve the work of Fate, 
May limit number, and make crooked ftraijht : 
Stop thy inquiry then ; and curb thy fenfe; 
Nor let dull argue with Omnipotence. 
'Tis God who mud: difpofe, and man fuflain; 
Born to endure, forbidden to complain. 
Thy fum of life mud his decrees fulfil ; 
What derogates from his command is ill; 
And that alone is good which centers in his will. 

Yet, that thy lab’ring fenfes may not droop, 
Lod to delight, and deditute of hope ; 
Remark what I, God’s mefienger, aver 
From him, who neither can deceive, nor err. 
The land at length redeem’d, (hall ceafe to mourn 
Shall from her fad captivity return. 
Sion fhall raife her long-dejefted head; 
And in her courts the law again be read ; 
Again the glorious temple fhall arife. 
And with new hidre pierce the neigMt’ring fkies. 
The promis’d feat of empire fhall again 
Cover the mountain, and command the plain : 
And from thy race didinguifh’d, One (hall fpring. 
Greater in aid than vidor, more than king 
In dignity and pow’r ; fent down from heav’n 
To fuccour earth. To Him, to Him, ’tis giv’n, 
Paffion, and care, and anguifh to dedroy ; 
Through Him, fbft peace and plenitude of joy 
Perpetual o’er the world redeem’d fhall flow'. 
No more may man inquire, nor angel know. 

Now, Solomeh, rememb’ring who thou art, 
Ad through thy remnant lift the decent part. 
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Go forth ; be (bang : With patience and with care. 
Perform, and fuffer: To thyfeif fevere. 
Gracious to others, thy defires fupprefs’d, 
Diffus’d thy virtues, firfl of men, be bed. 
Thy fum of duty let two words contain; 
O may they graven in thy heart remain! 
“ Be humble, and be juft.” , The angel faid: 
With upward fpeed his agile wings he fpread . 
Whilft on the holy ground I proflrate lay, 
By various doubts impell’d, or to obey, 
Or to obje£t. At length, (my mournful look 
Heav’nward ere£t), determin’d, thus I fpoke: 

Supreme, All-wife, Eternal Potentate! 
Sole Author, foie Difpofer of our fate! 
Enthron’d in light and immortality, 
Whom no man fully fees, and none can fee! 
Original of Beings! Pow’f Divine! 
Since that 1 live, and that I think, is thine; 
Benign Creator, let thy plaftic hand 
Difpofe its own efFefl. Let thy command 
Reflore, great Father, thy inftrufted fon ; 
Aijd in my aft may “ Thy great will be done.” 
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Latine redditum per Tho. Dibben, 
e Trin. Col. Cant. 

 Ego dis amicum, 
Saeculo feft as rcferente luces, 
Reddidi carmen.  Hor, 

JANE bifrons, prifeos a tergo refpice Ispfi 
Annales aevi, felicefque ordine longo 

Evolvas faftos, quos caetera tempora fupra 
Confpicuos albo, faec’Iis nionurnenta futui'is 
Urbis fundatae, et parti pofuere triumph!. 
Aggredere infignes fpoliis, lauroque decoros 
Enumetaie duces, quos nobilis ira gementem 
Impulit ulcifci populum; qui facra cruore 
Jura patrum fanxere fuo ; fceptrifve potiti 
Miferunt laetum placidis fub legibus orbem. 

Agmine perpetuo feries ornata laborum 
Procedat; fuus omnis honos, fua debita quemque 
Laus inferipta notet : Turn noftra ad tempora calus 
Infignes ducas, famamque et fata parentum 
Mirac’lis oppone novis, regique Britanno. 
Dumque fide, curaque pari per fingula curris; 
Dum varies recolis populos, variofque labores; 
Et ftudia, et leges, pugnataque proelia feris 
Temporibus mandas ; tute ipfe fatebere, Jane, 
Omnium in Auriaco cumulari nomine famam: 
Et dices orbi attonito: Nil faecula tale 
Prima tulere hominum ; nil majus poltera reddent. 
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Vertici fublimi furgat, tua maxima cura, 
Beiio et pace potens Latium : Fortiffima corda, 
Egregios rerum dominos dabat Itala tellus, 
Felix prole virum ; foecundam hanc afpice gentem, 
Romanofque tuos ; hue vertere, et altius omnem 
Kafcentis prima repetens ab origine regni 
Expedias famam ; pulchro in certamine pubem 
Oppone Aufoniam : Et cedat fua palma merenti. 

