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SEVERAL OCCASIONS.

T'0)
Me.. D R Y D E N.

H ow long, great Poet ! shall thy facred lays
Provoke our wonder , and tranfcend our praife?
Can neither injuries of time, or age,
Damp thy poetic heat, and quench chy rage ;
Not fo-thy Ovid in his exile wrote,
Grief chill’d his breaft, and check’d hisrifing thoughe;
Penfive and fad, his drooping mufe berrays
The Roman genius in its laft decays.

Prevailing warmth has fill thy mind poffes'd,
And fecond youch is kindled in thy breaft;
Thou mak’(t the beautics of the Romans known 4
And England boatts of riches not her own;
Thy lines have heighten’d Virgil's majelty,
And Horace wonders at himfelf in thee,
Thou teacheft Perlius to inform our ifle
In fmoother numbers , and a clearer fyle;
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Ani Juvenal, inftruéted in chy page,
Edges his fatire, and improves his rage.
Thy copy calts a fairer light on all,
And ftll our-shines the bright original,

Now Ovid boafts th' advanrage of thy fong,
And tells his ftory in the Brirish tongue ;
Thy charming verfe , and fair rranflations , show
How thy own laurel firft began to grow;
How wild Lycaon, chang'd by angry gods,
And frighred at himfelf, ran howIiﬁg through the woods,

O may’[t thou ftill the noble task prolong,
Nor age , nor ficknefs interrupt thy fong :
Then may we wond’ring read , how human limbs
Have water'd kingdoms, and diffoly’d in ftreams ;
Of thofe rich fruits that on the fertile mould
Turn’d yellow by degrees, and ripen’d into gold :
How foine in feathers, or a ragged hide,
Have liv'd a fecond life , and diff ’renc natures cry’d.
Then will thy Ovid , thus transform’d , reveal
A nobler change than he himfelf can cell,

&

Magd. Coll. Oxon,
June t. 1693,

_The Author’s Age 22
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' I F yet your thoughts are loofe from flate affairs,
Nor feel the burden of a kingdom’s eares

Ifyer your time and adfions are your own,
Receive the prefent of a mufe unknown :

A mufe that in advent’rous numbers fings

The rout of armies , and the fall of kings,
Britain advanc'd ,and Europe’s peace reftor'd,
By Somers’ counfels, and by Nassau's fword.

* King William. Printed in the year 1695, Theauthor’s
2ge, 14,
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Toyou, my Lord, thefe daring thoughts belong,
Who help’d to raife the [abject of my [ong ;
To you the Hero of my verfe reyeals
His great defigns , to you in council tells
His inmoft thoughts , determining the doom
Of towns unftorm’d, and battles yet ro come.
Andwell could you , in your immortal firains ,
Deferibe his condudt , and reward his pains :
But fince the flate has all your cares engroft,
And poetry in higher thoughts is loft ,
Atzend to what a leffer mufe indites,
Pardon her faults ,and countenance her flights.
Onyou,my Lordwith anxieus fear I wait ,
And from your judgment muft exped my fate ,
Who, free from valgar paffions , are above
Degrading envy , or mifguided love; 4
Ifyou swell-pleas’d ;shall fmileupon my lays ,
Secure of fame , my voice I'll boldly raife ,
For next towhat you write, is what youpraife, .
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Wu £ ¥ now the bus’nefs of the ficld is o’cr,
The trumpets fleep , and cannons ceafe to roar,
When ev'ry difmal echo is decay'd,
And all the thunder of the batte! laid 5
Attend , aufpicious Prince , and let the mufe,
In humble accents milder thoughts infufe,
Others , in bold propheric numbets skill’d ,
Set thee in arms, and lead thee to the fidld ;
My mufe expedting on the British firand
Waits thy return , and welcomes thee to'land :
She oft has feen thee preffing on the foe,
When Europe was concern’d in ev’ry blow;
Bur durft not in heroic ftrains rejoice 3
The trumpets, drums, and cannons drown’d her voice 3
She faw the Boyne run thick with human gore,
And floating corps lie bearing on the shore;
She faw thee climb the banks, buc try’d in yain
To trace her Hero through the dufty plain,
When through the thick embartell’d lines he broke,
Now plung'd amidft the foes, now loftin clonds of fmokz,
Aiij
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O that fome mufe renown'd for lofty verfe,

In daring numbers would thy toils rehearfe !
Draw thee belov’d in peace, and fear'd in wars,
Inur'd to noon-day fweats, and midnight cares!
Bur fll the god-like man , by fome hard fate,
Receives the glory of his toils too late 5

Too late the verfe the mighty a& fucceeds,

One age the hero, one the poer breeds.

A thoufand years in full fucceffion ran,

FEre Virgil rais’d his voice and fung the man,
Who , driv’n by ftrefs of fate , fuch dangers bore
On flormy feas , and a difaftrous chore ,

Before he (etrled in the promis’d earth,

And gave the empire of the world its birth,

Troy long had found the Grecians bold and fierce
Ere Homer mufter’d up their rroops in verfe;
Long had Achillss quell’d the Trojans luft,
And laid the labour of the gods in duft,

Before the tow’sing mufe began her flight;
And drew the herp raging in the fighe,
Engag'd in tented fields, and rolling floods,
©r flaughe’ring mortals, or a march for gods.

And here, perhaps , by fate’s unerring doom

: Some mighty bard lies hid in years to come,
That shall in Wirt1am’s god-like alts engage,
And with his battels, warm a future age.
Hibernian fields shall here thy conquefts show,
And Boyne be fung , when it has ceas’d ro flow ;
Here Gallic labours shall advance thy fame,
‘And bere Sene e shall wear another name,
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Our late pofterity , with fecrer dread,
Shall view thy batrels, and with pleafure read ,
How, in the bloody, field too near advanc’d ,
The guildlefs bullet on thy shoulder glancd.

The race of Nassaus was by heav’n defign’d
To curb the proud oppreflors of mankind ,
To bind the tyrants of the earth wich laws ,
And fight in ev'ry injur'd nation’s caufe ,
The world’s grear patriots; they for juftice call ,
And as they favour, kingdoms rife or fall.
Our British youth , unus’d to rough alarms,
Carelefs of fame, and negligent of arms,
Had long forgot to meditate the foz,
And heard unwarm'd the marrial trumper blow 5
But now , infpir’d by thee , with fresh delight,
Their fiwords chey brandish , and require the fight,
Renew their ancient conquefts on the main,
And aé& their fathers'winmphs o'er again;
Fird , when they hear how Agincourt was firow'd
With Gallic corps, and Creffi fwam in blood ,
With eager warmth they fight , ambitious all
Who firft shall ftorm the breach, or mount the wall.
In vain the thronging enemy by force,
Would clear the ramparts, and repel theircourfe
They break through all , for Witt1am leads the way,
Where fires rage moft , and loudeft engines play.
Namure’s late terrours and deftru&ion show ,
WhatWiteiam , warm'd with julk revenge , can des
Where once a thoufand turrets rais’d on high
Their gilded fpires, and glitcer’d in the sky 5

Aiy
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An undiftioguish’d heap of duft is found,
And all the pile lies fimoaking on the ground.
His toils for no ignoble ends defign'd,
Promote the common welfare of mankind;
No wild ambition moves. bur Europe’s F:a_:s :
The cries of orphans, and the widow’s tears;
Opprefs'd religion gives the ficft alarms,
And injur’d juftice fers him in his arms;
His conquefts freedom to the world afford ,
And nadions ble(s the labours of his fword.
Thus when the forming mufe would copy forth
A perfett pattern of heroic worth ,
She fets a man tritmphant in the field ,
O'er giants cloven down, and monfters kill'd ,
Recking in blood , and fmeer’d with duft and fiwgar, |
W hilit angry gods confpire to make him grear,
Thy navy rides on feas before unpreft,
And ftrikes a terror through the haughry Eait;
Algiers and Tunis from their fultry shoar
With horrour hedT the Bricish enginegs roar,
Fain from the neighb’ring dangers would they run,
And wish themfilves fill nearer to the (un.
‘The Gallic ships are in their ports confin’d,
Dzny'd the common ufe of fea and wind ,
_Nor dare again the British firsngth engage ;
Still chey remember that deftru&tive rage ,
Which larely made their trembling holt retire ,
Stunn'd with the noife , and wraptin finoke and fire;
The waves with wide unnumber’d wrecks were firowd,
And planks, and acms, and men, promifcuous flow'd.
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Spain’s num’rous flest that perish’d on our coalt,
Could ftarce a longer line of battel boaft,
The winds could hardly drive them to their facz,
And all the ocean labour’d with the weighr.
Where-¢'er the waves in reftle(s errorsroll ,
The {ea lies open now to ecither pole :
Now may we {afely ufe the Northern gales,
And in the Polar Circle fpread our fails ;
Or deep in Southern climes, fecure from wars,
New lands explore , and fail by other ftars;
Ferch uncontroul’d each labour of the fun,
And make the produé of the world our own.
Atlength , proud prinez, ambitious Lewis , ceale
To plague mankind , and trouble Europe’s peace 3
Think on the ftruétures which thy pride has raz’d,
On towns unpeopled , and on fields laid wafte ;
Think on the heaps of corps, and fireams of blood 5
On ev'ry guilty plain , and purple flood ,
Thy arms have made , and ceale an impious war,
Nor wafke the lives entrufted ro thy care.
Or if no milder thought can calm thy mind ,
Behold the grear avenger of mankind ,
See mighty Nassau through the bartle ride ,
And fee thy {ubjeéts galping by his fide :
Fain would the pious prince refufe th’ alarm,
Fain would he check the fury of hisaim;
But when thy cruelties his thoughtsengage ,
The hero kindles with becoming rage ,
Then countries ftoln , and captives unraftor’d ,
Give firength o ¢v’cy blow , and edge his fwerd.
Ay
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Behold with what refiftlefs force he falls

On towns befieg’d , and thunders at thy walls!

Ask Villeroy , for Villeroy beheld

The town furrender’d , and the treaty feal'd 5

With what amazing ftrengeh the fores were won ,
Whilft the whole pow’r of Franes ftood looking on.

But ftop not here : behold where Berkley ftands,

And exccures his injur’d king's commands;

Around thy coaft his burfting bormbs hz pouts

On flaming citadels , and falling row’rs;

With hizzing ftreams of fire the aic they fireak,
And hurldeftru@ion round them where they break y
The skics with long afcending flames ate brighe,
And all the fea refledts a quiv’ring lighe,

Thus £tna , when in fierce eruptions broke,,
Fills heav’n with ashes, and the earth with moke 3
Here trags of broken rocks are twirl’d on high,
Here molten ftonesand featcér’d cinders fly 3
Tts fury reaches the remoteft coalt,

And firows the Afiatic shore with duft.

Now does the failor from the neighb’ring main

Look after Gallic towns and forts in vain;

No more his wonted marks he can defery,

But fees a long unmeafur'd ruin liey

Whilft, pointing to the naked coaft, he chows,

His wond’ring mates where towns and freeples rofe,
Where crouded citizens he lately view’d,

And fingles out the place where once St. Malo® 5 ﬂued.

Here Ruffel’s a&ions should my mufe require
And would my flrength but fecond my defire;
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T'd all his boundle(s bravery rehearfe,
And draw his cannons thund’ring i5 my verfe ;
High on the deck should the grear leader ftand ,
Wrachin his look , and light'ningin his hand
Like Homer's Heétor when he Aang his fire
Amidft a thoufand ships, and made all Greece rerire,

But who can run the Britich triumphs o’er,
And count the flames difpers’d on ev’ry shore?
Who can defcribe the featter’d vidtory ,
And draw the reader on from feato fea?
Elfe who could Ormond’s god-like aéts refufe,
Ormond the theme of ev’ry Oxford mufe?
Fain would T here his mighry worth proclaim ,
Atrend him in the noble chafe of fame ,
Through all the noife and hurry of the fight,
Obferve each blow , and keep him ftill in fight.
Oh , did our British peers thus court rencwn ,
And grace the coats their great fore-fathers won?
Ourarms would then triumphantly advance,
Nor Henry be the laft thar conquer’d France,
What might not England hope,, if fuch abroad
Purchas’d their country’s honour with their blood =
When fuch , derain’d at home , fuppoit our ftare
In Wirrram's ftead , and beara kimgdom®sweight,
The {chemes of Gallic policy o’erthrow ,
And blaft che counfels of the common foe 3
Direét our armies and diftribute right,
And render our MAR1A’s lofs more light.

But {top , my mufe , th* ungrateful found forbear,
Maria’s name ftill wounds cach Brirish car 2

Av
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Eath Britich heart Maria flill does wound ,
And tears burft our unbidden ar the found 3
Mania ftill our rifing mirth deftroys,
Darkens our triumphs , and forbids our joys.

But fee, at length , the British ships appear !
Qur Nassau comes! and as his fleet draws near, -
The tifing mafts advance, the fails grow white,
And all his pompous navy floats in fight,
Come , mighty prince , defir’d of Britain , come !
May h:av’n’s propitious gales accend thee home !
Come , and let longing crouds bekiold thar look,
W hich fuch confulion and amazement firook
Through Gallic hofts : but, oh ! let us defery
Mirch in thy brow , and pleafure in thy eye;
Let nothing dreadful in thy face be found ,
Bur for a-while forget the trumpet’s found 5
Well-?leas‘d , thy people’s loyaley approve,
Accepe their duty, and enjoy their love.
For as when lately mov'd with fierce delighe,
You plung’d amidit the cumule of che fight,
Whole heaps of death encompafs’d you around ,
And fteeds o’er-turn’d lay foaming on the ground »
So crown’d with laurels now , where-¢er you go,
J‘\muud you blooming joys ; and peaccful bleifings fonr.
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A
TRANSLATION
OF ALL
VIRGIL'S FOURTH GEORGIC,

Except the Story of ArisTArus.

<

E T H ER 1AL (weets shall nexe my mule engage
And this, Mecenas , claims your patronage.

Of lirtle creatures wond'rous aéts I teeac,

The ranks and mighty leaders of their {tate,

Their laws, employments, and their wars relate.

A trifling theme provokes my humble lays,

Trifling the theme , not fo the poet’s praife,

1f grear Apollo and the runeful nine

Join in the piece to make the work divine.

Firlk, for your bees a proper ftation find ,

That's fenc'd abour, and shelter’d from the wind;
For winds divert them in their flight , and drive
_The fwarms, when loaden hom2ward, from their hives
Nor sheep, nor goats , mult pafture near their ftores,
To rrample under foor the fpringing Aowers;

Nor frisking heifers bound about the place ,

To fpurn the dew-drops off, and bruifc the rifing gralss



W14 ‘PormMs ow
Nor muft the lizard’s painted brood appzar,
Nor wood-pzcks , nor the fwallow harbour neac,
They wafte the fwarms, and as they Ay along
Convey the tender morfels to their young.

Lerputling ftreams , and fountains edg’d with mofs,
And shallow rills run rickling chrough the grafs;
Let branching olives o’er the fountain grow ,

Or palms shoot up , and shade the fireams below ;
“That when the youth , l=d by their princes , shun
The crouded hive, and fportic in the fun,
Refreshing fprings may tempt them from-the hear,
And shady coverrs yicld a cool retrear.

Whether the neighb’ring water ftands or runs , .
Lay twigs acrofs , and bridge it o’r with ftones;
That if rough ftorms, or fudden blafts of wind
should dip or featrer thofe thar lag behind ,

Here they may fettle on the friendly ftone,
And dry their recking pinions ac the fun,
Plant all the Aow’ry banks with lavender,
With ftore of fav’ry {cent the fragrant air,
Let running berony the field o’erfpread ,
And founrains foak the violet’s dewy bed.

Though barks or plaited willows make your hive,

A parrow inler to their cells contrive;

For colds congeal and freeze the liquors up,

And, melted down with hear, the wazen buildings drops
The bzes of both extremes alike afraid,

Their wax around the whiftling cranies fpread,

And fuck out clamimy dews from herbs and flowers,
Fo fmear the chinks , and plaifter up the pores :
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Tor this they hoard up glew , who(e clinging drops ,
Like pitch or birdlime , hang in firingy ropes.
They oft, *tis faid , in dark reticements dw:ll,
And work in (ubtsrrancous caves their cell g
Ac other times th induftrious infeéts live
In hollow rocks, or make a reee theirhive.

Point all their chinky lodgings tound withmud ,
And leaves muft thinly on your work be firow'd ;
But let no baleful yew-tree flourish near,

Not rorcen marshes fend out ftzams of mire

Nor burning crabs grow red , and crackle in the fire.
Nor neighb’ring caves return the dying found ,

Nor echoing rocks the doubled-voice rebound.
Things thus prepar’d
When th’ under-world is feiz’d with cold and night,,
And fummer here defcends in ftreams of light,

The bees through woods and forelts taks their flight ¢
They rifle ev'ry flow’r , and lightly skim

The chryftal brook , and fip the ranning {tream;

And thus they Feed their young with firangs delighe,
And knead the yielding wax , and work the flimy fweets
But when on high you fee the bees repair,

Born on the winds through diftant tra&s of air,

And view the winged cloud all blac’ning from afary
Whileshady coverts , and fresh fireams they chufe,
Milfoil and common honey-fuckles bruife ,

And fprinkle on their hives the fragrant juice.

On brazen veflels bear a tinkling found ,

And shaks the cymbals of che goddefs round 5 .
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Then all will haftily rerrear, and fill
The warm refounding hollow of their cell.

If once two rival kings their right debarte,
And fa&ions and cabals embroil the fiate,
The peoples a&tions will their thoughts declare;
All their hearts tremble , and beart thick with war 5
Hoarfe broken founds, like trumpers’ harsh alarms,
Run through the hive, and call them to their arms;
Allin a hurry fpread their shiv'ring wings ,
And fir their claws, and point their angry flings 2
In crouds before the king’s pavilion meet,
And boldly challenge out the foe to fight :
At laft, when all the heav’ns are warm and fair,
They rush rogether out, and join ; the air
Swarms thick , and echoes with the humming war.
All in a firm round clufter mix , and firow
With heaps of little corps the earth below
As thick as hail-ftones from the foor rebound ,
Or shaken acorns rattle on the ground.
No fenfe of danger can their kings controul,
Their little bodies lodge a mighty foul :
Each obitinate in arms purfues his blow,
*Till shameful fight fecures the routed foe.
This hot difpute , and all this mighty fray
A lirde duft Aung upward will allay.

But when borh kings are ferrled in theichive,
Mark him who looks the worft, and left he live
1dle ar home in eale and luxury ,

The lazy monarch muft be doom’d to die;




SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 17
3o lgt the royal infeé rule alone,
And reign withour a rival in his throne.
The kings are diff "rent; one of berezr note
All ipecke with gold , and many a shining fpor,
Looks gay , and gliftens in a gilded coar;
But love of eafe, and floth in one prevails,,
That fcarce his hanging paunch behind him trails 3
The people’s looks are diff "rent as their king’s,
Some fparkle bright , and glitter in their wings;
Others Jook lothfome and difeas’d with floth,
Like a faint traveller, whofe dufty mouch
Grows dry with hear, and fpitsa maukish froth.
The firlt are beft
From their o’erflowing combs , you'll often prafs
Pure lulcious (weets, thar mingling in the glaf
Correét the harshnefs of the racy juice,
And a rich flavour through the wine diffufe.
But when they (port abroad, and rove from home;
And leave the cooling hive, and quic th* unfinisl’d comb
Their airy ramblings are with eafe confin’d ;
Clip their king's wings , and if they ftay behind
No bold ulurper dares invade cheir right,
Nor found a march , nor give the fign for flight.
Let flow'ry banks entice them to their cells,
And gardens all perfum’d with native fmells;
Whers carv’d Priapus has his fix’d abode ,
The robber’s terror, and the feare-crow god.
Wild thyme and pine-trees from their barren hill
Tranfplant, and nurfe them in the neighb’ting foil 5
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Set fruic-trees round , nor ¢'er indulge thy flothy, *

But warter them, and urge their chady growth,
And here , perhaps, were not I giving o'er,

And ftriking fail , and making to the shore,, X

1'd shew whar art the gardner’s toils require,

Why roly Peftum blushes twice a year;

What ftreams the verdant fuccory fupply ,

And how the thicfty plant drinks rivers dry;

What with a chearful green does parfley grace ,

And writhes the bellying cucumber along the twifted grafy

Nor would I pals the foft acanthus o'er,

Ivy , nor myrche-trees that love the shore s

Nor daffadils , chat late from earch’s flow wonib

Unrumple their fwoln buds , and show their yellow bloon
For once I faw in the Tarentine vale,

Where flow Galefus drench’d the washy foil ,

An old Corician yeoman , who had gor

A few negle@ted acres to his lot,

Where neither corn , nor pafture grac'd the field ,

Nor would che vine her purple harvelt yield ;

But fav’ty herbs among the thorns were found ,

Vervain and poppy-flow’rs his garden crown’d ,

And, drooping lillics whiten'd all the ground.

Bleft wich chefe riches he could empires flight,

And when he refted from his toils at night,

The earth unpurchas’d dainties would afford ,

And his own garden furnish out his board

The fpring did ficflt his op’ning rofes blow,

Firft rip’ning autumn bent his fruicful bougln
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When piercing colds had burft the britcle flone,
And freezing rivers ftiffen’d as they run,
He then wonld prane the tender’ft of his trees,
Chide the lare fpring , and ling’ring weftern breeze :
His bees firft Gwarm’d , and made his vellels foam
With the rich fqueezing of the juicy comb.
Here lindens, and the fappy pine increas’d 5
Here,, when gay flow’rs his (miling orchard dre(s'd,
As many bloffoms as the fpring could show,
So many dangling apples mellow’d on the bough.
In rows his ¢lms and knotty pear-trecs bloom,
And thorns ennobled now 1o bear a plumb,
And (preading plane-trees , where fupinely laid
He now enjoys the cool, and quaffs beneath thz shade.
Burt thafe for want of room I muft omit,
And leave for future poets to recite.

Now 1'll proceed their natures to declare
Which Jeve himfelf did on the bees confer;
Becaufe , invited by che rimbrel’s found, L
Lodg'd in a cave, th’ almighty babe they found ,
And the young god nurft kindly under ground.

Of all the wing’d inhabitants of air,

Thefe only make their young their public care ¢

In well-difpos’d focieties they live ,

And laws and Rarutes regulare their hive ;

Nor ftray , like others , unconfin’d abroad ,

But know fer flations , and a fix’d abode :

Each provident of cold in fummer fies

Through fields and woods, to feck for new fupplies,
And in the common flock unlades his thighs.
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Some watch the food , fome in the meadows ply,
Tafte ev’ry bud, and fuck each bloffom dry ;
Whillk others , labring in their cells ac home,
Temper Narciffus’ clammy tears with gum,
For the firflt ground-work of the golden comby
On this they found their waxen works , and raife
The yellow fabric on his glewy bafe. '
Some educate the young, or hatch the feed
With vital warinth , and future nations breed;
Whilft others thicken all the flimy dews,
And into pureft honey wotk the juice ;
Then £ill the hollows of the comb , and fiwell
With lufcious neéar ev’ry flowing cell.
By turns they warch, by rurns with cutious eyes
Survey the heav’ns, and fearch the clouded skies
To find out breeding ftorms, and tell what tem pells rils
By turns they eafe the loaden fwarms, or drive,
The drone, a lazy infeét, from their hive.
The work is warmly ply’d through all the cells,
And {trong with thyme the new-made honey fme_llu::
So in their caves the brawny Cyclops (weart, i
W hen with huge firokes the ftubborn wedge they be:
And all ¢’ unshapen thunder-bolt complear;
Alternately their hammers rife and. fall;
W hillt griping rongs turn round che glowing ball,
With puffing bellows fome the Aames increafe ,
And fome in waters dip che hiffing mafs;
Their beaten anvils dreadfully refound ,
And £rnashakes all o’er, and chunders under groundy

i
“
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‘Thus, if great things we may with fmall compare,,
The buly fwarms their diff*rent labours shate.
Deflire of profic urges all degrees;
The aged infeéts , by experience wife,
Atrend the comb, and fashion ev’ry pare,
Andshape the waxen fret-work out with are
The young at night, returning from their toils ,
Bring home their thighs clog’d with the meadows {poils,
©n lavender , and faffron buds they feed,
On bending ofiers , and the balmy reed ,
From purple vi'l=ts and the reil they bring
Their gather’d fweers, and rifle all the (pring.

All work rogether , all together reft,
The morning {tiil renews their labours paft;
Then all rush out, their diff "rent tasks purfue,
Sit ou the bloom , and fuck the rip’ning dew;
Again when ev’ning warns them to their home,
With weary wings , and heavy thighs they come,
And croud abour the chink , and mix a drow(y hum.
Into their cells at length they gently creep,
‘Chere all the night th=ir peaceful ftation keep ,
Wrapt up in filence, and diffolv’d in fleep.
Nonerange abroad when winds or ftorms are nigh ,
Nor truft their bodiss to a faithlefs sky ,
But make fmall journies, with a careful wing ,
And fly to waterac a neighb’ring fpring 3
And left their airy bodies should be caft
In reftlefs whirls, the fpore of ev'ry blait,
They carry ftones to poife them in theic flight,
As ballaft keeps th” unfieady veflel righe,
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But of all cuftoms that the bees can boaft,
*Tis this may challenge admiration moft 5
That none will Hymen’s {ofter joys approve ,
Nor wafte their fpirits in luxurious love ,
But all a long virginity maintain,
And bring forth young withour a mother’s pain s
From hetbs and flow’rs they pick each tender bee,
-And cull from plants a buzzing progeny ;
From thefe they chufe out fubjeéts , and create
A lirtle monarch of the rifing ftate; g
Then build wax-kingdoms for the infant princey
And form a palace for his refidence,
But often in their journies , as they fly,
On flints they rear their filken wings , or lie
Groviling beneath their flow’ry load , and die,
Thus love of honey can an infeé fire,
And ina fly fuch gen’rous thoughts in(pire,
Yeu by re-peopling their decaying ftate, f
Though {even short (prings conclude their vical dare
Their ancient ftocks etsrnally remaiu ,
And ip an endlefs race the childrens children rei
No proftrate vaflal of the Eaft can more
With flavish fear his haughry prince adore;
His life unites them alls bur when he dies,
All in Joud tufults and diftraions rife 5
They wafke their honey , and their combs deface ,
And wild confuficn reigns in ev’ry place.
Him all admire, all the great guardian own,
» And croud about his courts, and buzz about his thr
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Oft on their backs their weary prince they bear,
Oft in his canfe embattled in the air,
Vurlue a glorious death, in wounds and war.
Some from fuch inftances as thefe have tanght
» The bees extra& is heav'nly; for they thought
3 The univerfe alive ; and that a foul,
» Ditfus'd throughour the matter of the whele ,
» To all the vaft unbounded frame was giv'n,
= And ran through earth , and air, and fea, and allthe deep
»» That this firft kindled life in man and beaft, [of heay’n;
» Life thar again Hows into this at laft.
» That no compounded animal could die,
» But when diffolv’d , the fpirit mounted high,
» Dwelcin a ftar , end fertled in the sky.
When-e'er their balmy {weets you mean to feize
And rake the liquid labours of the bees,
Spurt draughts of water from your mouth , and drive
A lothfome cloud of fmoak amidft their hive..
Twice in the year ctheir flow’ry toils begin,
And twice they fetch their dewy harvefting
Ongg 'when che lovely Pleiades arife,
And add fresh luftre to the fummer skics s
And once whem haft’ning from the watry fign
Thgy quit their ftation , and forbear to shine,
The bees are prone to rage , and often found
To perish for revenge ; and dic upon the wound,
Their venom'd fting produces aking pains,
And fwells the flesh, and shoots among the veins,
When firlk a cold hard winter’s ftorms arrive,
Aad threarep death or famine to their hiye,
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If now their finking ftate and low affairs

Can move your pity , and provoke your cares,

Fresh burning thyme before their cells convey 5

And cut their dry and husky wax away;

For often lizards feize the lufcious fpoils,

Or drones thar riot on another’s toils :

Oft broods of morhs infeft the hungry (warms,

And oft the furious wafp theic hiye alarms,

With louder bums, and with unequal arms

Or elfe the fpider at their entrance fers

Her fnares, and {pins her bowels inro nets.
When ficknefs reigns ( for they as well as we

Feel all th? effedts of frail morrtality )

By certain marks the new difeafe is (een,

Their colour changes, and their looks are thinj

Their fun’ral rites are formd , and ev’ry bee

With grief arcends the fad felemnicy 5

‘The few difeas’d furvivors hang before

Their fickly cells , and droop about the door,

Or flowly in their hives their limbs unfold ,

Shrunk up with hunger , and benumb’d with cold 5

In drawling hums, the feeble infeés gricve,

And dolzful buzzes eccho through the hive,

Like winds that foftly murmur through the trees ,

Like flames pefit up , or like retiring feas.

Now lay fresh honey near their empty rooms,

In tronghs of hollow reeds , whilft frying gums.

Caft round a fragranr mift of fpicy fumes.

Thus kindly tempt che famish’d fwarm to ear,

And gently reconcile chem to their meag,

Mix
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Mix juice of galls, and wine, thatgrow in time
Condens'd by fire,, and chicken ro a flimeg
To thefe dry’d rofes , thyme and céntry join,
And raifins ripen’d on the Pfythian vine.

Befides , there grows a flow’c in marshy ground ,
1ts name Amellus, eafy to be found ;

A mighty fpring works in its root, and cleaves
The fprouting ftalk , and shews itlelf in leaves =
The flow'r itfelf is of a golden hue,

The leavss inclining ro a darker blue,

The leaves shoot thick about the flow’r, and grow
Tnto a bush , and shade the turf below

The plant in holy garlands often twines

The alrars’polis,, and beaucifies the shrines;

Yes tafte is sharp , in vales new-shorn it grows,
Where Mella’s ftream in watry mazes flows.
Take plenty of its roots, and boil them well
In wine, and heap them up before the cell.

But if the whole ftock fail, and none furyive;
To r2ife new people, and recruic the hive
I'll here the grear experiment declare ,

That fpread th’ Arcadian shepherd’s name fo far.
How bees from blood of flaughrer’d bulls haye fled,
And fwarms amidft the'red corruprion bred.

For where th’ Egyprians yearly fee their bounds
Refresh’d with floods, and fail about their grounds,
Where Perfia borders ; and the rolling Nile
Drives fwiftly down the fiwarcthy Indians’ foil,

*Till into feven it multiplies its fiream ,
And fattens Egype with a fruicful fime :
B
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In this laft pragice all their hope remains,

And long experience juftifies their pains. .
Firlt chen a clofe contraéted fpace of ground ,

With ftraighten’d walls and low buile roof they found;

A narrow shelving light is next affign’d

To all the quarters , one to ev’ry wind 3

Through thefe the glancing rays obliquely pierce ;

Hither they lead a bull that’s young and fierce ,

When two years growth of horn he proudly shows,

And shakes the comely terrors of his brows :

IHisnofe and mouth , the avenues of breath,

They muzzle up, and bear his limbs to death.

With violence to life and fifling pain

He flings and fpurns , and tries to forr in vain,

Loud heavy mows fall chick on ev'ry fide,

*Till his bruis'd bowels burft within the hide.

When dead they leave him rotting on the ground,

With branches , thyme , and caffia , ftrow’d around,

All this is done when ficft the weftern breeze

Becalms the year , and (inooths the troubled feasj

Before the chatt’ring fwallow builds her neft,

Or fields in fpring’s embroidery are dreft.

Mgan while the tainred juice ferments within ,

And quickens as it works : and now are {cen

A wdnd’rous fivarm , that o'er the carcals crawls ,

Of shapelefs, rude , unfinish’d animals.

No legs ac ficfk the infedt’s weight fuftain,

At length it toves its new-made limbs with pain;

Now ftrikes the air with quiv'ring wings , and wies

To lifc its body up , and leatns to tife;

i
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Now bending chighs and gilded wings it wears
Full grown , and all the bee at length appears;
From ey'ry fide the fruicful carcafs pours
Tts fwarming brood , as thick as fummer-show'ss,
Or flights of arrows from the Parchian' bows ,
When twanging ftrings ficlk shoot them on the foes,
Thus have I fung the natare of the bee;
While Cafar, tow'ring to divinity,
The frighted Indians with his thunder aw'd,
And claim’d their homage, and commenc’d a god;
1 flourish’d all the while in arts of peace,
Retir'd and shelrer’d in inglorious eafe =
Twhobefore the fongs of shepherds made,
When gay and young my raral lays 1 play’d,
And fer my Ticyrus beneath his shade.

5 B
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A
9,100 NG .
For St. Ceciria’s Day at Oxforddl

1.

Cao: L1 A, whofe exalted hymns
‘With joy and wonder fill the bleft,
In choirs of warbling feraphimis nd
Known and diftinguish’d from theraft,
Artend , harmonious faint, and fee, w
Thy vocal fons of harmony 3
Atrtend , harmonious faint, and hear our pray fs;
Enliven all our earthly airs ,
And, as thou fing’ft thy God , teach us to fing of thees
Tune ev’ry ftring and ev'ry tongue ,
Be thou the mufe and (ubje& of our fong.
1L
Let all CEciL14’s praife proclaim ,
Employ the echo in her name.
Hark ! how the flutes and trumpets raile,
At bright Cecreia’s name, their lays;
The organ labours in her praife.
Creia’s name does all our numbers grace,
From ev’ry voice the tuneful accents fly,
In foaring trebles now it rifes high ,
And now it finks, and dwells upon the bafe.
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Cicitia’s name through all the notes we fing,
The work of ev’ry skilful tongue ,

The found of ev’ry trembling ftring,

The found and triumph-of our fong.
I1I. !

For ever confecrate the day ,

To mufic and Crciria;

Mufic, the greateft good thar mortals know,
And all of heav’n we have below.

Mufic can noble hints impart,

Engender fury , kindle love;

With unfulpeéed eloquence can move,

And manage all the man with fecret art.
‘When Orpheus ftrikes the trembling Iyre,
The fireams ftand fhill, the flones admire 3

The liffning favages advance ,

The wolf and lamb around him trip,
The bears in aukward meafures leap,
And tygers mingle in the dance.
The moving woods artended as he play’d,
And Rhodope was left without a shade.
IV,
Mufic religious heat infpires,
It wakes the foul , and lifts it high,
And wings it with fublise defires,
And firs it to befpeak the Deity.
Th’ Almigry liftens ro a tuneful tongue ,
And feems well-pleas’d and courted with a fong.
Soft moving founds and heav’nly airs
Give force to ev’ry word , and recommend our pray'ss;
Biij
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YWhen tme-itfelf shall be no more ,
And all things in confufion hurl’d,
Mufic shall then exerr its pow'r 5
And found furvive the ruins of the world ¢
Then faints and angels shall agree
In one eternal jubilee : 35733
All heav’n shall echo with their hymns di\rme 5
And God himfelf with pleafure fee
The whole creation in a chorus join.
CHORUS.
Confecrate the place and day,
To mufic and CEc1v14.
Ler no rough winds approach, nor dare
Invade the hallow’d bounds,
Nor rudely shake the tuneful air,
Nor {poil the feeting founds.
Nor mournful figh nor groan be heard ,
But gladnefs dwell on ev’ry tongue
Whilft all , with veice and firings prepar'd ,
Keep up the loud harmonious fong,
And imirate the bleft above,
In joy, and harmony , and love.
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g AN
95 2 R, WA G iy
OF THE GREATEST e

ENGLISH PO ET S,

To Mr. HENRY SACHEVERELL, April 3. 1694

S 1xcE, deareft HARRY, youwill needs requeft

A short account of all the mufe poffeft, [imes,
Thae down from CHAUCER's days to DRYDEN'S
Have fpent their noble rage in British rhimes ;
Without more preface , writ in formal length ,

To [peak the undercaker's want of firength.
lltryto make their [ev’ral beauties known.

And show theirverfesworth, thoughnot my own.

Long had our dull forefathers flept fupine ,
Nor felr the raprures of the tuneful nine;
'Till Chaucer ficlt, a merry batd , arofe,
And many a ftory told in rhime, and profe.
But age has rufted whac the poer writ,
Wora out his language , and obfcur'd his wit
B iy
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In vain he jefts in his unpolish’d ftrain,
And tries to make his readers laugh in vain.

Old Spenfer next, warm'd with poetic rage 5

In ancient tales amus’d a barb’rous age;

An age that yer uncultivate and rude ,

Where-e’er the poet’s fancy led , purfu’d
Through pathle(s fields , and unfrequénted floods,
To dens of dragons, and enchanted woods.
But now the myftic tale, thar pleas’d of yore,
€Can charm an underflanding age no more;

The long-fpun allegories fulfome grow,

While the dull moral lies too plain below.

We view well pleas’d av diftance all the fights
Of arms and palfries , battles, fields, and fights,
And damfels in diftrefs , and courtcous knights.
But when we Jook too near , the shades decay,
And all the pleafing landfcape fades away.

Grear Cowley then ( a mighty genius ) wrote
O'er-run with-wit, and lavish of his thought =
His turns too clofely on the reader prefs :

He more had pleas’d us, had he pleas’d uvs lefs,
©One glitt'ring thought no fooner firikes our eyes
. With filent wonder, bur new wonders rife.

