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PREFACE

Great part of the poetical works of Mr.
SHensTONE, particularly his Elegies
and Paftorals, are (as he himfelf exprefies it)
¢ The exatt tranfcripts of the fituation of his
own mind;” and abound in frequent allufions
to his own place, the beautiful fcene of his
retirement from the world. Exclufively there-
fore of our natural curiofity to be acquainted
with the hiftory of an author, whofe works we
perufe with pleafure, fome fhort account of
Mr. SusnsTonE’s perfonal character, and fitu-
ation in life, may not only be agreeable, but
abfolutely neceffary, to the reader; as it is
impofiible he fhould enter into the true {pirit
of his writings, if he is entirely ignorant of -
thofe circumftances of his life, which fome-
times {o greatly influenced his refletions.
A3 Icould



6 PRETFACE

I could with however that this tafk had
been allotted to fome perfon capable of per-
forming it in that mafterly manner which the
fubje&t fo well deferves. To confefs the truth,
it was chiefly to prevent his' remains from
falling into the hands of any one ftill lefs qua-
lified to do him juftice, that I have unwil-
lingly ventured to undertake the publicatien of
them myfelf,

. Mr. SuensTOoNE was the eldeft fon of
a plain uneducated country gentleman in
SHROPSHIRE, Who farmed his own eftate.
‘The father, fenfible of his fon’s extraordinary
capacity, refolved to give him a learned edu-
cation, and fent him a commoner to Pem-
BROKE College in Oxrorp, defigning him fof
the church: ‘but tho” he had the moft aweful
notions of the wifdom, power, and goodnefs
of Gop, he never could be perfuaded to enter
into orders. In his private opinions he ad-
hered to no particular fe&, and hated all reli-
gious difputes. But whatever were his own.
fentiments, he always thewed great tendernefs
to thofe who differed from. hlm. Tendernefs,
indeed,
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indeed, in every fenfe of the word, was his
peculiar charatteriftic; his friends, his do-
meftics, his poor neighbours, all daily expe-
rienced his benevolent turn of mind. Indeed,
this virtue in him was often carried to fuch ex-
- cefs, that it fometimes bordered upon weak-
nefs; yet if he was convinced that any of
thofe ranked amongft the number of his
friends, had treated him ungeneroufly, he was
not eafily reconciled. He ufed a maxim,
however, on fuch occafions, which is worthy
_of being obferved and imitated; I never
(faid he) will be a revengeful enemy; but I
“cannot, it is not in my nature, to be half a
friend.” He was in his temper quite unfufpi-
cious; but if fufpicion was once awakened
in him, it was not laid afléep again without

difficulty.

. He was no ceconomift; the generofity of
his temper prevented him from paying a pro-
er regard to the ufe of money: he exceeded

therefore the bounds of his paternal fortune,
which before he died was confiderably encum-
bered. But when one recollefts the perfect
A 4 para-~
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paradife he had raifed around him, the hofpi-
tality with which he lived, his great indulgence
to his fervants, his charities to the mdngcnt
and alt done with an eftate not more than three
hundred pounds a year, one fhould rathes
- be ked to wonder that he left any thing behind
him, than to blame his want of ceconomy. He
left however more than fufficient to pay all his.
debts; and by his will appropmted his whole
eftate for that purpofe.

- It was perhaps from fome confiderations on:
the narrownefs of his fortune, that he forbore
to marry; for he was no enemy to wedlock,
had a high opinion of many among the fair
fex, was fond of their fociety, and no ftranger
to the tendereft impreflions. One, which he
received in his youth, was with difficulty fur-
mounted. The lady was the fubje®t of that
fveet paftoral, in:four parts, which has beerx
fo univerfally admired; and which, one would
have thought,  muft have fubdued the loftieft
heart, and foftened the moft obdurate,
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" His perfon, as to height, was above the
middle ftature, but largely and rather inele-
gantly formed : his face feemed plain till you
converfed with him, and then it grew very
pleafing. In his drefs he was negligent, even
%o a fault; though when young, at the uni-
verfity, he was accounted a Brav. Hewore
his own hair, which was quite grey very
early, in 2 particular manner; not from any
affe@tion of fingularity, but from a maxim
he had laid down, that without too flavith a
regard to fathion, every one fhould drefs in
2 manner moft fuitable to his owa perfon and
figure. In fhort, his faults were only little
bIemlfhes, ‘thrown in by nature, as it were on

purpofe to prevent him from rifing' too much
above that level of lmpwfcfnon allotted to
humamty ,

His chara@ter as & writer will be diftine
gmihcd by fimplicity with elegance, and ge-
" mius with corretnefs. He had a fublimity
cqual to the higheft attempts; yet from the
" indolence of his temper, he chofe rather to
amufe himfelf in culling flowers at the foot of

the
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-the mount, than to take the trouble of climb-~
-ing the more arduous fteeps of Parnassus.
‘But whenever he was difpofed to rife, his fteps,
though natural, were noble, and always well,
fupported. In the tendernefs of elegiac poe-
try he hath not been excelled; in the fimpli-
* city of paftoral, one may venture to fay he
had very few equals. Of great fenfibility hirn-
{elf, he never failed to engage the hearts of his
readers : and amidft the niceft attention to the
harmony of his numbers, he always took care
to exprefs with propriety the fentiments of an
elegant mind. In all his writings, his great-
eft difficulty was to pleafe himfelf. I remem-
ber a paffage in one of his letters, where,
{peaking of his love fongs, he fays,—* Some
&¢ were written on occafions a good deal ima-
< ginary, others not fo ; and the reafon there
<« are fo many is, that I wanted to write oNE
% good fong, and could never pleafe myfelf.”
It was this difidence which occafioned him
to throw afide many of his pieces before he
had beftowed upon them his laft touches.
I have fuppreffed feveral on this account; and

if among thofe which I have feleted, there
fhould
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. thould be difcovered fome little want of his
finifhing polifh, I hope it will be attributed to
this caufe, and of courfe be excufed: yet I
flatter myfelf there will always appear fome-
thing well worthy of having been preferved.
And though [ was afraid of inferting what
might injure the charatter of my friend, yet
as the fketches of a great mafter are always
valuable, I was unwilling the public fhould
lofe any thing material of fo accomplifhed a
writer. In this dilemma it will eafily be con-
ceived that the tatk I had to perform would
become fomewhat difficult. How I have ac-
quitted myfelf, the public muft judge. No-
thing, however, except what he had already
publifhed, has been admitted without the ad-
vice of his moft judicious friends, nothing
altered, without their particular concurrence.
It is impofiible to pleafe every one; but ’tis
hoped that no reader will be fo unreafonable,
as to imagine that the author wrote folely for
his amufement : his talents were various; and
though it may perhaps be allowed that his ex-
cellence chiefly appeared in fubjects of ten-
dernefs and fimplicity, yet he frequently con-
’ : 4 . defcended
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defcended to trifle with thofe of humour and
drollery: thefe, indeed, he himfelf .. fome
meafure degraded by the title which he gave
" them of Levrties; but had they been en-
tirely rejected, the public would have been
deprived of fome JEux D’EsPriTS, excellent
in their kind, and Mr. SuensToNE’s cha-
ralter, as a writer, would have been but imper-
fe&tly exhibited.

But the talents of Mr. SHENSTONE were
not confined merely to poetry; his character,
as a man of clear judgment, and deep pe-

R netration, will beft appear from his profe

works. It is there we muft fearch for the
acutenefs of his underftanding, and his pro-
found knowledge of the human heart. Itis
to be lamented indeed, that fome things here
are unfinithed, and can be regarded only as
fragments : many are left as fingle thoughts,
but which, like the fparks of diamonds,~ thew
the richnefs of the mine to which they belong
or like the foot of a HercuLrks, difcover the
uncommon ftrength, and extraordinary di-
menfions of that hero. I have no apprehen-

“fion
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fion of'incurring blame from any one, for
preferving thefe valuablé remains: they will
difcover to every reader, the author’s fenti-
ments on feveral important fubjefts.  And
there can be very few, to whom they will not
ingpart many thoughts, which they would ne-
ver perhaps have been able to draw from the
fource of their own reflettions,

But I believe little need be faid to recom-
mend the writings of this gentleman to public
attention. His charalteris already fufficiently
eftablifhed. And if-he be not injured by the
inability of his editor, there is no doubt but
he will ever maintain an eminent ftation among
the beft of our Englifh writers.

R.DODSLEY,
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J T is obfervable, that diftmrfes prefixed to.
poetry are contrived very frequently to incul-
cate fuch sencts as may exbibit the performance to.

#he greateft aduantage.  The fabric is very com-
monly raifed in the firlt place, and the meafures,

by which we are to judge of its merit, are after-
wards adjufted,

There bave been few rules given us by the cri-'
zics concerning the frufture of elegaic poetry 5 and
Jar be it from the autbor of - the following triflesy
%0 dignify bis own opinions with that denomi-
nation. He would only intimate the great variety
of fubjelts, and the different * ftyles in which
the

* This effay:was written near twenty yeérs ago.

-



16 A Prerartory Essay ov ELEGY.

the writers of elegy have bitherto Wged'tbm-
Jelves, and endeavour so; fhield the following ones
by the latitude of their example

.Zf we co’y' der the e{ymology of * ibe word the
epithet which + Hor ApE gives it, or the confef
Jion_ which T OvID makes concerning it, I think
we mey conclude thus much bowe'vc{, that elegy,
in its true and genuine acceptation, includes 4
seader and querniows idea : “that it leaks upon this
as its peculiar charafieriftic, and fo leng as this
18 thoroughly [uficined, admits ¢f o wariety of
Subjects 5 which by its manner of Ireaping themy
it venders its own. It throws és mlantbaly
fole over pretty different objesis ; which, like the
dreffes at a funeral proceffion, gives tham oll 6
kind of folemn and zmgform appearance.

- R isprobable that elegm sere written at firlk
wpon the death of intimate friends and near re-
htxons celebrated beauties, o favourite mif-

- trefles;

* -yn, x-particulam dolench. )
% Miferabiles elegos. Hogr.
J Heu nimis ex wero nunc tibi nomen erit.

Ovip. de Mqrtc Tibnlli. .
l 7’

’

1
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xrefits; beneficent ‘governors axd illuftriobs
men.:. one may add perbap.r, of all tbofe, who
are placed by VirGIL in the laurel.- -grove of bis

E{yfum, (Vide Hurp's Dj ﬂ'ertat:oﬂ on Ho-
Race's Epifle) . - N

Quique fui mcmores allOs fecere merendo.

After thefe fubjeds were ﬁgﬁumiy exbauﬂed;,
and ‘the feverity ‘of fate dzf?layed in-the moft

affesting inftances, the poets fought- occafion - se

wary their. complaints axd the mxt tender, - [pecies
of fokrow that ‘prefented itfelf, <was ‘the grief of
_abfept or neglected lovérs, ~And ibis induipente

wight. b indeed allowed ibens ; bid with-this Ibq
were not corztentezi They bad oZtaxneI a fnall

corner in the province of love, and’ they took ad-

'zzarzmge, from thence, 10 over-vin the whole ter-

ritory. They ﬁmg its fpoils, triunsphs, Watwm,
“and rejoivings®, as well as’ 1he captivity and ex-
_ qudes . that 4ttmded it. "They gave the name of
clegy Jo 2heir plea]bnme; as well as lamenta-

. .tzon: ; t;H at lq/i, ?braugb tbm‘ aﬁum‘am fond-.
. T e

e Dwuelo?asan, & Io bis dicite Pmn. Ovm

iox.l.. PR B ‘

d ELEE 0 N
. . ARLLTE .

.
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#efs for the myrtle, they forgat that the cyprc&
was thelr pmdmr garland ‘

In this it is prabablc thy demtad fmn tbc
mgmd defign of elegy s and it fbould feem, that
any kind of [ubjelts, . treated in fuch a mannet as
Ao diffafe. a pleafing melancholy, . might far besger
Weferve;the name, than the facema.t m;rtb and
lchrtmfgﬁmﬁy o, the ﬁtmy':fxd wtam.t of Io'ue. ‘

Bm m: P dei" 00, kng upan an apmmz wbuﬂ
my feem perbaps introdused to Sfavour the fol-
Iowing parfomanu, it may not be improger fs
mmm mta #he \fe and end afcle . The mgt
mpmqnt end, of all  poelry i 10 encourage Virtue.
prc and mggdycbxﬁy recommened thé publnc
wirtues; elegy is.of a [pecies which illuftrates and
eudears the private. There i, is @ irnly wirtuous
X pkaﬁm sonnstied with. mry pcy' frve canfmqaho
tonsy whith it is the province and. mcllmy of
elegy so.enforce. Fhis, by prefenting fuitable ideas,
 bas dsforvered [wess iy melancholy which we

éould not find in mirth; and bas led us with fic-

o«fs totbc%mmwbmwwdmuwpla-
~ fure frm the ,@or&bg bowk; as pa}wdﬁcwq:



A Prevarony Buivy ov ELEGY. 19
&% idea of fimplicity and inmocerice, it is in partis
eular tbe tafk.and merit of elegy to foeww theé inmo-
cence and fimplicity of rural life to advantage:
and that, in a way diftind? from paftoral, as much
as the plain but judicious landlord may be zmagmed .
to furpafs bis tenant both in dignity and under-
ftanding. 1t fonld alfo tend ta elevate the more
tranguil virtues of humifity, difintereftednefs,
fimplicity, and innocence : but ther there is d
degree of elegance and refinement, o tway incons
Jifbens with thefe sural virtuess and that razjé:
elegy above that merum rus, that unpolithed
rufticity, whbich: bas givew our pdtonl wntm
sbeir bighept repﬂtatmt :

.‘W’cqlt,b, M@kﬂdax will never want their Pos
per weight : thedanger is; lefi they fbould toe much
prepondevate. - A kind of poetry therefore which
throws its chitf influence into the other feales that

magwifies the fweets of liberty and independences
#hat endears the boneft delights of lote and friend-
Jbip, thas celebrates the-glory of a good name.af-

ter death, that ridicules the futile arregance of
$irth, that recommends the innocent amufmmt of

Yeiters,: aih inferfibly prepares the mind for that
" Ba hmamj
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bamanity it inculcates, fuch 4 kind of poetry may

chance to pledfe; and zf it pleafe, _/Zmdd feem to
be of fervice.

" dsto the ftyle of elegy, ir ngi'bé well enaugz
determined from what bas gone before. It fbould

dmitate the voice and language of grief, or if & .

" metaphor of drefs be more agreeable, it foould be
Jimple and diffufe, and flowing as a mourner’s

weil. A verfification therefore is defirable, which,

by indulging a free and unconfirained expreffion,
may admit of tbat fimplicity which elegy reqmre.r. .

. Heroic. mem', with alternate rhme, Jeems well
enough adapted to this fpecies of poetry s and,
bowever exceptzonable upon other occafions, its in-
conveniencies appear to lofe their weight in thorter

elegies; - and its advantages Jeem to acquire an
additional smportance. The world bas an admir-

| s ‘able example of its beauty in a colletion of elegies *

O not long fince publithed; the produst of &
gentleman of the moft exalt tafte, -and whofe un-
ume/y death merits all the tears tbat elegy can ﬁed

It

coe N. B. This preface was written near twenty‘yea_gs
ago. ’ T t

-

~
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It is not zmpoﬁble tbat fomt may think this
metre too lax and profaic: others, that even &
more diffolute variety of numbers may bave fupe-
rior advantages. And, in favour of thefe laff,
might be produced the example of MiLTON in bis
Lvycipas, together with oue or two recent and
beautiful imitations of bis wverfification in that
manody. But this kind of argument, I am apt
0 think, muft prove too much; fince the wri-
ters I bave in view feem capable enough of re- .
commending any metre they [ball chufe; though -
it muft be owned alfo, that the choice they maks
of amy, is at the fame time the firongeft prd'ump-
Lon in its favour. ;

Perbaps it may 5e no great difficulty to com-
promife 2be: difpute. © There is no one kind of
etve that is- diffingusfbed by rbimesy but is liable
tc fome abjection or ather.- Merdic verfe, where
every fecond line is terniinated by a rhime, (with
which the - judgment - reguires shat the fonfey
Jbould in feme meafatre alfo terminats) is-apt te.
render the expreffion either fcanty or confivaineds.
And this is fewmetimes obfexvadle m ke wmwg:_

B3 o
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‘.of a poet lately deceafed; though I believe no one -
ever threw fo much [fenfe togetber with Jor much
‘eafe into a couplet as Mr. PorE, But as an'dir
of conftraint fco often azcompanies this meire,” 7%
Jeems by mo means proper for a wriser of clegy‘

The prcvmus rbime in MiLTon’s Lvcipay
is very freqambv placed at fuch a difpance from
the following, that it is often dropt by the mie-
mory (much better employed in attm‘dmg to the
Jentimens) before it be Grought to joim its pares

ner : and ihis feems to be the greatefs dbjeltion to
that kind'of verfification.  But thew the. pecwliar
gafe and variety if adwits of, are no doubt fuffs
gient pa overbalance the ob;eﬂ:m, apd to givess
#he prefmn:e to any otber, in an elegy of lepgth.