Si potuit ferro Latii turbare colonos 
Palantes Mavorte fatus, fi ruftica late 
Regna domare armis ; raptae fine more Sabinae, 
Surgenti famas, coeptilque ingentibus obflant. 
Sacra Deum, fanclafque aras, et tcmpla tueri 
Cura Numam fubiit: Sed frigida dextera hello, 
Non haflam torquere feiens, enfemque rotare 
Fulmineum, juvenumque mantis armare frementum. 
Confiliis, efto, Fabii Romana vigebant 
Arma : At res omnes gelide tardeque miniftrans, 
Dilator nimium fapiens ingrata trahebat 
Bella. Quid immani pattern pietate cruentum 
Ultorenf Brutum referam, fortefque fub armis 
jEmilium, Decium, Curium ? tot magna animorum 
Nos exempla monent, qua poffit lege libido 
Fraenari, et quantum cedat virtutibus aurum : 
Hos quoque fed nimium gaudens popularibus auris, 
Hos rapit ambitio, tumidoque fuperbia faffu 
Oftentans humilefque cafas, parvofque penates. 
Sit quanquam iiluftris, primos inglorius annos 
Scipiades egit: Nec mens invifta Catonis 
Semper erat, tunc faffa metum, tel vifa fateri, 
Cum ceflit fato, et lucem indignata refugit. 
Julius externos fruftra domat, omnia Romae 
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Subjiciens, Romamque fibi; furgitqtie triumphans 
Afflictos cives fuper, oppredumque fenatum. 
Imperium lene Auguflus, patriamque fubaflatn 
Mollia vinc’la pati juffit: Sed vincula pafla eft, 
Purpureum cultu infolito venerata tjrannum. 

Fas veterum laudes jnftis celebrare triumphis: 
Fas etiam errores, atque omnia ferre Tub auras. 
Stare loco impatiens magna fefe impete verfat 
Vivida vis anitni, patrii ecu Tybridis unda, 
Cui nunc lene fluens rigat agros dulcis aquae fons ; 
Venice nunc rapido volvit le turbidus amnis ; 
Et lima caftas obfeoeno polluit undas : 
Diis quanquam geniti, atque invifti viribus client, 
Mortalem infecto falfi funt fanguine matrem. 
Decolor ex illo vitiis dominantibus aetas 
Degenerate aula eft : Rumpit vinc’la omnia miles 
Acer, acerba fremens ; majeftatemque verendam 
Effraenis violat rabies: Jam fegnior annis 
Deficit ilia olim rerum pulcherrima Roma : 
Heu ! vix agnolces veteris veftigia formae; 
Donee gens divum, nati venientibus annis, 
Heroum novus ordo datur, nova lumina furgunt; 
Hefperioque dies melior procedit Oiympo. 

Afpice ut infignis fpoliis Pharamondus opimis 
Ingreditur, magnufque aquiiis qui lilia junxit 
Carolus ; inde alii, quos Gallica terra triumphis 
Dives alit, genus acre virum, fpeftataque hello 
Peiftora. Sed major nunc rerum apparet imago : 
Sanguineae, en ! lauri, viftriciaque arma Wilhelmi 
Normanni : Viden’ externis quanta intonet oris 
Tudorum manus armipotens, et nomina magna, 
Plantagenum metuenda domus ! Quid plurima virtus 
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Amborum potuit, te, vi&rix Anglia, teftor, 
Quam labor heroum imperio maria omnia circum 
AiTcruit, fundanfque armis et legibus ornans: 
Felix, fi nunquam regnandi dira cupido 
Cognatas acies paribus concurrere telis 
ligilfet, patriaeque in vifcera vertere vires ! 
111a atfliita fedet, variis incerta triumphis, 
Cui det colla jugo, quem fit pallura tyrannum. 

Quo Defiderii foboles, quo Caefar Adolphus, 
Naflbviique alii rapiunt, celeberrima proles ? 
Omnes illuftres, omnes in utrumque parati, 
Aut patriam tutari, aut certae occumbere morti. 
Hos juxta Auiiacus pleno fluit agmine fanguis, 
Immortale genus: primnfque, en ! Martius auftor 
Corniger : Inde heros qui bello a corpore nomen 
Obtinuit; nofco crines, frontemque venuftam 
Francigenae juvenis: Domus bine Chalonia mixta efi: 
Nafloviis; fedefque novas, Rbenumque bicornem 
Inde petit, linquens Rhodanum, ripamque fonantem. 

Jamque Stuartiadum feries longiffima regum 
Emicat. Ilia diu magna ditione tenebat 
Effraenem populum, et duris regna horrida glebis: 
Donee fata deum, et luflris labentibus aetas, 
Scotorum manibus tranferibi feeptra jubebant 
Anglica; feceruntque omnes uno ore Britannos. 

