








-vmmmmtm. 



















 
<

- 
 

—
 

- 
 

   
 

=
 
 
 

 
 







THE 

BRITISH POETS. 

VOL. XVII. 

EDINBURGH? 

Printed for A. K r N c A i D and W. C A S E C H, 

and J. BAEFOUR. 

M, DCC, LXXIII. 



' - . 



P OEMS 

UPON 

SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 

B Y 

M A T T H E W PRIOR, E% 

VOL. r. 

2DINB URGK: 

Printed for A. KINCAID and W. C R E H c K , 
and J. BALFOUR, 

M, DCC, LXXIIL 



Is 

.,?.Y 

3 
0. 

#4 
/QO6 r 



THE 

CONTENTS. 

Page. ON Exodus III. 14. I am that I am, an Ode. 
Written in 1688, as an exercife at St John’s 

College, Cambridge 19 
To the Countefs of Exeter playing on the lute * j 
Picture of Seneca dying in a bath, by Jordain, at 

the right honourable the Earl of Exeter’s at 
Burleigh houfe ij 

An Ode aC 
An Epiftle to Fleetwood Shephard, Efq; a8 
To the Countefs of Dorfet. Written in her Milton. 

By Mr Bradbury. 34, 
To the Lady Durfley, on the fame fubject 33 
To my Lord Buckhurft, very young, playing with 

a Cat ib. 
An Ode 35 
A Song 37 
The Dcfpairing Shepherd 38 

(i To the Honourable Charles Montague, Efq; 39 
Hymn to the Sun, fet by Dr Parcel, and fung be- 

fore their Majefties on New-year’s-day 1C94. 4* 
The Lady’s Looking-Glafs 44 
Love and Friendlhip, a Pafioral. By Mrs Eliza- 

beth Singer 45 
To the Author of the foregoing Pafioral 45 



VI CONTENTS. 

page. 
To a Lady, (lie refufing to continue a difpute with 

me,-and leaving me in the argument: An Ode 49 
Seeing the Duke of Ormond’s Pifture at Sir God- 

frey Kneller’s . 40 
Celia to Damon 51 
Ail Ode prefbnted to the King, on his Majefty’s 

arrival in Holland, after the Queen’s death, 
idps ss 

In imitation of Anacreon 61 

An Ode £3 
Ode fur la prife de Namur, par les armes du Roy, 

1’Annee ifipa. ParMonfieur Boileau Defpreaux 64 

An Englifh ballad, on the taking of Namur by the 
king of Great Britain, iSpj 6S 

Prefented to the King at his arrival in Holland af- 
ter the difeovery of the confpiracy, iSpd 7$ 

To Cloe weeping 81 
To Mr Howard. An Ode ih- 
Love difarm’d 
Cloe hunting 84. 
Cupid and Ganymede 8j 
Cupid miftaken 88 
Venus miftaken 1b* 
A Song 
The Dove $° 

A Lover’s anger PS 
Mercury and Cupid 96 

On beauty : A Riddle 98 
The queftion : To Lifetta 99 

Lifetta’s reply too 
The Garland tot 



CONTENTS. 

page. 
The Lady who offers her looking-glafs to Venus 103. 
Cloe jealous 103 
Anfwer to Cloe jealous, in the fame ftyle ; the au- 

thor Tick 105 
A better anfwer ieS 
Pallas and Venus: An Epigram 107 
To a Gentleman in love. A Tale 108 
An Englilh padlock no 
Hans Carvel nj 
A Dutch proverb n8 
Paulo Purganti and his wife : An honeft, but a 

fimpie pair lb. 
The Ladle 114 
Written at Paris 1700 ; in the beginning of Robe’s 

Geography 130 
Written in the beginning of Mezeray’s liiflory of 

France 131 
Written in the Nouveaux Interefts des Princes de 

1’ Europe 131. 
Adrian! Morientis ad Animam fuam ib. 
By Monfieur Eontenelle 133 
Imitated it,. 
A paffage in the Moriae Encomium of Erafmus, 

imitated. ib. 
To Dr Sherlock, on his pradtical difcourfe con- 

cerning death ! 3^ 
Carmen Seculare, for the year 1700; to the King 137 
An Ode infcribed to the memory of the honourable 

Colonel George Villiers, drowned in the river 
Piava, in the country of Friuli 1703 ; in imi- 
tation of Horace, Ode XXVIII. Lib. I. 157 



viii CONTENTS. 

page. 
Prologne fpoken at court before the Queen on her 

Majefty’s birth-day, 1704 ifio 
A letter to Monfieur lioileau Defpreaux, occafion- 

ed by the viftory at Blenheim, 1704 iCi 
For the plan of a fountain, 169 
The Chamelion ib 
Merry Andrew 171 
A fimile 172. 
The Flies 173 
From the Greek 174 

Epigram ib. 
Another 175 
Another ib. 
Another ib. 
To a perfon who wrote ill, and fpokfc worfe, againfl 

me ib. 
On the fame perfon 176 
Quod fit futurum Cras, fuge quaerere ib. 
The Nut-brown Maid: A poem written three hun- 

dred years fince 177 
Henry and Emma, a poem upon the model of the 

Nut-brown Maid 189 

T 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 

LIONEL, 
EARL OF 

DORSET AND MIDDLESEX. 

IT looks like no great compliment to your Lordlhip, 
that I prefix your name to this epiftle; when, in 

the preface, I declare the book is publiihed almolt a- 
gainft my inclination. But, in all cafes, my Lord, you 
have an hereditary right to whatever may be called 
mine. Many of the following pieces were written by 
the command of your excellent father ; and moft of 
the reft, under his prote&ion and patronage. 

The particular felicity of your birth, my Lord ; the 
; natural endowments of your mind, which, without fu- 

fpicion of flattery, I may tell you, are very great; the 
» good education with which thefe parts have been im- 
| proved ; and your coming into the world, and feeing 

men very early, make us expeft from your Lordfhip 
all the good which our hopes can form in favour of 
a young nobleman. ‘ Tu Marcellus eris,’ our eyes 

\ - and our hearts are turned on you. You muft be a judge 
and mafter of polite learning ; a friend and patron to 
men of letters and merit ; a faithful and able counfel- 

f lor to your prince; a true patriot to your country ; an 
ornament and honour to the titles you poflefs; and, 
in one word, a worthy fon to the great Earl of Dorfet 
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DEDICATION. 

It is as impoffibie to mention that name, without 
defiring to commend the perfon, as it is to give him 
the commendations which his virtues deferved. But, 
I allure myfelf, the mod agreeable compliment I can 
bring your Lordfhip, is to pay a grateful refpeft to 
your father’s memory. And my own obligations to 
him were fuch, that the world mud pardon my endea- 
vouring at his character, however I may mifearry in 
the attempt. 

A thoufand ornaments and graces met in the com- 
pofition of this great man, and contributed to make 
him univerfally beloved and edeemed. The figure of 
Ids body was drong, proportionable, beautiful ; and, 
were his picture well drawn, it mud deferve the praife 
given to the portraits of Raphael ; and, at once, cre- 
ate love and refpedt. While the greatnefs of his mien 
informed men, they were approaching the nobleman; 
the fweetnefs of it invited them to come nearer to the 
patron. There was in his look and gedure fomething 
that is more eafily conceived than deferibed ; that 
gained upon you in his favour, before he fpoke one 
word. His behaviour was eafy and courteous to all; 
but didinguifhed and adapted to each man in particu- 
lar, according to his dation and quality. His civili- 
ty was free from the formality of rule, and flowed im- 
mediately from his good fenfe. 

Such were the natural faculties and drength of his 
mind, that he had occafion to borrow very little from 
education ; and he owed thofe advantages to his own 
good parts, which others acquire by dudy and imita- 
tion. His wit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit in mod 
writers is like a fountain in a garden, dipplied by fe- 
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veral ftreams brought through artful pipes, and play- 
ing lometimes agreeably. But the Earl of Dorfet’s was 
a fource rifing from the top of a mountain, which for- 
ced its own way, and, with inexhauftible fupplies, de- 
lighted and enriched the country through which it paf- 
fed. This extraordinary genius was accompanied with 
fo true a judgement in all parts of fine learning, that, 
whatever fubjeft was before him, he difcourfed as pro- 
perly of it, as if the peculiar bent of his ftudy had been 
applied that way ; and he perfeffed his judgement by 
reading and digefting the bell authors, tho’ he quoted 
them very feldom; 

‘ Contemnebat potius literas, quam nefciebat 

and rather feemed to draw his knowledge from his own 
flores, than to owe it to any foreign alliflance. 

The brightnefs of his parts, the folidity of his judg- 
ment, and the candour and generofity of his temper, 
diftinguilhed him in an age of great politenefs, and at 
a court abounding with men of the fined fenfe and 
learning. The mod eminent maders in their feveral 
ways appealed to his determination. Waller thought 
it an honour to confult him in the foftnels and harmo- 
ny of his verfe ; and Dr Sprat, in the delicacy and turn 
of his profe. Dryden determines by him, under the 
charadter of Eugenius, as to the laws of dramatic poe- 
try. Butler owed it to him, that the court taded his 
Hudibras ; Wicherly, that the town liked his Plain 
Dealer ; and the late Duke of Buckingham deferred to 
publifh his Rchearfal, till he was fure (as he exprelTed 
it) that my Lord Dorfet would not rehearfe upon him 

A it 
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again. If we wanted foreign teftimony. La Fontaine 
and St Evreniont have acknowledged, that he was a 
perfect mafter in the beauty and finenefs of their lan- 
guage, and of all that they call les Belles Lettres. Nor 
was this nicety of his judgment confined only to books 
and literature ; but was the fame in ftatuary, painting, 
and all other parts of art. Bernini would have taken 
his opinion upon the beauty and attitude of a figure ; 
and King Charles did not agree with Lely, that my 
Lady Cleveland’s pifture was finifned, ’till it had the 
approbation of my Lord Buckhurft. 

As the judgment which he made of others writings 
could not be refuted ; the manner in which he wrote 
will hardly ever be equaled. Every one of his pieces is 
an ingot of gold, intrinfically and foiidly valuable; fuch 
as, wrought or beaten thinner, would fhine through a 
whole book of any other author. His thought was al- 
ways new, and the expreffion of it fo particularly hap- 
py, that every body knew immediately, it could only 
be my Lord Dorfet’s; and yet it was fo eafy too, that 
every body was ready to imagine himfelf capable of 
writing it. There is a luflre in his verfes, like that of 
the fun in Claud Loraine’s iandlkips : It looks natu- 
ral, and is inimitable. His love-verfes have a mixture 
of delicacy and flrength ; they convey the wit of I’e- 
tronius in the foftnefs of Tibullus. His fatire indeed 
is fo feverely pointed, that in it he appears, what his 
great friend the Earl of Rocheftcr (that other prodigy 
of the age) fays he was, 

« The bed good man, with the worfl natur’d Mufe.’ 

yet even here, that character may juftly be applied te 
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him, which Perfms gives of the bed writer in this 
kind that ever lived : 

‘ Omne vafer vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
‘ Tan git, et admiffus circnm praecordia ludit,’ 

and the gentleman had always lb much the better of 
the fatyrift, that the perfons touched, did not know 
where to fix their refcntments; and were forced to ap- 
pear rather alhanied than angry. Yet fo far was this 
great author from valuing bimfelf upon his works, 
that he cared not what became of them, though every- 
body elfc did. There are many things of his net ex- 
tant in writing, which however are always repeated; 
like the verfes and fayings of the antient Druids, they 
retain an univerfal veneration, tho’ they are preferved 
only by memory. 

As it is often feen, that thofe men who are lead 
qualified for bufinefs love it mod : My Lord Dorfet’s 
character was, that he certainly underdoed it, but did 
not care for it. 

Coming very young to the pofiedion of two plenti- 
ful edates, and in an age when pleafure was more in 
fadiion than bufinefs, he turned his parts rather to 
books and converiation, than to politics, and what 
more immediately related to the public. But, whene- 
ver the fafety of his country demanded his adidance, 
he readily entered into the mod active parts of life; 
and underwent the greated dangers, with a condancy 
of mind, which (hewed, that he had not only read the 
rules of philefophy, but underdcod the praflice of 
them. 

A 
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In the firft Dutch war, he went a volunteer under 
the Duke of York : His behaviour, during that cam- 
paign, wasfuch, as diflinguilhed theSackville defcend- 
ed from that Hildebrand of the name, who was one of 
thegreatefl captains that came into England with the 
Conqueror. But his making a fong the night before 
the engagement (and it was one of the prettieff that 
ever was made) carries with it fo fedate a prefence of 
mind, and fuch an unufual gallantry, that it deferves 
as much to be recorded, as Alexander’s jefting with his 
foldiers, before he palled the Granicus; or William the 
firft of Orange, giving order over night for a battle, 
and defiring to be called in the morning, left he fhould 
happen to fleep too long. 

From hence, during the remaining part of King 
Charles’s reign, he continued to live in honourable lei- 
fure. He was of the bed-chamber to the King, and , 
pofleffed not only his mafter’s favour, but (in a great 
degree) his familiarity ; never leaving the court, but 
when he was lent to that of France, on fome fhort 
commiflions and embaffies of compliment; as if the 
King defigned to fhow the French, (who would be 
thought the politeft nation) that one of the fineft 
gentlemen in Europe was his fubjeft ; and that we had 
a prince who underftood bis worth fo well, as not to 
fuffer him to be long out of his prefence. 

The fucceeding reign neither relilhed my Lord’s 
wit, nor approved his maxims ; fo he retired altoge- 
ther from court. But, as the irretrievable miftakes of 
that unhappy government went on to threaten the na- 
tion with fomething more terrible than a Dutch war, 
he thought it became him to refume the courage of his | 
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youth, and once more to engage himfelf in defending 
the liberty of his country. He entered into the Prince 
of Orange’s intereft ; and carried on his part of that 
great enterprife here in London, and under the eye of 
the court, with the fame refolution, as his friend and 
fellow-patriot the late Duke of Devonlhire did in open 
arms at Nottingham ; ’till the dangers of thofe times 
increafed to extremity ; and juft apprehenfions arofe 
for the fafety of the Princefs, our prefent glorious 
Queen : Then the Earl of Dorfet was thought the pro- 

, pereft guide of her neceflary flight, and the perfon un- 
der whofe courage and direction the nation might moft 
fafely-truft a charge fo precious and important. 

After the eftabiifhment of their late Majefties upon 
the throne, there was room again at court for men of 
my Lord’s charadter. He had a part in the councils of 
thofe princes; a great lhare in their friendlhip; and 
all the marks of diftindtion, with which a good go- 

i vernment could reward a patriot. He was made cham- 
berlain of their Majefties houihold; a place which he 
fo eminently adorned by the grace of his perfbn, and 
the finenefs of his breeding, and the knowledge and 
pradtice of what was decent and magnificent, that he 
could only be rivalled in thefe qualifications by one 

i great man, who has fince held the fame ftaff. 
The laft honours he received from his fovereign, 

^ (and indeed they were the greateft which a fubjedt 
could receive) were, that he was made knight of the 
garter, and conftituted one of the regents of the king- 
dom, during his Majefty’s abfence. liut his health, 

i about that time, fenfibly declining, and the public af- 
fairs not threatned by any imminent danger, he kit 

.A 4 
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the bufinefs to thofe who delighted more in the date 
of it, and appeared only fometimes at council, to fhew 
his refpeft to the commiffion ; giving as much leifure 
as he could to the relief of thofe pains, with which it 
pleafed God to afflift him; and indulging the reflec- 
tions of a mind, that had looked thro’ the w'orld with 
too piercing an eye, and was grown ,weary of the pro- 
fpedt. Upon the whole, it may very juftly be faid of 
this great man, with regard to the public, that, thro’ 
the courfe of his life, he afted like an able pilot in a 
long voyage ; contented to fit quiet in the cabin, when 
the winds were allayed, and the waters fmooth ; but 
vigilant and ready to refume the helm, when the ftqrm 
arofe, and the fea grew tumultuous. 

I afk your pardon, my Lord, if I look yet a little 
more nearly into the late Lord Dorfet’s character : If 
I examine it not without fome intention of finding 
fault ; and (which is an odd way of making a panegy- 
ric) fet his biemifnes and imperfedtions in open view. 

The fire of his youth carried him to fome exceffes ; 
but they were accompanied with a moft lively invent 
tion, and true humour. The little violences and cafy 
miftakes of a night too gayly fpent (and that too in 
the beginning of life) were always fet right the next 
day, with great humanity, and ample retribution. His 
faults brought their excufe with them, and his very 
failings had their beauties. So much fweetnefs accom- 
panied w’hat he faid, and fo great generofity what he 
did, that people were always prepofTefled in his fa- 
vour ; and it was in faft true, what the late Earl of 
Rochefler faid in jefl to King Charles, that he did not 
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know how it was, but my Lord Dorfet might do any 
thing, yet was never to blame. 

He was naturally very fubjett to padion ; but the 
fnort gufb was foon over, and ferved only to fet off the 
charms of his temper, when more compofed. That 
very paffion broke out with a force of wit, which made 
even anger agreeable : While it laded, he faid and for- 
got a thoufand things, which other men would have 
been glad to have ftudicd and wrote : But the impetu- 
ofity was correfted upon a moment’s refleftion; and 
the meafure altered with fuch grace and delicacy, that 
you could fcarce perceive where the key was changed. 

He was very (harp in his reflections; but never 
in the wrong place. His darts were fure to wound ; 
but they were fure to hit none, but thofe whole fol- 
lies cave him very fair aim. And when he allowed no 
quarter, he had certainly been provoked by more than 
common error; by men’s tedious and circumdantial 
recitals of their affairs, or by their multiplied quedions 
about his own; by extreme ignorance and imperti- 
nence, or the mixture of thefe, an ill-judged and never- 
-ceafing civility; or, lafliy, by the two things which 
were his utter averdon, the infinuation of a flatterer, 
and the whifper of a tale-bearer. 

If, therefore, we fet the piece in its word pofition ; 
if its fauits be mod expofed, the lhades will dill ap- 
pear very finely joined with their lights, and every 
imperfeftion will he diminithed by the ludre of feme 
neighbouring virtue. But, if we turn the great draw- 
ings, and wonderful colourings to their true light, the 
whole mud appear hcautifu!, noble, admirable. 
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He poflefied all thofe virtues in the higlitft degree, 
upon which the pleafure of fociety, and the happinefs 
of life depend ; and he exercifed them with the great- 
eft decency, and belt manners. As good nature is faid, 
by a great * author, to belong more particularly to the 
Englifh, than any other nation pit may again be faid, 
that it belonged more particularly to the late Earl of 
Dorfet, than to any other Englilhman. 

A kind hufband he was, without fondnefs; and an 
indulgent father, without partiality. So extraordinary 
good a mailer, that this quality ought indeed to have 
been numbered among his defefts ; for he was often 
ferved worfe than became his ftation, from his unwil- 
lingnefs toallumean authority too fevere. And, during 
thofe little tranfports of paffion, to which I juft now 
laid he was fubjeft, 1 have known his fervants get 
into his way, that they might make a merit of it im- 
mediately after: For he that had the good fortune to 
be chid, was fure of being rewarded for it. 

His table was one of the lafl that gave us an example 
of the old houfe-keeping of an Engliih nobleman. A 
freedom reigned at it, which made every one of his 
g.uelis think himfelf at home : And an abundance, 
which (hewed that the mailer’s hofpitaiity extended to 
many more than thofe who had the honour to fit at 
table with him. 

In his dealings with others, his care and exaclnefs 
that every man Ihould have his due was fuch, that you 
would think he had never feen a court: The politenefs 

Sprat. Hid. of the Royal Society. 
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and civility with w'hich this juflice w>as adminiftered, 
would convince you he never had lived out of one. 

He was fo ftritt an obferver of his word, that no 
confideration whatever could make him break it; yet 
fb cautious, left the merit of his aft ftiould rife from 
that obligation only, that he ufually did the greateft 
favours without making any previous promife. So in- 
violable was he in his friendlhip, and fo kind to the 
charafter of thofe whom he had once honoured with a 
more intimate acquaintance, that nothing lefs than a 
demonftration of feme eflential fault could make him 
break with them ; and then, too, his good nature did 
not confent to it without the greateft reluftance and 
difficulty. Let me give one inftance of this, amongft 
many. When, as Lord Chamberlain, he was obliged 
to take the King’s penfion from Mr Dryden, w'ho had 
long before put himfelf out of a poffibility of receiving 
any favour from the court, my Lord allowed him an 
equivalent out of his own eftate. However difpleafed 
with the conduft of his old acquaintance, he relieved 
his neceffities ; and, while he gave him his afliftance in 
private, in public he extenuated and pitied his error. 

The foundation indeed of thefe excellent qualities, 
and the perfeftion of my Lord Dorfet’s charafter, was 
that unbounded charity which ran through the whole 
tenor of his life, and fat as vifibly predominate over 
the other faculties of his foul, as (he is faid to do in 
heaven above her fifter-virtues. 

Crowds of poor daily thronged his gates, expefting 
thence their bread; and wTere ftill leftened, by his fend- 
ing the moft proper objefts of his bounty to appren- 
tiedhips orhofpitals. The lazar and the fick, as he 
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accidentally faw them, were removed from the flrcet 
to the pfcyficiart; and many of them not only reftored 
to health, but fupplied with what might enable them to 
refume their former callings, and make their future life 
happy. The prifoner has often been releafed by my 
J.ord’s paying the debt; and the condemned has been 
faved by his intereefTIon with the fovereign, where he 
thought the letter of the law too rigid. To thofe whofe 
circumflances were fuch as made them afhamed of their 
poverty, he knew how to beftow his munificence, with- 
out offending their modefty, and, under the notion of 
frequent prefents, gave them what amounted to a fub- 
fiftence. Many yet alive know this to be true, though 
he told it to none, nor ever was more uneafy than when 
any one mentioned it to him. 

We may find among the Greeks and Latins, Tibul- 
lus and Gallus, the noblemen that writ poetry; Au- 
guftus and Maecenas, the proteftors of learning; Ari- 
Hides, the good citizen ; and Atticus, the weii-bred 
friend; and bring them in as examples of my Lord 
Dorfet’s wit, bis judgment, his juftice, and his civility. 
But, for his charity, my Lord, we can fcarce find a 
parallel in hiftory itfelf. 

Titus was not more the delktae human] generis, on 
this account, than my Lord Dorfet was. And, with- 
out any exaggeration, that prince did not do more 
good, in proportion, out of the revenue of the Roman 
empire, than your father out of the income of a private 
eftate. Let this, my Lord, remain to yon and your 
pofierity a pofieffion for ever to be imitated, and, if 
poffible, to be excelled. 
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As to my own particular, I fcarce knew what life was 
fooner than 1 found myfelf obliged to his favour; nor 
have had reafon to feel any forrow fo fenfibly as that 
of his death. 

llle dies quern femper acerbum, 
Semper honoratum (fie Dii voluiltis) habebo. 

iEneas could not reflect upon the lofs of his own fa- 
ther with greater piety, my Lord, than 1 muft recall 
the memory of your’s ; and, when I think whole ion I 
am writing to, the leaft I promife myfelf from your 
goodnefs is an uninterrupted continuance of favour, 

I and a friendfhip for life. To which, that I may with 
fome juftice entitle myfelf, I fend your Lordihip a de- 
dication, not filled with a long detail of your praifes, 
but with my fincereft wilhes that you may deferve them. 
That you may employ thofe extraordinary parts and 
abilities, with which heaven has blelfed you, to the ho- 
nour of your family, the benefit of your friends, and 
the good of your country; that all your aflions may be 
great, open, and noble, fuch as may tell the world 
whofe fon and whofe fuccefibr you are. 

What I now offer to your Lordihip is a colleftion of 
poetry, a kind of garland of good will. If any verfes 
of my writing fliould appear in print, under another 
name and patronage than that of an Earl of Dorfet, 
people might expeft them not to be genuine. I have 
attained my prefent end, if thefe poems prove the di- 
verfion of fome of your youthful hours, as they have 

* been occafionally the amufement of fome of mine; and 
I humbly hope that, as I may hereafter bind up my 
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fuller fiieaf, and lay fome pieces of a very different na- 
ture (the produft of my feverer fludies) at your Lord- 
fiiip’s feet, I lhall engage your more ferious refleftion : 
Happy if, in all my endeavours, I may contribute to 
your delight, cr to your inflruftion, I am, with all duty 
and refpeft, 

My Lord, 
Your Lordfhip’s 

Moll obedient, and 
Mod humble fervant, 

M AT. P R I O R- 



PREFACE. 

HE greateft: part of what I have written having 
1 been already publiftied, either lingly or in fome 

of the mifcellanies, it would be too late for me to make 
any excufe for appearing in print. But a collection of 
poems has lately appeared under my name, tho’ with- 
out my knowledge, in which the publilher has given 
me the honour of fome things that did not belong to 
me, and has tranfcribed others ib imperfeftly, that I 
hardly knew them to be mine. This has obliged me, 
in my own defence, to look back upon fome of thofe 
lighter ftudies, which I ought long fmce to have quit- 
ted, and to publifh an indifferent colle&ion of poems, 
for fear of being thought the author of a worfe. 

Thus I beg pardon of the public for reprinting fome 
pieces, which, as they came fingly from their firil im- 
preflion, ■ have (I fancy) lain long and quietly in Mr 
Tonfon’s Clop; and adding others to them, which were 

j never before printed, and might have lain as quietly, 
, and perhaps more fafely, in a corner of my own ftudy. 

The reader will, I hope, make allowance for their 
having been written at very diftant times, and on very 

t different occafions; and take them as they happen to 
, come, public panegyrics, amorous odes, ferious reflec- 

v tions, or idle tales, the produce of his leifure hours, 
i. who had bufmefs enough upon his hands, and was only 
; a poet by accident. 

I take this occafion to thank my good friend and 
' fchool-fellow Mr Dibben, for his excellent verfion of 
| the Carmen Seculare ; though my gratitude may juflly 



carry a little envy with it, for I believe the moft ac- 
curate judges will find the tranflation exceed the ori- 
ginal. 

I inuft likewife own myfelf obliged to Mrs Singer, 
■who has given me leave to print a pafloral of her wri- 
ting, that poem having produced the verfes immediate- 
ly following it. I wifh Ihe might be prevailed with to 
pubiilh fome other pieces of that kind, in which the 
ioftnefs of her fex, and the finenefs of her genius, con- 
fpire to give her a very diftinguiihing charadter. 



POSTSCRIPT. 

IMuft help my preface by a poftfcript, to tell the rea- 
der that there is ten years diftance between my wri- 

ting one and the other; and that (whatever I thought 
then, and have fomewhere faid, that I would publilh np 
more poetry) he will find ieveral copies of verfes fcat- 
tcred through this edition, which were not printed in 
the firft. Tbofe relating to the public ftand in the order 
they did before, and according to the feveral years in 
which they were written ; however, the difpofition of 
our national affairs, the actions, or the fortunes of feme 
men, and the opinions of others may have changed. 
Profe and other human things may take what turn they 
can ; but poetry, which pretends to have fomething of 
divinity in it, is to he more permanent. Odes once 
printed, cannot well be altered, when the author has 
already faid, that he expedts his works Ihould live for 
ever. And it had been very foolifh in my friend Ho- 
race, if, fome years after his Exegi Monumentum, he 
fhould have defined to fee his building taken down a- 
gain. 

The dedication, likewife, is reprinted to the F.arl of 
Dorfet, in the foregoing leaves, wdthout any alteration ; 
though I had the faireft opportunity, and the ftrongeft 
inclination to have added a great deal to it. The 
blooming hopes, which I faid the world expedted from* 
my then very young patron, have been confirmed by 
moft noble and diflinguilhed firfl-fruits; and his life is 
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going on towards a plentiful harveft of all accumulated 
virtues. He has, in fact, exceeded whatever the fond- 
nefs of my wifhes could invent in his favour : His e- 
qually good and beautiful lady enjoys in him an indul- 
gent and obliging hufband ; his children a kind and 
careful father; and his acquaintance a faithful, gene- 
rous, and polite friend. His fellow-peers have attend- 
ed to the perfuafion of his eloquence, and have been 
convinced by the folidity of his rcafoning. He has, 
long fince, deferved and attained the honour of the 
garter. He has managed fome of the charges of the 
kingdom with known ability ; and laid them down 
with entire difintereflment. And, as he continues the 
exercifcs of thefe eminent virtues (which that he may to 
a very old age, lhall be my perpetual wilh) he may be 
one of the greateft men that our age, or poffibly our 
nation, has bred, and leave materials for a panegyric, 
not unworthy the pen of ibme future Pliny. 

From fo noble a fubject as the Earl of Dorfet, to fo 
mean a one as myfelf, is (I confefs) a very Pindaric 
tranfition. I lhall only fay one word, and trouble the 
reader no further. I pubhlhed my poems formerly, as 
Monf. Jourdain fold his filk : He would not be thought 
a tradelman ; but ordered fome pieces to be meafured 
out to his particular friends. Now I give up my thop, 
and difpofe of all my poetical goods at once: I mull 
therefore defire, that the public would pleafe to take 
them in the grofs; and that every body would turn o- 
vcr what he does not like. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 

^ ^ ^ tj. tj. ^^ ^ 

On Exodus iii. 14. I am that I am. 

AN ODE. 

Written 1638, as an Exercife at St John’s College, 
Cambridge. 

I. 
MAN ! foolilh man ! 

Scarce know’ll thou how thyfelf began ; 
Scarce hall thou thought enough to prove thou art; 
Yet Heel’d with ftudy’d boldnefs, thou dar’ll try 
To fend thy doubting reafon’s dazled eye 
Through the myllerious gulph of vail immenfity. 
Much thou canfl there difcern, much thence impart. 

Vain wretch ! fupprefs thy knowing pride ; 
Mortify thy learned lull : 

Vain are thy thoughts, while thou thyfelf art dull. 
Ba 



POEMS UPON 20 

II. 
Pet wit her fails, her oars let wifdom lend; 
The helm let politic experience guide : 
Yet ceafe to hope thy Ihort-liv’d bark lhall ride 
Down fpreading fate’s unnavigable tide. 

What, tho’ ftill it farther tend ? 
Still ’tis farther from its end ; 

And, in the bofom of that boundlefs fea, 
Still finds its error lengthen with its way. 

III. 
With daring pride and infolent delight 

Your doubts refolv’d you boaft, your labours crown’d 
And, ’ETPHKA ! your God, forfooth is found 
incomprehenfible and infinite. 
But is he therefore found ? Vain fearcher ! no; 
Let your imperfeft definition (how, 
That nothing you, the weak definer, know. 

IV. 
Say, why fhould the collected main 
Jtfelf within itfelf contain? 

Why to its caverns fhould it fometimes creep, 
And with delighted filence deep 

On the lov’d bofom of its parent deep ? 
Why fliould its num’rous waters flay 

In comely difcipline, and fair array 
Till winds and tides exert their high command ? 

Then prompt and ready to obey, 
Why do the rifmg furges fpread 

Their op’ning ranks o’er earth’s fubmidive head, 
Marching thro’ different paths to different lands? 

V. 
Why does the condant fun 

With meafur’d Heps, his radiant journeys run ? 
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‘Why does he order the diurnal hours 
To leave earth’s other part, and rife in ours ? 
Why does he wake the correfpondent moon, 
And fill her willing lamp with liquid light, 
Commanding her with delegated pow’rs 
To beautify the world, and blefs the night ? 

Why does each animated ftar 
Love the juft limits of its proper fphsre : 

Why does each confenting fign 
With prudent harmony cumbine 

In turns to move, and fubfequent appear. 
To gird the globe, and regulate the year ? 

VI. 
Man does with dangerous curiofity 

Thefe unfathom’d wonders try: 
With fancy’d rules and arbitrary laws 
Matter and motion he reftrains; 
And ftudy’d lines and fiftious circles draws : 

Then with imagin’d fov’reignty 
Lord of this new hypothefis he reigns. 
He reigns: How long ? till fome ufurper rife; 

And he too, mighty thoughtful, mighty wife, 
Studies new lines, and other circles feigns. 
From this laft toil again what knowledge flows ? 

Juft as much, perhaps, as fhews, 
That all his predecellbrs rules 

Were empty cant, all jargon of the fchools; 
That he on t’others ruin rears his throne ; 

And (hows his friends miftakc, and thence confirms 
his own. 