The chidf piception o whick fanza of a¥f kinds
is Eaple, is, thit it breaks the fenfe top regularly;,
wbeti it is continnéd through a lmg poow.  And
bbis may be perbaps the fault of Mr." W xLLER’S
¥ ccllent pariegyric.  Buf if this fault be lefs dif
cermidle in Jmaller compofitions, as T fuppofe it isy
¥ flaster myfelf, that the advantages Ibavebs-
fm mention¢d refulting Jrom alsesnaie vhine

, (with




A Preratory Essay ov ELEGY. a,
" (with which fanza s, I think, conntiied) may
at leaft-in fhorter elegics, e allowed 0 u;—
-wexgb its zmperfcﬂzm o

, Iﬁaﬂ Jay but listle of the dzf:rmt kinds y
elegy.” The melancholy of a lover is different; %0
doubt, from what we feel on other mixed occa-
Foons. - The mind in which Jove and grief as onex
Ppredominate is foftened to -am excefs. Lové-
elegy therefore is more megligent of order and
defign, and, being «addreffed ehiefly to the ladies,
reqirey listle more than tendernefs and perfpi-
<uity. Elzgies, that are formed upon ;rmzjmm
incidents, and addreffed 1o the world in general,
inculcate fome fort of moral, and admit a differens

chrec of my'omng t:bougbt, and -erdar.

The author of tbe following ‘elegies .entered on
is fubjess occafionally, as particular incidentsix
$ife fuggetted, or difpofisions of mind recorn-
'ménded them to bis ebaice. If he deferides &

riral Ian@/b‘p or unfolds the train of [enti-
“shents it infpired, bé fairly drew bis pictare from
dbe fpor 5 and felt very fenfibly the affeBion be
communicates.  If be fpeaks of bis bumble fbed,
&u _ﬂ«ks and bis ﬂccm, be dmm counterfeip.
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the fcene s who baving (whether through choice
or neceffity, is not material) retired betimes to
counsry-folitudes, and [ought. bis happinefs in

rural employments, bas a right ta confider bimfelf
as a real fbepberd. The flocks, the meadows, end

the grottos, are his own, and the embellifoment

- of kis farm bis_fole amufement  As the fenti-
‘ments therefore were infpired by naiure, and thas

in the earlicr part of bis life, be bopes they will

retain a natural appearance; diffy ufing at leaft

fome past of that amufement, which be freely

acknowledges be received from the comqu ition of
Vbem.

There will appear perbaps a real inconfifiency
in the moral tenour of the feveral elegies; and the
 Jubfequent ones may [ometimes [eem a recantation

of the preceding. The reader will fearcely impude
this to overfight s but will allow, that men's ops-
nions as wel' as tempers vary ; that neither public
nor private, aftive nor [peculutive life, are un-
exceptionably bappy, and confequently that any
change of op.nion concerning them may afford an
additienal beauty to poetry, as 1t gzws us @ move:
ﬁr:kmg reprafentation qf’ i fa Lt

¥ .
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If the author bas baém'ded, tbrouglwd, ths \‘.,

wfe of Englifh er modern allufions, be hopes it '

will not be impused to an entire ignorance, or to
the leatt difeficem of the aucignt learming. He
bas kept the ancient plan and method in bis eye,
though be builds bis edifice with the materials of
bis own nation. Inother words, through a fond-

nefs for bis native country, be bas made ufe of -

the flowers - it produced, though in order to ex:
bibit them to the greater advantage, be bas en-
deavoured to weave his garland by the bef mdd
be could find : with what fuccels, beyand his
own amufement, muft be left to judges lefs par-
tial to bim than either bis acquaintance or kis
[friends.—If any of thafe foould be (o candid, as
40 approve the variety of fubjeils be bas chofen,
 and the tendernefs of [entiment be bas endeavoured
40 imprefs, he begs the metre alfo may not be too
Juddenly condemned. The public ear, babituated
of late to a quicker meafure, may perbaps confi-
der this as beavy and languid; but an objection
of that kind may gradually lofe its force, if this
mecfure fhould be allewed to fuit the nature of
shegy. |

R
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. A ngm‘ronv Essay -on ELEGY.

If it fbould bappen t0 ke confi dered.as an ob-
jeBion wirh Others, that thereis too muck of &
amoral coft diffufed through the whols ; it is re-
plied, that be endeavoured 20 animate the poetry
Jofar as not 30 render sis objetion too obvious
or 1o rifque excluding £be fafbionable reader : a¢
2he fame time never dewiating from a fixed prin-

‘Q ciple, that poetry without morality is but b
bloﬂ'om of o fruit-tree.  Poetry is indeed like
* that fpecies of plants, eobich wiay bear at once botb
Jruits and bloffoms, * and the tree is by no means
in perfeftion without the former, bowever it may
e embellifoed by the fowers which Jurround it.

ELEGIES



ELEGTIES,
| WRITTENON
Many different OccasIONs.

Tentdm inter denfas, umbrofa eacumina, fagos
Afidu? veniebat; ibi hec incondita, folus,
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He arrtves at his retirement in:the country, and
takes occafion to expatiate in praife of fim-
plicity. To a- Frieno.

O R rural virtues, dand for native fkies,
I bade AucusTa’s venal fons farewel ;
Now, *mid the trees, I fee my fmoke arife ;
Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. .

ty

LIS

O may that genius, which fecares- my reft,
Preferve this villa for a friend that’s dear !

Ne'er may my vintage glad the fordid breaft ;
Ne’ertinge the Jip that dares be unfincere!

"

" Far
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Par m’mm 75 falthlefs frieads, Jepm!
Ply myph.m board, abhor.my heftile name !
K aeneguh; “faint ‘verfe: that flows. notfrqm the heart, -
But mm ‘Jabour'd ftrains, thepx'u:e offamel

0 lov’d ﬁmpﬁmy! e thine the. pdwl
© . Afidugus art.goire@ her page in vaut' -

_ 'His be tho‘palm who, guiltlefs of dd'gmfc,« e
Contemns the pdw TS the dull refource to:fagn!

ﬂtlll may the mouxner, ,lav:ih ‘of his tears e

“For lycre’s ¥en lmeed, .invite myﬁ:dms

""“”sﬁll may the bard difftmbling doubts and’ fears, -
For Pmk’ for flatt’ ﬁghmg, ﬁghforlom !

Soft as the line of love-fick Hamumonp flows,
- Pl Xid Yond' Heart éffidd the hcﬁng thedie 5
’Ahf neyercould Aoxia’shill diftlofe. |
So fair a fountain, or fo lov'd & &'ea,m

Ye lovclcfs bands - intent With artfil padns. - -
To form a figh, or t0 contrive a tear}
Forgo your Pindus, and on -~+plains-
Survey Canmzra’s ¢iarms, and grow fincere,

“But tbon, thy friend! while in thy youthfu} fu}
" Love’s gentle tyrant feats his aweful' chrone,’
Write from thy bofom' — let not art dontroul
Theready pen,that ntakes his editsknown,

Pleafing




t3r ) .
Mg when youth is long expir'd;. to trace; !
“Fhe forms our pencil, or our pen defign’d ¥ .
"Snchwasouryouthﬁllmand!hapeandﬁee!
« Such the foft image of our youthfulmmd!

lo&whdﬂw!ﬁoepbenuththmralbow’rs, -
“Fhe loves and graces fteal uafeen away ;. o

And whese the turf diffoi’d it¥ pomp of flow’ss,
Wewahtowintyfcencsofdﬁlldeﬁyb

Cm'fcthcfd‘lomethxidmnhyﬁn- :
l’mfethefo&homthttg‘eﬁeew her arms 3
Paint thy prond foorn of ev'ty valgar cate, .
When hope exalts thee, or when.doubt alarms.
.. Wherewith C!non’zthou'h&'v‘mm'the day,"
Near fount or fiream;: in meditation, rove; -

3fin the grove Bronxlevd ooy, - . .
The fmhfal mufe fhall meet thee in the grove,.

mmmm-mmam
“ELEGY IL.

On poi’dmmom teputanon‘ ToaF: Rxiistn,

OGRIE?MMI ﬂmewy’a f;aaqcm
\ $hould rob the Living virtue of iw praifes. .
#0 foolith mufes! that with zeal afpire

4.z "Fo desk the celd infenfate fhrine with bays!
Wik
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When the free {pirit quits her humble frame,
To tread the fkies with radiant  garlands crown’d, ..
Say, will fhe hear the diftant voice of fame ? :
Or hcanng, fancy fweetnefs i the found : ?

Perhaps ev'n gcmus pours a ﬂxghted lay ;

Perhaps ev'n friendfhip theds a fruitlefs tear;; . .
Ev'n LyrTeLTOoN but vamly trims the bav, '

And fondly graces HAMMOND s, mouxnful bier.

Tho’ weeping virgins haun:'his favour'd gra,
Renew their chaplets, -and repeat their fighs 3 -
Tho’ near his tomb, Sabgan.odours burn. T
The loit’ nng fragrance will it reach the ﬂnes 2
_No, fhou’d his DeL1a votive wreaths prepare,
Dev:a might place the votive wreathsin vain:
Yet the dear hope of DEL1a’s future care.
Once crown’d hxs,plea,fnre;, and dxf_pell’d h!.s Pam.

Yes —the fair profpc& of furviving praxfe
* Can ev’ryfenfe of prefent joys excel s 2o+ fe
Wor this, great Hapriax ‘chofe laborious daya,
Thro’ this, expiring, badea gay faewel.

Shall then our youths, who fame’s bnght fabnc ta).fe.
To life’s precarious date confine their care?” =

O teach:them you,-to {préad: the facted baf, " .
To- phnawork, thro late{t age§ fairt - - ‘M ;é

4 Dot B N E Rt h
. T e s e e
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Is it fmall tranfport, as with curious eye
You trace the.ftory of each attic fage,
- 'To think your blooming praife thall time defy ?
. Shall waft like odours thro’ the pleafing page ?

‘To mark theday, when, thro’ the bulky tome,
Around your name the varying ftyle refines ?

And readers call their loft attention home,
Led by that index where true genius fhines ?

Ah letnot Br 1 T 0 x s doubt their focial aim,
Whofe ardent bofoms catch this ancient fire!

Cold intereft melts before the vivid flame,
And patriot ardours, but with life, expire!

LA XE LI WL LA TLEX
ELEGY Il

On the untimely death of a certain learned
acquaintance.

F proud Py ¢ M L 10 quit his cambrous frame,
Funereal pomp the fcanty tear fupplies ;
‘Whilft heralds lond with venal voice proclain,
Lo! here the brave and the puiﬂ‘ant lies.

When humbler A 1. ¢ o » leaves his drooping friends,
Pageant nor plume diftinguith A L co ~’s bier;
The faithful mufe with votive fong attends,
And blots the mowmful numbers with a tgan
Vou. L C : He
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He little knew the fly penurious art;
That odious art which fortune’s fav’rites know; F

Form’d to beftow, he felt the warmeit heart, -
- But envious fate forbade him to beftow.

He little knew to ward the fecret wound ;
Helittle knew that mortals could enfnare ;

Virtue he knew ; the nobleftjoy he found,
To fing her glories, and to paint her fair!

Il was he fkill’d to guide his wand’ring fheep ;
And unforefeen difafter thin’d his fold ;

Yet, atanother’s lofs, thefwain would weep ;
And, for his friend, his very crook were fold.

Ye fons of wealth! protet the mufe’s train ;
From winds proteét them, and with food {upply ;
Ah! helplefs they, toward the threaten’d pain !
The meagre famine, and the wintry fky ?

Helov’d a nymph : amidft his flender ftore,
.He dar’dtolove; andC Yy N T H 1 A was his theme ;
He breath’d his plaints along the rocky fhore,
They only echo’d o’er the winding ftream.

His nymph was fair! the fweeteft bud that blows,
Revives lefs lovely from the recent fhow’r ;
So Pui oM E L enamour’d eyes the rofe ;
. Sweet bird ! enamour’d of the fweeteft flow’r |
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He lov'd the mufe ; fhe taught him to complain 3
He faw his tim’rous loves on her depend ;

" He lov’d the mufe, altho’ fhe taught in vain ;

He lov’d the mufe, for the was virtue’s friend.

She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors ;
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain ;
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors
Of vice’s brothel, forth to virtue’s fane.

He wifh'd for wealth, for much he wifh’d to give ;
He griev'd that virtue might not wealth obtain ;
Piteous of woes, and hopelefs to relieve,
The penfive profpeét fadden’d all his firain.

1 faw him faint! I faw him fink toreft!

Like one ordain’d to fwell the vulgar throng ; -
As tho’ the virtues had not warm’d his breaft,
. Astho’ the mufes not infpir’d his tongue.

1 faw his bier ignobly crofs the plain

Saw peafant hands the pious rite fupply : ~
The generous ruftics mourn’d the friendly fwain,

But pow’r and wealth’s unvarying cheek was dry !

Such Arc o ~ fell ; in meagre want foorn !
Where were ye then ye powerful patrons, where ?
Wou'd ye the purple fhou’d your limbs adorn,
Go wath the confcious blemith with a tear.

C:z ELEGY.
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ELEGY IV.

Orpurria’surn. To Mr. G—,

HRO’ the dim veil of ev’ning’s dufky fhade,
Near fome lone fanie, oryew's funereal green,
What dreary forms has magic fear furvey’d {
. What fhrouded fpeétres fuperftition feen !

But yéu fecure fhall pour your fad complaint,
Nor dread the meagre phantoms wan array 3

What none but fear’s officious hand can paint,
What none, but fupcr(tmon s eye, furvey.

The glim’ring twilight and the doubtful-dawn

Shall fee your ftep'to thefe fad fcenes return :
Conftant, as cryftal dews impear] the lawn,

Shall ST R EPHO N’s tear bedew OPH EL I A’s urn!

Sure nought unhallew’d flxsll prefeme to ftray
Where fleep the reliques of that virtuousmaid :
Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way,
Where foft OPHEL 1A% dearremamsare lald

Haply thy mufe, as mth unceafing fighs
She keeps late vigils on her umn'reclin’d,
May fee light groups of pleafing vifions rife ;
And phantoms glide, but of celeftial kind. S
' ' There
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There fame, her clarion pendent at her fide,
Shall feek forgivenefs of O » H e L 1 A’s thade ;
¢¢ Why has fuch worth, without diftin&ion, dy’d,
Why, like the defert’s lilly, bloom’d to fade "’

Then young fimplicity, averfe to feign,
Shall unmolefted breathe her fofteft figh:
And candour with unwonted warmth complain,
And innocence indulge a wailful cry.

‘Then elegance with coy judicious hand,
Shall cull freth flow’rets for O PHEL 1A’ tomb
.And beauty chide the fates’ fevere command, -
That fhew’d the frailty of {o fair 2 bloom !

-And fanoy then with wild ungovern’d woe,
Shall her lov’d pupil’s native tafte explaia :
For mournful fable all her hues forego,
And afk fweet folace of the mufe in vain !

Ah gentle forms expeét no fond relief;
Too much the facred Nine their lofsdeplore: *
Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief—
Your beft, your brighteft fav’rite is no more.

Cs ELEGY
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ELEGY V. |

He compares the turbulence of love with the
tranquillity of friendthip.

To MeLrissa his Friend.

ROM love, from angry love’s inclement reign’
I pafs awhile to friendfhip’s equal fkies ;
Thou, gen’rous maid, reliev’ft my partial pain,
And chear'ft the vi&tim of another’s eyes.