Atque hie, magne Deus, cum res ferutabere noflras. 
Sis bonus O ! pallimque oculos per cunfta ferenti. 
Si quid forte tibi occurrat de gente Stuartum 
Infelix; (utcunque ferent ea fata minores) 
Pro patria, obteftor, pro majeftate Britanni 
Imperii, nihil ingratum, nihil acre dolores 
Obduffos vulgare fwas: Preme, Jane, tenebris, 
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Quae I and a re nequis ; teque ad meliora referres. 
Utque erit ad * nomen ventum, quod flebile feaiper, 
Semper honoratum (fie, dii, voluiftis) habemus; 
Supprime fingultus, fubmifla et voce dolores 
Hos compefce, tuo ne dotfa Britannia lu£lu 
Ire iterum in lachrymas, iterum gemcbunda querelam 
Integret infandam ; (tilletque cruore recenti 
Aeternum crudele patens tub peftore vulnus. 
Quo jam raptus abis ? Naflbvi, Jane, labores 
Aggredere O ! magnos, atque amplum claude volirnieu. 
En! infans viftor, nutu dum temperat iras 
Turbati populi; jacet en Tirynthius alter ; 
Ardentefque hoftes, et fibila colla tumentes 
Sternit; et in cunis infans fe vindicat heros. 
En ! quantis tollit fe rebus firmior aetas ? 
Quales primitiae juvenis, bellique ferocis 
Dura rudimenta, et primis nova gloria in armis ? 
Sublimis marte adverfo, mitifque fecundo, 
Eventus omnes, et ineluftabile fatum 
Subjecit pedibus : Non mens elata triumphis. 
Non deprefla malis; fed in omnia peftus honeftum 
Fertur idem, fatis contraria fata rependens, 
Dum curas hominum, dum fpes contemnit inane?;, 
Fortunaeque vices caecas ; quocunque cadatres. 
Hoc animo fixum fedet, aeternumque fedebit, 
“ Parcere fubjefHs, et debellare fuperbos.” 

En ! totum heroem, maturum, et fceptra tenentem 
Contemplate virum : En! ut jufta fulminet ira 
Terrarum egregius vindeK ; placidufque volentes 
Per populos det jura; infefto et leniat hofti 
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Pe&ora flexanimus viftor; mitifqne jacentam 
Datvifam laclirymis! quo peftora fida fuorum 
Amplefli Audio properat ? quam totus in illis ? 
Quam curas pater indtugeiis dcfcendit in omnes? 
Nec regem pudet officio certare priorem. 
Hac arte, O bellis ingens, ingentior alma 
Morum temperie, deviucis corda Itenignis 
AfTueta imperils : Longos hac arte triumphos, 
Maxime viftsr, agis, cum teque, animofque tuorum, 
Pacatumque regas aequis virtutibus orbem. 
Per varias vitaeque vices, operumque colores 
Idem cautus honos, metuens et gratia culpae, 
Puraque fimplicitas tota defcripta tabella 
Effulget ; conftanfque fibi fervatur ad imum. 
Viftoris caftra ingrederis ? eertamirta nulla 
Cum viffis, belli nulla horrida figna cruenti 
Apparent infixa agris : Non militis ardor 
Turbavit pectus; nec purpura pitta fuperbos 
Induxit regum faftus : Sed fama peric’lo 
Explorata (velut fulvum fornacibus aurum) 
Emicat innocuo : Fruftra Vulcania peftis 
Circum immane fremit : Contemptorique minatur 
Flamma fuo : Caeco contra dominata furori 
Ardens fpettator virtus, pondufque nitoremque 
lllaefum fervans ; et amico vivit in igne. 

Unum Jane, oro (quando nos noftraque morti 
Debemur) magni faltem mirac’la Wiihelmi 
Exfuperare, virumque finas volitare per ora; 
Ut nati natorum, et qui nafcentur ab illis 
Virtutem ex illo moniti, pulchrumque laborcm 
Cognofcant, et fantta procul veftigia adorent. 
Exoriare aliquis, regis qui gefta Britanni, 
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Fataque fortunafque docens, morefque manufque 
(Argumentum ingens !) vivis committere chartis 
Aufus, et feruin produccre nomen in aevum : 
Cum ftatuae, multo cum viclum tempore marmor, 
Aeraque labentur; cum beilo faevior omni 
Invidiofa dies famae monumenta Britannae 
Deiebit; tardis cum Sabis flexibus ibit 
Per terras mutata novas; ferique nepotes 
Quaerent, qua ftabant immania faxa Namurcae. 