A J 
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VII. 
On earth, in air, amidil the feas and ikies, 

Mountainous heaps of wonders rife ; 
Whofe tow’ring iirength will ne'er fubmit 

To reafon’s batt’ries, or the mines of wit: 
Yet flill inquiring, ilill miftaking man, 

Each hour repuls’d, each hour dare onward prefs; 
And levelling at God his wandring guefs, 

(That feeble engine of his reaibning W'ar, 
Which guides his doubts, and combats his defpair) 
Laws to his Maker the learn’d wretch can give : 
Can bound that nature, and preftribe that will, 
Whoft pregnant word did either ocean fill : 

Can tell us whence all beings are, and how they move 
and live, 

Thro’ either ocean, foolilh man ! 
That pregnant word ftnt forth again. 

Might to a world extend each atom there ; 
For every drop call forth a fta, a heav’n for ev’ry liar. 

VIII. 
Let cunning earth her fruitful wonders hide ; 
And only lift thy daggering reafon up 

To trembling Calvary’s aftonilh’d top; 
Then mock thy knowledge, and confound thy pride, 
Explaining how perfection fufftr’d pain, 
Almighty languilh’d, and eternal dy’d : 
How by her patient victor death was flain ; 
And earth profan’d, yet blels’d with deicide. 
Then down with all thy beaded volumes, down ; 

Only reftrve the facred one : 
Low, reverently low, 
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Make thy ftubborn knowledge bow ; 
Weep out thy reafon’s, and thy body’s eyes; 

Dejeft tbyfelf, that thou may’ll rife; 
To look to heav’n, be blind to all below. 

IX. 
Then faith, for reafon’s glimmering light, lhall give 

Her immortal perfpeflive; 
And grace’s prefence nature’s lofs retrieve r 
Then thy enliven’d foul (hall fee. 
That all the volumes of philofophy, 
With all their comments, never could invent 

So politic an inftrument, 
To reach the heav’n of heav’ns, the high abode, 
Where Mofes places his myfterious God, 
As Was that ladder which old Jacob rear’d, 
When light divine had human darknefs clear’d ; 
And his enlarg’d ideas found the road, 
Which faith had dictated, and angels trod. 

To the Countess of Exeter, playing 
on the Lute. 

HAT charms you have, from what high race 
you fprung, 

Have been the pleating fubjefts of my fong : 
Unflull’d and young, yet fomething dill I writ, 
Of Ca’ndilh beauty join’d to Cecil’s wit. 
But when you pleafe to (how the lab’ring Mufe, 
What greater theme your mufic can produce ; 

B4 
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My babling praifes I repeat no more, 
But hear, rejoice, Band Blent, and adore. 

The Perfians thus, firft gazing on the fun, 
Admir’d how high ’twas plac’d, how bright it Ihone: 
But, as his pow’r was known, their thoughts were rais’d 
And foon they worlhipp’d, what at firft they prais’d. 

Eliza’s glory lives in Spenfer’s fong ; 
And Cowley’s verfe keeps fair Orinda young. 
That as in birth, in beauty you excel, 
The Mufe might diftate, and the poet tell; 
Your art no other art can fpeak ; and you, 
To (hew how well you play, mud play anew : 
Your mufic’s pow’r, your mufic muft dil'clofe ; 
For what light is, ’tis only light that (hows. 

Strange force of harmony, that thus controuls 
Our thoughts, and turns and fanftifies our fouls: 
While with its utmofl: art your fex could move 
Our wonder only, or at bell our love : 
You far above both thefe your God did place. 
That your high pow’r might worldly thoughts de- 

ftroy ; 
That with your numbers you our zeal might raife, 
And, like himfelf, communicate your joy. 

When to your native heav’n you fhall repair. 
And with your prefence crown the bleftlngs there. 
Your lute may wind its firings but little higher, 
To tune their notes to that immortal quire. 
Your art is perfect here, your numbers do, 
More than our books, make the rude atheift know', 
That there’s a heav’n, by what he hears below. 

As in fome piece, while Luke his fkill expreft, 
A cunning angel came, and drew the reft : 
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So when you play, fome godhead does impart 
Harmonious aid, divinity helps art; 
Some cherub finifties what you begun, 
And to a miracle improves a tune. 
To burning Rome when frantic Nero play’d, 
Viewing that face, no more he had furvey’d 
The raging flames; but (truck with Itrange furprife, 
Confefs’d them lefs than thofe of Anna’s eyes: 

•But, had he heard thy lute, he foon had found 
His rage eluded, and his crime atton’d : 
Thine, like Amphion’s hand, had wak’d the (tone, 
And from deltruction call’d the rifing town : 
Malice to mulic had been forc’d to yield; 
Nor could he burn fo fait, as thou collid’d build. 

Picture of Seneca dying in aBath. By 
Jordain. At the right honourable the 
Earl of Exeter’s at Burleigh-houfe. 

HI L E cruel Nero only drains 
V V The moral Spaniard’s ebbing veins, 

By fludy worn, and (lack with age, 
How dull, how thoughtlefs is his rage ? 
Heighten’d revenge he (hould have took ; 
He (hould have burnt his tutor’s book ; 
And long have reign’d fupreme in-vice : 
One nobler wretch can only rile ; 
’Tis he whofe fury (hail deface 
•The Stoic’s image in this piece. 
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For while unhurt, divine Jordain, 
Thy work and Seneca’s remain, 
He ftill has body, ftill has foul, 
And lives and fpeaks, reftor’d and wholer 

AN ODE, 
i. 

HILE blooming youth, and gay delight 
T ’ Sit on thy rofy cheeks confeft, 

Thou haft, my dear, undoubted right 
To triumph o’er this deftin’d bread:. 

My reafon bends to what thy eyes ordain ; 
For I was born to love, and thou to reign. 

II. 
But would you meanly thus rely 

On power, you know, 1 muft obey ? 
Exert a legal tyranny ; 

And do an ill, becaufe you may ? 
Still muft I thee, as atheifts heav’n adore ; 
Not fee thy mercy, and yet dread thy power ? 

III. 
Take heed, my dear,, youth flies apace ; 

As well as Cupid, Time is blind: 
Soon muft thofe glories of thy face 

The fate of vulgar beauty find : 
The thoufand loves that arm thy potent eye, 
Muft drop their quivers, flag their wings, and die. 

IV, 
Then wilt thou figh, when in each frown 

A hateful wrinkle more appears; 
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And putting peevifh humours on, 
Seem but the fad effeft of years : 

Xindnefs itfelf too weak a charm will prove,. 
To raife the feeble fires of aged love. 

V. 
Forc’d compliments, and formal vows 

Will fhew thee juft above negledt: 
The heat with which thy lover glows. 

Will fettle into cold refpedt : 
A talking dull Platonic I fhali turn ; 
Learn to be civil, when I ceafe to burni 

VI. 
Then fhun the ill, and know, my dear, 

Kindnefs and conftancy will prove 
The only pillars fit to bear 

So vaft a weight, as that of love. 
If thou car.ft with to make my flames endure, 
Thine muft be very fierce, and very pure. 

Vlf. 
Hafte, Celiahafte, while youth invites, 

Obey kind Cupid’s prefent voice ; 
Fill ev’ry fenfe with foft delights, 

And give thy foul a loofe to joys : 
Let millions of repeated bliffes prove, 
That thou all kindnefs art, and I all love. 

VIII. 
Be mine, and only mine ; take care 
Thy looks, thy thoughts, thy dreams to guide 
To me alone; nor come fo far, 

As liking any youth befide: 
What men e’er court thee, fly them and believe 

They’re ferpents all; and thou the tempted Eve. 
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IX. 
So fhall I court thy deareft truth, 

When beauty ceafes to engage ; 
So thinking on thy charming youth. 

I’ll love it o’er again in age : 
So time itfelf our rapture fhall improve, 
While flill we wake to joy, and live to love. 

AN EPISTLE, 

T O 

FLEETWOOD SHEPHERD, Efqi 

SIR, Burleigh, May 14. i68p. 
« S once a twelvemonth to the pried, 

Holy at Rome, here antichrid, 
The Spanilh king prefent a Jennet, 
To fhew his love; that’s all that’s in it : 
For if his Holinels w'ould thump 
His rev’rend bum, ’gaind horfe’s rump, 
He might b’ equipt from his own dable 
With one more white, and eke more able. 

Or, as with Gondola’s and men, his 
Good excellence the Duke of Venice 
(I wilh, for rhime, ’t had been the king) 
Sails out, and gives the gulph a ring ; 
Which trick of date, he wifely maintains, 
Keeps kindnefs up ’twixt old acquaintance : 
For elfe, in honed truth, the fea 
Has much lefs need of gold, than he. 
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Or, not to rove, and pump one’s fancy 
For Popilh Emilies beyond fea; 
As folks from mud-wall’d tenement 
Bring landlord’s pepper corn for rent; 
Prefent a Turkey, or a hen 
To thofe might better fpare them ten: 
Ev’n fo, with all fubmifllon, I 
(For firll men inflance, then apply) 
Send you each year a homely letter, 
Who may return me much a better. 

Then take it, Sir, as it was writ, 
To pay refpedt, and not Ihow wit: 
Nor look alkew at what it faith ; 
There’s no petition in it, faith. 
Here fome would fcratch their heads, and try 

’ What they fhould write, and how, and why 5. 
But I conceive, fuch folks are quite in 
Miftakes, in theory of writing. 
If once for principle ’tis laid, 

' That thought is trouble to the head; 
I argue thus : The world agrees, 
That he writes well, who writes with eafe ; 

! Than he, by fequel logical. 
Writes heft, who never thinks at all, 

Verfe conies from hcav’n, like inward light r 
■ Mere human pains can ne’er come by’t; 
‘The god, not we, the poem makes; 
We only tell folks what he fpeaks. 
Hence, when anatomifts difcourle. 
How like brutes organs are to ours ; 
They grant, if higher pow’rs think fit, 1A bear might foon be made a wit; 
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And that, for any thing in nature, 
Pigs might fqueak. love-odes, dogs bark fatyt. 

Memnon, tho’ ftone, was counted vocal; 
But ’tvvas the god, mean while, that fpoke all. 
Rome oft has heard a crofs haranguing ; 
With prompting prieft behind the hanging : 
The wooden head refolv’d the queflion; 
While you and Pettis help’d the jeft on. 

Your crabbed rogues that read Lucretius, 
Are againfl: gods, you know; and teach us, 
The god makes not the poet; but 
The thefis, vice-verfa put. 
Should Hebrew-wife be underftood ; 
And means, the poet makes the god. 
Egyptian gard’tiers thus are faid to 
Have fet the leeks they after pray’d to; 
And Romifh bakers praife the dicty 
They chipp’d, while yet in its paniety. 

That when you poets fwear and cry. 
The god infpires; I rave, Idle; 
If inward wind does truly fwell ye, 
’T mult be the cholic in your belly : 
That writing is but juft like dice, 
And lucky mains make people wile : 
That jumbled words, if fortune throws ’em, 
Shall, well as Dryden, form a poem ; 
Or make a fpeech, correift and witty, 
As you know who—at the committee. 

So atoms dancing round the center, 
They urge, made all things at a venture. 

But granting matters (hou’d be fpoke 
;By method, rather than by luck ; 
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This may confine their younger ftiles, 
Whom Dryden pedagogues at Wills ; 
But never could be meant to tye 
Authentic wits, like you and I: 
for as young children, who aretry’d in 
Go-carts, to keep their Heps from Hiding ; 
When members knit, and legs grow ftronger, 
Make ufe of fuch machine no longer ; 
But leap pro libitu, and fcout 
On horfe call’d hobby, or without : 
So when at fchool we firft declaim, 
Old Butbey walks us in a theme, 
Whofe props fupport our infant vein. 
And help the rickets in the brain : 
But when our fouls their force di!ate,_ 
And thoughts grow up to wit’s eftate ; 
In verfe or prole, we write or chat, 
Nor fix-pence matter upon what. 

’Tis not how well an author fays ; 
But ’tis how much, that gathers praife. 
Tonfon, who is himfelf a wit, 
■Counts writers merits by the fheet. 
Thus each Should down with all he thinks, 
As boys eat bread, to fill up chinks. 

Kind Sir, I fhould be glad to fee you ; 
I hope y’ are well; fo God be wi’ you ; 
Was all I thought at firft to write : 
But things fince then, are alter’d quite; 
Fancies flow in, and Mufe flies high; 
So God knows when my clack will lie : 

! I mull, Sir, prattle on, as afore, 
And beg your pardon yet this half hour. 
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So at pure bam of loud Non-con, 
Where with my gratiatn I have gan§, 
When Lobb had fitted ail his text, 
And I well hop’d the pudding next; 
Now to apply has plagu’d me more, 
Than all his villain cant before. 
Eor your religion, firft of her 
Your friends do fav’ry things aver : 
They fay, Ihe’s honeft, as your elaret, 
Not four’d with cant, nor ftunn’d with merit 
Your chamber is the foie retreat 
Of chaplains ev’ry Sunday night : 
Of grace, no doubt, a certain fign, 
When lay-man herds with man divine: 
Eor if their fame be juftly great, 
Who would no Popifli nuncio treat; 
That his is greater, we mull grant. 
Who will treat nuncio’s Proteftant. 
One fingle pofitive weighs more. 
You know, than negatives afeore. 

In politics, I hear, you’re llanch, 
Direftly bent againfl the French ; 
Deny to have your free-born toe 
Dragoon'd into a wooden (hoe : 
Are in no plots; but fairly drive at 
The public welfare, in your private : 
And will, for England’s glory try 
Turks, Jews, and Jefuits to defy. 
And keep your places ’till you die. 

For me, whom wandring fortune threw 
From what I lov’d, the town and yoU; 
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Let me juft tell you how my time js 
Paft in a country life.—Imprimis, 
As foon as Phoebus’ rays infpeft us, 
Firft, Sir, I read, and then I breakfaft ; 
So on, ’til! forefaid god does fet, 
I fometimes ftudy, fometimes eat. 
Thus, of your heroes, and brave boys, 
With whom old Homer makes fuch noife, 
The greateft aftions I can find, 
Arc, that they did their work, and din’d. 

The books of which I’m chiefly fond, 
Are fuch as yon have whilom con’d; 
That treat of China’s civil law, 
And fubjeft’s right in Gplcpnda ; 
Of highway-elephants at Ceylan, 
That rob in clans, like men o’ th’ Highland; 
Of apes that ftorm, or keep a town, 
As well almoft as Count Lauzun ; 
Of unicorns and alligators, 
Elks, mermaids, mummies, witches, fatyrs, 
And twenty other ftranger matters : 
Which, tho’ they’re things I’ve no concern in, 
Make all our grooms admire my learning. 

Critics I read on other men, 
And hypers upon them again ; 
From whofe remarks I give opinion 
On twenty books, yet ne’er look in one. 

Then all your wits that flear and (ham, 
Down from Don Quixote to Tom Tram ; 
From whom I jefts and pnns purloin, 
And fifty put ’em oiFfor mine : 

Vol. I. C 
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Fond to be thought a country-wit: 
The reft, when fate and you think fit. 

Sometimes I climb my mare, and kick her 
To bottl’d ale, and neighbouring vicar ; 
Sometimes at Stamford take a quart. 
Squire Shepherd’s health, with all my heart. 
Thus, without much delight, or grief, 
I fool away an idle life ; 
’Till Sbadwell from the town retires, 
(Choak’d up with fame and fea-coal fires,) 
To blefs the wood with peaceful lyric ; 
Then hey for praife and panegyric; 
Juftice reftor’d, and nations freed, 
And wreaths round William’s glorious head. 

To the Countess of Dorset. Written 
in her Milton. By Mr Bradbury. 

SEE here how bright the firft-born virgin (hone, 
And how the firft fond lover was undone. 

Such charming words, our beauteous mother fpoke. 
As Milton wrote, and fuch as your’s her look. 
Your’s, the beft copy of th’ original face, 
Whofe beauty was to furnilh all the race : 
Such chains no author could efcape but he ; 
There’s no way to be fafc, but not to fee. 
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To the Lady Dursley, on the fame 
fubjeft. 

ERE reading how fond Adam was betray’d. 
lx And how by fin Eve’s biafted charms decay’d; 
Our common lofs unjuftly you complain ; 
So fmall that part of it which you luilain. 

You IH!1, fair mother, in your offspring trace 
The ficck of beauty defiin’d for the race ; 
Kind Nature, forming them, the pattern took 
From heav’n’s firft work, and Eve’s original look. 

You, happy faint, the ferpent’s pow’r controul : 
Scarce any aftual guile defiles your foul : 
And hell does o’er that mind vain triumph boall, 
Which gains ahtav’n for earthly Eden lofl. 

With virtue thong as your’s had Eve been arm’d, 
In vain the fruit had bluih’d, orferpent charm’d : 
Nor had our blel's by penitence been bought; 
Nor had frail Adam fall’n, nor Milton wrote. 

To my Lord Buckhurst, very young, 
playing with a Cat. 

THE am’rous youth, whofe tender bread 
Was by his darling cat poflefs’d, 

Obtain’d of Venus his defire, 
(Howe’er irregular his fire : 
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Nature the povv’r of love obey’d : 
The cat became a blufhing maid ; 
And, on the happy change, the boy 
Employ’d his wonder, and his joy. 

Take care, O beauteous child, take care. 
Left thou prefer fo rath a pray’r : 
Nor vainly hope, the queen of love 
Will e’er thy fav’rite’s charms improve. 
O quickly from her (hrine retreat; 
Or tremble for thy darling’s fate. 

The queen of love, who foon will fee 
Her own Adonis live in thee, 
"Will lightly her firft lofs deplore*; 
Will eafdy forgive the boar. 
Her eyes with tears no more will flow ; 
With jealous rage her breaft will glow ; 
And on her tabby rival’s face 
She deep will mark her new difgrace. 

AN ODE. 

I. 
VXrHILE from our looks, fair nymph, you guefs 
' The fecret paftions of our mind; 

My heavy eyes, you fay, confefs, 
A heart to love and grief inclin’d. 

II- 
There needs, alas, but little art, 

To have this fatal fecret found; 
With the fame cafe you threw the dart, 

’Tis certain you may Ihow the wound. 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 37 

How can I fee you, and not love: 
Wliile you as op’ning eait are fair ? 

While cold as northern blafts you prove; 
How can I love, and not defpair ! 

IV. 
The wretch in double fetters bound 

Your potent mercy may releafe : 
Soon, if my love but once were crown’d. 

Fair prophetcfs, my grief would ceafe. 

SONG. 

IN vain you tell your parting lover, 
You with fair winds may waft him over. 

Alas! what winds can happy prove, 
That bear me far from what I love ? 
Alas! what dangers on the main 

jCan equal thofe that I fuftain, 
From flighted vows, and cold difdain ? 

Be gentle, and in pity choofe 
To wifh the wiideft tempeft loofe: 
^hat thrown again upon the coaflr, 
\Vhere firfl: my fliipwreck’d heart was lofr, 
1 may once more repeat my pain ; 
Once more in dying notes complain 

flighted vows and cold difdain. 
C 3 
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The Despairing Shepherd, 

ALEXIS fliunn’d his feliow-fvvains, 
Their rural fports, and jocund drains : 
(Heav’n guard us all from Cupid’s bow.) 

He loft his crook, he left his flocks; 
And wand’ring thro’ the lonely rocks, 
He nouriih’d endlefs woe. 

The nymphs and fhepherds round him came : 
His grief fome pity, others blame ; 

The fatal caufe all kindly feek : 
He mingled his concern with theirs; 
He gave ’em back their friendly tears; 

He figh’d, but would not fpeak. 

Clorindacame among the reft ; 
And Ihe too kind concern expreft ; 

And alk’d the reafon of his woe; 
She alk’d, but with an air and mien, 
That made it eafily forefeen, 

She fear’d too much to know. 

The Ihepherd rais’d his mournful head; 
And will you pardon me, he faid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal ? 
Which nothing from my bread fhould tear ; 
Which never Ihou’d offend your ear. 

But that you bid me tell. 

’Tis thus I rove, ’tis thus complain. 
Since you appear’d upon the plain; 
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You are the caufe of all ray care I 
Your eyes ten thoufand dangers dart; 
Ten thoufand torments vex my heait r 

I love, and I defpair. 

Too much, Alexis, I have heard : 
’Tis what I thought, ’tis what I fear’d: 

And yet, 1 pardon you, (he cry’d : 
But you (hall promife ne’er again 
To breathe your vows, or fpeak your pain 

He bow’d, obey’d, and dy’d. 

To the Honourable Charles Montague* 
Efq; 

HOwe’er, ’tis well, that while mankind 
Through fate’s perverfe Maeander errs, 

He can imagin’d pleafures find, 
To combat againft real cares. 

II. 
Fancies and notions he purfues, 

Which ne’er had being but in thought : 
Each, like the Grecian artift, vsoo’s 

The image he himfelf has wrought. 
III. 

Againft experience he believes; 
He argues againft demonftration ; 

Pleas’d when his reafon he deceives; 
And lets his judgment by his paffion. 

C 4 
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IV. 
The hoary fool, who many days 

Has ftruggl’d with continu’d forrow, 
Renews his hope, and blindly lays 

The defp’rate bett upon to-morrow. 
V. 

To-morrow comes: ’Tis noon, ’tis night; 
This day like all the former flies : 

Yet on he runs to feek delight 
To-morrow, ’till to-night he dies. 

VI. 
Our hopes, like tow’ring falcons, aim 

At objefts in an airy height: 
The little pleafure of the game 

Is from afar to view the flight. 
VII. 

Our anxious pains we, all the day. 
In fearch of what we like, employ: 

Scorning at night the worthlefs prey, 
We find the labour gave the joy. 

VIII. 
At diflance through an artful glafs 

To the mind’s eye things well appear : 
They lofe their forms, and make a mafs 

Confus’d and black, if brought too near. 
IX. 

If we fee right, we fee our woes: 
Then what avails it to have eyes ? 

From ignorance our comfort flows ; 
The only wretched are the wife. 
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X. 
We weary’d (houkl lie down in death : 

This cheat of life would take no more ; 
If you thought fame but empty breath; 

I Phyllis but a perjur’d whore. 

Hymn to the Sun. Set.by Dr Purcel, and 
fung before their Majefties on New-years- 
day, 1694. 

I. 
T I G HT of the world, the ruler of the year, 
'*~i With happy' fpeed begin thy great career ; 
And, as thou doft thy radiant journies run, 

Through every diftant climate own. 
That in fair Albion thou haft feen 

The greateft prince, the brighteft queen, 
That ever fav’d a land, or blefs’d a throne, 

Since firft thy beams were fpread, or genial pow’r was 
known. 

II. 
So may thy godhead be confefs’d. 
So the returning year be blefs’d. 
As his infant months beftow 
Springing wreaths for William’s brow; 
As his fummer’s youth fhall ihed 

Eternal fweats around Maria’s head. 
From the bleffings they beftow, 

Our times are dated, and our aera’s move : 
They govern and enlighten all below, 

As thou doft all -above. 
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m. 
Let our hero in the war 

Aftive and fierce, like thee appear : 
Like thee, great fon of Jove, like thee, 
When clad in riling majefty, 

Thou marchefl: down o’er Delos’ hills confefs’d, 
With all thy arrows arm’d, in all thy glory drefs’d. 
Like thee, the hero does his arms employ, 

The raging Python to deftroy, 
And give the injur’d nations peace and joy. 

IV. 
From fairefl years, and time’s more happy ftores,. 

Gather all the fmiling hours; 
Such as with friendly care have guarded 

Patriots and kings in rightful wars; 
Such as with conquefts have rewarded 

Triumphant viftors happy cares; 
Such as ftory has recorded 
Sacred to NalTau’s long renown. 
For countries fav’d, and battles won. 

V. 
March them again in fair array. 
And bid them form the happy day, 
The happy day defign’d to wait 
On William’s fame, and Europe’s fate. 

Let the happy day be crown’d 
With great event, and fair fuccefs; 

No brighter in the year be found, 
But that which brings the vidlor home in peace. 
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VI. 
Again tSy godhead we implore. 
Great in wifdom as in power ; 

Again, for good Maria’s fake, and ours, 
Chufe out other foiling hours; 

Such as with joyous wings have fled, 
When happy counfels were advifing ; 

Snch as have lucky omens fned 
O'er forming laws, and empires rifing ; 

Such as many courfers ran, 
Hand in hand, a goodly train, 

To blefs the great Eliza’s reign ; 
And in the typic glory (how. 

What fuller blefs Maria (hall beliow. 
VII. 

As the foiemn hours advance, 
Mingled fend into the dance 

Many fraught with all the treafures, 
Which thy eaftern travel views ; 

Many wing’d with all the plcafures, 
Man can alk, or heav’n diflufe ; 

That great Maria all thofc joys may know. 
Which, from her cares, upon her fubjeffs flow. 

VIII. 
For thy own glory fing our fov’reign’s praife, 

God of verfes and of days : 
Let all thy tuneful fons adorn 

Their lading works with William’s name; 
Let chofcn Mufes yet unborn 

Take great Maria for their future theme : 
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Eternal ftruftures let them raile, 
On William and Maria’s praife; 
Nor want new fubjeft for the fong ; 

Nor fear they can exbauit the [tore; 
’Till nature’s mufic lies unfitting ; 

’Till thou, great God, flialt lofe thy double pow’r; 
And touch thy lyre, and Ihoot thy beams no mote. 

The Lady’s Looking-Glass. 

ELIA and I the other day 
V-/I Walk’d o’er the fand-hilis to the fea: 
The fetting fun adorn’d the coaft. 
His beams entire, his fiercencis lofl: 
And, on the AtrfaCe of the deep, 
The winds lay only not afieep : 
The nymph did like the fcene appear, 
Serenely pleafant, calmly fair : 
Soft fell her words, as flew the air. 
With fecret joy I heard her fay, 
That (lie would never mifs one day 
A walk fo fine, a fight fo gay. 

But, oh the change ! the winds grow high; 
Impending tempefls charge the fky ; 
The iight’ning flies, the thunder roars; 
And big waves lath the frighten’d (hoars. 
Struck with the horror of the fight, 
She turns her head and wings her flight ; 
And trembling vows, flic’ll ne’er again 
Approach the fhore, or view the main. 
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Once more at leaft look back, faid I, 
Thyfelf in that large glafs defcry : 
When thou art in good humour draft. 
When gentle rcafon rules thy breaft ; 
The fun upon the calmed: fea 
Appears not half fo bright as thee : 
’Tis then that with delight 1 rove 
Upon the boundlefs depth of love : 
I blefs my chain ; I hand my oar ; 
Nor think on all I left on (hore. 

But when vain doubt, and groundiefs fear 
Do that dear foolifti bofom tear ; 
When the big lip, or wat’ry eye 
Tell me, the rifing ftorm is nigh : 
’Tis then, thou art yon’ angry main. 
Deform’d by winds, and dalh'd by rain ; 
And the poor failor that mud try 
Its fury, labours lefts than I. 

Shipwreck’d, in vain to land I make; 
While love and fate dill drive me back : 
Forc’d to dote on thee thy own way, 
I chide thee fird, and .then obey. 
Wretched when from thee, vex'd when nigh, 
I with thee, or without thee, die. 



4<5 POEMS U P O N 

Love and Friendship: A Pastoral. 

By Mrs Elizabeth S'y.iger. 

Am AR Y LLI s. 
WHILE from the (kies the ruddy fun defcends ; 

And rifing night the evening fhade extends; 
While pearly dew o’ei fpreads the fruitful field ; 
And doling flowers reviving odours yield : 
Let us, beneath thefe fpreading trees, recite 
What from our hearts, our Mufes may indite. 
Nor need we in this clofe retirement fear, 
I.elt any fiwain our am’rous fecrets hear. 

Sylvia, 
To ev’ry fhepherd I would mine proclaim ; 

Since fair Aminta is my fofteft theme : 
A flranger to the loofe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of frlendfhip prove 
And, while its pure and fiacicd fire I fing, 
Chafle goddefs of the groves, thy fuccour bring. 

Amaryllis. 
Propitious god of love, my bread infpire 

With all thy charms, with all thy pleafing fire : 
Propitious god of love, thy fuccour bring ; 
Whillt I thy darling, thy Alexis fing, 
Alexis, as the op'ning bloffoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and foft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin fighs; and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns. 
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Nor to the echoing groves, and whifp’ring fpring. 
In Tweeter drains does artful Conon fing ; 
When loud applaufes fill the crouded groves; 
And Phoebus the. fuperior Tong approves. 

S y Lv i A. « 
Beauteous Amynta is as early light. 

Breaking the melancholy fhades of night. 
When (he is near, ail anxious trouble flies ; 
And our reviving hearts confefs her eyes. 
Young love, and blooming joy, and gay defires. 
In ev’ry bread the beauteous nymph infpires ; 
And on the plain when (lie no more appears ; 
The plain a dark and gloomy profpeft wears. 
In vain the dreams roll on; the eadern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees. 
In vain the birds begin their ev’ning Tong, 
And to the filent night their notes prolong : 
Nor groves, nor crydal dreams, nor verdant field 
Does wonted pleafure in her abfence yield. 

AmAry llis. 
And in his abfence, all the penfive day. 

In fome obfeure reereat I lonely dray; 
All day to the repeating caves complain 
In mournful accents, and a dying drain. 
Dear lovely youth, I cry to all around ; 
Dear lovely youth, the flattering vales refonnd. 

Sylvia. 
On flow’ry banks, by ev’ry murm’ring dream, 

Amynta is my Mule’s fofted theme : 
’ fis (he that does my artful notes refine: 

| With fair Amynta’s name my nobled verfe fliall fliine. 
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Amaryllis. 
I’ll twine fufh garlands for Alexis’ brows. 

And confccrate to him eternal vows: 
The charming youth fliall my Apollo prove : 
lie lliall adorn my fongs, and tune my voice to love. 

To the Author of the foregoing Pahoral. 

Y Sylvia if thy charming felf be meant; 
JL-I If friendfhip he thy virgin vows extent; 
O ! let me in Amynta’s praifes join; 
Her’s my efteem fhall be, my pr.tlion thine. 
When for tby head the garland 1 prepare; 
A fecond wreath Iball bind Amynta’s hair; 
And when my cboiceft fongs thy worth proclaim. 
Alternate verfe (ball blefs Amynta’s name : 
My heart fliall own the juftice of her caufe : 
And Love himfelf fubmit to Friendfiiip’s laws. 

But, if beneath thy numbers foft difguife, 
Some favour’d twain, fame true Alexis lies; 
If Amaryllis breathes thy ftcret pains; 
And thy fond heart beats meafure to thy drains : 
May’ll thou, howe’er I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind : 
May Venus long exert her happy pow’r, 
And make thy beauty, like thy verfe, endure; 
May ev’ry god his friendly aid afford: 
Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres blefs thy hoard. 

But, if by chance the feries of thy joys 
Permit one thought lets cl.earful to arife ; 
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Piteous transfer it to the mournful Twain, 
Who loving much, who not belov’d again, 
Feels an ill-fated padion’s lad excefs; 
And dies in woe, that thou may’ft live in peace. 

To a Lady : She refufing to continue a Dif- 
pute with me, and leaving me in the Ar- 
gument. 

An ODE. 

I. 
PARE, gen’rous viflor, fpare the Have, 

Who did unequal war purfue ; 
That more than triumph he might have 

In being overcome by you. 
II. 

In the difpute, whatever I faid, 
My heart was by my tongue bely’d; 

And in my looks you might have read 
How much I argu’d on your fide. 

III. 
You, far from danger as from fear. 

Might have fuftain’d an open fight: 
For feldom your opinions err; 

1 Your eyes are always in the right. 
IV. 

On reafon’s force with beauty’s join’d ? 
fCou’d I their prevalence deny, 

I mud at once be deaf and blind. 
Vol. I. D 
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V. 
Alas! not hoping to fubdue, 

I only to the fight afpir’d : 
To keep the beauteous foe in view 

Was all the glory I defir’d. 
vr. 

But fhe, howe’er of vift’ry fure, 
Contemns the wrath too long delay’d ; 

And, arm’d with more immediate pow’r, 
Calls cruel filence to her aid. 

VII. 
Deeper to wound, file (buns the fight: 

She drops her arms, to gain the field: 
Secures her conqueft by her flight; 

And triumphs when file feems to yield. 
VIII. 

So, when the Parthian turn’d his fteed, 
And from the hoflile camp withdrew ; 

With cruel (kill the backward reed 
He fent, and, as he fled, he flew. 

Seeing the Duke of Ormond's Pifture at 
Sir Godfrey Kneller’s. 

OUT from the injur’d canVafs, Kneller, flrike 
Thefe lines too faint: The piflure is not like. 