) ,
*Tis thou, MevL1ssa, thou deferv’ft my care:
How can my wﬂl and reafon difagree ?
How can my paffion live beneath defpair !
How can my bofom figh for aught but thee ? -

AhdearMevL1ssa! pleas’d with thee to rove,
My foul has yet furviv'd its drearieft time;
111 can I bear the various clime of love!
. Love is a pleafing, but a various clime!

So fmilesimmortal M a r 0’s fav’rite fhore,
ParTHENOPE, withev’ry verdure crown’d!
‘When ftrait Ve s v vio’s horrid cauldrons roar,

And the dry vapour blafts the regions round.
’ S Oh
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O blifsful regions ! oh unrival’d plains !
When M a r o to thefe fragrant haunts retir’d !

Oh fatal realms ! and oh accurft domains! :
When PL1x v, *mid fulphureous clouds, expir'd !

So fmiles the furface of the treacherous main,
As o’er its waves the peaceful halcyons play H
‘When foon rude winds their wonted rule regain,
And fky and ocean mingle in the fray. - -

But let or air contend, or ocean rave;
Ev’n hope fubfide amid the billows toft ;
Hope, ftill emergent," ftill contemns the wave,
And not a feature’s wonted fmile is laft.

ELEGY VL

-To a lady on the language of birds.

OME then, D1o~E, let us range the grove,
The fcience of the feather’d choirs explore s
Hear linnets argue, larks defcantof love,
And blame the gloom of folitude no more.

My doubt fubfides—’tis no Italian fong,
Nor fenfelefs ditty, chears the vernal tree:
Ah! who, thathearsD 1o x g’s tuneful tongue,
Shall doubt that mufic may with fenfe agree ?
Cs And’
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And come, my mufe! thatlov’ft the filvan fhade;
Evolve the mazes, and the mift difpel:

Tranflate the fong ; convince my doubting maid,
No folemn dervife can explain o well.—

Penfive beneath the twilight fhades I fate,
The flave of hopelefs vows, and cold difdain !

" When P 1LomeL addrefs’d his mournful mate,

And thus I conftru’d the mellifluent ftrain.

¢¢ Sing on, my bird—the liqﬁid notes prolong,

At ev’ry note alover fheds his-tear ;
Smg on, my bird—’tis D a Mo x hears thy fong;
Nor doubt to gain applaufe, when lovers hear,

He the fad fource of our complammg knows ;
A foetoTEREUS, and to lawlefs love!
He mourns the ftory of our ancient woes ;
Ah could our mufic his complaint remové !

Yon’ plains are govern’d by a peerlefs maid ;

And fee pale Cy N T B 1 A mounts the vaulted tky,
A train of lovers court the checquer’d thade ;

Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mpate’s reply.

‘Ere while no fhepherd to thefe woods retlr’d ;
No lover bleft the glow-worm s pallid ray :
Butill-ftar’d birds, ‘that lift'ning not admir'd,

Or lift'ning envy’d our fupenor lay, |
" Cheard
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Chear’d by the fun, the vaffals.of his pow’r,
Let fuch by day unite their jarring ftrains !

But let us chufe the calm, the filent hour,
Nor want fit audience while DioxE reigns.”

EPRANTDECHANSDEHANSD HCHANSDEHANID R GHAND

ELEGY VIL

He deferibes his vifion to an acquamcam:e.
Catera per terras omnes animalia, &c.  Vire.

N diftant heaths, beneath antumnal fkies,
Penfive I faw the circling fhade defcend;
Weary and faint I heard the ftorm arife,
‘While the fun vanifh’d like a fa.ithleﬁ friend.

- No kind companion led my fteps anght,
No friendly planet lent its glim’ring ray ;
Ev’n thelone cot refus’d its wonted light,
Where toil in peaceful flimber clos’d the day.

Then the dull bell had giv’'n a pleafing found;
‘The village cur ’twere tranfport then to hear;
In dreadful filence all was huth’d around,
While the rude ftorm alone diftrefs’d mineear.

As led by OrwE L L’s winding banks I ftray’d,
Where tow’ring Wo L s £y breath’d his native air;
A fudden luftre chas’d the flitting thade,
The founding winds were huth’d, and all was fair.
Inftant

! 2
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Inftant a grateful form appear’d confeft; -
White were his locks with aweful fcarlet crown’d,
Andlivelier far than Tyrian feem'd his veft,
That with the glowing purple ting’d the ground.

* e Stranger, he faid, amid this pealing rain,
Benighted, lonefome, whither wou’dfk thou ftray ?

Does wealth or pow’r thy weary ftep conftrain ?
‘Reveal thy wifh, and let me point the way. -

For khow I trod the trophy’d paths of pow’r;
Felt ev’ry joy that fair ambition brings; -
And left the lonely roof of yonder bow’r,-
To ftand beneath the canopies of kings.

I bade low hinds the tow’ring ardour fhare ;
Nor meanly rofe, to blefs myfelf alone:

- I fnatch’d the fhepherd from his fleecy care, »

And bade his wholefome dictate guard the throne.

Low at my feet the fuppliant peer I faw.;
I faw proud empires my decifion wait;

My will was duty, and my word was law,
My fmile was tranfport, and my frown was fate.”

‘Ah me! faid I, nor pow’rI feek, nor gain;
Nor arg’d by hope of fame thefe toils endure ;
A fimple youth, that feels a lover’s pain,
And, from his friend’s condolance, hopes a cure.
. " He
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He, the dear youth, to whofe abodes I roam,

Nor can mine honours, nor my fields extend ;
Yet for his fake I leave my . diftant home,

‘Which oaks embofom, and which hills defend.
Beneath that home I fcorn the wintry wind ;

The fpring, to fhade me, robes her faireft tree;
And if a friend my grafs-grown threfhold find,

O how my lonely tot refounds with glee !

Yet, tho’ averfe to gold in heaps amafs’d,
Iwith to blefs, I languith to beftow ;

And tho’ no friend to fame’s obﬁreperous blaft,
Still, to her dulcet murmurs not a foe.

T'oo proud with fervile tone to deign addrefs ; .
Too mean to think that honours are'my due,

Yet thou’d fome patron yield my ftores to blefs,
I fure fhou’d deem my boundlefs thanks were few.

Buttell me, thou! that, like a meteor’s fire,
Shot'ft blazing forth; difdaining dull degrees;

Shouw’d I to wealth, to fame, to pow’r afpire,
Mutt I not pafs more rugged paths then thefe ?

Muft I not groan beneath a guilty load,

Praife him I fcorn, and him I love betray ?
Does not felonious envy bar the road ? -

Or falfehood’s treach’rous foot befet the way ?

3 : ’ Say
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Say fhou’d I pafs thro’ favour’s crowded gate,
Mauft not fair trath inglorious wait behind ?
Whilft I approach the glitt’ring fcenes of ftate,
My beft companion no admittanee find ?

Nurs'd in the fhades by freedom’s lenient care,
Shall I the rigid fway of fortune own ?
* 'Taught by the voice of pious truth, prepare
"+ 'To fpurn an altar, and adere a throne?

And when proud fortune’s ebbing tide recedes,
And when it leaves me no unthaken friead,
Shall I not weep that e’er I left the meads,
Which oaks embofom, aad which hills defend ?

Oh! if thefehills the price of pow’r advance,
Check not my fpeed where focial joys invite!
‘The troubled vifion caft a mousnful glance,
And fighing vanifh’d in the fhades of night.
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ELEGY VIII.

He defcribes his early fove of poetry, and its
confequences. To Mr. G——. * 1745.

H me! what envious magic thins my fold ?
What mutter’d fpell retards their late increafe ?
Such lefs’ning fleeces muft the fwain-behold, -
That e’er with Doric pipe eflays to pleafe.

I faw my friends in ev’ning circles meet ;
I took my vocal reed, and tun’d my lay ;
I heard them fay my vocal reed was fveet: .
Ah fool! to cred;twhat I heard them {ay'

Hl-fated bard! that feeks his kill to vihow,
Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear?
Not the poor veteran, that permits his foe
"To guide his doubtful ftep, has more to fear.

Nor cou’d my G miftake the critic’s laws,
" *Till pious friendfhip mark’d the pleafing way :
Welcome fuch error! ever bleft the caufe!

Ev’n tho’ it led me boundlefs leagues aftray !

Coul;m .

# N, B. Written after the death of Mr. Por 2.
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Couldft thou reprove me, when I nurs’d the flame
On lift'ning CHeRwELL’s ofier banks reclin’d ?
While foe to fortune, unfeduc’d by fame,
I footh’d the bias of a carelefs. mind.

- Youth's gentle kindred, health and love were met 3
What tho’ in ALma’s guardian arms I play’d ?

How fhall' the mufe thofe vacant hours forget? -
Or deem that blifs by folid cares repaid ?

Thou know’ft how trapfport thrills the tender breaft,
Where love and fancy fix their op’ning reign ;

How nature fhines.in livelier colours dreft, '
To blefs their union, and to grace their train.

So firft when ProrBus met the Cyprian queen,

And favour’d RHobEs beheld their paffion crown’d,
Unufual flow’rs enrich’d the painted green ;

And fwift fpontaneous rofes blufh’d around.

Now fadlylorn, from Twit~am’s widow’d bow’r,
. The drooping mufes take their cafual way ;

And where they ftop, a flood of tears they pour;
And where they wéep, no more the fields are gay.

Where is the dappled pink, the fprightly rofe ?
The cowflip’s golden cup no more Ifee:

Dark and difcolour’d ev’ry flow’r that blows,

- 'To form the garland, Elegy! for thee!—

Enough
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Enocughof tears has wept the virtuous dead 3
Ah might we now the pious rage controul ;
Huifh’d be my grief ere ev’ry fmile be fled,
Ere the deep fwelling figh fubvert the foul}

If near fome trophy fpring a ftrippling bay,
Pleas’d we behold the graceful umbrage rife 3

But{oon too deep it works its baneful way,
And, lowon earth, the proftrate * ruin lies.

G bbb S PSP eG4 444D
ELEGY IX.

. He defcribes his difintereftednefs to a friend.

NE’ER muft tinge my lip with Celtic wines ;
The pomp of Ix p 14 muft I ne’er difplay ;
Nor boaft the produce of Peruvian mines,
Nor, with Italian founds, deceive the day,

Down yonder brook my cryftal bev’rage flows ;
My grateful fheep their annual fleeces bring ;

Fair ih my garden buds the damatk rofe, -
And, from my grove, I hear the throftle fing.

My
# Alludes to what is reported of the bay tree, that if it is planted

too near the walls of* an edifice, its roots will work their Way uRe
demeath, till they deftroy the foundation,



( 48 ) i
My fellow fwains! avert your dazled eyes ;
In vain allur’d by glitt’ring fpoils they rove ;
The fates ne’er meaiit them for the lhqaherd s prize;
Yet gave them ample tecempence, it love.

They gave you vigour from your parent’s veins;
They gave you toils ; bat toils your finews brace ;
They gave you nymphs, thatown their amorous pa.ms,
And fhades, the refuge of the gentle race.

‘To carve your loves; to paint your mutual flames;
See ! polifh’d fair, the beech’s friendly rind !
'To fing foft carrols to your lovely dames, -
See vocal grotts; and echoing vales affign’d !

Would’ft thou, my ST kep o, love’s delighted flave !
Tho’ fure the wreaths of chivalry to thare,

Forego the ribbon thyMaT1L DA gave?
And giving, bade thee in remembrance wear.,

Il fare my peace, but ev'ry idle toy,

Ifto my mind my DeL14’s form it brings,
Has truer worth, imparts fincerer joy,

Than all that bears the radiant ftamp of kings.

O my foul weeps, my breaft with anguifh bleeds,
When love deplores the tyrant pow’r of gain !

Difdaining riches as the futile weeds,

.. I rife fuperior, and the rich difdain.
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Oft from the ftream, flow-wandering down the glade,
Penfive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ;
<¢ Some mifer weds; Icry, the captive maid,
¢¢ And fome fond lover fickens at the found.”

Not SomerviLLE, the mufe’s friend of old,
Tho’ now exalted to yon ambient tky,

So fhun’d a foul diftain’d with earth and gold,
So lov’'d the pure, the generous breaft, asI. .

Scorn’d be the wretch that quits his genial bowl,
His loves, his friendfhips, ev’n his felf, reﬁgns s
Perverts the facred inftin& of his foul,
And to a ducate’s dirty {phere confines.

But come, my friend, with tafte, with fcience bleft,
Ere ageimpair me, and ere gold allure ;

Reftore thy dear idea to my breaft,
The rich depofit fhall the fhrine fecure.

Let others toil to gain the fordid ore,
The charms of independence let us fing ;
Bleft with thy friendfhip, can I with for more?
I’ll fpurn the boafted wealth of ¢ Lxp1a’s kmg

" ELEGY

# Crofus,

VVOL.L . D
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To fortune, fuggefting his motive for repining
at her difpenfations.

SK not the caufe, why this rebellious tongue,
Loads with frefh curfes thy detefted fway !
. Afk not, thus branded in my fofteft fong,
Why ftands the flatter’d name, which all obey ?

*Tis not, that in my fhed I lurk forlorn,
Nor fee my roof on Parian eolumns rife ;

That, on this breaft, no mimic ftar is borne,
Rever'd, ah! more than thofe that light the fkies.

*Tis not, thaton the turf fupinely laid,
I fing or pipe, but to the flocks that graze;
And, all inglorious, in the lonefome fhade,
My finger ftiffens, dnd my voice decays.

Not, that my fancy mourns thy fiern command,
When many an embrio dome is loft in air;
While guardian prudence checks my eager hand,

And, ere the turf is broken, cries, ¢ Forbear.

s¢ Forbear, vain youth ! be cautious, weigh thy gold ;
«¢ Nor let yon rifing column more afpire ;
s« Ah! better dwell in ruins, than behold
« Thy forsunes mould’ring, and thy domes entire.
¢ Honorio
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¢ Howor1ro built,- but dar'd my laws defy ;
¢¢ He planted, fcornful of my fage commands
. ¢ The peach’s vernal bud regal’d his eye ;
¢ The fruitage ripen’d for more frugal hands.”

See the fmall fiream that pours its murm’ring tide
O’er fome rough rock that wou’d its wealth difplay,
Difplays it aught but penury and pride ?
Ah! conftrue wifely what fuch murmaurs fay.

How wou’d fome flood, with ampler treafures bleft,
Difdainful view the fcantling drops diftil!

How muft + Verino fhake his reedy creft!
How ev’ry cygnet mock the boaftive rill !

Fortune, I yield! and fee, I give the fign;
At noon the poor mechanic wanders home ;

Colle&s the fquare, the level, and the line,
And, with retorted eye, forfakes the dome,

Yes, I cay patient view the fhadelefs plains 3
Can unrepining leave the rifing wall:
Check the fond love of art that fir'd my veins,
And my warm hopes, in full purfuit, recall,
D2 Defcend,

+ Aviveria I7ac v, tha falls an hundred yards pirpens
dicular, .
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Defcend, ye florms! deftroy myriﬁpg pile;
Loos’d be the whirlwind’s unreuuttmg fway ;3
Contented T, altho the gazer ﬁmle
To fee it fcal;cc furvive a winter’s day.

Let fomg dull dotard bafk in thy gay fhrine,
As in the fun regales his wanton herd ;
Guiltlefs of envy, why fhow’d I epine,
That his rude voice, his grating reed’s prefer'd 1

Let him exult, with boundlefs wealth fupply’d,
Mine and the fwain’s reluétant ho,magc thaye ;
Butah! histawdry fhepherdefs’s pride,
Gods! muft myDsr1a, muft my Dgiabear?

Muft DeL1a’s foftnefs, elegance, and gafe
Submit to Mar1an’s drefs ? to Mar1an’s gold?
Muft Mar1an’s robe fiom diftant Inp1a pleafe ?
The fimple fleece my DeL1A’S libs enfold ?
% Yet fureon DEL1A feems the ruffet fair ;
“ Ye glitt’ring daughters of difguife adien!”
8o talk the wife, who judge of fhape and air,
But will the rural thane decxde fo tru,ei

Ah ! what is native worth efteem’d of clowns ?
*Tis thy falfe glare, O fortune! thinethey fee;

*Tis for my Darxa’s fake I dread thy frowns,
And my laft gafp fhall curfes breathe on thee.