As in the milky-way a shining white

O’cr-flows the heay’ns with one continu’d light ;
That not a fingle ftar can shew his rays ,

Whillt jointly all promote the common blaze.
Pardon, great poet , that I dare to name

Th' unnember’d beautics of thy verfe with bigms 3

A
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Thy fault is only wit in its excefs :
Bue wir like thine in any shape will pleale,
Whar mufe bur thine can equal hints infpire,
And fic the deep-mouth’d Pindar to thy lyre?
pindar , whom others in a labour’d ftrain,
And forc’d expreffion , imitate in vain !
Wellpleas’d in thee he foars with new delight, [ flight.
And plays in more unbounded verfe, and takes a nobler
Bleft man ! whofe fpotlefs life and charming lays
Employ’d the tuneful prelate in thy praife :
Bleft man ! who now shalc be for ever known ,
In Sprat’s fuccefsful labours and thy own.
But Milton next , with high and haughry ftalks,
Unferter’d in majeftic numbers walks 5
No valgar heroe can his mufe engage 5
Nor earth’s wide fcene confine his hallow'd rage.
See! fee! he upward fprings ; and row’ring high
Spurns the dall province of morrality ,
Shakes heav’n’s eternal throne with dire alarms ,
And fets b’ almighty Thunderer in arms.
What-¢’er his pen defcribes I more than fec,
Whillk ev’ry verfe array’d in majefty ,
Bold , and fublims, my whole attention draws,
And feems above the critic’s nicer laws.
How ate you ftruck with terror and delighe,
When angel wich arch-angel copes in fight !
When great Mefliah’s out-fpread banner shines,
How does the charior rattle in bis lines !
What founds of brazen wheels , what thunder , (vare ,
And Rup the readss with the din of war!
By
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With fear my fpirirs and my blood redice,

To fee the feraphs funk in clouds of fire; £
Bur when with eager fteps, from hence I rife, r
And view thy firlt gay fcenes of Paradife; =4

What tongue , what words of rapiure can exprefs

A vifion fo profule of pleafantnefs. ’

©Oh had the poer ne'er profan’d his pen , '

To varnish o’er the guilt of faithlefs men! [ RS

His other works might haye deferv'd applaufe.

Bur now the language can’c fupport the caufe 5

While the clean curtent, though ferene and bright,

Berrays a botom odious to the fight, o
Bur now , my mufe, a fofter ftrain rehearle ,

‘Turn ev'ry line with ait, and fmoothe dhiy verfes

The courtly Waller nexy commands thy lays :

Mufe , tuns thy verfe, with art, to Wallet’s praife,

While tender airs and lovely dames infpire :

Soft melting thoughts, and propagate defire 5

So long shall Waller's ftrains our paffion move, !

And Sachariffa’s beauties kindle love, i

Thy verle , harmonious bard , and flatc'ring fong,

Can make the vanquish’d grear, the coward ftrong.

Thy verfe can-show ev’n Cromiwell’s innecence,

And compliment the ftorms that bore him henez,

Oh had thy mufe not come an age too foon ,

Bur feen great Nassav on the British throne !

How had his triumphs glitter’d in thy page,

And warm’d thee to a more exalred rage!

What fcenes of death and horror had we vizw’d,

And how had Boyne's wide current reck’d 'in blood ¥

s =

5




SEVERAL OCCASIONS, 1%
Or if Maria’s charms thou would it rehearfe , |
In finoother numbers and a fofter verfe; .
Thy pen had well defcrib’d her graceful air,
And Gloriana would have feem’d more fair.
Nor muft Rofcommon pafs negleéted by,
That makes ev’n rules a noble poetry :
Rules whofe deep fenfe and heav’nly numbers show
The beft of critics , and of poets too,
Nor, Denham , muft we e’er forget thy firains,
While Cooper’s Hill commands the neighb’ring plains.
Bug fee where artful Dryden next appears
Grown old in rhime, but charming ev’n in years:
Great Dryden next, whofe :m{ul mufe affords
The fweereft numbers , and :heﬁ%ﬁmo:ds.
Whether in comic founds or tragic aits -~
she forms her voice , she moves our mm B
1f fatire or heroic fbrains she writes ,
Het heroe pleafes ; and her (atire birés,
) From her no harsh unareful numbers fall,
she'wears all dreffes , and she charms in all,
How might we fear our English postry,
That long has fAourish'd should decay with thee
Did not the mufes other hope appear ;-
Harmonious Congreve , and forbid our fege ;
Congreve ! whofe fancy’s unexhaufted ftoge
Has giv’n already much, and promis’d more.
Congreve shall ftill preferve thy fame alive,
4nd Dryden’s mufe shall in his friend furvive.
T'm tir'd with rhiming , and would fain give o'er,
Bar juftice fill demands one labour more :
By
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The noble Montague remains unnam’d,

For wit, for humour, and for judgment fam’d 3

To Dotlet he direéts his aveful mufe,

In numbers fuch as Dorfec’s felf mighe ufe.,

How negligently graceful he unreins

His verfe , and writes in loofe familiar ftrains;

How Nassav’s god-like aéts adorn his lines ,

And all the hero in full glory shines !

We fee his army ferin jult array ,

And Boyne's dy’d waves rtn purple to the fea.

Nor Simois choak’d withmen , and arms , and blood ,
Nor rapid Xanthus’ cmat:d flood ,

Shall longer be thcf*ﬁﬂﬂgheﬁ themes,

Though gods and fﬁ"wn fought promifeuous in thi
Bur now o N. %ﬁc:c: councils rais'd, [ ftreamy,

He u#m, whom before he prais'd.
b sl

Tvedoneat lengthsand now, dear Friend, receiy
The laft poor prefent that my mufe can give,
I leave the arts of poetry and verfe
To them that pradlife them with more fuccefs.
Of greater truths I'll now prepare to tell,
. And [0 at once, dear friend, and mufe, farewell.
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A

LETHER fiom ITALY,

TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

CHARLES Lorp HALIFAX.

In the Year MDCCL
s

i

Salve magnaparens frugum Saturnia tellus,

Magna virim ! tibi res antiqua laudis & artis

Aggredior , fanéfos aufus recludere fontes.
Yire. Georg, 2.

WHILE you , my Lord , the rural shades admire ,
And from Britannia’ public pofts retire,

Nor longer, her ungrareful fons to pleafe,

¥or their advantage (acrifice your eafe 3

Me into foreign realms my fate conveys,

Through naiions fruitful of immortal lays,
Where the foft fealon and inviting clime

Confpire 1 trouble your repofe with thime
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For wherefoe’er T turn my ravish’d eyes ,

Gay gilded (cenes and shining profpedts rife 5

Poetic ficlds encompafls me around ,

And fll 1 feem to tread on claffic ground ;

For here the mufe (o oft her harp has fioung ,

That not a mountain rears its head unfung ,

Renown’d in verfe each shady chicker grows,

And ev'ryfiream in heav’aly numbers flows.
How am I pleas’d ro [earch the hills and woods

For tifing {prings and celebrated floods !

To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courfe,

And trace the {fmooth Clitumnus to his fource,

To fee the Mincio draw %ﬂuy ftore

Through the long windings of a fruitfu! shore,

And hoary Albula’s infefied tide

O'er the wamw fmoaking fulphur glide.
Fird with, a thoufand raprures I furvey

Enda.nnﬂhtaﬂgh flow’ry meadows ftray ,

The kiugof floods ! chat rolling o’er the plains

The tow’ring Alps of half their moifture draivs,

‘And proudly fwoln with a whole winter’s fnows ,

Diftributes wealth and plenty where he flows.
Sometimes , mifguided by the tuneful throng,

I look for fircams immortaliz’d in fong;

Thar loft in filence and oblivion lie ,

( Dumb are their founrains and their channels dry )

Yer run for-ever by the mule’s skill,

And in thefinooth defeription murmur fiill.
Somerimes to gentle Tiber T retire,

And the fanv’d giver's empty shores admire ,
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That deftitute of ftrengrh derives its courfe |
From thrifty urns and an anfruicful fource;
Yer {ung fo often in poeric lays,
With {corn the Danube and che Nile furveyss
50 high the deathlefs mufe exales her theme !
Such was the Boyne , a poor inglorious ftream,
That in Hibernian vales obfcurely firay’d,
And unobferv’d in wild meanders play’d 5
*Till by your lines and Naffau’s fword renown'd ;
Its rifing billows through the world refound,
Where-e'er the heroe’s god-like adts can picrce 5
Or where th: fame of an‘immortal verfle,

Oh could the mufe my ravish’d breaft infpire
With warmch like yours, and raifec an equal fire,
Unnumber’d beauties in my verfe should shine ,
And Virgil’s Traly should yield to mine!

Scechow the golden groves around me fmile ,
That shun the coaft of Britain's flormy ifle,

Or when tranfplanted and preferv’d wich care,
Curfe the cold clime, and ftarve in northern air.
Here kindly warmth their mounting juice ferments
To nobler raftes, and more exalred fcents :

Ev'n the rough rocks with tender myrc'e bloom »
And trodden weeds fend out a rich perfume.

Bzar me, fome God , to Baia’s gentle feats,

Or cover me in Umbria’s green retrears s

Whire weftern gales érernally refide,

And all the feafons lavish all their pride;
Bloffoms, and fruits, and flow'rs together rife ,
And the whole year in gay confufion lics,
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Immortal glories in my mind revive,

And in my foul a thoufand paffions firive ,

When Rome’s exalted beauries I defery

Magnificent in piles of ruin lie.

An amphitheartre’s amazing height

Here fills my eye with terror and delighe,

That on its public shows unpeopled Rome 5

And held uncrouded nations in its womb :

Here pillars rough wich fculprure pierce the skics:

And here the proud rriumphal arches rife,

Where the old Romans deathlefs adts difplay’d,

Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid :

Whole rivets here forfake the ficlds below,

And wond’ring at their height thro” airy channels fow,
Still o new fcenes my wand’ring mufe retires ,

And the dumb show of breathing rocks admires 5

Where the fmooth chiffcl all its force has shown,

And foften’d into flesh the rugged ftone.

In folemn filence , a majeftic band ,

Heroes , and gods ; and Roman confuls ftand ,

Stern tyrants , whom their cruelties renown,

And emperors in Parian marble frown s

“While the bright dames , to whom they humbly fu’d,

still show the charms that their proud hears fubdu’d.
Fain would 1 Raphael's god-like art rehearfe,

And show th’ immortal labours in my verft ,

Where from the mingled ftrengeh of shade and light

A new creation tifes to my fighe,

Such heav’nly figures from his pencil flow ,

So warm with life his blended colours glow.
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From theme to theme with fecrer pleafure toft, i
Amidft the foft varicty I'm loft :
Here pleafing airs my ravish’'d foul confound
With circling notes and labyrinths of found;
Here domes and temples rife ac diftant views,
And op'ning palaces invite my mufe.

How has kind heav’nadorn’d the happy land ,
And featter’d bleflings with a wafteful hand !

But what avail her unexhaufted ftores,

Her blooming mountains, and her funny shores ,
With all the gifts that heav’n and earth imparr,
The fmiles of nature, and the charms of arc,
While proud oppreflion in her vallies reigns,
And tyranny ufurps her happy plains?

The poor inhabitant beholds in vain

The red’ning orange, and the fwelling grain ¢
Joylefs he fecs the growing oils and wines,

And in the myrtle’s fragranc shade repines -
Starves, in the mid{t of nature’s bounty curft,
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft.

0 Liberty , thou goddefs heav’nly bright
Profufe of blifs; and pregmant with delighe !
Erernal pleafures in thy prefence reign ,

And fmiling plenty leads thy wanton train;;

Eas'd of her load fubjeétion grows more light,
And poverty looks chearful in thy fight;

Thou mak'ft the gloomy face of nature gay ,
Giv’ft beaury to the fun, and pleafure to the day.

Thee goddefs , thee , Britanni®’s ifle adores;
How has she oft exhaufted all her flores,
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How oft in fields of death thy prefence foughe,

Not thinks the mighty prize too dearly boughe!

On foreign mountains may the fun refine

The grape’s foft juice , and mellow it towine,

With citron grovesadorn a diftant foil , -2

And the fat olive fwell with floods of oilz - - 28

We envy not the warmer clime , thac lies

In ten degrees of more indulgenc skies, .

Nor at the coatfenefs of our heav'n repine,

Though o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads shine s

*Tis liberty that crowns Britannia’sifle,

And malkes her barren rocks and her bleak mountains (il
Others with tow’ring piles may pleafe the fight,

And in their proud afpiring domes delight;

A nicer rouch ro the ftrecch’d canvas give,

Or reach their animared rocks to live :

*Tis Britain's care to watch o’er Europe's fate,

And hold in balance cach contending ftare,

To threaten bold prefumpruons kings with war,

And anfwer her affli¢ted neighbour’s pray’r.

The Dane and Swede , rous'd up by fierce alarms ,

Blefs the wife conduét of her pious arms :

Soon as her fleets appear , their terrors ceale,

And all the northern world lies hush’d in peace.
Th’ ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread

Her thunder aim’d at his afpiring head ,

And fain her godlike fons would difunite

By foreign gold , or by domeftic fpice;

But {trives in vain to conquer or divide,

Whom Naffau’s arms defend and counfels guide,
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Fir'd with the name , which I fo oft have found
The diftant climes and diff *rent rongues refound ,
1 bridle in my ftruggling mufe with pain , ) 4
Tharlongs to launch into a bolder firain.
Bur I've already troubled you too long ,
Nor dare attempt a more advent’rous fong,
My humble verfe demands a fofter theme,
A painted meadow , or a purling ftream 5
Unfit for heroes 3 whom immorral lays),
And lines like Virgil's , or like yours , should praife,

2 L " -~
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MILTON’s STILE haraten,
IN A .

TranstAaTION Of 2 STORY

OUT OF THE i
THIRD ZNEID

Lq st in the gloomy horror of the night

‘We ftruck upon the coaft where £rna lies,

* Horrid and wafte , its entrails fravght with fire ,
That now cafts out dark fumes and pirchy clouds ,
Vaft show’ss of ashes hov'ring in the fmoke;
Now belches molten flones and ruddy flame
Incens’d , or rears up mountains by the roots ,
Or flings a broken rock aloft in air.

The bortcom works with fmother’d fire , involy’d
In pefltilencial vapours , ftench and fmoke.

*Tis faid , thar thunder-ftruck Enceladus,
Grov'ling beneath th' incumbent mounrain’s weight
Lies ftrerch’d fupine , eternal prey of Aames;

And when he heaves againft che burning load ,
Relu@ant, to invert his broiling limbs,

A fudden earthquake shoots through all the ifle ,
And £tna thunders dread ful under ground ,
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Than pours out {moke in wreathing curls convolv'd ,
And shades the fun’s bright otb , and blots out day.

Here in the shelter of the woods we lodg’d,
And frighted heard firange founds and difmal yells,
Nor faw from whence they came ; for all the night
A mutky ftorm deep louring o'er our heads’
Hung imminent, that with impervious gloom
Oppos'd itfelf to Cynthia’s filver ray, ;
And shaded all beneash. Buc now the fun
With orient beams had chas’d the dewy night
From earth and heav’n , all nature ftood difclos’d;
When looking on the neighb’ring woods we faw
The ghaftly vifage of a man unknown,
An uncouth feature , meager , pale , and wild 3
Affli&ion’s foul and terrible difmay
Sate in his looks , his face impair'd and worn
With marks of famine , {peaking fore diftrefs
His locks were tangled , and his shaggy beard
Marted wich filth 5 in all chings elfe a Greek.

He ficlt advanc'd in hafte ; buc when he faw
Trojans and Trojan arms , in mid career
Stopt short , he back recoil’d as one furpriz'd :
But foon recov’ring (peed , he ran , he flew
Precipitant , and thus with peteous cries
Qur eats allaild : » By heav’n’s eternal fires,
» By ev'ry God that fits enthron’d on high,
» By this good light , relieve a wretch forlorn,
» And bear me hence to any diftant shore,
» So Imay shun this favage race accurs'd.
» Tis tne, I fought among the Greeks,, thaclare
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» With fword and fire o’errurn’d Neprunian Troy,
s»-And laid che labour of the Gods induft; &
» Forwhich, iffo the fid offence deferves ,

» Plung’d in the deep , for ever let me lis

» Whelm'd under {cas ; if death muft be my d‘mm;
» Ler man inflick it, and I die well pleas’d.

He ended here , and now profufe of tears g
In fuppliant mood proftratc at our feet : i
Webad him fpeak from whence , and what he was;
And how by {trefs of forrune funk thus low {
Anchifes too with friendly afpeét mild
Gave him his hand , fure pledge of amicy;
When, thusencourag’d, he began his tale.

T'm one, fayshe , of poor defcent, my name
Is Achemenides , my country Greece ,

UlyfTes® fad compeer , whe whilft he fled
The raging Cyclops, left me here behind ,
Difconfolate, forlorn; within the cave
He lef me, giant Polypheme’s dark cave ;
A dunggon wide and horrible , the walls
On all fides furr'd with mouldy damps, and hun‘
With clots of ropy gore , and human limbs ,
His dire repalt : himfelf of mighry fize,
Hoarfe in his voice , and in his vifage grim,
Intra&able, that riots on the flesh
Of mortal men , and fwills the vital blood,  *
Him did 1 fee fnarch up wich borrid grafp
Two {prawling Greeks, in either hand a man 3
1 faw him when with huge rempeftuous fway

e dashtand broke them on the grundfil edge ;

1 s
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'The pavement fwam in blood , the walls around
Were fpatter’d o’erwith brains. He lapt the blood ,
And chew’d the tender flesh fiill warm wich life,
That fwell’d and heav’d itfelf amidft his teeth
As fenfible of pain, Nor lefs mean-while
Our chief incens’d , and fludious of revenge,
Plots his deftruction , which he thus effeits.
The giant, gorg'd with flesh , and wine, and blood ,
Lay ftrercli’d ac lengeh and fnoring in hisden, i
Belchingraw gobbets from his maw , o’er-charg’d
With purple wine and cruddled gore confus'd.
We gather’d round , and to his fingle eye,
Thé fingle eye that in his forchead glar'd
Like a full moon , or a broad burnish’d shield ,
A forky faffwe dexeroufly apply’d ,
Which in the fpacious focket turning round ,
Sewopt out the big round gelly from itsorb.
Buc let me not thus interpofe delays;
Fly , mortals , fly this curft detefted race 3
Abundred of the fame frupendous fize,
Ahundred Cyclops live among the hills,
Gigantic brotherhood , thar ftalk along
With horrid ftrides o’er the high mountains tops ,
Enormous in their gait; I'oft have heard
Their voice and tread , oft them as they paft,
sculking and fcouring down ; half dead with fear.
Thrice has the moon wash’d all her orbin light,
Thrice travell'd o’er, in her obfcure fojourn,
The realms of night inglorious , fince I've liv'd
Amidftthefc woods, gleaning from thorns and shrubs
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A wretched fuflenance, Asthus he fpoke, {

We faw defcending from a neighb’ring hill

Blind Polypheme ; by weary fteps and flow

The groping giant with a trunk of pine

Explor’d his way ; around, his woolly flocks

Artended grazing ; to the well-known shore

He bent his courfe , and on the margin ftood,

A hideous monfler , terrible , deform’d 5

Full in the midft of his high front there gap’d

The fpacious hollow where his eye-ball roll’d ,

A ghaftly erifice 5 he rins’d the wound ,

And wash'd away the ftrings and clotted blood

That cak’d within; then flalking through the decp

He fords the ocean , while the topmolt wave

Scarce reaches up his middle fide ; we ftood

Amaz’d be fure , a fudden horror chill

Ran through each nerve, and thrill’d in ev’ry vein,

*Till ufing all the force of winds and oars '

We fped away s he heard us in our courfe,

And with his out-ftrerch’d arms around him grop’d;

Bur finding noughr within his reach , he rais'd

Such hideous shous that all the ocean shook.

Ev’n Iraly, though many a league remore,

In diftant echoes anfwer'd; £wma roar'd,

Through all its inmoft winding cayerns roar’d,
Rous’d with the found , the mighty family

Of one-ey’d brothers haften to the shore,

And gather round the bell'wing Polypheme ,

A dire affembly ! we with eager hafte

Work ev’ry one, and from afar behold
A hoft
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A hoft of giants cov’ring all the shore,
So ftands & foreft rall of mountain oaks
Advanc'd to mighty growth : the travellee
Hears from the humble valley where he rides
The hollow murmurs of the winds that blow
Amidt the bough&, and at adlﬂ:mcc fees
The shady tops of trees upnumber'd rife,
A ftarely profpeét, waving in the clouds.
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Wﬁ 1.2 crouds of princes your deferts proclaini ;
Proud in their number to encoll your name
While emperors to you commir their caufe,
And AxxA’s praifes crown the vaftapplaufe ;
Accept, preac Leader ! what the mufe recitss,
That in ambitious verfc actempts your fights,!
Fir'd and tranfporred with a theme fo new.
Ten thoufand wonders op’ning to my view ,
Shine forth at once ; fieges and frorms appear,
And warsand conquelts fill th’ important year 5
Rivérs of blood I fee , and hills.of flain,
An liad rifing out of one campaign.,

The haughty Gaul beheld , wich fow’ring pride 5
Hisantient bounds-enlarg’d on ev’ry fide,
Pirene's lofty barriers were fubdu'd ,
And in the mid{t of his widg empire ffood ;

C ij
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Auflonia’s fates, the victor to reftrain,
Oppofzd their Alpes and Appenines in vain, bl
Nor found themfelves,with firength of rocks xmmm‘{;'
Pehind their everlafting hills Tecur'd
The rifing Danube its long race began, )
And half its courfe through the new.conqueftsran;
Amaz’d and anxious for har foversign’s fares,
Germania trembled through a hundred ftates;
Grear Leopold himfelf was feiz'd with fear
He gaz'd around , but faw no fuccour near;
He gaz'd and half abandon’d ro.defpair !
His hopes on heav’n, and confidence in pray’r.
To Britain’s queen the narions turn their eyes,
-On her refolves the weltern world relics, .
«Confiding fill , amidft ics dice alarms, q-
In Axna’s councils , and in CHURCHILL'S a.tmle;rj
Thrice happy Britain, from the kingdomsrent =

To fic the guardian of the continent ! 1 ;'-.:I.tl
‘That fees her braveft fon advanc'd fo high, ,a
And fourishing fo near her prince’s eye; L
Thy fay’rires grow not up by fortune’s fport,

Or from the crimes, or follies of a court; Al
On the firm bafis of defert they rife,, i
From long-try’d faich , and friendship’s holy tyssz
Their fov'reign’swell-diftinguish’d fmiles they

Her ornaments in peace, her ftrengthin war;
‘The nation thanks them with a public voice , baiil
By show’rs of bleflings heav’n approves their choicej
Envy itfelf is dumb, in wonder loft, g
Apd fadions ftrive who shall-applaud them'mofts:
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Soon as foft vernal breezes warm the sky,
Britannia’s colours in the zephyrs fly;
Her chicf already has his march begun ,
Croffing the provinces himfelf had won;,
Till the Mofelle , appearing from afar, '
Retards the progrefs of thie moving war,
Deligheful ftream, had nature bid herfall =
In diflant climes , far from theperjur'd Gauly
Burnow a purchafe co the fword she lies,
Her harvefts for uncertain owners rife,
Each vineyard doubtful of its mafter grows,
And toche vi&tor’s bowl each vintage flows. ¢
The difcontented shades of flaughter’d hofts,
Tharwander’d on her banks , her heroes ghofls
Hop'd, when thzy faw Britannia’s arms appeat,
The vengeance due to their grear dearhs was nears -
Our god-like lcader, ere the fiream he paft,
The mighty fcheme of all his labours caft,
Forming the wond®rous year wirhin his thought 3
His bofom glow’d with bartles yer unfoughr.
The longlaborious march he ficlt furveys
And joins the diftant Danube to the Maefe,
Berween whofe floods, fuch pathlefs forefts grow ,
Such mountains rife, fo many rivers fow :
The twil looks lovely in the heroe’s eyes,
And danger ferves but to enhance the prize.
Big with the fate of Europe, he renews
His dreadful courfe , and the prowd foe purfurss :
Tafedted by the burping fcorpion’shear, *© ©
The faliry gales ound his chaf'd templesbear,
C iij
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*Till on the borders of the Maine he finds
Defenfive shadows, and refreshing winds,
Our British youth , with in-born freedom bold 5
Unnumber’d fcenes of fervicude behold,,
Nations of flaves , with tyranny debas’d,
{ Their maker’s image more than half defac’d )
Hourly inftruéed , as they urge their toil,
To prize their queen , and love their native foil.
still ro the rifing fun they take their way
Through clouds of duft, and gain upon the days:
When now the Neckar on its friendly coaft
With cooling &‘rea_ma revives the faindng hoft,
Thar cheatfully ics labours pait forgets , AL
The midnight watches, and the noon-day heats. |
O'er profirate towns and palaces théy'pals ,
{ Now cover'd o'er with weeds , and hid in grafs)
Breathing revenge 3 whilft anger and difdain
Fire ev’ry breaft , and boilinev’ry vein:
Here shatcer'd walls, like broken rocks , from fag
Rile up in hideous views , the guiltof war,
Whilft here the vine o’er hills of ruin climbs,
Induftrious to conceal grear Bourbon’s crimes.
At length the fame of England’s heroe drew
EvucEeN:o to the glotious interview.
Grear fouls by inftin& to each other turn ,
Demand alliance , and in friendship burn ;
A fudden friendship , while with ftretch’d-out rays = ~
They meet each other , mingling blaze with blaze.
Polish’d in mi.;m ,and harden’d in the field,
Renown’d for conqueft , and in council skill'd ,
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Their courags dwells not in a troubled flood
Of mounting fpicits , and fermenting blood 5
Lodg'd itvthe foul , with vireue over-rol'd,
Inflam’d by reafon , and by reafon-cbalid ;.
In hours of peace conrent to be unknown 5
And only in the ficld of batle:shown s -
To fouls like thefe , ih mutnal friendship join’d.,
Hea'n dares encruft the caufe of human-kind.
Britannia’s graceful fons appear’in arms ,
Herharras’d troops the hetoels prefence warms,,
Whilft the high hills and rivers all around ;|
With thund’ring peals of Brirish shonts tefound
Doubling their fpeed they march with freshidelight
Eager for glory , and require the fight.! I
So the ftanch hound the trembling deer purfues 5
And fmells his footfteps in'the tainted dews,
The tedious track unrav’ling by degrees:
Butwhen the fcent comes:warm:in ey’ry breeze, ||
Fir'd arthe néar approach; he'shoots away = 5
On his full firerch ; and bears uponhisfiréy. - ¢
Themarch concludes ; the'warious realms are paft,

Th immortal ScueLeeMBERc appears aclaft:
Like hills 1k’ afpiring ramparts tife on highy
Liks vallies at their feet the trenches lie;
Bat'ries on bart’ries guard each faral pafs,
Threar'ning deftruction'; rows of hollow brafs,
Tube behind rube, the dreadful entrance kecp,
Whilltin their wombs ten thoufand thunders fleep
Great CuRcHILL owns, charm’d with the glorious fight,
Hisniarch) o'er-paid by fuch a promis’d fight.,

Ciy
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The weltern’ fun now shor a fecble ray,
And faintly fearter’d theremains of day
Ev’ning approach’d ;buc obi what hofts of foes |
Were never to behold that ev’ning clafe !
Thick'ning their ranks, and wedg’d in firm array,
The clofe compaéted Britons win their way; |
1n vain the cannon thcir'r.hmng’d war defac’'d 111
With tracks of death , and laid the bartle wafte;
Still prefling forward to the fight they broke ,
Through flames of fulphur , and a night of {moke,
*Till flaughrer’d legions All’d the trench below,
And bore their fierce avengers to the foe.

High on the wotks the mingling hofts engage;
The bartle kindled into tenfold rags . . iR
With show’rs of bullets, and with ftorms of firey
Burns in full fury ; heaps on heaps expire ,
Narions with nationg mix'd confus'dly die,
And loft in one promifcuous carnage lie. |

How many gen’rous Bricons meer theirdoom s
New to the field, and heroes in the bloom! | 1|
*rh? illuftrious yourhs ; that deft their native shorg:
To march where Britons never march’d beforey '
{ O fatal love of fame! O/ glorious hieat !
Only deftru&ive to the brave and great!)
After fuch roilso’ercome, fuch dangers paft,
Stretch’d on Bavarian ramparts breache their laft
But hold , my mufe, mpy no complaints appeary,
Nor blot the'day with an ungrateful tear ¢
While Marrar®& lives , Briannia's ftars difpenfe.
A friendly light , and shine in innocence,

i
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Plunging through feas of blaod his fiery fteed
Where-e'er his friends retire,, or foes fucceed 5
Thofe he fupports, thefe drives to fudden fight,
And turns the yarious fortune of thefight. ¢

Forbear, great man , renown'diin agnis, forbear
To brave the thickeft terrors of the war, -~ ¢
Nor hazard thus , confus’d in crouds of foes,
Britannia’s fafery , and the world’s repoles
Let nations anxious for thy life abate
This fcorn of danger, and conrempe of fare =
Thou livift rior for thyfelfs thy queen demands
Conqueft and peace from thy vidorious hands 3
Kingdoms and empires in thy fortune join,
And Europe’s deftiny depends on'thine.

At length the long-difputed pafs they gain,
By crouded armies fortify’d in vain :
The'war breaks in , the Rerce Bavarians yield,
And fes their camp with Bricish legions fill'd.
So Belgian mounds bear on their shatter’d fides
The fea’s whole weight encreas’d with [welling cides; .
But if the rushing wave a paffage finds, '
Enrag'd by wat'ry moons and warring winds ,
Thz trembling peafant fees his country round
Cover'd with tempefls, and in oceans drown'd.
The few furviving foes difpars'd in flight,
(Refufe of fwords, and gleanings of a fight )
In ev’ry rusling wind the-victor hear,
And MAr1BRO’s form in ev'ry shadow fear,
*Till the dark cope of night with kind embrace
Befriznds the rout ; and covers their difgrace.

Cyv
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To Donawert , with anrefifted force,
The gay victorious army bends its courfe. 2
The growth of meadows ; and the pride of fields,

W hatever (poils Bayaria’s fummer yields |
( The Danube’s great increale) Britannia sharesy |
The food of armies , and fupporc of wars : ol
With magazines of death;, 'deftrucive balls, i

And cannons doom’d to batter Landaw’s walls,
‘The vi&or finds each hidden cavern flor’d,

And tarns their fury on their guilry lord. &
Deluded pringe! how is ihy greatnefs croft, o
And all the gaudy dream of empire loft, )
That proudly fet thee on-a fancy’d throne 5 1ifl

And made imaginary realms thy own ! Ll

Thy troops, that now behind the Danube join,

Shall shortly feek for shelrer from the Rhine,

Nor find it thege : furrounded with alarms,

Thou hop’ft th’ affiftance of the Gallic arms;

The Gallic arms in fafery shalladvance , o

And croud thy flandards with the pow’s of Frange ;-

While to exalt thy doom, th’ afpiring Gaul

Shares thy deftru&ion , and adorns thy fall.
Unbounded courage and compaflion join'd,

Temp'ring each other in the viGot’s mind ,

Alrernately proclaim him good and grear,

And make the hero and the man complear.

Long did he firive th’ obdurartz foe to gain

By proffer’d grace, bur long he ftrove invainj

*Till fi’d at length he thinks it vain to {pare

His rifing wrach, and gives a loofe to war.



SEVERAL OCCASIONS. §9

In vengeance rous’d the foldiec fills his hand

With fword and fire , and ravages the land ,

A thoufand villages ro ashes turns,

In crackling flames a choufand harvefts burns.

To the thick woods the woolly flocks retrear,

And mixe with bell'wing herds confus’dly blear s

Their trembling lords the common shade partake ,

And cries of infants found in ev’ry brake :

The lift'ning foldier fixt in forrow ftands,

Loth to obey his leader’s juft commands;

The leader grieves, by gen’rous pity fway’d ,

To fee his juft commands fo well obey’d.

But now the trumper terrible from far

In shriller clangors animates the war;

Confed’rate drums in fuller confort beat ,

And echoing hills th= loud alarm repear :

Gallia’s proud ftandards , to Bavaria’s join'd ,

Unfurl their gilded lillies in the' wind

The dari}rg prince his blafted hopes renews,

And while the thick embarcled hoft lie views

Strerchd out in deep array, and dreadful length,

His heare dilates, and glories in his ftrength.

The fatal day its mighty courfe began ,

That the griev’d wotld had long defir’d in vain :

States that in cheir new caprivity bemoan’d,

Armics of martyrs that in exile groan'd ,

Sighs from the depth of gloomy dungeons heard ,

And pray’ts in bitternefs of foul preferc'd,

Europe’s loud cries, that providence aflail'd,

And ANgA’s ardent yows, at length prevail'd;
Crj
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The day was come when heav'n defign to show

His care aud condué of the world below. |
Behold in awful march and diead array

The long-exrénded (quadrons shape their way?

Death, inapproaching terrible, imparts

An anxious horror to the braveft hearts

Yet do their beating breafts demand the frife,

And thirft of glory quells the love of life.

No vulgar fears can British minds. controul 3

Hear of revenge , and noble pride of foul, -

O'er-look the foe; advantag’d by his poft,

Leffen his numbars , and contrat his hoft 3

Though fens and floeds peffeft the middle fpace,

That unprovok’d they would have frar’d ro pafs;

Nor fens ner Aoods can ftop Britannia’s bands,

“When ber proud foe rang’d on their borders ftands.
Bur Q, my mufe , what numbers wilt thou fnd:

To fing the furious troops in bardle join’d

Merthinks I hear the drums rumulruous found,

The victor’s shouts and dying groans confound ,, -

The dreadful burft of cannon rend the skies,

And all the thunder of the battle rife. :

>Twas then great Maarsnd’s mighty foul was provd,

‘That, in the shock of charging hofts unmaov'd »

Amidft confufion , hotror , and defpair,

Examin'd all the dreadful fcenes of war;

In peacefitl thought the field of death furvey’d,

To fainting fquadrons fent the timelyaid ,

Infpir'd repuls’d bavalions to engage,,

And tavght the doubtful battel where to rage.
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So when an angel by divine command
With rifing rempefts shakes a guilty land,
Such as of late o’er pale Britannia paft,
Calm and ferene he drives the furious blaft
Apd pleas’d th* Almighty’s orders.to perform ,
Rides in the whirl-wind ; and direéts the ftorm.
But fee the haughty houshold troops adyance !
The dread of Europe, and the pride of France,
The war's whoJe art each private foldier knows ,
And with & gen’ral’s love of conquelt glows;
Proudly he marches on , and void of fear
Lauoghs at the shaking of the British {pear :
Vain infolence ! with native freedom brave
‘The meaneft Briton fcorns the higheft flave;
Contempt and fury fire their fouls by turas,
Each nation’s glory in each warrior burns,
Each fights, asin his arms th’ important day
And all the fare of his grm:’ menatch lay :
A thoufand glorious a&tions that might claim
Trivmphanc laurels, and immoreal fame,
Confus'd i crouds of glorious adions liz,
And troops of heroes undiftinguish’d die.
O Dormer , how can 1 behold thy fare,
And pot the wonders of thy youth relate !}
How canI fee the gay , the brave , thé young ,
Fall in the cloud of war , and lis unfung !
In joys of conqueft he refigns his breath ,
And fill'd with England’s glory , finiles in death.
“The rout begins , the Gallic fquadrons run,
Compell'd in crouds to meet the fate they shun;
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Thoufand of fiery fteeds with wounds rransfix’d
Floating in gore , with dead mafters mix’d,
Midft heaps of fpears and fandards driv’n around,
Lie in the Danube’s bloedy whirk-pools drown’d.
Troops of bold yourths, born on the diftant Saone,;
Or founding borders of the rapid Rhone,
Or where the Seine her flow’ry fields divides,
Or where the Loire through winding vineyards ghdel;-
In heaps the rolling billows fweep away ,
And into Scythian feas their bloated corps convey,
From Blenheim’stow’rs , the Gaul , with wild affright,
Beholds the various havock of the fight 5
His waving banners, that fo oft had ftood
Planted in fields of death, and fireams of blood ,
So wont the guarded enemy to redch,
And rife triumphant in the fatal breach,
Or pierce the broken foe’s remoteft lines,
The hardy veteran with tears refigns.

Unfortunate Tallard ! oh who can name
The pangs of rage, of fotrow , and of shame,,
That with mixt tumault in thy bofom fwell’d ,
When firft thou faw’ft thy bravelt troops repell’d,
Thine only fon pierc’d with a deadly wound ,
Choak’d in his blood , and gafping on the ground ,
Thyfelf in bondage by the viftor kept!
The chief , the father, and the captive wept.
An English mufe is touch’d wich gen’rous woe
And in th’ unhappy man forgets the foe.
Greatly diftreft ! thy loud complaints forbear,
Blame not che turns of fage, and chance of wars

L
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Give thy brave foes their due, nor blush ro owst

The fatal ficld by fuch grear leaders won,

The field whence fam’d Eugenio bore away

Only the fecond honours of the day.