Exalt thy thought, and try thy toil again : 
Dreadful in arms, on Landen’s glorious plain 
Place Ormond’s duke : Impendent in the air 
Let his keen fabre, comet-like, appear, 
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Where’er it points denouncing death : Below 
Draw routed fquadrons, and the num’rous foe 
Failing beneath, or flying from his blow ; 
Till, weak with wounds, and cover’d»o’er with blood. 
Which from the patriot’s breaft in torrents flow’d, 
He faints : His deed rio longer bears the rein; 
But (tumbles o’er the heap his hand had (lain. 
And now exhauiled, bleeding, pale he lies; 
l.ovely, fad objeft! in his half-cios’d eyes 
Stern vengeance yet and hoftile terror Band : 
His front yet threatens, and his frowns command. 
The Gallic chiefs their troops around him call; 
Fear to approach him, though they (ee him fall.  
O Kneiler, could thy thades and lights exprefs 
The perfect hero in that glorious drefs ; 
Ages to come might Ormond’s picture know ; 
And p>'ms for thee beneath his laurels grow ; 
In fpite of time thy work might ever (hire ; 
Nor Homer’s colours lait fo long as thine. 

CELIA to D A M 0 N. 

Al^ue in amore mala haec prof rio, fummegue featnch, 
t Inveniuntur  Luc ret. Lib. 4. 

Tt \ T H A T can I fay, what arguments can prove 
i VV My truth, what colours can deferibe my love; 

If its excels and fury be not known. 
In what thy Celia has already done ? 

) Thy infant flames, whilft yet they were conceal’d 
‘In ttm’rou, doubts, with pity I beheld ; 

Da 
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With eafy fmiles difpell’d the filent fear. 
That durft not tell me what 1 dy’d to hear : 
In vain I llrove to check my growing flame ; 
Or flicker pafllon under friendfhip’s name : 
You faw my heart, howi it my tongue helv’d ; 
And, when you prefs’d, how faintly I deny’d—- 

Ere guardian thought could bring its fcatter’d aid; 
Ere reafon could fupport the doubting maid ; 
My foul furpris’d, and from herfelf disjoin’d, 
Left all referve, and all the fex behind: 
From your command her motions Ihe receiv’d : 
And not for me, bat you, (he breath’d and liv’d. 

But ever blefs’d be Cytherea’s (hrine ; 
And (ires eternal on her altars fhine ; 
Since thy dear bread has felt an equal wound ; 
Since in thy kindnefs my defires are crown’d. 
By thy each look, and thought, and care, ’tis (howti 
Thy joys are center’d all in me alone; 
And fure I am, thou wouldfl not change this hour 
For all the white ones fate has in its pow’r.—* 

Yet thus belov’d, thus loving to excefs, 
Yet thus receiving and returning blifs, 
In this great moment, in this golden now. 
When ev’ry trace of what, or when, or how. 
Should from my foul by raging love be torn, 
And far on fwelling feas of rapture born ; 
A melancholy tear afflilds my eye; 
And my heart labours with a fudden figh: 
Invading fears repel my coward joy; 
And ills forefeen the prefent blifs deftroy. 

Poor as it is, this beauty was the caufe, 
That with firft fighs your panting bofom rofe; 
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But with no owner beauty long will (lay. 
Upon the wings of time born fwift away: 
I'afs but fome fleeting years, anti thele poor eyes 
(Where now without a boaft fome lathe lies) 
No longer lhall their little honours keep ; 
Shall only be of ute to read or weep : 
And on this forehead, where your vcrfe has faid 
The Loves delighted, and the Graces play’d; 
Infulting Age will trace his cruel way, 
And leave fid marks of his deftrufttve fway.’ [ceafe; 

Mov’d by my charms, with them your love may 
And, as the fuel finks, the flame decreafe : 
Or angry heav’n may quicker darts pienare; 
And ficknefs (trike what time a while would fpare. 
Then will my (wain his glowing vows renew ? 
Then will his throbbing heart to mine be true ? 
When my own face deters me from the glafs; 
And Knclier only (hews what Celia was. 

FantafHc Fame may found her wild alarms ; 
Your country, as you think, may want your arms. 
You may negledt, or quench, or hate the flame, 
Whofe fmoke too long obicuf’d your rifing name: 
And quickly cold indifF’rence will enfue,. 
When you Love’s joys through Honour’s opiie view. 

Then Celia’s loudeft pray’r will prove too weak. 
To this abandon’d bread to bring you back ; 
When my loft lover the tall (hip afeends, 
With raufic gay, and wet with jovial friends ; 
The tender accent of a woman’s cry 
Will pafs unheard, will unregarded die ? 

D 3 
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When the rough Teaman's louder fhouts prevail: i 
When fair occafion (hews the fpringing gale; [fail. £ 
And int’reft guides the helm, and honour fwells the J 

Some wretched lines from this negle&ed hand, -> 
May find my hero on the foreign ftrand, [mand. v 
Warm with new fires, and pleas’d with new com- J 
While (he who wrote ’em, of all joy bereft, 
To the rude cenfure of the world is left; 
Her mangl’d fame in barb’rous paftime lofi, 
The coxcomb’s novel, and the drunkard’s toad. 

But nearer care (O pardon it!) fupplies 
Sighs to my bread, and forrow to my eyes. 
Love, Love himfelf (the only friend I have) 
May fcorn his triumph, having bound his (lave. 
That tyrant god, that refllefs conqueror, 
May quit his pleafure, to affert his pow’r; 
Forfake the provinces that blefs his fway. 
To vanquilh thofe that will not yet obey. 
Another nymph with fatal pow’r may rife. 
To damp the finking beams of Celia’s eyes ; 
With haughty pride may hear her charms confefs’d; 
And fcorn the ardent vows that I have blefs’d : 
You ev’ry night may figh for her in vain ; 
And rife each morning to fbme frefh difdain: 
While Celia’s foftefl look may ceafe to charm; 
And her embraces want the pow’r to warm : 
While thefe fond arms, thus circling you, may prove 
More heavy chains than thofe of hopelefs love. 
Juft gods! all other things their like produce: 
The vine arifes from her mother’s juice : 
When feeble plants or tender flow’rs decay, 
They to their feed their images convey. 
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Where the old myrtle her good influence (heds ; 
Sprigs of like leaf ere£t their filial heads : 
And when the parent role decays, and dies; 
With a relembling face the daughter-buds arife. 
That produft only which our paffions bear. 
Eludes the planter’s miferable care: 
While blooming love allures us golden fruit; 
Some inborn poifon taints the fecret root : [fhoot. s 
Soon fall the flow’rs of joy ; foon feeds of hatred J 

Say, fhepherd, fay, are thefe refleflions true ? -h 
Or was it but the woman’s fear, that drew C 
This cruel fcene, unjuft to love and you ? 3 
Will you be only, and for ever mine ? 
Shall neither time, nor age our fouls disjoin ? 

■From this dearbofom fhall I ne’er be torn ? 
Or you grow cold, refpeflful, or forfworn ? 
And can you not for her you love do more, 
Than any youth for any nymph before ? 

AN ODE. 

Prefented to the King, on his Majefty’s arrival in 
Holland, after the Que en’s death, ifiyj. 

Quis defiderio fit pudor aut modus 
Tam chari capitis ? Praecipe lugubres 
Cantus, Melpomene, Hox. 

I. 
AT Mary’s tomb, (fad, facred place !) 

The virtues fhall their vigils keep: 
And every Mufe and every Grace 

In folemn ftate fhall ever weep. 
D 4 



POEMS UPON S-fi 

II. 
The future, pious, mournful fair, 

Oft as the rolling years return, 
With fragrant wreaths, and flowing hair, 

Shall vifit her diftinguifh’d urn. 
III. 

For her the wife and great fliall mourn : 
When late records her deeds repeat. 

Ages to come, and men unborn 
Shall blefs her name, and figh her fate. 

IV. 
Fair Albion fliall, with faithful truft, 

Her holy Queen’s fad relics guard; 
’Till heav’n awakes the precious dull. 

And gives the faint her full reward. 
V. 

But let the king difmifs his woes, 
Reflefling ou her fair renown ; 

And take the cyprefs from his brows. 
To put his wonted laurels on. e 

VI. 
If prcfs’d by grief our monarch Hoops; 

In vain the Britilh lions roar : 
If he, whofe hand fuftain’d them, droops; 

The Belgic darts will wound no more. 
VII. 

Embattell’d princes wait the chief, 
Whole voice Ihould rule, whofe arm Ihcruld lead 

And, in kind murmurs, chide that grief, 
Which hinders Europe being freed. 
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VIII. 
The great example they demand, 

Who (ITU to conquefl led the way ; 
Wifhing him prefent to command. 

As they (land ready to obey. 
IX. 

They feck that joy, which to glow, 
Expanded on the hero’s face ; 

When the thick fquadrons prcds the foe, 
And William led the glorious chace. 

X. 
To give the mourning nations joy, 

Reftore them thy aufpicicus light, 
Great fun : With radiant beams deftroy 

Thofe clouds, which keep thee from our fight. 
; XI. 

Let thy fublime meridian courfe 
For Mary’s fetting rays atone : 

Our lullre, with redoubl’d force, 
Mud now proceed from thee alone, 

XII. 
See, pious king, with diff’rcnt ftrife 

Thy draggling Albion’s boiom torn : 
>' So much (lie fears for William's life, 

That Mary’s fate (he dares not mourn. 
XIII. 

Her beauty, in thy fofter half 
Bury’d and lod, (lie ought to grieve : 

\ Cut let her drength in thee be fafe : 
And let her weep, but ^t her live. 
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XIV. 
Thou, guardian angel, have the land 

From thy own grief, her fiercelt foe ; 
.Left Britain, refcu’d by thy hand, 

Should bend and fink beneath thy woe. 
XV. 

Her former triumphs all are vain, 
Unlefs new trophies ftill be fought ; 

And hoary majefty fuftain 
The battles which thy youth has fought. 

XVI. 
Where now is all that fearful love. 

Which made her hate the war’s alarms ? 
That foft excefs, with which file ftrove 

To keep her hero in her arms? 
XVII. 

While ftill fhe chid the coming fpring. 
Which call’d him o’er his fubject feas: 

While, for the fafety of the king. 
She wifh’d the viftor’s glory lefs. 

XVIII. 
"’Tis chang’d; ’tis gone : Sad Britain now 

Haftens her lord to foreign wars : 
Happy, if toils may break his woe: 

Or dangers may divert his cares. 
XIX. 

In martial din ILe drowns her fighs, 
Left he the rifing grief fiiould hear r 

She pulls her helmet o'er her eyes. 
Left he Ihould fee the falling tear. 
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XX. 
Go, mighty prince, let France be tanghr, 

How conftant minds by grief are try’d ; 
How great the land, that wept and fought, 

When William led, and Mary dy’d. 
XXI. 

Fierce in the battle make it known, 
Where death with all his darts is fecn, 

That he can touch thy heart with none, 
hut that which flruck the beauteous queen. 

XXII. 
Belgia indulg’d her open grief. 

While yet her mailer was not near; 
With fullen pride refus’d relief, 

And fate obdurate in defpair. 
XXIII- 

As waters from her fluices, flow’d 
Unbounded forrow from her eyes : 

To earth her bended front Ihe bow’d. 
And fent her wailings to the Ikies. 

XXIV. 
But when her anxious lord return’d ; 

Rais’d is her head ; her eyes are dry’d ; 
i She fmiles, as William ne’er had mourn’d i 

She looks, as Mary ne’er had dy’d. 
XXV. 

That freedom which all forrows claim, 
She does for thy content refign : 

Her piety itfelf would blame, 
If her regrets (hould waken thine. 
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XXVI. 
To cure thy woe, flse fliews thy fame : 

I,eft the great mourner fhould forget. 
That all the race, whence Orange came, 

Made virtue triumph over fate. 
XXVII. 

William his country’s Caufe could fight, 
And with ids blood her freedom leal : 

Maurice and Henry guard that right, 
For which their pious parents fell - 

XXVIII. 
How heroes rife, how patriots fet, 

Thy fathers bloom and death may tell : 
Excelling others thefe were great: 

Thou, greater Hill, muft thefe excel, 
XXIX. 

The laft fair inftance thou muft give, 
Whence NafTau’s virtue can be try’d ; 

And (hew the world, that thou canft live 
Intrepid, as thy confort dy’d. 

XXX. 
Thy virtue, whofe refiftlefs force 

No dire event could ever flay, 
Muft carry on its deftin’d courfe ; 

Tho’ death and envy flop the way. 
XXXI. 

For Britain’s fake, for Belgia’s, live : 
Pierc'd by their grief, forget thy own : 

New toils endure; new conqueft give ; 
And bring them eafe, tho’ thou haft none. 
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XXXII. 
Vanquifh again ; tbo’ (he be gone, 

Whole garland crown’d the vigor’s hair: 
And reign ; tho’ (he has left the throne. 

Who made thy glory worth thy care. 
XXXIII. 

Fair Britain never yet before 
Breath’d to her king a nfelefs pray’r *. 

Fond Belgia never did implore. 
While William turn’d averie his ear, 

XXXIV. 
But, fliould the weeping hero now 

Relentlels to their wilhes prove; 
Should he recal, with pleafing woe. 

The object of his grief and love; 
XXXV. 

Her face with thouland beauties bleft, 
Her mind with thoufand virtues Bor’d, 

Her pow’r with boundlefs joy confeft, 
Her perfon only not ador’d : 

XXXVI. 
Yet ought his forrow to be check’d; 

Yet ought his paffion to abate ; 
If the great mourner would reflect. 

Her glory in her death complete. 
XXXVII. 

She was inftrutted to command, 
Great king, by long obeying thee: 

Her feeptre guided by thy hand, 
Prcferv’d the ides, and rul’d the fea. 
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XXXVIII. 
But oh ! ’twas little, that her life 

O’er earth and water hears thy fame r 
In death, ’twas worthy William’s wife, 

Amidft the (tars to fix his name. 
XXXIX. 

Beyond where matter moves, or place 
Receives its forms, thy virtues roll : 

From Mary’s glory angels trace 
The beauty of her partner’s foul. 

XL. 
Wife fate, which does its heav’n decree 

To heroes, when they yield their breath 
Haftens thy triumph. Half of thee 

Is deify’d before thy death. 
XLT. 

Alone to thy renown ’tis giv’n. 
Unbounded thro’ all worlds to go : 

While Ihe, great faint, rejoices heav’n ; 
And thou fultain’ii: the orb below. 

In Imitation of Anacreon 

ET ’em cenfnre : What care I ? 
■*—i The herd of critics 1 defy : 
Let the w’retches know, I write 
Regardlefs of their grace, or fpite. 
No, no, the fair, the gay, the young, 
Govern the numbers of my fong. 
All that they approve is fweet : 
And all is fenfe, that they repeat. 
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Bid the warbling nine retire : 
Venus, firing thy fervant’s lyre : 
Love fhall be my endlefs theme : 
Pleafure (hall triumph o’er fame : 
And when thefe maxims 1 decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine : 
May I grafp at empty praife ; 
And lofe the nymph, to gain the bays. 

AN ODE. 

i. 
r"J ',HE merchant, to fecure his treafure, 
A Conveys it in a borrow’d name : 

Euphelia ferves to grace my meafure ; 
But Cioe is my real flame, 

II. 
My foftefl: verfe, my darling lyre 

Upon Euphelia’s toilet lay ; 
When Cloe noted her defire, 

That I fhould (ing, that 1 (hould play. 
III. 

My lyre I tune, my voice I raife ; 
But with my numbers mix my fighs ; 

And whilfi I fing Euphelia’s piaife, 
I fix my foul on Cloe’s eyes. 

IV. 
Fair Cloe blulh’d : Euphelia frown’d : 

I fung and gaz’d : I play’d and trembl’d : 
And Venus to the Loves around 

Remark’d how ill we all diflembl’d. 
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ODE, 

Sur la Prife de Namur, par les Armes chi 
Roy, 1’Annee 1692. 

Par Monficur BoileAU Despreaux. 

J. 
UELLE dofte et fainte yvreffe 

Aujourd’buy me fait la loy ! 
Chaites nymphes du PermefTe, 
N’efl-ce pas vous que je voy ? 
Accourez, troupe fgavante, 
De fons que ma lyre enfante; 
Ces arbres fontrcjouis: 
Marquez en bien la cadence : 
Et vous, vents, fakes filence : 
Jevais parler de Louis. 

II. 
Dans fes chanfons immortelles, 
Comme un aigle audacieux, 
Pindare etendant fes aifles, 
Fuit loin des vulgaires yeux. 
Mais, 6 ma fidele lyre, 
Si, dans 1’ardeur qui m’infpire, 
Tu peux fuivre mes tranfports, 
Les chefnes de monts de Thrace 
IN’ont rient oui, que n’efface 
La douceur de tes accords. 
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An ENGLISH BALLAD. 
■V 

On the taking of Namur by the King of 
Great Britain, 1695. 

Dulce ejl defipere in loco. Hor. 

I. and II. 
SOME folks are drunk, yet do not know it: 

So might not Bacchus give you law ? 
Was it a Mufe, O lofty poet, 

Or virgin of St Cyr, you faw ? 
Why all this fury ? What’s the matter, 

That oaks mud: come from Thrace to dance ? 
Mud dupid docks be taught to flatter ? 

And is there no fuch wood in France ? 
Why mud the winds all hold their tongue ? 

If they a little breath fhould raife, 
Would that have fpoil’d the poet’s fong; 

Or puff’d away the monarch’s praife ? 

Pindar, that eagle, mounts the Ikies : 
While virtue leads the noble way ; 

i Too like a vulture Boileau flies, 
" Where fordid int’red [hews the prey. 
1 When once the poet’s honour ceafes, 

From reafon far his tranfports rove: 
And Boileau, for eight hundred pieces. 

Makes Louis take the wall of Jove, 
* Vo 1.. I. E 
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HI. 
Efl-ce Apollon et Neptune, 
Qui fur ces rocs fourcilleux 
Out, compagnons de fortune, 
Bafli ces murs orgueilleux 1 
De leur enceinte fameufe 
La Satnbre unie a la Meufe, 
Defend la fatal abord ; 
Et par cent bouches horribles 
L’airain fur ces moats terribies 
Vomit le fer, et la mort. 

IV. 
Dix mille vaiilans Alcides 
Les bordant de toutes partes, 
D’eclair au loin homicides 
Font petiller leurs remparts : 
Et dans fon fein infidele 
Par tout la terre y recele 
Un feu prefl a s’elancer, 
Qui foudain percant fon goufre., 
Ouvre un fepulchre de foufre, 
A quiconque ofe avancer. 

V. 
Namur, devant tes murailles 
Jadis la Grece euft vingt ans 
Sans fruit veu les funerailles 
De fes plus fiers combattans. 
Quelle effroyable puiflance 
Ajourd’huy pourtant s’avance. 
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III. 
-Neptune and Sol came from above, 

Shap’d like Megrigny and Vauban : 
They arm’d theft rocks; then fhow’d old Jove 

Of Marli wood the wondrous plan. 
Such walls, theft three wife gods agreed, 

By human force could ne’er be (haken : 
But you and I in Homer read 

Of gods, as well as men, miftaken. 
Sambre and Maeft their waves may join ; 

But ne’er can William’s force reflrain : 
He’ll pafs them both, who pafs’d the Boyu 

Remember this, and arm the Sein. 
IV. 

Full fifteen thoufand lufty fellows 
With fire and fword the fort maintain : 

Each was a Hercules, you tell us; 
Yet out they march’d like common men, 

Cannons above, and mines below 
Did death and tombs for foes contrive : 

Yet matters have been order’d fo 
That moft of us are Hill alive. 

V. 

i 

If Namur be compar’d to Troy ; 
Then Britain’s boys excell’d the Greeks : 

Their fiege did ten long years employ; 
We’ve done our bus’nefs in ten weeks. 

What godhead does fo fait advance, 
What dreadful pow’r thofe hills to gain ? 

’Tis little Will, the fcourge of France; 
No godhead, but the firft of men. 

E » 
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Prefte a foudroyer tes monts ? 
Quel bruit, quel feu I’environne? 
C’efl Jupiter eu perfonne; 
On c’eft le vainquer de Mens, 

VI. 

N’en doute point: C’eft luy-mefme. 
Tout brille cn luy; tout eft roy. 
Dans Bruxelles Naflau blenae 
Commence a trembler pour toy, 
En vain il voit le Batave, 
Deformais docile efclave, 
Range fous fes etendars : 
En vain au lion Belgique 
II voit Taigle Germanique 
Uni lous les leopards. 

VIE 

Plein de la frayeur nouvelle, 
Dont fes fens font agites, 
A fon fecours il appelle 
Les peoples les plus vantez. 
Ceux-la viennent du rivage. 
On s’enorgueillit le Tage 
De For, qui roule en fes eaux ; 
Ceux-ci de champs, ou la neige 
Des marais de la Norvege 
Neuf mois couvre les rofeaux. 
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His mortal arm exerts the pow’r 
To keep ev’n Mons’s victor under : 

And that fame Jupiter no more 
Shall fright the world with impious thunder; 

VI 
Our king thus trembles at Namur, 

Whilft Villeroy, who ne’er afraid is, 
To Bruxelles marches on feeure, 

To bomb the monks, and fcare the ladies. 
After this glorious expedition, 

One battle makes the marlhal great : 
He mud perform the king’s commiffion : 

Who knows but Orange may retreat ? 
Kings are allow’d to feign the gout, 

Or be prevail’d with not to fight: 
And mighty Louis hop’d, no doubt, 

That William wou’d preferve that right. 
VII. 

From Seine and Loyre, to Rhone and Po, 
See every mother’s fon appear; 

In fuch a cafe, ne’er blame a foe. 
If he betrays fome little fear. 

He comes, the mighty VilProy comes; 
Finds a fmall river in his way : 

So waves his colours, beats his drums; 
And thinks it prudent there to day. 

The Gallic troops breathe blood and war; 
The marlhall cares not to march fader : 

Poor Vill’roy moves fo fiowly here, 
* We fancy’d all it was his mader, 

E 3 
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viir. 
Mais qui fait enfier la Sambre l 
Sous les jumeaux effrayez, 
Des froids torrens de Decembre 
Les champs par tout font noyez. 
Ceres s’enfuit, eploree 
De voir en proie d Boree 
Ses guerets d’epics charges, 
Et fous les urnes frangeufes 
Des Hyades orageufes 
Tons fes trefors fubmergez. 

IX. 

Deployez toutes vos rages, 
Princes, vents, peoples, frimats ; 
Ramaflez tous vous nuages; 
Raflemblez tous vous foldats. 
Malgre vous Namur, en poudre 
S’en va tomber fbus la foudre 
Qui domta Lille, Courtray, 
Gand la fuperbe Efpagnole, 
Saint Omer, Befengon, Dole, 
Ypres, Maftricht, et Cambray, 

X. 

Mes prefages s’accomplifTent ; 
11 commence a chanceler : 
Sous les coups qui retentiflent 
Ses murs s’en vont s’ecroule: 
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VIII. 
Will no kind flood, no friendly rain 

Difguife the marfhal’s plain difgrace ; 
No torrents fwell the low Mehayne ? 

The world will fay he durft not pafs. 
Why will not Hyades appear. 

Dear poet, on the banks of Sambre ? 
Juft as they did that mighty year, 

When you turn’d June into December. 
The water-nymphs are too unkind 

To Vill’roy ; are the land-nymphs fo ? 
And fly they all, at once combin’d 

To fhame a general and a beau ? 
IX. 

Truth, juftice, fenfe, religion, fame, 
May join to finilh William’s ftory : 

Nations fet free may blefs his name; 
And France in fecret own his glory. 

But Ipres, Maftricht, and Cambray, 
Benfancon, Ghent, St Omers, Lyfle, 

Courtray, and Dole Ye critics, fay. 
How poor to this was Pindar’s ftile. 

With eke’s and alfo’s tack thy drain, 
Great bard, and fing the deathlefs prince, 

1 Who loft Namur the fame campaign 
He bought Dixmude, and plunder’d Deynle, 

X. 
I’ll hold ten pound my dream is out r 

I’d tell it you, but for the rattle 
. Of thofe confounded drums : No doubt 
' Yon’ bloody rogues intend a battle. 

E 4 
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Mars ert feu qui les demine, 
Soulfle a grand bruit leur mine, 
Et les bombes dans les aifs 
Allant chercher le tonerre, 
Semblent tomblant fur la terrS, 
Vouloir s’ouvrir les enfers. 

XI. 
Accourez, Naflau, Baviere, 
De ces murs I’unique cfpoir: 
A convert d’une riviere 
Venez : Vous pouvez tout voir., 
Confiderez fes approches : 
Voyez grimper fur fes roches 
Ces athletes belliqueux ; 
Et dans les eaux, dans la flame, 
Louis a tout donnant 1’ame, 
Marcher, courir avec eux. 

XII. 
Contemplez dans la tempefte, 
Qui fort de ces boulevars. 
La plume qui fur fa tefte 
Attire tous les regards. 
A cet afire redoubtable 
Toujours un fort favorable 
S’attache dans les combats : 
Et toujours avec la gloire 
Mars amenant la viftoire 
Vole, et le fuit a grands pas. 
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Dear me! a hundred thoufand French 
With terror fill the neighb’ring field: 

While William carries on the trench, 
Till both the town and caftle yield.. 

ViU’roy to Boufflers fhould advance, 
Says Mars, through cannons mouths In fire ; 

Id eft, one marifchal of France 
Tells t’other he can come no higher. 

XT. ' ' 
Regain the lines the (horteft way, 

Vill’roy, or to Verfailles take poll: : 
For, having feen it, thou canft fay 

Tire flx-ps by which Namur was loft. 
The fmoak and flame may vex thy fight: 

Look not once back : But, as thou goeft, 
Quicken the fquadrons in their flight ; 

And bid the d 1 take the floweft. 
Think not what reafon to produce, 

From Louis to conceal thy fear : 
He’ll own the ftrength of thy excufe ; 

Tell him that William was but there. 
XIL 

Now let us look for Louis’ feather. 
That us’d to ihine fo like a ftar : 

. The gen’rals could not get together, 
Wanting that influence, great in war. 

O poet! thou had’ft been difcreeter, 
Hanging the monarch’s hat fo high; 

If thou hadft dubb’d thy ftar, a meteor, 
That did but blaze, and rove, and die. 
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XIII. 
Grands defenfeurs de 1’Efpagne, 
Montrez-vous: Hen eft temps: 
Courage; vers la Mehagne 
Voila vos drapeaux flottans. 
Jamals fes ondes craintives 
N’ont veu fur leur foibles rives 
Tant de guerriers s’amafler. 
Courez done; Qui vous retarde ? 
Tout 1’univers vous regarde. 
N’ofez vous la traverfer ? 

XIV. 
Loin de fermer le paflage 
A vos nombreux bataillons, 
Luxembourg a du rivage 
Recule fes pavilions. 
Quoy ! leur feul afpeft vous glace 
Ou font ces chefs plein d’audace, 
Jadis ft prompts a marcher, 
Qui devoient de ia Tamife, 
Et de la Drave foumife, 
Jufqu’a Paris nous chercher ? 

XV. 
Cependant TefTroy redouble 
Sur les remparts de Namur. 
Son gouverneur qui fe trouble 
S’enfuit fous fon dernier mur. 
Deja jufques a fes portes 
Je voy monter nos cohortes, 
La flame et le fer en main : 
Et fur les monceaux des piques. 
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XIII. 
To animate the doubtful fight, 

Namur in vain expetts that ray : 
111 vain France hopes, the fickly light 

Should fhine near William’s fuller day. 
It knows Verfailles, its proper ftation ; 

Nor cares for any foreign fphere : 
Where you fee Boileau’s conftellation, 

Be fure no danger can be near. 
XIV. 

The French had gather’d all their force; 
And William met them in their way : 

Yet off they brulh’d, both foot and horfe. 
What has friend Boileau left to fay ? 
When his high mufe is bent upon’t, 
To fing her king,—that great commander. 

Or on the fliores of Hellefpont, 
Or in the valleys near Scamander ; 

Would it not fpoil his noble talk, 
If any foolilh Phrygian there is. 

Impertinent enough to alk. 
How far Namur may be from Paris. 

XV. 
Two ftanzas more before we end, 

Of death, pikes, rocks, arms, bricks, and fire 
Leave ’em behind you, honed friend : 

And with your country-men retire. 
Your ode is fpoilt ; Namur is freed ; 

For Dixmuyd fcmething yet is due ; 
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De corps morts, de rocs, dc briques, 
S’ouvrir un large chemin. 

XVI. 
C’en eft fait. Je viens d’entendre 
Sur ces rochers eperdus 
Battre un fignal pour fe rendre : 
JLe feu cefle. Ils font rendus. 
Depouillez votre arroeance, 
Fiers ennemis de la France, 
F.t deformais gracieux, 
Allez a Liege, a Bruxelles, 
Porter les humbles Houvellc.'! 
De Namur pris a vos yfiux. 
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So good Count Guifcard may proceed ; 
But JBoufflers, Sir, one word with you.  

XVI. 
JTis done. In fight of thefe commanders, 

Who neither fight nor raife the fiege. 
The foes of France march fafe thro’ Flanders ; 

Divide to Bruxelles, or to Liege. 
Send, Fame, this news to Trianon, 

That Boufflers may new honours gain: 
He the fame play by land has fhewn, 

As Tourville did upon the main. 
Yet is the marftial made a peer : 

O William, may thy arms advance; 
That he may lofe Dinant next year. 

And fo be conftable of France. 
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Prefented to the King, at his Arrival in 
Holland, after the Difcovery of the 
Confpiracy 1696. 

Serus in codum redeas; diuque 
Laetus interfis popuio Quirini: 
Neve te noflris vitiis iniqunm 

Ocyor aura 
Toliat  Hor. ad Auguftum. 

YE careful angels, whom eternal fate 
Ordains, on earth, and human afts to wait; 

Who turn with fecret power this refllefs ball, 
And bid predeftin’d empires rife and fall : 
Your facred aid religious monarchs own; 
When firft they merit, then afcend the throne : 
But tyrants dread ye, left your juft decree 
Transfer the pow’r, and fet the people free : 
See refcu’d Britain at your altars bow : 
And hear her hymns your happy care avow : 
That ftill her axes and her rods fupport 
The judge’s frown, and grace the awful court ; 
That law with all her pompous terror (lands, 
To wreft the dagger from the traitor’s hands ; 
And rigid jufticc reads the fatal word ; 
Poifes the balance firft, then draws the fword. 

Britain her fafety to your guidance owns, 
That (he can fep’rate parricides from fons ; 
That, impious rage difarm’d, Ihe lives and reigns, 
Her freedom kept by him who broke her chains. 
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AnJ thou, great minifter, above the reft 
i Of guardian fpirits, be thou for ever bleft : 

Thou, who of old wert fent to Ifraei’s court. 
With fecret aid great David’s ftrong fupport; 
To mock the frantic rage of cruel Saul, 
And ftrike the ufelefs jav’lin to the wall. 
Thy later care o’er William’s temples held, 
On Boyne’s propitious banks, the heav’nly fliield ; 
When pow’r divine did fov’reign right declare ; 
And cannons mark’d, whom they were bid to fpare- 

■ Still, biefled angel, be thy care the fame ; 
Be William’s life untouch’d, as is his fame ; 
Let him own thine, as Britain ovyns his hand ; 
Save thou the king, as he has fav’d the land. 

We angels forms in pious monarchs view : 
We reverence William ; for he a£ts like you ; 
Like you, commitfion’d to chaftife and blefs. 
He muft avenge the world and give .it peace. 

Indulgent fate our potent pray’r receives ; 
And ftill Britannia fmiles, and William lives; 

1.' The hero dear to earth, by heav’u belov’d. 
By troubles muft be vex’d, by dangers prov’d ; 
His foes muft aid to make his fame complete, 
And fix his throne fccure on their defeat, 

ut So, tho’ with fudden rage the tempeft comes; 
I Tho’ the winds roar; and tho’ the water foams ; 
n! Imperial Britain on the lea looks down, 
i And fmiling fees her rebel fubjeft frown : 

ili Striking her clilT, the ftorm confirms her pow’r; 
ITThe waves but whiten her triumphant fhore ; 

In vain they would advance, in vain retreat : 
TBroken they dafh, and peril'll at her feet. 
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For William ftill new wonders lhall be (hown : 
The pow’rs that refcu’d, lhall preferve the throne. 
Safe on his darling Britain’s joyful fea, 
Behold, the monarch plows his liquid way : 
His fleets in thunder thro’ the world declare, 
Whofe empire they obey, whofe arms they bear. 
Blefs’d by afpiring winds he finds the Brand 
Blacken’d with crowds; he lees the nations Band 
Blefling his fafety, proud of his command. 
In various tongues he hears the captains dwell 
On their great leader’s praife; by turns they tell, 
And liflen each with emulous glory fir’d. 
How William conquer’d, and how France retir’d : 
How Belgia freed the hero’s arm confefs’d, 
But trembl’d for the courage which fhe blefi. 