' 4 ELEGY
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He complams how foon the pleaﬁng noveltY
of lift is' over, “To Mr. j"=--x-uu-

H me, my fnend' it will not, wﬂl nat. laﬁ' 1
This fairy-fcene, that cheats our youthful eyes!

The charm diffolves; th’ aerial mufic’s paft;
‘The banquet ceafes; -and the vifion flies. - s

1

Where are the {plendid forms, the rich perfames,
‘Where the gay tapers, where the fpacious-dome ?

Vanifh’d the cotly pearls, the crimfon plumes,
And we, delightlefs, l¢ft to wander Nome! - - <

Vain now are books, the fage’s wifdom vain'{ A
What has the world to bribe ouf fteps aftray

Ere reafon learns by ftudy’d laws to reign,
The weakal’d piﬁioha. fdf ﬁtbdued, obey

Scarce has the fun fev'ni annual. courfei roll’d,: B
Scarce fhewn the whole that fortune ean fupply 5
Since, not the mifer fo carefs’d his gold,
As I, for what it gaveé; was heard to figh..

On the world’s ftage I with’d fome fprightly'part;
To deck my ndtivé fleece with tawdry lace! -
. *T'was life, ’twas tafte, and —oh my foolith heart ;
Subftantial joy was fix’d in pow’r and place.
‘ D3 And
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And you, yewerks of art! allar’d mine eye,
The breathing picture, and the living ftone :
*¢ Tho’ gold, tho’ fplendour, heav’n and fate deny,
¢ Yet might I call'one Titian ftroke my own!”

$mit with the charms of fame, whofe lovely fpoil,
" 'The wreath, the garland, fire the poet’s pride,
1 trim’d my lamp, confum’d the midnight oil —
- But foon the paths of health and fame divide!

Oft too I pray’d, ’twas nature form'd the pray’r,
~ Tograce my native {cenes, my rural home;
To fee my trees exprefs their planter’s care,
And gay, on Attic models, raife my dome,

But now ’tis o’er, the dear delufion’s o’er!

A ftagnant breezelefs air becalms my foul:
A fond afpiring candidaté no-more,

Icort the palm, before I reach the goal.

" O youth ! enchanting ftage, . profufely bleft!
" Blifs ev’n obtrufive courts the frolic mind;
Of health negle&ful, yetby health careft;
Carelefs of favour, yet fecure to find.

Then glows the breaft, as op’ning rofes fairy -
More free, more vivid than the linnet’s wing ;
Honeft as light, tranfparerit ev’n as air,
Tender as buds, and lavith asthe fpring.
3

Not
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Not all the force of manhood’s a&ive might, -
Not all the craft to fubtle age aflign’d,

Not {cience fhall extort that dear delight,
Which gay delufion gave the tender mind.

Adieu foft raptures ! tranfports void of care!
Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adieu!

And you, her daughters, pining with defpair,
Why, why fo foon her fleeting fteps purfue !

Tedious again to curfe thedrizling day!
Again to trace the wint’ry tras of {pow !
Or, footh’d by vernal airs, again furvey
The felf-fame hawthorns bud, and cowflips blow !

O life! how foon of ev’ry blifs forlorn !
We ftart falfe joys, and urge the devious race:
A tenderprey ; that chears our youthful morn,
Then finks untimely, and defrauds the chace.

“ELEGY XIL

His recantation. -

O more the mufe obtrudes her thin difguife !
No more with aukward fallacy complains,
How ev’ry fervour from my bofom flies,
And reafon in her loncfome palace reigns,
D4 Ere
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TEre the chill winter of our days arrive,
No more the paints the breaft from pafiion free;
I feel, I feel one Ioitering wifh furvive —
Ahneed I, FLorio, name that with to thee ?

The ftar of Vewus uthers in the day,
The firft, the lovelieft of the train that fhine!
The ftar of Venus lends her brighteft ray,
When other ftars their friendly beamsrefign.

Still in my breaft-one foft defire remains,
~ Pureas that ftar, from guilt, from int’reft free,
Has gentle DeL14 trip’d acrofs the plains, )
And need ¥, Fror1o, name that with to thee

While, cloy’d to find the fcenes of life the fame,
I tung with carelefs hand my languid lays ;

Some fecretimpulfe wakes my former flame,
And fires my firain with hope of brighter days.

I flept not long beneath yon rural bow’rs ;"
"~ Andlo! my crook with flow’rs adorn’d I fee :
-Has gentle Der1a bound my eraok with flow’rs,
And need I, FLor10, name my hbpes to thee ?

ELEGY
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To a friend, on fome {light occafion eftranged
from him. :

EALTH tomy friend, and many a chearful day,
Around his feat may peaceful fhades abide!
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with {miles,” away,
And, till they crown our union, gently, glide. .

Ah me! too {wiftly fleets our vernal bloom !

" Loft to our wonted friendthip, loft to joy!

Soon may thy breatt the cordial with refume,
Ere wintry doubt its tender warmth deitroy.

Say, were it ours, by fortune’s wild command,
By chance to meet beneath the torrid zone ;

‘Would'ft thou reject thy Damon’s plighted hand ?
‘Would’ft thou with fcorn thy once lov'd friend difown ?

Lifeis that ftranger land, that alien clime:

Shall kindred fouls forego their focial claim ?
Launch’d in the vaft abyfs of fpace and time,

Shall dark fufpicion quench the gen’rous lame?  #

© Myriads of fouls, that knew one parent mcld,
See fadly fever’d by the laws of chance!
Myriads, in time’s perennial lift enroll’d,
Forbid by fate to change one tranfient glance !
: But
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But we have met ~where ills of every form,
Where paffions rage, and hurricanes defcend

Say, fhall we nurfe the rage, affift the ftorm ?
And guide them to the bofom—of a friend !

Yes, we have met—thro’ rapine, fraud, and wrong:
v Might our joint aid the paths.of peace explore!
Why leave thy friend amid theboift’rous throng, -
Ere deathdivide us, and we part no more?

For oh! pale ficknefs warns thy friend away ;
For me no more the vernal rofes bloom !

1 fee ftern fate his ebon wand difplay ;
And point the wither’d regions of the tomb.

Then the keen anguifh from thine eye fhall ftart,
Sad as thou follow’ft my untimely bier;

¢¢ Fool that I was —if friends fo foorn muft part,
¢¢ To let fufpicion intermix a fear.”

- ' \
C . ELEGY.
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ELEGY XIV.

Declining an invitation to vifit foreign countries,
he takes occafion to intimate the advantages

of his own.

ToLord TEMPLE.

HILE others loft to friendfhip, loft to love,

Wafte their beft minutes on a foreign ftrand,

Be mine, with Britith nymph or fwain to rove,
And court the genius of my native land.

Deluded youth! that quits thefe verdant plains,
To catch the follies of an alien foil!
" To win the vice his genuine foul difdains,
Return exultant, and import the fpoil

In vain he boafts of his detefted prize;

No more it blooms to Britith climes convey’d,
Cramp’d by the impulfe of ungenial fkies,

See its frefh vigour, in a moment, fade!

Th’ exotic folly knows its native clime;
An aukward ftranger, if we waft it o’er;
Why then thefe toils, this coftly wafte of time,
To {pread foft poifon on our happy thore ?

I covet
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1 ¢ovet not the pride of foreign looms’; -
In fearch of foreign modes I fcorn to rove s
Nor, for the worthlefs bird of brighter plumes,
Wou’d change the meaneft warbler of my grove.
No diftant clime fhall fervile airsimpart,
Or form thefe limbs with pliant eafe to play;
Trembling I view the Gaut’s illufiveart,
That fteals my lov’d rufticity away. .

*Tis long fince freedom fled th’ Hefperian climé ;
. Her citron groves, - her flow’r-embroider’d fhore ;
She faw the Britith oak afpire fublime,
And foft CaMPANIA’s olive charms no more.

Let partial funs mature the weftern mine,
To fhed its luftre o’er th’ Iberian maid;
Mien, beauty, thape, O native foil, are thine;
Thy peerlefs daughters atk ho foreign aid.

Let* CevLon’s envy’d plant perfame the feas, ~

. >Till torn to feafon the Batavian bowl ;

Ours is the breaft whofe genuine ardours pleafe,
Nor need a drug to meliorate the foul.

Let the proud Soldan wound th’ Arcadian groves,
Orwith rude lips th’ Aonian fount profane ;
‘The mufe no more by flow’ry Lapon roves,
She feeks her Tromson, on the Britith plain,
- Tell

* The ¢innamon.
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Tell not of realms by ruthlefs war difmay’d ;
Ah! haplefs realms that war’s oppreffion feel !
In vain may AusTr1a boaft her Noric blade,
If Austria bleed beneath her boafted fieel.

Beneath her palm Ipume vents her moan;
Raptur'd the once beheld its friendly fhade!

And hoary Memzu1s boafts her tombs alone,
The mournful types of mighty pow’r decay’d !

Nocrefcent here difplaysits baneful horns ;
No turban’d hoft the voice of truth reproves ;
Learning’s free fource the fage’s breaft adorns,
And poets, not inglorious, chaunt their loves.

Boaft, favourd Menia, baaft thy flow’ry fores 5
Thy thoufand hues by chymic funs refin’d ;
- *Tis not the drefs or miem my fou} adores,
*Tis the rich beguties of BRITANNIA’S mind.

While * GrEznvILLE’s breaft cqu’d virtue’s ftoxes affard,
‘What envy’d flota bore fo fair a freight

The mine compar’d in vain its latent hoard,
The gem its luftre, and the gold its weight.

Thee GREEENVILLE, theewith calmeft courage fraught,
Thee the lov’d image of thy native thore!
_ 'Thee by the virtuesarm’d the graces taught,
‘When fhall we céafe ta boatft, or-to deplore?
' Pre-
# Written about the time of captain GRxENvVILLE’s deathe
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Prefumptuous war, which could thy life deftroy,
What fhall it now in recompence decree ?

While friends that merit every earthly joy,
Feel every anguith ; feel — the lofs of thee!

Bid me no more a fervile realm compare,
No more the mufe of partial praife arraign ;
BriTannia foes no foreign breaft fo fair,
And if the glory, glories not in vain.

29555986098 88829856500¢
ELEGY XV,

In memory of a * private family in
WORCESTERSHIRE.

ROM alone tow’r with rev’rend ivy crown’d,
The pealing bell awak'd a tender figh ;
Still, as the village caught the waving found,
A fwelling tear diftream’d from ev’ry eye,

So droop’d, Iween, each BriTon’s breaft of o4,
When the qull curfew fpoke their freedom fled ;
For fighing as the mournful accent roll’d,
" Our hope, theyery’d, our kind fuppert, is dead !
‘Twas

® The penns of Harsoroven; a place whofe name in the Saxon
language, alludes to an army. And there is a tradition that there was
a battle fought, on the Downs adjoining, betwixt the BriTons and
the Romans,
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*Twas good PALEMoN——near a thaded poof,
A group of ancient elms umbrageous rofe ; ’

The flocking rooks, by inftiné’s uative rule,
This peaceful fcene, for their afylum, chofe.

A few fmall fpires, to Gothic fancy fair,
Amid the fhades emerging, ftruck the view ;
*T'was here his youth refpir’d its earlieft air;
*Twas here his age breath’d out its laft adieu.

One favour’d fon engag’d his tendereft care;
One pious youth his whole affe&ion crown’d :
In his young breatt the virtues fprung fo fair,
Such charms difplay’d, fuch fweetsdiffus’d around.

But whilft gay tranfport 'in his face appears,
A noxigus vapour clogs the poifon’d tky ;

Blafts the fair crop— the fireis drown’d in tears,
And, fcarce furviving, feeshis CynTHIO die!

O’er the pale corfe we faw him gently bend ; :
Heart-chill’d with grief—my thread, he cry’d, is {pun! -
« If hedv’n had meant I{hou’d my life extend,
Heav’n had preferv’d my life’s fupport, my fon.

Snatch’d in thy prime! alas the ftroke were mild,
Had my frail form obey’d the fates’ decree!
Bleft were my lot, O CynTr1o! O my child!
Had heav’n fo pleas’d, and I had dy’d for thee,”
: Five

A
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Five fleeplefs nights he ﬁem;d this tide of woes 3
Five irkfome funs he faw, thro’ tears, forlorn!

On his pale corfe the fixth fad morning rofe ;
From yonder dome the mournful bier was borne.

*T'was on thofe * downs, by Roman hofts annoy’d,
Fought our bold fathers ; ruftic, unrefin’d!

Freedom’s plain fons, in martial cares employ’d! .
They ting’d their bodies, but unmafk’d their mind,

* Twas there, in happier times, this virtnous race
Of milder merit, fix’d their calm retreat ;

War’s deadly crimfon had forfook the place,
And freedom fondly lov’d the chofen feat.

" No wild ambition fir’d their tranquil breaft,
To fwell with empty founds a fpotiefs name
If foft’ring fkies, the fun, the fhow’r were bleft,
Their bounty fpread § their field’s extent the fame..

Thofe fields, profufe of raiment, food, and fire, -
* They fcorn’d to leffen, carelefs to extend ;
Bade luxury, to lavith courts afpire,

And avarice, to city-breafts defcend.

None, to avirgin’s mind, prefer’d her dow’r;
To fire with vicious hopes a modeft heir:
The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or pow’r,
Affign’d him virtue ; and his lot was fair.
They

* HarBorouGH Downs,
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They fpoke of fortune, as fome doubtful dame,
That fway’d the natives of a diftant fphere ;

From lucre’s vagrant fons had learnt her fame,
But never wifh’d to place her banners here,

Here youth’s free fpirit, innocently gay, .
Enjoy’d the moft that innocence can give,

Thofe wholefome fweets that border virtue’s way 3
Thofe cooling fruits, that we may tafte and live,

‘Their board no ftrange ambiguous viand bore; -
From theirown fireams their choicer fare they drew,
To lure the fcaly glutton to the fhore,
The fole deceit their artlefs bofom knew |

Sincere themfelves, ah too fecure to find

The common bofom, like their own, fincere}
*Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind ;

>Tis her own poifon bids the viper fear.

Sketch’d on the latice of th’ adjacent fane,

Their fuppliant bafts implore the reader’s pray’r 3
Ah gentle fouls ! enjoy your blifsful reign,

And let frail mortals claim your guardian care,

For fure, to blifsful realms the fouls are flown,
That never flatter’d, injur'd, cenfur’d, ftrove;

The friends of fcience! mufic, all their own;
Mufic, the voice of virtue and of love !

Vou. I. | . E The
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The journeying peafant, thro’ the fecret fhade,
~ Heard their foft lyres engage his li’ning ear;
And haply deem’d fome courteous angel play’d ;
No angel play’d —but might with tranfport hear.

For thefe the founds that chafe unholy firife!
Solve envy's charm, ambition’s wretch releafe !
Raife him to fpurn the radiant ills of life :
To pity pomp, to be content with peace.

Farewel, pure fpirits! vain the praife we give,
‘The praife you fought from lips angelic flows ;

Farewel! the virtues which deferve to live,
Deferve an ampler blifs than life beftows.

Laft of his race, PaLEMON, now no more
The modeft merit of his line difplay’d ;
Then pious HoucH VicorN1A’s mitre wore —

Soft fleep the duft of each deferving thade.

ELEGY
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He fuggefts the advantages of birth to a per-
fon «of merit, and the folly -of a fuperci-
lioufnefs that is built upon that fole foun-
dation, ‘

HEN genius grac’d with lineal fplendor glows,
. When title fhines with ambient virtues crown’d,
Like fome fair almond’s flow’ry pomp it fhews ;
The pride, .the perfume of the regions round.

Then learn, ye fau-' to foften fplendor s ray ;
Endure the fwain, . the youth of low degree;
Let meeknefs join’d its temperate beam difplay ;
*Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree.

Pity the fandal’d Twain, the I.heplierd‘s boy ;

. Hefighs to brighten a neglected name; .
Foe to the dull appulfe of vulgar joy,

- He mourns his lot ; he withes, merits fame,

In vain to groves and pathlefs vales we fly ;
Ambition there the bow’ry haunt invades ;
Fame’s awful rays fatigue the courtier’s eye,
But gleam ftill lovely thro’ the checquer’d fhades.
E 2 " Vainly,
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Vainly, toguard from love’s unequal chain,
Has fortune rear’d us in the rural grove ;

- Should ***#’s eyes illume the defart plain,
Ev'nI may wonder, and ev'n I mutt love.