With floods of gore that from the vanquish’d fell
The marshes ftaghare , and the rivers fwell.
Mounains of flain lie heap’d upon the ground,
Or, midft the roarings of the Danube drown’d;
Whole captive holts the conqueror detains
Inpainful bondage , and inglorious chains
Ev'n thofe who *(cape the fetters and the fword »
Nor feek the fortunes of a happier lord ,

‘Their taging king dishonours , to complear £
Mantsrd's great work , and finish the defear.

From Memminghen’s kigh domes, and Ausburg’s walls,
The diftant battle drives th” infulting Gauls,

Free'd by the terror of the viftor’s name
The refeu’d ftates his great prore&ion claim;
Whilft Ulme th’ approach of her deliv’rer waits
And longs to open her obfequious gates.

The hero’s breaft flill fwells with grear defigns
In ev’ry thoughr the tow’ring genius shines
If to the foe his drzadful courfe he bends,

O'er the wide continent his march extends;
If fieges in his lab’ring thoughts are form'd ,
Camps are affanlted , and an army flormd;
1fto the fight his a&ive foul is bent,

The fate of Europe turns on its event.

What diftanc land , what region can afford
An adtion worthy his yiflorions fword ;
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Where will he next the Aying Gaul defeat,

To make the ferics of histoils complear? g
W here the fwoln Rhine rushing with all its force
Divides the hoftile nations in its courfe, il

While each contrads its bounds, or wider grows,
Enlarg'd or ftraiten’d as the river flows,
©On Gallia’s fide a mighty bulwark ftands, 1
Thatall the wide extended plain commands;
Twice, fince the war was kindled , has he ery'd
The vitor’s rage , and twice has chang’d its fides 3
As ofr whole armies , with the prize o’erjoy’d,
Have the long fummer on its walls employ’d.
Hither our mighty chief his arms direéts, i3
Hence future triumphs from the war expe@ts; i
And , though the dog-ftar had its courfe begun,
Cariies his arms fill nearer to the (un :
Fix'd on the glorious action he forgets 3
The change of feafons, and increafe of heatsy = 11
No toils are painful that can danger show, Mis .
No climes unlovely, that cont#in a foe.: |0
The roving Gaul , to his own bounds ttﬂ.tam'd.;' _
Learns ta encamp within his nativeland,
Burt foon as the victorious hoft he fpies, i
From hill ro hill, from fiream to fiream , he ﬁks <K
Such dire impreflions in his heart remain [
Of Marend's fword , and Hoclter’s faral plain ;-
In vain Britannia’s mighty chief belets
Theirshady coverts,, and obfcure retreats;
They By the conqueror’s approaching fame ,
Thar bears the force of armies in his pame,
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Auftria’s young monarch , whofe imperial fway
Sceptres and thrones are deftin’d to obey,

Whofe boafted anceftry {o high extends,
Thatin the pagan gods his lineage ends,

Comes from afar , in gratitude to own

The great fupporter of his father’s throne ¢
What tides of glory to his bofem ran,

clafp’d in t’ embraces of the god-like man !
How were his eyes with pleafing wonder fix’d , '
To fee fuch fire with fo much (weetnefs mix'd ,
Such ealy greatnefs, fuch a graceful pore,
Soturn’d and finish’d for the camp or court !

Achilles thus was form’d with ev'ry grace,

And Nireus shone but in a fecond place :
Thus the great facher ofialmighry Rome

( Divinely flush’d with an immortal bloom
That Cytherea’s frageant breath beftow'd )
In all the charms of his bright mother glow’d.

The royal youth by MARLe® 0's prefence charn’d,
Taught by his.counfels, by his a&ions warm'd,
On Landau wich redoubled fury falls,

Difcharges all his thunder on'irs walls
O'er mines and caves of death.provokes the fight,
And learns to conquer in the hero’s fight,

The British chief, for mighry toils renown'd ,
Increas'd in titles , and with conquefts crown’d ,
To Belgian coalts his tedious marchirenews ,

And the long windings of the:Rhine purlues,
Clearing its borders from ufurping foss ,
And bleft by refewd nations as he goes.
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Treves feats no more, freed from ics dire alatms;
And Taeibach feels the terror of his arms,
Seated on rocks her proud foundarions shake,
While MarLeRO prefles to the bold atack,
Planss all his bart’ries , bids his cannon roar,

-And shows how Landau might have fall'n befores - (|

Scar’d ar his near approach , grear Louisfeats
Vengeance refery’d for his declining years,
Forgets his thirlt of univerfal (way,
And {carce can teach his fubjeéts to obey 3
His arms hedinds on vain atremprs employ’d 5
Th’ ambitious projeéts for his race deltroy’d ,
The work of ages (unk in one campaign,
And lives of millions facrific'd in vain,
Such are th* effelts of Axna’s royal cares:
By her , Britannia , great in foreign wars,
Ranges through nations, wherefo'er disjoin’d ,
Without the wonted aid of fea and wind.
By her th?’ unfercer’d Thter’s ftates are free,
And rafte the fiveers of English liberty;
But who can tell the joys of thofe that lie
Beneath the conftant influence of her eye!
Whillt in diffufive show’rs her bounties fall
Like heay'n’s indulgence , and defeend onall,
Secure the happy , fuccour the difireft,
Makeev'ry fubjeét glad , and a whole people blefta
Thus would I fain Britannia’s wars rehearfe .
In the fmooth records of a faithful veufe 5
That if fuch numbers can o’er time prevail ,
May tell poftericy the wond’rous tale.
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When actions , unadorn’d , are fainr and weak,
Cities and countries muft be taughe o fpeak ;
Gods may defcend in fadtions from the skies,
And rivers from their oozy beds arife ;
Fiction may decK the truth with fpurious rays,
And round the hero caft a borrow’d blaze.
MARLBRO'Ss exploits appear divinely bright ,
And proudly shine in their own narive light;
Rais’d of themifelves, their genuine charms they boaft,
And thofe who paint them trueft praifcthem moft.
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PROLOGUE
TO THE |
TENDER HUSBAND.*

Spoken by Mr. Wirks,

I 5 the s rite and infancy of farce,

When fools were many , and when plays were fcarce,
The raw unpraéis’d authors could , with eafe,

A young and unexpzrienc’d audience pleafe;

No fingle chara&er had ¢’cr been shown,

Bur the whole hetd of fops was all their own g

Rich in originals, they fet to view,

In ev'ry pitce, a coxcomb that was new.

Bur now our British theatre can boaft

Droles of all kinds, a vaft unthinking hoft

Fruicful of folly and of vice, it shows

Cuckolds, and citts, and bauds, and pimps, and beaux;
Rough-country knights are found of ev'ry shire;

OF ev’ry fashion gentle fops appear;

And punks of diff *rent charafters we meet,

As frequent on the ftage as in the pir.

* A Comedy written by Sir Richard Stzele,
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Our modern wits are forc’d to pick and cull,
And here and there by chance glean up a fool ¢
Long ete they find the peceflary fpark,
They fearch the town, and beat about the park,
Toall his moft frequented haunts reforr,
0ft dog him o the ring , and oft to court :
* Aslove of pleafure , or of place invires :
And fometimes carch him taking fuff ac White’s.
Howe'er , o do you right, the prefent age
Breeds very hopeful monfters for the fage;
hat fcorn the parhis cheic dull forefarhers trod,
And wo'n’t be blockheads in the common road.
Bahubﬁmfcy this cronded houfe to-nighr :
—— Here's flill encouragement for thofe that wntc.
. Our author, to divert his friends to-day,
Stocks with variety of fools his play: -
And thac there may be fomething gay , and new,
Two ladies-crranc has expos'd to view;
The ficft a damfel, travell’d in Romances
. Thetother more refin'dy she comes from France: =
Refeue,like courteous knighrs,the nymph from dangery
And kindly trea, like well-bred men, the firanger.
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"EPILOGUE
TO THE
BRITISH ENCHA.NTERS.f

Wﬁ & & Orpheus tun’d his lyre with pleafing woey
Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow,

While lifning forefts cover’d , as he play’d,

The foft mufician in a moving shade.

That this night’s ftrains the fame fuccefs may find,
The force of magic is to mufic join'd :

Where founding ftrings and artful voices fail =
The charming rod and murter’d {pells prevail.

Let fage Urganda wave the circling wand

On barren mountains , or a walte of fand ,

The defare fmiles; the woods begin to grow,

The birds to warble , and the {prings to flow.

The fame dull fights in the fame landfcape mix'd ,

Scenes of fill life, and points for ever fix'd,

A tedious pleafure on the mind beftow,
“And pall the fenfe with one conrinu’d shoy :

Buc as our two magicians try ctheir skill,

The vifion varies, though the place ftands fill,

A dramatic Poem written by the lord Lanfdewn,
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* yhile the fame fpot its gaudy form remews ,
hifting the profpeét to a thoufand views.
Thus lwi(.hout unity of glace tranfg:eﬂ: )5
‘i fycbanter cuens the critic toa jeft.”

But howfoe'er, to pleafe your wand’ring e}cs 5

Bright obj:&s difappeag,, and brighter rife :
There's none can make amends for loft delight,
While fron that ciscle we divert your fight.
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PROLOGUE:
TO "‘:

PHEDRA axp HIPPOLITUS.‘*;;"

Spoken by Mr. WiLks.

L o w ¢ has a race of heroes ill'd the flage,
That rant by note, and through the gamur rages -
In fongs and airs exprefs their martial fire, '
Combartin wills, and in a fuge expire;
While lull'd by found , and undifturb’d by wir,
Calm and ferene you indolently fir :
And from the dull farigue of thinking free,
Hear the facerious fiddles repartee
Qur home-fpun authors muft forfake the field,
And Shakelpear to the Scarlarti yield.

To your new tafte the poet of this day ,
Was by a friend advis’d ro form his play;
Had Valenrini , mufically coy,
Shun’d Pha=dra’s arms, and fcorn'd the proffer'd joy,

¥ A Tragedy written by Mr, Edmund Smith.
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§r had sot mov'd your wonder to have feen
- An cunuch fly from an enamour'd queen :

How would ic pleale , should she in English (peak ,
And could Hippolitus reply in Greek

Bat he , a firanger to your modish way,

By your old rules mult ftand or fall ro-day,

And hopes you will your foreign tafte command ;

To bear, for once , with what you underftand,
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TR

Sir GODFREY KNELLER,

ON HIS

PictuoreE of the KING,

Kunr.n.,wi:hﬁlenceandrurpdu
We {ee Britannia’s monarch rife ,
A godlike form, by thee difplay’d
In all the force of light and shade ;
And , aw'd by thy delufive hand ,
As in the prefence-chamber ftand.

The magic of thy arr calls forth
His fecree foul and hidden worth,
His probity and mildne(s shows,
His care of friends, and fcorn of foesz
In ey’ry firoke, in ev'ry line,
Does fome exalted virtue shine ,
And Albion’s happinels we trace
Through all the features of his face,
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O may I live to hail che day,
When the glad nation shall furvey
Their Sov'reign , through his wide command ,
Paffing in progrefs o’er the land ¢
Each heartshall bend , and ev'ry voice
Inloud applauding shouts rejoice,
Whilft all his gracious afpeck praife ,
And crouds grow loyal as they gaze.

This image on the medal placed
With its bright round of ritles graced ,
Aund flampt on British coins shall live,
Torichelt ores the value give,
Or, wrought within the curious mould ,
Shape and adorn the running gold.
To bear this form , the genial fun
Has daily , fince his courfe begun,
Rejoic’d the metal to refine,
And ripen’d the Peruvian mine.

Thou , Kneller , long with noble pride,
The foremolft of thy arc, has vied
With natuce in a gen’rous fkrife,
And touch’d the canvas into life.
Thy pencil has, by Monarchs fought,
From reign to reign in ermine wroughe, |
And , in their robes of ftatcarray’d,
The kings of half an age difplay’d.

Here fiwarthy Charles appears, and there
His brocher with dejeéted aic :
Triumphant Naffau here we find ,
And with him bright Maria join'd ;

D ij
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There Anna, grear as when she fent

Her armies through che continent,

Ete yet heér Fiero was difgrac'e :

O may fam’d Brun{wick be the lalt,

( Though heav’n should with my wish agree,
And long preferve thy arcin thee)

The laft, the happieft British king ,

Whom thou shalt painr, or I shall fing!

Wile Phidia:s , thus his skill to prove,
Through many 4 god advanc'd to Jove 3
And taughe the polish’d rocks to shine
With airs and lineaments divine ;

Till Greece , amaz’d , and half-afraid ,
Th'alfembled deities furvey’d.

Great Pan , who wont to chafe the fair,
And lov'd the fpreading oak , was theres
0Old Saturn oo with up-caft eyes
Beheld his abdicated skies
And mighry Mars , for war renown'd ,
In adamantine armour frown’d 5
By him the childle(s goddefs rofe ,
Minerva , ftudious to compofe
Her twifted threads ; the webb she firung ,
And o’er a loom of marble hung :
Thetis , the troubled ocean’s queen
March'd with a mortal , next was feen,
Reclining on a funeral urn ,

Her short-liv'd darling fon to mourn,
The laft was he , whofe thunder {lew
The Titan race, a tebel crew,
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H  OriRe oA G EH

ODE III. BOOK III.

Avcvstus kad a defign to rebuild Troy , and
make it the metropolis of the Roman empire,
having clofetted feveral fenators on the
projeét : HORAcE is fuppofed to have writ-
zen the following Ope on this occafion.

T 1 mn refoly'd and fteady to his truft,
Inflexible to ill, and obitinately jult,

May the rude rabble’s infolence defpife,

Their fenfelefs clamours and tumultuous cries 3
The tyrant’s fiercenels he beguiles,

And the ftern brow , and the harsh voice defies ,
And with fuperior greatnefs (miles,

Not the rough whirlwind , that deforms
Adria’s black gulf, and vexes it with ftorms,
The ftubborn vircue of his foul can move 5
Not the red arm of angry Jove ,

Thar flings the thunder from the sky,
And gives it rage to roar , and firength to fly.

Should the whole frame of nature round him break,
1In ruin and confufion hutl’d ,

He unconcern'd , would hear the mighty crack ,
And ftand fecure amidit a falling world.
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Such were the godlike arrs that led
Bright Pollux to the bleft abodes :
such did for grear Alcides plead ,
And gain’d a place among the gods
Where now Auguftus , mix'd with heroes, lics,
And to his lips the nefar bowl applies: 3
His ruddy lips the purple tin&ure show ,
And with immoreal ftains divinely glow.
By ares like chefe did young Lyacus rife:
His tigers drew him to the skies,
Wild from the defarc and unbroks :
In vain they foam’d , in vain they flar'd,
Invain their eyes with fury glar’d; -
He tam’d them to the lash , and bent them to the yoke,
Such were the paths thac Rome’s great founder ol ,
Whenin 2 whirlwind fnatch’d on high ,
He shook off dull mereality ,
And Ioft the monarch in the god.
Biight Juno then her awful filence broke,
#nd thus th affembled deiries befpoke.
Teoy , fays the Goddefs , perjur'd Troy has fels
The dire effedts of her proud ryrant’s guile;
The tow’ring pile, and foft abodes,
Wall'd by the hand of fervile gods,
Now fpreads its ruins all around ,
And lies inglorious on the ground,
| Anumpire, parrial and unjuft,
Aud a lewd woman’s impious luft,
Lay heayy on her head , and funk her ro the dafk,
Div
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Since falfe Laomedon's tyrannic fway ,
That durft defraud th’ immortals of their pay ,
Her guardian gods renounc’d their patronage ,
Nor would the fierce invading foe repel 3
To my refentments , and Minerva’s rage ,
The guilty king and the whole pzople £l
And now the long protradted wars are o'er,
The {oft adult’rer shines no more ;
No more docs Heétor’s force the Trojans shield,
Thar drove whole armies back , and fingly clear'd thefields
My vengeance fated , I at length refign
To Mars his offspring of the Trojan line;
Advanc’d to godhead let him rife,
And take his ftation in the skies 3
There enterrain his ravish’d Gight
With fcenes of glory, ficlds of light 5
Quaft with the gods immortal wine ,
And fee adoring nations croud his shrine :
The thin remains of Troy's aflited hoft,
In diftant realms may feats unenvy'd find, g
And flourish on a forcign coafts | 3
But far be Rome from Troy disjoin’d ,

Remov'd by feas, from the difaftrous shore , [raa
May endlefs billowsrife between , and ftorms unnumbad
Srill ler the curft detefted place, 4
Where Priam lics , and Priam’s faithlefs race,
Be cover'd o’er with weeds; and hid in grafs,
There let the wanton flocks unguarded firay 3

@r , while the lonely shepherd fings,
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Amidik the mighty ruins play ,
And frisk upon the rombs of kings.
May tigers there , and all the favage kind ,
Sad (olitary haunts , and filent defares find 5
In gloomy vaulcs, and nogks of palaces,
May th® unmolefted lionefs
Het brinded whelps fecurely lay ,
0r, couch’d in dreadful flumbess wafte the day.
‘While Troy in heaps of ruins lies,
Rome and the Roman capitol shall rife ,
Th'illuftrious exiles unconfin’d
Shall triumph far and near , and rule mankind.
1n vain the {ea’s intruding tide
Turope from Afric shall divide,
Aod part the fever'd world in two : .
Through Afric’s fands their triumphs they shall {pread,
Andthe long crain of vidtories purfuc
ToNile's yer undifcover'd head.
Riches the hardy foldier shall defpife,
And look on gold with undefiring cyes ,
Nor the disbowell'd earth explore
Infearch of the forbidden ore s
Thofe glitc'ring ills conceal’d within the mine,
Shall lie uatouch’d , and innocently shine.
Tothe laft bounds that nature fets ,
'ﬂa;lcrcing colds and fulery heats ,
The godlike race shall fpread their arms;
Now fill the polar circle with alarms,
7ill florms and. rempefts their purfuizs canfine 3
Now fweat for conqueft undetneach the line,
Dy
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This only law the victor shall reftrain ,

On thefe conditions shall he reign

If non: his guilty hand employ

To build again a {econd Troy,

If none the rash defign purfue,

Nor tempr the vengeance of the gods ancw.
A curfe there cleaves to the devoted place,

That shall the new foundations raife :

Greece shall in mutual leagues confpire

To ftorm the rifing town with fire,

And at their armies head myfelf will show

WhatrJuno, urg'd to all her rage, can do.
Thrice should Apollo’s felf the city raife

And line it round with walls of brafs,

Thrice should my fav’rite Grecks his works confound,

And hew the shining fabric to the ground

* ‘Thrice should her captive dames to Greece returmn,

And their dead fons and flanghter’d husbands mours,
Bur hold , my mufe , forbear thy tow’ring flight,

Nor bring the fecrets of the gods to lighr:

In vain would thy prefumptuous verle

Th’ immortal rhetoric rehearfe ;

The mighty ftrains , in Iyric numbers bound ,

Forget their majefty, and lofe their found.
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METAMORPHOSES.

BOOK IL

The Story of PuAETON

Tue sums bright palace , on high columns rais’d ,
With burnish’d gold and flaming jewels blaz’d 5
“The folding gates diffus’d a filver light ,
de:lh a milder gleam refresh’d the fights
dfpoﬁi!h"d ivory was the cov'ring wrought
The matter vied not with the fculpeor’s thought 4

Forin the porcal was difplay’d on high
L (The work of Vulcan ) a fiticious sky;
A waving fea th’ inferior earth embracd ,
And gods and goddefTes the waters grac'd.
Kgeon here a mighty whale beftrode;
Teiton,, and Protceus (the deceiving God )
3 With Doris here were carv’d , and all her train ,
Soms lofely fwimming in the figur'd main ,
While forne on rocks their drooping hair divide ,
And fome on fishes through the waters glide =
Though various features did the fifters grace ,
A fifter's likenafs was in ev'ry face.

Dvj
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On earth a different landskip courrs the eyes,
Men, towns, and beafts, in diftant profpeds rife,
And nymphs , and fireams, and woods ; and rural dejtis,
O’cr all , the heav’n’s refulgent image shines;
On either gate were fix engraven Gigns.
Here Phaeton, fill gaining on th’ afcent,
To his fulpe&ed facher's palace wenr,
*Till prefling forward through the bright abode,
He (aw ar diftance the illuftrious God.
He faw ar diftance, or the dazzling light
Had flash’d teo ftrougly on his aking fight.
The God fits high, exalted on a throne
Of blazing gems , with purple garments on ;3
The Hours, in order rang’d on either hand ,
And Days, and Months , and Yeass, and Ages, ftand,
Here Spring appears with flow’ry chaplets bound 5
Here Summér in her wheaten garland crown'd;
Here Autumn the rich trodden grapes befmear 3
And hoary Winter shivers in the rear.
Pheebus beheld the youth from off bisthrone . L
Thar eye , which lacks on all , was fix’d on one.
He faw the boy’s confufion in his face ,
Surpriz'd ar all the wonders of the place ;
And cries aloud , » What wants my fon? for know,
» My fon thou art, and I muft call thee fo. !
» Light of the world , the trembling youth replizs,
» Tluftrious patent! fince you dan’t defpife
» The parent’s name, {ome certain token give ,
» That I may Clymene’s proud boaft believe ,
» Nor longer under falfe reproaches gricye,
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The tender fire was touch’d with what he faid ,
And Rung the blaze of glories from his head ,
And bid the youth advance 3 » My fon, faid he ,
» Come to thy father's arms ! for Clymene
» Has told thee true; a2 parent’s name I own
» And deem thee worthy to be call'd my fon.
» As a fure proof, make fome requeft, and I,
» Whate'er it be ; with that requeft comply ;
» By Styx [ fwear , whofe waves are hid in nighc
» And roll impervious to my picrcing fight.
The youth tranfporred , asks without delay ,
To guide the Sun’s bright chariot for a day.
The God repented of the oath he took ,
Foranguish thrice his radiant head he shook :
n My fon, fays he, fome other proof require;
» Rash was my promife , rash is thy defire,
» I'd fain deny this wish which chou haft made,
» Or, what I can’t deny , would fain diffuade.
» Too vait and hazardous the task appears ,
» Nor fuited to thy ftrengt, nor to thy years,
h » Thy lot is morzal , but thy wishes fly
» Beyond the province of mortaliry :
» There is not one of all the gods thar dares
» (However skill'd in other grear atfaiss )
» To mount the burning axle-tree , bur I3
2 Not Jove himfelf , the ruler of the sky ,
o Thac hurls the three-fork'd thunder from above ,
» Dares try his ftrength 5 yer who fo firoug asJove?
» The fteeds climb vp the fiefk afcent with painz
» And when the middle ﬂm’mcm they gain ,
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» If downward from the heav’ns my head Tbow,
» And fee the earth and ecean hang below ,

» Ev’n 1 am feiz’d wich horror and affrighr,

» And my own heatt mifgives me at the fight.

» A mighty downfal ftecps the ev’ning ftage,

» And fleddy reins muft curb the horfes® rage.

» Tethys herfelfhas fear’d to fee me drivin

» Down headlong from the precipice of heav’n.

» Befides, confider what imperuous force

3 Turns ftars and planers in a different courfe

» I fteer againft their morions ; noram I

» Born back by all the current of the sky.

s But how could you refift the orbs thart rofl

» In adverfe whirls, and ftem the rapid pole 2

» But you perhaps may hope for pleafing woods ,
» And ftately domes , and cizies fill'd with gods;
» While through a thoufand fuares your progrefs lies,
» Where forms of ftarry monfters ftock the skies:
3 For, should you hir the doubtful way aright,
» The Bull with ﬁuopin& horns ftands oppolite;
» Next himthe bright Hemonian Bow is firang
» And next, the Lion’s grinning vifage hung :

» The Scorpion’s claws here clafp a wide cxrent,
» And here the Crabs in leffer clafps are bent,

= Nor would you find it ealy to compofe

» The mertled fieeds , when from their noftrils fows
» The feorching fire, that in their entrails glows,
> Ev’n1 their head-firong fury fcarce reftrain ,

» When they grow warm and reftiff to the reia.

o
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# Let not my fon a fatal gift require,
» But, oh!in time , recall your rash defire 5
» You ask a gift that may your parent tell,
» Let thefe my fears your parentage reveal;
» And learn a facher from a father’s care :
» Look on my face ; or if my heart lay bare ,
» Could you but look, you'd read the father chere.
» Chufe our a gift from feas, or earth, or skies,
» For open to your wish all nature lies,
» Only decline this one unequal rask ,
= Fot s a mifchief, nora gift, youask;
» You ask a real mifchief, Phaeton ;
» Nay hang not thus about my neck, my fon:
» I grant your wish , and Styx has heard my voice,
» Chufe what you will , but make a wifer choice.

Thus did the God th* vawary youth advife
But he fiill longs to travel throogh the skics.
When the fond father (for in vain he pleads)
Atlength to the Vulcanian charior leads.
A golden axle did the work uphold , o
Gold was the beam , the wheels were orb’d with golds
The fpokes in rows of filver pleas’d the fight , X
The feat with parti-colour’d gems was bright ;
Apolloshin’d amid the glare of light.
The youth with fecret joy the work furveys
When now the morn difclos’d her purple rays;
The Rars were fled ; for Lucifer had chas’d
The ftars away , and fled himfelf at laft.
Soon as the father faw the rofy morn,
And the moon shining with a blunt:r horn ,
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He bid the nimble Hours wichour delay
Bring forth the fteeds , the nimble Hours obey
From their full racks the gen’rous fteeds reire,
Dropping ambrofial foams , and (horting fire.
still anxious for his fon, the God of day ;
To make him proof againlt the burning ray ,
His temples with celeftial ointment wer,
Of (ov’reign virtue to repel the hear
Then fix’d the beamy circle on his head ,
And ferch'd a deep foreboding figh , and faid ,

3 Take this at leaft , this laft advice , my fon:
» Keep a {tiff rein , and move buz gently on ¢
The courfers of themfelves will run roo faft,
» Your art muft be to moderate their hafte.
» Drive them not on diredly through the skies,
» Bur where the Zodiac’s winding circle lies,
» Along the midmoft Zone ; bur fally forch
» Nor to the diftant fouth, nor ftormy north.
= The horlts’ hoofs a beaten track will show,
» But neither mount too high , nor fink too low,
» That no new fires or heav’n or earth infeft;
» Keep the mid-way , the middle way is beft.
» Nor, where in radiant folds the Serpent twines ,
» Direét your courfe , nor where the Alcar shines.
v Shun both extremes j the reft let fortune guide ,
» And betrer for thee than thyfelf provide !
» See , while I fpeak , the shades difperfe away ,
» Aurora gives the promife of a day 3
» U'm cal™d , nor can I make a longes ftay.

“
-
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» Snatch up the reins 5 or ftill th’artempt forfake ,
» And not my charior, but my counfel rake ,
» While yer fecurely on the earch you ftand ;
» Nor touch the horfes with too rash a hand.
3 Ler me alone to light the world, while you
» Enjoy thofe beams which you may (afely view.
Hnﬁ)_oka in vain ; the youth with ac&ive heat
And fprightly vigour vaules into the feat;
And joys to hold the reins, and fondly gives
Thofe thanks his facher with remorfe receives.

Mean while the reftlefs hotfes neigh’d aloud ,
Breathing our fire , and pawing where they ftood.
Tethys , not knowing what had paft, gave way,
Andall the wafte of heav’n before them lay.
They {pring together out, and fwiftly bear
The flying youth through clouds and yiclding ait;
With wingy (peed outftrip the eaftern wind ,
And leave the breezes of the morn behind.
The youth was light , nor could he fill che fear,
Or poife the chariot with irs wonted weight :
Boras at fea th’unballas’d veflel rides,
Caft ro and fro , the fport of winds and tides 5
S0 in the bounding chariot tofs’d on high ,
The youth is hurry’d headlong through the sky.
Soon as the {teeds perceive it, they forfake
Their flated courfe, and leave the beaten crack,
'i'lge youth was in a maze, nordid he know
‘Which way to turn the reins, or where to go g
Nor would the hotfes, had he known , obey.
Then the Seven Stass firft felr Apollo’s ray ,
And wish’d to dip in the forbidden fea.
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The folded Serpent nexr the frozen pole,

Stiff and benum’d before , began to roll,

And rag’d with inward hear, and threaten'd war ,
And shor a redder light from ev’ry flar;

Nay, and ’tis faid , Bootes too, thac fain

Thou would’ft have fled , tho® cumber’d with thy wain,

Th'unhappy youth then , bending down his head,

Saw earth and ocean far beneath him fpread :

His colour chang’d ; he ftartled at the fight ,

And his eyes darken’d by roo grear a light.

Now conld he wish the fiery fteeds unery’d ,

His birth obfcure , and his requeft deny’d ¢ i
Now would he Merops for his father own ,

And quit his boafted kindred to the Sun.

So fares the pilor , when his ship is toft
In troubled feas, and all ics frecrage loft,

He gives ber to the winds , and in defpair
Secks his laft refuge in the gods and pray’r.

‘What could he do? his eyes, if backward cafty
Find a long pach he had already palt; EL
If forward , ftill a longer path they find : 1
Both he compares , and mealures in his mind
And fometimes cafts an eye upon the ealt,

And fometimes looks on the forbidden weft.

The horfes’names he knew not in the fright 5

Nor would he loofe the reins , nor could he ho[d'amﬁ#
Now all the horrors of the heavns be fpies,

And monltrous shadows of prodigious fize , a
That , deck'd with ftars , lie fcatter’d o’cr the skies,
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There it a place above , where Scorpio bent
1n tail and arms furrounds a vaft extent;
In a wide circuit of the heav’ns he shinss ,
And fills the fjace of two celeftial figns.
Soon as the youth beheld him , vex’d with heat,,
Etandish his fling , and in his poifon (weat ,
Half dead wich fudden fear he drope the reins;
The horfes felt them loofe upon their mains,
And, flying ouc through all the plains above ,
Ran uncontroul’d where-e’er their fury drove ;
Rush'd on the ftars , and through a pathle(s way
Of unknown regions hurry’d on the day.
And pow above , and now below they flew,
Aod pear the earth the burning charior drew.

The clouds difperfe in fumes , the wond’ring Moon
Beholds her brother’s fteeds beneath her own g
The highlands fmoak , cleft by the piercing rays ,
0Or, clad with woods, in their own fewel blaze.
Nexto’er the plains , where ripen’d harvefls grow 5
The running conflagration fpreads below.

But thefe are trivial ills : whole cities burn,
And peopled kingdoms into ashes tuen.

The mountains kindle as the car draws near,
Athos and Tmolus red with fires appear;

Oegrian Hemus ( then a fingle name )

And virgin Helicon increafe the flame;
Tapeus and Octe glare amid the sky ,

And Ida, fpight of all her fountains, dry.
Eryx, and ©thrys , and Citharon , glow;
And Rhodope , no longer cloath'd in fnow;

-
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High Pindus, Mimas , and Parnaffus , fwear,
And AEtna rages with redouble=d heat,
Even Scythia, through her hoary regions warm'd,
In vain with all her native froft was armd.
Cover'd with flames, the tow’ring Appennine,
And Caucafus and proud Olympus , shiney
And , where the long-extended Alpes afpire,
Now ftands a huge continu’d range of fire.

Th'altonish’d youth, where-e’er his eyes could tun,

Beheld the univer(s around him burn :

The world was in a blaze 3 nor could he bear

The fultry vapours and the fcorching air,

Which from below , as from a furnace , flow’d;
And now the axle-tree beneath him glow’d :

Loft in the whirling clouds, that round him broks,
And white with ashes, hov'ring in the fmoke ,
He Aew where-e’er the horfes drove, nor knew
Whither the horfes drove,, or where he flew.

*Twas then , they fay , the fwarthy Moor begun
To change his hue ; and blacken in the fun, -
Then Libya ficlk, of all her moifture draind,
Became a barren wafle, a wild of fand.

The watec-nymphs lament their empty urns,
Beeotia , robb’d of filver Dirce, mourns,
Corinth Pyrene’s wafted (pring bewails,
And Argos grieves whillt Amymone fails.

The floods are drain’d from ev’ry diftanc coalt,
Even Tanais, though fix’d in ice, was loft.
Enrag'd Catcus and Lycormas roar,

And Xanthus fared to be burnt once more.
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thefam'd Meander , that unweary'd firays
Though mazy windings , fmokes in ev’ry maze,
from his lov'd ‘Babylon Euphrates flies;
The big-fwoln Ganges and the Danube rife
la thick’ning fumes , and darken half the skies,
{n flames Ifmenos and the Phafis roll’d ,
hod Tagus Aoaring in his meleed gold.
The fwass , that on Caifter often try’d
Their runeful fongs , now fung their laft, and dy’d.
Thefrighted Nile can off, and under ground
Conceal'd his head , nor can it yet be found =
His feven divided currents all are dry,
And where chey roll'd , feven gaping trenches lie.
Nomore the Rhine or Rhone their courfe maintain ,
NerTiber, of his promis’d empire vain.

Theground , decp-clefr , admits che dazzling ray ,
And ftartles Pluto with the fAash of day.
Thefeas shrink in , and o the fighe difclofe
Wide naked plains , where once their billows rofe;
Their rocks ace all difcover’d , and increafe
Thenumber of the fcatter’d Cyclades.
The fish in sholes abour the bottom creep ,
Nof longer daes the crooked dolphin leap ¢
Ealping for breath , th’unshapen Phoca die ’
Andon the boiling wave extended lie.
Neteus, and Doris wich her virgin train ,
Seckoue the laft recefles of the main 3
Beneath unfathomable depths they faine,
And fecret in their gloomy caverns pant.
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Stern Neptune thrice above the waves upheld

His face , and theice was by the flames repell’d.
The Earth at length, on ev’ry fide embrac’d

With fcalding feas , that floated round her waift,

When now she fele the (prings and rivers come,

And croud within the hollow of her womb,

Up-lifted to the heav’ns her blafted head ,

And clapt her hand upon her brows , and faid 5

(But ficlk, imparient of the fultry heat,

Sunk deeper down , and foughr a cooler fear)

» If you, great King of gods , my death approve,

» And T deferveit, let me die by Jove ;

» If Imuft perish by the force of fire,

» Ler me transfix’d with thunderbolts expire.

» See, whilft I (peak , my breath the vapours choke,

( For nowher face lay wrapt in cloudsof fmoke )™

» Sze my finge'd hair, behold my faded eye,

» And wither'd face, where heaps of cinders lic!

» And does the plow for this my body tear?

» This the reward forall the froits I bear,

» Tortur'd with rakes, and hara(s’d all the year2

» That herbs for cactel daily I renew,

» And food for man, and frank-incenfe for you?

3 Bur grant me guiley ; what has Neprune donet’

» Why are his warters boiling in the fun?

» The wavy empire , which by lot was giv'n,

» Why doesit walte , and furcher shrink from heav'a?

» If T nor be your pity can provoks ,

» Seeyour own heav'as , theheay'ns bcgm to Imehl}
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» Shoulc! once the {parkles catch thofe brighrabodes,
» Deftrution feizes on the heav’ns and gods;
 Atlas become unequal ro his freighe,

» And almoft faincs beneath the glowing weight.

»If heav’n ; and earth, and fea, together burn,

» All muik again into their chaos turn.

» Apply fome (peedy cure, prevent our fate,

» And fuccour natuee , ere it be too late.

she'ceag’d ; for choak’d wichi vapours round her fpread ,
Down to the deepeft shades she funk her head.

Jove call'd to witnefs ev’ry pow’r above,

And even the God , whofe fon the chariot dsoye ,
fhz:'wha: he a@s he is compell'd to do,

Ot univerfal ruin muft enfue.

Strait he afcends the high @therial throne ,

From whence be us'd to dart his thunder down,
Fromwhence his show’rs and ftorms he us’d to pour ,
But now could meet wich neither florm nor show’r.
Then, aiming at the youth, with lifred hand ,

Full ac his head he hurl’d the forky brand ,
1n dreadful thund’rings. Thus th'almighty Site
Snyprers_'d' the raging of the fires with fire.

Atonce from life , and from the chariot driv’n,
Th'ambitious boy fell thunder-ftruck from heav’n.
The horfes ftarted wich a fudden bound,

And flung the reins and chariot to the ground 5
The fludded harnefls from their necks they broke;
Here fell a wheel , and here a Glver {poks,

Here were the beam and axle torn away ;

And, feanser’d o'ex the carsh, the shining fragments lay,
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The breathlefs Phaeron , with flaming hair,
Shot from the chariot, like a falling ftar,

That in a fummer’s ev’ning from the op

Of heav’n dropsdown , or feems at leaft to drop;
*Till on the Po his blafted corps was hurl’d ,
Far from his country , in the weltern world.

. PHAETON's Siffers transformed into Trees,

The Latian nymphs came round him , and amaz'd
On the dead yourh , transfixd with thunder , gaz'd;
And , whilft yer fmoaking from the bolchelay,
His sharter’d body to tomb convey ,

And o’er the tomb an epitaph devile =

3 Here he who drove the Sun’s bright charior liesj

= His father’s fiery fteeds he could not guide,

» Butin the glorious enterprize he dy’d. '
Apollo hid his face , and pin’d for grief,

And, if rhe ftory may deferve belicf,

The (pace of one whole day is faid to run ;

From morn to wonted even, withour a fun 3

The burning ruins , with a fainter ray,

Supply the fun, and counterfeic a day,

A day, thacftill did narure’s face difclofe =

This comfore from the mighty mifchicf rofe.