O Louis, from this great example know, 
To be at once a hero, and a foe : 
By founding trumpets, here, and rat’ling drums, 
When William to the open vengeance comes : 
And fee the foldier plead the monarch’s right. 
Heading his troops, and foremoB in the fight. 

Hence then elofe ambufh, and perfidious war, 
Dow n to your native feats of night repair. 
And thou, Bellona, weep thy cruel pride 
ReBrain’d, behind the viftor’s chariot ty’d 
In brazen knots, and everlafting chains. 
(So Europe’s peace, fo William's fate ordains) 
While on the iv’ry chair, in happy Bate, 
He fits, fecure in innocence, and great 
In regal clemency; and views beneath 
Averted darts of rage, and pointlefs arms of death. 
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To Cloe weeping. 

CEE, whilft thou weep’ft, fair Cloe, fee 
^ The world in fympathy with thee. 
The chearful birds no longer fing, 
Each droops his head, and hangs his wing. 
The clouds have bent their bofom lower. 
And Ihed their forrows in a Ihow’r, 
The brooks beyond their limits flow ; 
And louder murmurs keep their woe. 
The nymphs and fwains adopt thy cares : 
They heave thy lighs, and weep thy tears. 
Fantaftic nymph! that grief Ihould move 
Thy heart obdurate againft love. 
Strange tears! whofe pow’r can foften all 
But that dearbreafl on which they fall. 

To Mr Howard: An Ode. 

i. 
T'\ EAR Howard, from the foft allaults of love, 

' -L/ Poets and painters never are fecure; 
Can T untouch’d the fair one’s paffions move ? 

Or thou draw beauty, and not feel its pow’r ? 
II. 

To great Apelles when young Ammon brought 
The darling idol of his captive heart; 

; And the pleas’d nymph with kind attention fat, 
To have her charms recorded by his art: 
Vox.. I. F 
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III. 
The am’rous matter own’d her potent eyes ; 

Sigh’d when he look’d, and trembl’d as he drew : 
Each flowing line confirm’d his firft furprife, 

And as the piece advanc’d, the pafllon grew. 
IV 

While Philip’s ion, while Venus’ fon was near. 
What different tortures does his bofom feel ? 

Great was the rival, and the god fevere : 
Nor could he hide his flame, nor durtt reveal. 

V. 
The prince, renown’d in bounty as in arms. 

With pity taw the ill conceal’d dittrefs; 
Quitted his title to Campalpe’s charms. 

And gave the fair one to the friend’s embrace. 
VI. 

Thus the more beauteous Cloe fat to thee, 
Good Howard, emulous of the Grecian art : 

But happy thou, from Cupid’s arrow free, 
And flames that pierc’d thy predeceflbr’s heart, 

. VII. 
Had thy poor bread receiv’d an equal pain ; 

Had 1 been vetted with the monarch’s pow’r ; 
Thou mutt have figh’d, unlucky youth, in vain ; 

Nor from my bounty hadtt thou found a cure. 
VIII. 

Tho’, to convince thee that the friend did feel 
A kind concern for thy ill-fated care, 

7 would have Tooth’d the flame, I could not heal; 
• Giv’n thee the world; tho’ I with-held the fair. 
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Love difarmed. 

* 
11 

BEneath a myrtle’s verdant (hade 
As Cloe half a deep was laid, 

Cupid perch’d lightly on her bread, 
And in that heav’n defir’d to red : 
Over her paps his wings he fpread: 
Between he found a downy bed, 
And nedl’d in his little head. 

Still lay the god : The nymph furpris’d, 
Yet midrefs of herfelf, devis’d, 
How fhe the vagrant might inthral,' 
And captive him, who captives all. 

Her bodice half-way Ihe unlac’d 
About his arms fhe flily caft 
The filken bond, and held him fad. 

The god awak’d ; and thrice in vain 
He drove to break fhe cruel chain ; 
And thrice in vain he (hook his wing, 
Incumber’d in the filken dring. 

Flutt’ring the god, and weeping faid, 
Pity poor Cupid, generous maid, 
Who happen’d, being blind, to dray; 
And on thy bofom lod his way : 
Who dray’d, alas! but knew too well, 
He never there mud hope to dwell. 
Set an unhappy pris’ner free, 
Who ne’er intended harm to thee. 

To me pertains not, (he replies. 
To know or care where Cupid flies; 

V x 
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What are his haunts, or which his way ; 
Where he would dwell, or whither ftray; 
Yet will I never fet thee free : 
For harm was meant, and harm to me. 

Vain fears that vex thy virgin heart 1 
I’ll give thee up my bow and dart: 
Untangle but this cruel chain, 
And freely let me fly again. 

Agreed : Secure my virgin heart : 
Inftant give up thy bow and dart: 
The chain I’ll in return unty; 
And freely thou again fhalt fly. 

Thus Ihe the captive did deliver ; 
The captive thus gave up his quiver. 
The god difarm’d, e’er fince that day 
Pafles his life in harmiefs play ; . 
Flies round, or Tits upon her breaft, 
A little, flutt’ring, idle guefh # 

E’er fince that day the beauteous maid 
Governs the world in Cupid’s Head ; 
DireOs his arrows as file wills: 
Gives grief, or pleafure ; fpares, or kills. 

Cloe Hunting, 

BEhind her neck her comely trelTes ty’d. 
Her iv’ry quiver graceful by her fide, 

A-hunting Cloe went: She loft her way, 
And thro’ the woods uncertain chanc’d to ftray. 
Apollo pafling by beheld the maid; 
And, lifter deUr, bright Cynthia turn, he faid; 
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The hunted hind lies clofe in yonder brake. 
Loud Cupid laugh’d, to fee the god’s miflake ; 
And, laughing cry’d, learn better, great divine, 
To know thy kindred, and to honour mine. 
Rightly advis’d, far hence thy filler feek. 
Or on Meander’s bank, or Latmus’ peak 
But in this nymph, my friend, my filler know : 
She draws my arrows, and (he bends my bow : 
Fair Thames Ihe haunts, and ev’ry neighb’ring grove 
Sacred to foft recefs, and gentle love. 
Go, with thy Cynthia, hurl the pointed Ipear 
At the rough boar ; or chafe the flying deer : 
I and my Cloe take a nobler aim ; 
At human hearts we fling, nor ever mifs the garfid. 

Cupid and Ganymede. 

IN heav’n, one holy-day, you read 
In wife Anacreon, Ganymede 

Drew heedlefs Cupid in, to throw 
A main, to pafs an hour, or fo. 
The little Trojan, by the way. 
By Hermes taught, play’d all the play. 

The god unhappily engag’d. 
By nature ralh, by play enrag’d, 
Complain'd, and figh’d, and cry’d, and fretted ; 
Loll ev’ry earthly thing he betted : 
In ready money, all the llore 
Pick’d up long fmce from Danae’s fhow’r; 
A fnuff-box, fet with bleeding hearts, 
Rubies, ail pierc’d with diamond darts; 

F ? 
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His nine-pins, made of myrtle wood ; 
(The tree in Ida’s forefl: flood) 
His bowl pure gold, the very fame 
Which Paris gave the Gyprian dame ; 
Two table books in lhagreen covers, 
Fill’d with good verfe from real lovers ; 
Merchandife rare ! a billet-doux, 
Its matter padionate, yet true ; 
Heaps of hair-rings, and cypher’d feals ; 
Rich trifles; ferious bagatelles. 

What fad diforders play begets ! 
Defp’rate and mad, at length he fets 
Thofe darts, whofe points make gods adore 
His might, and deprecate his pow’r: 
Thofe darts, whence all our joy and pain 
Arife ; thofe darts—come, feven’s the main, 
Cries Ganymede ; the ufual trick : 
Seven, Ilur a fix; eleven ; a nick. 

Ill news goes fad : ’Twas quickly known. 
That Ample Cupid was undone. 
Swdfter than lightning Venus flew : 
Too late (he found the thing too true, 
Guefs how the goddefs greets her fon : 
Come hither, firrah ; no, begone; 
And, hark ye, is it fo indeed ? 
A comrade you for Ganymede ? 
An imp as wicked, for his age, 
As any earthly lady’s page ; 
A fcandal and a fcourge to Troy : 
A prince’s fon ! a black-guard boy! 
A (harper that with box and dice 
Draws in young deities to vice. 
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All heav’n is by the ears together, 
Since firft that little rogue came hither; 
Juno herfelf has had no peace ; 
And truly I’ve been favour’d lefs : 
For Jove, as Fame reports, (but Fame 
Says things not fit for me to name) 
Has afted ill for fuch a god, 
And taken ways extremely odd. 

And thou, unhappy child, fhe laid 
(Her anger by her grief allay'd^ 
Unhappy child, who thus haft loft 
All the eftate we e’er could boaft ; 
Whither, O whither wilt thou run, 
Thy name defpis’d, thy weaknefs known ? 
Nor (hall thy (brine on earth be crown’d : 
Nor (hall thy pow’r in heav’n be own’d: 
When thou, nor m- n, nor god, can’ll wound. 

Obedient Cupid kneeling cry’d, 
Ceafe, deareft mother, ceafe to chide : 
Gany’s a cheat, and I’m a bubble : 
Yet why this great excefs of trouble ? 
The dice were falfe: The darts are gone : 
Yet how are you, or I undone ? 

The loft of thefe I can fupply 
With keener (hafts from Cloe’s eye : 
Fear not, we e’er can be difgrac’d. 
While that bright magazine (hall laft : 
Your crouded altars (till (hall fmoke : 
And man your friendly aid invoke ; 
Jove (hall again revere your pow’r, 
And rife a fwan, or fall a fhow’r. 

F 4 
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Cupid Miftaken. 

AS after noon, one fummer’s day, 
Venus flood bathing in a river; 

Cupid a-fliooting went that way, 
New-flrung his bow, new-fill’d his quiver. 

II. 
With (kill he chofe his fharpeft dart: 

With all his might his bow he drew. 
Swift to his beauteous parent’s heart 

The too well guided arrow flew. 
III. 

I faint ! I die ! the goddefs cry’d : 
O cruel, couldft thou find none other, 

To wreck thy fpleen on, parracide ! 
Like Nero, thou haft (lain thy mother. 

IV. 
Poor Cupid fobbing fcarce could fpeak; 

Indeed, mamma, 1 did not know ye : 
Alas ! how eafy my miftake ? 

I took you for your likenefs Cloe. 

Venus Miftaken. 

VX7TIEN Cloe’s pifture was to Venus Ihovni; 
' ’ Surpris’d, the goddefs took it for her own. 

And what, faid fhe, does this bold painter meani 
When was I bathing thus, and naked feen ? 
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Pleas’d Cupid heard, and check’d his mother’s pride : 
And who’s blind now, mamma, the urchin cry’d ? 
’Tis Cloe’s eye, and Cheek, and lip, and bread : 
Friend Howard’s genius fancy’d all the red. 

A SONG. 

IF wine and mufic have the pow’r, 
To eafe the ficknefs of the foul; 

Let Phoebus ev’ry dring explore; 
And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl. 
Let them their friendly aid employ. 
To make my Cloe’s abfence light; 
And feek for pleafure, to dedroy 

! The forrows of this live-long night. 
But fbe to-morrow will return : 

Venus, be thou to-morrow great: 
Thy myrtles drow, thy odours burn ; 
And meet thy fav’rite nymph in date. 
Kind goddefs, to no other pow’rs 
Let us to-morrow’s bleffings own : 
Thy darling loves thall guide the hours ; 

t And all the day be thine alone. * 
I 
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The D O V E. 

 Tantaene animis coeleftibus irae ! 

• 1. 
IN Virgil’s facred verfe we find, 

That paflion can deprefs or raife 
The heavenly as the human mind : 

Who dare deny what Virgil fays ? 
II. 

But if they ihould ; what our great mafler 
Has thus laid down, my tale fhall prove. 

Fair Venus wept the fad difafter 
Of having loft her fav’rite dove. 

III. 
In complaifance poor Cupid mourn’d ; 

His grief reliev’d his mother’s pain ; 
He vow’d he’d leave no ftone unturn’d, 

But fhe (hould have her dove again. 
IV. 

Tho’ none, faid he, ihall yet be nam’d, 
I know the felon well enough : 

But be fhe not, Mamma, condemn’d 
Without a fair and legal proof. 

V. 
With that, his longeft dart he took, 

As conftable would take his ftaff: 
That gods defire like men to look. 

Would jnake ev’n Heraclitus laugh. 

ViR® 
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VI. 
Love’s fubaltern, a duteous band, 

Like watchmen round their chief appear ; 
Each had his lanthorn in his hand : 

And Venus malk’d brought up the rear. 
VII. 

Accouter’d thus, their eager ftep 
To Cloe’s lodging they direfted : 

(At once I write, alas 1 and weep, 
That Cloe is of theft fufpedled.) 

VIII. 
Late they fet out, had far to go: 

St Dunftan’s as they pafs’d {truck one : 
Cloe, for reafons good, you know, 

Lives at the fober end o’th’town. 
IX. 

With one great peal they rap the door, 
Like footmen on a vifiting day. 

Folks at her houfe at fuch an hour ! 
Lord ! what will all the neighbours fay ? 

X. 
The door is open’d: Up they run : 

Nor prayers nor threats divert their fpeed : 
I'Thieves! thieves! cries Sufan ; we’re undone : 

They’ll kill my miftrefs in her bed. 
XI. 

In bed indeed the nymph had been 
Three hours : For all hiftorians fay, 

She commonly went up at ten, 
Unlefs piquet was in the way. 



XII. 
She wak’d, be fure, with ftrange furprife, 

O Cupid, is this right or law! 
Thus to difturb the brighteft eyes 

That ever flept, or ever faw ? 
XIII. 

Have you obferv’d a fitting hare, 
Lift’ning, and fearful of the ftorm 

Of horns and hounds, clap back her ear, 
Afraid to keep, or leave her form ? 

XIV. 
Or have you mark’d a partridge quake, 

Viewing the tow’ring faulcon nigh ? 
She cuddles low behind the brake : 

IJor would (he (lay ; nor dares (he fly. 
XV. 

Then have you feen the beauteous maid. 
When gazing on her midnight foes ; 

She turn’d each way her frighted head. 
Then funk it deep beneath the cloaths. 

XVI. 
Venus this while was in the chamber 

Incognito : For Sufan faid, 
It fmelt. fo ftrong of myrrh and amber— 

And Sufan is no lying maid. 
XVII. 

But, fince we have no prefent need 
Of Venus for an epifode ; 

With Cupid let us e’en proceed ; 
And thus to Cloe fpoke the god : 
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XVIII. 
Hold up your head; hold up your hand : 

Would it were not my lot to fliow ye 
This cruel'writ, wherein you Hand 

Indicted by the name of Cloe : 
XIX. 

For, by that fecret malice ftirr’d, 
Or by an emulous pride envited. 

You have purloin’d the fav’rite bird 
In which my mother mofl: delighted* 

XX. 
Her blufhing face the lovely maid 

Rais’d jufl above the milk-white (heet. 
A rofe-tree in a lily bed 

Nor glows fo red, nor breathes fo fweet. 
XXI. 

| Are you not whom virgins fear, 
And widows court ? Is not your name 

Cupid ? If fo, pray come not near  
Fair maiden, I’m the very fame. 

XXII. 
Then what have I, good Sir, to fay, 

1 Or do with her you call your mother ? 
flfl aould meet her in my way We hardly courtfey to each other. 

xxnr. 
Diana chafe, and Hebe fweet, 

; Witnefs that what I fpeak is true ; 
I would not give my paroquet 

For all the doves that ever flew. 

92 
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XXIV. 
Yet, to compofe this midnight noife, 

Go freely fearch where’er you pleale : 
(The rage that rais’d, adorn her voice) 

Upon yon toilet lie my keys, 
XXV. 

Her keys he takes; her doors unlocks ; 
Through wardrobe and through clofet bounces 

Peeps into ev’ry chert and box; 
Turns all her furbeloes and flounces. 

XXVI. 
But dove, depend on’t, finds he none ; 

So to the bed returns again : 
And now the maiden, bolder grown. 

Begins to treat him with difdain. 
XXVII. 

I marvel much, (he fmiling faid, 
Your poultry cannot yet be found : 

Lies he in yonder flipper dead, 
Or may be in the tea-pot drown’d ? 

XXVIII. 
No, traitor, angry Love replies. 

He’s hid fomewhere about your breart; 
A piace, nor god, nor man denies, 

For Venus’ dove the proper neft. 
XXIX. 

Search then, (he faid ; put in your hand; 
And Cynthia, dear proteftrefs, guard me : 

As guilty I, or free may ftand, 
Do thou, or punifh, or reward me. 
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XXX. 
But al.! what maid to love ran trull; 

He fcorns, and breaks all legal power: 
Into her bread bis hand he thruft ; 

And in a moment, forc’d it lower. 
■XXXI. 

O whither do thofe fingers rove, 
Cries Cloe, treacherous urchin, whither ? 

O Venus! I (hall find thy Dove, 
Says he; for bare I touch his feather. 

A Lover’s Anger. 

AS Cloe came into the room t’other day, 
1 peevilh began. Where fo long could you flay ? 

In your life- time you never regarded your hour; 
You promis’d at two; and (pray look child) ’tis four. 
A lady’s watch needs neither figures nor wheels ; 
’Tis enough, that ’tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear  
Thus far I w-ent on with a refolute air. 
.Lord blefs me, faid file, let a body but fpeak : 

i Here’s an ugly hard rofe-bud fall’n into my neck : 
It has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degree  

il See here ; for you never believe me; pray fee, 
On the left fide my breafl what a mark it has made, 
So faying, her bofom (he carelefs difplay’d. 
That feat of delight I with wonder furvey’d ; 

^ And forgot ev’ry word I defign’d to have faid. 



POEMS UPON $6 

Mercury and Curim 

IN fuilen humour one day Jove 
Sent Hermes down to Ida’s grove, 

Commanding Cupid to deliver 
His (lore of darts, his total quiver; 
That Hermes (hould the weapons break, 
Or throw ’em into Lethe’s lake, 

Hermes, you know, muft do his errand 
He found his man, produc’d his warrant: 
Cupid, your darts—this very hour  
There’s no contending again!! power. 

How fuilen Jupiter, juft now, 
I think 1 faid : And you’ll allow, 
That Cupid was as bad as he : 
Hear but the youngfter’s repartee. 

Come kinfman (faid the little god) 
Put off your wings, lay by your rod ; 
Retire with me to yonder bower; 
And reft yourfelf for half an hour: 
’Tis far indeed from hence to heav’n : 
And you fly faft ; and ’tis but feven. 
We’ll take one cooling cup of neftar ; 
And drink to this celeftial Heftor  

He break my darts, or hurt my pow’r! 
He, Leda’s fwan, and Danae’s fhow’r ! 
Go, bid him his wife’s tongue reftrain ; 
And mind his thunder, and his rain.  
My darts? O certainly I’ll give ’em : 
From Cloe’s eyes he (hall receive ’em : 
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There’s one, the beft in all my quiver, 
Twang! thro’ his very heart and liver. 
He then fhall pine, and figh, and rave : 
Gbod lord ! what buftle lhall we have 1 
Neptune muft ftraight be lent to fea ; 
And Flora fummon’d twice a-day: 
One mull find Ihells, and t’other flow’rs. 
For cooling grotts, and fragrant bow’rs, 
That Cloe may be ferv’d in fhite: 
The Hours muft at her toilet wait: 
Whilft all the reafoning fools below, 
Wonder their watches go too flow. 
Lybs muft fly fbuth, and F.urus eaft. 
For jewels for her hair and breaft : 
No matter tho’ their cruel hafte 
Sink cities, and lay forefts wafte. 
No matter tho’ this fleet be loft ; 
Or that lie wind-bound on the coaft. 
What whifp’ring in my mother’s ear ! 
What care, that Juno fhould not hear ! 
What work among you fcholar gods! 

. Phoebus muft write him am’rous odes : 
And thou, poor coufin, muft compofe 
His letters in fubmiffive profe : 

t’Whilft haughty Cloe, to fuftain 
The honour of my xnyftic reign, 
'Shall all his gifts and vows difdain, 
And laugh at your old bully’s pain. 

Dear couz, faid Hermes in a fright, 
For heav’n fake, keep your darts: Good night, 

" Vol. I. ’ G 
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On Beauty. A Riddl 

REsolve me, Cloe, what is this? 
Or forfeit me one precious kifs. 

'Tis the firft offspring of the Graces: 
Bears diff’rent forms in difT ’rent places ; 
Acknowledg’d fine, where-e’er beheld ; 
Yet fancy’d finer, when conceal’d. 
’Twas Flora’s wealth, and Circe’s charm 
Pandora’s box of good and harm ; 
’Twas Mars’s vvifh, Endymion’s dream ; 
Apelles’ draught, and Ovid’s theme. 
This guided Thefeus thro’ the maze; 
And fent him home with life and praife 
But this undid the Phrygian boy; 
And blew the flames that ruin’d Troy. 
This fhew’d great kindnefs to old Greece 
And help’d rich Jafon to the fleece. 
This thro’ the eafi: juft vengeance hurl’d. 
And loft poor Anthony the world. 
Injur’d, tho’ Lucrece found her doom ; 
This banifli’d tyranny from Rome. 
Appeas’d, tho’ Lais gain’d her hire ; 
This fet Perfepolis on fire. 
For this, Alcides learn’d to fpin : 
His club laid down, and lion’s fkin. 
For this, Apollo deign’d to keep. 
With fervile care, a mortal’s fheep. 
For this the father of the gods. 
Content to leave his high abodes, 
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In borrow’d figures loofely ran, 
Europa’s bull, and Leda’s fwan ; 
For this he re-afiumes the nod, 
(While Semele commands the god) 
Launces the bolt, and Ihakes the poles ; 
Tho’ Momus laughs, and Juno fcolds. 

Here lift’ning Cloe finil’d and faid ; 
Your riddle is not hard to read : 
I guefs it Fair one, if you do ; 
Need I, alas! the theme purfue? 
For this thou feeft, for this, I leave 
Whate’er the world thinks wife and grave, 
Ambition, bufinefs, friendfhip, news. 
My ufeful books, and ferious Mufe. 
For this I willingly decline 
The mirth of feafts, and joys of wine ; 
And chufe to fit and talk with thee, 
(As thy great orders may decree), 
Of cocks and bulls, of flutes and fiddles, 
Of idle tales, and floolilh riddles. 

The Question, to Lisetta. 

j)' 
■^"TTHAT nymph fhould I admire, or trnfL 

it VV But Cleo beauteous, Cloe juft ? 
What nymph fliould I defire to fee. 
But her who leaves the plain for me ? 
To whom fliould I compofe the lay, 

, But her who liftens when I play ? 
G i 
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To whom in fong repeat my cares, 
But her who in my forrow ihares ? 
Eor whom fhould I the garland make, 
But her who joys the gift to take. 
And bonds fhe wears it for my fake ? 
In love am I not fully blefs’d ? 
Lifetta, pr’ythee tell the red. 

Lisetta’s Reply, 

SURE Cloe jud, and Cloe fair 
Deferves to be your only care : 

But when you and (he to-day 
Ear into the wood did dray. 
And I happen’d to pafs by; 
Which way did you cad your eye ? 
But when your cares to her you fing, 
Yet dare not tell her whence they fpring 
Does it not more afflift your heart, 
That in thofe cares fire bears a part ? 
When you the fiow’rs for Cloe twine. 
Why do you to her garland join 
The meaned bud that falls from mine? 
Simpled of fwains! the world may fee 
Whom Cloe loves, and who loves me. 
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The Garland. 

i. 
THE pride of ev’ry grove I chofc, 

The violet fweet, and lily fair, 
The dappl’d pink, and bluihing rofe, 

To deck my charming Cloe’s hair. 
IL 

At morn the nymph vouchfaf’d to place 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flow’rs lefs blooming then her face, 
The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath. 

III. 
The flow’rs fhe wore along the day : 

And ev’ry nymph and fhepherd faid. 
That in her hair they look’d more gay 

Than glowing in their native bed. 
IV. 

Undrefs’d at evening, when file found 
Their odours loft, their colours paft; 

t> She chang’d her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye fhe caft. 

V. 
That eye dropt fenfe diftimft and clear. 

As any mufe’s tongue could fpeak ; 
When from its lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 
Gg 
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VI. 
Diffembling what I knew too well. 

My love, my life, faid I, explain 
This change of humour : Pr’ythee tell; 

That falling tear—What does it mean ? 
VII. 

She figh’d; fhe fmil’d : And to the flow'rs 
Pointing, the lovely moralift faid : 

See, friend, in fome few fleeting hours, 
See, yonder, what a change is made. 

VIII. 
Ah me! the blooming pride of May, 

And that of beauty are but one : 
At morn both flourish bright and gay, 

Both fade at evening, pale, and gone ? 
IX. 

At dawn poor Stella danc’d and fung ; 
The am’rous youth around her bow’d; 

At night her fatal knell was rung ; 
I faw, and kifs’d her in her Ihrowd! 

X. 
Such as fhe is who dy’d to-day; 

Such I, alas! may be to-morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid thy Mufe difplay 

The juftnefs of thy Cloe’s forrow. 
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The Lady who offers her Looking-glafs to 
VENUS. 

VENUS take my votive glafs ; 
Since I am not what I was; 

What from this day I fliall be, 
Venus, let me never fee. 

CLOE JEALOUS, 

1. 
FOrbear to afk me why I weep, 

Vex’d Cloe to her (hepherd faid: 
| ’Tis for my two poor draggling fheep, 

Perhaps, or for my fquirrel dead. 
II. 

1 For mind I what you late have writ ? 
Your fubtile quedkms and replies ; 

Emblems to teach a female wit 
The ways where changing Cupid flies. 

III. 
k Your riddle purpos’d to rehear#; 
; The general pow’r that beauty has : 
H But why did no peculiar verl'e 

Defcribe one charm of Cloe’s face ? 
1V- The glafs which was at Venus’ (brine 

With fuch myderious forrow laid : 
The garland (and you call it mine) 

Which (bow’d how youth and beauty fade. 
G 4 
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V. 
Ten thoufand trifles light as thefe 

Nor can my rage, nor anger move : 
•She fliould be humble who would pleafe ; 

And (he mud fuffer who can love. 
VI. 

When in my glafs I chanc’d to look, 
Of Venus what did I implore ? 

That ev’ry grace which thence I took 
Should know to charm my Damon more. 

VII. 
Reading thy verfe ; who heeds, faid 1, 

If here or there his glances flew ? 
O free for ever be his eyes 

Whole heart to me is always true. 
VIII. 

My bloom, indeed, my little fiow’r 
Of beauty quickly loft its pride: 

For, fever’d from its native bow'r, 
It on thy glowing bofom dy’d. 

IX. 
Yet car’d I not, what might prefage 

Or withering wreath, or fleeting youth 
Love I efteem’d more ftrong than age. 

And time lefs permanent than truth. 
X. 

Why then I weep, forbear to know : 
Fall uncontroul’d, my tears, and free : 

O Damon, ’tis the only woe 
I ever yet coiiceal’d from thee. 
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XI. 
The fecret wound with which I bleed 

Shall lie wrapt up even in my hearfe: 
But on my tomb-ftone thou (halt read 

My anfwer to thy dubious verfe. 

Answer to -Cloe Jealous, in the fame 
Stile. The Author fick. 

i. 
YES, faireft proof of Beauty’s pow’r, 

Dear idol of my panting heart. 
Nature points this my fatal hour : 

And I have liv’d, and we muft part, 
I I. 

While now I take my laft adieu. 
Heave thou no llgh, nor (hed a tear; 

Left yet my half-clos’d eye may view 
On earth an objedt worth its care. 

III. 
From jealoufy’s tormenting ftrife 

For ever be thy bofom freed : 
' That nothing may difturb thy life, 

Content I haften to the dead. 
IV. 

Yet, when fome better-fated youth 
Shall with his am’rous parly move thee5 

Refk&one moment on his truth. 
Who, dying, thus perfifts to love thee. 

© 
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A Better Answer, 

i. 
DEAR C!oe, how blubber’d is that pretty face? 

Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurl’d : 
Pr’ythee, quit this caprice, and (as old Falftaff fays) 

Eet us e’en talk a little like folks of this world. 
II. 

How canft thou prefume thou haft leave to deftroy 
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping ? 

Thofe looks were defign’d to infpire love and joy : 
More ord’nary.eyes may ferve people for weeping. 

III. 
To be vex’d at a trifle or two that I write. 

Your judgment at once and my paflion you wrong : 
You take that for faft which will fearce be found wit: 

Od’s life! maft one fwear to the truth of a fong ? 
IV. 

What I fpeak, my fair Cloe, and what I write, (hows 
The diff’rence there is betwixt nature and art: 

I court others in verfe, but I love thee in prole. 
And they may have my whimfies, but thou haft my. 

heart. 
V. 

The god of us verfe-men (you know child) the Sun,' 
How after his journeys he lets up his reft : 

If at morning o’er earth ’tis his fancy to run : 
At night he reclines on his Thetis’s breaft. 
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VI. 
So, when I am weary’d with wand’ring all day, 

To thee my delight in the evening I come: 
No matter what beauties I faw in my way : 

They were but my vifits, but thou art my home. 
VII. 

Then finilh, dear Cloe, this paftoral war. 
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree : 

For thou art a girl as much brighter than her. 
As he was a poet fublimer than me. 

PAL L A S and V E N U S, 
An Epigram. 

THE Trojan Twain had judg’d the great dilpute. 
And beauty’s pow’r obtain’d the golden fruit; 

When Venus, loofe in all her naked charms, 
Met Jove’s great daughter clad in fhining arms. 
The wanton goddefs view’d the warlike maid 
Prom head to foot, and tauntingly (he faid : 

■Yield, filter; rival, yield : Naked, you fee, 
I vanquilh : Guefs how potent I Ihould be, 

■j If to the field 1 came in armour drefis’d, 
Dreadful, like thine, my (hield, and terrible my creft. 

The warrior goddefs with difdain reply’d : 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pride : 
Let a brave enemy for once advife, 
And Venus (if ’tis pollible) be wife. 

: Thou to be llrong mult put off every drefs : 
Thy only armour is thy nakednefs : 
And more than once, (or thou art much bely’d), 
By Mars himfelf that armour has been try’d. 
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To a Gentleman in Love, 
A TALE. 

FROM public noife and faftious ftrife. 
From all the bufy ills of life. 

Take me, my Celia, to thy bread:; 
And lull my wearied foul to reft : 
For ever, in this humble cell. 
Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell; 
None enter elfe, but Love and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 

To painted roofs, and fhining fpires 
(Uncafy feats of high defires) 
Let the unthinking many croud, 
That dare be covetous and proud : 
In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter happinefs for ftate : 
But, oh! my Celia, when thy fwain 
Defires to fee a court again; 
May heav’n around this deftin’d head 
The choiceft of its curfes Ihed : 
To fum up all the rage of fate, 
In the two things I dread and hate : 
May’ll thou be faife, and 1 be great. 

Thus, on his Celia’s panting bread 
Fond Celadon his foul expreft ; 
While with delight the lovely maid 
Receiv’d the vows, (he thus repaid : 
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Hope of my age, joy of my youth. 
Bleft miracle of love and truth ! 
All that cou’d e’er be counted mine, 
My love and life, long fince are thine : 
A real joy I never knew, 
’Till 1 believ’d thy palllon true : 
A real grief I ne’er can find, 
’Till thou prov’ft perjur’d or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care. 
All we abhore, and all we fear, 
Bleft with thy prefence, I can bear. 
Thro’ waters, and thro’ flames I’ll go, 
Suff’rer and folace of thy woe. 
Trace me fome yet unheard of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay ; 
And make my conftant paffion known, 
By more than woman yet has done. 
Had I a wilh that did not bear 
The (lamp and image of my dear ; 
I’d pierce my heart thro’ ev’ry vein, 
And die to let it out again. 
No : Venus (hall my witnefs be, 
(If Venus ever lov’d like me) 
That for one hour I would not quit 

’ My fhepherd’s arms, and this retreat, 
To be the Perfian monarch’s bride, 
Partner of all his pow’r and pride; 
Or rule in regal ftate above, 
Mother of gods, and wife of Jove. 

“ O happy thefe of human race !” 
But foon, alas! our pleafures pafs. 

105 
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He thank’d her on his bended knee ; 
Then drank a quart ofmilk and tea ; 
And leaving her ador’d embrace, 
Haften’d to court to beg a place. 
While /he, hisabfence to bemoan. 
The very moment he was gone, 
Call’d Thyrlis from beneath the bed ; 
Where all this time he had been hid. 

MORAL. 