Nor unregarded fighs the lowly hind ;

Tho’ you contemn, the gods refpet his vow ;
Vindi&ive rage awaits the fcornful mind,

And vengeance, too fevere! the gods allow.

On Sarum’s plain I meta wand’ring fair;
The look of forrow, lovely ftill the bore :
Loofe flow’d the foft redundance of her hair,
And, on herbrow, a flow’ry wreath the wores

Oft ftooping as fhe ftray’d, fhe cull’d the pride
Of ev'ry phain ; fhe pillag’d ev'ry grove!
The fading chaplet daily the fupply’d, -
And fiill her hand fome various garland wove,

Erroneous fancy thap’d her wild attire ;

From Berut.em’swalls the poor lympatic ftray’d 5
_ Seem’d with her air her accent to confpire,
When, as wild fancy taughther, thus the faid:

¢¢ Hear me, dear youth! oh hearan haplefs maid,
Sprung from the fcepter’d line of ancient kings !
Scorn’d by the world, I afk thy tender aid;
Thy gentle voice thall whifper kinder things.
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The world is frantic — fly the race profane —

Nor I, nor you, thallits compafiion move 3
Come friendly let us wander, and complain,

And tell me, fhepherd! haft thou feen my love?

My love is young—but other loves are young ;
And other loves are fair, and fo is mine ;
An air divine difclofes whence he fprung ;
He is my love, who boafts that air divine.

Novulgar Damon robs me of my reft,
IanTHe liftens to no vulgar vow §

A prince, from gods defcended, fires her breaft ;
A brilliant crown diftinguithes his brow.

What, fhall I ftain the glories of my race ?
~More clear, more lovely bright than Hesper’s beam 2
“The porc’lain pure with vulgar dirtdebafe ?
Or mix with puddle the pellucid ftream ?

Seethro’ thefe veins the faphire current fhine!
*Twas Jove’s own netar gave th’ etherial hue:

Can bafe plebeian forms contend with mine !
Difplay thelovely white, or match the blue ?

The painter ftrove to trace its azure ray;
He chang’d his colours, and in vain he ftrove ;
He frown’d—1I {miling view’d the faint eflay ;
Poor youth! he little knew it flow’d from Jove.

E3 Pitying
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Pitying his toil, the wond’rous truth I told ;
How am’rous Jove trepann’d a mortal fair ;

How thro’ the race the generous current roll’d,
And mocks the poet’s art, and painter’s care.

Yes, from the gods, from earlieft Saturn, fprung
Our facred race ; thro’ demigods, convey’d
And he, ally’d to ProEBUS, ever young,
My god-like boy, muft wed their duteous maid.

Oft, when amortal vow profanes my ear,
My fire’s dread fury murmurs thro’ the tky ;

And fhould T yield »his inftant rage appears,
He dartsth’ uplifted vengeance—and I die.

Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll !
Have you not feen more horrid light’nings glare!
*T'was then a vulgar love enfnar’d my foul :
*Twas then—1 hardly fcap’d the fatal fnare.

*Twas then a peafant pour’d his amorous vow,
All asIliften’d to his vulgar ftrain ;—
Yet fuch his beauty —wou’d my birth allow,

. Dear were the youth, and blifsful were the plain.

*Butoh! Ifaint! why waftes my vernal bloom,
In fruitlefs fearches ever doom’d to rove ?
My nightly dreams the toilfome path refume,

And I fhall die=-beforeI find aty love.

When
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‘When laft I flept, methought, my ravifh’d eye,
On diftant heaths his radiant form furvey'd ;

Tho’ night’s thick clouds encompafs’d all the ky,
The gems that bound his brow, difpell’d the fhade.

O how this bofom kindled-at the fight!
Led by their beams I urg’d the pleafing chace;
*Till, ona fudden, thefe with-held their light—
All, all things envy the fublime embrace. -

But now no more—behind the diftant grove, )
Wanders my deftin’d youth, and chides my ftay :

See, fee, he grafps the fteel-—forbear my love—

" IanTHE comes ; thy princefs haftes away.”

Scornful fhe fpoke, and heedlefs of reply

The lovely maniac bounded o’er the plain ;
The piteous victim of an angry fky !

Ah me! the vi&tim of her proud difdain!

E4 ELEGY
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ELEGY XVIL

" He indulges the fuggeftions of fpleen: 2an
elegy to the winds, |

v

£fEole, namque tibi divum pater atque hominum rex
Et mulcere dedit mentes & tollere vento.

TERN monarch of the winds, admit my pray’r !
Awhile thy fury check, thy ftorms confine!’
No trivial blaft impells the paffive air ;
But brews a tempeft in a breaft like mine,

What bands of black ideas fpread their wings ! .
The peaceful regions of content invade !

With deadly poifon taint the cryftal fprings!
With noifome vapour bla# the verdant fhade !

»
I know their leader, fpleen; and dread the fway
Of rigid Evrus, his detefted fire ;
Thro’ one my/ bloffoms and my fruits decay; -
Thro’ one my pleafures, and my hopes expire.

Like fome pale ftripling, when hisicy way
Relenting yields beneath the noontide beam,

T fand aghatt ; and chill’d with fear furvey
How far I've tempted life’s deceitful fiream !

Where
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Where by remorfeximpell’d, repuls’d by fears,
Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ?

She flies the fad prefage of coming years,
And forr’wing dwells on pleafures now no more !’

Again with patrons, and with friends fthe roves ;
But friends and patrons never to return !

She fees the nymphs, the graces, and the loves,
Bat fees them, weeping o’er Lucinpa’s urn.

She vifits, Ists! thy forfaken ftream,
Oh ill forfaken for Beeotian air!

She deems no flood refleéts fo brighta beam,
No reed fo verdant, and no flow’rs fo fair.

Bhe dreams beneath thy facred fthades were peace,
Thy bays might ev’n the civil ftorm repel ;
Reviews thy focial blifs, thy learned eafe,
Apnd with ne chearful accent cries, farewel !

Farewel, with whom to thefe retreats I ftray’d!
By youthful fports, by youthful toils ally’d !

joyous we fojourn’d in thy circling fhade,

" And wept to find the paths of life divide.

Bhe paints the progrefs of my rival’s vow ;
Sees ev’ry mufe a partial ear incline;

Binds with luxuriant bays his favour’d brow,
‘Nor yields the refufe of his wreath to mine.

G

She
o |
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ELEGY XVIII

He repeats the fong of CorLiv, a difcerning
fhepherd ; lamenting the ftate of the” wool-
len manufactury.

Ergo omni ftudio glaciem ventofque nivales,
Quo minus eft il/is curz mortalis egeftas,
_ Avertes: viGumque feres. Virerr.

E AR Avon’s bank, on Arpen’s flow’ry plain,
A * tuneful fhepherd charm’d the lift'ning wave ;
And funny CoTtsoLr’ fondly lov’d the ftrain ;
Yet not a garland crowns the thepherd’s grave !

Oh loft Orner1a! fmoothly flow’d the day,
To feel his mufic with my flames agree !
To tafte the beauties of his melting lay,
To tafte, and fancy it was dear to thee.

When, for his tomb, with each revolving year,
I fteal the mufk-rofe from the fcented brake,
I firew my cowilips, and I pay my tear,
I'll add the myrtle for QpnEL1A’Ss {ake.

Shiv’ring beneath a leaflefs thorn he lay,
When death’s chill rigour feiz’d his flowing tongue :
" 'The more I found his fault’ring notes decay,
The more prophetic truth fublim’d the fong.

’

« Adien

* Mr, SOMZRVILLE,
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¢« Adien my flocks, he faid! my wonted care,
By funny mountain, or by verdaat fhore!
May fome more happy hand your fold prepare,
And may you need your CoLL1n’s crogk no moge,

And you, ye fhepherds! lead my gentle theep ;
To breezy hills, or leafty fhelters lead ;

But if the fky with fhow’rs inceffant weep,
Avaid the putrid moifture of the mead.

Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpled heath,
Long loit’ring there your fleecy tribes extend—
But what avail the maxims I bequeath ?
The fruitlefs gift of an officious friend!

Ah! what avails the tim’rous lambs to guard,
Tho’ nightly cares, with daily labours, join ?
If foreign floth obtain the rich reward,
If GaLr1a’s craft the pond’rous fleece purloin}

Was it for this, by conftant vigils worn,
I met the terrors of an early grave ?

For this, Iled them from the poiated thorn?
For this | bath’d’em in the lucid wave?

Ah heedlefs ALB1on ! too benigaly prone
Thy blood to lavith, and thy wealth refign!
Shall ev’ry other virtue grace thy throne,
But quick-ey’d prudence never yet be thine ?
From
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From the fair natives of this peerlefs hill -

Thou gav’ft the fheep that browze Iberian plains:

Their plaintive cries the faithlefs region fill,
Their fleece adorns an haughty foe’s domains.

Tl-fated flocks! from cliff to cliff they ftray ;
Far from their dams their native guardians far !
Where the foft thepherd, all the livelong day,
Chaunts his proud miftrefs to his hoarfe guittar.

But ALBron’s youth her native fleece defpife ;
Unmov’d they hear the pining fhepherd’s moan ;

In filky folds each nervous limb difguife,
Allur’d by ev’ry treafure, but their own.

Oft have I hurry’d down the rocky feep,
Anxious, to fee the Wintry tempeft drive;
Preferve, faid I, preferve your fleece, my fheep !

Ere long will PuiLL1s, will my love arrive.

Ere long fhecame: ah! woe is me, fhe came! -
Rob’d in the Gallic loom’s extraneous twine :

For gifts like thefe they give their {potlefs fame,
Refign their bloom, their innocence refign.

Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known,
Give the rich growth of Britith hills to fame ?
And let her charms, and her example, own
That virtue’s drefs, and beauty’s are the fame ?
2

Will
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Willno fam’d chief fupport this gen’rous maid ?
Once more thg patriot’s arduous path refume ?

And, comely from his native plains array’d,
Speak future glory to the Britith loom ?

* What pow’r unfeen my ravith’d fancy fires ?
I pierce the dreary fhade of fature days ;

" Sure ’tis the genius of the land infpires,

To breathe my lateft breath in * * * praife.

O might my breath for * * * praife fuffice, *
How gently thou’d my dying limbs repofe!

O might his future glory blefs mine eyes,
My ravith'd eyes ! how calmly would they clofe!

* # * was born to fpread the gen’ral joy ;
By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul’d ;
BriTons for BriTain fhall the crook employ ;
Britons forBriTain’s glory fhear the fold.”

ELEGY XIX./

»

Written in fpring 1743.
G AIN the lab’ring hind inverts the foilt
; Again the merchant ploughs the tumiy wvave;
Another {pring renews the foldier’s toil, ‘
And finds me vacant in the rural cave. .
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As the foft lyre difplay’d my wonted loves, -
The penfive pleafure and the tender pain,
The fordid ALprEUS hurry’d thro’ my groves ;

Yet ftop’d ta vent the diates of difdain.

He glanc’d contemptuous o’er my ruin’d fold;
He blam’d the graces of my fav’rite bow’r;
My breatt, unfully’d by the luft of gold ;
My time, unlavifh’d in purfuit of pow’r.

Yes, AvpuEeus! fly the purer paths of fate; -
Abjure thefe fcenes from venal paffions free 3

Know, in this grove, I vow’d perpetual hate,
War, endlefs war, with lucre and with thee.

Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours;
£ dreft an altar to TuaL1a’s name:

Here, as I crown’d the verdant fhrine with flowr’s,
Soft on my labours ftole the fmiling dame, '

Dawmon, fhe cry’d, if pleas’d with honeft praife,.
Thon court fuccefs by virtue or by fong,

Fly the “alfe diGtates of the venal race;
Fly ¢! - grofs accents of the venal tongue.

Swear tha no lucre fhall thy zeal betray ;
Swerve yot thy foot with fortune’s vot’ries more;
Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifelefs day——
The winning phantom urg’d me,- and I fwore,
. ‘ Forth
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Forth from the ruftic altar fwift] frayd, . - . . -
¢ Aid my firm purpofe, ye celeftial pow’rs! .
Aid me to quell the fordid breaft, Ifaid ; . o
And * threw my jav’lip tow’jds their hoftile tow’rs.

‘Think not regrctfui I furvey the deed ;
Or added years no more the zeal allow ;
Still, fill obfervant to the grove I fpeed,
The thrine embellifh, and repeat the vow.

Sworn from his cradle Rome’s relentlefs foe,
Such gen’rous hate the + Punic champion bore; -
Thy lake, O THrasimMeNz!. beheld it glow, L
'And Canxz’s walls, and Tans IA’s crunfoxa Ihoch

But let grave annals pamt the watrior’s fame ;
Fair fhine his arms in-hiftory enroll’d;  * ™ oo
Whilt huthbler lyres his civil wérth proclaim“ oo
His nobler hate of avance and gold -

Now Punic pnde its final eve furvey’d ;
Its hotts exhaufted, and its fleets on fire: 'S " SRR AN
Patient the victors lurid frown cbey’d, : :
And faw <h’ unwilling elephants retire.
But when their gold deprefs’d the yielding fcaley
" Theif gold in pyramidic plenty pil’d,
He faw th’ unutterable grief prevail ;
~ He faw their tears, and, in his fury, fmil’d
. “Think
® The Ronm ceremopy in dcchmg wat, * + Haxl(us,
Vot L
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Think not, he cry’d, ye view the {miles of eafe,
Or this firm breait difclaims a patriot’s pain ;

I fmile, but from a foul eftrang’d to peace, - T
Franticwith grief, dclirions with difdain ! -

But were it cordial, this detefted {mile,
Seems it lefs timely than the grief ye fhow ?
O fons of CARTHAGE ! grant me to revile
The fordid fource of your indecentwoe! *-

Why weep ye now ! ye faw with tearlefs eye -

When your fleet perith’d on the Punic wave ;
Where lurk’d the coward tear, the lazy figh,
'"When T'yrE’s imperial ftate commenc’d-a flave ?

’Tispaﬁ—-O CartHaGE! vanquifh’d! honour’d fhade!
Go, the'mean forrows of thy fons deplore ;

Had freedom fhar’d the vow to fortune paid,
Shene’er, like fortune, had forfook thy fhore.”

He ceas’d—apath’d the eonfc:ous audience hear 3
Their pallid cheeks a crimfon bluth unfold ;

Yet o’er that virtuous blufh diftreams a tear,
And falling moiftens their abandon’d gald.*

ELEGY

# By,the terms forced npon the CARTHAGINIANS by Scirte, thcy‘

were to dohm yp all the elephants, and to pay nanwomlhom
‘etlin‘.
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He compares his humble fortune with the dif-
trefs of others ; and his fubjection to Dswia,
with the miferable fervitude of an African
flave.

' WHY droops this heart, with fancy’d woes forlarn ?
. Why finks my foul beneatheach wint'ry fky 2
What penfive crowds, by ceafelefs labours worn,
What myriads, with to be as bleft as I'{

What tho’ my roofs devoid of pomp arife, :
Nor tempt the proud to quit his deftin’d way #
Nor coftly art my flow’ry dales difguife,
Where only fimple friendthip deigns to ftray 2

See the wilit fons of LarLAND’s chill domain,

That fcoop their couch beneath the drifted fnows}
How woid of hope they ken the frozen plain,

Where the fharp eaft for ever, ever blows!

Slave tho’ I be, to DeL1A’s eyes a flave,
My DeLi1A’s eyes endear the bands I wear;
"The figh fhe caufes well becomes the brave,
The pang fhe canfes, ’tis even blifs to-bear. ~
Fa . Sy
. ’ \
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 See the poor native quit the Lybian thores,.
Ah! not inlove’s delightful fetters bound? °
No radiant fmile his dying peace reftores, -
Norlove, nor fame, nor friendfhip heals his wound.

Let vacant bards difplay their boafted woes, .
$hall I the mockery of grief difplay?

No, lét the mufe his piercing pangs difclofe,
Who bleeds and weeps his fum of life away !