En ! urbem, dicent, quae quondam condidit aftris 
Ambitiofa caput; toties quae pertulit omncm 
Irrifi nubem belli: Sed non ita fenfit 
Armatos Britonas ; non irrita tela Wilhelmi 
Experta eft ; vaftis dum victor turribus inftans. 
Cum populo, et fignis viftricibns, et magnis diis, 
Fundamenta quatit; mortaliaque agmina fruftra 
Contra NalTovium atque Jovem, contraque Minervani 
Tela tenent : Medio difcrimine caedis et ignis, 
Ceu Pc tie us per aperta volans, ipfe arduus arces 
Oppofitas fcandit; fruftraque objeOa retardant 
Flumiua, fiammarumque globi, fcopulique minaces : 
En ! tandem fummis infultans arcibus heros, 
Atque Angli juxta, fulgentia figna, leones. 

Et jam finis erat; cum victor vertice ab alto 
Defpcxit Galium attonitum, et turn libera vinc’lo 
Littoraque, et laetos popnlos ; pacemque filenti 
Indulfit felicem orbi : Longe audiit aether, 
Et terrae, et fiuvii; jamque ibat mollior undis 
Mofa ; ferufque fuas Rhenus compefcuit iras. 
Continuo leges aetcrnaque foedcra certis 
Impofiut mamis aequa locis ; quam fingula metam, 
Et quem quaeque feratdominum, quern quaeque recufet 
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Gens,- femel edixit ; mirantemqne admonet orbtfm, 
Quantus amor populi, quanta et reverentia miteni 
Profequitur regem : Comes indivifus amico 
Adftat Honos lateri; 1'upra caput explicat alas 
.Libertas firmata novas ; pulchraeque forores, 
Et Virtus et Fama, pari diicrimine certant, 
Utrum ornare magis, regemne, virumne deceret. 

Quid loquor ? aut ubi liim ? quis me peropaca viarunn. 
Ire furor fuadet ? quos Mu fa aflurgit in aufus ? 
Dum vatis furias Thebani concipit (ignes 
O fi conciperet fimiies !) te, Jane, relinquit, 
Teque, arafque tuas, ut coclum et fydera tentet; 
“ Demens ! quae nimbos et non imitabile fulmen” 
Pindaricum fimulare aufa eft. Da, Jane, furenti, 
Da veniam Mufae, fua quam rapit ampla volantem 
Materia ; et tollit volvens fub naribus ignem 
Pegafus ardua in aftra ; neque audit anhelus babehas. 
Cum latos campos, immenfumque afpicit aequor, 
Expatiatur cquus; vix haeret Mula frementi; 
Nec fcit, qua lit iter; nec fi fciat, imperet illi. 
“ Saxa per, et fcopulos, et depreftas convalles” 
Infcquitur regem ; tellufque fub ungue tonanti 
Iffa gemit; “ reboant fylvaeque, et magnus Olympus.” 

Nunc cafus, Mufa, antiques, annofque reducit 
Praeteritos, patriifque virum meditatur in arvis. 
Hie Britonum motus cura, lachrymifque fuorum, 
Confilium vultu tegit ; et fecum ante peraftum 
Belli et regnorum volvit fub peftore fatum : 
Et mox armatas hyberno fydere dalles 
Molitur; contraque iras coelique, mavifque 
Impavidus grande urget iter : Turn fanguine multo 
Tutandas Anglorum arces, oblataque regna 
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Occupat ; ami (To fluitantem errare magiftro 
Senfit; et ipfe ratem turbatis rexit in undis. 
Jamque alias bine in lachrymas, alia horrida bdlar 
Per defolatae regna infelicia lernes 
Diva virum fequitur; fluftufque irrumpit in altos 
Bovindae bello undantis ; turn Naidas ad fe 
Impatiens trepidas vocat; hortaturque forores 
Maturare fugam, quantufque emerferat heros, 
Oceano narrare patri: Vanum ille timorem 
Ridet; eamque mannm viftis agnofeit in undis, 
Jmperio dignam pclagi, faevoque tridente. 

Line pleno Britonum viftor fubit oftia velo 
Stans celfa in puppi : Pueri, innuptaeque puellae, 
I'.ffufique patres refonantia littora circum 
Sacra canunt reduci; fed repulit iile molefhim 
Officium ; pofcitque animos, laudefque recufat. 
Mox charos iterum Belgas, fedefque fuorum, 
Et patriam, et toties raptos ex bode penates 
Hofpes adit: Varii populi, diverfaque figna, 
Externique duces omnes focia arma ferentes 
Communem celebrate ductm ; quam tardus ad iram, 
Qnam placidus viftor, fortunatufque laborum, 
Securus palmae, dum praedam rejicit heros ! 

Nunc verfae feenae difeedunt : Altera rerum 
Nunc furgit facies : Alia fub luce videri 
Heros grandisamat; fuccefluque altior ipfo 
Innumeris belli fpoliis partifque trophaeis 
Pacem laetus emit : Jam Virgo reddita terras 
Pacatas vifit; jamque aurea tempora circum 
Felices fecura quatit Concordia pennas. 