T rHILE men have tbefe ambitious fancies 
' ’ And wanton wenches read romances; 

Our lex will what? out with it. Lye; 
And theirs in equal drains reply. 
The moral of the tale I ling * 
(A poly fora wedding ring) 
In this Ihort verfe will be confin’d : 
Love is a jell, and vows are wind. 

An English Padlock. 

MISS Dan m, when fair and young 
(As Horace has divinely fung) 

Could not be kept from Jove’s embrace 
By doors of Heel, and walls of brals. 
The reafon of the thing is clear ; 
Would Jove the naked truth aver ; 
Cupid was with him of the party ; 
And Ibew’d himfelf lincere and hearty : 
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iFor, give that whip (let but his errand; 
He takes my lord chief-juftice’ warrant : 
Dauntlefs as death away he walks; 
Breaks the doors open ;'friaps the locks ; 
Searches the parlour, chamber, ftudy ; 
Nor Hops till he has culprit’s body. 

Since this has been authentic truth, 
By age deliver’d down to youth ; 
Tell us, miftaken hufband, tell us, 

; Why fo myfterious, why fo jealous ? 
Does the rellraint, the bolt, the bar 

' Make us lefs curious, herlefs fair ? 
The fpy, which does this treafure keep, 

ODoes (he ne'erfay her pray’rs, nor deep? 
I; Does fhe to no excels incline ? 

"Does (he fly rruiGc, mirth, and wine ? 
| Or have not :gold and flatt’ry pow’r, 

To purcbafe one unguarded hour ? 
Your care does further yet extend: 

That fpy is guarded by your friend.—- 
But has this friend nor eye, nor heart ? 
May he not feel the cruel dart, 

; Which, foon or late, all mortals feel ? 
May he not, with too tender zeal, 

i) Give the fair pris’ner caufe to fee, 
How much he wifnes (he were free ? 

. May he not craftily infer 
The rules of friendlhip too fevere, 
Which chain him to a hated truft; 

. Which make him wretched, to be juft ' 
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Ami may not the, this darling (lie, 
Youthful and healthy, flelh and blood, 

Eafy with him, ill-us’d by thee, 
Allow this logic to be good ? 
Sir, will your queflions never end ? 

I truft to neither fpy nor friend. 
In fhort, 1 keep her from the fight 
Of ev’ry human face. She’ll write. 
From pen and paper fhe’s debarr’d.  
Has fhe a bodkin and a card ? 
She’ll prick her mind. She will, you fay 
But how fhall fire that mind convey ? 
I keep her in one room : I lock it: 
The key (look here) is in this pocket. 
The key-hole, is that left ? Mofl certain. 
She’ll thurft her letter thro’ Sir Martin. 

Dear angry friend, what muff be done ? 
Is there no way ? There is but one. 
Send her abroad ; and let her fee. 
That all this mingled mafs, which fhe 
Being forbidden longs to know, 
Is a dull farce, an empty fhow, 
Powder, and pocket-glafs, and beau ; 
A ftaple of romance and lies, 
Falfe tears, and real perjuries: 
Where (ighs and looks are bought and fold 
And love is made but to be told : 
Where the fat bawd, and lavilh heir 
The fpoils of ruin’d beauty fhare : 
And youth feduc’d from friends and fame, 
Muff give up age to want and fhame. 
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Let her behold the frantic fcene, 
The women wretched, falfe the men : 
And when; thefe certain ills to ihun, 
She would to thy embraces run ; 
Receive her with extended arms : 
Seem more delighted with her charms: 
Wait on her to the park and play : 
Put on good humour ; make her gay : 
Be to her virtues very kind; 
Be to her faults a little blind : 
Let all her ways be unconfin’d : 
And clap your Padlock on her mind. 

HANS CARVEL. 

HAns Carvel, impotent and old, 
Married a lafs of London mould : 

Handfome ? enough ; extremely gay ; 
Lov’d mufic, company, and play : 
High flights fhe had, and wit at will; 
And fo her tongue lay feldom ftill : 

! For in all vifits who but Hie, 
To argue, or to repartee? 

She made it plain, that human pafliou 
Was order’d by predeftination ; 
That if weak women went altray, 
Their ftars were more in fault than th*v > 
Whole tragedies (he had by begirt; 
Enter’d into Roxana’s part: 
You. I. H 
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To triumph in her rival’s blood, 
The aftion certainly was good. 
How like a vine young Ammon curl’d! 
O that dear conqueror of the world ! 
She pity’d Betterton in age, 
That ridicul’d the god-like rage. 

She, firft of all the town, was told, 
Where neweft India things were fold : 
So in a morning, without bodice, 
Slipt fometimes out to Mrs Thody’s; 
To cheapen tea, to buy a fcreen : 
What elfe could fo much virtue mean ? 
For to prevent the lead reproach, 
Betty went with her in the coach. 

But, when no very great affair 
Excited her peculiar care, 
She without fail was wak’d at ten ; 
Drank chocolate, then flept again : 
At twelve (he rofe ; with much ado 
Her cloaths were huddl’d on by two ; 
Then, does my lady dine at home ? 
Yes fure; but is the colonel come ? 
Next, how to fpend the afternoon. 
And not come home again too foon ; 
The change, the city, or the play, 
As each was proper for the day ; 
A turn in dimmer to Hyde-park, 
When it grew tolerably dark. 

Wife’s pleafure caufes hufband’s pain 
Strange fancies come in Hans’s brain ; 
He thought of what he did not name ; 
And would reform ; but durft not blame 
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At firft he therefore preach’d his wife 
t The comforts of a pious life: 

Told her, how’ tranfient beauty was ; 
That all mult die, and flelh was grafs : 
He bought her fermons, pfalms, and graces; 
And doubl’d down the ufeful places. 
But Hill the weight of worldly care 
Allow’d her little time for pray’r : 
And Cleopatra was read o’er, 
When Scot, and Wake, and twenty more. 
That teach one to deny one’s felf, 
Stood unmolefted on the Ihelf. 
An untouch’d Bible grac’d her toilet : 
No fear that thumb of her’s (hould fpoil it. 
In Ihort, the trade was Bill the fame : 
The dame went out : The colonel came. 

What’s to be done ? poor Carvel cry’d : 
Another batt’ry muB be try’d : 

I What if to fpells I had recourfe ? 
’Tis but to hinder fomething worfe. 
The end muB juBify the means : 
He only fins who ill intends : 
Since therefore ’tis to combat evil ; 
’Tis lawful to employ the devil. 

Forthwith the devil did appear 
(For name him and he’s always near) 

. Not in the lhape in which he plies 
At mifs’s elbow when fire lies ; 
Or Bands before the nurs’ry doors, 
To take the naughty boy that roars; 

) But without fawcer eye or claw, 
Like a grave barrifier at law. 

Hat 
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Hans Carvel, lay afide your grief, 
The devil fays; I bring relief. 
Relief, fays Hans : Pray let me crave 
Your name, fir, Satan—Sir, your Have; 
I did not look upon your feet: 
You’ll pardon me : Ay now I fee’t : 
And pray, Sir, when came you from hell ? 
Our friends there, did you leave them well ? 
All well; hut pr’ythee honeft Hans, 
(Says Satan) leave your complaifance : 
The truth is this: 1 cannot ftay 
Flaring in fun-lhine all the day : 
For, entre nous, we hellilh fprites, 
Love more the frefco of the nights; 
And oft’ner our receipts convey 
In dreams, than any other way. 
1 tell you therefore as a friend, 
Lre morning daw ns, your fears Iball end : 
Go then this evening, Mailer Carvel, 
Lay down your fowls, and broach your barrel; 
Let friends and wine diffolve your care ; 
Whilft I the great receipt prepare : 
To night f’ll bring it, by my faith ; 
Believe for once what Satan faith. 

Away went Hans. Glad ? not a little; 
Obey’d the devil to a title; 
Invited friends fome half a dozen, 
The colonel, and my lady’s coiifin. 
The meat w as ferv’d; the bowls were crown’d 
Catches were fung; and’healths went round: 
Barbadoes waters for the clofe ; 
’Till Hans had fairly got his dofe. 
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The coionel toafted to the heft ; 
The dame mov’d off, to be undreft i; 
The chimes weht twelve ; the guefts withdrew t 
But when, or how, Hans hardly knew. 
Some modern anecdotes aver, 
He nodded in his elbow chair; 
From thence was carry’d off to bed : 
John held his heels, and Nan his head. 
My lady was dillurb’d : New forrow ! 
Which Hans muft anfwer for to-morrow. 

In bed then view this happy pair ; 
And think how Hymen triumph’d there. 
Hans, fail afleep, as foon as laid; i 
The duty of the night unpaid : 
The waking dame, with thoughts opprell, 
That made her hate both him and reft : 
By fuch a hulband, luch a wife! 
’Twas Acme’s and Septimius’ life: 
The lady figh’d ; the lover fnor’d : 
The pumftual devil kept his word. 
Appear’d to honeft Hans again ; 
But not at all by madam feen : 
And giving him a magic ring, 
Fit for the finger of a king; 

' Dear Hans, faid he, this jewel take. 
And wear it long for Satan’s fake : 
.’Twill do your bufinefs to a hair. 
For long as you this ring fhall wear. 
As fure as I look over Lincoln, 
That ne’er fhall happen which you think on. 

Hans took the ring with joy extreme ; 
(All this was only in a dream) 

H 5 
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And thrufting it beyond his joint. 
’Tis done, he cry’d: I’ve gain’d my point.*—- 
What point, faid Ihe, you ugly heart ? 
You neither give me joy nor rert : 
’Tis done. What’s done, you drunken bear’ 
You’ve thruft your finger G d knows where. 

A Dutch Proverb. 

FIRE, water, woman, are man’s ruin ; 
Says wife profertbr Vander Bruin. 

By flames a houfe I hir’d was loft 
Taft year; and I muft pay the coft. 
This fpring the rains o’erflow’d my ground : 
And my bert Flanders mare was drown’d. 
A flave I am to Clara’s eyes : 
The gipfey knows her pow’r, and flies. 
Fire, water, woman, are my ruin ; 
And great thy wifdom, Vander Bruin. 

Paulo Purganti and his Wife: An 
honeft, but a fimple pair. 

Eft enim quiddam, idque intelligitur in omni virtute, 
quod deceat; quod cogitatione magis a virtute po- 
teft quam re feparari. Cic. de Off. 1. i. 

BEyond the fix’d and fettl’d rules 
Of vice and virtue in the fchools, 

Beyond the letter of the law, 
Which.kceps our men and maids in awe, 
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The better fort Ihould fet before ’em 
A grace, a manner, a decorum ; 
Something, that gives their afts a light; 
Makes ’em not only juft, but bright; 
And fets ’em in that open fame, 
Which witty malice cannot blame. 

For ’tis in life, as ’tis in painting : 
Much may be right, yet much be wanting ; 
From lines drawn true, our eye may trace 
A foot, a knee, a hand, a face : 
May juftly own the pifture wrought 
Exaft to rule, exempt from fault : 
Yet if the colouring be not there. 
The Titian ftroke, the Guido air ; 
To niceft judgment (how the piece ; 
At beft ’twill only not difpleafe : 
It would not gain on Jerfey’s eye : 
Bradford would frown, and fet it by. 

Thus, in the pifture of our mind, 
The aftion may be well defign’d ; 
Guided by law, and bound by duty ; 
Yet want this ye nefcay quay of beauty; 
And though its error may be fuch, 

As Knags and Burgefs cannot hit; 
t It yet may feel the nicer touch 
r Of Wycherley’s or Congreve’s wit. 

What is this talk ? replies a friend, 
And where will this dry moral end 
The truth of what you here lay down 
By fome example (hould be (hown  
With all my heart, for once ; read on. 

H 4 
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An honeft, but a Ample pair 
(And twenty other I forbear) 
May ferve to make this thefis clear. 

A dodtor of great Ikill and fame, 
IJaulo Purganti was his name, 
Had a good, comely, virtuous wife : 
No woman led a better life: 
She to intrigues was ev’n hard-hearted : 
She chuckl’d when a bawd was carted ; 
And thought the nation ne’er would thrive, 
’Till all the whores were burnt alive. 

On marry’d men that dar’d be bad. 
She thought no mercy (hould be had ; 
They fhould be bang’d, or ftarv’d, or Head, 
Or ftrv’d like Romith priefts in Swede  
In Ihort, all lewdnefs fhe defy’d : 
And ft iff was her parochial pride. 

Yet, in an honeft: way, the dame 
Was a great lover of that fame ; 
And could from fcripture take her cue. 
That hufbands (hould give wives their due. 

Her prudence did fo juftly fteer 
Between the gay and the fevere. 
That if in fome regards (he chofe 
To curb poor Paulo in too clofe ; 
In others (he relax’d again, 
And govern’d with a loofer rein. 

Thus, though (he ftriflly did confine 
The doftor from exccfs of wine : 
With oyfters, eggs, and vermicelli 
She let him almoft burft his belly : 
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Thus drying coffee was deny’d; 
But chocolate that lofs fupply’d : 
And for tobacco (who could bear it!) 
Filthy concomitant of claret! 
(Bled revolution 1) one might fee 
Eringo roots, and bohea tea. 
She often fet the doftor’s band, 
And ftroak’d his beard, and fqueez’d his hand : 
Kindly complain’d, that after noon 
He went to pore on books too fbon ; 
She held it wholefomer by much, 
To reft a little on the couch :  
About his wafte in bed a-nights 
She clung fo clofe for fear of fprits. 

The doftor underftood the call; 
But had not always wherewithal. 

The lion’s [kin, too (hort, you know, 
(As Plutarch’s morals finely (bow), 
Was lengthen’d by the fox’s tail: 
And art fupplies, where ftrength may fail. 

Unwilling then in arms to meet 
The enemy, he could not beat; 
He drove to lengthen the campaign. 
And fave his forces by chicane. 

( Fabius, the Roman chief, who thus 
By fair retreat grew Maximus, 

tl Show's us, that all that warrior can do, 
With force inferior, is cundtando. > 

One day then, as the foe drew near, 
With love, and joy, and life, and dear, 

. Our don, who knew this tittle-tattle 
Did fure as trumpet call to battle; 
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Thought it extremely a propos 
To ward againft the coming blow : 
To ward : But how ? ay, there’s the queftion 
Fierce the aflault, unarm’d the baftion. 

The doctor feign’d a flrange furprife : 
He felt her pulfe ; he view’d her eyes ; 
That beat too fall:: Thefe roll’d too quick : 
She was, he faid, or would be lick : 
He judg’d it abfolutely good 
That (he Ihould purge and cleanfe her blood. 
Spaw-waters for that end were got: 
If they pafs’d eafily or not 
What matters it ? the lady’s fever 
Continu’d violent as ever. 
For a diflemper of this kind, 
(Blackmore and Hans are of my mind), 
If once it youthful blood infefts, 
And chiefly of the female fex. 
Is fcarce remov’d by pill or potion, 
Whate’er might be our doftor’s notion. 

One lucklefs night, then, as in bed 
The doftor and the dame were laid, 
Again this cruel fever came, 
High pulfe, fhort breath, and blood in flame. 
What meafures fnall poor Paulo keep 

With madam in this piteous taking ? 
She, like Macbeth, has murder’d fleep, 

And won’t allow him reft, though waking 
Sad ftate of matters ! when we dare 
Not a(k for peace, nor offer war ; 
Nor Livy nor Comines have fhown 
What in this juwfture may be done. 
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■Orotius might own that Paulo’s cafe is 
Harder than any which he places 
Amongft his Belli and his Pacis. 

He ftrove, alas! but drove in vain, 
By dint of logic to maintain, 
That all the fex was born to grieve, 
Down to her ladyihip from Eve. 
He rang’d his tropes, and preach’d up patience ; 
Back’d his opinion with quotations, 
Divines and moralifts; and run ye on 
Quite through from Seneca to Bunyan. 
As much in vain he bid her try 
To fold her arms, to clofe her eye; 
Telling her, reft would do her good, 
If any thing in nature cou’d: 
So held the Greeks quite down from Galen, 
Mafters and princes of the calling : 
So all our modern friends maintain, 
(Though no great Greeks), in Warwick-lane. 

Reduce, my Mufe, the wand’ring fong : 
A tale Ihould never be too long. 

The more he talk’d, the more (he burn’d, 
And figh’d, and tofs’d, and groan’d, and burn’d 
At laft, I wilh, (he faid, my dear,  
(And whifper’d fomething in his ear.) 
You wifh ! wifh on, the doctor cries.- 

Lord ! when will womankind be wife ? 
What, in your waters ? are you mad ? 
Why, poifon is not half fo bad. 
I’ll do it but I give you warning: 
You’ll die before to-morrow morning.— 
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’Tis kind, my dear, what you advife, 
The lady with a figh replies ! 
But life, you know, at heft is pain: 
And death is what we (hould difdain. 
So do it, therefore, and adieu : 
For I will die for love of you.  
Let wanton wives by death be fear’d ; 
But, to my comfort, I’m prepar’d. 

The LADLE, 

HE fceptics think ’twas long ago. 
JL Since gods came down incognito: 

To fee who were their friends or foes, 
And how our aftions fell or rofe : 
That, fince they gave things their beginning, 
And fet this whirligig a-fpinning ; 
Supine they in their heav’n remain, 
Exempt from paffion and from pain ; 
And frankly leave us human elves 
To cut and ihuffle for ourfelves; 
To hand or walk, to rife or tumble, 
As matter and as motion jumble. 

The poets now and painters hold 
This thefts both abfurd and bold : 
And your good-natur’d gods, they fay, 
Defcend fome twice or thrice a-day : 
Elfe all thefe things we toil fo hard in 
Would not avail one ftngle farthing: 
For when the hero we rehearfe, 
To grace his aftions and our verfe; 
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"Tis not by dint of human thought 
That to his Latium he is brought ; 
Iris defcends, by Fate’s commands, 
To guide his fleps through foreign lands : 
And Amphitrite clears his way 
From rocks and quick-fands in the fea. 

And if you fee him in a iketch, 
(Though drawn by Paulo or Carache,) 
.He fhows not half his force and ftrength,. 
Strutting in armour, and at length : 

, That he may make his proper figure, 
The piece mud yet be four yards bigger : 
The nymphs conduft him to the field : 
One holds his fword, and one his Ihield : 
Mars (landing by aflerts his quarrel ; 
And Fame flies after with a laurel. 

Thefe points, 1 fay, of fpeculation 
(As ’twere to fave or fink the nation) 
Men idly learned will difpute, 
Aflert, objeft, confirm, refute : 
Each mighty angry, mighty right, 
With equal arms fuflains the fight ; 
Till now no umpire can agree ’em : 
So both draw off, and fing Te Deum. 

t' It is in equilibrio 
If deities defcend or no : 

' Then et th’ affirmative prevail, 
As requifite to form my tale : 
For by all parties ’tis confess’d, 
That thofe opinions are the beft, 
Which in their nature mod conduce 
To prefent ends, and private ufe. 
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Two gods came therefore from above, 
One Mercury, the t’other Jove : 
The humour was (it feems) to know 
If all the favours they beftow 
Could from our own perverfensfs eafc us; 
And if our wifh enjoy’d would pleafe us. 

Difcourfing largely on this theme, 
O’er hills and dales their godfhips came : 
Till well nigh tir’d, at almofl: night, 
They thought it proper to alight. 

Note here, that it as true as odd is, 
That in difguife a god or goddefs 
Exerts no fupernat’ral pow’rs, 
But afts- on maxims much like ours. 

They fpy’d at lad a country-farm, 
Where all was fhug, and clean, and warm ; 
For woods before, and hills behind, 
Secur’d it both from rain and wind : 
Large oxen in the fields were lowing : 
Good grain was fow’d : Good fruit was growing 
Of lafl year’s corn in barns great (lore ; 
Fat turkeys gobbling at the door: 
And wealth (in Ihort) with peace confented. 
That people here fhould live contented: 
But did they in effeft do fo ? 
Have patience, friend, and thou (halt know. 
The honed farmer and his wife, 
Tw o years declin’d from prime of life, 
Had druggied with the marriage-noofe, 
As almod ev’ry couple does : 
Sometimes, my plague ! fometimes, my darling! 
Killing to-day, to-morrow fnarling ; 
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Jointly fubmitting to endure 
That evil, which admits no cure. 
Our gods the outward gate unbarr’d : 
Our farmer met ’em in the yeard ; 
Thought they were folks that loft their way. 
And afk’d them civilly to ftay : 
Told ’em, for fupper or for bed, 
They might go on, and be worfefped.  

So faid, fo done: The gods confent. 
All three into the parlour went. 
They compliment; they fit; they chat; 
Fight o’er the wars; refornr the ftate : 
A thoufand knotty points they clear, 
Till fupper and my wife appear. 

Jove made his leg, and kifs’d the dame : 
Obfequious Hermes did the fame. 
Jove kifs’d the farmer’s wife, you fay. 
He did—but in an honeft way : 
Oh ! not with half that warmth and life. 
With which he kifs’d Amphitryon’s wife.  

Well then, things handfomely were ferv’d : 
My miftrefs for the ftrangers carv’d. 
Flow ftrong the beer, how good the meat. 
How loud they laugh’d, how much they eat, 

( In epic fnmptuous would appear ; 
IYet ill all be pafs’d in filence here: 

‘ For I Ihould grieve to have it faid. 
That by a fine defcription led, 
I made my epifode too long, 

) Or tir’d my friend to grace my fong. 
The grace cup ferv’d, the cloth away, 

| Jove thought it time to Ihow his play : 
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Land-lord and land-’ady, he cry’d, 
Folly and jeftirig laid afide. 
That ye 'hm hofpitably live, 
And ftrangers with good cheer receive, 
Is mighty grateful to your betters, 
And makes e’en gods themfelves your debtors. 
To give this thefts plainer proof, 
You have to night beneath your roof 
A pair of gods: (Nay never wonder) 
This youth can fly, and I can thunder. 
I’m Jupiter, and he Mercurius, 
My page, my fon indeed, but fpurious. 
Form then three wilhes, you and madam : 
And fure as you already had ’em 
The things defir’d in half an hour 
Shall all be here, and in your pow’r. 

Thank ye, great gods, the woman fays : 
Oh! may your altars ever blaze. 
A laddie for our ftlver difti 
Is what I want, is what 1 wilh  
A laddie ! cries the man, a laddie! 
’Odzooks, Corftca, you have pray’d ill: 
What (houid be great, you turn to farce : 
1 wilh your laddie in your a  

With equal grief and fhame my Mufe 
The lequel of the tale purfues : 
The laddie fell into the room, 
And ftuckin old Corfica’s bum. 
Our couple weep two wilhes pail, 
And kindly join to form the lad. 
To eafe the woman’s aukward pain, 
And get the laddie out again. 
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MORAL. 

HIS commoner has worth and parts, 
JL Is prais’d for arms, or lov’d for arts. 

His head achs for a coronet: 
And who is blefs’d that is not great ? 

Some fcnfe and more eftate kind heav’n 
To this well-lotted peer has gir’n : 
What then ? He muff have rule and fway : 
And all is wrong, till he’s in play. 

The mifer mult take up his plumb, 
And dares not touch the hoarded fum ; 
The fickly dotard wants a wife, 
To draw off his laft dregs of life. 

Again!! our peace we arm our will: 
Amidlt our plenty, foniething Itill 
For horfes, hoitfes, pictures, planting. 
To thee, to me, to him is wanting. 
That cruel fomething unpoflefs'd 
Corrodes, and leavens all the relt. 
That fomething, if we could obtain, 
Would foon create a future pain : 
And to the coffin, from the craddle, 

*Tis all a with, and all a ladle. 
Von. I. I 
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Written at Paris, 1700. In the begin- 
ning of Robe’s Geography. 

OF all that William rules, or Robe 
Defcnbes, great Rhea, of thy globe ; 

When on pofl-horfe, or in chaile, 
With much expence, and little eafe, 
My deftin’d miles I (hall have gone, 
By Thames or Maefe, by Po or Rhone, 
And found no foot of earth my own ; 
Great mother, let me once be able 
To have a garden, houfe, and liable ; 
That I may read, and ride, and plant, 
Superior to delire, or want; 
And as health fails, and years increafe. 
Sit down, and think, and die in peace. 
Oblige thy fav’rite undertakers 
To throw me in but twenty acres : 
This number fure they may allow : 
For pallure ten, and ten for plough : 
’Tis all that I wou’d wilh or hope. 
For me and John, and Nell, and Crop. 

Then, as thou wilt, difpofe the reft 
(And let not fortune fpoil the jell) 
To thofe, who at the market-rate 
Can barter honour for eftate. 

Now, if thou grant’ll me my requeft, 
To make thy vot’ry truly bled, 
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i Let curd revenge, and fancy pride 
To fome bleak rock far oiT be ty’d ; 

. Nor e’er approach my rural feat, 
To tempt me to be bafe and great. 

And, goddefs, this kind office done, 
Charge Venus to command her fon, 
( Where-ever elfe Hie lets him rove) 
To fhun my houfe, and fi.ld, and grove, 
X’eace cannot dwell with hate or love. 

Hear, gracious Rhea, what I fay : 
And thy petitioner ihall pray. 

Written in the beginning of Mezerav’s 
hiftory of France. 

T. 
WH A T E ’ E R thy countrymen have done 

By law and wit, by fword and gun, 
In thee is faithfully recited : 

t. And all the living world that view 
p Thy work, give thee the praifes due, 

At once inllrufted and delighted. 
II. 

f 1 Yet for the fame of all thefe deeds, 
r What beggar in the Invalides, 

With lamenefs broke, with blindnefs fmitten, 
:/ Wiffi’d ever decently to die, 
’.To have been either Mtzeray, 

Or nny monarch he has written t 
i I 1 
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III. 
It ftrange, dear author, yet it true is, 
That down from Pharamond to Louis, 

All covet life, yet call it pain : 
All feel the ill, yet fhun the cure : 
Can fenfe this paradox endure ? 

Refolve me, Cambray, or Fontaine. 
IV. 

The man in graver tragic known 
(Tho’ his bed part long fince was done) 

Still on the ftage defires to tarry : 
And he who play’d the Harlequin, 
After the jeft dill loads the fCene, 

Unwilling to retire, tho’ weary. 

Written in the Nouveaux Interestes 
des Princes de I’Europe. 

BLEST be the princes, who have fought 
For pompous names, or wide dominion ; 

Since by their error we are tau ght, 
That happinefs is but opinion, 

Adriani morientis ad Animam fuam, 

AN I M U L A, vagula, blandula, 
Hofpes, comefque corporis, 

Quae nunc abibis in loea, 
Palidnla, rigida, nudula i 
Nec, ut foies, dabis joca. 
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By Monfieur Fontenhlli. 

' Ti/T A petite ame, ma mignonne, [vas, 
■ IVi Tu t’en vas done, ma fille, et Dieu f^ache ou tu 
I Tu pars feulette, nue, et tremblotante, helas! 
'l deviendra ton humour folighonnc ? 
^ <>ue deviendront tant de jolis ebats ? 

- 
IMITATED. 

|1 OO R little, pretty, flutt’ring thing, 
X Mud we no longer live together ? 

U And dod thou prune thy trembling wing, 
To take thy flight thou know’d not whither . 

|j Thy humorous vein, thy pleafing folly 
Lies all negletted, all forgot : 

b And, penfive, wav’rrng, melancholy, 
Thou dread’d and hop’d thou know’d not what. 

jA Pallage in the Moriae .Encomium et 
, Erafmus imitated. 

[T N awful pomp, and melancholy date, 
X See fettled Reafon on the judgment feat; 

. Around her crowd Didrud, and Doubt, and Fear, 
And thoughtful Forefight,-and tormenting Care : 

I Far from the throne the trembling Pleafures dand, 
fl Chain’d up or exil’d by her ftern command, 

u 
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Wretched her fubjefts, gloomy fits the queen, 
Till happy Chance reverts the cruel feene ; 
And apifli Folly, with her wild refort 
Of wit and jeft, diflurbs the folemn court. 

See the fantaftic minflrelfy advance, 
To breathe the fong, and animate the dance. 
Blefs’d the ufurper ! happy the furprife ! 
Her mimic-poltures catch our eager eyes : 
Her jingling bells affeft our captive ear; 
And in the fights we fee, and founds we hear. 
Againft our judgment file our fenfe employs: 
The laws of troubl’d reafon (he dedroys : 
And in their place rejoices to indite 
Wild fchemes of mirth, and plans of loofe delight. 

To Dr Sherlock, on his practical Difcourfe 
concerning Death. 

FOrgive the Mufe, who, in unhallow’d drains, 
The faint one moment from his God detains: 

For fure, whate’er you do, whate’er you are, 
’Tis all but one good work, one condant pray’r: 
Forgive her, and intreat that God, to whom 
Thy favour’d vows with kind acceptance come. 
To raife her notes to that fublime degree. 
Which fuits a fong of piety and thee. 

Wond’rous good man ! whofe labours may repel 
The force of fin, may flop the rage of hell: 
Thou, like the Baptid, from thy God was fent 
The crying voice, to bid the world repent. 
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Thee youth fhall (ludy, and no more engage 
i Their flatt’ring willies for uncertain age; 

No more, with fruitlefs care and cheated firife. 
Chafe fleeting pleafures through this maze of life ; 
Finding the wretched all they here can have, 
But prefent food, and but a future grave : 

. Each, great as Philip’s viftor Ion, lhall view 
This abjeft world, and, weeping, alk a new. 
Decrepit age lhall read thee, and confefs. 
Thy labours can aflwage, where med’cines ceafc : 
Shall blefs thy words, their wounded foul's relief. 
Their drops that fwoeten their laid dregs of life : 
Shall look to heav’n, and laugh at all beneath : 
Own riches gather’d trouble; fame a breath ; 
And life an ill, whofe only cure is death. 

Thy even thoughts with fo much plainnefs flow. 
Their fcnfe untutor’d infancy may know : 
Yet to fuch height is all that plainuefs wrought; 
Wit may admire, and letter’d pride be taught : 

I Eafy in words, thy fliie in fenfe fublime; 
On its blefs’d fteps each age and fex may rife : 

I 'Tis like the ladder in the patriarch’s dream. 
Its foot on earth, its height above the ikies. 

! Diffus’d its virtue, boundlefs is its pow’rt 
i ’Tis public health, and univerfal cure : 
I Of heav’nly manna ’tis a fccond feaft ; 

A nation’s food, and all to ev’ry tafte. 
To its lafl height mad Britain’s guilt was rear’d.* 

And various death for various crimes fhe fear’d, 
i With your kind work her drooping hopes revive : 

You bid her read, repent, adore, and live. 
u 
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You wreft the bolt from heav’n’s avenging hand; 
Stop ready death, and fave a finking land. 

O! fave us ftill; (till blefs us with thy ftay : 
O! want thy heav’n, till we have learn’d the way : 
Refufe to leave thy defin’d charge too foon ; 
And for the church’s good defer thy own. 
O live 1 and let thy works urge our belief; 
Live to explain thy doftrine by thy life 5 
Till future infancy, baptiz’d by thee. 
Grow ripe in years, and old in piety ; 
Till Chrillians, yet unborn, be taught to die. 

Then, in full age and hoary holinefs, 
Retire, great teacher, to thy promis’d blifs : 
Untouch’d thy tomb, uninjur’d be thy duft, 
As thy own fame among the future juft ; 
Till in left founds the dreadful trumpet fpeaks : 
Till judgment calls, and quicken’d Nature wakes: 
Till through the utmoft earth, and deepeft fea 
©ur fcatler’d atoms find their deftin’d way. 
In hafte to clothe our kindred fouls again ; 
Perfeft our ftate, and build immortal man : 
Then fearlefs thou, who well fuftain’ft the fight, 
To paths of joy, and trafts of endlefs light. 
Lead up all thofe who heard thee and believ’d : 
'Midft thy own flock, great (hepherd, be receiv’d; 
And glad all heav’n with millions thou haft fay’d. 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 137 

CARMEN SECULARE5 

For the Year 1700. 

To the King. 

ylfpicc, venturi laetcntur ut omnia faedo : 
0 mibi tarn longae mancat pars ultima vitae 
Spiritus, et quantum fat ei at tua dicere faBa ! 

Vi kg. Eclog. 4. 
I. 

H Y elder look, great Janus, cart 
X into the long records of ages part ; 

Review the years in fairett aftion drefs’d 
With noted white, fuperior to the reft; 
Aeras deriv’d, and chronicles begun 
I'rom empires founded, and from battles won : 

i Show all the fpoils by valiant kings atchiev’d, 
The wounds of patriots in their country’s canfe, 
And groaning nations by their arms reliev’d; 
And happy pow’r, fuftain’d by wholefome laws : 
In comely rank call ev’ry merit forth ; 

' Imprint on ev'ry aft its ftandard worth ; 
The glorious parallels then downward bring, 
To modern wonders, and to Britain’s king : 
With equal juftice and hiftoric care 
Their laws, their toils, their arms with his compare : 
Confefs the various attributes of fame 
Collefled and complete in William’s name ; 
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To all the lift’ning world relate, 
(As thou doll his Itory read). 