But Clymene , entag’d with gricf, laments,

And as het grief infpires, her paffion vents :
Wild for her fon, and frantic in her woes,
Wich hair dishevel’d round the wosld she goes
To
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To feck where-e’et his body mighc be calt;
*Tilt , on the borders of the Po, at lalt
The name inferib’d on the new tomb appears,
The dear dear name she bathes in flowing tears ;
Hangs o’er the tomb , unable ro depart,
And bugsthe marble to her throbbing heare,
Her daughters too lament, and figh , and mourn ,
{ A fruitlefs cribuce to their brother’s urn )
And beat cheir naked bofoms , and complain,
And call aloud for Phaeton in vain :
Al the long night their mournful watch they keep ,
And allthe day ftand round the tomb, and weep.
Four rimes , revolving , the full moon return’d 5
Solong the mother , and the daughters mourn'd:
When now the eldeft, Phaethufa, firove
To relt her weary limbs , but could not move;;
Lampetia would have help’d her , but she found
Heelelf with-held , and rooted td-'thc‘ ground 3
A third in wild affli¢tion , as she grieves,
Would rend her hair , bur fills her hand wich leaves -
One fees her thighs cransform’d , another views
Her arms shot out , and branching into boughs.
And now theic legs, and brealts, and bodies ftood
Crufted with bark and hard’ning into woed ;
Buc ftill above were female heads difplay'd,
And mouths , that call'd the motherto their aid,
What could , alas! the weeping mother do 2
Trom this to that with eager hafte she flew,
And kifs'd her (prouting daughrers as they grew.

E
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She tears the bark that to each body cleaves,

And from their verdant fingers firips the leaves s

The blood came trickling, whereshe tors away

The leaves and bark : the maids were heard o fay,

» Forbzar, miftaken parent, oh! forbeary

» A wounded daughter in cach tree you tear;

% Farewell for ever 5. Here the bark increasd,

Clos'd on their faces, and their words fupprefsd,
The new-made trees in tears of amber run,

Which , harden’d into value by the fun,

Diftil for ever on the fireams below :

The limpid fireams their radiant weafure show,

Mix'd in the fand 5 whence the rich drops conyey'd

Shine in the drefs of the bright Latian maid,

T#e transformation of Cycnus into a Swan,
& 1 13k

Cycnus beheld the nymphs transform’d , allyd

To their dead brother , on the morral fide,

In friendship and affeétion nearer bound ;

He left the cities and the realms he own’d ,

Thro® pathlefs fields and lonely shores to range,

And woods , made thicker by the fifters'change.

Whilft here:, within the difmal gloom, alone,

The melancholy monarch made his moan 5

His voice was leffen’d , as he try’d to {peak,

And iffw’d through a long extended neck;

His hair transforms to down , his fingers meeg

Ia skinny films , and shape his oary feet s
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From both his fides the wings and feathers break;
And from his mouth proceeds a blunted beak =
All Cycnus now into a fwan was turn'd ,

Who, flill cememb’ring how his kinfman burn’d ,
To folitary pools and lakes retirss,
And loves the waters as oppos’d to fires.

Mean while Apollo in a gloomy shade
( The native luftre of his brows decay’d}
Indulging forrow , ficksns at the fight
Of his own fun-shine, and abhors the lighe =
The hidden gricfs that in his bofom rife,
Sadden his looKs, and over-caft his eyes,
As when fome dusky orb obftruéis his ray,
And fullics , in a dim eclipfe, the day.

Now fecretly with inward griefs he pin'd,
Now warm refencments to his grief he join’d ,
And now renounc’d his office to mankind.
» E'er ince the birth of time, faid he, I've bota
» A long ungrateful toil withour return;
» Lernow fome other manage, if he dare,
» The fiery fteeds , and mounc the burning carry
» Or, if none elfe , l=x Jove his forrune try,
» And learn to lay his murd’ring chunder by ;
» Then will he own , perhaps , bur own too late,
» My fon deferv’d nor fo fevere a fate,

The gods ftand round him, as he mourns, and pray
He would refume the conduét of the day,
Not let the world be loft in endlefs night :
Jore too himfelf,, defcending from his height ,

Eij
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Excufes what had happen’d jand intreats, ' ¢
Majeftically mixing pray’rs and threats. A
Prevail’d upon at length , again he took i)

"Che harnefs'd fteeds , thar {till with horror shook,
And plies them with the lash , and whips themon,
And , as he whips , upbraids them with his fon, -

The Story of CarysTo. .

i
h < il
The day was fercled inits courfe; and Jove
Walk’d the wide circuitof the heavnsaboveyl
To fearch if any cracks or flaws were madey
Buc all was fafe: the earth he then furvey'd ;
And caltan eye on ev’ry dilf 'rent coalt, ' |
And ev'ry land ; but on Arcadia moft. {
tier fields he cloath’d and chear’d herblafted fdu:e
With running fountains, and wirh fpringinggrifs,
Mo tracks of heav'n’sdeftructive fire remain, |
The fields and woods revive , and narure fmiles agsin,
But as the God walk'd to and fro the carth,
And raig’d the plants, and gave the {pring ies binh,
By chance a fair Arcadian nymph he viewd,
And fele the lovely charmer-in his blood.
The nymph not fpun , nor drefs’d with artful pride;
Her velt was gather'd up, her hair was ty'd ;
MNow in her hand a flender {pear she bore ,
Now a light quiver on her shoulders wore;
To chaite Diana from her youth inclin’d, i
The fprightly warriors of the wood she join'ds
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Dlana too the gentle huntrefs lov'd ,
Norwas chere one of all the nymphs that rov’d
O'cr Menalus , amid che maiden throng,
More favour’d once ; but favour lafts nor long.

The fun now shone in all its ftrength , and drove
The heated virgin panting to a grove;
The grove around a graceful shadow caft: .
She dropt her arrows , and her bow unbrac’d 5
She flung herfelf o the cool grafly bed 5
And on the painted quiver rais’d her head.
Jove faw the charming hunrre(s unprepar’d,
Seech’d on the verdant turf, withour a guard.
» HereTam fafe , he cries, from Juno’s eye :
3 Or should my jealous queen the thefr defery,
» Yet would T venture on a theft like this,
» And ftand her rage for fuch, for fuch a blifs !
Diana’s shape and habit ftraight he took ,
Soften’d his brows , and fmoorh’d his awful look ,
And mildly in a female accent fpoke, '
» How fargs my girl ! How went the morning chai‘n;i!
Towhom the virgin , ftarting from the grafs,
» All-hail , bright Deity , whom I prefer
» ToJove him(elf, tho’ Joye him{clf were here.
The God was nearer than she thoughe, and heard
Well-pleas’d himfelf before himfelf preferrd.

He then falutes her with a warm embrace :
And, ere she half had told the morning chafe,
With love enflam’d , and eager on his blifs ,

smothee’d her words , end ftop'd hor with a kifs 5
E iy
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His kiffes with unwonted ardour glow'd ,
Nor cou!d Diana’s shape conceal the God.
The virgin did whate’er a virgin cou’d;
( Sure Juno muft have pardon’d , had she view'd}
Wich all her might againft his force she ftrove;
But how can mortal maids contend with Jove !
Poflefs'd ar lengeh of what his hearr defie’d,
Back to his heav’ns th’exulting God retir’d.
‘The lovely huntrefs , rifing from the grafs ,
With down-caft eyes , and with a blushing face ,
By shame confounded , and by fear difmay'd ,
Flew from the coverr of the guilty chade,
And almoft, in the tumulc of her mind ,
Left her forgotren bow and shafts behind.
But now Diana , with a {prightly train
Of quiverd” virgins, bounding o’er the plain,
€all’d to the nymph; the nymph began to fear
A fecond fraud , a Jove difguis’'d inher 5
But, when she faw fifter nymphs , fuppreft
Her rifing fears , and mingled with the reft.
How in the look doss confcious guile appear!
Slowly she mov'd ; and loiter’d in the rear;
Mor lightly tripp’d , nor by the Goddefs ran,
As once she us'd, thz foremoft of the train.
#Her looks were flush’d , and fullen was her mien,
That fure the virgin Goddefs ( had she been
Aughe buc a virgin ) muit the guile have feen.
*Tis faid the nymphs fawall, and guefs’d arighcs
And now the moon bad nine times loft her light,
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When Dian , fainting in the mid-day beams ,
Found a cool covert, and refreshing fireams,
That in foft murmurs through the foreft flow'd ,
And a fmooth bed 'of shining gravel show'd:

A covere fo obfeure, and ftreams {o clear,
ThsGoddefs prais’d : » And now no fpies are near,
» Let's fieip , my gentle maids, and wash , she crics.
Pleas’d with the motion , ey'ry maid complies;

Only the blushing huntre(s ftuod confus'd,

And form’d delays, and her delays excus'd s
Invain excos’d ; her fellows round her prefs’d ,
And the relu&aric nymph by force undrefs’d. -
The naked huntrefs all her'shame revealld ,

lnvain her hands the pregnant womb conceal'd;
» fegone ! the Goddefs cries with fern difdain,

» Begone ! nor dare the hallow’d fircam: ro ftain:
Shefled , for ever banish’d from the train,

This June heard , who long had watch’d her time
Topunish the detefted cival’s crime;

The time'was come : for, to enrage her more,
Alovely boy the teeming rival bore,

The Goddefs caft a furicus look ,and ery’d ,
» Itisenough ! I'm fully farisfy'd !
» This boy shall ftand a living mark , to prove
» My husband’sbafenefs , and the ftrumper’s love s
» But vengeance shall awake : thofe guilty charms,
» That drew the Thunderer from Juno’s arms,
n No longer shall their wonted force retain ,
» Nor ylcafc the Gad , nor make the morjal vain,

Eiv
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This faid , her hand within her hair she wound, -
Swung herto earth , and dragg’d her on the ground:
The proftrate wretch lifts up herarms in pray’ey
Herarms growshaggy , and deform’d with hair, |
Her nails are:sharpen’d into pointed claws'z: o
Her hands bear half her weight , and turn to paws;
Her lips , that once could rempt a god , begin '

To grow diftorted in an vgly grin.

And , left the fupplicating brute might reach

The cars of Jove , she was depriv’d of fpeech: |

Her {urly voice thro” a hoarfe paffage came = 1
In favage founds : har mind was fhill the fame. (|

The furry monfter fix’d her eyes above , n R
And heav’d her new unwieldy paws to Jove, 1l 1

And begg'd hisaid withinward groans ; and the |

she could not call him falfe, she thought him fo. © ’

How did she fear to lodge in woodsalone,
And haunt the fields and meadews once her owan !
How ofren would the deep-mouth’d dogs purfue,
Whilft from her hounds the frighted huntrefs flewl
How did she fear her fellow-brutes , and shun
The shaggy bear , though now herfelf was onedl
How from the fight of rugged wolves retize ; + 1
Altkough the grim Lycaon was her fire !

Dut now her fonhad fiftcen fummers told , (1
Fierce at the chafe ; and inthe foreft boldy 00 &
When , as he bear woods inqueit of prey, 1 0 &
He chanc’d to rouze liis mother whete she lays (1 ©
She knew her fon and kepr him in her fight, .+ 1
And fondly gaa'd : the boy wasin a fright ,
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Andaim’d a poinced arrow at her breaft,
And would have flain his mother in the beaft;
But Jove forbad , and fnatch’d them through the air
In whirlwinds up to heav’n , and fix’d them thzre,
‘Where the new confte!lations nightly rife,
And add a luftre to the norchern skies,

‘When Juno {aw the rival in her heighr ,
Spangled with ftars, and circled round with light ,
She fought old Ocean in his deep abodes,
And Tethys ; both rever’d among the gods.
They ask whae brings her there ; » Neler ask , fays she
» What brings me here, heav’n is no place for me.
» You'll fee when night has cover’d all things oer ,
» Jove’s ftarry baftard and triumphant whore
% Ulurp the heav’ns 5 you'll fee them proudly roll
» Intheir new orbs , and brighten all the pole.
» And who shall now on Juno’s alears waic ,
» When thofe she hates grow greaterby her hage?
» lon the nymph a brutal form imprefs’d ,
» Jove to a goddefs has transform’d the bealt 5
» This, this was all my weak revenge could doz
= But lerthe God his chafte amours purfue,
» And , as he a&ed after To's rape,
» Reftore th’adulc’refs to her former shape 3
3 Then may he cafl his Juno off, and lead
» The great Lycaon’s off-fpring to his bed.
» But you, ye venerable pow’rs , be kind ;
» And , if my wrongs a due refenoment find,
» Receive not in your waves cheir futting boams ,
» Not levthe glaring ftrumper taing your ftreams.

Ey
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The Goddefs endzd , and her wishwasgiv’n;
Back she return'd in wiumph up to heav’ng
Her gawdy pzacocks drew her through the skieg,
Their tails were (potted with 2 thoufand epes g
The eyss of Argus on their tails were rang'd,
At the fame time the rayen's colour chang’d,

The Story of Coronis, and Birth af
AEsScULAPIUS,

The raven once in fnowy plumes was dreft ,
“Whire as the whiteft dove’s unfully’d breaft ,
Fair as the guardian of the capitol ,

Soft as the fwan; a large and lovely fowl;
His rongue , his prating rongue had chang’d him quie
To footy blacknefs from the purelt white.
The ftory of his change shall here be told.
In Theffaly chere livid a nymph of old ,
Coronis nam’d; a peerlefs maid she shin’d ,
Confelt the faireft of the fairer kind.
Apollo lov’d her , till her guile he knew,
While true ghe was , or while he thought her true,
Bar his own bird the raven chanc’d ro find
The falfe one with a fecret rival join’d.
Coronis begg’d him to fupprefs the tale ,
But could not with repeated pray’rs prevail.
His milk-white pinions to the God he ply'dz
The bufy daw flew with him, fide by fide ,
And by a thoufand teizing queftions drew
Thimportant fecrer from him as they flew.
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The daw gave honelt counitl , though defpis’d,
And , tedious in her tarde , thus advis'd.
» Stay, filly bird , ch’ill-natur’d rask refufe ,
» Nor be the bearer of unwelcome news.
» Bawarn'd by my example : you difcarn_
3 What sow T am , and whar I was shall learn.
» My foolish honefty was all my crime 5
» Then hear my flory. Once upon a time ,
» The swo-thap’d Eriéthonius bad his birth
» ( Withour a mocher ) from the teeming earth 3
» Minerva nurs’d him , and che infant Jaid
» Within a cheft, of twining offers made.
» The daughters of king Cecrops undertook
» Toguard the chelt, commanded not to look
» On what was hid within, I ftood 1o fee
» The charge obey’d , perch’d on a neighb'ring tree.
» The fifters Pandrofos and Herfe keep
» The firiét command 5 Aglauros needs would peep ,
» And faw the monftrous infant ina frighe,
» And call’d her fifters to the hideous fight 5
» A boy’s (oft shape did to the wailt prevail,
= But the boy ended in a dragon’s tail.
» 1told che ftern Minerva all that pafs’d ,
» Dug for my pains difcarded and difgracd ,
» The frowning Goddefs drove me from her fighr 5
» And for her favoutite chofe the bird of night.
» Be then. no tell-tale ; for I think my wrong
» Enough to reach a hird o hold her ropgue.
» Bur you , pethaps , may think I was remov’d ,
w As never by the heay'nly maid beloy'd -
v
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» BurI wa: lov’d; askPallasif I lye 3 :
» Though Pallas hatz me now , she won't deny ;
» Forl whom in a feather'd shape you view,
» Wasonce a maid ( by heav’n , the ftory’s trus)
» A blooring maid , and a king’s daughrer oo,
» A croud of lovers own'd my beaury’s charms;
» My beaury was the caufe of all my harms;
» Neptune , as on his shores I went to rove,
» Obferv’d me in my walks , and fell in love.
» He made his courtship , he confefs'd his pain,
» And offer’d force when all-his arcs were vaing .
9 Swift he purfud : T ran along the firand ,
w 'Till, (pentand weary’d on the finking fand,
» 1 shrick’d aloud , with cries I f1'd the air;
» To gods and men ; nor god mor man was cheres
» A virgin godde(s heard a virgin's pray’e.
» For,as my arms I lifted to the skies,
» I faw black feathess from my fingersrife;
» 1 firove to fling my garment on the groundy
» My garment turn’d to plumes , and gire me roundy
» My hands to beat my naked bofom try 3
» Nor naked bofom now nor hands, had I.
» Lightly T t;ip:, nor weary as before
» Sunk in the fand , but skim’d along the shore;
» “Till, rifing on my wings , T was prefer'd
» To be the chafte Minerva’s virgin bird &
» Prefer’d in vain! I now am indifgrace s
» Nyéimene the owl enjoys my place.

» On her inceftuous life I need noc dwell,
» (I Leshos fill the horrid tale they well)
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» And of her dire amours you moft have heard ,
» For which she now does pemance in a bird ,
» Thar, confcious of her shame , avoids the light,
» And loves the gloomy cov’ring of the night 5
» The birds , where-¢’er she flutters, fcare away
» The hooting wretch , and drive her from the day.
The raven , urg’d by (uch impertinence ,
Grew paffionate , 1t feems , and took offence,,
And corft the harmlefs daw ; the daw withdrew :
The raven to her injur’d parron flew,
And found him out , and told the fatal rruth
Of falfe Coronis and the favour’d youth.
The God was wroth j the colour left his look,
The wreach his head , the harp his hand forfook 2
His filver bow and feather’d shafts he rook ,
And Jodg'd an arrow in the tender breaft ,
That had fo often ro his own been preft.
Down fell the wounded nymph , and fadly groan’d ,
And poll*d his arrow reeking from the wound ;
And welt'ring in her blood , thus faintly cry’d,
» Ah cruel God ! though I have juftly dy'd ,
» Whart has, alas! my unborn infant done,
» That he should fall , and two expirein one?
This faid , in agonies she ferch’d her breath.
The God diffolves in piry at her death;
He hates the bird thar made her falshood known ,
And hates him(elf for what himfelf had done;
The feather’d shaft , thar fent her to the fates,
And his own hand , that fent the shaft, he bates,
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Fain would he heal the woun®, and eale her pain,
And rries the compafs of his ait in vain.
Soan as he faw the loyely nymph expire, .
The pile made ready , and the kindling fire
With fighs and groans her obfequies he kepr,
And , if a god could weep , the God had wept,
Her corps he kifs'd , and heatv’nly incenfe brought,
And folemniz’d the death him(elf bad wiought.
Bur, Jelt his of *ring should her fate parcake, 1
Spight of th’immortal mixture in his make,
He ript her womb , and fer the child ar large,
And gave him to the centaur Chiron’s charge 3
Then in his fury black’d the raven o'er, -
And bid him prate in his white plugies no more.

OcYRRHOE transformed to a Mare.

3

Old Chiron took the babe with fecretjoy, .
Proud of che chaige of the celeflial boy.
His daughter too , whom on the fandy shore i
The nymph Chariclo to the centanr bore,

With hair dishevel’d on her shoulders came

To fee the child , Ocyrrhoe was her pame;

She knew her father's arts,and could relicar(e
The depehs of prophecy in founding verfe,

Once, as the facred infant she furyey'd ,

The God was kindled in, the raving maid , |
And thus she utter’d her prophetic tsles i 1
» Hail , great phyfician of the world , all hail

fome=
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» Hail , mighty infant , who in years to come
& Shale heal the nations , and defraud the tomb 5
3 Swift be thy growch ! thy triumphs unconfin’d ¢
» Make kingdoms thicker ,and increafe mankind,
» Thy daring art shall animare the dead ,
» And deaw the thunder on thy guilty head:
» Then shalr thou die 5 bur from the dark abode
» Rife up victorious , and be twice a god.
» And thou , my fire , not deftin’d by thy birch
» To turn ro duft, and mix with common carth,
» How wilt thou tofs , and: rave, and long to dic,
» And lquil: thy claim to immortality ! E
» When thou shalr feel , enrag'd with inward pains,
» The Hydra’s venom rankling in thy veins!
» Thegods, in pity, shall conrrad thy dare,
» And give thee over to the pow’r of fare.
Thus , ent’ring into deftiny , the maid
The fecrets of offended Jove betray’d =
More had she flill te [ay ; but now appears
Oppref’d with fobs and fighs , and drown'd in tears.
» My voice , fays she, is gone , my language fails s
» Throtgh ev’ry limb my kindred shape preyails =
» Why did the God this faral gift imparr,
» And with prophetic raptures fwell o heart!
» What new defires are shefe? Ilong to pace
» O'er flow'ry meadows , and to feed on grafs;
» Lhaften to a brute , a maid no more;;
» But why, alas ! am 1 transform’d all o’er 2
» My fire does half a human shape retain ,
» And in his upper parts preferyes the man.
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Her tongue no more diftin& complaines affprds,
But in shrill accents, and mif-shapen words
Pours forch fuch hideous wailings , as declare
The human form confounded in the mare,

*Till by degrees accomplish’d in thebeaft,

She neigh’d our-right , and all the fteed expreft,
Her flooping body on her hands is born ,

Her handsare turn’d to hoofs, and shod i horny
Her yellow trefles ruffle in a mane , 3
And in a flowing tail she frisks her train.

The mare was finish’d in her voice and look,
And a new name from the new figure took. -

The transformation of BATTUS to e
Touch-Stone.

Sore wept the centaur, and to Phacbus pray'dy
Bur how could Pheebus give the centaur aid 2
Degraded of his pow’r by angry Jove ,

In Elis then a herd of beeves he drove;

And weilded in his hand a ftaff of oak ,

And o’er his shoulders threw the shepherd’s cloakj
On feven compadted reeds he vs'd to play,

And on his rural pipe to wafte the day. -

As once , attentive to his pipe he play'd,,

The crafty Hermes from the God convey’d

A drove, that fep’rate from their fellows ftray'd,
'The theft an old infidious peafant view'd ;

{ Th-y call’d lim Bateus in che neighbourheod )
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Hird by a wealthy Pylian prince to feed
His fav’rite mares, and watch the gen'rous breed,
The thievish God fufpeéted him , and took
The hind afide , and thus in whifpers fpoke;
» Difcover not the theft , whoe’er thou be ,
» And take char milk-whire heifer for thy fee.
» Go, ftranger , eries the clown , fecurily on, :
» That ftone shall fooner tell ; and show’d a ftone.

The God withdrew ; but ftraight return’d again,,
In {peech and habit like a country fwain s
And cties our , » Neighbour; haft thou fezn a firay
» Of bullocks amd of heifers pafs chis way 2
» In the recoyeryof my cattle join,
» A bullock and a heifer shall be thine, 1
The peafant quick replies , » You'll find them there
» In yon dark vale: and in the vale they were.
Thedouble bribe had his falfe heart beguil'd :
The God , fuccefsful in the trial , fmil’d;
» And doft thou thus betray mylelf to me 2
» Me to myfelf doft thou betray 2 fays he :
Then 1o a touch-ftone turns che faichlels (py ,
And in his name records his infamy.

The Story of AcLAUROS , transformed
into a Statue.

This done , the God flew up on high , and pat'd
O'er lofey Athens , by Minerva grac'd ,
And wide Munichia ; whilft his eyes furvey
Ailthe valt gegion that bzneath himn lay.
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*Twas now the feaflt when each Athenian maid
Her yearly homage to Minerva paid i

In canifters , with garlands cover’d o'er, ap

High on their heads their myfic gifis they bores

And now , retuning in a folemn/train , 3

The troop of shining virgins fll'd the plain, i
The God well-pleas’d beh:ld the pompous show,

And faw the bright proceffion pafs below; =P

Then veer'd abour , and rook a wheeling flight, - |

An hover'd o’er them : as the (preading kite ,

That (mells che flaughter’d vi€tim from on hsﬂ:,

Flies ar a diftance, if the priefts are migh, 00 )

And fails around , and keeps itin herege;

So kepr the God the virgin choir in view, 5 A

And in flow winding circles round them flews.
As Lucifer excels the meaneft ftar,

Or , as the full-orb’d Phoebe Lucifer ;

So much did Hersé all thereft outvy ,

And gave a grace to the folemnity. :

Hermes was fir'd , as'in the clouds he hung: 04 B

So the cold buller, that with fury flung
From Balearic engines mounts on high, 14

Glows in the whirl , and burns along the sky.
At length he pirch’d upon the ground ; and show'd
The form divine , the features of a god.

He knew their virtue o'er a female heart,
And yet he ftrives to betrer them by are.

He hangs his mantle loofe, and fets to show
The golden edging on the feam below 3
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Adjufts his flowing cutls , and in his hand
Waves , with an air, the fleep-procuring wand ;
The glitc’ring fandals to his feer applies,
And ro each heel the well-trind pinion ties.’

His ornaments with niceftare difplay’d ,
He feeks th’aparement of the royal maid.
The toof was all with polish’d ivory lin'd ,
That, richly mix’d , in clouds of torroife shin'd.
Theee rooms , contiguous, in a range were plac’d,
The midmoft by the beauteous Herst grac'd 5
Her virgin fifters lodg’d on cither fide.
Aglaoros firlt th'approaching God defery™d, .
And, as he crofs’d her chamber , ask’d his name,
And what his bufine(s was , and whence he came.
» Tcome, reply’d the God , from heav’n , to woe
» Your fifter, and to make an aunt of you;
» 1am the fon and meffenger of Jove.
» My name is Mercury , my bufinefs love 5
» Do you , kind damfel , take alover's parc,
» And gain admitcance to your fifter’s heart.

$he ftar’d him in the face with looks amaz'd ,
As when she on Minerva’s fecret gaz'd,
And ask’d a mighty treafure for her hire ,
Aud, till hz brings it , makes the God rerire.
Minerva griev'd to fee the nymph fucceed 3
And now rememb’ring the late impious deed ,
When , difobedient to her ftri& command ,
She touch’d the cheft with an unhallow’d hand 3
In big-fwoln fighs her inward rage exprefs’d ,
That heav'd the rifing £gis on her breaft:
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Then fonght out Envy in her dark-abode,
Defil’d with ropy gore and clots of blood :
Shut from the winds , and frem the whollome skizs
In a deep vale the gloomy dungeon lies ,
Difmal and cold , where nor a bzam of light
Invadesthe winter , or difturbs the night.

Dire@ly to the cave her courfe she fteer'd,
Againft the gates her martizl lance she rear'd 5
The gates flew open , and the fiend appear’d.
A pois’nous morfel in her reath she chew'd ,
And gorg'd the flesh of vipers for her food.
Minerva , loathing , turn’d away Her eye 5
The hideous monfter , rifing heavily ,
Came ftalking forward with a fullen pace , e
And left her mangled offals ou the place. o \
Soon as she faw the Goddefs gay and brighe, \
She ferch’d a groan at fuch a chearful fight.
Livid and meager were her looks , her cye
In foul diftorted glances turn'd awry 5
A hoard of gall her inward parts poffefsd ,
And fpread a greennefs o’er her canker’d breafts
Her teeth were brown with ruft ; and from her tongie
In dangling drops , the firingy poifon hung.
She never finiles but when the wretched wezp
Mor lulls her malice with a moment’s fleep ,
Reftlefs in fpite : while watchful to deftroy,
She pines and fickens atr another’s joy 3
Foe to herfelf, diftrefling and diftreft,
She bears her own tormenver in her brealt,




SEVERAL OCCASIONS. '11%

The Goddels gave ( for sheabhorr'd her fight )
Ashort command 1 »To Athens fpeed thy flight :
» On carft Aglauros try thy urmoft arr,
» And fix thy rankeft venoms in her heart.
This faid , her {pear she push’d againft the ground ,
And mounting from it with an a&ive bound ,
Flew off to heav’n : the hag with eyes askew
Look’d up , and murcer’d curfes as she fAew s
For fore she fretced , and began to grieve
Acthe fucce(s which she her(elf mutt give.
Then takes her ftaff, hung round with wteaths of thorn,
And fails along , ina black whirlwind born,
O'er fields and Aow’ry mezadows : where she fteers
Her baneful coutfe, a mighey blaft appears,
Mildews and blights ; the meadows are defac'd,
The ficlds, che flow’ss, and the whole year laid wafte
On mortals next, and peopled towns she falls,
And breathes a burning plague among their walls,

When Athens she beheld , for arts renown’d,
With peace made happy , and with plenty crown’d,
Scarce could the hideots fiend from tears forbear,
To find our nothing that deferv'd a rear.
Th' apparement now she enter’d , where ar reft.
Aglauros lay , with gentle {lecp oppreit.
To execute Minerva’s dire command ,
She {troak’d rthe virgin with her canker’d hand ,
Then prickly thorns into her breaft convey’d,
That ftung to madne(s the devored maid »
Her fubtle venom flill improves the fmare,
Frets in the blood ; and fefters in the hearc.
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To make the work more fure,, a fcene she drew,
And plac’d before the dreaming virgin’s view
Her fifter’s marriage , and her glorious fate ;
Th' imaginary bride appears in flate <
The bridegroom with tnwonted beauty glows;
For Envy magnifies whate’er she shows.

Full of the dream , Aglauros pin’d away
In rearsall night, in darknefs all che day
Confum’d like ice, thar juft begins to run,
When feebly fmirten by the diftant fun;
Or like unwholfome weeds , that fet on fire
Are flowly walted , and in fmoke expire.
Giv’n up to envy ( for in ev’ry thoughr
The thorns, the venom, and the vifion wrought).
Oft did she call on death, as oft, decreed,
‘Rather than {ee her fifter’s wish (ucceed , 4 )
To tell her awful father what had paft: =)
At lengeh before the door hetfelf shecafl s
And, fitring on the ground with fullen pride,
A paffage to the love-fick God deny'd. i
The God carefs'd, and for admiffion pray’d,
And foorl’d in fofteft words th’ envenom’d maid.
In vain he footh’d : »» Begone! the maid replies,
» Or here I keep my feat, and never rife.
3 Then keep thy fear for ever , cries the God ,
And touch’d the door , wide op’ning to his rod.
Fain would she rife, and ftop him, but she found
Her rrunk roo heavy to forfake the ground;
Her joints are all benumm’d , her hands are ga.'lr,
And mable now appears in ev ry nail. r\
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Ag when a cancer in the body feeds,
And gradual death from limb o limb proceeds;
5o does the chilnefs to each viral parc
Spread by degrees and creeps into-her heate s
*Tis hard'ning ev’ry where ; and (peechlefs grown,
She fics unmov’d , and freezés to a fionz;
Bur flill her envious hue and {ullen mien
Are in the fedentary fgure feen.

Evrora's Rape.

When now the God his fury had allay’d,
And taken vengeance of the flubborn maid ,
From where the bright Athenian turrees rife
) He mounts aloft, and re-afcends che skies.
Jove faw him enter the fublime abodes ,
And , as he mix’d among the ctoud of gods, -
Beckon'd him out, and drew him from the reft,
And in foft whifpers thus his will expreit.
» My rufty Hermes, by whofe ready aid
w» Thy fire’s commands are thro’ the world conveyd ,
» Refume thy wings , exert their urmoft force,
» And ro the walls of Siden fpeed thy courfe;
» Theee find a herd of heifers wand'ring o’er
# The neighb’ring hill, and drive them to the shore .
« Thus (poke the God , concealing hisinrent,
The trufty Hermes on his mefTage went,
And found the herd of heifers wand'ring o'er
Angighb'ring hill , and drove them to the shore;

]
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Where the king’s daughter , with a loyely :
Of fellow-nymphs, was {porting on the plain,
The dignity of empire laid afide, =
(For love bur ill agrees with kingly pride. )
The ruler of cheé skies, the thund’ring God
Who shakes the world’s foundations with
Among a herd of lowing heifers ran ,
Frisk’d in a bull, and bellow’d o'er the plain,
Large rolls of far abour his shoulders clung, B
And from his neck the double dewlap hung,
His skin was whiter than the fnow that lies
Unfully’d by the breath of fouthern skies;
Small shining borns on his curl'd forehead
As rurn’d and polish’d by the workman's
His eye-balls roll’d , not formidably brighe,
Bur gaz’d and languish’d with a gentle lighs,
His cv'ry look was peaceful , and expreft
The foftne(s of the lover in the beaft. -~
Agenor’s royal daughrer, as she play'd
Among the fields, the milk-whire bull fu
And view’d his {potlefs body with delight,
- And at a diftance kepr him in her fight.
At length she pluckd the rifing flow’rs and
The gentle beaft, and fondly ftroak’d his h
He {tood well-pleas’d to rouch the charmi
But hardly could confine his pleafure thete
And now he wantons over the neighb’ring
Now rolls his bedy on the yellow fand5
And now, perceiving all her fears decay’d,
Conics tofling forward to the royal maid;
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Gives her his breaft vo ftroak, and downward turns
His grifly brow , and gently ftops his horns.

1n low’ry wreaths the royal virgin dreft
His bending horns , and kindly clap’d his breaft,
*Till now grown wanton , and devoid of fear,
Not knowing thac she prefs’d the Thunderer,
She plac’d herfe!lf upon his back, and rode
O'er fields and meadows , feated on the God.

He gently march’d along, and by degrees
Left the dry meadow , and approach’d the feas;
Where now he dips his hoofs, and wets his thighs ,
Now plunges in , and carries off the prize.
The frighted nymph looks backward on the shore,
And hears the trembling billows round her roar;
But ftill she holds him faft : one hand is born
Upon his back ; the other gralps a horn :
Her train of ruffling garments fies behind ,
Swells in the air , and hovers in the wind.

Through {tormsand tempefts he the virgin bore,
And lands her (afe on the Diftean shore;
Wheee now, in his divineft form array’d,
In his true shape he caprivates the maid 5
Who gazes on him, and with wond’ring eyes
Beholds the new majeftic figure rife,
His glowing features , and celeflial lighe,
And all the God difcover'd to lier fight.
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~ The Story of Capnus,

I¢n

Wu £ X now Agenor had his daughrer lof Sl
He {ent his fon to featch"qn-'cv’ty coafts. i iie
And fternly bid him to his acms reftore
The darling maid, or fee his face no more,
Bu live an exilein a foreign clime;
Thus was the father pious to a crime.
The reftlefs yourh fearch’d all the wo
But how can Jove in his amours be found?
When tir'd at length wich unfuccefsful toil,
To shun his angry fire and native foil,
He goes a fuppliant to the Delphic dome;
There asks the God what new appointed hof
Should end his wand’rings , and his toils
The Delphic oracles this anfwer give. :
» Behold among the fields a lonely cow,
» Unworn with yokes, unbroken to the plowy
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» Mark well the place where fitft she lays her down ,

» There meafure ouc thy walls, and build thy town ,

» And from thy guide Brotia call the land,

» Inwhich the deftin’d walls and town shall ftand.
No fooner had he left the dark abode,

Big with the promife of the Delphic God

When in the fields the fatal cow he view'd,

Nor gall'd wich yokes, nor worn wich fervitude s

Her gently ar a diftance he purfu’d;

And, as he walk’d aloof, in Gilence pray'd

To the great pow’s whofe counfels he obey'd.

Her way through How’ry Panope she took,

And now , Cephifus, crofs'd thy filver brooks

‘When to the heav’ns her {pacious front she rais’d ,

And bellow’d thrice , then backward turning gaz’d

On thofe behind , ’till on the deftin’d place

she floop’d , and couch’d amid the rifing grafs.
Cadmus falutes the foil , and gladly hails

The new-found mountains, and the namelefs vales,

And thanks the gods , and turns abour his eyé -

To fee his new dominions round him lie;

Then fends his fervants to a neighb’ring grove

For living flreams ,. a facrifice to Jove.

O'et the wide plain there rofe a shady wood

Of aged trees; in its dark bofom {lood

A bushy thicker , pathlefs and unworn,

O'er-run with brambles, and perplex’d with thorn =

Amidft the brake a hollow den was found ,

With rocks and shelving arches vaulted round.

Fij
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Deep in the dreary den, conceal’d from day,

Sacred ro Mars , a mighey dragon lay ,

Bloated with poifon to a monitrous fize;

Fire broke in flashes when he glanc’d his eyes ¢

His tow’ring creft was glorious to behold ,

His shoulders and his fides were fcal’d with gold;
Three tongues he brandish’d when he charg'd his foss
His teeth {tood jaggy in three dreadful rows,

The Tyrians in the den for warer fought,

And with their urns explor’d the hollow vault ¢
From fide to fide their empry urns rebound ,

And roufe the fleepy ferpent with the found,
Straight he beftirs him , and is feen ro rife;

And now with dreadful hiffings fills the skies,

And darrs his forky tongues , and rolls his glaring eyet,
The Tyrians drop their veffels in the frighc, all
All pale and crembling at the hideous fight, '
Spire above fpire uprear’d in air he ftood ,

Apd gazing round him , over-look'd the wood 2
“Then Roating on the ground , in circles roll'd
Then leap’d upon them in a mighty fold.

Of fuch a bulk, and (uch a monfirous fize,
The ferpent in the polar circle lies,

Thar ftrecches over half the northern skies.