Mox ad Danubium, raucaeque Propontidis undam, 
loafque plagas alis audacibus ardens 
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Mufa volat ; lathi qua jam difcrimine parvo 
Slant acies, utrinque necem lugubre minantes : , 
Hi raotus animorum, irae, infandique paratus, 
Coniprefla belli rabie, fufpenfa teuentur ; 
Donee confilia ingentis fpeftata Wilhelmi 
Oftendant, pacemne colant, an in arma ferantur. 
Quae regio in terris, ubi regis foedera fanfta, 
Aut leges placidae ignotae r quae regna per orbem 
(Qualemcunquefidetn, dominum quemeunquefatentur) 
Conunpnem Auriaco dubitent fubmittere caufam ? 

Hinc ad Hyperborean! glaciem, montefque nivales 
Urget diva viam, qua Moi'coviticus altum 
Fulminat ad Tanaim Caefar ; nutuque tremendo 
Jura quaterdenis juvenis dat gentibus unus : 
Hie tamen, hie Caefar perculfus nomine regis 
Majoris, non legatis, neque dulce miniftris 
Officium impatiens eeffit; fe, feipfe, fuumque 
Objecit caput, infidi maris omnia vincens 
Taedia, dimidiumque orbis port terga relinquens, 
Tangeret ut fanftam, per quam ftetit Anglia, dextratn. 
Hujus in imperio tumidum, magnumque fiuentem 
Cerncre frat Volgam ; rnulta cui fpumeus unda, 
Saxofumque fonans, obftantia pondera torrens 
Aut fecum rapit, aut immiti gurgite mergit. 
Sed noftrum, fed Mufa fuum tibi, Tame, tuifque 
Rivis aflimulat regem: Non amnis abundans, 
Sed plenus per opima virum, fortem abfque furore 
Fundit aquam, tardoque procul languore ferenam : 
Quofcunque O ! Britonum lambis pulcherrimus agros, 
Omnia ibi ridere facis: Tibi Candida Nais 
Purpureas inter violas, et fuave rubentes 
Vota facit refoluta rofas: Te lentus in umbra 
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Labentem oipccb.t paftor : Te mollia prata, 
Te fitiunt croceis haiantes floribus horti. 

Quo fcror ? unde abii ? tuque, audaciffinia Mufa, 
Quo perkura ruis ? Si fonnidabile littus, 
Si Lycius tcmnas laitus, fataliaque arya, 
Bellcrophontaei quae fignavere furores : 
I, fequere infidos vcntos, nova nomina lapfu. 
Subjeftis pofitura undis. Ea furda monenti 
Ardet in aflra magis; perque inconcefla Diei 
Luxuriens fpatia aeterni, petit intima divum 
Sacra, Jovcm fimilcmque Jovis, diftura Wilhelmum : 
Indefeffa illi maturos pofcit honores; 
I!li ut Oiympiacae rcferantur pratmia palmae, 
Quam velox Theron, quam vaftis viribus ingens 
Sperabat nunquain Chromius; Mufam illius ergo 
Per nitidosorbes lucis, campofque patentes, 
Dulcis raptat amor : Juvat explorare priorum 
Curae iter ignotum : Sed inextricabili;, error, 
Et caecae ambages, quas una refolvere virtus 
NafTovii novit, fecuram, et vana tumentem 
Exfuperant longe diyam : Jamque aethere toto 
Praecipitata agitur; jam torti fulminis inftar 
Fertur; et horrificis tonat exanimata minis. 
O coeptum fubtime ! infelix exitus auu 
Nobilis! O Mufa, et vires pro nomine tanto 
Exiguae ! fed fic potius cecidifle juvabit 
Audentem, quam vena Immili inferiora fecutam 
Radere iter medium, tutafque extendere pennas. 

Nunc ad te, et tua facra, pater, turbamque fonantem 
(Matres atque viros) quae circum plurima claufas 
Fufa fores, pacem Britonum, vitamque Wilhelmi 
Ardens implorat: Nunc ambitiofa vagantes 
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Mu fa modes revocet : Tuque O! qua faccula fronte 
Jane vides ventura, Rheae genetrieis in alvum 
Defcendas, partus ubi femina prima futuri, 
Et tenerae fpecies, fimulacraque carccre claufo 
Mixta jacent; donee magnum per inane coadta 
Mox durare jubes, et rerum fumere formas : 
Turn tua vox, divine autor, tua caeca relaxat 
Spiramenta manus; juftis emifla figuris 
Dum veftit jundtura decens or amabilis ordo. 
Sed nimium brevis bora fugam meditata perennem 
Tranfit; et aeternam repetunt natcentia nodlem. 