That nothing went before fo great, 
And nothing greater can 1'ucceed. 

If. 
Thy native Latium was thy darling care, 
IJrudent in peace, and terrible in war : 
The bolded virtues that have govern’d earth 
From Latium’s fruitful womb derive their birth. 

Then turn to her fair written page ; 
From dawning childhood to eftablifn’d age, 

The glories of ber empire trace : 
Confront the heroes of thy Roman race ; 
And let the jufteft palm the viftor’s temples grace. 

III. 
The fon of Mars reduc’d the trembling fwains. 
And fpread his empire o’er the didant plains : 
Put yet the-Sabin’s violated charms 
Obfcur’d the glory of his rifing arms. 
Numa the rights of drift religion knew ; 
On ev’ry altar laid the incenfe due; 
Unlkill’d to dart the pointed fpear, 

Or lead the forward youth to noble war. 
Stern Brutus was with too much horror good. 
Molding his fades llain’d with filial blood. 
Fabius was wife, but, with excefs of care. 
He lav’d his country, but prolong’d the war ; 
While Decius, Paulus, Curius, greatly fought, 

And by their drift examples taught, 
How wild defires fhould be controul’d; 

And how much brighter virtue was than gold; 



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 119 

They fcarce their fwelling thirfl of fame coaid hide ; 
' And boafied poverty with too much pride. 

Excels in youth made Scipio lefs rever’d ; 
And Cato, dying, fiem’d to own he fear’d. 
Julius with honour tam’d Rome’s foreign foes : 
But patriots fell ere the di£fator rofe. 
And while with clemency Auguftus reign’d. 
The monarch was ador’d, the city chain’d. 

IV. 
With juftefl honour be their merits drefs’d; 

But be their failings too confefs’d : 
Their virtues, like their Tiber’s flood 

Rolling, its courfe delign’d the country’s good : 
But oft the torrent’s too impetuous fpeed 
From the low earth tore fome polluting weed : 
And with the blood of Jove there always ran 
Some viler part, fome tinfture of the man. 

V. 
Few virtues after thefe fo far prevail, 

But that their vices more than turn the fcale : 
Valour grown wild by pride, and pow’r by rage. 

Did the true charms of majefty impair ; 
Rome by degrees advancing more In age, 

Show’d fad remains of w'hat had once been fair r 
! Till heav’n a better race of men fupplies: 

And glory (hoots new beams from weftern Ikies. 
VI. 

Turn then to Pharamond and Charlemagne, 
And the long heroes of the Gallic Brain ; 
Experienc’d chiefs, for hardy prowefs known, 
And bloody wreaths in vent’rous battles won. 
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From the fuft William, our great Norman king-, 
The bold Plairtagenets and Tudors bring, 
Illuftrions.virtues, who by turns have rofe 
la foreign fields, to check Britannia’s foes. 
With happy laws her empire to fuifain, 
And with full pow’r aflert her ambient main ; 
But fometimes too indultrious to be great, 
Nor patient to expeft the turns of fate. 
They open’d camps deform’d by civil fight; 
And made proud conqued trample over right r 
Difparted Britain mourn’d their doubtful fway,. 
And dreaded both, when neither would obey. 

VII. 
From Didier and imperial Adolph trace 

The glorious olfspring of the Naffuu race. 
Devoted lives to public liberty ; 
The chief flili dying, or the country free. 
Then fee the kindred blood of Orange flow, 
From warlike Cornet through the loins of Beau ; 
Throu-gh Chalons next, and there with Nafliiu join, 
From Rhone’s fair banks tranfplanted to the Rhine. 
Bring next the royal lift of Stuarts forth, 
Undaunted minds, that rul’d the rugged north ; 
Till heavT’s decrees by rip’ning time are fhown; •> 
Till Scotland’s kings afcend the EngliQi throne; J 
And the fair rivals live for ever one, 

VIII. 
Janus, mighty deity, 

Be kind ; and as thy fearching eye 
Does our modern ftory trace, 
Finding fome of Stuart’s race 
Unhappy, pafs their annals by: 
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No liarfh refleflion let remembrance raife : 
Forbear to mention what thou canft not praife : 
But as thou dwell’d upon that heav’nly * name. 
To grief for ever facred as to fame, 
Ohi read it to thyfelf; in filence weep : 
And thy convulfive forrows inward keep ; 
Led Britain’s grief fhould waken at the found; 
And blood gufh frefh from her eternal wound. 

IX. 
Whither would’d thou farther look ? 

Read William’s afts, and cloie the ample book ; 
Perufe the wonders of his dawning life; 

How, like Alcides, he began ; , 
With infant patience calm’d feditious drife. 
And quell’d the fnakes which round his cradle ran. 

X. 
Defcribe his youth, attentive to alarms, 

By dangers form’d, and perfefted in arms: 
When conqu’ring mild; when conquer’d, not difgrac’d 
By wrongs not lellen’d, nor by triumphs rais'd : 

Superior.to the blind events 
Of little human accidents; 

And condant to his fird decree. 
To curb the proud, to fet the injur’d free; [knee. C 
To bow the haughty neck, and raife the fuppliant \ 

XL 
His opening years to riper manhood bring ; 

And fee the hero perfect in the king ; 
Imperious arms by manly reafon fway’d, 
-And pow’r fupremc by free confent obey’d ; 

* Mary. 



POEMS UPON *4i 

With how much hafle his mercy meets his foes 
And how unbounded his forgiveneis flows : 
With w hat defire he makes his (ubjefts bleis’d, 
His favours granted ere his throne addrefs’d : 
What trophies o’er our captive hearts lie rears, 
By arts of peace, more potent than by wars ? 
How o’er himielf, as o’er the world he reigns ; 
His morals ftrengtb’ning what his law ordains. 

XII. 
Through all his thread of life already Tpun, 

Becoming grace and proper aftion run : 
The piece by Virtue’s equal hand is wrought, 
Mix’d with no crime, and lhaded with no fault j 

No footfteps of the vigor’s rage 
Left in the camp where William did engage : 

No tinftureof the monarch’s pride 
Upon the royal purple fpy’d : 
His fame, like gold, the more ’tis try’d. 

The more fhall its intrinfic worth proclaim ; 
Shall pafs the combat of the fearching flame, 

And triumph o’er the vanqui.'h’d heat; 
For ever coming out the fame, 

And lofing nor its luflre nor its weight. 
xrii. 

Janus, be to William juft ; 
To faithful hiftory his actions truft : 

Command her, with peculiar care. 
To trace each toil, and comment ev’ry war : 

His faving wonders bid her write 
In charatters diftinttly bright; 
That each revolving age may read 

The patriot’s piety, the hero’s deed : 
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[ And dill the lire inculcate to his Ion 
Tranfmilfive lellons of the king’s renown; 

That William’s glory dill may live ; 
When all that prefent art can give, 

The pillar’d marble and the tablet brafs 
Mould’rjng, drop the vidtor’s prail'e : 

When the great monuments of his pow’r 
Shall now be vilible no more : 

When Sambre ihall have chang’d her winding flood, 
And children alk where Namur flood. 

XIV. 
Namur, proud city, how her towers were arm’d! 

How Ihe contemn’d th’ approaching foe ! 
Till fhe by William’s trumpets was alarm’d, 

And fhook, and funk, and fell beneath his blow. 
Jove and Pallas, mighty pow’rs, 

Guided the hero to the hoftile tow’rs. 
Perfeus feem’d lefs fwift in war, 
When, wing’d with fpeed, he flew through air. 
Embattl’d nations drive in vain 
The hero’s glory to redrain: 

Streams arm’d with rocks, and mountains red with fire 
In vain againd his force confpire. 

Behold him from the dreadful height appear! 
( And, lo! Britannia’s lions waving there. 

XV. 
Europe freed, and France repell’d, 

The hero from the height beheld : 
He fpake the word, That war and rage fhould ceafe 
He bid the Maefe and Rhine in fafety flow; 

And difiated a lading peace 
To the rejoicing world below. 



144 POEMS UPON 

To refcu’d dates, and vindicated crowns, 
His equal hand prefcrib’d their antient bounds; 
Ordain’d whom ev’ry province fiiould obey; 
How far each monarch fhould extend Ids fway : 
Taught ’em how clemency made pow’r rever’d ; 
And that the prince belov’d was truly fear'd. 
Firm by his fide unfpotted Honour dood, 
Pleas’d to confefs him not fio great as good : 
His head with brighter beams fair Virtue deck’d, 
Than thofe which all his num’rous crowns refleft’d : 
EdabliPn’d Freedom clap’d her joyful wings, 
Proclaim’d the fird of men, and bed of kings. 

XVI, 
Whither would the Mufe afpire 

With Pindar’s rage, without his fire ? 
Pardon me, Janus, ’tvvas a fault, 
Created by too great a thought: 
Mindlefs of the god and day, 'A 
1 from thy altars, Janus, dray, > 

From thee and from myfelf born far away. j 
The fiery Pegafus difdains 

To mind the rider’s voice, or bear the reins : 
When glorious fields and opening camps he views ; 

He runs with an unbounded loofe : 
Hardly the Mufe can fit the hcaddiong horfe : 
Nor would die, if fhe could, check his impetuous force 
With the glad noife the cliffs and vallies ring; 
While die through earth and air purfues the king. 

XVII. 
She now beholds him on the Belgic fliore, 

Whild Britain's tears his ready help implore; 
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Diflembling for her fake his rifing cares, 
And with wife filence pond’ring vengeful wars. 

She through the raging ocean now 
Views him advancing his aufpicious prow ; 
Combating adverfe winds and winter-feas, 
Sighing the moments that defer our eafe; 
Daring to wield the fcepter’s dang’rous weight, 
And taking the command, to fave the ftate : 
Tho’ ere the doubtful gift can be fecur’d, 
New wars muft be fudain’d, new wounds endur’d', 

XV1I1. 
Thro’ rough lerne’s camps ihe founds alarms, 
And kingdoms yet to be redeem’d by arms; 
In the dank marihes finds her glorious theme ; 
And plunges after him thro’ Boyne’s fierce dream. 
She bids the Nereids run with trembling hade, 
To tell old Ocean how the hero pad. 
The god rebukes their fear, and owns the praift 
Worthy that arm, whofe empire he obeys. 

XIX. 
Back to his Albion die delights to bring 
The humbled viffor, and the kinded King, 
Albion with open triumph would receive 

Her hero, nor obtains his leave : 
Firm he rejeids the altars (he wou’d raife ; 
And thanks the zeal, while he declines the praife. 
Again (he follows him thro’ Belgia’s land. 
And countries often fav’d by William’s hand; 
Hears joyful nations blefs thofe happy toils, 
Which free’d the people but return’d the fpoils. 
In various views ibe tries her condant theme ; 
Finds him in councils, and in arms the fame ; 
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When certain to o’ercome, inclin’d to favc. 
Tardy to vengeance, and with mercy, brave, 

XX. 
Sudden another fcene employs her fight : 
She fets our hero in another light : 
Paints his great mind fuperior to fuccefs. 
Declining conqueft, to eftablilh peace : 
She brings Aftrea down to earth again. 
And Quiet brooding o’er his future reign. 

XXI- v 
Then with unwearied wing the goddefs foars 
Eaft, over Danube and Propontis’ fhores ; 
Where jarring empires ready to engage. 
Retard their armies, and fufpend their rage ; 
’Till William’s word, like that of fate, declares, 
If they iball ftudy peace, or lengthen wars. 
How facred his renown for equal laws, 
To whom the world refers its common caufe ! 
How fair his friendfhips, and his leagues how juft. 
Whom ev’ry nation courts, whom all religions truft 

XXII. 
From the Maeotis to the northern fea. 

The goddefs wings her defp’rate way; 
Secs the young Mufcovite, the mighty head, 
Whofe fov’reign terror forty nations dread. 
Enamour’d with a greater monarch’s praife. 
And palling half the earth to his embrace : 
She in his rule beholds his Volga’s force, 
O’er precipices with impetuous fway 
Breaking, and as he rowls his rapid courfe, 
Drowning, or bearing down, whatever meets his way.' 
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!f But her own king Hie likens to his Thames, 

With gentle couiTe'devolving fruitful dreams : 
■ Serene yet (trong, majeftic yet fedate, 

Swift without violence, without terror great. 
Each ardent nymph the riling current craves : 
Each Shepherd’s pray’r retards the parting waves : 
The vales along the bank their fweets difclofe : 

I Frelh flow’rs for ever rife : And fruitful harveft grows 
XXIII. 

Yet whither would th’ advent’rous goudefs go : 
Sees fire not clouds, and earth, and main below : 

’ Minds file the dangers of the Lycian coall, 
; And fields where mad Bellerophon was loll! 

Or is hertow'ring flight reclaim’d. 
By feas from Icarus’s downfal nam’d ? 
Vain is the call, and ufelefs the advice : 

| To wife perfuafion deaf, and human cries, 
Yet upward Ihe incelTant flies; 

I, Refolv’d to reach the high empyrean fphere. 
And tell great Jove, file fings his image here 
To alk for William an Olympic crown, 
To Chromius' llrength, and Theron’s fpeed unknown 

. ’Till loll in tracklefs fields of fhining day, 
Unable to difcern the way, 

jlWhich Naflau’s virtue only cou’d explore, 
-Untouch’d, unknown, to any Mufe before, 
She from the noble precipices thrown, 

I Comes rulhing with uncommon ruin down. 
Glorious attempt! unhappy fate ! 

The fong too daring, and the theme too great! 
; Yet rather thus (he wills to die, 
‘Than in continu’d annals live, to ling 
>A fecond hero, or a vulgar king; 

K j 
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And with ignoble fafety fly, 
In fight of earth, along a middle Iky. 

XXIV. 
To Janus’ altars and the num’rous throng, 

That round his rriyftic temple prefs, 
For William’s life and Albion’s peace, 

Ambitious Mufe, reduce the roving fong. 
Janus, call thy forward eye 

Future into great Rhea’s pregnant womb ; 
Where young ideas brooding lie, 

And tender images of things to come : 
’Till by thy high commands releas’d ; 

' Till by thy hand in proper atoms drefs’d. 
In decent order they advance to light; 
Vet then too fwiftly fleet by human fight: 
And meditate too foon their everlafting flight, 

XXV. 
Nor beaks of fhips in naval triumph born, 
Nor flandards from the hoflile ramparts torn. 

Nor trophies brought from battles won, 
Nor oaken wreath, nor mural crown 

Can any future honours give 
To the viftorious monarch’s name : 
The plenitude of William’s fame 

Can no accumulated (lores receive. 
Shut then, aufpicious god, thy facred gate, 
And make us happy, as our king is great. 

Be kind, and with a milder hand, 
Clofing the volume of the ftnilh’d age, 

(Tho’ noble, ’twas an iron page) 
A more delightful leaf expand, 

Free from alarms, and fierce Bcltona’s rage i, 
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Bid the great months begin their joyful round, 
fiy Flora fome, and Ibme by Ceres crown’d ; 
Teach the great hours to fcatter as they fly, 
Soft quiet, gentle love, and endlefs joy : 
Lead forth the years for peace and plenty fam’d 
From Saturn’s rule, and better metal nam’d, 

XXVI. 
Secure by William’s care let Britain (land ; 

Nor dread the bold invader’s hand : 
From adverfe fhores in fafcty let her hear 
Foreign calamity, and diflant war ; 
Of which let her, great Heav’n, no portion bear. 
Betwixt the nations let her hold the fcale : 
And as file wills, let either part prevail : 
Let her glad vallies fmile with wavy corn : 
Let fleecy flocks her rifing hills adorn : 
Around her coal! let ftrong defence be ipread : 
Let fair abundance on her bread be died ; 
And heav’nly fweets bloom round thegoddefs’ head. 

XXVII. 
Where the white tow’rs and ancient roofs did Hand, 
Remains of Wolfey’s or great Henry’s hand, 
To age now yielding, or devour’d by flame ; 
Let a young Phoenix raife her tow’ring head : 
Her wings with lengthen’d honour let her fpreai ; 
And by her greatnefs ftiew her builder’s fame : 
Auguft and open, as the hero’s mind, 

Be her capacious courts defign’d : 
Let ev’ry facred pillar bear 

Trophies of arms, and monuments of WaC 
K a 
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The king (hall there in Parian marble breathe. 
His fhoulder bleeding frelh ; and at his feet 

Difarm’d /hall lie the threat’ning Death : 
(For fo was faving Jove’s decree compleat,) 

Behind, that angel fhall be plac’d, whofe (hield 
Sav’d Europe, in the blow repell’d : 

On the firm bafis, from his oozy bed, 
Boyn fhall raife his laurel’d bead ; 
And his immortal flream be known, 

Artfully waving thro’ the wounded flone> 
xxvin 

And thou, imperial Windfor, (land enlarg’d. 
With all the monarch’s trophies charg’d : 
Thou, the fair heav’n, that doll the liars inclofe, 
Which William’s bofom wears, or hand beftows 
On the great champions who fupport his throne. 

And virtues nearefl to his own. 
XXIX 

Hound Ormond’s knee, thou ty’fl the myflic llring, 
That makes the knight companion to the king. 
From glorious camps return’d, and foreign fields, 
Bowing before thy fainted warrior’s (brine. 
Fad by his great forefather’s coats and Ihields 
Blazon’d from Bohun’s, or from Butler’s line. 
He hangs his arms ; nor fears thofe arms Ihould Ihine 
With an unequal ray ; or that his deed 

With paler glory Ihould recede, 
Eclips’d by theirs, or leflen’d by the fame 
Ev’n of his own maternal Naffau’s name. 

XXX. 
Thou fmiling fee’ll greal Dorfet’s wmrth confefl, 
The ray diftinguilhing the patriot’s bread : 
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Born to p rot eft and love, to help and pleafe; 
Sov’reign of wit, and ornament of peace: 
O! long as breath informs this fleeting frame, 
Ne’er let me pafs in filence Dorfet’s name; 
Ne’er ceafe to mention the continu’d debt, 
Which the great patron only would forget, 
And duty, long as life, muft (ludy to acquit. 

XXXI. 
Renown’d in thy records (hail Ca’ndifti Hand, 
Aflferting legal povv’r, and juft command: 
To the great houfe thy favour fhall be Iho'wn, 
The father’s ftar tranfmifflve to the fon. 
From thee the Talbots and the Seymours race 
Inform’d, their fire’s immortal fteps lhall trace: 

Happy may their tons receive 
The bright reward, which thou alone canft give, 

XXXII. 
And if a god thefe lucky numbers guide; 
If fure Apollo o’er the verfe prefide ; 
Jerfey, belov’d by all, (for all muft feel 
The influence of a form and mind, 
Where comely grace and conftant virtue dwell. 
Like mingl’d ftreams, mors forcible when join’d) 

Jerfey (hall at thy altars (land ; 
Shall there receive the azure band, 

That faireft mark of favour and of fame, 
Familiar to the Villier’s name. 

XXXIlt. 
Science to ratfe, and knowledge to enlarge, 

Be our great mailer’s future charge; 
To write his own memoirs, and leave his heirs 
High feilemes of government, and plans of wars-; 

K 4 



P OEMS UPON I Si 

By fair rewards our noble youth to raife 
To emulous merit, and to thirft of praife; 
To lead them out from eafe ere op’ning dawn. 
Through the thick foreft and the dirtant lawn. 
Where the fleet flag employs their ardent care ; 
And chaces give them images of war. 
To teach them vigilance by falfe alarms ; 
Inure them in feign’d camps to real arms ; 
Praftife them now to curb the turning fteed, 
Mocking the foe ; now to his rapid fpeed 
To give the rein, and in the full career. 
To draw the certain fword, or fend the pointed fpear 

XXXIV. 
Let him unite his fubjefis hearts. 

Planting focieties for peaceful arts; 
Some that in nature lhall true knowledge found , 
And by experiment make precept found; 
Some that to morals (hall recal the age, 
And purge from vitious drofs the finking flage; 
Some that with care true eloquence (hall teach. 
And to juft idioms fix our doubtful fpeech : 
That from our writers diftant realms may know 

The thanks we to our monarch owe; 
And fchools profefs our tongue thro’ ev’ry land, 
That has invok’d his aid, or bleft his hand. 

XXXV. 
Let his high pow’r the drooping Mules rear: 
The Mufes only can reward his care : 
‘Tis they that give the great Atrides’ fpoils: 
!Tis they that (fill renew Ulyfles’ toils : 
To them by fmiling Jove ’twas given to fave 
iDiftinguifh'd patriots from the common grave ; 
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To them, great William’s glory to recal, 
When ftatues moulder, and when arches fall. 
Nor let the Mufes, with ungrateful pride, 

The fources of their treafure hide : 
The hero’s virtue does the firing infpire. 
When with big joy they ftrikc the living lyre : 

On William’s fame their fate depends : 
With him the long begins ; with him it ends. 
From the bright effluence of his deed 

They borrow that reflected light, 
With which the lading lamp they feed, 

Whofe beams difpel the damps of envious night, 
XXXVI. 

Through various climes, and to each diflant pole 
In happy tides let aftive commerce roll : 
Let Britain’s (hips export an annual fleece, 
Richer than Argos brought to antient Greece t 
Returning loaden with the (Inning (lores, 
Which lie profufe on either India’s (hores. 
As our high veflels pafs their wat’ry way, 
Let all the naval world due homage pay ; ' 
With hafty rev’rence their top-honours lower, 

Confefling the aflerted power, 
To whom by fate ’cwas given, with happy fway, 

, To calm the earth, and vindicate the fea. 
XXXVII. 

• Our pray’rs are heard, our mafter’s fleets (ball go 
As far as winds can bear, or waters flow; 
New lands to make, new Indies to explore, 
In world’s unknown to plant Britannia’s pow’r; 
Nations yet wild by precept to reclaim, 
And teach ’em arms, and arts, in William’s name. 
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XXXVII [. 
With humble joy, and with refpeftful fear 
The lift’ning people (hall his dory hear. 
The wounds he bore, the dangers he fuflain’d; 
How far he conquer’d, and how well he reign’d ; 
Shall own his mercy equal to his fame, 
And form their childrens accents to his name. 
Inquiring how, and when from heav’n he came. 
Their regal tyrants (hall with bluihes hide 
Their little lufts of arbitrary pride, 

Nor bear to fee their vadal’s ty’d : 
When William’s virtues raife their opening thought, 
His forty years for public freedom fought, 

Europe by his hand fuflain’d. 
His conquefl by his piety reflrain’d, 

And o’er himfelf the la ft great triumph gain’d. 
XXXIX. 

No longer (hall their wretched zeal adore 
Ideas of rieftruftive power ; 

Spirits that hurt,..and godheads that devour : 
New incenfe they (hall bring, new altars raife, 
And fill their temples with a ftranger’s praife ; 
When the great father’s character they find 
Vifibly ftamp’d upon the hero’s mind ; 
And own a prefent deity confefs’d, 
In valour that preftrv’d, and power that blefs’d. 

XL. 
Through the vaft convex of the azure fky, 
(For thither nature cafts our common eye). 
Fierce meteors (hoot their arbitrary light, 
And comets march with lawlefs horror bright; 
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Thofe hear no rule, no righteous order own; 
Their influence dreaded, as their ways unknown ; 
Thro’ threaten’d lands they wild deftruftion throw. 
Till ardent prayer averts the public woe : 
But the bright orb that blefles all above, 
The facred fire, the real Ion of Jove, 
Rules not his aftions by capriciou- will; 
Nor by ungovern’d pow’r declines to ill : 
Fix’d by Juft: laws, he goes for ever right: 
Man knows his courfe, and thence adores his light. 

XL I. 
O Janus ! would- intreated fate confpire 
To grant what Britain’s wifhes could require ; 
Above, that lun Ihould ceafi his way to go. 
Ere William ceafe to rule, and blefs below : 

But a relentlefs deftiny. 
Urges all that e’er was born : 

Snatch’d from her arms, Britannia once muft mourn 
The demigod : The earthly half muft die. 
Yet, if our incenfe can your wrath remove ; 
If human prayers avail on minds above ; 
Exert, great god, thy int'reft in the iky ; 
Gain each kind pow’r, each guardian deity, 

That, conquer’d by the public vow, 
,■ They bear the difmal mifchief far away : 

O ! long as utmoft nature may allow, 
Let them retard the threaten’d day ; 

Still be our mailer’s life thy happy care : 
Still let his bleflings with his years increafe ; 
To his laborious youth, confum’d in war, 
Add Jailing age, adorn’d and crown’d with peac$ ; 
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Let twifted olives bind thofe laurels fall, 
Whofe verdure muft for ever laft. 

XLII. 
Long let this growing aera blifs his fwsy : 
And let our fons his prefent rule obey : 
On his fure virtue long let earth rely : 
And let the imperial eagle fly. 
To bear the hero thro’ his father’s fky, 
To Leda’s twins, or he whofe glorious, fpeed 
On foot prevail’d, or he who tam’d the deed 
To Hercules, at length abfolv’d by fate 
From earthly toil, and above envy great; 
To Virgil’s theme, bright Cytherea’s fon, 
Sire of the Latian, and the Britifh throne ; 

To all the radiant names above, 
Rever’d by men, and dear to Jove. 
Late, Janus, let the Naflau flar 

New-born, in rifing majcfly appear, 
To triumph over vanquilh’d night, 

And guide the profp’rous mariner 
With everlalling beams of friendly light. 
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AN ODE. 

Infcribed to the memory of the Honou- 
rable Colonel George Villiers, 
drowned in the river Piava, in the coun- 
try of Friuli, x 703. In imitation of 
Horace, Ode 28. lib. I. 

Te maris et terrae, numeroque carentis arena? 
Menforem cohibent, Archyta, &c. 

CAY, deareft Villiers, poor departed friend, 
(Since fleeting life thus fuddenly muft end), 

Say, what did all[:thy bufy hopes avail. 
That anxious thou from pole to pole didft fail; 
Ere on thy chin the fpringing beard began 
To fpread a doubtful down, and promife man ? 
What profited thy thoughts, and toils, and cares. 
In vigour more confirm’d, and riper years ? 
To wake ere morning-dawn to loud alarms, 
And march till clofe of night in heavy arms y 
To fcorn the fummer’s funs and winter’s flows, 
And fearch thro’ ev’ry clime thy country’s foes ? 
That thou might’ft fortune to thy fide engage; 
That gentle peace might quell Bellona’s rage ; > 
And Anna’s bounty crown her foldier’s hoary age ? 3 

In vain we think that free-will’d man has pow’r 
To haften or protraft th’ appointed hour. 
Our term of life depends not on our deed ; 
Before our birth our funeral was decreed. 
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Nor aw’d by forelight, nor milled by chance, 
Imperiocs Death direfts his ebon lance: [dance 
Peoples great Henry’s tombs; and leads up Holben’ 

Alike mnfl: ev’ry Hate, and ev’ry age 
Sultain the univerfal tyrant’s rage : 
For neither William’s pow’r, nor Mary’s charms 
Could or repel, or pacify his arms : 
Young Churchhill fell, as life began to bloom : 
And Bradford’s trembling age expefts the tomb. 
Wifdom and eloquence in vain would plead 
One moment’s refpite for the learn d head : 
Judges of writings and of men have dy’d ; 
Mecaenas, Sackville, Socrates, and Hyde ; 
And in their various turns the Ions mull tread 
Thofe gloomy journies, which their fires have led. 

The ancient fage, who did fo long maintain, 
That bodies die, but fouls return again, 
With all the births and deaths he had in ftore, 
Went out Pythagoras, and came no more. 
And modern Af- 1, whofe capricious thought 
Is yet with floresof wilder notions fraught, 
Too foon convinc’d, lhall yield that fleeting breath, 
Which play’d fo idly with the darts of death. 

Some from the flranded veflel force their way ; 
Fearful of fate, they meet it in the fea ; 
Some who efcape the fury of the wave. 
Sicken on earth, and fink into a grave : 
In journeys or at home, in war or peace. 
By hardfhips many, many fall by eafe. 
Each changing feafon does its poifon bring ; 
Rheums chili the winter, agues blafl the fpiing: 
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ij-'Wet, dry, cold, hot, at the appointed hour, 
i All adl: fubfervient to the tyrant’s pow’r : 
' And when obedient nature knows his will, 
A fly, a grapeflone, or a hair can kill. 

For reftiefs Proferpine for ever treads 
In paths unfeen, o’er our devoted heads : 
And on the fpacious land, and liquid main 
Spreads (low difeafe, or darts afflidtive pain : 
Variety of deaths confirm her endlefs reign. 

On curd Piava’s banks the goddefs flood ; 
Show’d her dire warrant to the rifing flood; 

: When what I long muft love, and long mud mourn. 
With fatal.fpeed was Urging his return ; 
In his dear country, to difiperfe his care ; 
And arm himfelf by .reft for future war 
To chide his anxious friends’ officious fears. 
And promife to their joys his elder years : 

Oh! deftin’d head; and oh! fevere decree ; 
Nor native country thou, nor friend fbalt fee ; 
Nor war haft thou to wage, nor year to come : 
Impending death is thine, and infiant doom. 

Hark ! the imperious goddefs is obey’d : 
Winds murmur ; fnows defeend; and waters fpread : 
Oh! kiniman, friend—Oh! vain are all the cries 
Of human voice ; ftrong deftiny replies ; 
Weep you on earth ; for he (hall fleep below : 
"Thence none return ; and thither all muft go. 

V^ Vfhoe’er thou art, whom choice or bus’nefs leads 
'To this fad river, or the neighb’ring meads : 
If thou may’ft happen on the dreary fhores 
jTo find the objeft which this verfs deplores ; 
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Clcanfe the pale corps with a religious hand 
From the polluting weed and common fand ; 
Lay the dead hero graceful in a grave; 
(The only honour he can now receive) 
And fragrant mould upon his body throw : 
And plant the warrior laurel o’er his brow : > 
Light lie the earth ; and flourilh green the bough, j 

So may juft heav’n fecure thy future life 
From foreign dangers, and domeftic ftrife ; 
And when th’infernal judge’s diftnal pow’r 
From the dark urn lhall throw thy deftin’d hour ; 
When yielding to the fentence, breathlefs thou 
And pale fhalt lie, as what thou burieft now; 
May fome kind friend the piteous objeft fee, 
And equal rites perform, to that which once was thee 

PROLOGUE. 

Spokea at Court before the Queek3 o» 
her Majefty’s birth-day, 1704. 

CHINE forth, ye planets, with diftinguifh’d Fight 
As when ye hallow’d firft this happy night : 

Again tranfmit your friendly beams to earth : 
As when Britannia joy’d for Anna’s birth : 
And thou, propitious ftar, whole facred pow’r 
Prefided o’er the monarch’s natal hour. 
Thy radiant voyages for ever run, 
fielding to none but Cynthia, and the fun.: 
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With thy fair afpeft ftill illuftrate heav’n : 
Kindiy preferve what thou haft greatly giv’n : 
Thy influence for thy Anna we implore : 
Prolong one life ; and Britain alks no more : 
For virtue can no ampler pow’r exprefs. 
Than to be great in war, and good in peace ; 
For thought no higher with of blifs can frame. 
Than to enjoy that virtue ‘ ftill the fame.’ 
Entire and ftire the monarch’s rule muft prove 
Who founds her greatnefs on her fubjefts love; 
Who does our homage for our good require ; 

' And orders that which we (hould firft defire : 
Our vanquifh’d will that pleafing force obey; 
Her goodnefs takes our liberty away ; > 
And haughty Britain yields to arbitrary fway. jl 

Let the young Auftrian then her terrors bear, 
Great as he is, her delegate in war ; 
Let him in thunder fpeak to both his Spains, 
That in thefe dreadful iiles a woman reigns. 
While the bright Queen does on her fubjefts fhow’r 
The gentle bleflings of her fofter pow’r ; 
Gives facred morals to a vicious age, 
To temples zeal, and manners to the ftage ; 
Bids the chart Mufe without a blufh appear ; 
And wit be that which heav’n and Ihe may hear. 

1 Minerva thus to Perfeus lent her fhield ; 
Secure of conqueft, fent him to the field : 
The hero a died what the queen ordain’d ; 
So w>as his fame complete, and Andromede unchain’d. 

Mean time amidft her native temples fate 
The goddefs, ftudious of her Grecian’s fate, 

Vol. L L 
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Taught ’em in laws and letters to excel!. 
In adting juftly, and in writing well. 
Thus while fhe did her various pow’r difpofei 
The world was free from tyrants, wars, and wops; 
Virtue was taught in verfe, and Athens’glory role. 