In vain the Tyrians on their arms rely,

In vain attempr to fight, in vain to fly

All their endeavours and their hopes are vain; Bt |
Soms die entangled in the winding train ; A
Some are devour'd ; or feel a loathfom death,,

Swoln up with blafls of peftilential breath,
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And new the {corching fun was mounted high ;
1o allits luftre , to the noon-day sky;
When , anxious for his friends, and fill'd with cares,
To fearch the woods th” impatient chief prepares,
A lion’s hide around his loins he wore ,
The well-pois’d jav'lin to the field he bore,
Inur'd to blood 5 the far deftroying dare,
And, the beft weapon , an undaunted heart.

Soon as the youth approach’d the fatal place ,
He faw his fervants breathlefs on the grafs;
The {caly foe amid their corps he view'd,
Basking at eafe , and feafting on their blood.
» Such friends , he cries, deferv’d a longer date

» But Cadmus will revenge , or share their fate.
‘ Then heav’d a flone , and rifing ro the throw,
He fent it in a whirlwind at the foe;
f A tow'r, affaulred by fo rude a firoke,
With all its lofty battlements had shook ;
But nothing here th® unwieldy rock avails,
Rebounding harmlefs from the plaited feales,
That, firmly join’d , preferv’d him from a wound ,
With native armour crufted all around,
The pointed jav’lin more fuccefsful few,
Which at his back the raging warriour threw 3
Amid che plaited fcales it rook its courfe ,
r And in the fpinal marrow fpent its force.
The monfter hifs’d aloud , and rag’d in vain 5
#And writh’d his body to and fro with pain;
And bit the fpear , and wrench’d the wood away 3
: The poinc {lill buried in the magrow lay,
E ij
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And now his rage , increafing with his pain ,

Reddens his eyes, and beats in ev'ry vein:

Churn’d in his teeth the foamy venom rofe,

Whilft in his mouth a blaft of vapours flows,

Such as th” infernal Srygian waters caft ;

“The plancs around him wither in the blaft,

Now in a maze of rings he lies enroll’d ,

MNow all unzavel’d , and without a fold 5

Now, like a torrent, witha mighry force

Bears down the forelt in his boift’rous courfe. =

Cadmus gave back , and on the lion’s fpoil

Suftain’d the sheck, then forc’d him to recoil;

The pointed jav’lin warded off his rage :

Mad with his pains , and furious to engage,

The ferpent champs the ftecl, and bites che fpear,

*Till blood and venom all the point befincar. [

But fill the hure he yet receiv’d was flight;

For , whillt the champion with redoubled might

Strikes home the jav’lin, his retiring foe )

Shrinks from the wound, and difappoints the blow,
The dauntlefs hero fill purfues his ftroke,

And pre(es forward , till a knotry oak

Retards his foe , and flops him in the rear;

Full in his throat he plung'd the fatal (pear,

That in the extended neck a paffage found, l

And piere’d the folid rimber through' the wound.. ’

Fix’d ro the reeling trunk , with many a ftroke ¢

Of his huge tail, he lash'd the fturdy oak;

*Till fpent with toil , and lab’ring hard for breath,

He now lay wwilting in the pangs of death,
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Cadmus beheld him wallow in a flood
Of fwinming poifon 4 intermix’d with blood 5
When fuddenly a fpeech was heard from high,
{The fpesch was heard ; nor was the fpeaker nigh ) .
» Why doft thou thus witly fecret pleafure fée ;
» Infulting man ! what thou thyfelf shaltbe?
Mionishd at the voice ; he flood amaz’d 4
And all around with inward horror gaz'd :
When Pallas fwift defcending from the skies,
Fallas, the guardian of the bold and wife ,
Dids him plow up the ficld , and featrer round
The dfagon’s teeth o’er all the furrow’d greund 5
Then tells the youth how ro his wond’fing cyes
Embattled armics from the field should rife.
He fows the teeth ac Pallas’s command ,
{ And flings the future people from his hand.

The clods grow warm , and crumble where he fows;
And ow the pointed fpears advance in rows;
Nownodding plumes appear ; and shining crefls,
Now the broad shoulders and the rifing breaftss
Oler all che field the breathing harveft fwarms
A growing hoft, a crop of men and arms, ©
* Sothrough the parting fage a figure rears
Its body up , and limb by limb appears
‘ By jult degrees; till all the man arife ,
And in his full proportion firikes the eyes,
i Cadmus furpriz’d ; and ftartled ac the fight
Of his new foes ; prepar’d himfelf for fight &
Whepone cry’d out, » Forbear, fond man, forbeat
» To mingle in alblind promifevous war.
Fiv
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"This faid , he ftruck his brother to the ground,
Hamfdfexpmng by another’s wound 3 5
Nor did the third his conqueft long furvive 2 of
Dying ere {carce he had begun to live. 4
§ The dire example ran through all the ﬁeld, v'a
%Till heaps of brothers were by brothers kil'dg

The furrows fwam in blood : and only five
Of all the vaft increale were lefr alive. ol
Echion one, at Pallas’s command , i

Ler fall the guiltlefs weapon from his hand §

And with the reft a peaceful treaty makes, i

Whom Cadmus as his friends and partners takess
So founds a city on the promis’d earth, T

And gives his new Bazotian empire birth, =

Here Cadmus reign’d ; and now one waultlw
The royal founder in his exile blefs’d : i
Long did he live within his new abodes,
Ally’d by marriage to the deathlefs gods :
And, in a fruitful wife's embracesold,
A long increafe of children’s children told:
Bur no-frail man, however great or high, =
Can be concluded bleft before he die, b
A&zon was the firft of all his race, w T
Who griev’d his grandfice in his borrow’d face;
Condemn’d by ftern Diana to bemoan {
The branching horns, and vifage nor his owny
To shun his once-lov’d dogs, to bound away, |
And from their huntfman to become their preys |
And yet confider why the change was wroughty
You'll ind ivhis misfortunce, not his fanlgy
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Orif afaule, it was the fault of change :
1 For how can guilt proceed from ignorance ?

The Transformation of AcT £0N into a Stag.

1n a fair chace a shady mountain flood ,

Well flor’d with game, and mark’d with trails of blood.
Here did che huntfmen till the hear of day

Purfue the ftag , and load themfelves with prey ;'

When thus AGzon calling to the reft :

» My friends , fays he, our fport is at the beft.

» The {un is high advanc’d,, and downward shades - -
» His burning beams direétly on our heads;

» Then by confent abftain from further fpoils ,

i » Call off the dogs, and gather up the toils;

» And ere to-morrow’s fun begins his race ,

» Take the cool morning to renew the chaces

They all confent , and in a chearful train

The jolly huntfmen , loaden with the flain,

Return in triumph from the fulery plain.

Down in a vale with pine and cyprefs clad,
Refresh’d with gentle winds, and brown with shadej
The cifafte Diana’s private haunt, there ftood
Full in the centre of the darkfome wood
A {pacious grotto, all around o’er-grown
With hoary mofs, and arch’d with pumice-ftones
i " From our its rocky clefrs the ‘waters flow,

§  And cickling fwell invo a lake below. !

Nature had ev’ry Where fo play’d her pare,

Thar ev'sy where she feem’d to yie with arr.
Fvy
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Here the bright Goddefs, toil'd and chaf *d with heat,
WWas wont to bathe her in the cool rerrear.

Here did she now - with all her train refort,
Panuing with heat, and breathle(s from the fporrs
Her armour-bearer laid her bow afide ,

Some loos’d her fandals, fome her veil unty’d 5
Each bufly nymph her proper part undrefts
‘While Crocale , more handy than the reft,
Gather’d her flowing hair, and in a noofe
Bound it together, whillt her own hung loofes.
Five of the more igneble fort by turns

Feech up the water ; and unlade their uens.

Now all undreft the shining Goddefs ftood
When young Aétwon , wilder'd in the wood ,

“To the cool grotr by his hard fate betray'd, .
The fountains fill’d with naked nymphs furvey'd.

The frighted virgins shriek’d ac the furprize,

{ The forelt echio™d with their picrcing cries.)

Then in a buddle round their Goddefs preft =

She proudly eminent above the reft,

With blushes glow’d , fuch blushes as adorn

The ruddy welkin, or the purple mormn

And though the crouded nymphs her body hide,

‘Half backward shrunk y and view’d him from afides
Surpriz’d, at firft she would have foatch’d hexbow,

But fees the cizcling waters round her flow 3 f
Thefe in the hollow of her hand she took, h i
And dash’d them in his face , while thus she fpoke =

» Tell, if thou can’ft, the wondrous fight dx&!o‘d;

» fegoddefs naked o rhy view expos’d.
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This faid , the man begun to difappear
By flow degrees , and ended ina deer;
Arifing horn on cither brow he wears ,,
Aud firerches our his neck, and pricks his ears 3
Roogh s his skin , with fudden hairs o'er-grown ,
His bofom pants with fears before unknown,
Transform®d at length, he flies away in hafte,
And wonders why he flies away fo faft.
Buras by chance, within a neighb™ring brook 5
He faw his branching horns and alter’d look 4
Wretched Aétmon ! in a doleful rone
He try'd to fpeak , bur only gavea groansy
And as he wept , within che war'ry glafs,
He faw the big round drops , with filent pace,
Run trickling down a favage hairy face.
‘What should he do 2 Or feck his old abodzs,
0Ot herd among the deer, and skulk in woods?
Here shame diffuades him , there his fear prevailg,
And each by turns his aking heart affails.

Ashe thus ponders , he behind him {pies
His op’ning hounds , and now he hears cheir criess
A gen’rous pack , or to maintain the chace,
Or fuff the vapour from the fcented grafs.

He bounded off with fear , and fwiftly ran
©'er craggy mountains ,and the flow’ry plain;
Through brakes and thickets forc'd his way , and flew
Through manya ring , wheté orice he did purfue ,
Invain he oft endeavour™d to proclaim
Hisnew misfortune , and to tell his name;

Eyj
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Nor voice nor words the brural tongue fuppliess
From shouting men ,and horas , and dogs , he flies;
Deafen’d and ffunn’d with their promifcuous criss, |
When now the fleereft of che pack, thac preft
Clofe at his heels, and {prung before the reft,
Had faften’d on him , ftraight anosher paic

Hung on his wounded haunch , and held him there,
>Till all the pack came up, and ev'ry hound

Tore the fad huntfman grov’ling on the ground,
Who naw appear’d bur one continw’d wound, .
With dropping teats his bitter fate he moansy
And fills the mountain wich his dying groans. =
His {ervants with a piteous look he fpies, - "¢ 10
And rurps about his fupplicating ‘eyes. ;
His fervants, ignorant of what had chanc'd,

With eager hafte and joyful shouts advancd

And calld their lord AGzon o the game;

He shook his head in anfwer to the name,

He heard , but wish’d he had indeed been gone, !
Or only to have ftood a looker on. 3424
But, to his grief he finds himfelf too near,.

And feels his rav'nous dogs with fury tear: "0
Their wretched mafter panting in a deen.

The B:nl: afBAccl—EUs. ne

AGzon’s {'uﬂ”nngs * a.mi Diana’s rage ,
Did all the thoughts of men and gods engage 5
Some call’d the evils ; which Diana wrought,
Too great, and difproportion’d to the faulc;
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Ochers again efteem’d A&zon's woss

Fit for a virgin Goddefs to impofe.

The hearers into diff'rent parts divide,

And reafons are produc’d on cicher fide,

- Juno alone, of all chat heard the news,
Norwould condemn the Goddefls, nor excufe s
she heeded nor the juftice of the deed,

But joy’d to fee the race of Cadmus bleed 3
For ftilt she kept Europa in her mind,

And, for her fake, detefted all her kind.
Befides, to aggravate her hare , she heard
How Semele, to Jove’s embrace preferr’d,
Was tiow grown big with an immortal load ,
And carry’d in her womb a future god.

Thus rerribly incens’d , the Goddefs broke
Tofudden fury, and abruptly fpoke.

» Are my reproaches of fo fmall a force?

» 'Tis time I then purfue another courfe

» Jeis decreed the guilty wretchishall die,

» If 'mindeed the miftrefs of the sky;

» If rightly {tyl’d among the pow’rs above

» The wife and fifter of the thund’ring Jove,
» (And none can fure a ifter’sright deny )
» Itis decreed the guilty wrerch shall die.

» She boafts an honour I can hardly claim

» Pregnant she rifes to a mother’s names
) » While proud and vain she triumphs in her Jove 5
» And shows the glorious tokens of hislove ;
» Burif Pm ftill rhe miftrefs of the skies,

» By her own lover the fond beaury dis.
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This faid , defcending in a yellow cloud ,
Before the gates of Semele she ftood,

Old Bero#’s decrepit shape she wears,, PR
Her wrinkled vifage , and her hoary hairs 3 .
Whilft in her trembling gait she totrers on ,
And lzaras to tartle in che nurfe’s rone.

The Goddefs , rhus difguis’d in age, beguil'd
With pleafing ftories her falfe fofter-child.
Much did she talk of love , and when she came
To meuntion to the nymph her lover’s name,
Ferching a figh , and holding down her head, |
» 'Tis well, fays she , if all be true that’s faid, \
» Burt truft me, child, I'm much inclin’d tofear
» Some counterfeir in this your Jupicer.

» Many an honeft well-defigning maid ,

» Has been by thefe pretended gods berray’d,
» Bucif he be indeed the thund’ting Jove,

» Bid him , when next he courts the rites of loye;

» Deflcend trivmphant from th’ egherial nﬁy, Tl
» In all the pomp of his diviniry 5 p
»n Encompafs'd round by thofe celeftial chm, b i
2 With which he fills th’immortal Juno’s arms,

Th'unwary nymph , enfnar’d with what she faid,

Defir'd of Jove , when next he fought her bed,

To grant a cerrain gift which she would chufes

» Fear nort, reply’d the God , that I'll refufe

» Whare’er you ask : may Styx confirm my voice,
» Chufe what you will,and you shall have your choice.
» Then, fays the nymph,when next you feck my arms,
» May you defcend in thofe celeftial charms,

I
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» With which your Juno’s bofom you enflame ,
» And il with rranfport heay’n’s immoreal dame.
The God {urpriz’d would fain have fiopt her voice =
Buc he had fworn , and she had made her choice.
To keep his promife he afcends , and shrowds
Hisawful brow in whirlwinds and in clouds;
Whilft all around , in terrible array ,
His thunders ratcle, and his light'nings play.
And yet, the dazzling luftre ro abate,
He fer not ourt in all his pomp and ftate,
€lad in the mildeft light'ning of the skies,
And arm’d with thunder of the fmalleft fize s
Not thofe huge bolts , by which the gianes flain
1ay overthrown on the Phlegrean plain.
/ *Twas of a lefler mould , and lighter weighc;
They call it thunder of a fecond rate.
Ferthe rough cyclops , who by Jove’s command:
Temper'd the bolr, and turn’d it to his hand ,
Work’d up lefs flame and fury in its make,
And quench’d it fooner in the ftanding lake,
Thus dreadfully adorn’d, with horrer bright ,
Thilluftriodt God , defcending from his heigh,
Came rushing on her ina fterm of light.
The morral dame , too feeble to engage
The light’ning’s flashes, and the thunder’s rage ,
Confum’d amidft the glories she defird ,
And in the terrible embrace expir'd.
But, to preferve his off-fpring from the tomb ,
Jove took bim fmoking from the blafted womb 5
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And, if onancient tales we may rely,
Inclos'd th'abortive infant in his thigh. = |
Here , when the babe had all his time. ful&ll‘ﬂ.f "
Ino firflt took him for her fofter-child ; j
Then the Nifeans , in their dark abode,
Nuts'd fecretly with milk che thriving Gods

The transformation of T1 RE

*Twas now , while thefe tranfagions pafton
- And Bacchus thus procur’d a fecond birch,
When Jove, difpos'd o lay afide the weight
Of publick empire , aud the cares of ftare;
Asto his queen in neétar bewls he quaff'd,
» Intruth, fays he, and as he fpoke he laugh’
5 Thefenfe of pleafure in the maleis far’
= More dull and dead , than whatyou f
Juno the truth of wharwas faid deny’d;
‘Tirefias therefore muft the caufe decide;
For he the pleafure of each fexhad ery’d.
It happen’d once , withina shady wood,
Two twifted fnakes he in conjun@ion view'ds
\Vhen with his flaff their flimy folds he bmkn,-
And loft his manhood atthe fatal flroke.
Bur after feven revolving years , he view'd Yo
The felf-fame ferpents in che felf-fame woods
» Andif, fays he, fuch virteinyoulie, + 1
» That hewho dares your flimy foldsunde
» Muft change hiskind , a fecond ftroke T'll iy, :
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Again he ftruck che fnakes, and ftood again
New-fex'd , and ftraight recover’d into man.
Him therefore both the Drities create
The fov’reign umpire in their gramd debates
And he declar’d for Jove 3 when Juno fird ,
Mote than o trivial an affair requic'd ,
Depriv’d him , in her fury, of his fight ,
And Izfr him groping round in fudden night.
Bur Jove ( for fo it is in heav'n decreed ,
That no one god repeal another’s deed 5 )
Irradiates all his foul with inward light,
And with the prophet’s art relieves the want of fight,

The transformation of Ec HO.

Fam’d far and near for knowing things to come,
From him th’enquiring nations fought their doom;
The fair Liriope his anfwers try’d ,

And fieft ch’unerring prophec juftify’d 5

This nymph the God Cephifus had abus’d,

With all his winding waters ciccomfus'd ,

And on the Nereid gor a lovely boy,

‘Whom the foft maids ey’n then beheld with joy,

The tender dame, follicitous to know
Whether her child should reach old age orno,
Confults the fage Tirefias , who replies,

» If e'er he knows him{elf, he furely dies.
Long liv'd the dubious mother in fufpence,
*Till time unriddled all the prophet’s feafe.
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Narciffus now his fixteenth year began 4

Juft turn’d of boy , and on the verge of many

Many a friend the blooming youth care(s’d,

Many a love-fick maid her flame confe(s’d, . &y

Such was his pride, in vain the friend carefed,

The love-fick maid in vain her flame confefsid, ,:
Once , in the woods 5 as he purfu’d the chace, o

The babbling Echo had defcry’d his facey

She, who in others words her filence breaks,

Nor fpeaks herfelf but when another fpeaks,

Echo was then a maid , of {peech bereft, s

Of wonted (peech ; for tho’ her voice was left,

Juno a curle did on her rongue impofe ,

‘To fpore with ev’ry fentence in the clofe.

Full often , when the Goddef(s might have caughy

Jove and her rivals in the very faulr ,

This nymph with {ubtle ftories would delay

Her coming, ’dll the lovers {lipp’d away.

The Gaddefs found out the deceir in rime; -

And then she cry’d , » That tongue, for this thy crime,,

» Which could fo many fubtle tales produce .

» Shall be hereafter but of little ufe.

Hence *tis she prattles, in afainter tone 5

With mimic founds, and accents not her own,
This love-fick virgin, over-joy’d ro find

The boy alone, ftill follow'd him behind 5

When glowing warmly at her near apptoach FIu14A0

A fulphur. blazes at the taper’s touch, t

She long’d her hidden paflion to reveal, i

&ad rell her pains, but had notwords to tell 3 '
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She can’t begin , but waits for the rebound ,
To catch his voice, and to refound the found.

The nymph , when nothing could Narciffus move y
Still dash’d with blushes for her flighted love,
Liv'd in the shady covere of the woods,
In folitary eaves and dark abodes;
Where pining wander’d the rejected fair,
*Till harrafs’d out, and worn away witch caré 5
The founding skeleton , of bloed bereft,
Befides her bones and voice had nothing left.
Her bones are petrify’d , her voice is found
Invanls, where ftill it deubles ev’ry found.

The Story of NaRc1ssUs,

Thus did the nymphs in vain carefs the boy ,
He flill was lovely, but he ftill was coy 3
When one fair virgin of the flighted train
Thus pray’d the gods , provok’d by his difdain.
»Ohmay helove liks me, and love like me in vain?
Rbamnufia pity’d the negleéted fair,
And with juft vengeance anfwer'd to her pray'r.
There ftands a fountain in a dackfovm wood ,
Nor flain’d with falling leaves nor rifing muds;
Vntroubled by the breath of winds it refts,
Unfully'd by the touch of men or beafts §
High bow’ts of shady trees above it grow,
And rifing grafs and chearful greens below.
Pleas'd with the form and coclnefs of the place,
And over-heated by the morning chace,



140 PormMs oN
NarcifTus on the graffy verdure lies:
But whilft within the chryltal fount he trics
To quench his heat, he feels new heats arife;
For as his own bright image he furvey'd ,
He fell in love with the fantaftic shades
And o’er the fair refemblance hung unmov’d,
Nor knew, fond youth ! it was himfelf he loy'd,
The well-turn’d neck and shoulders he deferies,
The fpacious forchead , and the fparkling eyes;
The hands that Bacchus might not fcorn to show,
And hair that round Apollo’s head mighe flow,
With all the purple youthfulnefs of face,
Thar gencly blushes in the wat’ry glafs.
By his own flames confum’d the lover lies,
And gives himfelf the wound by which he dier.
To the cold water oft he joins his lips,
Oft catching at the beauteous shade he dips
His arms , as often from himfelf he flips.
Nor knows he who it is his arms purfue
With eager ‘clafps , bur loves he knows not wha,
Who could, fond youth , this helplefs paffion move?
What kindle in thee this unpiry'd love? v
Thy own warm blush within the water glows,
With thee the colour’d shadow comes and goes,
Its empry being on thy(elf relies;
Step thou afide , and che frail charmer dies.

Still o’er the fountain’s wat'ry gleam he ftood ,
Mindle(s of fleep, and negligent of food ;
still yiewd his face, and languish’d as he view’d.
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At length he rais’d his head , an thus began
To vent his griefs, and tell the woods his pain :
» Youtrecs, fayshe , and thou furrounding grove,
» Who oft have been the kindly (cenesof love,
» Tell me , if e’er within your shades did lie
» A youth fo rorturd , fo perplex’d as 12
» Iwho before me fee the charming fair ,
» Whilfk there he ftands, and yet he ftands not there s
» In fuch a maze of love my thoughts are loft;
» And yet no bulwark'd town , nor diftant coaft,
T » Prefcrves the beauteous youth from being (cen,
»-No mountains rife , nor oceans flow between.
» A shallow warter hinders my embrace 3
» And yet the lovely mimic wearsa face
» That kindly fmiles, and when I bend to join
» My lips to his, he fondly bends to mine.
» Hear, gentle youth , and pity my complaint,
» Come from thy well, thou fair inhabitant,
» My charms an eafy conqueft have obrain’d |,
» O%r other hearts, by thee alone difdain'd.
» But why should T defpair? I’'m fure he burns
» With equal flames, and languishes by turns,
n When-eer T ftoop, he offers ar a kifs,
» And when my arms T ftrecch, he ftrerches his,
» His eye with pleafure on my face he keeps,
» He fmiles my (miles , and when I'weep he weeps.
» When-¢'er I {peak , his moving lips appear
| » To utcer fomething , which T cannot hear,
» Ah wretched me ! I now begin too late
» To find out all che long-perplex’d deceit;
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» It is myfelf I love , myfelf I fee;

The gay delufion is a parc of me,

I kindle up'the fires by which I burn ,

And my own beauties from the well return,
Whom should I court? how urrer my complaine?
Enjoyment but produces my reftraine,

» And roo much plenty makes me die for want.
How gladly would I from myfelf remove!

» And ar a diftance fer the thing I love.

My breaft is warm’d with fuch unufual fire,
1wish him abfent whom T moft defire.

And now I faint wich grief; my fate draws nigh;.
In all the pride of blooming youth I die.
Death will the forrows of my heart relieye.

O might the vifionary youth furvive,

T should with joy my laceft breath refign!
But oh ! I fee his fare involv'd in mine,

This faid , the weeping youth again return'd
To the clear fountain, where again he burn'd.
His tears defac’d the furface of the well,

With circle after circle, as they fell :

And now the lovely face but half appears,
O'er-run with wrinkles, and deform’d wich teans.
» Ah.whither, cries Narciflus, doft chou fly?

» Ler me ftill feed the flame by which I diej

» Ler meftill fee, though I’m no further bleft,
‘Then rends his garment off , and beats his breaft s
His naked bofom redden’d with the blow,

In fuch a blush a purple clulters show;
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Fre yet the fun’s autumnal hearts refine
Their {prightly juice , and mellow it to wine,
The glowing beauties of his breaft he fpics,
And with a new redoubled paffion dies.
Aswax diffolves , as ice begins to run
And trickle into drops before the fun ;
$o meles the youth , and languishes away 3
His beauty withers , and his limbs decay ,
And none of thofe arrradive charms remain ,
To which the flighted Echo fu’d in vain.

she faw him-in his prefent mifery,
Whom , fpight ofall her wrongs , she griev'd to fee.
she anfwer’d fadly to the lover’s moan,
Sigh'd back his fighs , and groan’d to ev’ry groan
» Ah youth ! belov’d in vain , Narciffus cries;
» Abyouth! belov'd in vain , the nymph replies,
» Farewell | fays he : the parting found fearce fell
From his fainc lips , but she reply’d , » Farewell.
Then on th’unwholfome earch he gafping lyes,
'Till death shuts up thofe felf-admiring eyes.
To the cold shades his fitring ghoft rerires ,
And in the Stygian waves itfelf admires.

From him the Naiads and the Dryades mourn 5
Whom the fad Echo anfwers in her curn z
And now the fifter-nymphs prepare his urnj
When, looking for his corps , they only found
A tifing Ralk, wich yellow bloffoms crown'd.
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The Story of PENTHEUS,

This fad event gave blind Tirefias fame, .
Through Greece eftablish’d in a prophet’s name,

Th'un-hallow’d Pentheus only durft deride
The cheated people, and their eyelefs guide,
To whom the prophet in his fury faid ,
Shaking the hoary honours of his head 2
» *Twere well, prefunipruous man, cwere well J!‘gn;hp_
» If thou werr eyelefs too, and blind , like me :
» For the time comes , nay , ’tis already here,.
» When the young God’s folemnities appear;
» Which if thou doft nor witlt jult rires adorn,
» Thy impious carcafs, into picces torn,
» Shall firew the woods , and hang onev’ry thorn,
» Then , then, remember what I now forerell,
» And own the blind Tirefias faw too well.
still Pentheus fcorns him ; and derides his skill;
Bur time did all che prophet’s threats fulfil.
For now through proftrate Greece young Bacchusrode,
Whilft howling matrons celebrate the God,
All ranksand fexes to his Orgies ran,
To mingle in the pomps, and fill the train.
Whan Penthens thus his wicked rage exprefs'ds;
» Whatmadnefs , Thebans, hasyour fouls poffefs'dy
» Can hollow timbrels , can adrunken shour,
» And the lewd clamours of a bv.:a{lly rout, .
» Thus quell your courage? can the weak alarm
» Of women’s yells thofe ftubborn fouls difarm,

» Whom
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» Whom northe fword not trumpet e’er could fright,
» Northe loud dinand horrorofa fighe?
» And you , our fires , wholefr your old abodes,
» And fix’d in foreign earth your country gods 3
2 Will you withour a firoke youc city yield ,
» And poorly quir an undifpured field 2
» Bucyou, whofe youth and vigourshould infpire
» Heroic warmth , and kindle marecial fire,
» Whom burnish’d arms and crefted helmets grace ,
» Not flow’ry garlands and a painred face;
» Remember him to whom you ftand ally’d -
» The'ferpent for his well of warers dy’d.
» He fought the ftrong ; do you his courageshow,
» And gain a conqueft o’er a feeble foc.
» If Thebes muft fall , oh might the fatesafford
» A nobler doom from famine , fire, or {word !
» Then mighr the Thebans perish with renown =
» But now a:beardlefs victor facks the town ;
» Whomi nor the prancing fteed, nor pond’rous shicldy
» Nor the hack’d helmer, nor the duity field, -
» But the foft joys of luxury and eafe, .
» The purple velts and flow’ry garlands pleafe.
» Stand then afide , I'll make the counterfeic
» Renounce his god-head , and confefs the chear. -
» Acrifius from the Grecian walls repell’d
» Thisboafted pow’r; why then should Penthens yield 2
» Go quickly , drag th’audacious boy to me 5
» [l try the force of his divinity. -
Thus did th’audacious wretch thofe rites profane;
His friends diffuade th'audacious wrerchiin vain ; «
G
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In vain his grandfire urg’d him to give o'er

His impious threats ; the wretch but raves the motes
So have I feen a river gently glide,

In a fmooth courfe, and inoffenfive tide;

But if wich dams its current we reftrain,

It bears down all, and foams along the plain,
But now his fervants came befmear’d with blood

Sent by their haughty prince to feize the God;

The God they found nor in the frantic chrong,

But dragg’d a zealous vorary along.

The Mariners transformed to Do{;ﬁm‘

Tim Pentheus view'd with fury in his look,
And fcarce with-held his hands, while thus he {poke,
» Vile flave !, whom fpeedy vengeance shall purfiie,
» And terrify thy bafe feditious crew :

" » Thy country, and thy parentage reveal,

» And , why thou join’ft in thefe mad Orgies, tell,
The captive views him with undaunted eyes,
And, arm’d with inward innocence), replies, © ©
» From high'Meonia’s rocky shores I came,

. 0Of poor defcent, Accetes is my name :
» My fire was meanly born ; no oxen plow'd

. » His fruicful fields, nor in his paftures low'd. -
» His whole eftate within the waters lay;
» With lines and hooks he caught the finny prey,
» His art was all his livelihood 3 which he
» Thuswith his dying lips bequeath’d to me;
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» In ftreams, my boy , and rivers take thy chance ;
» Therz fwims , féic_t he, thy wholc inhéritance.

» Long did I live on this poor legacy 3
» "Till rir'd with rocks and my own nartive sky ,
= To arts of navigation T inclin’d 5
» Obferv’d the turns and changes of the wind ;
» Learn’d the fic havens , and began to note
» The ftormy Hyades, rhe rainy Goat,
» The bright Taygete, and :hc shining Bears,
» With all thz failot’s catalugua of ftars.

» Once, as by chance for Delos I defign’d ,
» My fcffél; driv’n by a ftrong guft of wind ,
» Moor'd in a Chian creek; ashore I went,
» And all the following night in Chios {pent.
» When morning rofe, I fent my mates to bring
» Supplies of water from a neighb'ring fpring ,
» Whilft T the motion of the winds explor’d ;
» Then fummon’d in my crew , and went aboaed,
» Opheltes heard'nty fummons , and with joy
» Brought to the shoar a foft and lovely boy,
» With more than female fweernefs in his look ,
» Whom ftraggling in the neighb’ring fields he took,
% » With fumes of wine the litde captive glows,
» And nods with fleep, and ftaggers as he goes.

» Tview'd him nicely , and began to trace
» Each heay'nly feature , each immortal grace ,
» And faw divinity in all his face.
» Tknow not who , faid I, this God should be;; A
» Bur that he'is'a gorl I plainly fee =

Gil
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And thou, who-glex thou art, excufe the fores
Thele mcn haveus d and oh bcfticnd our cnu:{:}
» Pray not for us, the nitble. Diétys cry’ sy i
» Dié&ys, thar could the main-top-maff bcﬂndc, 3
» And down the ropes with adtive yigour ll!tlc
» To the fam: Puryo['c oltl Epopcus I'poke ]
» Who ovsrlook’d the oars, and rime’d r.hr.ﬂmh;
» The fame the pilot, and the fame thereft;
» Such impious avarice their fouls pof['eﬁ'. 45 .;. "
» Nay, heay'n forbid thar I should bear awign, -
» Within my veilel fo d.wmc APISYy Lo 4
» Said I3 and food ro hinder their i ml:em: : I
» When Lycabas , a wrerch for mprde:[ funt
» From Tufcany, to fuffer banishment » e
» With his clench’d fift had fruck me ove:-hmnl
» Had not my hands in fal]mg grafp'd a :oni.

» His bafe confederates the faét approve ;. 11 :
» When Bacchus ( for ‘twas he ) bc,gun w0 mm, &
» Wak'd by the ncu('e .-u;d clamours whlchtheyml‘é,
» Andshook h;sdrowgy Ilrpbs and L round himgaz'd s
» ‘Whatmeans this noife? he cries; am I bertay'd
3 Ah! whither, whither muft T be, convcy'dl :
» Fear nor, faid I‘tc::us, child , buz cell us
» You wish to land , and truft our, fnendly carts §
» To Naxos then direé your courre, faid h;;
» Naxosa hp(’p:rable pnrt shall be " 3
» To cach of you, a ]oyfui home fome. g .
» By eviry god, that mlcs? the fca or sky el ” <
2 The per;u:'d v:llams prom:!e ] cqmplh
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» And bid me haften to unmoor the ship.

» With cager joy T launch into the deeps

9 And, heedlefs of the frand , for Naxos ftand

» They whifper oft, and beckon with'the and ,

» And give me figns, all anxious for t‘hcu Prey's

» To tack about , and fteer afiother’ w-ay

» Then: let fome other to my polft fiiceeed

» Said I, 'm guiltlefs of fo foul a deed.

» What , fays Ethalion , muft the ship’s whole ctew

» Follow your humour , and dep=nd on you?

» And firaight himfelf he featsd at thic prore,

» And tack’d about , and fgight another shore,

» The beauteous youthnow found himfelf berray’d,

» And from the deck the rifing waves furvey'd,

» And feem’d 1o weep, and as he wept he faid :

» And do you thus my eafy faith beguile?

» Thus do you bear me ro my native ifte? [

» Will fuch a maltitude of men employ

» Their firength againft a weak defencelefs boy?

‘» In vain did I the god-like youth deplore,

» The more Ibegg'd , they thwarted me the more,

» And now by all the gods in heay’n that hear

» This folemn oath , by Bacchus’ elf , 1 fwear,

» The mighty miracle that did enfue,

» Although it feems beyond belief, is true,

» The veflel, fix’d and rooted in the flood ,

» Unmov’d by all the beating billows ftood.

» In vain the mariners would plow the main

» With fails unfurl’d , and firike cheir oarsin vain
G iij
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Around their oars a twining ivy cleaves,

And climbs the maft, and hides the cordsin leaves:
The (ails are cover’d with a chearful green,
And berties in the fruicful canvafs feens
Amid[t the waves a fudden foreft rears

Its verdant head , and a new (pring appears.

» The God we now behold with open’d eyes;

A herd of fpotted panthers round him lyes

In glaring forms; the grappy clufters fpread

On his fair brows, and dangle on his head )
And whilft he frowns , and brandishes his (pear,
My mares , furpriz’d with madnefs or with fear,
Leap'd over-board ; firft perjur'd Madon found i
Rough fcales and fins his fif*ning fides fuscound;
Ah what, cries one , has thus transform’d thy lnab}
Seraight his own mouth grew wider as he fpoke;
And now him(lf he views with like furprize.
Still ag his oar thlinduftrious Libys plies; |

But, as he plies ; each bufy arm shrinks.in,

And by degrees is fashion’d ro a fin.

Another, as he carches at a cord,

Miffes his arms , and , tumbling over-board,
‘With his broad fins and forky tail , he laves
The rifing furge, and flounces in the waves,
Thus all my crew transform’d around the ship,
Or dive below , or on the furface leap,

And fpout the waves ,and wanton in the deep.
Full nineteen (ailors did the ship convey ,

A shole of nineteen dolphins round her play.
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w Tonly in my proper shaps appzar,
» Specchlels with wonder , and half-dead with fear,
s 'Till Bacchus kindly bid ine fear no more.
» With him I landed on the Chian shore,
» And him shall ever gratefully adore.

» This forging flave, fays Pentheus, would prevail,
» O'er our jult fury by a far-ferch’d tale :
» Go, let him feel the whips, the fwords, the fire,
» And in the torrures of the rack expire.
Th'officious fervants hurry him away,
And the poor captive in a dungeon lay.
But, whilft the whips and rortures are prepar’d ,
The gates fly open , of themfelves unbarr'd 5
Atliberty th’unferter’d caprive flands,
And fings the loofen’d shackles from his hands,

The Death of PENTHEUS.

But Penthens , grown more furious than before ,
Refoly’d to fend his meffengers no more,,
Butwent him{elf to the difira&ed throng,
Where high Citharon echo’d with their fong. |
And as the fiery war-horfe paws the ground,
And fnores and teemibles ar the trumpet’s founds
Tran(ported thus he heard the frantic rout,

And rav’d and madden’d ac the diftant shout.

A fpacious circuic on the hill there ftood ,
Level and wide , and skirted round with wood 5
Here the rash Pertheus , with unhallow'd eyes 4
The howling dames and myfkic Orgi.s (pies.