Non de navaii furgentes acre triumpbi, 
Captivi currus ereptaque ab hoik trophaea ; 
Non civilis bonos quercus, non umbra coronae 
Muralis, laurique novum deeus addere regi 
Angiiaco pollunt; latis illiun confcia virtus, 
Getlaque fublimem toilunt : Ad fydera raptim 
Vi propria nituntur, opiique baud indiga noftrae. 
Nunc ergo, ut populus felix cum regi potenti 
Fortunis paribus furgat; compagibus arctis 
Claudantur belli portae : Et jam, myftice cudos, 
Mitior O ! jam, dive, praecor, melioribus orbis 
Aufpiciis, aliol'que dies, aliumque tenorem 
Tandem habeat, jubeas : Hie ferrea delinat aetas 
(Magna, efto, fed ferrea erat) faffufque metallum 
Pulchrius, annorum fe gratior explicet ordo. 
Flaud iterum pavidos bellum turbabit agreftes : 
At fecura quies, at mollis fomnus, amores 
Jucundi, fuavei'que joci cum dulcibus horis 
Perpetuum ducant orbem : Hoc a cardine rerum 
Paulatim incipiant magni procedere menies : 
Atque his flava Ceres, bis formofiflima Flora 
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Afpiret; furgatque novo gens aurea faec’lo. 
Immunis belli, dextraeque innixa VVilhelmi 

Terra Britanna fui fedeat; fpeftetqne ruinas, 
Et cladein, et lachrymas, quarum pars nulla futurae(t, 
Externas ; iraeque hominum miferetur inanis. 
Ilia inter motas fatum immutabile gentes 
Difpenlet ; vincantque illae quas vincere mavuk. 
Sic noto celfos tuti fub matribns agni 
Balatu implebunt colles: Sic vallibus imis, 
Irriguos amnes inter, feges aurea in altum 
Surget; et ipfa fuas m'irabitur Anglia mefles; 
Oelicias diva aeternas duni peftore pleno 
bundct ; et ambrollos ipirabit vertice odores. 

Aulai autiquae caecis exorta ruints 
(Qua Turres Albas, veterum penetralia regum 
Wolfei fabricata manu, Henricique iabores, 
Cernere erat) juvenile caput, Phoenicis ad inftar. 
Regia fublimis tollat, melioribus, oro, 
Aufpiciis; et quae fuerit minus obvia flammis : 
Aha, augufta, ingens, dominoque Cmillima magno, 
Pandat fe veneranda domus: Captiva columnae 
Arma ferant facrae, belli monumenta cruenti, 
Spiculaque, clypeofque, atque horrida fanguine lignai 
Stabuntet Parii lapides, mediufque Wilhelmus, 
En! Ipirans; humerufque recens a vulnere vivis 
Rorabit guttis : Metuens pro vindice niundi 
A tergo apparet Genius, capitique minacem 
Avertit Mortem: Jacet ilia innoxia, inermis 
(Nam lie confulnit Jovis indulgentia terris) 
Intrepidi ante p.Jes herois. Tu quoque magoatn 
Partem, opere in tanto, viridi Bo\inda reclinans 
Letto, habeas, imo fenior de gurgite vifus 
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Lauriferum quaffare caput: Saxutn evomit undas; 
iEternique cadunt caefo de marmore rivi. 

Tuque, O! quae farnae fcrvas raonumenta Britanna 
Regis opus, regumque decus, cape dona tuorum 
Inclyta Winfariae turns. Tu (lellifer aether, 
Signa geris, quibus ipfe fuum et delecta fuorum 
Peftora diftinguit, divifque accedere juffit 
Naflbvius, proprioque pater decoravit honore. 

'1'u circum Ormondi robuftum myftica neftens 
Vinc’la genu, potuifti equitem focium addere regi; 
Redditus his vittor terris, fpoliifque potitus, 
Suppliciter venerans divi fub Militis aram 
Vota facit: Veterum juxta decora alta parentum, 
Botleros inter, vich'iciaque arma Bohuni, 
Ipfe fuum clypeum, fuaque aemula figna fuperbis 
Poftibus aptavit, tanti non immemor haeres 
Noniinis, aut proavum dubitans extendere famam; 
Utcunque ilia novi fecum grave pondus honoris 
Attulit Oflbridae mater Nallovia genti. 

Sacviili, tu, diva, latus, tu lumine peftus 
Sanftum ornas ; ubi dulcis honos, ubi mille placendi 
Conjurant artes ; labor unus et una voluptas, 
Tollere depreffos, et fuflentare jacentes. 
Hos brevis informet fragilis dum fpiratus artus, 
Indiftus nunquam noftris Sacvillus abibit 
Carminibus; nunquam labetur pcctorc chari 
Officiuns capitis : Munus quia maximus ille 
Confert; collatique olim meminifle recufat. 