A Letter to Monfieur Boileau Defpreaux ; 
occafioned by the vi&ory of Blenheim. 

M,DCC,IV. 

 Cupidum, pater optime, vires 
Defipiunt: Neqne enim quivis horrentia pilis 
Agmina, nec fradla pereuntes cufpide Gallos- 

Hox. fat. i. 1. z. 

ig I N C E . hir’d for life, thy fertile Mufe mull fmg 
Succedive conquefts, and a glorious king ; 

Muft of a man immortal vainly boaft ; 
And bring him laurels, whatfoe’er they coaft : 
What turn wilt thou employ, what colours lay 
On the event of that fuperior day, 
In which one Englifh fubjedt’s profp’rous hand 
(So Jove did will; fo Anna did command) 
Broke the proud column of thy mailer’s praife. 
Which fixty winters had confpir’d to raife ? 

From the loft field an hundred ftundards brought 
Muft be the work of chance, and fortune’s fault : 
Bavaria’s liars muft be accus’d, which (hone, 
That fatal day the mighty work was done, > 
With rays oblique upon the Gallic fun. j 
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Some daemon env'ying France milled the fight : 
And Mars miftook, tho’ Louis order’d right. 

When thy * young Mule invok’d the tuneful nine. 
To fay how Louis did not pafs the Rhine, 
What work had we with Wageninghen, Arnheim, 
I'laces that could not be reduc’d to rhime ? 
And tho’ the poet made his laft efforts, 
Wurts who would mention in heroic Wurts ? 
But, tell me, haft thou reafon to complain 
Of the rough triumphs of the laft campaign ; 
The Danube refcu’d, and the empire fav’d, 
Say, is the majefty of verfe retriev’d ? 
And would it prejudice thy fofter vein, 
To fing the princes, Louis and Eugene ! 
Is it too hard in happy verfe to place 
The Vans and Vanders of the Rhine and Maes ? 
Her warriors Anna fends from Tweed and Thames, 
That France may fall by more harmonious names. 
Canft thou not Hamilton or Lumly bear ! 
Would Ingoldlby or Palmes offend thy ear ? 
And is there not a found in Marlbro’s name, 
Which thou and all thy brethren ought to claim, > 
Sacred to verfe, and fare of endlefs fame ? J 

Cutts is in metre fomething harfh to read : 
Place me the valiant Gouram in his fteed : 
Let the intention make the number good : 
Let Generous Sylvius fpeak for honeft VVood. 
And though rough Churchill fcarce in verfe will Hand 
So as to have one rhime at his command, 

* Epiftre iv. du Sr. Boiieau Defpreaux or. Roi, 
En vain, pour tc loner, &c, 

L - 
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With cafe the bard reciting Blenheim’s plain, 
May clofe the verfe, remembering but the Dane; 

I grant, old friend, old foe, (for filch we are 
Alternate as the chance of peace and war), 
That we poetic folks, who muft reftrain 
Our meafur’d fayings in an equal chain, 
Have troubles utterly unknown to thofe, 
Who let their fancy loofe in rambling profe. 

For inflance now, how hard is it for me 
To make my matter and my verfe agree ? 
* In one great day on Hockflet’s fatal plain 
‘ French and Bavarians twenty thoufand flain ; 
‘ Pufli’d thro’ the Danube to the fhores of Styx 
‘ Squadrons eighteen, battalions twenty fix: 
* Officers captive made and private men, 
‘ Of thefe twelve hundred, of thofe thoufands ten. 
* Tents, ammunition, colours, carriages, 
‘ Cannon, and kettle-drums’-—fweet numbers theft. 
But is it thus you Engliffi bards compoft ? 
With Runic lays thus tag infipid profe ? 
And when you fhould your hero’s deeds rehearft, 
Give us a commiffary’s lift in verfe ? 

Why, faith Defpraux, there’s ftnfe in what you fay 
I told you where my difficulty lay : 
So vaft, fo numerous were great Blenheim’s fpoils. 
They fcorn the bounds of verfe, and mock the Mufe’s 
To make the rough recital aptly chime, [toils. 
Or bring the fum of Gallia’s lofs to rhime, 
’Tis mighty hard, what poet would eftay 
To count the ftreamers of my lord mayor’s day ? 
To number all the feveral dilhes dreft 
By honeft La-mb, laft coronation-feaft ? 
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Or make arithmetic and epic meet, 
And Newton’s thought in Dryden’s fty!e repeat ? 

O poet, had it been Apollo’s will, 
That I had fhar’d a portion of thy {kill : 
Had this poor breaft receiv’d the heav’nly beam ; 
Or could 1 hope my verfe might reach my theme 
Yet, Soileau, yet the lab’ring Mufe fhouid ftrive. 
Beneath the lhades of Malbro’s wreaths to live ; 
Should call afpiring gods to blefs her choice ; 
And to their fav’rites ftrain exalt her voice, 
Arms and a queen to fing ; who, great and good. 
From peaceful Thames to Danube’s wond’ring (loodj 
Sent forth the terror of her high commands. 
To fave the nations from invading hands. 
To prop fair liberty’s declining caufe. 
And fix the jarring world with equal laws. 

The queen fhouid fit in Wlndfor’s faCred grove,' 
Attended by the gods of war and love : 
Both fiiould with equal zeal her fmiles implore, 
To fix her joys, or to extend her pow’r. 

Sudden, the Nymphs and Tritons (hould appear; 
And as great Anna’s fmiles difpel their fear, < 
With aftive dance fhouid her obfervance claim ; 
With vocal fhell (hould found her happy name. 
Their mafterThames (hould leave thencigbb’ringfhoir, 
By his ftrong anchor known, and filver oar ; 
Should lay his erifigns at his fovereign’s feet, 
And audience mild with humble grace intreat. 
To her his dear defence he fhbiild complain, 
That whilft he blefies her indulgent reign; 
Whilft farther feas are by his fleets furvey’d, 
And on his happy banks each India laid ; 

L 3 
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His bretheren Maes, and Waal, and Rhine, and Saar 
Feel the hard burthen of oppreffive war: 
That Danube fcarce retains his rightful courfe 
Againil two rebel armies neighb’ring force : 
And all muft weep fad captives to the Sein, 
Unlefs unchain’d and freed by Britain’s queen, 
The valiant fov’reign calls her gen’ral forth ; 
Neither recites her bounty, nor his worth : 
She tells him, he mull Europe’s fate redeem, 
And by that labour merit her eftecm : 
She bids him waif her to the facred hall : 
Shows him prince Edward, and the conquer’d Gaul ; 
Fixing the bloody crofs upon his bread, 
Says, he mud die, or fuccour the didred : 
Placing the faint an emblem by his fide, 
She tells him, virtue arm’d mud conquer lawlefs pride 

The hero bows obedient, and retires : 
The queen’s commands exalt the warrior’s fires. 
His deps are to the filent woods inclin’d. 
The great defign revolving in his mind ; 
When to his fight a heav’nly form appears: 
Her hand a palm, her head a laurel wears. 

Me, die begins, the faired child of Jove, 
Below for ever fought, and blefs’d above; 
Me, the bright fource of wealth, and pow r, and fame 
(Nor need I fay, Viftoria is my name) ; 
Me the great Father down to thee has lent : 
He bids me wait at thy didinguilh’d tent, 
To execute what Anna’s with would have : 
Her fubjeft thou, I only am her flave. 
Dare then; thou much bclov d by fhnling fate 
For Anna’s fake, and in her name, be great ; 
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Go forth, and be to diftant nations known, 
My future fav’rite, and my darling fon. 
At Schellenberg I’ll manifeft fuftain 
Thy glorious caufe ; and fpread my wings again* 
Confpicuous o’er thy helm in Blenheim’s plain. 

The goddefs faid, nor would admit reply ; 
But cut the liquid air, and gain’d the Iky. 

His high commiffion is thro’ Britain known : 
And thronging armies to his ftandard run, 
He marches thoughtful; and he fpeedy fails: 
(Blefs him, ye feas! and profper him ye gales !) 
Belgiareceives him welcome to her Ihores, 
And William’s death with leffen’d grief deplores. 
His prefence only mult retrieve that lofs : 
Malbro’ to her mull be what William was. 
So when great Atlas, from thefe low abodes 
Recall’d, was gather’d to his kindred-gods : 
Alcides, refpited by prudent fate, 
Suftain’d the ball, nor droop’d beneath the weight. 

Secret and fwift behold the chief advance : 
Secs half the empire join d, and friend to Prance ; 
The Britilh general dooms the fight ; his fword 
Dreadful he draws ; the captains wait the word, 
Anne and St George! the charging hero cries ; 
Shrill Echo from the neighb’ring wood replies, 
Anne and St George At that aufpicious lign 
The llandards move ; the adverfe armies join. 
Ot eight great hours, time meafures out the fands ; 
And Europe’s fate in doubtful balance Hands : 
The ninth, Vidtoria comes : O’er Marlbro’s head 
Confefs’d fhe fits ; the hoftile troops recede :  
Triumphs the goddefs, from her promife freed, 

K4 
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The eagle, by the Britifli lion’s might 
Unchain’d and free, direfts her upward flight: 
Nor did Ihe e’er with flronger pinions foar 
From Tyber’s banks than now from Danube’s (hore. 

Fir’d with the thoughts which rhel't ideas raife, 
And great ambition of my country’s nraife; 
The Englilh Mufe fliould like the Mantuan rife, 
Scornful of earth and clouds, fhould reach the Ikies, 
With wonder (tho’ with envy flill) purfu’d by hu- 

man eyes. 
But we mull change the flyie—Juft now I laid, 

I ne’er was mailer of the tuneful trade. 
Or the fmall genius which my youth could boaft, 
In profe and bufinefs lies extinfl and loft. 
Blefs’d, if I may fome younger Mufe excite ; 
Point out the game, and animate the flight; 
That from Marfeilles to Calais France may know, 
As we have conqu’rors, we have poets too ! 
And either laurel does in Britain grow! 
That, tho’ amongft ourfelves, with too much heat, 
We fometimes wrangle, when we fnould debate; 
(A conlequential ill which freedom draws; 
A bad effe£t, but from a noble caufe). 
We can with univerfal zeal advance, 
To curb the faithlefs arrogance of France. 
Nor ever lhall Britannia’s fons refufe 
To anfwer to thy mailer or thy mufe; 
Nor want juft fubjedl for victorious lirains; 
While Marlbro’s arm eternal laurel gains ; 
And where a Spencer fung, a new Elifa reigns. 
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For the Plan of a Fountain, on which 
is the EfFegies of the Queen on a tri- 
umphal Arch, the Figure of the Duke 
of Marlborough beneath, and the 
chief Rivers of the world round the 
whole work. 

YE aftive ftreams, where’er your waters flow. 
Let diitant climes and furtheft nations know, 

What ye from Thames and Danube have been taught, 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlbro’ fought. 

‘ Quacunque aeterno properatis, flumina, lapfu, 
‘ Diviiis late terris, populifque remotis 
4 Dicite, nam vobis Tameds narravit et Ifter, 
5 Anna quid imperiis potuit, quid Marlburus armis.’ 

THE CHAMELEON. 

AS the Chameleon, who is known 
To have no colours of his own ; 

But borrows from his neighbours hue 
i His white or black, his green or blue ; 

And ftruts as much in ready light, 
Which credit gives him upon fight ; 
As if the rain-bow were in tail 

^ Settledoa him, and his heirs male; 
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So the young ’fquire, when firft he comes 
From country-fchool to Will’s or Tom’s, 
And equally, in truth is fit 
To be a flatefman or a wit; 
Without one notion of his own. 
He fanters wdldly up and down, 
’Till fome acquaintance, good or bad, 
Takes notice of a flaring lad ; 
Admits him in among the gang : 
They jeft, reply, difpute, harangue : 
He adls and talks, as they befriend him, 
Smear’d with the colours, which they lend hirm 

Thus merely, as his fortune chances. 
His merit or his vice advances. 

If haply he the fefl purfues, 
That read and comment upon news ; 
He takes up their myflerious face : 
He drinks his coffee without lace : 
This week his mimic-tongue runs o’er 
What they have faid the week before. 
His wifdom fets all Europe right; 
And teaches Marlbro’ when to fight. 

Or if it be his fate to meet 
With folks who have more wealth than witt 
He loves cheap-port, and double bub ; 
And fettles in the Hum-Drum club : 
He learns how flocks will fall or rife ; 
Holds poverty the greateft vice ; 
Thinks wit the bane of converfation ; 
And fays that learning fpoils a nation. 

But if, at firft, he minds his hits, 
And drinks Champaine among the wits ; 
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i^ive deep he toads the tow’ring lades; 
Repeats you verfes wrote on glafles ; 
(Is in the chair ; prelcribes the law; 
And lies with thofe he never faw. 

MERRY ANDREW. 

OL Y Merry Andrew, the lad Southwark fair, 
(At Barthol’mew he did not much appear; 

So peevidr was the ediid of the may’r) 
At Southwark therefore as his tricks he fhow’d, 
To pleafe our mailers, and his friends the croud; 
A huge neats-tongue he in his right hand held : 
{{is left was with a good black pudding fill’d. 
With a grave look, in this odd equipage. 
The clownith mimic traverfes the dage : 
Why, how now, Andrew ! cries his brother droll. 
To-day’s conceit,, methinks, is fomething dull : 
Come on, Sir, to our worthy friends explain. 
What does your emblematic worlhip mean ? 
Quoth Andrew, honed Englilh let us fpeak : 
aour emble—(what d’ye call’t) is heathen Greek. 
To tongue or pudding thou had no pretence : 
teaming thy talent is, but mine is fenfe. 
That bufy fool I was which thou art now; 
Defirous to correft, not knowing how ; 
With very good defign, but little wit. 
Blaming or praifing things as I thought fit. 
1 for this condudt had what I deferv’d ; 
A.nd, dealing honediy, was aimed darv’d. 
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But, thanks to my indulgent ftars, I eat; 
Since I have found the fecret to be great. 
O deareft Andrew, fays the humble droll. 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou controul; 
Provided thou impart thy ufeful (kill. 
Bow then, fays Andrew, and, for once, I will: 
Be of your patron’s mind, whate’er he fays ; 
Sleep very much ; think little; and talk lefs: 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong ; 
But eat your pudding, Have, and hold your tongue 

A rev’rend prelate flopp’d his coach and fix. 
To laugh a little at our Andrew’s tricks. 
But, when he heard him give this golden rule. 
Drive on (he cry’d) this fellow is no fool. 

A SIMILE. 

DEAR Thomas, didfl thou never pop 
Thy head into a tinman’s fhop ? 

There, Thomas, didfl thou never fee, 
(’Tis but by way of fimile), 
A fquirrel fpend his little rage 
In jumping round a rolling cage ? 
The cage, as either fide turn’d up, 
Striking a ring of bells a-top  
Mov’d in the orb, pleas’d with the chimes, 
The fooliih creature thinks he climbs : 
But here or there, turn wood or wire, 
He never gets two inches higher. 

So fares it with thofe merry blades. 
That frifk it under Pindus’ fhades. 
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,ln noble fongs, and lofty odes, 
They tread on Ears, and talk with gods. 
Still dancing in an airy round, 
Still pleas'd with their own verfes found. 
Brought back, how fall foe’er they go ; 
Always afpiring, always low. 

THE FLIES. 

O A Y, fire of infefts, mighty Sol, 
, (A fly upon the chariot-pole 
Cries out), what blue bottle alive 
Did ever with fnch fury drive ? 
Tell Belzebub, great father, tell, 
(Says t’other, perch’d upon the wheel), 
Did ever any mortal fly 
Raife fuch a cloud of dufl as I ? 

My judgment turn’d the whole debate : 
My valour fav’d the finking flate, 
So talk two idle buzzing things; 
Tofs up their heads, and flretch their wings. 
But let the truth to light be brought: 
This neither fpoke, nor t’other fought: 
No merit in their own behaviour : 

(Both rais’d but by their party’s favour. 
i 

* 
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From the G R E E K. 

GRE AT Bacchus, bom in thunder and in fire, 
By native heatafierts his dreadful fire. 

Nourilh’d near fhady rills and cooling ftrearas. 
He to the nymphs avows his am’rous flames. 
To all the brethren at the Bell and Vine, 
The moral fays, mix water with your wine. 

EPIGRAM. 

RANK, carves very ill, yet will palm all the meats 
X? He eats more than fix, and drinks more than he eat: 
Four pipes after dinner he conftantly fmokes ; 
And fieaibns his whifs with impertinent jokes. 
Yet, fighing, he fays, we mull certainly break : s 
And my cruel unkindnefs compels him to fpeak : C. 
For of late I invite him—but four times a week. S 

ANOTHER. 

TO John I ow’d great obligation ; 
But John, unhappily, thought fit 

To publifh it to all the nation : 
Sure John and 1 are more than quit. 
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ANOTHER. 
I 
Y E S, ev’ry poet is a foci; 

By demonftration Ned can (how it • 
i , Elappy, could Ned’s inverted rule 

Prove ev’ry fool to be a poet. 

A N O T H E R. 

THY nags (the leaneft things alive) 
So very hard thou loves to drive; 

I heard thy anxious coachman fay, 
It colls thee more in whips than hay. 

To a Perfon who wrote ill, and fpoke worfe 
againft me. 

LI E, Philo, untouch’d on my peaceable (helf ; 
Nor take it amifs that fo little I heed thee : 

I’ve no envy to thee, and fome love to myfelf: 
' Then why fhould I anfwer, fince firll I muft read 

thee ? 
i Drunk with Helicon’s waters and double brew’d bub. 

Be a linguilt, a poet, a critic, a wag; 
To the folid delight of thy well-judging club ; 

? To the damage alone of thy bookfeiler, Brag. 
r* 
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Purfue me with fatir; what harm is there in’t; 
But from all viva voce refleftion forbear : 

There can be no danger from what thou fhalt print: 
There may be a little from what thou may’ll fwear. 

On the fame Perfon. 

WHILE faller than his coflive brain indites, 
Philo’s quick hand in flowing letters writes ; 

His cafe appears to me like honed Teague’s, 
When he was run away with by bis legs. 
Phoebus, give Philo o’er himfelf command ; 
Quicken his fcnfes, or redrain his hand ; 
Let him be kept from paper, pen, and ink : 
So may he ceafe to write, and learn to think. 

Quid fit futurum eras, fuge quaerere. 

FO R what to-morrow (hall difclofe, 
May fpoil what you to-night propofe : 

England may change, or Cloe (tray : 
Love and life are for to-day. 
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The NUT-BROWN MAID. 

A Poem written three Hundred Years fmce. 

BE it right or wrong, thefe men among 
On women do complayne; 

Affyrmynge this, how that it is 
A labour fpent in vaine, 

To love them wele ; for never a dele 
They love a man againe. 

For lete a man do what he can, 
Ther favour to attayne ; 

Yet yf anew do them purfue, 
The furfl true lover than 

Laboureth for nought; for from her thought- 
He is a banilhyd man. 

I fay not nay, but that all day 
It is bothe writ and faydc, 

That woman’s fayth is as who faythe. 
All utterly decayed. 

But nevertheleft right good witnefs 
I’ this cafe might be layde, 

That they love trewe, and contynewe. 
Record the Nut-Brown Mayde. 

Which from her love (whan her to prove, 
He came to make his mone) 

Wold not depart; for in her herte 
She lovyd but him alone. 

Vol. I. M 
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Than belwene us, let tans difcufle, 
WTiat was all the maner 

Between them too : We wyle alfo 
Telle all the peyne and fere 

That Hie was in. Now I begynne. 
So that ye may anfwere. 

Wherefore all ye, that prefent be, 
I pray ye give an eare. 

MAN. 
I am the knyght: I come by nyght, 

As fecret as I can ; 
Saying, alas ! thus ftandeth the cafe, 

I am a banilhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

And I your wylle for to fulfylle 
In this will not refufe; 

Trailing to fhew, in wordis fewe. 
That men have an ille ufe, 

(To ther own lhame) women to blame. 
And caufelefs them accufe : 

Therefore to you I anfwer now, 
All women to excufe : 

M’yn own herte dere, with you what chere, 
I pray you tell anone ; 

For in my mynd, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 
It ftondeth fo; a dede is do, 

Wherefore moche harm (hall growe : 
My dedeny is for a dey 

A fhameful deth, I trovve : 
Or ellis to flee: The one mud be: 
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None other way I knowe, 
But to withdrawe, as‘an outlaw. 

And take me to my bowe. 
Wherefore adew, my own herte trewe : 

None other red I can ; 
For I mud to the grene wode go, 

Alone, a banifhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

O Lord! what is this worldis blyfie, 
That changeth as the mone ? 

My fbmers day, in lufty May, 
Is derked before the none. 

I here you fay, farewell; nay, nay ; 
We departe not fo fone : 

Why fay you fo ? wheder wyl ye goe ? 
Alas! what have you done ? 

Alle my welfare to forrow and care 
Shulde chaunge, if you were gon ; 

For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 
1 can beleve, it Ihall you greeve, 

And Ihomwhat you diftrayne ; 
But aftyrwarde your paynes harde, 

Within a day or tweyne, 
Shal fone aflake ; and ye dial take 

Comfort to you agayne. 
Why (hould you nought ? for to make thought, 

Your labur were in vayne ; 
And thus I do, and pray you too, 

As heartily as I can ; 
For I mud to the grenc wode goe. 

Alone, a banilhyd man, 
M* 



WOMAN. 
Now fyth that you have fhewed to me 

The fecret of your mynde ; 
I fliall be playne to you againe, 

Like as ye (hall me fynde. 
Syth it is fo, that ye wyll goe, 

I wol not leve behynde: 
Shal never be fayd, the Nut-brown Mayde 

Was to her love unkynd. 
Make you redy ; for fo am I, 

Although it were anone : 
For in my mynd, of all xnankynd, 

I love but you alone, 
MAN. 

Yet I you rede, to take good hede, 
What men wyl think and fey; 

Of yonge and olde it dial be tolde 
That ye be gone away : 

Your wanton wylle, for to fulfylle, 
In grene wode you to play ; 

And that ye myght for your delyte 
Noo lenger make delay. 

Rather than ye (hould thus for me 
Be called an yll woman ; 

Yet wolde I to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a banilhyd man. 

WOMAN. 
Though it be fonge, of old and yonge, 

That I (huld be to blame ; 
Theirs be the charge, that fpeak fo large, 

In hurting of my name. 
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For I wyl prove, that feythful love 
It is devoyd of fhame; 

In your diftrefs and heavynefs. 
To part with you the fame. 

And fure all thoo that doo not fo, 
Trewe lovers ar they none : 

But in my mynd, of all mankynde, 
I love but you atone. 

M A N. 
I counfel you, remember how, 

It is no mayden’s lawe, 
Nothing to dought, but to renne out 

To wode with an outlawe. 
For ye mull there, in your hand berc 

A bowe ready to drawe : 
And as a theef thus mufl: ye lyve. 

Ever in drede and awe. 
Whereby to you gret harme may grow; 

Yet I had lever than. 
That I had to the green wode goe, 

Alone, a banilhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

I think not nay; but as ye faye. 
It is noo mayden’s lore ; 

But love may make me for your fake, 
As I have faid before, 

To come on fote, to hunt and (hole. 
To get us mete in flore. 

For fo that I your company 
May have, I afk no more ; 

M 3 
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From which to parte, it makith myn herte 
As colde as any fton, 

For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 
For an outlavve, this is the la we, 

That men hym take and binde, 
Wythout pytee hanged to bee, 

And waver with the wynde. 
Yf I had neede, as God forbede. 

What refons cotide ye find ? 
For fothe I trow, ye and your bo we 

Shuld draw for fere behynde. 
And no mervyle;- for lytel avayle 

Were in your council than : 
Wherefore I to the wode wyi goe, 

Alone, a banifhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

Full well knowe ye, that wymen be 
But febyl for to fyght: 

Noo womanhede it is in deede, 
To be bold as a knyght. 

Yet in fuch fere yf that ye were, 
With enemys day and nyght; 

I wolde withftonde, with bow in honde. 
To greve them as I myght: 

And you to fave, as wymen have 
From dethe many one : 

For in my nrynde, of al mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 
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M A N. 
Yet take good hede ! for ever I drede, 

That ye coude not fuftein 
The thorney weyes, the depe valeis. 

The fnow, the froft, the reyn, 
The cold, the hete. For drye or wete. 

We mull lodge on the playn; 
And us above, noon other rofe, 

But a brake, buffi, or twayne, 
Which Tone, ffiould greve you, I beleve ; 

And ye wulde gladely than, 
That I had to the grene wode goe, 

Alone, a baniffiyd man. 
WOMAN. 

Syth I have here been partynere 
With you of joy and olyfie ; 

I mull alfo, parte of your woo 
Endure, as reafon is. 

Yet am I fore of one pleafore; 
And ffiortly, it is this : 

That where ye bee, may feemeth, par-dayr 
I could not fare amyfs. 

Without more fpeeche, 1 you befeche, 
That we were foon a-gone : 

For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
1 love but you alone. 

M A N. 
Yf ye goo thedyr, ye muft confider, 

Whan ye have lull to dyne, 
There ffiall no mete be for to gete, 

Nor drink, here, ale, ne wine; 
M 4 
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Ne ftietis clene, to lye betwene, 
Made of thred and twyne ; 

Noon other houfe, but levys and bowes, 
To kever your head and myn. 

O myn herte fwete, this ylle dyet 
Shuld make you pale and wan ; 

Wherefore I to the wode wyl goe. 
Alone, a hanifhyd man. 

W O M A N. 
Among the wyld dere, fuch an archier. 

As men fay that ye bee, 
We may not fayle of good vitayle, 

Where is fo great plente. 
And watir clere of the ryvere 

Shall be full fwete to me ; 
With which in hele, I (hall right wele 

Endure, as ye dial fee. 
And er we goe, a bed or two 

I can provide anone; 
For in my mynde, of all maukynde 

1 love but you alone. 
MAN. 

Loo ! yet before, ye muft do more. 
If ye wyl go with me : 

As cutte your here, up by our ere, 
Your kurtel by the knee. 

With bowe in honde, for to wytbflonde 
Your enemys, yf need be : 

And this fame nyght, before day-lyght. 
To wode-ward wyl I flee. 

And yf ye wille all this fulfylle. 
Do it (hortly as ye can: 

Ellis will I to the grene wode goe, 
Alone, a baniihyd man. 
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WOMAN. 
I lhall as now do more for you, 

Than longeth to womanhede, 
To fnort my here, a bow to here. 

To fhote in time of nede : 
O my fweet moder, before all other, 

For you have I moll drede: 
But now adieu, I muft enfue 

Where fortune duth me iede. 
All this make ye, and lete us flee : 

The day run fad upon: 
For in my mynde, of all msnkynde, 

I love but you alone. 
MAN. 

Nay, nay, not fo : Ye lhall not go : 
And I (hall tell ye why: 

Your appetite is to be light 
Of love, I weie efpie. 

For right as ye have faid to me. 
In lykewyfe hardely 

Ye wolde anfwere, whofoever it were, 
In way of company. 

It is fayd of olde ; ibne hole, fone colde,; 
And fo is a woman ; 

Wherefore I to the wode wyl goe, 
Alone, a baniihyd man. 

WOMAN. 
Yf ye take hede, yt is noo nede 

Such wordis to fay bee me : 
For ofte ye pray’d, and long a flayed, 

Er I you lovid, par-dy. 
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And though that I of aunceftry 
A baron’s daughter be ; 

Yet have you proved, how I you loved, 
A fquyer of low degree ; 

And ever fhal, what fo befalle, 
To dey therefore anone ; 

For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 
A baron’s childe to be beguyled, 

It were a curfed dede : 
To be felaw with an outlawe, 

Almighty God forbede ! 
It better were, the pore fquyer 

Alone to forrefl fpede ; 
Than ye fhall faye, another daye, 

That by that wicked dede 
Ye were betrayed. Wherefore, good maide-, 

The befl rede that I can, 
Is that I to the grene wode, go, 

Alone, a banifhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

Whatfoever befalle, I never lhalie 
Of this thing you upbraid : 

But yf ye go, and leave me fo, 
Then have ye me betraid. 

Remember ye wele, how that ye dele ; 
For yf ye, as ye faide, 

Be fo unkynde, to leve behinde 
Your love, the Nut-Brown Maide 
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Truft me truely, that I Ihall dey 
Soon after ye be gone; 

For in my mynde, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 
Yf that ye went, ye fliulde repent; 

For in the foreft now 
I have purveid me of a maide, 

Whom I love more than you. 
Another fayrer than e’er ye were ; 

I dare it well avowe : 
And of you bothe, eche ihould be wrothe 

Wyth other, as I trowe. 
It were myn efe, to lyve in pefe : 

So wyl I, yf I can : 
Wherefore I to the wode wyl go, 

Alone, a banilhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

Though in the wode, I underftode, 
Ye had a paramour ; 

All this may nought remove my thought, 
But that 1 will be your. 

And Ihe Ihall fynde me foft and kyndc, 
And courteis every hour, 

Glad to fulfylle all that (he wylle 
Commaunde me, to my pow’r. 

For had ye loo, an hundred moo; 
Yet wolde I be that one : 

For in my mynde, of all mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 
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MAN. 
Myne own dere love, I fee the prove. 

That ye be kynde and trewe ; 
Of mayde and wyfe, in all my lyf. 

The bell that ever I knew. 
Be merry and glad ; be no more fad; 

The cafe is changed newe ; 
For it were ruthe, that for your trouth, 

Ye fhulde have caufe to rewe. 
Be not difmayed; whatfoever I fay’d 

To you when I began : 
I wyl not to the grene wode go ; 

I am no banilhyd man. 
WOMAN. 

Theis tidings be more glad to me, 
Than to be made a quene : 

Yf I were fure, they Ihould endure : 
But it is often feen, 

When men wyl breke promife, they fpeke 
The wordis on the fplene. 

Ye fhape fome wyle, me to begyle. 
And ftele fro me, I wene. 

Then were the cafe wurs than it was; 
And I more woo begon : 

For in my minde, of al mankynde, 
I love but you alone. 

M A N. 
Ye lhall not nede further to drede: 

I wyl not difparage 
You. God defende ; fith you defcencje 

Of fo grete a lynage. 
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Now underftande, to Weftmerlande, 
Whiche is my herytage, 

I wyl you bringe ; and with a rynge, 
By way of maryage 

I wyl you take, and lady make, 
As fhortly as I can. 

Thus have ye wone an erlie’s fon, 
And not a banifhyd man. 

HENRY and EMMA, 

A P O E M, 

Upon the model of the Nut-Brown 
Maid. 

To c L o E. 

THOU, to whofe eyes I bend; at whofe command, 
(Tho’ low my voice, tho’ artlefs be my hand) 

I take the fprightly reed, and fing and play ; 
Carelefs of what the cens’ring world may fay : 
Bright Cloe, objeft of my conftant vow, 
Wilt thou a while unbend tby ferious brow ? 
Wilt thou with pleafure hear thy lover’s drains, 
And with one heav’nly fmile o’erpay his pains ? 
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No longer fhall the Nut-Brown Maid be old; 
Tho’ fince her youth three hundred years have roll'd. 
At thy defire, Ihe lhall again be rais’d ; 
And her reviving charms in lading verfe be prais’d. 

No longer man of woman (hall complai n, 
That he may love, and not be lov’d again : 
That we in vain the fickle fex purfue, 
Who change the conflant lover for the new. 
Whatever has been writ, whatever faid 
Of female pafiion feign’d, or faith decay’d ; 
Henceforth lhall in my verfe refuted (land. 
Be faid to winds, or writ upon the fand. 
And while my notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer’d love, and ever-during flame ; 
O faired of the fex ! be thou my Mufe ; 
Deign on my work thy influence to diffufe. 
l.et me partake the bleflings I rehearfe, 
And.grant me, love, the jud reward of verfe. 

As beauty’s potent queen, with ev’ry grace 
That once was Emma’s, has adorn’d thy face; 
And as her fon has to my bofom dealt 
That conflant flame, which faithful Henry felt; 
O let the dory with thy life agree ; 
Let me once more the bright example fee; ( 
What Emma was to him, be thou to me. j 
Nor fend me by thy frown from her I love, 
Didant and fad, a ban idl’d man to rove. 
But oh ! with pity long intreated crown T 
My pains and hopes; when thou fay’d that one r 
Of all mankind thou lov’d; oh ! think on me alone. * 
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Here beauteous Ifis and herhufband Tame 
With mingled waves for ever flow the fame, 

In times of yore an ancient baron liv’d; 
Great gifts beftow’d, and great refpecl receiv’d. 