On the wild beach in mournful guife he ftood,

,  Ere the Ihnll boatfwain gave the hated, ﬁgn ; ‘, Lo

He dropt a tear unfeen into the flood ; e
He ftole one fecret moment, to repine.

Yet the mufe liften’d to the plaints he made ;
Such moving plamts as nature could infpire;
To me the mufe his tender plea convey’d,

Butfmooth’d, and fuited to the founding Iyre.

“ Why am I ravifh’d from my native ftrand ?-
What favage race proteéts thisimpious gain ?
Shall foreign plagues infeft this teeming land,

And more than fea-born monfters plough the main? ~

Here the dire locufts horrid fwarms prevail ; . .

~ Here the blue afps with livid poifon fwell ;

Here the dry dipfa wriths his finuous mail ;
Can wenot here, fecure from envy, dwell ?

» When
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When the gnm lionurg’d his cruelchace, . .

When the ftern panther fought his midnight prey,
‘What fate referv’d me for this * chriftian race ? :
~ O race more polith’d, more fevere than they |

Ye prouling wolves purfue my lateft cries !
Thou hungry tyger, leave thy recking den!
Ye fandy waftes in rapid eddies rife !
O tear me from the whips and fcorns of men |

‘Yetin their face fuperior beauty glows ;
Are fmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong ?
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows,
And ev’n religion dwells upon their tongue, '

Of blifsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes,
Where gentle minds convey’d by death repair,

But ftain’d with blood, and crimfon’d o’er with crimes,
Say, fhall they merit what they paintfo fair ?

No, carelefs, hopelefs of thofe fertile plains,
Rich by oar toils, and by our forrows.gay,

They ply our Jabours, and enhance our pains,
And feign thefe diftant regions to repay.

Forthém our tutky elephant expires ;
For them we drain the mine’s embowel’d gold ;
‘Where rove the brutal nations wild defires 2=
Our limbs are purchas’d, and our lifeis fold!
Fj3
@ Spoke by a favage,

’



( 8 )

Yet thores there are,” bleft thores for us remain,
And favour'd ifles with golden fruitage crown’d,

Where tufted flow’rets paint the verdant plain,
Where ev’ry breeze fhall med’cine ev’ry wound.

1

There the ftern tyrant that embitters life

Shall, vainly fuppliant, fpread his atking hand ;
‘There fhall we view the billows raging ftrife,

Aid the kind breaft, and waft his boat to land.”

"ELEGY XXI

Taking a view of the country from his retire-
ment, he is led to meditate on the cha-
tafter of the ancient BriTons. Written at
the time of a rumoured tax upon luxury,
1746.

HUS Damon fung —What tho’ unknown to praife
Umbrageous coverts hide my mufe and me ;

Or ’mid the rural fhepherds, flow my days,
Amid the rural fhepherds, I am fx:e.

To view fleck vaffals crowd a !htely hall,
. Say, fhould I grow myfelf a folemn flave ?
To find thy tints, O TrT1an ! grace my wall,
Forego the flow’ry fields my fortune gave ?
Lord
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Lord of my time my devious path I bend,

Thro’ fringy woodland, or fmooth-thaven lawn 3
Or penfile grove, or airy cliff afcend,

And hail the {cene by nature’s pencil drawn.

~

Thanks be to fate—tho’ nor the racy vine,

Nor fatt’ning olive cloath the fields I rove,
Sequefter'd fhades, and gurgling founts are mine,
And ev'ry filvan grott the mufes love. :

\

Here if my vifta point the mould’ring pile, -
Where hood and cowl devotion’s afpe&t wore, -
1 tracethe tott’ring reliques with a fmile,
To think the mental bondage is no more!

Pleas’dif the glowing land{cape wave with corn ;
Or the tall oaks, my country’s bulwark, rife;
Pleas’d, if mineeye, o’er thoufand vallies borne,
Difcern the Cambrian hills fupport the fkies.

And fee PLinLiMuon ! ev’n the youthful fight
Scales the proud hill’s etherial cliffs with pain !
Such Caea-carapoc! thy ftupendous height,
Whofe ample thade obfcures th’ Iernian main.

Bleak; joylefs regions! where, by fclence ird,
-Some pryihg fage his lonely ftep may bend ;
There, by the love of novel plants infpir'd,
Inviduous view the clamb’ring goats afcend.

F 4 Yet
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Yet for thofe mountains, clad with lafting faow, -
The freecborn BrrTon lefthis greeneft mead,

Receding fullen from his mightier foe,
For here he faw fair liberty recede.

“Thenif a chi¢f perform’d a patriot’s part, .
Suftain’d her drooping fons, repell’d her foes;
Above or Perfian luxe, or Attic art,
The rude majeftic monument arofe,

Progreflive ages carol’d forth his fame 3
Sires, to his praife, attun’d their children’s tong-ue ;
The hoary druid fed the gen’rous flame, :
While, in fuch ftrains, the rev’rend vizard fung.

*¢ Go forth, my fons !—for what is vital breath,
Your gods expell'd, your liberty refign’d ?

Go forth, my fons! for whatis inftant death
'T'o fouls fecure perennial joys to find ?

For fcenes there are, unknown to war or pain, .
Where drops the balm' that heals a tyrant’s- wound ;

Where patriots, bleft with boundlefs freedom, reign,
With mifletoe’s myfterious garlands crown’d.

“8uch are the names that grace your myfticfongs ;
Your{olemn woods refound their martial fire ;
To you, my fons, theritnal meed belongs,
If in the caufe you vanquifh, orexpire.

Hark!



( 8 )

Hark! from the facred oak that crowns the groves,
What aweful voice my raptur’d bofom warms ;

*This is the favour’d moment heav’n approves,
Sound the fhrill rump ; this inftant, found, to arms.*

Theirs was the fcience of a martial race,
To fhape the lance, or decorate the fhield ;
Ev’n the fair virgin ftain’d her native grace,
To give new horrors to the tented field.

Now, for fome cheek where guilty bluthes glow,
For fome falfe FLor1meL’s impure difguife,

The lifted youth, nor war’s loud fignal know,
Nor virtue’scall, nor fame’s imperial prize,

“Then if foft concord lull’d their fears to fleep,
Inert and filent ﬂcpt the manly car;

But rufh’d horrific o’er the fearful fteep,
If freedom’s aweful clarion breath’d to war.

Now the fleek courtier, indolent and vain, -
Thron’d in the fplendid carriage glides fupine;
"To taint his virtue with a foreign firain,
Orata fav’ounte s board, his faith refign.

Laave thcn, O luxury! this happy foil!
Chafe her, Briranwia, to fome hoftile thore !
Or * fleece the baneful peft with annual fpoil,
And let thy virtuous offspring 'weep no more{

ELEGY
® Allydes to a'tax upon Luxury, then in debate,



ELEGY. XXIL

Written in the year——when the' rights of
fepulture were fo frequently violated.

A'Y, gentle fleep, that lov’ft the gloom of night,
Parent of dreams! thou great magician, fay,
Whence my late vifion thus endures the light ;
Thus haunts my fancy thro’ the glare of day.

The filent moon had fcal’d the vaulted fkies,
And anxious care refign’d my limbs to reft ;

A fudden luftre ftruck my wond’ring eyes,
And Sirvia ftood before my couch confe. .

Ah! not the nymph fo blooming and fo gay,
That led the dance beneath the feftive thade |
But fhe that, in'the morning of her day, '
Intomb’d beneath the grafs-green fod was laid,

No mote her eyes their wonted radiance eaft;
No more her breaft infpir'd the lover’s flamé,

" No more her cheek the Pzftan rofe farpsft ;

Yet feem’d her Lip’s etherial fmile the fame.
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Nor fach her hair as deck’d her living face;
Nor fuch her voice as charm’d the 1if’ning crowd 5 °
Nor fuch her drefs as heighten’d ev'ry grace; '
"Alas! all vanifh’d for the meurnful fhroud !

Yet feem’d her lip’s etherial charm the fame;
That dear diftin&ion every doubt remov'd ;

Perith the lover, whofe imperfe&t flame
Forgets one feature of the nymph he lov’d.

$¢ DaMON, fhe faid, mine hour allotted flies ;
© Oh! do not waite it with a fruitlefs tear!
The’ griev'd to fee thy S1Lvia’s pale difguife,
Sufpend thy forrow, and attentive hear.

So may thy mufe with virtuous fame be bleft!
So be thy love with mutual love repaid !
So may thy bones in facred filence reft,
Fatt by the reliques of fome happier maid !

"Thou know’ft, how ling’ring on a diftant fhore
Difeafe invidious nipt my flow’ry prime ;
And oh ! what pangs ray tender bofom tore,
To think I ne’er muft view my native clime!

No friend was near to raife my drooping head ;
No dear companion wept to fec me die;
Loage me within my native foil, Ifaid;
There my fond parents honous’d reliques lie,
' ’ The’
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Tho’ now debarr’d of each domeftic tear; -
Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow;

There many a friend fhall grace my woeful bier,
And many a figh fhall rife, and tear fhall flow.

I fpoke, nor fate forbore his trembling fpoil ;
Some venal mourner lent his carelefs aid 3

‘And foon they bore me to my native foil,
Where my fond parents dear remains were 14id.

*Twas then the youths, from ev’ry plain and grove,
Adorn’d with mournful verfe thy S1zv1a’s bier ;

*Twas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove,
And firew’d the fragance of the youthful year.

- But why alas! the tender fcene difplay ?
Cou’d Damon’s foot the pious path decline ?
Ah no! ’twas Damon firft attun’d his lay,
And fure no fonnet was fo dear as thine.

Thus was I bofom’d in the peaceful grave ;.
My placid ghoft no longer wept its doom

When favage robbers every fantion brave,
And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb !

Shall my poor corfe, from hoftile realms convey’d,
Lofe the cheap portion of my native fands?

Or, in my kindred’s dear embraces laid,
Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian -hands
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Say, wou’d thy breaft no death-like torture feel,
" To fee my limbs the felons gripe obey ?
To fee them gafh’d beneath the daring fteel ?
To crowds a {peétre, and to dogs a pray

Tt P2 aN’s fons thefe horrid rites require, ’

If health’s fiir fcience be by thefe refin’d,
Let guilty convi&s, for their ufe, expire ;

And let their breathlefs corfe avail mankind.

Vet hard it feems, when guilt’s laf fine is paid,
To fee the viim’s corfe deny’d repofe |-

Now, more fevere ! the poor offencelefs maid
Dreads the dire oatrage of inhuman foes.

Where is the faith of ancient pagans fled ?

Where-the fond care the wand’ring manes claim? .
Nature, inftinttive, cries, Proteét the dead,

And facred be their athes, and their fame :

Arife, dear youth! ev’n now the danger calls;
Ev'n now the villain fnuffs his wonted prey ;

See! See! I lead thee to yon’ facred walls —
Oh! fly tochafe thefe human wolves away.”

ELEGY
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 ELEGY XXIL

Refletions fuggefted by his firuation.

OR N near the fcene for * KensLM’s fate renowa’d
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove,
" And raife my lay, and bid the rocks refound
‘The favage force of empire, and of love.

_ Faftby the centre of yon’ various wild,
Where {preading oaks embow’r a Gothic fane;
KEenDRIDA’s arts a brother’s youth beguil’d ;
There natnre urg’d her tend’reft pleas in vain,

Soft o’er his birth, and o’er his infaut hours,
Th’ ambitious maid cou’d every care employ ;
Then with aflidnous fondnefs cropt the flow’rs,
To deck the cradle of the princely boy ? .
' Bat

.

Kexttu in the Saxon heptarchy was heir to the kingdom of
Mzrcia; but being very young at hiy father’s death, was, by the
artifices of his fifter and her lover, depriv’d of his crown and life
togethers The body was found in a piece of ground near the top of
Clent Hill, exally facing Mr. SxznsToxz’s houfe: aear which
place a church was afterwards erécted to his memory, ftill ufed for
divine worfhip, and called St. KEnzzm'ss Sce Pro7’s Hiftory of

Staffordthire,
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But foon the bofom’s pleafing calm is flown ; -
Love fires her breaft ; the fultry paffions rife ;

A favour’d lover feeks the Mercian, threne,
And views her KEnzvry witha rival’seyes. |

How kind were fortune, ah ! how juft were fate,
Wou’d fate or fortune Mzrcia’s heir remove!
How fweet to revel on the couch of ftate !
To crown at once her lover and her love !

$ce, garnifh’d for the chace, the fraudful maid -
To thefe lone hills dire& his devious way ;

The youth, all prone, the fifter guide obey’d,
Ill-fated youth! himfelf the deftin’d prey.

But now, nor fhaggy hill, nor pathlefs plafn, '
Forms the lone refuge of the filvan game 3

Since Ly TTELTON has crown’d the fweet domais
With fofter pleafures, and with fairer fime.

Where the rough bowman urg’d his headlong fteed,
Immortal bards, a polith’d race, retire ;

And where hoarfe fcream’d the ftrepeat hom, fugceed
The melting graces of no vulgar lyre.

&eTnomou, loit’ring nearfoumlmp:dnn,
_For Brrratn’s friend the verdant wreath prepere!

Qr ftudious of revolving feafons, tell,

- Howpeeglefs Lucia made all feafons fajr!

See
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See ®****** fiom civic garlands fly,
And in thefe groves induige his tuneful vein !
Or from yon’ fummit, with a guardian’s eye,
Obferve how freedoms hand attires the plain }

Here Pore ! —ah never muft that tow’ring mind
To his lov’d haunts, or dearer friend, return !
What art! what friendthips! oh! what fame refign’d'%"
~In yonder glade I trace his mournful urn..

Where is the breaft can rage or hate retain, -
And thefe glad fireams and fmiling lawns behold 2
Where is the breaft can hear the woodland ftrain,
And think fair freedom well 'excha'ng’d for gold.’

* 'Thro’ thefe foft hades delighted let me ftray,
While o’er my head forgotten {uns defcendt -

Thro’ thefe dear valleys bend my cafual way,
*Till fetting life a total fhade-extend!

Here far from courts, and void of pompous cares,
I'l mufe how much-I'owe mine humbler fate :-
Or-hrink to find, how much ambition dares,
To fhine in anguith, and to grieve in ftate !

Cantt thou, O fun! that fpotlefs.throne diflofe;
Where her bold arm has left no fanguine ftain 7

Where, thew me where, the lineal fcepter glows,
Pure, as the fimple crook that rules the plain?

. 3 Tremendoug
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"Tremendous pomp! where hate, diftruft, and feas,
In kindred bofoms folve the focial tie ;

‘There not the parent’s fmile is half fincere ;
‘Nor void of art the confort’s melting eye.

"There with the fricndly with, the kindly flame,
No face is brighten’d, and no bofoms beat;

Youth, manhood, age, avow one fordid aim,
And ev’n the beardlefs lip effays deceit.

~ There coward rumours walk their murd’rous round;
The glance, that more than rural blame inftilis §

Whifpers, that ting’d with friendfhip doubly wound,
Pity that injures, and concern that kills,

Their anger whets, but love can ne’er engage 3
Carefling brothers part but torcvile

There all men fmile, and prudence warns the wife,
To dread the fatal ftroke of all that {mile.

There all are rivals! fifter, fon, and fire,

With horrid purpofe hug deftru®ivearms;
There foft-ey’d maids in murd’rous plots confpfre,
" And fcorn the gentler mifchief of their charms,

Let fervile minds one endlefs watch endure ;
Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard refign;
Butlay me, fate! on flow’ry banks, fecure,
Tho’ my whole foul be, like my limbs, fupine.

VOL’ I! - G ) Yeé;
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Yes, may my tongue difdain a vaffal’s care;;
My lyre refound no proftituted lays ;

More warm to merit, more elate to wear
The cap of freedom, than the crown of bays.

Sooth’d by the murmurs of my pebbled flood,
I wifh it not o’er golden fands to flow; ‘
Chear'd by the verdure of my fpiral wood,
I fcorn the quarty, where no fhrub can grow.

No nﬁdnigﬁt pangs the fhepherd’s peace purfue 3
His tongue, his hand, attempts no fecret wound ;
He fings his DEL1a, and if fhe be true,
His love at oncey and his ambition’s crown’d.
SOGOOCOG SRS OCTOCOOTK
ELEGY XXIV.