Jura fidemque patrum, libertatemque Cavendos 
Aflerere audentes, tiius amplo veftit honore. 
Diva, favor: Stabit longum fortuna per aevutn 
Alta domusj patrioque pitebunt fydere nati. 
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Per te Sanftmauri, per te Talliotia proles, 
Felices ambo, veftigia magna parentito 
Ambo luftrantes, faxum hoc immoiiile dntn tu 
Serves, nomina erunt. Tuque, O pars maxima Mu{ae> 
O decus, O noftrum, cui pulchro in corpora virtus 
Emicat, et fincera fides, et gratia morum, 
Has, Jerfaee, (preces valeant ft vatis amici, 
Si deus hoc carmen, deus hoc infpiret Apollo) 
Has tanges aras; bine cingula facra decoro 
Aptabis lateri, veterifque infignia famae 
Vilieriis fueta, et tibi non indebita fumes. 

Artibus intentum melior rum cura vocabit 
Heroa Angliacum, mi.rantem Annalibus orbena 
Exornare fuis, ferofque docere nepotes 
Imperii arcana, et magna exemplaria belli. 
Hinc, ut virtutem dociles, verumque laborem 
Cognofcant, laudilque animi accendantur amorc ; 
Regis ad exemplum portis fe prima juventus 
EfFundens, dum mane, novum, dum gramina canent; 
Per faltus, gelidumque nemus, praeruptaque faxa. 
Nunc cervos turbabit agens ; nunc ardua in arm’s, 
Et vigil ad vocem, qua fictum buccina fignum 
Belliea dat, grave martis opus, fub imagine lufus. 
Paulatim ex tanto afluefcat tolerare magiftro : 
Et nunc altus eques fpatiis magna atria circum 
Curvatis fertur ; iuciantia nunc premit ora 
Bellatoris equi; nunc torto verbere pronus 
Dat lora, ct medio fervens in pulvere ftriftum 
Aut eniem quatit, aut certam jacit impiger haftam. 

Pacis amans, fludiifque favens, focia agmina jungant. 
Sanfta corona fenum, exemplis monitura minores, 
Qui virtutis honos, et quid fapientia poffit. 
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Hos rerum juvet obfcuros penetrare recuffiis, 
Et varias caufas, naturae arcana modeftae, 
Indiciis aperire novis clarifque repertis. 
lllos degeneri audentes fuccurrere faec’Io, 
Cura gravis maneat morum, ct labor Hercule dignus, 
Exonerare repletum immunda forde theatrum. 
Sermones alii patrios, incertaque verba 
Ad leges iixas revocent, vcnerefque decoras; 
Ut late Angliacis inflrufta annalibus orbis 
Gaudeat, et noftrum refonet gens lingula linguam, 
Vindicis ante pedes quaecunque effufa Britanni, 
Miferat aut opprella preces, aut libera grates. 
Negleftum in primis carmen, Mufamque jacentem 
Tollat arnica manus : Nam refpondere labor! 
Mufa pio novit, regilque rependere amores. 
Ilia patrum cineres fanftos, verandaque bulla 
Vulgari fecernit humo, famamque filenti 
Vindicat a tumulo : Per Mufam notus Ulylles 
Spirat adhuc; corantque virum jam cernere fas ell: 
Mufae Agamemnonias palmas, femperque recentes 
Confervare datur lauros: Eadem ilia Wilhelmi 
(Cum llatuae, folidoque arcus de marmore fifti 
Deficient) longo nomen facrum alleret aevo. 
Haud vero par officium, partefque premamus 
Ingrati alcernas ; cum nil fine Caefare pulchrum, 
Nil altum Mufae labor inchoat: Altera junflam 
Alterias fic pofcit opem, ct conjurat amice. 
Igneus hinc numeris vigor, et coeleflis origo; 
Hinc cffulgentes aeterna luce Camoenae, 
Inform! cedente fitu, tenebrifque fugatis, 
Invida fquallcntis vincent oblivia nodlis. 
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Secures Britonum Coramercia libera portus 
Omni ex parte petent: Totum demilla per orbem 
Pulchrior bine Argo, meliori et vellere dives 
Annua dona feret; fpoliifque redibit onufta, 
Indiam in Europam portans, gazamque nitentem. 
Quae diffufa jacet, qua fol utrumque recurrens 
Afpicit oceanum. Quafcunque Britannica pinus 
Ingreditur fublimis aquas, fubmittat honores 
Navita quifque fuos : Puppefque infigne fuberbum 
Inciinent, faflae quern Tethys omnibus undis 
Elegit domiuum; quem valto immobile fatum 
Deflinat imperio, terraque marique potentem. 