Gir
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His mother fternly view’d him where he ftood ,
And kindled into madnefs as she view'd:
Her leafy jav’lin at her fon she cait, :
And cries, « The boar that lays our country wafle!
» The boar, my fifters ! aim the faral dare,
3> And ftrike the brindled monfter to the heare,
Pentheus aftonish®d heard the difmal found,
And fees the yelling matrons gath’ring round 5
He fees, and weeps at his approaching fate,
And begs for mercy , and repents too late.
« Help , help! my aunt Autonoe, he ery’d;
» Remember how your own A&zon dy'd.
Deaf ro his cries, the frantic matron crops
One ftretch’d-out arm , the other Ino lops.
In vain does Pentheus to his mother fue,
And the raw bleeding ftumps prefents to views
His motherhowl’d; and heedlefs of his pray’r,
Her trembling hand she twifted in his hair,
» And this, she cry'd , shall be Agave’s share!
When from the neck his ftruggling head she tore,
And in her hands the ghaftly vifage bore,
With pleafure all the hideous trunk furvey ;
Then pull'd and tore the mangled limbs away ,
As ftarring in the pangs of death it lay.
Soon as the wood its leafy honours cafts,
Blown off and featter’d by autumnal blafts,
With fuch a fudden death lay Pentheus flain ,
Andin a thoufand pieces ftrow'd the plain.
By fo diftinguishing a judgment aw'd ,
The Thebans tremble ; and confefs the Gail
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i © T AN Ut i
METAMORPHOSES.

BOOK IV.

The Story of SALMAcCIS, and
HeRMAPHRODITUS,

How satmacis , with weak unfecbling freams
Softens the body and urinerves the limbs,
And whar the fecrer caufe, shall here be shown ;
The caufe is fecrer, bur th’effect is known,

The Natads nurs’d an infanc heretofore ,
That Cytherea once to Hermes bore 3
From both th'illuftrious authors of his race
The child was nam’d ; nor was it hard to trace
Both the bright parents through the infant’s face.
When fifteen years , in Ida's cool retreat,
The boy had told ; he left his native feat,
Agd foughe fresh fountaing in a foreign foil ;
The pleafure leffen’d the actending toil.
With eager fteps the Lycian fields he croft,
And ficlds that border on the Lycian coalt 5

Gy
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A river here he view’d fo lovely bright 5

It shew’d the botrom in a fairer light,

Nor kept a fand conceal’d from human fight.

The fircam produc’d nor flimy ooze , nor weeds,

Nor miry rushes, nor the fpiky reeds; ~

Bur dealt enriching moifture all around ;

The fruitful banks with chearful verdure Erpwg:d’

And kepr the fpring etzrnal on the ground.

A nymph prefides , nor pradis'd in the chace,

Nor skilful at the bow , nor at the race;

Of all the blue-ey’d daughters of the main,

The enly firanger to Diana’s train :

Her fifters pften;, as tis faid , would cry ,

» Fye, Salmacis , what always idle! fye,

n Or take thy quiver, or thy arrows feize,

» And mix the toils of hunting with thy eafe;

Nor quiver she nor arrows e’er would feize,

Nor mix the toils of hunting with her eafe.

But oft would bathe her in the cryftal ride,

Oft with a comb her dewy locks divide 5

Now in the limpid ftreams she view’d her face,

And dreft her image in the floating glafs:

On beds of leaves she now repos’d her limbs,

Now gather'd low’rs that grew about her ftreams 3

And rthan by chance was gath’ring, as she ftood

To view the boy , and long’d for what she view'd.
Fain would she meet the youth wich hafty feet,

She fain would meet him, bur refus’d to meet

Before her looks were fet with niceft care,

And well deferv’d te be reputed fair.

b |
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« Brighr youth , she cries , whom all thy featuces proye
nAgod,and,ifagod, the god of love;
» Butif a mortal , bleft thy nurfe’s breaft,
» Bleft are thy parents , and thy fifters bleft :
» But oh how bleft ! how more than bleft thy bride 5
» Ally’d in blifs , if any yer ally'd.
» Iffo, let mine the ftoln esjoyments be
» If not, behold a willing bride in me.

The boy knew nouglitof love, and rouch’d with shame,
He ftrove , and blush’d , buc ftill the blush became 3 -
Inrifing blushes &ill fresh beauries rofes
The funny fide of fruic fuch blushes shows,

And fuch the moon , when all her filver whire
Turnsin eclipfes to a ruddy light.
The nymph fill begs , if not a nobler blifs,
Acold falure acleaft, a fifter’s kifs «
And now prepares to take the lovely boy
Between her arms. He , innocently coy ,
Replies , < Or leave me to myfelf alone ,
» You rude uncivil nymph , or I'll be gone.
» Fair firanger then , fays she, itshall be fo 3
And, for she fear’d his threats , she feign’dtogo
But hid within a covert’s neighb’ring green ,
She kepr him ftill in fight , herfelf unfeen,
The boy now fancies all the danger o%r,
And innocently (ports about the shore ,
Playful and wanron to the ftream he trips ,
And dips his foor , and shivers; as he dips.
The coolnefs pleas’d him , and with eager hafte
His airy garments on the banks he calt ;

Gyj
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His godlike fearures, and his heay’nly hue ,

And all his beauties were expos’d to view.

His naked limbs the nymph with rapture fpies,

While hotrer paffions in her bofom rife ,

Flash in her checks, and fparkle in her eyes

She longs , she burns te clafp him in her arms,,

And looks;, and fighs , and kindles at his charms.
Now all undreft upon the banks he ftood,

* And clape his fides , and leaptinto the flood 2

His lovely limbs the filver waves divide ,

His limbs appear more lovely through the tideg

Aslilies shat withina cryftal cafe,

Receiveaglofly luftre from the glafs.

& He'’s mine , he’s all my own, the Naiad cries,

And flings eff all , and after him she flies.

And now she faftens on him as he fwims,

And holds him clofe, and wraps about his limbs.

The more the boy refifted , and was coy ,

The more sheclipr, and kil the ftruggling boy.

So when the wringling (nake is fnarch’d on high

In eagle's claws , and hiffesin thesky,

Around the foe his twirling rail he flings,

And twiftes her legs, and writhes about her wings.
The reftlefs boy {till obftinately ftrove

To free himfelf, and ftill refus’d her love.

Amidft hislimbs she kept her limbs intwin’d ,

» And why , coy youth , she cries , why thus unkind}

» Oh may the gods thus keep us ever join’d !

» Oh may we never , never part again !
So pray’d the nymph , nor did she pray in vain ¢
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For now she finds him , as his limbs she preft,
Grow nearer {till , and nearer to her breait ;
Till, piercing each the other’s flesh , they run
Together , and incorporate in one :
Laft in one face are both their faces join’d ,
Aswhen the ftock and grafted twig combin’d
Shoot up the fame , and wear acommon rind :
Both bodies in a fingle body mix ,
A fingle body with a double fex.
The boy , thus loft in woman , now furvey'd
The river’s guilty ftream , and thus he pray'd.
‘(Hepray’d,, but wonder’d at his {ofter tone ,
. Surpriz’d to hear a voice but half his own )
You parent-gods , whofe heav’nly names 1 bear,
Hear your Hermaphrodite , and grant my pray’r 5
Oh grant , that whomfoe’er thefe fireams contain ,
1f man he enter’d , he may rife again
Supple , unfinew’d , and but half a man!
The heav’nly parents anfwer’d from on high,
Their two-shap’d fon , the double vorary
Then gave a fecret virtue to the flood ,
And ting'd its fource to make his wishes good.
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fitus ! Non video, inquam, quid habeat in
terris Jupiter pulchrius, fi convertere animum
velit, quam ut {pe@et Catonem, jam parti-
bus non femel fractis, nihilominus inter ruie
nas publicas ereCtum.

Sen, de Divin, Prov.
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CATO, Mr. Booth,
Lucius Mr. Keen,
Sempronius ,} Senators, . AMr. Mills, |
Juba, Prince of Numidia, | Mr Wilks,
Syphax, General of the Numidians,  Mr. Cibber,
Portius, Mr. Powell, |
Marcus , Sons of Cato, Mr. Ryan, |
Decius , Ambaflador from Cafar, Mr. Bowman,
Mutineers , Guards , 8,
WOMEN.
Marcia , Daughter te Cato, Mrs. Oldfeld,
Lucia , Daughter to Lucius , Mrs, Porrer,

SCENE, A large Hall in the Governor's
Palace of Utica,



PiR - O-LO-GU-E,
By Mr. POPE.
Spoken by Mr. WILKS.

To wake the foul by tender ftrokes of art,
Toraife the genius, and ro mend the heare,
Tomake mankind in confcious virtue bold,
Live o’ereach fcene , and be what they behold ¢
For this the tragic mufe firlt trod the ftage ,
Commanding tears to ftream throngh ev’ry age s
Tyrants no more their favage nature kepr,

hnd foes to vircue wonder'd how they wepe,
Our author shuns by vulgar (prings to move

The hero’s glory or the virgins love 5

In pitying love we but our weaknefs show,

And wild ambition well deferves its woe.

Here tears shall flow from a more gen'rous caufe,
Suchtears as parriots shed for dying laws: '
He bids your breafts with anctent ardour rife,
And calls forth Roman drops from British cyes.
Virtue confe(s’d in human shape he draws,
What Plato thought , and God-like Caro was :
No common object to your fight difplays,

Buz what with pleafure Heav'n itfelf furveys;
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A brave man ftruggling in the ftorms of fare,

And greatly falling with a falling Race!

While Caro gives his lircle fenate laws,

What bofom beats tior in his country’s caufe?
Who fees him a&, but envies ev’ry deed 2

“Who hears him groan , and does not wish to bleedy
Ev’n when proud Cafar *midft uiumphal cars,
"The {poils of nations , and the pomp of wars,
Ignobly vain, and impotently great,

Shew'd Rome her Cato’s figure drawn in ftare,

As her dead father’s rev’rend image paft ,

The pomp was darken'd , and the day o’ercalt,
The triumph ceas’d — tears gush’d from ev'ry eye,
The world’s great victor pafs’d unheeded by;

Her laft good man dejeéted Rome ador’d,

And honour’d Cafar's lefs than Caro’s fivord.

Britons attend : Be worth like this approv'd
And shew you have the virtue to be mov'd.
With honeft fcorn the firft fam’d Caro view'd
Rome learning arts from Greece , whom she fubdu'ds
Our feenes precariouily (ubfift too long
©On French tranflation and Iralian fong ;
" Dare to have fenfe yourfelves; aflerr the flage;
Be jultly warm’d with your own narive rage;
Such Plays alone should pleafe a British ear,
As Caro’s [elf had not difdain’d to hear,
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"PORTIUS, MARCUS.

PORTIU S

Taa-‘l' dawn is over-caft , the morning low’rs 5
And heavily in clouds brings on the day,
The great , th’ important day , big with the fate
0f Caro and of Rome — our father’s death
Would fill up all the guilc of civil war,
And clofe the fcene of blood. Already Cafar
Hasravag'd more than half the globe ; and fees
Mankind grown thin by his deftrudlive fword :
Should he go farther , numbers would be wanting
To form new bartles, and fupport his crimes.
YeGods , what havock does ambition make
‘Among your works!

Mare, Thy fteady eemper, Portius,
Can look on guile, rebellion, fraud and Cafar,
Inthe calm lights of mild philofophy ;
Pm tortur’d , ev'n to madnels; when 1 chink
On thie proud vitor : cv’ry time he’s nam’d
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Pharfalia rifes to my view! — I fee

Th'infulting tyrant prancing o'er the field

Strow’d with Rome’s citizens, and drench’d in fl inghter,
His horfe’s hoofs wer with Parrician blood !

Oh , Portius, is there not fome chofen curfe,

Some hidden thunder in the fiores of Heav'n,

Red with uncommon wrach, to blaft the man -

Who owes his grearnefs to his counery’s ruin?

Por. Believe me, Marcus, *tis an impious greatnsfs,
And mix’d with too much horror to be envyld ;
How does the luftre of our father’s attions,
Through the dark cloud of ills that cover him,
Break out, and burn with more triufnphant brighm:__ﬁ !
His fuff ’rings shine , and fpread a glory round him
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the caufe
Of honour, virtue, liberty , and Rome.

His fword ne’er fell bucon the guilty head 3
Oppreflion , tyranny, and pow’r-ufurp'd,
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon %em.,

Mare. Whe knows not this ? Bur whar cah Cato de.
Againft aworld , a bafe degen’rate world,,

That courts the yoke, and bows the neckto Cefar?
Pent up in Utica he vainly forms

A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs,

And, cover’d with Numidian guards , direéts

A feeble army , and an empry fenate ,

Remnpants of mighry batcles fought in vain.

By Heav'ns , (uch virtues , join’d with fuch fuccels ,
Diftraé:my very foul : our father’s forrane
Wouldft almoft cempt us to renounce his precepis.
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Por. Remember whatour father ofc has told us 2
The ways of Heav'inare dack and intricates
pazzled in mazes , and perplex’d with errors,
Ourunderftanding rraces "emvin vain.

Loft and bewilder'd in the fruiclels fearch
Nor fees with how much arcthe windings tun
Nor where the regular confufion ends.

Marc. Thele are fuggeltions of a mind accale;
0Oh, Portivs, didft thou tafte buc half the griefs
Tharwring my foul , thou couldft nor talk thus coldly.
Paffion unpityld’, and fuccefslefs loye; |-

Plant daggers in my heart , and aggravate .
My other griefs. Weere but my Lucia kind! —

Por. Thou {eeft not that thy brocher is thy rivaly

Bur Imuft hide ic, for I know thy temper. L Afide.
. Now'y Marcus, now , thy virtue’s on the proof s

Puc forch chy utmoft firength , work ev’ry merve,

And call up all thy father in thy foul : 1/, e

To quell the tyrant loye ; and guard thy hearc

On this weak fide , where ntoft our nasure fails,
Would:be a conquelt worthy Caro's fon. - .,

Mare, Portius, the counfel which I cannot take,

Inftead of healing, but upbraids my weaknef(s.
. Bid me for honour plunge into a wac
Of thickeft foes ; and zush on cerrain death,y,
Then shalt thou fee that Markus ismorflow i, « 1
To follow gloty ;.and eonfels bis father. ;. -
Loveis notto b reafon'd down, orloft . . s
| In kigh ambision ,; and-a chinft of greatnefs ;
"Tis fecond life ; it grows into the foul, i
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Warimns ev’ry vein, and beats in ev'ry pulfe,
1 feel it here : my refolution melts — +
Por. Behold young Juba , the Numidian prince! J
With how much care he forms himfelf ro glory, |
And breaks the fiercene(s of his natiye temper,
To copy our our father’s bright example.
He loves our fifter Marcia, greatly loves her;
His eyes , his looks , his a&ions all betrayit;
Bue flill the fmother’d fondne(s burns within him
“When moft it {wells , and labours for a vent,
The fenfe of honour and defire of fame i |
Drive the big paflion back into his heart.
What ! shall an African, shall Juba’s heie '+
Reproach grear Caro’s fon', and shew the world
A vircue wanring in 2 Roman foul?
Mare. Portius, nomore ! your words leave ftings bes
hind “em.
WWhene'er did Juba , or did Portius, shew ' =
A virtue thac has caft mear 2 diftance, 100
And thrown me our in the purfuits'of honour!
Por. Marcus, 1know thy gen’rous temper welly
Fling butthe appearance of dishonour on ir,
It ftraighe rakes fire , and mounts into a blaze.
Marc. A brother’s fuff 'rings claim a brother’s pity.
Por.-Heav’n knows1 pity thee : behold my eyes
Ev'n whilR T fpeak — do they now fwim in tears2
Were but my heart as' naked to thy view, 1
Marcus would fee it bleed in hisbehalf. o
Marc, Why then doft treac me with rebukes, inftead
Of kind condoling cares, and friendly forzow y
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Por. O Marcus, did I know the way to eafe
Thy troubled heare, and mirigate thy pains,
Marcus , believe me , T could die to do it

Marc. Thou beft of brothers, and thou beft of friends !
Purdon a weak diftemper’d foul ; that fwells
With fudden gufts, and finks as foon in calms,
The {port of paffions : But Sempronius comes :
He muft nor find this (oftnefs hanging on me. [ Exita

SO R ONCE Gk

Enter SEMPRONIU'S:
SEMPRONIUS.

CON sPIR ACTES no {ooner should be form’d

Than executed. What means Portius here 2

1like not char cold youth. I muft diffemble,

And fpeak a language foreign to my heare, [ Afide.

SEMPRONIUS, PORTIUS.

Good-morrow , Portius ! lér us once embrace,

| Once more embrace 3 while we both are free.

To-morrow, shou’d we thusexpre(s our friendship 5
Each might receive a flave into his arms.
This fun perhaps , this morning fun’s the laft,
Thar e’er shall rife on Roman liberry.

Par, My father has this morning call'd rogether
To this poor hall; his litrle'Roman fenace ,

{The leavings of Pharfalia) ro confult '
]
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1f yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent

That bears down Rome y and all her Gods before it,
Or muft at length give up the world to Cafar.

Semp. Not all the pomp and majefty of Rome
Can raife her {enate more than Cato's prefences
His virtues render our affembly awful ,

They ftrike wich fomething like religious fear,
And make ev’n Czfar tremble ac the head

Of armies Aush’d with conqueft. O, my Portius,
Could I but call thac wondrous man my father,
Would burt thy fifter Marcia be propitious

To thy friend’s vows , I might be blefs’d indeed §

Por. Alas! Sempronius, would*ft thou talk of love
‘To Marcia , whillt her father’s life’s in danger!
Thou mighe'ft as well court the pale trembling veftal,
Wihen she beholds the holy flame expiring,

Semp. The more I fee the wonders of thy race,
The more I'm charm’d, Thou muft cake heed,, my Postius}
The woj:ld has.all its eyes on Caro’s fon,,

Thy father’s meric fets thee up to view,
And shews thee in‘the faiteft point of light,
To make thy virtues, or thy faules, confpicuous,

Por. Well doft thou feem to check my ling’ring herg
On this important hour — Pl ftraight away , ¥
And while the fathers of the fenate meer
In clofe debate to weigh' th’ events of 'wary
I'll animate the foldier’s drooping courage
With love of freedom, and contemprof lifes
11l thunder in their ears their country’s caufle,

And try to roufe up all that’s Roman in’em. | |
"1l
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#Tis nor in mortals ro command fuccels;

Bur we'll do more , Sempronius , we'll defervedc. [Exict

SEMPRONIUS, folus.

Cutle on the firipling ! how he apes his fire !

‘Ambitioufly fententious — But I wonder

0ld Syphax comes nor; bis Numidian genius
Js well difpos’d to mifchief, were he prompt,
And cager on ity but he muft be fpurr’d,
‘And ev’ry moment quick’ned ro the courfe.

= Cato has us’d me ill : he has refus'd

His danghter Marcia to my ardent vows.
Belides, his baffled arms and ruin’d caufe

Ate bars to my ambicion. Cafar’s favour,
Thac show'rs down greatnefs on his friends,will raife mg
To Rome’s fitlt honours. If I give up Cato,
Tclaim in my reward his caprive daughter,
Bur Syphax comes ! —

SCENSE I1f

SYPHAX, SEMPRONIUGS,

SYPHAX

SEMP‘RONiUS, all is ready,

I've founded my Numidians , man by man ,.

And find chem ripe for a revolr : they all

Complain aloud of Cato’s difcipline,

And waic but the command to change their mafter.
H
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Semp. Believeme, Syphax , there’s no time to wafteg
Ev'n while we fpeak our conqueror comes on,
And gathers ground upon us ey'ry moment.
Alas! thou know'ft not Cfar's active foul, |
With what a dreadful courfs he rushes on
From war to war ! In'vain has nature fornr’d
Mountains and oceans to oppofe his paffage;

He bouuds o'er all; vittorious in his march ,

The Alps and Pyrenecans fink before him;

Through winds and waves , and frorms he works hisway,

Impaient for thc'ba::tle; ofie day more

Nill fer the vidtor thund’ring at our gates,

But tell me, haft thou yer drawn o'er young Juba®

Thar ftill would recommend thee more to Czfar,
tAnd challenge better terms,

Syph. Alas! he's loft.

He's loft , Sempronius; all his thoughts are full
Of Caro’s virtues — Bur I'll try once more,

( For ev’ry inftant T expe& him here )

If yer I can fubdue thofe ftubborn principles
Of faith and honpur , and T know not what,
Thar have corrupred his Numidian remper,
And Prock th' infeltion into all his foul.

Semp. Be fure to prefs upon him ev’ry morives
Juba’s furrender , fince his facher’s death, =~
Would give up Aftic into Czfar’s hands,

And make him Jord of half the burning zone.

Sypk. Buris it true , Sempronius , thae your fenate
s call’d rogether? Gods ! thou muft be cautious!
Cato has piercing eycs, and will difcern
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Our frauds, unlefs they're cover'd thick with art. !

Semp. Let me alone, good Syphax, I'll conceal
My thoughrs in paflion , ( 'tis the fureft way ;)
~ T'll bellow out for Rome, and for my country,

And mouth at Cafar, "dll I shake the fenate.

Your cold hypocrify’s a ftale device,

Aworn-out trick : would’{t thou be thoughe in camcﬁ ;
Cloath thy feign'd zeal in rage, in fire , in fury !

Syph. In troth, thouw're able to inflrut gray hairs ;.
And reach the wily African deceir!

Semp. Once more be fure to try thy skill on Juba,
Mean while I'll haften to my Roman foldiers,
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand
Blow up their difcontents, ’rill they break out
Unlook‘d for, and difcharge themfelves on Catos
Remember, Syphax, we mull work in hafte z
0 think what anxious moments pals betwezn
«The birth of plots, and their laft facal periods.

Oh! s a dreadful interyal of time,

Fill'd up with hotror all, and big with death !
Deftrudtion hangs on ev’ry word we {peak

On ev'ry thoughe il the concluding flroke ;
Derermines all, and clofes our defign. [ Exite

S'yruax, folus.

T'lL try if yet T'ean reduce to reafon
This headftrong youth , and make him fpurn at Caros
The tiine is short, Cafar comes rushing on us —
‘But hold ! young Juba fees me, and approaches.

Hij
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Jusa, SYPHAX.

JU's A

S YeHAX, I joy to meet thee thus alone,
T have obferv’d of late thy looks are fall'n,
O’ercaft with gloomy cares and difcontent;
Then tell me, Syphax, I conjure thee, rell mey
What age the thoughts thac knic thy brow in frownsy
And rurn thine eye thus coldly on thy prince?
Sypk. *Tis not my ralent to conceal my thoughts,
Or catry (miles and fun-shine in my face
When difcontent fits heavy at my heart;
1 have not yet fo much the Roman in me.
Juba. Why doft thou caft out fuch ungen'rons terms
Againft the lords and fov’ceigns of the world?
Dot thou not fee mankind fall down before them,
And own the force of their fuperior virrue?
Is there a narion in the wilds of Afric,
“Amidft our barren rocks, and burning fands,
Thar does nor tremble at the Roman pame?
8yph. Gods ! where’s the worth that fets this people up
Above her own Numidia's cawny fons!
Do they with tonghsr finews bend the bow?
Or flies the jav'lin fwifter to its mark,
Launch’d from the vigour of 2 Roman arm *
Who like out adtive African inftrudts
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The fiery feed ; and trains him to his hand 2
Or guides in troops th’ embartled elephant,
Laden with war? cthefe, chefeare ares, my prince,*
In which your Zama does not fioop to Rome.

Juba.. Thefe all ace virtues of a meaner rank,
Perfeétions thatare plac’d in bones and nerves.
A Roman foul is bent on higher views:
To civilize the rude unpolish'd world,,
And lay it under the refiraint of laws;
To make man mild , and fociable to man;
To cultivate the wild licentious favage
With wifdom, difcipline , and lib'ral arts;
The embellishments of life : virtues like thefe
Make human nature shine , reform the foul 4
And break our fierce barbarians into men.

Syph. Patierice, kind Heav'ns! — excufe an old man’s

warmth,
‘What are thefe wondrous civilizing arts,
This Romish polish , and this fmooth behaviour,
Tharrenders man thus ragable and tame?
Are they not only to difguife our paflions ,
T Lot our looks ar variance with our thoughts ,
To check the [tares and fallies of the foul,
And break off all its commerce with the rongues ~
In short , to change us into other creatures ,
‘Than what our nature and the Gods defign’d us?
. Jub, To firike thee dumb : turn up thy eyesto Cate 3
There:may’ft thou fee to what a god-like height
The Roman virtues life up mortal man,
While good , and jult, and anxious for his friends.
H i
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He's fill feverely bent againft himfelfy

Renouncing fleep , and reft, and food , and eafe,
He ftrives with rhirft and hunger, toil and hear, *
And when his forune fers before him all

The pomps and plealures thac lis foul can wisb,
His rigid vittue will'accepe of none. 1

Syph. Believe me, prince, there’ not an a\ﬁ'lun
Thar traverfss our vaft Numidian defares
In quelt of prey , and lives upon hisbow,

Bur better pradtifes thefe boafted virrues.

Coarfe are his meals ; the fortune of the chaee,
Amidft the running fiream he flakes his rhir&,' if
Toilsall the day, and arth? approach of night -
On the firft friendly bank he throws him down
Or refts his head upon a rock *rill morns hih
Then rifes freshy purfues hiswonted game,
And if the following day he chance to find

A new repaft, oran untafted fpring,

Blefles his flars and thinks it luxury.

Jub. Thy prejudices, Syphax, won's difcern =
Whar virtues grow from ignorance and choicey
Nox how the hero differs from the britre. 1
But grant that others could wich equal glory: +
Look down on pleafures ;-and the baits of fenfe;
Nhere shall we find the man that bears afflidtion,
Great and majeftic in his griefs, like Caro? _
Heay’n’s ! with what ftrength , what feadinefs of mind,
He triumphs in the midft of all his fuffrings!
How does he rife againft 2 load of woes,
And thank the Gods that throw the we:ghrupdnbiﬁﬁ
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Syph.'Tis pride , rank pride , and haughtinefs of foul;
Ithink the Romans call it Stoicifm.
Had not your royal father thoughr fo highly
Of Roman virtue , and of Cato’s caufe,
He had not fall'n by a flave’s hand inglorious =
Nor would his flaughrer’d army now have lain
On Afric fands, disfigur’d with cheir wounds ,
To gorge the wolves and vulturs of Numidia.
Jub, Why doft thou call my forrows up afresh?
My father’s name brings tears into my eyes.
Syph. Oh, that you'd profit by your facher’s ills !
Jub. What wouldft thou have me do?
Sypk. Abandon Cato.
 Jub. Syphax, 1shou’d be more than twice an orphan
By fuch a lofs.
Syph. Aye, there’s the te that binds you !
You long to call him father. Marcia’s charms
Work in your heart unfeen , and plead for Cato.
No wonder you are deaf o all I fay.
Jub. Syphax, your zcal becomes importunare ;
T've hitherto permitred it to rave,
+ And ralk at large 3 but learn to keep itin,
Left it should rake more freedom than I'll give it
Syph. Sir, your great father never us'd me thus,
Alas, he's dead ! but can you e’er forget
The render forrows , and the pangs of narure,
The fond embraces , and repeated bleflings,
Which you drew from him in your laft farewell?
Still muft1 cherish the dear, fad, remembrance,
At once to torture, and to pleale my foul.
H iy
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‘The good old king at parting wrung my hand ,
{ His eyes brim-full of tears) then fighing cry'd 5
Pr'ythee be careful of my fon! — His grief
Swell’d up fo high he could not urter more.
Jub. Alas! thy ftory melts away my fouls
That beft of fathers! how shall I difcharge
The gratitude and dury wlhich I owe him!
Syph. By laying up his counfels in your heart.
Jub. His counfels bade me yield ro thy direétions 3
Then, Syphax , chide me in fevereft terms,
%enc all thy paffion, and Ill ftand its shock,
Calm and uoruffled as fummer fea,
When not a breath of wind flies o'er its furface.
Syph. Alas! my prince , T'd guide you to your faferys
Jub. 1do belicye thou wouldfl; but tell me howa
Syph. Fly from the fare that follows Cafar’s foes.
Jub. My father fcorn’d o do it.
Sypk. And therefore dy’d,
Jub, Berter ro dic ten thoufand thoufand deaths,
Than wound my honeur,
Syph. Rather fay your love.
Jub. Syphax, I've promis'd to preferve my tempm
Why wilt thou urge me to confefs a flame
1 long have flifled , and would fain conceal?
Syph. Believe me, prince, tho’ hard to conquerlove,
®Tis cafy to divert and break its force.
Abfence might cure it, or a fecond miftrefs
Light up another flame, and put out this.
The glowing dames of Zama's royal court
Have faces flush’d with more exalted charms 5

L
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“he fun thac rolls his chariot o’er their heads,
Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks 3
Were you with thef , my prince,, yow'd {oon forget
The pale, unripen’d beauties of the North.
Jub. *Tis not a fex of features, or complexion ,
The tinéture of a skin that I admire.
Beauty foon grows familiat to the lover,
‘Fades in his eye , and palls upon the fenfe.
- The vircuous Marcia tow’ss above her fex =
True,, she is fair, (Oh how divinely fair!)
Buc flill the lovely maid improves her charms
- Withinward greatnefs , unaffe@ted wifdom,
had fandiry of manners. Cato’s foul
 Shines our in ev’ry thing she aéts or fpeaks,
While winning mildnefs and atrraétive fmiles
Dyell in her looks , and with becoming grace
Soften the rigour of her father’s virrue.
Syph. How doss your tongue grow wanton in her praife !
Bt on my knees I beg you would confider —

Enter MARC1A and LUCIA.

Jub. Hah ! Syphax, is't notshe? — She moves this way :
And with her Lucia , Lucius’s fair daughres.
My heart beass thick = I pr'ythee , Syphax, leave me.
Syph. Ten thoufand curfes faften on’em both ¢
Now will this woman with a fingle glance
Undo what I've been lab’ring all this while, [ Exir.
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Jusa, Marcia, Luc1a.

Ju s A

Hasn y charming maid ! how does thy beancy fmooth
The face of war, and make ev’n horror fmile!
Ar fight of thee my hearr shakes off'its forrowsy
1 feel a dawn of joy break in upon me,
And for a while forget th’ approach of Cazfar.

Mar. 1should begriev'd , young prince , to think my

prefence !

Unhent your thoughts , and flacken’d *em to arms,
While warm with flaughter , our victorious foe
Threatens aloud , and calls you to the field.

Juba. © Marcia, let me hope thy kind concerns
And gentle wishes follow me to bartle !

The thought will give new vigour to my arm,
Add firength and weight to my defcending Gvord ,
And drive it in a tempeft on the foe.

Mar. My pray’ts and wishes always shall attend
The friends of Rome, the glorious caufe of virtue,
And men approv’d of by the Gods and Cato.

Juba. That Juba may deferve thy pious cares,
T'll gaze for ever on thy god-like father,
Tranfplanting , one by one, into my life, .

His bright pecfettions , *dill I shine like him,
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* Mar. My father never at a timé like this
" Would lay our his great foul in words, and wafte
Such precious moments.
Juba. Thy reproofs are juft,
Thou virruous maid ; I'll bafien to my troops 5
~ And fire their languid fouls with Caro’s virtue.
1f e’er I lead them to the ficld , when all
The war shall ftand rang’d in its jult array,
And dreadful pomp : then will I think on theel :
0 lovely maid ! then will T think on thee!
And in the shock of charging hofts , remember = =
What glorious deeds should grace the man, who hopes
For Marcia's love. : [ Exizy

SCENE VI

Lioctiny MARCTE N 1" piT

Lucta4,

Msncta,yourcmorevere. ‘ 41
‘How coud you chide the young good-natur'd prlm.‘e s
And drive him from you with fo ftern an air,
A prince that loyes and doats on you to death?

Mar. *Tistherefore, Lucia, tharT chide him from me,
‘His air , his voice , his looks, and honeft foul ,
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf,
1dare not truft myfelf tohear him ralk.

Zuc. Why will you fight againft (o (weer a paffion ,
And fteel your hears to fuch 3 world of charms?

i vj
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Mar. How , Lucia , would(t thou have nte fink away
Inpleafing dreams , and lofe myfelf in love,
When ev’ry moment Cato’s life’s at flake?
Cafar comes arm’d with terror-and revenge,
And.aims his chunder ar my facher’s head =
Should not the fad occafion fwallow up
My other cares, and draw themall into ic?
Luc. Why havenor I this conftancy of mind,
¥ ho-have fo many griefs totry itsforee2 100
Sure , nature form’d me of her fofreft mould, =~
Enfeebled all my foul with tender paflions,,
And funk me ev’n below my own weak féx ¢
Pity and love, by torns , opprels my hedre. 0 ©
Mar, Lucia, disburthen all chy cares on me,
And lec me share thy molk retic’d diftrefs. 1
Tell me whé raifes up this conflick in thee?
Luc. Ineed norblush to name them , when T tell thes
Theéy're Marcia’s brothers , and the fons of Gato.
Mar. They both behold thee with cheir fifter’s eyes,
And often have reveald their paffion to me,
But tell me , whofe addeefs thou favirefk moft2
1long toknow, and yet I dread to hear it..
Luc, Which is it Marcia wishes for?
Mar. For neither
. And yer for both — Thc youths have equal sha:e
In Marcia's wishes, and divide their fifter ¢
Bue tell me which of them is Lucia’s cheice ?
Luc. Marcia, they beth are high in my efteem ,.
Burin my love — Why wilt thou make me name him}
Thou know’(t it is a blind and foolish paffion ,
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Pleas’d and difgulted with ir knows not what —
Mar. O Lucia, T am perplex’d, © tell me which
1 muft hereafrer call my happy brother? A
Zuc, Suppole "twere Portins, could you blame my choicd
— O Portius, thon haft ftol'n away my foul?!
With whart a graceful tendernefs he loves!
And breathes the fofrelt, the fincereft vows!
Complacency , and truth, and manly fweernefs,
Dwell ever on his tongue , and fmooth his thoughts:
Marcus is over-watm , his' fond complaints
Have fo much earncfine(s and paflion in them,
Fhear him wich a fecret kind of horror ,
And tremble at his vehemence of temper.
Mar. Alas, poor youth! how canft thou throw him
from thee?
lucia , thou know’ft not half the love he bears thee.
Whene'er he fpeaks of thee, his heart’s in Hames,
He {ends our all his foul in ev’ry word, .
And thinks, and ralks , and lookslike one tranfporteds
Unhappy youth! How will thy coldnefs raife
Tempelts and ftorms in his afliGed bofom !
1dread the confequence.
Lucs You feem to plead
Againft your brother Portius.
Mar, Heav’n forbid !
Had Portius been the unfuccefsful lover ,
The fame compaffion would have fall'n on him.
Luc., Was ever virgin love diftreft like mine 2
Portius him(elf oft falls in tears before me,
A&s if he mourn’d his rival’s ill fuccefs,

N
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Then bids me hide the motions of my heart,
Nor shew which way it turns. So much he fears
The fad effects thac it will have on Marcus.
Mar. He knows too well how eafily he’s fird 3
And would not plunge his brother in defpair,
Burt wairs for happier times , and kinder momentsy
Lxc. Alas, too late I find myfelf involy’d
In endlefs griefs, and labyrinchs of woe ,
Born to aflit my Marcia’s family ,
And fow diffention in the hearts of brothers.
Tormenting thought! it cuts into my foul.
Mar. Let usnot, Lucia, aggravate our {'ormg;-
But to the Gods fubmit th” event of chings.
Qur lives , difcolour’d with our prefent woes,
May ftill grow bright , and fmile with happier hours;
So the pure limpid fiream , when foul with ftaing
Of rushing rorrents , and defcending rains,
Works itlelf clear, and as it runs, refines,
*Till , by degrees , the floating mirror shines,,
Refledts cach flow’r that on the border grows,
And a new bheay’n in its fair bofom shows, [ Exeunss
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T T L. S.ClNE. L

The S ENATE

SEMPRONIUS.

R oM 5 fill furvives in this affembled fenate
Let us remember we are Caro’s friends,
And aét like men who claim thac glorious title.
\Luc. Caro will foon be here and open to us
Th’ occafion of our meering. Hark! he comes!
[ A found of trumpees;
May all the guardian Gods of Rome ditect him !

Enter Cato.