When dreadful Edward with fuccefsful care 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic war; 
This lord had headed his appointed bands. 
In firm allegiance to his king’s commands ; 
And (all due honours faithfully difeharg’d) 
Had brought back his paternal coat enlarg’d 
With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil. 
And no inglorious part of foreign fpoil. 

From the loud camp retir’d, and noify court, 
In honourable eafe and rural fport, 
The remnant of his days he fafely pad; 
Nor found they lagg’d too flow, nor flew too fad. 
He made his wifh with his eflate comply, 
Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter, chafle and fair, 
His age’s comfort, and his fortune’s heir. 
They call’d her Emma : for the beauteous dame 
Who gave the virgin birth, had born the name. 
The name tli’ indulgent father doubly lov’d ; 
For in the child the mother’s charms improv’d. 
Yet as when little round his knees (he piay’d ; 
He call’d her oft in fport his Nut-brown Maid : 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word ; 
As dill they pleafe, who imitate their lord : 
Ufage confirm’d what fancy had begun: 
The mutual terms around the land were known ; 
And Emma and the Nut-brown Maid were one. 
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As with her ftature, ftill her charms increas’d; 
Thro’ all the ifle her beauty was confeis’d. 
Oh ! what perfeftions muft that virgin (hare, 
Who faired is edeem’d, where all are fair ? 
From didant (hires repair the noble youth, 
And find, report for once had leflen’d truth. 
By wonder fird, and then by paflion mov’d, 
They came, they faw, they marvell’d, and they lov’d 
By public praifes, and by fecret fighs 
Each own’d the general pow’r of Emma’s eyes. 
In tilts and tournaments the valiant drove, 
By glorious deeds to purchafe Emma’s love. 
In gentle vcrfe the witty told their flame, 
And grac’d their choiced fongs with Emma’s name. 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ; 
Ufelefs their drength, and impotent their wit. 
Great Venus only mud dire£( the dart, 
Which elfe will never reach the fair one’s heart, 
Spight of th’ attempts of force, andfofteffefts of art. 
Great Venus mud prefer the happy one : 
In Henry’s caufe her favour mud be (hown : 
And Emma, of mankind, mud love but him alone. 

While thefe in public to the cadle came, 
And by their grandeur judify’d their flame; 
More fecret ways the careful Henry takes : 
His fquires, his arms, and equipage forefakes : 
In borrow’d name, and falfe attire array’d. 
Oft he finds means to fee the beauteous maid. 

When Emma hunts, in huntfman’s habit dreft, 
Henry on foot purfues the bounding bead. 
In his right hand his beachen pole he bears : 
And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 
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Still to the glade, where (he has bent her way, 
With knowing fkill he drives the future prey. 
Bids her decline the hill and (hun the brake ; 
And fhews the path her fteed may fafeft take. 
Diredts her fpear to fix the glorious wound ; 
Pleas’d in his toils to have her triumph crown’d ; 
And blows her praifes in no common found. 

A falc’ner Henry is, when Emma hawks : 
With her of tarfels, and of lures he talks. 
Upon his wrifl: the tow’ring merlin Hands : 
I’raftis’d to rife, and (loop at her commands. 
And when fuperior now the bird has flown. 
And heedlong brought the tumbling quarry'down 
With humble rev’rence he accofts the fair ; 
And with the honour’d feather decks her hair. 
Yet Hill as from the fportive field ihe goes. 
His downcaH eye reveals his inward woes. 
And by his look and for row is exprefi 
A nobler game purfu’d than bird or beaft. 

A fhepherd now along the plain he roves; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighb’ring fwains around the firanger thron 
Or to admire, or emulate his fong : 
While, with foft forrow, he renews his lays, 
Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praife. 
But foon as Emma’s eyes adorn the plain. 
His notes he raifes to a nobler Hrain ; 
With dutiful-refpeft and Hudious fear, 
Lefl any carelefs found offend her ear. 

A frantic gipfey now the houfe he haunts, 
And in wild phrafes {peaks diffembled wants. 

Vox.. I. N 
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Wkh the fond maids in palmiftry he deals : 
They tell the fecret firft, which he reveals : 
Says who ihall wed, and who (hall be beguil’d ; 
What groom (hall get, aud fquire maintain the child. 
But when bright Emma would her fortune know ; 
A fofter look unbends his op’ning brow. 
With trembling awe he gazes on her eye ; 
And in foft accents forms the kind reply ; 
That (he (hall prove as fortunate as fair ; 
And Hymen’s choiceft gifts are all referv’d for her. 

Now oft had Henryachang’d his fly difguife, 
Unmark’d by all, but beauteous Emma’s eyes : 
Oft had found means alone to fee the dame. 
And at her feet to breathe his am’rous flame ; 
And oft the pangs of abfence to remove 
By letters, foft interpreters of love : 
Till time and induftry (the mighty two 
That bring our wilhes nearer to our view) 
Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Receiv’d his vow; with no reluftant ear ; 
That Venus had confirm’d her equal reign, 
And dealt to Emma’s heart a (hare of Henry’s pain. 

While Cupid fmil’d, by kind occafion blefs’d, 
And, with the fecret kept, the love increas’d ; 
The am’rous youth frequents the filent groves; 
And much he meditates, for much he loves ; 
He loves: ’Tis true ; and is belov’d again : 
Great are his joys : But will they long remain ? 
Emma with fmiles receives his prefent flame : 
But fmiling, will Ihe ever be the fame ? 
Beautiful looks are rul’d by fickle minds ; 
And fummer-feas are turn’d by fudden winds: 



Another love may gain her eafy youth : 
Time changes thought; and fiatt’ry conquers truth. 

O ! impotent eflate of human life ! 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal ftrifc; 
Where fleeting joy does iafting doubt infpire ; 
And moft we queftion, what we moft ochre. 
Among thy various gifts, great Heav’n, beflow 
Our cup of love untnix’d ; forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in ; nor pall the draught 
With naufeous grief : For our ill-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleafurabie tafte ; 
Or deems it not hncere; or fears it cannot iafl:. 

With wifhes rais’d, with jealoufies opprefs’d, 
(Alternate tyrants to the human bread:), 
By one great trial he refolves to prove 
The faith of woman, and the force of love: 
If, fcanning Emma's virtues, he may find 
That beauteous frame inclofe a fteady mind, 
He’ll fix his hope, of future joy fecure; 
And live a Have to Hymen’s happy pow’r. 
But if the fair one, as he fears, is frail; 
If pois’d aright in reafon’s equal fcale. 
Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail; 
His mind he vows to free from am’rous care, 
The latent mifchief from his heart to tear. 
Refume his azure arms, and (bine again in war. 

South of the caftle, in a verdant glade, 
A fpreading beach extends her friendly (hade : 
Here oft the nymph his breathing vows had heard 5 
Here oft her fiience had her heart declar’d. 
As adtive fpring awak’d her infant buds. 
And genial life inform’d the verdant woods j 

N 1 
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Henry, in knots involving Emma’s name, 
Had half exprefs’d, and half conceal’d his flames 
Upon this tree : And as the tender mark 
Grew with the year, and widen’d with the bark ^ 
Venus had heard the virgin’s foft addrefs, 
That, as the wound, the paflion might increafe. 
As potent nature fhed her kindly fhow’rs, 
And deck’d the various mead with op’ning flow’rs , 
Upon this tree the nymph’s obliging care 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry’s hair : 
Which as with gay delight the lover found ; 
Pleas’d with his conqueft, with her prefent crown’d, 
Glorious thro’ all the plains he oft had gone, "y 
And to each fwain the myfiic honour fiiown : 
The gift dill prais’d, the giver full unknown. 

His ftcret note the troubled Henry writes ; 
To the known tree the lovely maid invites : 
Imperfeft words and dubious terms exprefs, 
That unforefeen mifchance difhub’d his peace ; 
That he mnft fomething to her ear commend, 
On which her conduff, and his life depend. 

Soon as the fair one had the note receiv’d ; 
The remnant of the day alone the griev’d : 
For different this from any former note, 
Which Venus diftated, and Henry wrote ; 
Which told her all his future hopes were laid 
On the dear bofom of his Nut-brown Maid ; 
Which always blefs’d her eyes, and own’d her pow’r ; 
And bid her oft adieu, yet added more. 

Now night advanc’d. The houfe in fleep was laid. 
The nurfe experienc’d, and the prying maid; 
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And laft that fprite, which does inceflant haunt 
The lover’s fteps, the ancient maiden aunt. 
To her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 
With quicken’d pace repairing forc’d delay. 
For love, fantaftic pow’r, that is afraid 
To ftir abroad ’till watch fulnefs be laid ; 
Undaunted then, o’er cliffs and valleys ftrays; 
And leads his vot’ries fafe thro’ pathlefs ways. 
Not Argus with his hundred eyes fhall find, 
Where Cupid goes ; tho’ he, poor guide, is blind. 

The maiden, firft arriving, lent her eye 
To atk if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear, and with defire, with joy and pain 
She fees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 
But oh ! his fteps proclaim no lover’s bafte : 
On the low ground his fix’d regards are caft : 
His artful bofom heaves diffembled fighs ; 
And tears fuborn’d fall copious from his eyes. 

With cafe, alas! we Credit what we love: 
His painted grief does real forrow move 
In the afflicted fair ; adown her cheek 
Trickling the genuine tears their current break. 
Attentive flood the mournful nymph; The man 
Broke filenee firfl : The tale alternate rati. 

M A N. 

O I N C E R E O tell me, haft thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign i? 

Has thy uncertain bofom ever drove 
With the firft.tumults of a real love ? 

N 3 
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Haft thsw now dreaded, and now bleft his fway, 
By turns averfe, and joyful to obey ? 
Thy virgin foftnefs haft thou e’er bewail’d, 
As reafon yielded, and as love prevail’d ? 
And wept the potent god’s refiftlefs dart. 
His killing pleafure, his ecftatic imart. 
And heav’nly poifon thrilling thro’ thy heart ? 
If fo, with pity view my wretched ftate ; 
At leaft deplore, and then forget my fate r 
To fome more happy knight referve thy charms. 
By fortune favour’d, and fuccefsful arms : 
And only as the fun’s revolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day 
Permit one hgh, and fet apart one tear, 
To an abandon’d exile’s endlefs care. 
For me, alas! out-caft of human race, 
Love’s anger only waits, and dire diigrace s 
For lo ! thefe hands in murder are embru’d ; 
Thefe trembling feet by juftiee are purfu’d : 
Fate calls aloud, and haftens me away ; 
A fhameful death attends my longer ftay : 
And I this night muft fly from thee and love. 
Condemn’d in lonely woods a banifh’d man to rove. 

EMMA. 
What is our blifs, that changeth with the moon; 
And day of life, that darkens e’er ’tis noon ? 
What is true paflton, if unbieft it dies ? 
And where is Emma’s joy, if Henry flies? 
If love, alas! be pain ; the pain I bear, 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne’er faithful woman felt, nor falfe one feign’d 
The flames, which long have in my bofom reign’d: 
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The god of love himfelf inhabits there, 
With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care, > 
His compliment of ftores, and total war. j 

O ! ceafe then coldly to iufpect my love; 
And let my deed, at lead my faith, approve. 
Alas ! no youth lhall my endearments (hare; 
Nor day, nor night, (hall interrupt my care : 
No future (lory (hall with truth upbraid 
The cold indiff’rence of the Nut-brown Maid s 
Nor to hard baniihment (hall Henry run. 
While carelefs Emma deeps on beds of down. 
View merefolv’d, where-e’er thou lead’ft, to go, 
Friend to thy pain, and part’ner of thy woe 
For I atteft fair Venus, and her (bn, 
That I, of all mankind, will love but thee alone. 

HENRY. 
Let prudence yet obdruft thy vent’rous wav ; 

And take good heed, what men will think and fay; 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courfes. took ;. 
Her father’s houfe and civil life forfook ; 
That, full of youthful blood, and fond of man, 
She to the wood-land vyith an exile ran. 
Ref left, that leffen’d fame is ne’er regain’d ; 
And virgin-honour once, is always dain’d ; 
Timely advis’d, the coming evil fhun : 
Better not do the deed than weep it done. 
No penance can abfolve our guilty fame ; 
Nor tears, that walh our fin, can waih our fhame. 
Then fly the fad effefts of defp’rate love ; 
And leave a banilh’d man thro’ lonely woods to rove. 

EMMA. 
Let Emma’s haplefs cafe be falfely told 

By the ralh young, or the ill-natur’d old : 
N 4 



POEMS UPON loo 

Let ev’ry tongue its various cenfures chufe ; 
Abfolve with coldnefs, or with fpite accufe : 
Fair truth at laft her radiant beams will raife ; 
And malice vanquifli’d heightens virtue’s praife. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight ; 
O! let my prefence make thy travels light; 
And potent Venus lhall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenforious fame : 
Nor from that bufy demon’s reftlefs pow’r 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, 
Than that this truth fhould to the world be kaown ; 
That I, of all mankind, have lov’d but thee alone. 

HENRY. 
But, canft thou wield the fword and bend the bow ? 

With adfive force repel the flurdy foe ? 
When the loud tumult fpeaks the battle nigh, 
And winged deaths in whiffling arrows fly ; 
Wilt thou, though wounded, yet undaunted flay. 
Perform thy part, and lhare the dangerous day ! 
Then, as thy flrength decays, thy heart will fail. 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale ; 
With fruitlefs forrow thou, inglorious maid. 
Wilt weep thy fafety by thy love betray’d : 
Then to thy friend, by foes o’ercharg’d, deny 
Thy little ufelefs aid, and coward fly : 
Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee love 
A banilh’d man, condemn’d in lonely woods to rave, 

E M M A. 
With fatal certainty Thaleflris knew 

To fend the arrow from the twanging yew : 
And great in arms, and foremoft in the war, 
Bonduca brandifh’d high the Britilh fpear. 
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. Could thirfl of vengeance, and defire of fame 
Excite the female bread with martial flame? 
And (hall not love’s diviner pow’r infpire 
More hardy virtue and more gen’rou s fire ? 

Near thee, midruft not, condant I’ll abide. 
And fall, or var.quilh, fighting by thy fide, 
Tho’ my inferior drength may not allow, 
That I (hon’d bear, or draw the warrior bow ; 
With ready hand I will thy (haft fupply, 
And joy to fee thy viftor arrows fly. 
Touch’d in the battle by the hofliie reed, [bleed, 

. Should’ft thou (but heav’n avert it 1) fhould’ft thoa 
To flop the wounds my fined lawn I’d tear; 
Walh them with tears, and wipe them with my hair : 
Bled, when my dangers and my toils have ihown. 
That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 

HENRY. 
But cand thou, tender maid, canfl thou fudaist 

Afflhflive want, or hunger’s prefling pain ? 
Thofe limbs, in lawn and fofted filk array’d, 
•From fun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? can they refifl 
The parching Dog-flar, and the bleak North-ead ? 
When chill’d by adverfe fnows, and beating rain, 
We tread with fleps the longfome plain ; 
When with hard toil we feek our ev’ning food. 
Berries and acorns, from the neighb’ring wood ; 
And find among the cliffs no other houfc, 
But the thin covert of fome gather’d boughs ; 
Wilt thou not then reluttant fend thine eye 
Around the dreary wade ; and weeping try 
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(Tho’then, alas! that trial be too late) "J 
To find thy father’s hofpitable gate, V 
And feats, where eafe and plenty brooding fate ? j 
Thofe feats, whence long excluded thou mud mourn : 
That gate forever hai r’d to thy return : 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love. 
And hate a banilh’d man, condemn’d in woods to rove 

E M M A. 
Thy rife of fortune did 1 only wed, 
From its decline determin’d to recede ; 
Did I but purpofe to embark with thee. 
On the fmooth furface of a fummer’s fea ; 
While gentle zephyrs play in profp’rous gales, 
And fortune’s favour fills the fwelling fails : 
But would forfake the (hip, and make the fhore, 
When the winds whiftle, and the tempefts roar ? 
No, Henry, no : One facred oath has ty’d "> 
Our loves; one defliny our life (liall guide ; > 
Nor wild, nor deep, our common way divide. 3 

When from the cave thou rifefi with the day. 
To beat the woods, and roufe the bounding prey : 
The cave with mofs and branches I’ll adorn. 
And chearful fit to wait my lord’s return. 
And when thou frequent bring’ft.the fmitten deer ; 
(For feldnm, archers fay, thy arrows err) 
I’ll fetch quick feuel from the neighb’ring wood, 
And llrike the fparkling Hint, and drefs the food ; ' 
With humble duty and officious hade, 
I’ll cull the furtheft mead for thy repaft : 
The choice!! herbs I to thy board will bring ; 
And draw thy water from the freffieft fpring : 
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And when, at night, with weary toil oppreft, 
Soft flumbers thou enjoy’d, and wholefome reft ; 
Watchful I’ll guard thee, and with midnight pray’r 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care; 
And joyous alk at morn’s returning ray, 
If thou haft health, and I may blefs the day. 
My thought Hull fix, my lateft wilh depend 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinfman, father, friend : 
By all thefe facred names be Henry known 
To Emma’s heart: And grateful let him own, 
That fhe, of all mankind, could love but him alone. 

HENRY. 
Vainly thou tell’ft me, what the woman’s cafe 

Shall in the wildnefs of the wood prepare : 
Thou, e’er thou goeft, unhappieft of thy kind, 
Muft leave thy habit, and thy fex behind. 
No longer fball tby comely trefles break 
In flowing ringlets on thy fnowy neck ; 
Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 
In graceful breeds with various ribbon bound 
No longer (hall the bodice aptly lac’d, 
From thy full bofom to thy flender wafte. 
That air and harmony of fhape exprefs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully Ids 
Nor fliall thy lower garments artful pleat, 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet. 
Arm their chafte beauties with-a modeft pride. 
And double ev’ry charm they feek to hide. 
Th’ ambrofial plenty of thy ihining hair 
Cropt off and loft, fcarce lower than thy ear 
Shall ftand uncouth : A horfe-man’s coat fhall hide 
Thy taper fhape, and comelinefs of fid« ; 
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The (hort trunk-hofe (hall fhow thy foot and knee ' 
Licentious, and to common eye-fight free : 
And with a bolder ftride, and loofer air, 
Mingl’d with men, a man thou mull appear. 

Nor folitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miftaken maid, (halt thou in forefts find: 
’Tis long fince Cynthia and her train were there, 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 
Vagrants and out-laws (hall offend thy view : 
For fuch mud be my friends, a hideous crew. 
By adverfe fortune mix’d in focial ill. 
Train’d to affault, and difciplin’d to kill : 
Their common loves, a lewd abandon’d pack, 
The beadle’s lafh dill flagrant on their back : 
By doth corrupted, by diforder fed, 
Made bold by want, and proditute for bread : 
With fuch mud Emma hunt the tedious day, 
Allid their violence, and divide their prey ; 
With fuch die mud return at fetting light, 
Tho’ not partaker, witnefs of their night. 
Thy ear, inur’d to charitable founds. 
And pitying love, mud feel the hateful wounds 
Of jed obfcene, and vulgar ribaldry, 
The ill-bred quedion, and the lewd reply; 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worfe, 
Mud hear the frequent oath, the direful curfe. 
That lated weapon of the wretches war ; 
And blafphemy, fad comrade of defpair. 

Now, Emma, now the lad refleidion make. 
What thou would’d follow, what thou mud forfake. 
By our ill-omen’d dars, and adverfe heav’n. 
No middle object to thy choice is giv’a. 
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Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love'; 
Or leave a banilh’d man, condemn’d in woods to rove. 

EMMA. 
O grief of heart! that our unhappy fates 

Force thee to fuffer what thy honour hates : 
Mix thee amongft the bad ; or make thee run 
Too near the paths, which virtue bids thee fliun. 
Yet with her Henry Hill let Emma go ; 
With him abhor the vice, but (hare the woe : 
And fure my little heart can never err 
Amidft the wovjl, if Henry ftill be there. 
Our outward aft, is prompted from within; 
And from the finner’s mind proceeds the lin : 
By her own choice free Virtue is approv’d ; 
Nor by the force of outward objefts mov’d. 
Who has affay’d no danger, gains no praife. 
In a fmall ifle, amidft the wideft feas, 
Triumphant Conftancy has fix’d her (eat : -v 
In vain the Sirens fing, the tempefts beat : L 
Their flatt’ry (he rejects, nor fears their threat. \ 

For thee alone thefe little charms I dreft; 
Condemn’d them, or abfblv’d them by thy left. 
In comely figure rang’d my jewels (hone, 
Or negligently plac’d, for thee alone: 
For thee again they (hall be laid afide : 
The woman, Henry, (hall put off her pride 
For thee : My cloaths, my fex, exchang’d for thee, 
I’ll mingle with the people’s wretched lee ; C 
O line extreme of human infamy ! J 
Wanting the feiflars, with thefe hands I’ll tear 
(If that obftrufts my flight) this load of hair. 
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Black foot, or yellow walnut (hall dlfgrace 
This little red and white of Emma’s face. 
Thefe nails with (cratches (hall deform my bread. 
Led by my look, or colour be exprefs’d 
The mark of ought high-born, or ever better drefs’d 
Yet in this commerce, under this difguife. 
Let me be grateful dill to Henry’s eyes. 
Lod to the world, let me to him be known : 
My fate I can abfolve; if he (hall own. 
That leaving all mankind, I love but him alone. 

HENRY. 
O wilded thought of an abandon’d mind! 

Name, habit, parents, woman left behind, 
Ev’n honour dubious, thou preferr’d to go 
Wild to the woods with me ; faid Emma fo ? 
Or did I dream what Emma never faid ? 
O guilty error! and O wretched maid ! 
Whofe roving fancy would refolve the fame 
With him, who next foould tempt her eafy fame; C 
And blow with empty words the fufceptible flame. \ 
Now why (hould doubtful terms thy mind perplex ? 
Confefs thy frailty, and avow the fex : 
No longer loofe defire for condant love [rove. 
Midake ; but fay, ’tis man with whom thou long’d to 

E M M A. 
Are there not poifons, racks, and flames, and fwords. 

That Emma thus mud die by Henry’s words ? 
Yet what could fwords or poifon, racks or flame, 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame ! [fame. > 
More fatal Henry’s words, they murder Emma’s J 

And fall thefe layings from that gentle tongue. 
Where civil fpeecb, and foft perfuafion hung; 
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Whofe artful fwectaefs and harmonious drain, 
I Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
t Call’d lighs, and tears, and wifhes to its aid ; 
,f And, whilft its Henry’s glowing flame convey’d, ! Still blam’d the coldnefs of the Nut-brown Maid? 

Let envious jealoufy, and canker’d i'pight 
t Produce my adlions to fevered: light, 

And tax my open day, or fecret night. 
Did e’er my tongue fpeak my unguarded heart 
The lead inclin'd to play the wanton’s part ? 
Did e’er my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell ? 

( And hid thou, Henry, m my conduft known 
One fault, but that which I may ever own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov’d but thee alone ? 

H E N R Y. 
Vainly thou talk’d of loving me alone: 

Each man is man, and all our fex is one. 
| Falfe are our words; and fickle is our mind : 

Nor in love’s ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to.lad, or promifes to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empire made, 
I* Alike by drength or cunning we invade: 

When arm’d with rage we march againd the foe, 
We lift the batt!e-ax, and draw the bow : 

k When fir d with palfion we attack the fair; 
l Delufive fighs and brittle vows we bear: 

Our falfehood and our arms have equal lift; 
As they our conqued or delight produce. 
T he foolilh heart thou gav’d again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 
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To be lefs wretched, be no longer true : 
What ftrives to fly thee, why Ihould’ft thou purfue ? C 
Forget the prefent flame, indulge a new. \ 
Single the lovelieft of the am’rous youth ; 
Afk for his vow, but hope not for his truth. 
The next man, (and the next thou (halt believe), 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; C 
Will kneel, implore, perfift, o’ercome, and leave. S 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right ; 
lie wife and faiie, thun trouble, feek delight; C 
Change thou the firft, nor wait thy lover’s flight. j 

Why (hould’ft thou weep? let nature judge our cafe; 
1 faw thee young and fair ; purfu’d the chafe 
Of youth and beauty ; I another faw 
Fairer and younger: Yielding to the law 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purfu’d 
More youth, more beauty : lilcfs’d vicillitnde 1 
My aftive heart flill keeps its prifline flame; 
'The objedf alter’d, the deflre the fame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms : 
With prefent power compels me to her arms. 
And much I fear, from my fubjeefed mind, 
If beauty’s force to conftant love can bind. 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay’d ; 
And, weeping, follow me, as thou doft now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildnefs of thy wifhes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may’ll live with her. 
l.ove, well thou know’ll, no partnerihip allows ; 
Cupid averfe rejefts divided vows: 
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Then from thy foolilh heart, vain maid, remove 
An ufelefs forrow, and an ill-ftarr’d love; [rove. 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods to 

E M M A. 
Are we in life through one great error led ? 

Is each man perjur’d, and each nymph betray’d ? 
Of the fuperior fex art thou the word ? 
Am I of mine the mod completely curs’d ? 
Yet let me go with thee ; And, going, prove, 
From what 1 will endure, how much I love. 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
This happy objefl of our diff’rent care. 
Her let me follow; her let me attend, 
A fervant : (She may fcorn the name of friend.) 
What (he demands incefl'ant I’ll prepare : 
I’ll weave her garlands, and I’ll plait her hair: 
My bufy diligence (hall deck her board ; 
(For there at lead I may approach my lord;) 
And when her Henry’s fofter hours advile 
His fervant’s abfence; with dejedlcd eyes 
Far I’ll recedej and fighs forbid to rife. 

Yet, when increafing grief brings flow difeafe; 
And ebbing life, on terms fevere as thefe, 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed; 
When Henry’s midrefs (hows him Emma dead 
Refcue my poor remains from vile neglect; 
With virgin honours let my hearfe be deck’d. 
And decent emblem ; and at lead prrfuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid. 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where (hr, 
With frequent eye, my fepulchre may fee, 

Vox-. L O 
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The nymph, amidft her joys, may haply breathh 
One pious figh, reflefting on my death, 
And the fad fate which flic may one day prove. 
Who hopes from Henry’s vows eternal love. 
And thou forfworn, thou cruel as thou art. 
If Emma’s image ever touch’d thy heart; 
Thou fure muft give one thought, and drop one tear 
To her whom love abandon’d to delpair; 
To her, who, dying, on the wounded ftone 
Hid it in lading ebarafters be known, 
That, of mankind, (he lov’d but thee alone. 

HENRY. 
Hear, folemn Jove, and confcious Venus, hear, 

And thou, bright maid, believe me, whilft I fwear ; 
No time, no change, no future flame fhall move 
The well-plac’d bafis of my lading love. 
O powerful virtue! O vittorious fair! 
At lead cxcufe a trial too fevere : 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 

No banifli’d man, condemn’d in woods to rove, 
intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love : 
No perjur’d knight defires to quit thy arms, 
Faired colleftion of thy fex’s charms, 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth .* 
Henrv, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 
As thou may’d with, dtallall his life employ. 
And found his glory in his Emma’s joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar’s heir, 
Jlludrions Earl: Him terrible in war 
Hot Loyre confefs; for die has felt his fword, 
And, trembling, fled before the Britiih lord.. 
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Him great in peace and wealth fair Deva knows; 
For fhe amidft his fpacious meadows flows; 
Inclines her urn upon his fatten’d lands, 

-And fees his num’rous herd imprint herfands. 
And thou, my fair, my dove, (halt raife thy thought 

To greatnefs next to empire ; (halt be brought 
With folemn pomp to my paternal feat: 
Where peace and plenty on thy word (hall wait. 
Mufic and fong (hall wake the marriage-day : ^ 
And, while the priefls accufe the bride’s delay, ( 
Myrtles and rofes (hall obflrnft her w>ay. 3 

Friendfhip (hall flill thy evening feafts adorn ; 
And blooming peace (hall ever blefs thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy race (hall run; 
And age unheeded by delight come on : 
While yet fuperior love (hall mock his pow’r : 
And u'hen old time (hall turn the fated hour. 
Which only can our well-ty’d knot Unfold, 
What refts of both one fepulcbre (hall hold. 

Hence then for ever from my Emma’s bread, 
(That heav’n of foftnefs, and that feat of red,) 
Ye doubts and fears, arid all that know to move 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love, £ 
Scatter’d by winds recede, and wild in forefts rove, j 

E M M A. 
O day the faired fure that ever rofe! 

Period and end of anxious Emma’s woes! 
Sire of her joy, and fource of her delight; 
O ! wing’d with pleafure, take thy happy flight, C 
And give each future morn a tinflure of thy white, j 
Yet tell thy votary, potent Queen of Love, 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 
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Will he be ever kind, and juft, and good! 
And is there yet no miftrefs in the wood ? 
None, none there is : The thought was rafh and vain; 
A falfe idea, and a fancy’d pain. 
Doubt Hull for ever quit my ftrengthen’d heart. 
And anxious jealoufy’s corroding fmart; 
Nor other inmate (hall inhabit there, 
Sut foft belief, young joy, and pleafing care. 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 
And fortune’s various gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the fuppliant goddefs ftands, 
And iheds her treafure with unweary’d hands; 
Her prefent favour cautious I’ll embrace, 
And not unthankful ufe the profer’d grace : 
If fhe reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries her pinions, flutt’ring to be gone; 
Secure of mind, I’ll obviate her intent, 
And, unconcern’d, return the goods (lie lent. 
Nor happinefs can I, nor mifery feel, 
From any turn of her fantaftic wheel : 
Friendlhip’s great laws, and love’s fuperior pow’rs 
Mull mark the colour of my future hours. 
From the events which thy commands create 
I mull my blellings or my forrows date ; 
And Henry’s will mull diftate Emma s fate. 

Yet while with clofq delight and inward pride 
(Which from the world my careful foul (hall hide) 
I fee thee, lord and end of my defire, 
Exalted high as virtue can require ; 
With power inverted, and with plcafure cheat d, 
Sought by the good, by the eppreftbr feai’d: 
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Loaded and bled with all the affluent ftore, 
Which human vows at fmoaking (brines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 
My life, fubfervient only to thy joy ; 
And at my death to blei's thy kindnefs fhown 
To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone. 

WHile thus the conftant pair alternate faid. 
Joyful above them and around them play’d 

Angels and fportive Loves, a numerous croud ; 
Smiling they clapt their wing?, and low they bow’d : 
They tumbled all their little quivers o’er. 
To chufe propitious (hafts, a precious ftore : 
That, when their god (hould take his future darts, 
To (trike (however rarely) conflant hearts, 
His happy (kill might proper arms employ, 
All tip’d with pleafure, and all wing’d with joy ; 
And thofe, they vow’d, whofe lives fhould imitate 
Thefe lovers conftancy, (hould (hare their fate. 

The Queen of Beauty (top’d her bridl'd doves ; 
Approv’d the little labour of the Loves; 
Was proud and pleas’d the mutual vow to hear; 
And to the triumph call’d the God of War : C 
Soon as (he calls, the god is always near. J 

Now Mars, (he faid, let Fame exalt her voice; 
Nor let thy conquefts only be her choice : 
But, when (he flngs great Edward from the field 
Return’d, the hoflile fpear and captive fliield 
In Concord’s temple hung, and Gallia taught to 

yield: 
And when, as prudent Saturn (hall compleat 
The years defign’d to perfeH Britain’s (late, 
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The fwift-wing’d power (hall take her trump again. 
To fmg her fav’rite Anna’s wondrous reign ; 
To recolleft unwearyM Marlbro’s toils, 
Old Rufus’ hall unequal to his fpoils; 
The Britilh fbldier from his high command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquifh’d by his hand : 
Let her at lead perform what I defire; 
With fecond breath the vocal brafs infpire; 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar drain, 
What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 
And, when thy tumults and thy fights are pad ; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are cad ; 
Faithful may’d thou, like Britiih Henry, prove, 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy love. 

Renown’d for truth, let all thy fons appear, 
And condant beanty-lhall reward their care. 

Mars fold’d and bow’d : The Cyprian deity 
Turn’d to the glorious ruler of the Iky; 
And thou, file foiling faid, great god of days 
And verfe, behold my deed, and fing my praifc : 
As on the Britilh earth, my fav’rite die. 
Thy gentle rays and kinded influence foile, 
Through all her laughing fields and verdant groves 
Proclaim with joy theft memorable loves. 
From every annual courft let one great day, 
To celebrated fports and floral play 
Be fet afide; and, in the foftefl lays 
Of thy poetic fons, be folemn praift, 
And everlading marks of honour paid, 
To the true lover and the Nut-brown Maid 

The End of the First Voeume. 
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