He takes occafion from the fate of ELeanor

of BreTAGNE*, to fuggeft the imperfe&
pleafures of a folitary life.

W H,EN beauty mourns, by fate’s injurious doom,
Hid from the chearful glance of human eye;
When nature’s pride inglorious waits the tomb,

Hard is that heart which checks the rifing figh.

Fair

¥rzanor of BreTAGNE, the lawful heirefs of the Englith
crown, upon the death of ArTuur, in the reign of king Joann.
She was efteemed the beauty of her time; was imprifoned forty
years (till the time of herdeath) in Briftol caftle,
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Fair ELzonora ! wou’d no gallant mind
The caufé of love, the caufe of juftice own ?
Matchlefs thy charms, and was no life refign’d
To fee them fparkle from their native throne ?

Or had fair freedom’s hand unveil’d thy charms,
Well might fuch brows the regal gem refign ;

‘Thy radiant mein might {corn the guilt of arms,
Yet ALs1on’s aweful empire yield to thine,

O fhame of Britaxs! inone fullen tow’r
She wet with royal tears her daily cell ;
She found keen anguith ev’ry rofe devour ;
They fprung, they fhone, they faded, and they fell,

‘Thro’ one dim lattice fring’d with ivy round,
Succeflive funs a languid radiance threw ;

To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown’d,
To mark how faft her waning beauty flew.

This, age might bear; then fated fancy palls,
Nor warmly hopes what fplendor can fupply ; .

- Fond youth inceffant mourns, if rigid walls

Reftrain its lift’ning ear, its curious eye.

Believeme *** * the pretence is vain !

"Phis boafted calm that fmooths our early days,
For never yet could youthful mind reftrain

Th’ alternate pant for pleafure and for praify,

G2 : Ev'n
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Ev'n me, by fhady oak or limpid {pring,
Ev’n me, the fcenes of polifh’d life allure ;

Some genius whifpers ¢ Life is on the wing,
And hard his lot that langyifhes obfcure.

What tho’ thy riper mind admire no more —
The thining cin@ture, and the broider’d fold

Can pierce like light’ning thro’ the figur'd ore,
And melt to drofs the radiant forms of gold.

Furs, ermins, rods may well attraét thy fcorn ;
The futile prefents of capricious pow’r !

But wit, but wor;h; the public fphere adorn,
And who but envies then the focial hour?

Can virtue, carelefs of her pupil’s meed,

Forget how *** fuftains the thepherd’s caufe ?
Content in thades to tune a lonely reed,

Nor join the founding pzan of applaufe ?

For public hauats, . impell’d by BriTa1n’s weal,
See GRENVILLE quit the mufe’s fav’rite eafe ;

And fhall not fwaips admire his noble z¢al ?
Admiring praife, admiring ftrive to pleafe ?

Life, fays the fage, affords no blifs fincere ;
And courts, and cells in vain dur hopes renew :
Butah! where $RENVILLE charms the lift’ning ear,
*Tis ha.yd to think the chearlefs maxim true.

The
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The groves may fmile; the rivers gently glide;
Soft thro’ the vale refound the lonefome lay ;
Ev’n thickets yield delight, if tafte prefide,
But can they pleafe, when LyTTLETON’S away ?
Pure as the fwain’s the breaft of ** * glows,
Ah! were the thepherd’s phrafe, like his, refin’d!
But, how improv’d the generous diftate flows
Thro’ the clear medium of a polifh’d mind !

Happy the youths who warm with Brerain’s love,
Her immott with in *** periods hear!

Happy thatin the radiant circle move,
Attendant orbs, whereLonspaLe gilds the fphere}

While rural faith, and ev’ry polifh’d art,
Each friendly charm; in *** confpire,
From public fcenes all penfive muft you parts
All joylefs to the greeneft fields retire !

Go, plaintive youth ! no more by fount or ftream,
Like fome lone halcyon, focial pleafure fhun;
Go dare the light, enjoy its chearful beam,
And hail the bright proceflion of the {us,

“Then cover’d by thy ripen’d fhades, refume
The filentwalk ; no more by paffion toft: ~
“Then feek thy ruftic haunts ; the dreary gloom,
Where ev’ry art that colours life, ‘is 1oft.” wem

G 3 "ilu
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"In vain! the lift’ning mufe attends in vain ! .
Reftraints in hoftile bands her motions wait —
—Yet will I grieve, and fadden all my ftrain,
- When injur’d beauty mourns the mufe’s fate.

efocfioojocfocfoofodfoofococfiococticfociocfocfociocfocfocfiotfaefo
ELEGY XXY.

To Der1a, with fome flowers; complaining
how much his benevolence fuffers on ac-
count of his humble fortune,

W Hate’er could fculpture’s curious art employ,
‘Whate’er the lavith hand of wealth can fhow’r,
Thefe would I give—and every gift enjoy,
That pleas’d my fair—but fate denies the pow’r,

Bleft were my lot to feed the focial fires!

~- Tolearn the latent wifhes of a friend !

“'To give the boon his native tafte admires,
And, for my tranfport, on his fmile depend !

Bleft too is he, whofe ev’ning ramble firays
Where droop the fohs of indigence and care !
His little gifts their gladden’d eyes amaze,
And win, at fmall expence, their fondeft pray’r!

And oh the joy ! to fliun the confcious light,
s+ 'To fpare the modeft blufh ; togive unfeen!
*  Like fhow’rs that fall behind the veil of night, '
Yetdeeply tinge the fmiling vales with green.
But
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But happieft they, who drooping realms relieve !
Whofe virtues in our cultur’d vales appear !
For whofe fad fate a thoufand fhepherds grieve,
And fading fields allow the grief fineere,

To call loft worth from its oppreflive thade;
To fix its equal fphere, and fee it fhine;
To hear it grateful own the gen’rous aid;
This, this is tranfport—but muft ne’er be mine,

Faint is my bounded blifs ; nor I refufe

To range where daizies open, rivers roll;
‘While profe or fong the languid hours amufe,

And foothe the fond impatience of my fopl,

Awhile I'll weave the roofs of jafmin bow’rs,
Aund urge with trivial cares the loit’ring year;

Awhile i’ll prune my grove, protect my flow’rs,
Then, unlamented, prefs an early bier!

Of thofe lav’d flow’rs the lifélefs corfe may fhare s
Some hireling hand a fading wreath beftow ;

The reft will breathe as fweet, will glow as fair,
As when their mafter fmil’d to fee them glow,

‘The fequent morn fhall wake the filvan quire ;
The kid again fhall wanton ere ’tis noon ;
Nature will fmile, will wear her beft attire; -
O let not gentle DeL.1a {mile fo foon!
G 4 While
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While the rude hearfe conveys me flow away,
And carelefs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim,
Let thy kind tear my utmoft worth o’rpay ;
And, foftly fighing, vindicate my fame. —

O Devra! chear’d by thy fuperior praife,
" I blefs the filent path the fatesdecree ;
Pleas’d, from the lift of my inglorious days,
To raze the moments crown’d with blifs, and thee.

S OBOIIPIIVRIPOLPIITDLOHD

ELEGY XXVIL

Deftribing the forrow of an ingenuous mind,
on the melancholy event of a licentious

amour,

HY mourns my friend ! why weeps his downcaft eye?
Thateye where mirth, where fancy us’d to fhine?
Thy chearful meads reprove that fwelling figh ;
Spring ne’er enamell’d fairer meads than thine.

Art thou nétlodg’d in fortune’s warm embrace?
Wert thou not form‘d by nature’s partial care
Bleft in thy fong and bleft in ev'ry grace
That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair !

Dawmon, faid he, thy partial praife reftrain ;
Not Damon’s friendthip can my peace reftore ;
Alas! his very praife awakes my pain, .
And my poor wounded bofom bleeds the more,

For
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Foroh! thatniture on my birth had frown’d .
Or fortune fix’d me to fome lowly cell!

Then had my bofom *fcap’d this fatal wound,
Nor had I bid thefe vernal fweets, farewel.

But led by fortune’s hand, her darling child,
My youth her vain licentious blifs admir'd ;

In fortune’s train the fyren flatt’ry fmil’d,
And rathly hallow’d all her queen infpird,

Of folly fudious, ev’n of vices vain,
Ah vices ! gilded by the riclt and gay!
1 chas’d the guilelefs daughters of the plain,
" Nor dropt the chace, till Jessy. was my prey.

Poor artlefs maid! to ftain thy fpotlefs name,
Expence, and art, and toil, united ftrové ;

"To lure a breaft that felt the pureft flame,?
Suftain’d by virtue, but betray’d by love.

School’d in the fcience of love’s mazy wiles,
I cloath’d each feature with affe@ed fcorn §
I fpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle fmiles,
And, feigning, left her anxious and forlom,

Then, while the fancy’d rage alarm’d her care,
Watm to deny, and zealous to difprove ;

I bade my words the wonted foftnefs wear,
And fiz’d the minute of returning love.

e =

e .
Rl
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To thee, my Damon, dare I paintthe reft?
Will yet thy love a candid ear incline?
Aflur’d thatvirtue, by misfortune preft,
Feels not the tharpnefs of a pang like mine.

Nine envious moons matur’d her growing thameg
Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day ;

When fcor’d of virtue, ftigmatiz’d by fame,
Low at my feet defponding JEssv lay.

% Henry, fhe faid, by thy dear form fubdu’d,
See the fad reliques of 2 nymph undone!

I find, Ifind this rifing fob renew’d:
I figh in fhades, and ficken at the fun.

Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry,
When will the morn’s once pleafing fcenes return ?

Yet what can morn’s returning ray fupply,
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn!

Alas! no mere that joyous morn appears
That led the tranquil hours of fpotlefs fame ;
For I have fteep’d a father’s couch in tears,
And ting’d a mother’s glowing cheek with fhame,

‘The vocal birds that raife their matin ftrain,
™ - fportive lambs, increafe my penfive moan ;
n to chafe me from the chearful plain,
talk of wruth and innocence alone.
If
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If thro’ the garden’s flow’ry tribes I Rray,

Where bloom the jafmins that could once allure,
Hope not to find delightinus, they fay,

For we are fpotlefs, Jessy ; we are pure. ! JQS

Ye flow’rs! that well reproach a nymph fo frail,
Say, could ye with my virgin fame compare?

The brighteft bud that{cents the vernal gale
Was not fo fragrant, and was not fo fair.

Now the grave old alarm the gentler young ;
And all my fame’s abhorr’d contagion flee ;
Trembles each lip, and faulters ev’ry tongue,
_ 'That bids the morn propitious fmile on me.

Thus for your fake I fhun éach human eye ;
_I bid the fweets of blooming youth adieu ;
To die I languifh, but Idread to die,.
Left my fad fate fhou’d nourith pangs for you.

Raife me fromearth ; the pains of want remove
And let me filent feck fome friendly fhore ;

There only, banifth’d from the form I love,
My weeping virtue fhall relapfe no more.

Be but my friend; Iatk no dearer name ;
Befuch the meed of fome more artful fair ;
Nor could, it heal my peace, or chafe my fhame,
That pity gave, what love refus’d to fhare.

.Force

.[ g,d)‘o‘/
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Force not my tongue to afk its fcanty breads -
Nor hurl thy Jessy to the valgar crew;
Not fuch the parent’s board at which Ifed! °
Not fuch the precept from his lips I drew!

Haply, when age has filver'd o’er my hair,
Malice may learn to fcorn fo mean a fpoil ;

Envy may flight a face no longer fair;
And pity, welcome, to my native foil.”

She fpoke—nor was T'born of favage race
Nor could thefe hands a niggard boon afligns
Grateful fhe clafp’d me in a laft embrace,
And vow’d to wafte her life in pray’rs for mine,

1 faw her foot the lofty bark afcend ;
I faw her breaft with ev’ry paflion heave ;
I lefther-—torn from ev’ry earthly friend ;
Oh! my hard bofom, which could bear toleave !

Brief let me be ; the fatal ftorm arofe ;-

The billows rag’d, the pilot’sartwasvain; -
O'er the tall maft the circling furges clofe ;

My Jessx—~floats upon the wat’ry plain!

And—fee my youth’s impetuous fires decay ; - K
" " Seek not to ftop refletion’s bitter tear;
But warn the frolic, and inftrué the gay,

From Jessy floating on her wat’ry bier!

ODES,
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RURAL ELEGANCE.

An ODE to the late Dutchefs of SOMERSET.
. Written 1750.

HILE orient fkies reftore the day,
And dew-drops catch the lucid ray;
Amid the fprightly fcencs of morn,
Will aught the mufe infpire!
Oh! peace to yonder clam’rous horn
) That drowns the facred lyre!

Ye rural thanes that o’er the mofly down
Some panting, timorous hare purfue ;
Does nature mean your joys alone to crown ¥
Say, does fhe fmoothe her lawns for you ?
For you does echo bid the rocks reply,
And urg’d by rude confiraint refound the jovial cry?
See
3
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See from the neighbouring hill, forlora
The wretched fwain your {port furvey 3
He finds his faithful fences torn,
He finds his labour’d crops a prey ;
He fees his flock—no more in circles feed 3
Haply beneath your ravage bleed,
And with no random curfes loads the deed.

Nor yet, ye fwains, conclude

‘That nature fmiles for you alone;
Your-hounded fouls, and your conceptions crude,

‘The proud, the felfith boaft difown :

Yours be the produce of the {oil:

O may it ftill reward your toil!

Nor ever the defencelefs train
Of clinging infants, alk fupport in vain?

But tho’ the various harveft gild your plains,
Does the mere landfcape feaft your eye ?
Or the warm hope of diftant gains
Far other caufe of glee fupply ?
Is not the red-ftreak’s future juice
The fource of your delight profound,
Where Ariconium pours her gems profufe,
Purpling a whole horizon round ?
Athirft ye praife the limpid ftream, ’tis true:
But tho’, the pebbled fhores among,
It mimic no unpleafing fong,
The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. - B
Unpleas’d
3 .
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Unpleas’d ye fee the thickets bloom,
~ Unpleas'd the fpring her flowery robe refume}
Unmov’d the mountain’s airy pile,
The dappled mead without a fmile.
O let a rural confcious mufe, _
" For well the knows, your froward fenfe accufe: '
Forth to the folemn oak you bring the fquare,
And fpay the mafly trunk, before you cry, ’tis fair.

Nor yet ye learn’d, nor yet ye courtly train,
If haply from your haunts ye ftray
To wafte with us a fummer’s day,
Exclude the tafte of every fwain,
Nor our untutor’d fenfe difdain :

*Tis nature only gives exclufive right
To relith her fupreme delight ;
She, where the pleafes kind or coy,

Who furnithes the fcene, and forms us to enjoy.

Then hither bring the fair ingenuous mind,
By her aufpicious aid refin’d;
Lo! notan hedge-row hawthorn blows,
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain,
Or valley winds, or fountain flows,
Or purple heath is ting’d in vain:
" For fuch the rivers dath the foaming tides,
The mountain fwells; the dale fubfides ;
Ev’n thriftlefs furze detains their wandering fight,
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with delight.
Vor. L H With
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With what fufpicious fearful care
The fordid 'wretch fecures his claim,
If haply fome luxurious heir
Should alienate the fields that wear his name
What feruples left fome future birth ~
Should litigate a fpan of earth!
Bonds, contradls, feoffments, names unmeet for pro[e
The towering mufe endures not to difclofe ; -
Alas! her unrevers’d decree,
More comprehenfive and more free,
Her lavifh charter, tafte, appropriates all we fee.

Let gondolas their painted flags unfold,
And be the folemn day enroll’d,
When to confirm his lofty plea,
In nuptial fort, with bridal gold, -
The grave Venetian weds the fea : ‘
Each laughing mufe derides the vow ;
Ev’n Apria fcorns the mock embrace,
To fome lone hermit on the mountain’s brow,
Allotted, from his natal hour,
With all her myrtle thores in dow’r.
His breaft to admiration prone
Enjoys the fmile upon her face,
Enjoys triumphant every grace,
. And finds her more his own.

Fatxgu’d with form’s opprefﬁve laws,
. ‘When SomerseT avoids the great;
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When cloy’d with merited applaufe,
She feeks the rural calm retreat ;
Does the not praife each mofly cell,
And feel the truth my numbers tell?
When deafen’d by the loud acclaim,
Which genius grac’d with rank obtains,
Could fhe not more delighted hear
- Yon throftle chaunt the rifing year?
Could fhe not fpurn the wreaths of fame,
To crop the primrofe of the plains ?
Does fhe not fweets in each fair valley find,
Loft to the fons of pow’r, unknaowa to half mankind ?