Audivere preces divi: Jamqne Anglica clallis. 
Qua dabit aura viam, tutum per aperta profundi 
Curret iter, nova regna petens, nova littora vifens, 
Ignotumque fuis mittens fub legibus orbem. 
Alter turn Ganges, atque altera quae feret aurum 
India Nallbvio cedet: Populique feroces 
Arma, artes, morefque feient, nomenque Wilhelm:. 

Suppliciter venerans, demiffo lumine ftabit 
Agmen agrefle virum ; miramque loquentis ab ore 
liiftoriam eripiens, nunc fama et fata Wilhelmi, 
Vulnera, fudorem, palmafque, peric’laque difeet. 
Quae quibus anteferat dubitans; nunc quantus in armis, 
Qualis in hofte fuit, quos bello et pace triumphos 
Erexit: Matres, ut coelo decidit heros, 
Turn natis referent : Et vox, quam proferet infans 
Prima, Wilhelmus erit: Tenebris inhonefta tyranni 
Indecores capita abfeondent, turn dira fuorum 
Supplicia, indignos gemitus, juftafque querelas 
Ferre indignantes; cum confcia fama, pudorque 
Provccat ad meliora animos, cum bella Wilhelmi, 
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Bella quaterdenos laefis pro gentibus annos 
Confefta audierint, tandemque fjlentibus armis, 
(Majus opus) partos felici pace triumphos. 

Non dehinc hos to biros myfteria dira docebit 
Barbara religio : Nulla horrida numina finget 
Vana fuperftitio, divumque immania monftra; 
Nafiivn virtus cum fe mirantibus offert, 
Praefentem confelTa deum; cum figna decoris 
Divini, aeternaeque patent vefligia mentis 
Herois defcripta animis, et vindice dextra. 

Scilicet borrendi jufta fine lege cometae 
Incertam lucem quatiunt, et crine minaces 
Sanguineo lugubre rubent, triftefque trementi 
Indicunt iras orbi; nifi publica Vota 
Avertant laevnm miferis mortalibus omen. 
At vero juftis mundum qui temperat horis, 
Vera Jovis proles, coelo puriffimus ignis, 
Non errore vago, caecaque libidine fertur; 
Certus itur fixum peragit: Curfufque diurnos 
Obfervant homines, et fanttum fydus adorant. 

O Jane, O! divum fi fltitere fata liceret; 
Si parcae Anglorum precibus mitefcere fcirent; 
Sol ifle ante fuum ceflaret currere coelum, 
Quam Rex Naflbvius terrae fe fubtrahet orbae, 
Addendus fuperis : Sed inexorabile numen 
Omne premit mortale : Aderit, volventibus annis, 
Dira futura dies, et ineluftabile tempus, 
Cum pars femidei modefto materna fepulchro 
Condetur; dominifque fins plorabitur abfens. 
Ad vos, O divi, fi quid pia vota valebunt, 
Vos precor, aeterni, quorum haec fub numine tellus 
Tuque, O fandte, tuis, bifrons, coeleftia firma 
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Pe£tora conliliis; fociique per aethcra divi. 
Die, in amicitiam coeanc, cecumque liritannam 
Conjurent fervare domutn: Communibus omnium 
Orati precibus, magno procul omine triftem, 
Dii, removete diem; multofque benignius annos 
Accumulate facro capiti: Da, Jane, fenedtam 
Immunem curis, placmaque quiete potitam: 
Sat beilo Europaeque datum clt ; fatis arma juventus 
Senfit: Et ingentes tellatur terra triumphos. 
Canitiem novus ornet honos; dum tempora circum 
Vidtnces later lauros aifurgat oliva. 

Eu! hujui, Jane, aulpiciis nafeentia longum 
Saec’ia haOeant omen pacis; laetique nepotes 
Seros juLundis agitent fun legibus annos; 
Ante lerat quam coelo animam Jovis armiger alto, 
Nobile onus, patrioque heros poicatur Olympo; 
Ambo ubi JLedaei, ceu qui pedes ibat in hoftem, 
Ceu ludtantis equi fpumantia qui regie ora; 
Magnus ubi Aicides fato, et Junonis iniquae 
Saevis ereptus juffis ; ubi grande Maronis 
Argumentum, audtor Eatii, regnique Britanni, 
Otia agunt ; ubi tot radiantia nomina toto 
JEthere nota fatis, quos omnes aequus amavic 
Jupiter, et meritis homines donavimus aris; 
Sero, Jane pater, coelo decus adde patenti 
Naflbvium fydus, quod arnica luce corufcum 
Fulgeat, et dubiis oftendat littora nautis. 

FINIS. 
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