Cato. Fathers, we once again are mer in council,
Czfar’s approach has fummon’d us rogether,
And Rome artends her fate from our refolves.
How shall we trear this bold afpiring man?
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes;
Pharfalia gave him Rome , Egypt has fince
Receiv’d bis yoke, and the whole Nile is Czfar's.
Why should T mendon Juba’s overthrow,
Atd Scipio’s death? Numidia’s burning (ands
‘il finoke with blood. *Tis time we shonld decree
“What tonefe to take. Our foe advances on us,
And enyies us even Libya’s fultry defarts,



184 b oMy, ol s ¢
Fathers , pronounce your thoughts. Are they fill fixe
To hold it out and fight it to the laft?
Or are your hearts fubdw’d at length , and wmu;hl:
By time , and ill fuccefs, ro-a (ubmiflion? =
Sempronius, {peak,
Semp. My voice is ftill for war,
Gods! can a Roman fenate long debate
N\¥hich of the two to choofe, flay'ry or death!
No, let us rife ar once, gird on out fwords ,
~And at the head of our remaining troops ,
Artack the foe, break through the thick array
Of his throng’d legions , and charge home uponhip\il
Perhaps fome arm, more lucky than the reft;
May reach his heart, and free the world from bondage;
Rife , Fathers, rife! “tis Rome demands your help 2
Rife, and revenge her flaughter'd citizens,
Or share their fate ! The corps of half her fenate
Manure the ficlds of Theffaly , while we
Sit here delib’rating in cold debates,
If we should facrifice our lives to honour ,
Or wear them out in {ervitude and chains.
Roufe up, for shame ! our brothers of Pharfalia
Point at their wounds , and cry aloud — To barcled
Great Pompey's shade complains thar we are flow,
And Scipio’s gholt walks unreveng’d amongft us!
Cato, Let nota torrent of impetuous zeal
Tran{port thee thus beyond the bounds of reafons
True fortitude is feen in grear exploits : it
Thar juftice warrants, and that wifdom guidess.
All elfe is tow'sing frenzy and diftradtions L
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Hre not the lives of chofe who draw the fiword
1n Rome's defence intrufted ro our care?
Should we thus lead them to a field of flaughrer,
Might not th’ impartial world with reafon fay
We lavish'd at our deachs the blood of thoufands,
Tograce our fall, and make our ruin glotions?
Lucius, we nexc wonld know what's your opinion.
. Luc, My thoughts, I muft confels, are turn’d on peaced
Already have our quarrels fill’d the world
With widows , and with c¢phans : Scythia mourns
Our guily wars, and earth’s remorteft regions
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds of Rome :
“Tis dme to sheath the fword ; and fpare mankinds
ltisnor Cafar, but the Gods, my Fathers,
The Gods declare again{k us, and repel -
Our vain attemprs, To urge the foe to baule,
(Prompred by blind revenge and wild defpair)
Were to refufe th? awards of Providence,
And not to reft in Heav'n’s derermination.
] 'ﬂmdy have we shewn our love to Rome 4
‘Now let us shew (ubmiflion to the Gods.
Wetook up arms, not to revenge ourfelyes,
But free the commonwealch 3 when chis end fails, -
‘Anws have no further ufe : our country’s caufe ,
‘That deew our fwords, now wrefts em from our hands,
And bids us not delight in Roman blood
Unprofitably shed. Whar men could do,
Iidonealready : Heav'n and carch will wisnefs,
¥ Rome muft fall , that we are innocent.

Semp. This fmooth difcoutfe, and mild bchavmu: uﬂ
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Conceal a traitor = fomething whifpers me

Allis notright — Carto, beware of Lucius, [ Afide u'_fu.,-

Caro. Let ys appeat nor rash nor diffident;
Immod’tare valour fwells into a faule;
And fear admitred into public councils
Berrays like treafon. Lec us shun *em both,
Fathers, I cannot fee that our affairs
Are grown thus defp’rate 5 we have bulwarks roundusj
Within our walls are troops enur’d to toil
In Afric’s hear, and feafon’d to the fun;
Numidia’s fpacious kingdom lies behind us,
Ready to rife at its young prince’s call,
“While there is hope , do not diftruft the Gods 3
But wait at leaft 'cill Cafar's near approach !
Force us to yicld, 'Twill never be too late )
To {ue for chains, and own a conqueror.
Why should Rome fall a moment ere her timed
No, let us draw her term of freedom out
In its full length , and fpin ic to the laft,
So shall we gain fiill one day’s liberty;
And lee me perish, bur in Cato’s judgnient,
A day ,.an hour of virtuous liberty ,
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage.

Encer MARCUS.

Mar. Fathers, this moment, as I watch’d the gam
Lodg’d on my poft, a herald is arriv’d
From Cafar’s camp, and with him com:soldDemuy
The Roman knight , he carriesin his looks
Impaticnce , and demands to fpeak with Cato.
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Caro. By permiffion , Fathers, bid him enter.
[ Exic Marcus,
Decius was once my friend , but other profpeéts
Have loos’d thofe ties, and bound him faft to Cafaz,
His meffage may determine our refolves.

-

S{CoE, N.E Ll

Decius, CATO,

& DEciIUs.

C £ 5 AR fends health to Cato =

Caro. Cou’d he fend it i
To Cato’s flaughter’d friends , it would be welcome,
Ate not your orders to addrefs the fenate?

Dee. My bufinefs is with Caro 5 Cafar fees
+ The ftraits to which you are driv’n; and , as he knows

i Gﬁ:o?s high worth , isanxious for your life.

Cato. My lifeis grafred on the fate'of Rome :
Wou'd he fave Cato ? bid him fpare his country.
“Tell your dictaror this : and tell him , Cato
Difdains a life , which he bas pow’r to offer.

- Dec. Rome and her {enators fubmit to Ca:!‘a:s
‘Her gen’rals and her confuls are no more
Who check'd his conquefls , and deny'd his triumphs.
Why will net Cato be this Cafar’s friend 2

Cato. Thofe very reafons thou haft urg’d, forbid it.

Dec. Cato, P've order to expoftulate,
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And reafon with you, as from friend to friend s
Think on the ftorm thar gathers o’er your head ,
And threatens evty hiour tb burit upon it;
Stiil may you ftand high in your country’s honours ;-
Do but comply , and maks yourpeace with Cafar, |
Rome will rejoice , and caft its eyes on Cato,,
As on the fecond of mankind.
Cato. No more: .
I muft not think of life on fuch conditions,
_Dec. Cafar is well acquainted with your yirrues 5
And therefore fets this value on your life:
Let him but know the price of Carto’s friendship,
And name your tetms. . _
Caro. Bid himdisband hislegions, ' « 2 .
Reltore the commonwealch to liberty ,
Submir his aétions ro the public cenfure, S0t
And ftand the judgment of a Roman fenate.
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend.
Dec. Caro, the world talks loudly of your wl!'dam-t
Caro. Nay, inore, tho' Cato’s veoice was ne'eremploy’d
To clear the guilty , and to varnish crimes; |
Myflelf will mount the roftrum in his favour,
And ftrive to gain his pardon from the pzople.
Dec. A ftile like this , becomes a conqueror.
€ato. Decius, a ftyle like this , becomes a Roman.
Dec. What is a Roman, thart is Cafar’s foe?
Cazo. Greater than Cafar: he’s a friend to virtue,
Dec. Confider, Cato, you're in Urica, | '
JAnd at the head of your own litcle fenate
¥ou don’t now thunder in the capirol ,
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With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you.
Cato. Let him confider that , who drives us hither !

;ﬂt Cafar's fword has made Rome’s fenate little,
And thinn'd its ranks. Alas, thy dazzled eye
Beholds this man in a falfe glaring light , -
Which conquelt and fuccefs have thrown upon him 3
Pid’ft thou but view him right, thou'd{t fee him black
With marder, tecalon, (acrilege, and crimes,, -
That ftrike my foul with horror but to name *em.
fknow rhou lock'ft on me, asona wretch
Befet with ills , and cover’d with misfortunes;
Tt by the Gods I fivear , millions of worlds
Shou'd never buy me to be like that Calar.

Dec. Does Cato fend this anfwee back to Cafar,
Torall his gen’rous cares and proffer’d friendship?

"Caro. His cares for me are infolentand vain =
Prefumpruous man ! the Gods rake care of Caro.
Wou'd Cxfar shew the grearnefs of his foul ,
Bid him employ his care for thefe my friends
And make good ufe of his ill-gotten pow’r,
By shelc'ring men much berter than himfelf,

Dec. Your high unconquer’d heart makes you forget
You are a-man. You rush on your deftru&ion.
BucI have don=. When I relate hereafrer
The tale of this unhappy embafly ,
Al Rome will bein tears. . [ Exit Deciusq
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S.C.ENE HIL

SEMPRONIUS, Lucius, CaTo;

SEMPRONIUS.

C A T 0, we thank thee.
"The mighty gznius of immortal Rome
Speaks in thy voice, thy foul breaches liberey.
Cafar will shrink to hear the words thou utter’ft
And shuddet in the midft of all his conquelts.
Luc. Thefenate owns its gratitude to Cato,
Who with (o great a foul confults its fafery,
And guards our lives while he negledts his own,
Semp. Semproniusgives no thanks on this account,
Lucius feems fond of life; butc what is life?
*Tis not to ftalk abour, and draw fresh air
From timé to time, or gaze upon the fun ;
*Tis to be free. When liberty is gone,
Life grows infipid , and has loft its relish.
O could my dying hand butlodge a fword
In Cafar’s bofom, and revenge my country 4
By Heav'us I could enjoy the pangs of death,
And fmile in agony.
“Luc, Others, perhaps,
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal ,
Tho’ 'tis not kindled into fo much rage.
Semp. This fober condudt isa mighty virtue
In lukewarm patriots.
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 Cato. Come no more , Sempronius!
Mlbere are friends to Rome , and to each other.
Letus not weaken fill the weaker fide
By ouc divifions.
Semp. Cato, my re(entments
ez facrific'd to Rome — I ftand reproy’d.
Cato. Fathers , 'tis time you come to a refolves
Lue, Caro, we all go into your opinion
C2far’s behaviour has convinc’d the fenate
We ought to hold it out till terms arrive.
Semp. We ought to hold it out *rill death; but, Cato,
My private voice is drown’d amid(t the fenate’s.
Caro. Then, let us rife, my friends, and ftrive to fill
This lictle interval , this paufe of life,
{While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful )
With refolution , friendship , Roman bravery ,
hhil the virtues we can crowd into it;
That Heav’'n may fay it ought to be prolong’d.
Juthers, farewell — The young Numidian prince
ﬁmﬂforwani and expeéts to know our counfels.
[ Exeunt fenatorse

SCENE LY,

Cato, JuBA.

J Carto,

-J‘m_‘u, the Roman fenate has refolv'd ,

"Till time give berter profpedts, ftill to keep

The fword unsheath’d , and turn its edge on Cafar,
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Juba, The refolution fits 2 Roman fenate.

But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience,

And condefcend to hear a young man fpeak.

My father , when , fome days before his death ,

He order’d me to march for Utica,

( Alas! I thought not then his death fo near!)

Wept o’er me , preft me in hisaged arms,

And , as his gricfs gave way , My fon , faid he,

Whatever fortune shall befall thy facher,

Be Cato’s friend ; he'll train thee up to grear

And virtuous deeds ; do but obferve him well,

Thow’le shun misfortunes , or thowle learn to bear"em]
Caro. Juba, thy father was a worthy prince,

And mericed , alas ! a beceer fate s

But Heav'n thought otherwife.

Juba. My father's fate,

In {pire of all the fortitude that shines

Before:my face in Cato’s great example,

Subdues my foul , and fills my eyes with tears,
Caro. Ttvis an honelt forrow , and becomes thee,
Juba. My father drew refpe from foreign climess

The kings of Atric fought him for their friend 3

Kings far remote, thar rule , as fame reports,

Behind the hidden fources of the Nile,

Indiftact worlds, on t'other fide the funj

Oft have their black ambaffadors appear’d,

Laden with gifts, and fAll'd the courts of Zama.
Cato. 1am no ftranger ro thy father's greatnefs.
Juba. 1would not boaft the greatnefs of my facher,,

But point out new alliances o Cero.

Had
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. Had we not betrer leave this Utica,
To arm Numidia in our caufe, and court
Thaffiftance of my father’s pow’rful friends?
(Did they know Cato, our remoreft kings

_wunld pour embaztled multitudes about him ¢
Their fwarthy hofts would darken all our plains,
Doubling the native horror of the war,

And making death more grim.

Cazo. And canfk chou think

Cato will fly before the fword of Cafar;

Reduc'd , like Hannibal, to feck relief

From court to court , and wander up and dowsy

A vagabond in Afric!

Juba. Caro, perhaps

T'm too officious , but my forward cares. .

Wou'd fain preferve a life of fo much value,

My heare is wounded when 1 fee fuch virtue
Affli&ed by the weight of fuch misfortunes.

Cato. Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me.

Tut know , young prince , thar valour foars abovg
- What the world calls misfortune and afliction. -
‘Thefe are not ills ; elfe would chey never fall
On Heav’n’s ficlt fav’rites, and the beft of men ¢
The Gods, in bounty , work up ftorms abour us,
That give mankind occafion to exert

Their hidden {irength , and throw out into prafice
Virtues which shun the day, and lie conceal’d

In the fmooth feafons and the calms of life.

Jub. I'm charm’d whene'er thou talk’f! I pant for v:ml:i

And all my foul endeavours at pecfe&ion.

1
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Cato. Doft thou love watchings, abftinence, and toil;

~Laborious virtues all 2 learn them from Cato :
Succefs and fortune muft thou learn from Caefar.

Juba. The beft good fortune that can fall on Juba,
The whole fitccefs , at which my heart afpires,
Depends on Cato.

Catro. What does Juba fay?

Fhy words confound me.

Juba. 1 would fain retra& them,

Give *em me back again, They aim'd at nothing.

Cato, Tell me thy wish,young prmce, makean:my el
A ftrahger to thy thoughts.

Juba, Oh! they're extravagant;

Still ler me hide them.

Cato. "What can Juba ask
That Cato will refufe 2

Juba. I fear to name ir.

Marcia — inherirs all her father’s virrues,
€Cato. What wouldft thou fay?
¥ Juba. Cato, thou haft a daughrer.

Cato. Adieu, young prince: T wou'd not hear a word
Shou’d leffen thee in my efteem : remember
The hand of fate is over us, and Heav’n
Exadts feverity from all our thoughts :

Ir is not now a time to ralk of ought
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SYyrHAX, JUBA.

SYPHAZX

How *s this, my prince! What!cover'd with confufios§
You look as if yon ftern philofopher
Had juft now chid you.
Juba. Syphax, P'm undone!
Syph. 1 know it well.
Juba. Caro thinks meanly of me.
* Syph. And fo will all mankind.
~ Juba. T've open'd to him
The weaknefs of my foul , my love for Marcia.
Syph. Cato’sa proper perfon to incruft
A love-rtale with. i P
Juba. Oh, I could pierce my heart,
My foolish heart : Was ever wretch like Tuba!
. Syph. Alas! my prince , how are you chang’d oflate §
" T've known young Juba'rife before the fun ,
* To beat the thicket where the tiger flepe,
Or feck the lion in his dreadful haunts =
‘How did the colour mount into your cheeksy -
“When firft you rous’d him ro the chace! I've feen you,
“Ev'n in the Libyan dog-days, hunt him down,
" Then charge him clofe, provoke him to the rage
Of fangs and claws , and ftooping from your horfe, “
Riyet the panting favagc to the ground.
1



196 N S )
Juba, Priythes, no more!
Syph. How would the old king fmile
To fee you weigh the paws, when tipp’d with gold,
And throw the shaggy [poils about your shoulders !
Juba, Syphax, this old man’s ralk (tho® honzy flow'd
In ev'ry word ) wou’d now lofe all its fweetnefs,
Cato’s dilpleas’d , and Marcia loft for ever!
Sypk. Young prince, T yer could give you good advics;
Marcia mighe {till be yours.
Juba. What fay’ft thou , Syphax?
By Heav’ns thou turn’ft me all into arrention.
Syph. Marcia mighe flill be yours.
Juba. As how, dear Syphax?
Syph. Juba commands Numidia’s hardy troope 3
Mounted on fteeds, unus’d to the reftraine
Of curbs or bits , and fleeter than rhe winds
Give but the word , we'll fnacch this damfel up,
And bear her off.
Juba. Can fuch dishoneft thoughts
Rife up in man ! Wouldft thou feduce my youth
To do an a that would deftroy my honour?
Syph. Gods, I could rear my beard to hear you n!k’
Honour’s a fine imaginary notion ,
Thar draws in raw and unexperienc’d men
To real mifchiefs, while they hunt a shadows
Juba. Would thou degrade thy prince into a ruffian
Syph. The hoafted anceftors of thefe great men 4
Whoe virtues you admire , were all fuch roffiansy
This dread of narions , this almighry Rome ,
‘That comprehends in her wide empire’s bounds
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Al onder heav'n , was founded on a rape;
Your Scipio’s , C2far’s , Pompey’s , and your Cato’s 5
(The gods on earth ) are all the fpurious brood
Of violated maids, of ravish’d Sabines.
Juba, Syphax , 1 feat that hoary head of thine
Abounds roo much in our Numidian wiles.
Syph. Indeed,; my prince, you want to know the world.
You have not read mankind ; your youth admires
The throws and fwellings of a Roman foul ,
Cato’s bold flights , th’ extravagance of virtue.
Juba, 1f knowledge of the world makes man perfidious,
. May Juba ever live in ignorance!
Syph. Go, go, you're young.
+ Juba. Gods, muft I tamely bear
This -artugance unanfwer’d ! thow’st a traitor -
M falfe old craitor.
Syph. T have gone too far. [ dfides
Jizba. Cato shall know the bafenefs of thy foul.
- Syph. 1 mufk appeale this ftorm, or perish in ic. [ Afides
+ Young prince , behold thefe locks thar are grown white
Beneath a helmer in your father’s barcles.
Juba. Thofe locks shall ne’er proteét thy infolence.
Syph. Muft one rash word , th’ infirmicy of age 5
Throw down the merit of my better years ?
This the reward of a whole life of fervice!
— Curfc on the boy ! how fteadily he hearsme? [ Afide.
« Juba. 1sit becaufe the throne of my forefathers
Still ftands unfill’d , and that Numidia’s crown
Hangs doubtful yet whofe head it shall inclofe,
Thou thus prefum’{k to trear thy prince wich fcorn?
Liij

| -y
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Syph. Why will you rive my heart with fuch expreffions}
Daous not old Syphax follow you to war?
Whar are his aims 2 Why does he load with darts
His trembling hand , and crush beneath a cask
His wrinkled brows 2 What is it he alpires to?
1s it not this? to shed the flow remains,
His laft poor ebb of blood in your defence !
Juba. Syphax,nomore!Iwould not hear you talk,
Syph. Nothear me talk ! whar,when my faith to Juba,
My royal mafler’s fon , is call’d in quefticn?
My prince may ftrike me dead ; and I'll be dumb 3.
But whilft I live I muft not hold my tongue ,
And languish our old age in his difpleafure.
Juba. Thou know’ft the way roo well into my heart,
1 do believe thee loyal to thy prince.
Syph. What greater inftance canIgive? I've oﬁ'c:'i.
To do an adion , which my foul abhors ,
And gain you whom you love, at any price.
Juba. Was this thy motive? I have been too halty.
Syph. And ’tis for this my prince has call’d me traitor,
Juba. Sure thou miftak’ft; I did not call thee fo.
Syph. Youdid indeed, my prince,you call’d me traitogy
Nay , further, threaten’d you'd complain ro Cata.
Of what , my prince , would you complain to Catot
That Syphax loves you , and wou’d facrifice
His life , nay , more , his honour , in your {ervice. -
Juba, Syphax ,Tknow thou lov’ft me ; burindeed,
Thy zeal for Juba carry’d thee too far.
Honour’s a facred tie, the law of kings,
The noble mind’s diftinguishing pacfectiony
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Thataids , and firengthens vireue , where it meets her,
And imicaces her aétions where she is not ;
Iroughr not to be I'Pcm:éd with.
Syph. By Heav'ns
Pmiravish’d when youtalk thus , the” youchideme 1
Alas ! 've hitherto been ufed to think
A blind official zeal to ferve my king,
Theruling principle, thar ought ro burn
And quench all others in a fubje@’s heart.
Happy the people who preferve their honour )
By the fame ducies that oblige their prince!
Juba. Syphax, thounowbegian’itro (peak thyfelf,
Numidia’s gedwn a fcotn amiong the nations
For breach of public vows. Our Punic faich
Is infamens, and branded to a proverb.
Syphax , we'll join our cares, to purge away
Our country’s crimes, and clear her reputation.
Syph. Believe me, prince, youmake old Syphax weep,
To hear you talk — bur "tis with tears of joy.
If ¢’er your facher’s crown adorn your brows ,
Numidia will be bleft by Caro’s lectures. Y
Juba, Syphax, thy hand ; we'll mutually forget
The warmth of youth, and frowardne(s of age;
Thy prince efteems thy worth , and loyes thy pecfon,
- If e’er the fcepeer comes into my hand,
Syphax shall ftand the fecond in my kingdom.
Sypk. Why will you overwhelm my age with kmdnefs 1
My joy grows burdenfome, I shan’c fupporr it.
Juba. Syphax , farewell. I'llhence, and trytofind -

Seme bleft occafion that may fet me right
Liv
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1n Cato’s thoughts, I'd rather have thatman
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my admirers, [ Exiz;

SyrHAX folus.

‘Young men {oon give , and foon forger affronts
©Old age is flow in both — A falf= old traitor ! —
Thofe words, rash boy, rﬁay chance to colt thes dear,
_ My hearr had fill fome foolish fondnefs for thee 3
But hence ! *tisgone : T give irto the winds
€zxfar, I'm wholly thine, —

SCENE VL

SYPHAX, SEMPRONIU S

SYPHAX
A Lt hail, Sempronius!
Well, Caro’s fenate is refolv’d ro wait
The fury of a fiege before it yiclds.

Semp. Syphax , we both were on the verge of fates
Lucius declar’d for peace, and rerms were offer’d
To Cato by a meilenger from Czfar.

Shou’d they fubmir ere our defigns are ripe,
We both muft perish in the common wreck,
Loft in the gen’ral undiftinguish’d ruin,

Syph. But how ftands Caro 2

Semp. Thou haft feen mount Adlas
Whilft ftorms and tempefts thunder on its brows, 1
And oceans break their billows at its feer,
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It flands unmov’d , and glories in its heigh
Such is thac haughty man ; his tow’ring foul ,
°Midit all the shocks:and injuties of fortune,
Rifes fuperior , and looks down on Cxfar,

Syph, Butwhat’s chis meflenger?

Semp. Tve pradis’d with him ,

And found a means to let the vitor know
That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends.
But let me now cxamiae in my weng o

- Is Juba fix’d 2

Syph. Yes— butitis to Catos
I've uy'd the force of ev’ty reafon on him,

Soothd and carefs’d , been angry , footh’d again;
Laid fafery , life, and int’reft in his fight.
Bug all are vain , he fcorns them all for Caro.

Semp. Come,’'tis nomatter,we shall do wichout him, (
He'll make a precty figure in a trivmph, 1
And ferve to trip before the vittor's charior,

Syphax , T now may hope thou haft forfook
Thy Juba’s caufe,, and wisheft Marcia mine.

Sypk. May she be thineas faft as thou would’ft have hery

Semp. Syphax , 1love that woman; tho' I curfe
Her and my(elf, yet, {pite of me, I love her.

Syph. Make Caro fure, and give up Utica,
Cafar will ne’er refufe thee fuch a uifle,

Bur are thy troops prepar’d for a revolt?
Does the fedition catch from man to man,
And run among their ranks?

Semp. All, all is ready:

The factious leaders are our fricnds , that fpread
1y
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Murmurs and difcontents among the foldiere
They counr their toilfome marches, long farigues§
Unufual faftings , and will bear no more
This medley of philofophy and war.
‘Within an hour they’ll [torm the fenate-houfe.
Syph. Mean while I'll draw up my Numidian troops
‘Within the fquare to exercile their arms,
And, as T {e: occafion, favour thee.
1 laugh ro chink how yeur unshaken Cato
Will look aghaft , while unforefeen defiruétion
Pours in upon him thus from ev’ry fide.
S0, where our wide Numidian waftes extend
Sudden , th® imperuous hurricanes defcend,
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play,
Tear up the fands, and fweep whole plains away:
* The helplefs traveller , with wild furprize
Sees the dry defarr all around him rife,
And fmother’d in the dufty whirlwind dies, [Eveunss
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ACT TIL SCENE"L

. MaRrRcuUs and PoRTIUS. -

ig
MARCU 5.

Tn ANES to my flars, T have not rang'd aboug
(' The wilds of life, ere I could find a friend 5
Nature firft pointed our my Portius to me 5
And early raught me, by her fecrer force,
- To love thy perfon , ere I knew thy merit,
Till what was inftiné, grew up inco friendship.

Por. Marcus , the friendships of the wotld are oft

Confed'racies in vice, or leagues of pleafure;
Ours has fevereft virtue for its bafis,
And fuch a friendship ends not bur with life.

Mar. Portius, thou know’ft my foul in all its weaknefs,
Then pr’ythee fpare me on its tender fide,

Indulge me but in love ; my other paffions
Shall rife and fall by vircue’s niceft rules.

Por. When love’s well-tim’d, ris not a faulc ro love,
The ftrong , the brave , the virtuous , and the wile,
Sink in the foft captivity together.

1 would not urge thee to difmifs thy paflion,
« ' Tknow ’twere vain ) but ro fupprefs its force,
Till berer times may make it look more gracefuls
3 1vj
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Mar, Alas! chou talk’ft like one who naver fele
Th' impacient throbs and longings of a foul
That pants and reaches after diftant good.
A lover does nor live by vulgar time : P
Believe me, Porcius, in my Lucia’s abfence,
Life hangs upon me , and becomes a burden
And yer, when I behold the chagming maid ,
I’m ten times more undone ; while hope and feary
And grief, and rage, and lmre 4 p& up at once, L
And with variety of pain diftraét me. )
Por. What can thy Portius do to give thee help?
Mar. Portius, thou oft enjoy’ft the fair one’s prefencey
Then undertake my caufe , and plead it to her
With all the firength and heat of cloquence
Frarernal love and friendship can infpire.
Tell her thy brother languishes to death , 'y
“And fades away , and withers in his bloom
That he forgess his fleep., and loaths his food ,
That youth , and health , and war are joyle(s to him3
Defcribe his anxious days, and reftlefs nights,
- And all the torments that thou fee’lt me fuffer.
Por. Marcus, T beg thee give me nor an office
That fuits with me fo ill. Thou know'ft my temper.
Mar, Wilt thou behold me finking in my woes 5
- And wilt thou nor reach our a friendly arm,
To raife me from amidit this plunge of forrows?
Por. Marcus , thou can’ft not ask whar I'd refufe;
Bur here, believe me, I've a thoufand reafons —
Mar. T know thoul’t fay my paflion’s out of feafon ;
“That Cato’s grear example and misforwunes
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should both confpire to drive it from my thoughtss
But what’s all this to one who loves like me !
Oh! Portius , Portius, from my {oul T wish
Thoun did'lt but know thyfelf what s to love?!
Then would’ft chou pity and affift thy brother.

Por. Whatshould Ido !'ifI difclofe my paffion
Our friendship’s at an end : if T conceal it,
The world will call me falfe to a friend and brother.

[ Afide

Mar. But fee where Lucia , at her wonted hour,
Amidft the cool of yon high marble arch,
Enjoysthe noon-day breeze ! obferve her , Porrius!
That face, that shape, thofe eyes, thathzav’n of beauty |
Obferve her well, and blame me if thou can’ft.

~Por, She fe=s us, and advances —

I AMar. Tl withdraw ,
And leave you for a while. Remember, Portius !
Thy brother’s life depends upon thy tongue.

$:.C ENE. I.L

Lucia, PORTIUS.

LuociIa,

D 1D notl fee your brother Marcus here?
Why did he fly the place, and shun my prefence 2

Por. Oh, Lucia, language is too faint to shew
His rage of loye; it preys upon his life
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He pines, he fickens, he defpairs, he dies g
His paffions and his virtues lic confus’d ,
And mixt together in fo wild a umale,
Thatthe whole man is quite disfigur’d in him.
Heav’ns ! would one think *twere pofiible for love
To make fuch ravage in a noble foul !
©Oh ! Lucia, I'm diftres’d 3 my heart bleeds for him'y
Ev'n now, while thus I ftand bleft in thy prefence,
A fecrer damp of grief comes o’er my thoughts,
And I'm unhappy , tho’ thou (mil’ft upon me.
Luc. How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the shock
Of love and friendship ! think betimes, my Portiusy
° Think how the nuptial tie, that might enfure
©Our mutual blifs, would raife to fuch a height
Thy brother’s griefs , as mighr perhaps deftroy him,
Por. Alas, poor youth ! what doft thou think, my Luciad
His gen’rous, open, undefigning hearc
Has begg’d his rival o folicic for him
Then do not ftrike him dead with a denial 5
But hold him up in life,, and cheer his foul
With the faint glimmering of a doubtful hope &
Perhaps when we have pals'd thefe gloomy hours,
And weather'd out the ftorm that beats upon us —
Luc. No, Portius, no! I fee thy fifter’s tears,
Thy father’s anguish , and thy brother’s death ,
In the purfuir of eur 1ll-fated loves;
And, Porius, here I fwear , to Heav’n I fwear,
ToHeav’nand all the Pow'rs that judge mankind,
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine, :
While fuch a cloud of mifchiefs hangs about us 5
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But to forget our loves, and drive thee out
From all my thoughts as far —asIam able.
Por.What hat thou faid! I'm thunder-firuck—recall
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever.
Luc. Has not the vow already pafs’d my lips 2
The Gods have heard it, and s {eal’d in Heav'na
May all the vengeance that was ever pour’d
On perjur’d heads o’erwhelm me , if T break it.
[ After a paufe.
Por. Fix'd in aftonishment , T gaze upon thee, |
Like one juft blafted by a firoke from Heav’n,
W ho panths for breath , and ftiffens , yer alive,
In dreadful looks ; a monument of wrath !
ZLug. At length I've a&ed my (everelt part,
I feel the woman breaking in upon me,
And melt abour my heart ! my tears will flow.
But oh! I’ll think no more ! the hand of Fate
Has rorn thee from me, and I muft forger thee,
Por. Hard-hearred , cruel maid!
Zuc. Oh'! ftop thofe founds,
Thofe killing founds ! why doft thou frown upon mef
My blood runs cold , my hearr forgets to heave,
And life it(elf goes out ar thy difpleafure,
The Gods forbid us to indulge our loves,
But oh ! T cannort bear thy hate, and live!
Por. Talk not of love, thou never knew’ft its forced
T've been deluded , led into a dream
Of fancy’d blifs. O Lucia , crucl maid !
Thy dreadful vow , laden with deach, fiill founds
In my ftunn’d cars. What shall I fay or do?
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Quick fer us parr! perdirion’s in thy prefence,
And horror-dwells abour thee ! — Ha! sh= fainis 3
Wretch that Tam ! what has my rashnefs done?
Lucia , thou injur’d innocence ! thou beft
And lovelieft of thy fex ! awake , my Lucia,
Or Porrius rushes on his fword to join thee.
— Her imprecarions reach not to the tomb,
They shut not out fociety in death — '
+But ha! she moves! life wanders up and down ’
Through all her face, and lights up ev’ry charm, !
Luc. O Portius , was this well — to frown on hex |
That lives upon thy fmiles ! to call in doubt
The faith of one expiring at thy feer,
That {oves thee more than ever woman lov’d !
— What do I fay ? My half recover’d fenfe
Forgets the vow in which my foul is bound.
Deftruttion ftands betwixt us ! we muft part.
Por. Name not the word, my frighted thoughtsrun back,
And ftartle into madnefs at the found.
Luc.What wouldft thou have me do? Confider well
°The train of ills our love would draw behind it
Think , Porrius , think thou feeft thy dying brothet
Stabb’d at his hearr, and all befmear’d with blood ,
Storming at Heav'n and thee ! Thy awful fire
Sternly demands the caufe, th’ aceurfed caufe
.That robs him of his fon ! Poor Marcia trembles
Then tears her hair, and frantic in her griefs
Calls our on Lucia ! What could Lucia anfwery '
Or how ftand up in fuch a fcene of forrow?
Por. To my confufion , and erernal gricf,
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¥ muft approve the fentence that deftroys me.
The mift, char hung abour my mind , clears up 3
And now , athwatt the terrors that thy vow
Has planted round thee , thou appear’ft moll fair,
More amiable , and rifeft in thy charms.
Lovelicft of women ! Heav'n isin thy foul,
Beauty and vircue shine for ever round thee,
Bright’ning each other ! thou art all divine!
Luc, Portius, no more ! thy words shoot thro’ my hearty
Melt my refolves , and rurn me all to love.
Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes?
Why heaves thy heare? why fwells'thy foul with forrow?
It foftens me roo much — farewell , my Portius ,
Farewell , tho’ death is in the word ! — for ever!
Por. Stay , Lucia , ftay ! what doft thou fay ? Forever §
Luc. Have I not [worn'? If, Portius, thy fucce(s
Mult chrow thy brother on his fate, farewell , —
- Oh , how shall T repeat the word ! for ever !
Por, Thus o’cr the dying lamp th’ unfteady flarae
Hangs quiv’ring on a point, leaps off by fits,
© And falls again , as loth to quit its hold :
~— Thou muft not go , my foul ftill hovers o’er thee y
And can’c ger loofe.
Luc. If the firm Portius shake
. To hear of parting, think what Lucia fuffers!
Por. "Tis true , unrpfed and ferene , Pve met
The common accidents of life , but here
Such an unlook’d-for florm of ills falls on me ,
It beats down all my ftrength, 1 cannot bear it,

We muilt not part,
)
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Luc, What doft thou fay ? nor part !
Haft thou forgot the vow that I have made?
Are there nor Heay’ns, and Gods, that thunder o’er ush
— Bux fee, thy brocher Marcus bends chis way 3
1 ficken at the fight. Once more , farewell ,
Farewell, and know thou wrong*{t me, if thou think’ft.
Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine. [ Exis.

S'C ENE"PFE

Marcus, PorT1US,

MARCUS.

Pou‘n:r s,what hopes? how ftands she? Am I'doom’d
To life or death?

Por. What would’ft thou have me fay?

Mar.What means this penfive pofture? thou appear’k
Like one amaz’d and rerrify’d.

Por. I've reafon.

Mar. Thy down-cafltlooks,and thy diforder'd thoughl
Tell me my fate. I ask not the fuccefs
My caufe has found.

Por. I'm griev'd I undertook it.

Mar.\What ! does the barbarous maid infult my hearty
My aching heart! and triumph in my pains?
That I could caft her from my thoughts for ever!

Por, Away, you're too fulpicious in your gricfsg
Lucia, though fworn never to think of love,
€ompallionates your pains, and pities you.
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Mar. Compaffionates my pains, and pities me}
‘What is compaffion , when ’tis void of love !
Fool that I was to choofe fo cold a friend
To urge my caufe ! — Compaflionates my pains?
Prychee what arr, whart rhec’rick didft thou ufe
To gain rhis mighty boon ? She pities me !
To one thart asks the warm returns of love ,
€ompaffion’s cruelty , ’tis {corn , “tis death =
Por. Marcus, no more! have 1 defery’d this crearmentd
Mar Whathave I faid ! O Portius, O forgiveme !
A foul exafperated in ills falls out
With ev’ry thing , its friend , itfelf — but hah !
What means that shout, big with the founds of war 2
What new dlarm 2
Por. A fecond, louder yet,
Swells in the winds, and/comes more full upon us. ¢
Mar. Oh! for fome glotious caufe to fall in bartles
Lucia thou haft undone me! thy difdain
Has broke my heart; ’dis death muft give me eafe.
Par. Quick, let us hence ; who knowsif Caro’s life
Stands fure ? O Marcus , I am warm’d , my heart
Leaps at the trumpert’s voice, and burns for glory. [Exire

S.CE N E. LV

Enter SEMPRONIUS , with the Leaders of the
Mutiny.
SEMPRONIUS,

.A_ T length the winds are rais'd, the frorm blows hight
Be it your cate , my fricnds , to keep it up
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In its full fury, and dire& i righr,

Till it has fpent itfe]f on Cato’s head,

Mean-while I'll herd among his friends , and feem

One of the number , that, whate’er arrive,

My friends , and fellow-foldicrs may be fafe.  [Exir.
1ff Lead Ve all are fafe , Sempronius is our friend §

Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato.

Burt hark ! he enters, Bear up boldly to him;

Be fure you bear him down , and bind him faft;

This day will end our toils, and give us reft! !

Fear nothing , for Sempronius is our friend.

SIGE'N E, Y

&Enter€aro, Semproxwis , Lucius , PorTivs}
and MAaRcus.

CarTo

Wn E R E are thofe bold inrrepid fons of war,

Thart greatly turn their backs upon the foe,

And ro their general fend a brave defiance 2
Semp. Curfle on their daftard fouls , they ftand afto-

nish’d. [ Afide.

Cato. Perfidious men ! and will you thus dishonout

Your paft exploits , and fully all your wars?

Do you confefs *twas not a zeal for Rome,

Nor love of liberty , nor thirft of honour,

Drew you thus far; but hopes to share che fpoil
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Of conquer’d towns , and plunder’d provinces?
Fir'd with fuch motives you do well to join
With Cato’s foes, and follow Cafar’s banners.
Why did 1 fcape th’ envenom’d afpic’s rage,
And all the fiery monfters of the defarc,
To {ee this day } Why could not Caro fall
_Without your guilc2 Behold , ungrateful men
Behold my bofom naked to your fwords ,
And let the man that’s injur’d ftrike the blow 3
Which of you all fufpe&ts that he iswrong’d ,
Ot thinks he (uffers greater ills than Caro 2
Am T diftinguish’d from you bur by roils ,
Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares?
Painful pre-eminence !
Semp. By Heav'ns, they droop!
Confufion to the villains; all is loft! [ Afideq
Caro. Have you forgotten Libya’s burning wafte ,
Tts barren rocks , parch’d earth , and hills of fand 5
Its rainted air, and all its broods of poifon?
- Who wgs the firlt to explore th’ untrodden path,
When life was hazarded in ev’ry ftep ?
Or, fainting in the long laborious march ,
When on the banks of an unlook’d-for ftream
¥ou {unk the river with repeared draughts,
Who was the laft in all your holt that thirfted?
Semp. 1f fome penurious fource by chance appear’d
Scanty of waters , when you ftoop’d it dry,
And offer’d the full helmer up to Caro,
Did he not dash th’ unrafted moifture from himj
Did pe npt lead you through the mid-day fun o
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And clouds of duft * Did nort his temples glow
In the fame fulery winds, and fcorching heats?
Cato. Hence , worthlefs men ! hence ! and complain
Cafar;
You could not undergo the toil of war,
Nor bear the hardships that your leader bore.

Luc." See, Cato,, fee the unhappy men ! they weep !
Fear and remorfe , and forrow for their crime,
Appear in ev’ry look , and plead for mercy.

Caro. Learn to be honeft men, give up your leaders;
And pardon shall defcend on all the reft.

Semp, Cato commirt thefe wretches to my care,
Firt ler’em each be broken on the rack,

Then , with what life remains , impal’d and left
To writhe at leifure round the bloody ftake,

* There let *em hang, and taint the fouthern wind.
The partners of their crime will learn obedience,
W hen they look up and fee their fellow traitors
Stuck on a fork, and black’ning in the fun,

‘Luc. Sempronius , why , why wilt chou urge the fare
Of wretched men?

Semp. How ! would’{t thou clear rebellion !

Lucius ( good rhan ) pities the poor offenders
That would imbrue their hands in Cato’s blood.

Cato. Forbear , Sempronius ! — fee they fuffer death,

* Burtin their deaths remember they are men;

Strain not the laws to make their rorrures gricvous,

Lucius , the bafe degen’rate age requires

Severity , and juftice in its rigour ¢

Thisawes an impious, bold , offending world,
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* Commands obedience , and gives force to laws.
When by juft vengeance guilty mortals perish ,
" The Gods behold the punishment with pleafure,,
And lay b’ uplifted chunderbolr afide.
Semp. Cato, I execute thy will with pleafure.
Caro. Mean-while we'll facrifice to Liberry.
Rémember , O my friends , the laws , the rights
The gen’rous plan of pow'r deliver’d down ,
From age to age , by your renown’d forefathers,
) (5o dearly boughr, the price of fo much blood 5}
* O let it never perish in your hands !
But pioufly tranfmit it to your children.
Do tliou, greac Liberty , infpire our fouls,
+ And make our lives in thy poffeffion happy,
Or our deaths glorious in thy juft defence.
[ Exeunt Cato y Sei

T e S QENE=VI 2

SeaeroNtSs , and the Leaders of the Mutiny;

T
1f LEADER.

S EMPRONIUS, you have aded like yourfelf :

One would have thoughr you had been halfin earneft.

+ Semp. Villain, ftand off, bafe , grov'ling , worthlefs
wrerches,

Mongrels in faition , poor faint-heated traitoss? *
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2d Lead. Nay, now you carry it too far, Semproniui §
Throw off the mask ; there are none here but friends.
Semp. Know,villains,when fuch palery flaves prefume
To mix in treafon , if the plot fucceeds ,
They’re thrown neglected by : buc if it fails,
They're fure to die like dogs, as you shall do.
Here, take thefe faltious monlters , drag "em forth
To fudden death.
Enter Guards.
1 Lead. Nay, fince it comes to this —
Semp. Difparch 'em quick , bu firft pluck out th
tolgues, i
Left with their dying breath they fow fedicion,
> [ Exeunt Guards , wich their Leaders

SCENE VIL

SYPHAX and SEMPRONIVS;

SYyrHAX

Oy bt defign , my friend , has prov’d abortivey

Still there remains an after-game to play;

My troops are mounted 5 their Numidian fteeds

Snuff up the wind , and long to fcour the defart :

Let bur Sempronius head us in our Aight,

We'll force the gare where Marcus keeps his guard

And hew down all that would oppofe our paffage.

A day will bring us into Czfar’s camp. 1
Semp
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Semp. Confufion ! Ihave fail'd of half my purpofe s
Marcia , the charming Marcia’s left behind !
Syph. How ! will Sempronius turn a woman’s flave !
Semp. Think not thy friend can ever feel the fofc:
Unmanly warmth and tendernefs of love.
Syphax , I long to clafp that haughty maid,
And bend her ftubborn virtue to my paffion :
When I have gone thus far, I'd caft her offi
Syph . Well faid ! chac’s fpoken like thyfelf, Semproniusq
What hinders , then, but that thou find her out,
And hurry her away by manly force?
§emp. But how to gain admifion? for accef(s
Is giv'n to none but Juba, and her brothers.
Syph. Thou shalt have Juba’s drefs, and Juba's guuds :
The doors will open when Numidia’s prince
$eems to appear before the flaves that watch them,
Semp, Heav’ns,whata thought is there! Marcia’s my own}
How will my bofom fwell with anxious joy ,
When I behold her ftruggling in my arms,,
With glowing beauty , and diforder’d charms ,
While fear and anger, with alternate grace
Pant in her brealt, and yary in her face!
So Plugo {ei¥d of Proferpine, convey’d
To Hell’s tremendous gloom th’ afirighted maid ,
There grimly fmil’d , pleas’d with the beauteous prize
Norenvy'd Jove his fun-shine and his skies. [ Exeunte
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ACT 1V. SC‘E'NE{I._

LUCIA and MARCIA,

L WEi L.

Nuw tell me, Marcia, tell me from thy foul,
If thou believ'it "tis poflible for woman
To fuffer greater ills than Lucia fuffers?

Mare, OLucia, Lucia , might my big {fwoln hezl.'t, i
“Went all its griefs , and give a loofe to forrow,
Marcia could anfer thee'in fighs , keep pace
With all thy woes, and count out tear for rear.

Luc. T know thou’rt doom’d alike to be belov'd
By Juba, and thy father’s friend Sempronius.

But which of thelt has pow’r to chaem like Porrius !

MarcaStill T muflt beg thee not toname Sempronius. g
Lucia , I li%< not char loud boeift’rous man; :
Juba to all the'brav’ry of a hero
Adds foftelt love and more than female fweetnel"s;
Juba might make the proudeft of our fex,

Any of woman-kind , but Marcia , happy.

Luc, And why nor Marcia ? come,you ftrivein vain
To hide your thoughrs from one who knows roo well
The inward glowings of a hearr in love.

Mare, While Carto lives, his daugheer has no right
%o loye or hate, but as his choice dire@s.
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ZLuc, Butshould chis father give you to Semipronius
Marc. 1dare not think he will : but if he should —
Why wilt thou add ro all the griefs 1 fuffer
Imaginary ills, and fancy’d tortures?
1 hear the found of feet! they march this way !
Let us retire, and try if we can drown
Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent dangzr:
When love once pleads admiffion to our heartry
{In fpice of all the virtue we can boaft )
The woman that deliberates is loft. [ Exeunt,

S C.EN.EyIL

En:er SEMPRONIUS , dreffed like TusA, wn!n
Numidian Guards.

SEMPRONIUS,

TH & deerislodg’d , 've track’d her to her covert.
Be fure you mind the word , and when I give it
Rush in at once , and (eize upon your prey.
Let not her cries or tears have force to move yoit.
— How will the young Numidian rave to {ze
His miftrefs loft 2 If ought could glad my foul,
Beyond th” enjoyment of fo bright a prize,
*Twould be to torture that young, gay , Batbarian,
— But hark , what noife ! Death rto my hopes ! "tis he,
*Tis Juba’s (elf! there is bur one way left —
He muft be murder’d , and a paffage cox

K ij
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Through thofe his guards — hah, daftards, do you
tremble ! —

Or aét like men, or by yon azure heay'n ——

Enter J U B a,

Juba. What do I fee 2 Who's this that dares ufuep
The guards and habit of Numidia®s prince?
Semp. One that was born to fcourge thy arrogance
Prefumpruous youth !
Juba. What can this mean ? Sempronius!
Semp. My fword shall anfwer thee. Have at thy heare.
Juba. Nay, then beware thy own, proud barbarous
man. . [ Semp. falls. His guards furrender,
Semp. Curfe on my ftars! am I then doom®d ro fall
By a boy’s hand , disfigur’d in a vile
Numidian drefs, and for a worthlefs woman?
Gods, I'm difteadted ! this my clofe of life! 4
O for a peal of thunder that would make
Farth, fea, and air, and heav'n and Cato tremble! [Diege
Juba.With whata (pring his furious foul broke loofe
And left the limbs flill quiv’ring on the ground !
Hence let us carry off thofe flaves to Cato,
That we may chere at length unravel all -
Fhis datk defign ; this myftery of fate.
' [ Exic Juba, with prifoners, §cv
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Enter Lucia and MARCT &,

Lo'cx Ak

S U R E "twas the clash of fwords; my treubled heast

Is fo caft down , and {unk amidit its forrows,

It throbs with fear ; and aches at ev’ry found.

0, Marcia, should thy brothers for my fake ! ==

1 die away with horror at the thought.

Mare. See, Lucia, {¢e ! here’s blood ! here’s blood and
murder !

Hah ! a Numididn ! Heav'n prefcrve the prince )

The face lies mufled up within the garment,

I ~ Buc hah ! death to my fight! 2 diadem,

And purple robes! O Gods! "tis he! tishe !

Juba the lovelielt youth that ever warm’d

A virgin's heart; Juba lies dead before us !

Luc. Now, Marcia, now call up ro thy affiftance

Thy wonted firength and conftancy of mind ;

Thou can’ft not puc it to a grearter trial. ;
Mare. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my patisncey

Have I nor caufe to rave , and beat my brealt,

To rend my heart with grief, and run diftraéted !
Lyc, Whar can I think or fay ro give thee comfort
Mare, Talk not of comfort, "ds for lighter illss

Behold a fight thar firikes all comfore dead.

K iij
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Enter JU B A liffening.

1 will indulge my forrows , and give way
To all the pangs and fury of defpair;
Thac man , that beft of men , deferv’d it from me.

Juba.What do T hear? And was the falfe Sempronius
That beft of men? O had 1 fall’n like him,

And cou’d have thus been mourn’d , T had been happy.
“- Luc. Here willl ftand companion in thy woes,
And help thee with my tears ; when T behold

A lofs like thine, T half forger my own.

Mare. “Tis not in fate to eafe my tortur’d breaft,
This empry world , to me a joylefs defare,

Has norhing left to make poor Marcia happy.

Juba. 'mon the rack 2 Was he fo near her hearc?

Mare. O he was all made up of love and charms!
“Whatever maid could wish ; or man admire :
Delight of ev'ry eye ! when he appear’d ,

A fecrer pleafure glad’ned all thar faw him;
But when he talk’d, the proudeft Roman blush’d
To hear his virrues, and old age grew wife.
o Juba, 1shall run mad —
Marc. O Juba! Juba ! Juba!
Juba. “What means that voice? Did she not call on
Juba?

Mare.Why do I think on what he was! he’s dead !
He’s dead , and never knew how much I lov'd him.
Lucia , who knows but his poor bleeding heart,
Amidft its agonies,, remember’d Marcia,

And the laft words he ureer’d call’d me crugt !
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- Alas; he knew not, haple(s youth, he knew not

Marcia’s whole foul was full of loveand Juba!
Juba, Wheream 1! do I live ! oram indeed
Whart Matcia thinks! all is Elyfium round me!
Mare. Ye dear remains of the moit lov'd of men!
Nor moduﬂly nor vircue here forbid
A laft embrace, while thus—
Juba.See Marcia, fee [ Throwing himfelf before her.
‘Thie happy Juba lives ! he livesto carch |
That dear embrace, and to return it tod:
With mutual warmth and eagernefs of love.
Mare.With pleafure and amaze I {land rranfporred !
Sure “tis'a dream'!'dead and alive at once!
If thow art Juba , who lies there?
Juba.. A wretch,
Difguis’d like Juba ona cars'd defign.
The taleis long, nor have/I heard it our.

.. Thy:father knows it all. T could not bear

To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death,
But flew, in all'the hafte of love, to find thee ;
1 found thee weeping . and confefs this once,
Am raptwith joy to fee my Maicia's tears.

Mar, T've been furpris'd in an unguarded hour,
But muft not now go back ¢ the love that lay

" Half fmother'd in my breaft, has broke through all

Tts weak reftraines, and burnsin its full loftre.
1 cannor , if I would , conceal it from thee.
Juba. T'm loftin ecltaly ; and doft thou love,
Thou charming maid? —
Marc. And doft thou live to ask ir?
Kir
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Juba. This, this is lifcindeed ! life worth preferving ,
Such life as Juba never fele 'till now!

Marc. Believeme, prince, before I thoughtthee dead,

" 1 did nor know myfelf how much I loy’d thes,
Juba. O fortunace miftake !
Mare. O happy Marcia!
Juba. My joy , my beft belov’d! my only wish !
How shall T fpeak the tranfport of my foul!
Mare, Lucia, thy arm ! Oh, lee mereft uponic!
‘The vital blood , that had forfook my hearr,
Returns again in fuch temultuous rides,
It quite o’¢rcomes me. Lead to my apartriient. —
O prince! 1 blush to think what I have faid,.
Bur fate has wrefted the confeflion from me;
Go on, and profper in the paths of honour.
Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee,
And make the Gods propitious to our love.

[Exeunt Mare, and Luc,

Juba. Tam fo blefk, I fear *tis all a dream,
Fortune, thou now haft made amends for all
“Thy palt unkindnefs, I abfolve my ftars.
“Whar tho’ Numidia add her conquer’d towns
And provinees to fwell the vi&or’s triumph ,
Juba will never ar his fate repine :

Ler Czfar baye the world , if Marcia’s mine. [ Exit
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SO ENE LY.

A Marck at a diffance.

Enter Cat0 and Lucius,

Luoci1us.

1 ftand aftonish’d ! what, the bold Sempronius!
That fill broke foremoft thro” the crowd of patriots
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported ,
And virtwous ev’n to madnefs —

Caro. Truft me, Lucius,
Our civil difcords have produc’d fuch crimes,
Such monfirous crimes , T am {urpriz’d at nothing.
— O, Lucius, I am fick of this bad world !
The day-light and the fun grow painful to me.

Enter PORTIUS.

But fee where Portius comes ! whar means thishafte 2
Why are thy looks thus chang'd 2
Por. My hearc is griev'd,
1 bring fuch news as will affii& my farher.
Caro. Has Czfar shed more Roman blood ?
Por. Not fo.
The traitor Syphax , as within the fquare
He exercis’d his troops, the fignal giv’n,
Flew off at once with bis Numidian horfe
Ky
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To the fouth gate , where Marcus holds the warch;
1 faw, and call’'d ro ftop him , but in vain;

He toft his arm aloft, and proudly told me,

He would not ftay and perish like Sempronius.

Cato. Perfidious man ! but hafte, my fon ,and fee
Thy brother Marcus afts a Roman’s part. Exit Pore \

— Lucius , the torrent bears roo hard upon me :
Jultice gives way to force : the conquer’d world ]
1s Cafar’s ! Caro has no bufinefs in it. I

Luc. While pride , oppreffion , and injuftice reign, !
The world will {till demand her Cato’s prefence,
In pity to mankind fubmit to Cafar, |
And reconcile thy mighey foul to life.

Cato, Would Lucius have me live to fwell the number
Of Cafar’s flaves, or by a bafe fubmiffion
Give up the canfe of Rome, and own a tyrant}

Luc, The vifor never will impofe on Cato
Ungen’rous terms. His enemics confefs
The vircues of humanity are Cafar’s.

Cato. Curfle on his virtues! they’ve undone his country,
Such popular humanity is treafon — i
But fee young Juba ; the good youth appears
Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubje&.

Luc. Alas, poor prince! his fate deferves compaffion.

———

Enter JU B A,
Juba. 1 blush, and am confounded to appzar
Before thy prefence , Cato.
Cato. What’s thy crime?
Juba. I'm a Numidian,
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‘Caro. Andabraveone, too. Tholt hafta Roman foul.
Jiba, Haftthon'nor heard of my falfe countrymen ?
uCato. Alas, young prince, falshood and fraud shoot
upin ev'ry foil ,

The produtt of all climes — Rome has its Cafars.
Juba. ’Tis gen’rous thus to comfort the diftrefs'd.
:Caro. "Tisjulk to give applaufe where "tis defery’d =

Thy virtue ; prince , has ftood the reft of fortune,

Like pureft gold , thar, tortur’d in the furnace ,

Comes out more bright, and brings forch all its weight,
Juba, What shall T anfwer thee ? My ravish'd hearw

O'erflows with fecret joy : I'd rather gain

Thy praife, © Cato, than Numidia’s empire.

i Re-enter PORTIU S,
“Por. Misfortune on misforcune! griefon grief!
My brocther Marcus —
Cato. Hah! what has he done?
Has he forfook his poit? Has he giv'n way?
Did he look tamely on, and let ’em pafs?
Por. Scarce had 1left my father, bur I met him

~ Borne oh the shiclds of his furviving foldiers,

Breathlefs and pale, and cover'd o’er with wounds.

|/ Lopg , at the head of his few faichful friends,

He flood the shock of a whole holt of foes,
*Till obftinately brave , and bent on'death,
Oppreft with mulricudes; he greatly fall
Cato, P'm fatisfy'd.
Por. Nor did he fall before
His (word had picrc'd through the fale heart of Syphaxd
Kvj
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Yonder he lies. T faw che hoary traicor’
Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground,

Caro.Thanks to the Gods ! my boy has done his duty.
— Portius, when I am dead , be fure you place
His urn near mine.

Por. Long may they keep afunder?

Zuc, O Cato, arm thy foul with all its patience;
Sec where the corps of thy dead fon approaches!
The citizens and fenarors, alarm'd ,

Haye gather'd raund it, and arrend it weeping.

C AT o0, meering the Corfe.

Cato.Welcome,my fon! here lay him down, my friends,
Full in my fighc, that I may view at leifure
The bloody corfe ; and count thol® glorious wounds.
. — How beauriful is death , when earn’d by virtug!
. Who would not be that yopth2 What picy is ic
That we can die bur ence to ferve our country !
—Why fits this fadnefs on your brows , my fricnds?
1 shou'd have blush’d if Caro’s houfe had ftood
Secure, and flourish’d in a civil war.
— Portius , behold thy brother, and remember
* Thy life is not thy own , when Rome demands it
Juba. Was ever man like this! [ 4fide.
Cato. Alas, my friends;
Why mourn you thus ! letnot a private lofs : L
Afli& your heares.” *Tis Rome requires our teatsy :
The miftrefs of the world , the fear of empire,
‘The nurfe of heroes , the delight of Gads,
Ihat humbled the proud tyrants of the carth, i .'&
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And fet the nartions free, Rome is no mores
O liberty ! O virtue ! O my councry !
Juba. Behold thar upright man ! Rome fills his eyes
With tears, that low’d not o’cr his own dead fon. [ Afide.
Caro. Whate'er the Roman virtue has fubdu’d,
The fun’s whole courfe , the day and year are Cafar’s 5
Forhim the felf-devored Decii dy'd,
The Fabii fell ; and the great Scipios conquer’d ;
Ev'n Pompey foughr for Cxfar. Oh, my iriends}
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages,
“The Roman empirs fall’n ! O curft ambition?
Fall’n into Cafar’s hands ! Our grear forefathers
Had lefc him nought to conquer but his countrys
Juba. While Caro lives , C2far will blush to fee
Mankind enflav’d , and be asham’d of empire.
Cato. Caflar asham’d! has he not feen Pharfalia?
Lue. Carto, ’tis time thou {ave thyfelf and us, *
Caro: Lofe nora thought onme, 1'm out of dangery
Heav'n will not lzaye me in the vidor’s hand.
Cafar shall never fay he conquer'd Caro.
But oh , my friends , your fafery fills my heart
With anxious thoughts : a thoufand fecrer tzrrors
Rife in my foul : How shall I fave my friends 2
Fis now , O Caxfar, I begin ro fear thee.
Luc. Cafar has mercy if we ask it of hin.
Caro. Then ask it I conjure you ! lec him know
Whate’er was done againit him , Caro did it k
Add, if you pleafe, thar I requeft it of him,
That T myfelf, wich tears, requeft ic of him ,
The virtue of my friends may pafs unpunish’d.
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Juba , my heart is cronbled for thy fakes
Shou’d I advife thee to regain Namidia,
Or feek the conqueror?
Juba, 11 forfake thee
Whillt T have life , may Heav'n abandon Juba !
Cato. Thy virtues, prince, if I forefee aright,
Will one day make thee grear; ac Rome hercafter
*Twill be 1o crime to have been Cato’s friends
Pordus, draw near : My fon, thou oft haft feen
Thy fire engag'd in a corrupred flate ,
Wreltling with vice and fafion : fiow thou fec’ft me,
Spent, overpower'd , defpairing of {uccef(s;
Let me advife thee to retreac berimes
To thy paternal feat, the Sabine ficld ,
Where the grear Cenfor toil’d with his own hands,
And all our frugal anceftors were blefs’d
In humble virtues ; and a rural lifey
There live retir'd , pray for the peace of Romes
Conrent thylelf to be obfenrely good.
When vice prevails, and impious men bear fway,
The poft of honour is a private {tation.
Por. 1 hope my father does not recommend
A life to Porcius , that he fcorns himfelf.
Cazo. Farewell, my friends ! if there be any of you
Who date not teuft the vidtor’s clemency ,
Knew there are ships prepar’d by my command ;-
{ Their fails already op’ning to the winds )
That shall convey you to the wish'd-for port.
Is thers aught elfe, my friends, Ican do for you?
The conqueror draws nears Once more farewell}
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CATO folus, fitting in a thoughtful pofture ¢
In his hand Plato’s Book on the Immor-
tality of the Soul, Adrawn fiword on the
table by him.

I-r muft be fo — Plato, thou reafon’ft well ==

Elfe whence this pleafing hop:, this fond defire,
This longing after immortaliry?

Or whence this fecret dread , and inward horror,

Of falling into nought* Why shrinks the {oul

Back on herfelf, and ftartles ar d-ftruéion 2

3Tis the Divinicy thar ftirs within us 2

*Tis Heav'n icfelf that points out an hereafter,

And intimat:s eterniry to man 2

Eternity ! thou pleafing , dreadful thoughe!
Through what varicry of unery’d being,

Through what new fcenes and changes muft we pafs!
The wide , the unbounded profpe& lies before mej
But shadows , clouds , and darknefs reft upon it
Here will T hold. If there’s a pow’r above us,

( And thar there is all natore cries aleud

Through all her works ) h= mult delight in virtues
And that which he delights in muft be happy 5

But when ? or where ? — This world was made for Cafar
T'm weary of conjeflures — this muft end "ema,
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[ Laying his kand on his fiword.
Thus am T doubly arm’d : my death and life, '
My bane and antidore are both before me 2
Thisin a moment brings me to an end
Bue chis informs me T shail never die.
The foul, fecur'd in her exiftence, fmiles
At the drawn dagger , and defies its point.
The ftars shall fade away , the fun himfelf
Grow dim with age , and nature fink in years,
But thou shalc flourish in immoreal youth ,
Unhurr amidft the war of elements ;
The wrecks of matter, and the crush of worlds.
What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me?

This lethargy thar creeps through all my fenfes?
Nature opprefs’d , and harrals’d out with care,
Sinks down to reft. This once T'll favour her,
That my awaken'd foul may take her flight,
Renew’d in all her ftrength , and fresh with life,
An off*ring fit for Heav’n. Ler guilt or fear
Diftutb man’s reft , Cato knows neither of "em,
Indiff*rent in hischoice to {leep or die.

ST ENETIL

A Cixro,; Po¥rrus.

CaTo.
Bu'r hah! how’s this, my fon?-Why this intrufion?
Were not my orders that 1 would be private?
Why am I difobey’d 2
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Por. Alas, my father!
What mzans this fword ? this inftrument of death?
Let me convey it hence,
Caro. Rash youth, forbear!
Por. O letthe pray’s, th' intreaties of your friends,
Their tears;, their common danger , wreft it from you.
Caro.Wouldft thou berray me? Would(t chou givemeup
A flave , a'caprive into Celar’s hands 2
Retire, and learn obedience 1o a father,
Or know , young man! —
Por. Look uot thus fiernly on mey
You know 1'd racher die than difebey you.
Caro. *Tis well! again 'm mafter of myfelfe
Now, Cafar, let thy woops befet our gates,
And bar each avenue ; thy gath’ring fleets
O'crfpread the fea, and ftop up ev’ry ports
Caro shall open to himfelf a pailage,
And mock thy hopes —
Por, O, Sir, forgive your fen,
Whofe grisf bangs heavy on him ! O my father?
How am I [ure itis not the laft time:
1 e’er shall call you fo ! be not difpleas’d,
O be not angry with me whillt I weep ;
And, in the anguish of my heart , befeech you
To quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul!
Cato, Thou haft been ever good and dutiful. ]
[ Embracin '_ngm-
Weep not , my-fon, all will bewell againg
The righteous Gods ; whom T have fought to plearc,’
Will fuccour Caro , and preferve his children,




r ¢ & T 0 239

Por. Your words give comfort to my drooping heart.
Cato. Portius, thou may’fk rely upon my condudi.
Thy father will not aét what misbecones him.,
But go, my fon, and (ce if aught be wanting
Among thy father’s friends ; (ee them embark’d,
And tell me if the winds and (eas befriend them.
My foul is quite weigh’d down with care , and asks
The foft refreshment of a moment’s fleep.
Por. My thoughts are more at eale , my heart revives.

[Exiny

SCENE 1ILL

PoRrRTiUSs and MARCIaA,

PORTI1IU S

O Marcia,, O my fifter, flill there’s hope!

Our facher will not calt away a life

5o needful ro us ally and to hiscountry. : {

He is retit’d to reft, and feems to cherish

Thoughts full of peace. He has difpatci’d me hence

With orders that befpeak a mind compos'd ,

And ftudious for the fafery of his friends.

Marcia , take care that none difturb his lumbers. [ Exir.
Mare, O yeimmortal pow’rs, that guard the juft,

Watch round his couch , and foften his repofe ,

Banich his forrows, and becalm his foul

With ealy dreams; remember all his viroues ,

And shew mankind that goodnefsis your care !
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S CENE. LY

Lucia, and MARCI A,
L. .cn ke

WH £ & £ is your father , Marcia, where is Cato' ¥

Mar. Lucia, fpeak low , heis retir’d ro reft.
Lucia, 1 feel a gencle dawning hope
Rife in my fouls Wz shall be happy flill.

Luz, Alas!Itremble when I think on Catoy
In ev’ry view, in ev’ry thought I tremble!

Cato is ftern and awful asa God 5
He knows not how to wink at hurman frailty,
Or pardon weaknefs thar he never felt.

Mar. Though ftern and awful to the foes of Roma
He is all goodnefs , Lucia , always mild 4
Compaffionare and gentle to his friends.

Fill’d with domeltic rendernefs ; the belt,
The kin left father I have ever found him 4
Ealy and good , and bounteous to my wishes.

Luc. "Tis his confent alone can make us blefs’d.
Marcia , we both are equally inyolv’d
1n the fame intricate , perplex’d, diftrefs.

The crucl hand of fate chat has deftroy’d
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lam:nt —

Mar. And evershall lament, unhappy youth! —

Lye. Has for my foul atJarge , and now 1 {tand
Loofc of my vow. But who knows Catd’s' thoughes ¥
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Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Portius, - 3
Or how he has determin’d of thyfelf ?
Mar. Leg him but live, comumir the refi ro Heay'n.

Enter LUcC1U S,

ZLuc. Sweerare the flumbers of the virruous man !

0, Marcia , I have feen thy god-like facher;

Some pow'r invifible fupports his foul ,

And bears it up in all its wonted greatnefss

A kind rcfre_shin_g fleep is fall’n upon him :

1 faw him ftrecch’d at eafe , his fancy loft

In pleafing dreams ; as I drew near hiscouch ,

He fmil’d , and cry’d : Cafar , thou can’{t not hurt me.
Mar. His mind ftill labours with fome dreadful choughe;
Luc. Lucia,why all this grief, thele floods of forrow &

Dry up thy tears, my child , we all are fafe

While Cato lives — His prefence will prote& us.

Enter JUu s A,

Jub. Lucius, the horfemen are return*d from viewing
I| The number , ftrength , and pofture of our foes,
 Who now encamp within a short hour’s march 3
i On the high point of yon bright weftern row’s
We ken them from afar ; the fetting fun
Plays on their shining arms and burning helmets,
 And coversall the field with gleams of fire,

Luc, Marcia , tis rime we should awake thy father.
Cxfar is fhill difpos’d o give us terms,
And waits ar diftance *till he hears from Caro,
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Enter PORT1IU S,

Portius, thy looks fpeak fomewhat of importance.
What ridings doft thou bring? merhinks I fee
Unufual gladnefs f] parkfiﬂ}; in thy eyes.
Por. As1was hafting to the porr, where now
My father’s friends, impatient for a paffage,
Accufe the ling'ring winds , a fail artiv’d
From Pompey’s fon , who through the realms of Spain
Calls our for vengeance on his facher’s death,
And roufes the whole narion up to arms.
WWere Caro at their head , once more might Rome
Affere herrighes, and claim her liberty.
Buc hark ! wharmeans thargroan ! O give me way,
And ler me fly into my father’s prefence. [ Exiz,
Luc. Cato,amidft his flumbers, thinks on Rome ,
And in the wild diforder of his foul
Moutns o'er his country ; hah ! a fecond groan —
Heav'n guard usall ! —
Mar. Alas !’tis not the voice
Of one who fleeps ! "dis agonizing pain,
*Tis death isin that found. —

Re-enter PORTIU S,

Por. O fight of woe!
O, Marcia , what we fear'd is come to pafs !
Caro is fall'n upon his fword. —

ZLuc, O Portius,
Hide all the hotrors of thy mournful tale,
And let us guefs the reft.
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Por. I've rais’d him up,

. And plac’d him in his chair , where ; paleand faine,

He gafps for breath , and as hislife Hows from him,
Demands to fee his friends. - His fervants weeping,
Obfequious to his.otder , beat him hither. -
[ The back feene opens , and difcovers Catos
Mar. O Heav'n affift me in this dreadful hour,
To pay the lalk fad duries to my facher !
Jub. Thefle are thy triumphs , thy exploits ,© Cafar!
Luc, Now is Rome fall’nindeed !
[ Cato broughe forward in a chairs
Cato. Here fer me down —
Portius, come near me — Are my friends embark’d @
Can any thing be thought of for their fervice 2
Whilit T yet live, ler me not live in vain,
— O, Lucius , art thou here? — Thou art too good —
Let this our friendship live berween our children,
Make Portius happy in chy daughrer Lucia.
Alas ! poor man , he weeps ! — Marcia , my daughter —
O bend me forward ! — Juba loves thee, Marcia.
A lenaror of Rome, while Rome furvivd,
Would not have match’d his daughrer with a king,
But Czfar’s arms have thrown down all diftin&ion 3
‘Whoe'er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman —
—T'm fick to death — O when shall I ger loole
From this vain werld , th’ abode of guilt and forrow ! —
— And yer, methinks, a beam of light breaks in
©n my departing foul. Alas!1 fear
T've been too hafty. O ye pow'ss that fearch
The heart of man , and weigh his inmoft thoughts,,
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If I have done amils , impuce it not ! —

The beft may err, butyou are good ; and — Oh!  [Dies.
Luc, There fled the grearteft foul that ever warm’d

A Roman breaft. O, Cato! O, my friend!

Thy will shall be religioufly obferv’d.

Bur ler us bear this awful cotfe 1o Cafar,

And lay it in his fight, that it may ftand

A fence berwixt us and the victor’s wrathy

Cato , tho’® dead , shall ftill prore& his friends.
From hence , let fierce contending nations know

X har dire effeéts from civil difcord flow.

“Tis this that shakes our country with alarms

And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms,

Produces fraud, and cruelty, and ftrife,

And robs the guilty world of Cato’s life. [Exennt omaesy

i
i
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EPILLOGUE.

By Dr. GARrRTH.

Spoken by Mrs. PorTER.

Wn A T odd fantaftick things we women do?
Who wou'd not liften when young lovers woo 2

Burt dic a maid , yet have the choice of two !

Ladies are often cruel to their coft :

To give you pain, themfelyes they punish moft.
Vows of virginity should well be weigh'd 3

Too oft they’re cancell’d, tho’ in convents made.
Wou'd you revenge fuch rash refolves — youmay =
Be fpiteful — and believe the thing we fay;

We hate you when you're eafily faid nay.

How needle(s, if you knew us , were your fears?
Let love have eyes, and beauty will have ears.

Our hearts are form'd as you youtfelvcs would chufey
Too proud to ask, too humble to refufe :

We give to merit, and to wealch we {1 «

He fighs with moft fuccefls thar fettles well.

The woes of wedlock wich the joys we mix ;

*Tis beft repenting in a coach and fix.

Blame not our conduét, fince we but purfue
Thofe lively leffons we have learnt from you:
Your brealls no more the fire of beauty warms
But wicked wealch ufurps the pow’s of charms;
Whar pains to gec the gaudy thing you hate
To {well in show , and be a wretch in ftace !

L
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At plays you ogle, at the ring you bows; = °
Ev’a churches are no fan&uaries now 1
There golden jdols-all your vows receive ,
She is no goddefls chat has nought to give.
©Oh , may once more the happy age appear,
When words were artlefs, and the thoughts fincere §
‘When gold and grandeur were unznvy’d chings,
And coprrs lefs covered than groves and fp:ihgs_ :
Love then shall only meurn when rtul;h complaing,
And conftancy fee] cranfporr in its chains ; d
Sighs with fucce(s their own foft anguish wll,
And eyes shall utter whar the lips conceal ;
Virtue again o its bright ftation climb,
And beauty feat no enemy but time:
The fair shall liften to defert alone,

And cv'ry Lucia find a Cato’s fon,
. 4 . ;

TO HER ROYAL HIGHNESS THE
PRINCESS or WALES,

wiTH THE TRAGEDY OF CATO, Nov. 1714+

TH & mufe that oft, with facred rapures fic'd,
Has gen’rous r_houg,hs of liberty infpir’d,

And, boldly rifing for Britannia’s laws,

Engag’ nf_grcat Cato in her country’s caufe,

On you fubmiffive waits, wich hopes affur'd,

By whom the mighry blefling ftands fecur’d,
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And all the glories, that our age adorn,
Are promis’d ro a people yer unborn.

No longer shall thewidow'd land bemoan
A broken lineage, and a doubcfu! throne 5
But boaft her royal progeny’s increafe,

And count the pledges of her future peace.
O born to fkrengehen and ro grace our ifle !
While you, fair PRixcess, in your Offspring fmiley
Supplying charms to the fucceeding age,
Each heav'nly daughrer’s riumphs we prefage ;
,r:ady fee th? illuftrious youths complain,
nd pity monarchs doom’d to figh in vain.

Thou too, the darling of our fond defires,
Whom Albion, op’ning wide her arms; taquires,
With manly valous and attrative air
Shale quell_‘the fierce, and captivate the fair.

O England’s younger hope ! in whom confpire
The mother’s fweetnels, and the father's fire !
For thee perhaps, even now, of kingly race
Some dawning beauty blooms in ev'ry grace,
Some Carolina, to heav’n’s didates true,

Who, while the feeprer'd rivals vainly fue,

Thy inborn worth with con(cious eyes shall fee,
And flighe b’ imperial diadem for thee,

Pleas’d with the profpect of fucceilive reigns,
The tuneful tribe no more in daring firains
Shall vindica.tc,.'\;\ri;h_pinus.&am oppreft,
Endanger’d tights, and liberey diftreft ;

To milder founds each mule shall tune the lyre,
And gratitule, and faich to kings infpire,
Lij

by,
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And filial love ; bid impious difcord ceafe,
And (oorh the madding factions into peace
Or rife ambitiousin more lofty lays,
And reach the nation their new monarch’s praife,
Deferibe his awful look, and godlike mind,
And Cafar's pow’r with Carto’s virtue join'd.
Mean while, bright FR1xcEss, who, withgraceful eafe
And narive majeity, are form'd to pleafe,
Behold thofe arts with a propitious eye,
Thar fuppliant to their grear prore&refs fly !
“Then shall they triumph, and the Brirish ftage
Improve her manners, and refine her rage,
More noble charaters expofe to view,
And draw her finishr heroines from you.
Nor you the kind indulgence will refufe,
Skill'd in the labours of the deathiefs mufe :
The deathilefs mufe wich undiminishe rays
Through diftant times the lovely dame conveysy
To Gloriana Waller's harp was ftrung;
The queen {till shines. b-caufe the poer fung.
Ev’n all thofe graces, in your frame combin’d,
The common fate of mortal charms may find ;
{ Conrent our shore-liv'd praifes to engage,
The joy and wonder of a fingle age, )
Unlefs fome poerina lafting {ong
To late pofterity their fame prolong,
Inftru& our fons the radiant form ro prize,
And feg your beauty with their fathers’ eyes,

THE END.
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