Ah can fhe covet thereto fee
The fplendid flaves, the reptile race,
That oil the tongue, and bow the knee,
That flight her merit, but adore her place?
Farhappier, ifarightI deem,
When from gay throngs, and gilded fpires,
- To wheye the lonely halcyons play,
Her philofophic ftep retires:
While ftudious of the moral theme,
She, to fome finooth fequefter’d ftream
Liken’s the fwain’ smglonous day;
Pleas’d from the flowery margin to furvey,
How cool,, ferene, and clear the current glides away. ,

O blind to truth, to virtue blind,
Whe flight the fweetly-penfive mind !
On whofe fair birth the graces mild,
And every mufe prophetic fmil’d A
H2 Not



( 116 )

Not that the poet’s boafted fire
Should fame’s wide-echoing trumpet fivell ;
Or, on the mufic of his lyre
Each future age with rapture dwell ;
‘The vaunted fweets of praife remove,
. Yet fhall fuch bofoms claim a part
In all that glads the human heart ;
Yet thefe the fpirits, form'd to judge and prove
All nature’s charms immenfe, and heaven’s unbounded
[love.
And oh ; the ttanfport, moft ally’d to fong,
In fome fair villa’s peaceful bound,
_'Tocatch foft hints from nature’s tongue;
And bid Arcapia bloom avound :
Whether we fringe the floping hill,
Or fmoothe below the verdant mead 3
Whether we break the falling rill; -
Or thro’ meandering mazes lead ; '
Or in the horrid bramble’s reom-
Bid carelefs groups of rofes blogm ;
Or let fome fhelter’d lake ferene

Refle&t flow’rs, woeds end fpires, and-bighted all thu-fcene,

O fweet difpofal of the rural hour;
O beauties never knéwn to cloy !
While wortl and genius haunt the favour’d bow’r,
And every gentle breaft partakes the joy! -
While charity at éve furveys the fvain, .
Enabled by thiefe toils to chear
A train of htlplels infaitts dear,

" Speed whiftling home agroly the plain 3
See
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See vagrant luxury, her hand-maid grown,
For half her gracelefs deeds atone,
And hails the bounteous work, and ranksit \ﬁth herown.

Why brand thefe pleafures with the name
Of foft, unfocial toils, of indolence and thame ?
Search but the garden, orthe wood,
Let yon admir’d carnation own,
‘Not all was meant for raiment, or for food,
Notall for needful ufe alone ;
There while the feeds of future bloffoms dwell,
- *Tiscolour’d for the fight, perfum’d topleafe the {mell.

Why knows thenightingale to fing ?
Why flows the pine’s neftareons juice ?
Why fhines with paint the linnet’s wing ?
For fuftenance alone? For ufe?
For prefervation ? Rvery fphere
Shall bid fair pleafure’s rightful elaim appear.
And fure there feem, of human kind,
Some born to fhun the folemn frife ;
Some for amufive tafks defign'd,
To foothe the certain ills of life 3
Grace its lone vales with many a budding rofe,
New founts of blifs difelefe,
Call forth refrething fhades, and deeotate repofe,

. From plains apd woodlands ; from the view )
Of rural nature's blooming face,
Smit with the glare of rank and place,

Tocourts the fons of fancy flew ;

Hj There
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There long had art ordain’d a rival feat ;
There had the lavifh’d all her care
 To form a fcene more dazling fair,
And call’d them from their green retreat
To fhare her proud controul ;
Had giv’n the robe with grace to flow,
Had taught exot1c gems to glow ;
And emulous of nature’s pow’r,
Mimick’d the plume, theleaf, the flow’r;
Chang’d the complexion’s native hue,
Moulded each ruftic limb anew,
" And warp'd the very foul.

Awhile her magic ftrikes the novel eye,
Awhile the fairy forms delight ;
And now aloof we feem to fly
On purple pinions thro” a purer fky,
Where-all is wondgrous, all is bright :
Now landed on fome fpangled fhore
Awhile each dazled maniacroves- - -
By faphire lakes, thro’ em’rald groves.
Paternal acres pleafe no more ;
Adieu the fimple, the fincere delight—
Th’ habitual fcene of hill and dale,
The rural herds, the vernal gale,
The tangled vetch’s purple bloom,
The fragrance of the bean’s perfume,
Be theirs alone who cultivate the foil, -
And drink the cup of thirft, and cat the bread of toil.

But_
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But foon the pageant fades away!
*Tis nature only bears perpetual fway. .

We pierce the counterfeit delight, S

Fatigu’d with fplendor’s irkfome beams.: ..

Fancy again demands the fight ERSUTEEE

Of native groves, and wonted ftreams, " Co
Pants for the fcenes thut charm’d her yonthfnl eyes, .

Where truth maintains her court, and bamihes d.lfguxfe.

Gae

Then hither oft ye fenators retire, o
With nature here high converfe hold; =~ - - ¢
For who like STaMroRD her delights admire, .
Like STtaMrorp fhall with fcorn behold i
Th’ unequal bribes of pageantry and gold; - ..
Beneath the Britith oak’s majeftic fhade,
Shall fee fair truth, immortal maid, . .
Friendthip in artle(s guife array’d, - . |
Homour, and moral beauty thine L
With more attrative charms, with radiance more dmne. .

Yes, here alone did higheft heav’n ordain
The lagting magazine of charms, . :
Whatever wins, whateverwarms, ..
Whatever fancy fecks to fhare
The great, the various, and the fmr,

For ever fhould remain !

Her impulfe nothing may reftrain— C
Or whence the joy *mid columns, tow’ rs, ;

*Midf all the city’s artful trim, |
‘To rear fome breathlefs vapid low’rs

Hs O
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Or thrubs fuliginoully grim -
From rooms of filken folisge vain,
'To trace the dun far difignt groxe, .
Where fmit sith undiffembled pain,
The wood-lark mourns her abfeatlove, .
Borne to the dufty:tosn from nativeair,
To mmuetuhlhﬁ, andfbothelbmc vapour’d fair,

But how mnﬁ fmthlefs art prevall
Should all who tafte our joy fincese, -
'To virtue, truth, or fcience dear,
Forego a court's allyring pale,
For dimpled btook and leafy grave,
For that rich Juxury ef thought they lave ¢
Ah no, from thefe the public fphere requires
Example for its giddy bands ;
From thefeimpartial heav’n damands
To fpread the flame itfelf infpires ;
Fofift opinion’s mingled mafs,
Imprefs a nation’s tafte, and bid the fterling pafs.

Happy, thrice happy they,
Whofe graceful deeds have exemplary fhone
Round the gay precinés of a throne,
With mild effective beams !
Who bands of fair ideas bring,
By folemn grott, or fhady anng,
To join their pleafing dreams! |
Theirs is the rural blifs without alloy,
They only that deferv.e,‘ enjoy.
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What tho’ nor fabled dryad haunt their grove,
Nor naiad near their fountains rove,
Yet all embody’d to the mental ﬁght,
A train of fmiling virtues hright
Shall there the wife retreat allow,
Shallmme trivsuphant palmstg deck the waudmr’; brow.

And though by faithlefs friends alarm’d,
Art have with nature wag'd prefumptuous war; -
By $SeyMouRr’s winnjng influence charm’d,
In whom their gnﬁs united thine,
. No longer fhall their counfels jar.
*Tis hers to mediate the peace ;
Near Percy-lodge, with awe-firuck miep, .
‘The rebel feeks her lawful queen,
And havock and contention ceafe.
I fee the rival pow’rs combine,
And 3id each other’s fair defign ;
Nature exalt the mound where art thall build ;
Art fhape the gay alcove, while nature paints the field,

Begin, ye fongfters of the grove !

O warble forth your nobleft lay ;

Where SomerseT vouchfafes torove

" Ye leverets freely fpart and play.
~—Peace to the ftrepent horn !
Let no harfh diffonance difturb the mom,
No founds inelegant and rude
Her facred folitudes profane !

Unlefs.
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Unlefs her candour not exclude
The lowly thepherd’s votive ftrain,

Who tunes hisreed amidft his rural chear,
Fearful, yet not averfe, that SomerseT fhould hear.

KOOI 4 IOICICIKIOKNION X
ODE to MEMORY. 1748,

Memory! celeftial maid!
Who glean’ft the flow’rets cropt by time ;
And, fuffering not a leaf to fade,
Preferv’ft the bloffoms of our prime ;
Bring, bring thofe moments to my mind
Whendife was new, and Lesria kind.

And bring that garland to my fight,-

With which my favour’d crook fhe bound ;
And bring that wreath of rofes bright

Which then my feftive temples crown’d,
And tomy raptur’d ear convey
The gentle things fhe deign’d to fay.

And fketch with care the mufe’s bow’r,
‘Where Is1s rolls her filver tide s
Nor yet omit one reed or flow’r
That fhines on CHERWELL’s verdant fide ;
If fo thou may’ft thofe hours proleng,
When polifh’d Ly con join’d my fong.

The
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The fong it *vails not to recite
- But fure, to foothe our youthful dmms,

Thofe banks and ftreams appear’d more bright
Than other banks, than othér ftreams :

Or by thy foftening pencil thewn,_

Affume they beauties not their own ?

And paint that fweetly vacant fcene,
When, all beneath the poplar bough,

My fpirits light, my foul ferene, '

~ I breath’d in verfe one cordial vow :

That nothing fhould my. foul infpire,

But friendfhip warm, and love entire. ..

Dull to the fenfe of new delight,
On thee the drooping mufe attends;
As fome fond lover, robb’d of fight,
On thy expreflive pow’r depends ; -
Nor would exchange thy glowing lines,
To live the lord of all that fhines,

Batlet me chafe thofe vows away
Which at ambition’s fhrine I made;
Nor ever let thy fkill difplay
‘Thofe anxious moments, ill repaid;
Oh ! from my breaft that feafon rafe,
And bring my childhood in its place.

Bring me the bells, the rattle bring,
And bring the hobby I beftrode; -

When
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When pleas’d, in many a fportive ring,
Around the room I jovial rode :

Ev’n let me bid my lyre adieu,

And bring the whiftle that I blew.

Then will I mufe, and penfive fay,
Why did not thefe enjoymentslaft ;
How fweetly wafted I the day, '
Whileinnocence allow'd to wafte ?
Ambition’s toils alike are vkin,
Butah! for pleafure yieM us pain.

The Princess ELIZABETH:

A Ballad alluding to & fiory recorded of her,
when fhe was prifoner at Woobsreck, 1554.
WILL you hear how once repining

Great EL1zA captivelay ?

Each ambitious theught refigning,

- Foe to riches pomp and fway ?

While the nymphs and fwains delighted
Tript around in all their pride ;
Envying joys by others flighted,
Thus the royal maiden cry’d.

¢ Bred on plains, or born in vallies,
Who would bid thofe fcenes adieu ?
Stranger to the arts of malice,
Who would ever courts purfue ?
Malice
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Malice never taught to treafure,
~ Cenfure never taught to bear:
Love is all the fhepherd’s pleafure s
Love is all the damfel’s care.

How can they of humble ftation
Vainly blame the pow’rs above ?

Or accufe the difpenfition )
Which allows them all to love ?

Love like air is widely given;

Pow’r nor chance can thefe reftrain ;
Trueft, nobleft gifts of heaven!

Only purefton the plain!

Peers can no fuch charms difcover,
All in ftars and garters dreft,

As, on Sundays, does the lover
With his nofegay on his breaft.

Pinks and rofes in profufion,

Said te fade when CHLOE’s near; ;

Fops may ufe the fame allufion ;
But the fhépherd is fincere,

Hark to yonder milk-maid finging
Chearly ¢’r the brimming pail ;
Cowflips all around her fpringing

_ Sweetly paint the golden vale.

I

Never
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Never yet did courtly maiden
Move fo fprightly, look fo fair ;

Never breaft with jewels laden
Pour a fong fo void of care.

Would indulgent heav’n had granted
Me fome rural damfel’s part !
All the empire I had wanted
* 'Then had been my fhepherd’s heart.

‘Then, with him, o’er hills and mountains,
Free from fetters, might I rove:

Fearlefs tafte the cryftal fountains ;
Peaceful fleep beneath the grove.

Ruftics had been more forgiving;
Partial to my virgin bloom:

None had envy’d me when living ;

. None had triumph’d o’er my tomb.”

ODEtoayoung LADY, |

Somewhat too folicitous about her manner of
expreffion.

S URVEY, my fair! that lucid fiream
: Adown the fmiling valley ftray;
Would art attempt, or fancy dream,
To regulate its winding way ?
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#p pleas’d I view thy fhining hair
In loofe dithevel’d ringlets flow:

Not all thy art, not all thy care
Can there one fingle grace beftow.

Survey again that verdant hill,
With natiye plants enamel’d o’er 3
Say, can the painter’s utmott fkill
Inftrut ane flow’r to pleafe us more?

As vain it were, with artful dye,

To change the bloom thy cheeks difclofe;
And oh may Laura, ere fhe try,

With frefh vermilion paint the rofe.

Hark, how the wood-lark’s tuneful throat
Can every ftudy’d grace excel ;

_Let art conftrain the rambling note,
And will fhe, Laura, pleafe fo well ?

Oh ever keep thy native eafe,
By no pedantic law confin’d!

For Laura’s voice is form’d to pleafe,
SoLavra’s words be not unkind.

NANCY
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FTETTEEBLDE TEEPBDLPES
NANCY of the VA L E.

. A BALLAD.

Nerine Galatea! thymo mihi dulcior Hybla!
Candidior cygnis! hederd formofior alba !

H E weftern fky was purpled o’y
With every pleafing ray:
And flocks reviving felt no more
The fult’ry heats of day:

When from an hazle’s artlefs bower
Soft warbled STrePHON’s tongue ;

He bleft the fcene, he bleft the hour,.
While Nanov’s praife he fung.

¢ Let fops with fickle falfhood rahige
The pnths of wanton love, '
While weeping muids lamrent their Mge,
And fadden every grove:

But endlefs bleflings crown the day
I faw fair Esuam’s dale!

And every blefling find its way
ToNancy of the Vale, .
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*Twas from Avona’s banks the maid
Diffus’d her lovely beams ;
And every fhining glance difplay’d
The naiad of the ftreams.

Soft as the wild-duck’s tender ‘young,
That float on Avon’s tide;

Bright as the water-lily, fpmng,
And glittering near its fide.

Frefh as the bordenngﬁowus, heruoonx
Her eye, all milMd toview;

The little halcyen’s azure plume
Was never half {o blue,

Her thape was like the reed fo fleel,
~ Sotaper, ftrait, and fair;
Her dimpled fimile, her bluthing cheek,
How charming fweet they werel

Far in the winding Vale retird,
. This peerlefs bud I found;
" And fhadowing rocks, and woods confpir’d
To fence her beauties round.

"That nature in fo lone adell
Should form a nymph fo fiveet]

Or fortune to her fecret cell
Condué my wandering feet!

Vor. L | ‘ Gay



{ 130 )

Gay lordlings fought her for their bride,
But fhe would ne’er incline :

¢ Prove to your equals true, the cry’d,
As I will prove to mine.

- "Tis STrePHON, on the mountain’s brow,
Has won my right good will ;
'To him I gave my plighted vow,
With him I’ll climb the hill.”

Struck: with her charms and gentle truth,
I clafp’d the conftant fair ;
'To her alone Igave my youth,
’ And vow my future care, .

And when this vow fhall faithlefs prove,
Or Ithofe charms forego ; ,

‘The ftrean that faw our tender love,

~ Thatftream fhall ceafe to flow.

T XA R R ATE R
ODE to INDOLENCE. 1750.

H! why forever on the wing |
Perfifts my weary’d foul to roam ?
Why, evercheated, ftrives to bring
Or pleafure or contentment home ?-

3 . : - Thus

& -

Al
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Thus the'pook-bird, thatdraws hisaemiei . A
From paradife!sthonour’d groves, - . -
Carelefs fatigues his littleframe ;. . .- " 1
Nor finds the refting placche loves, : « '

Lo! on therural moflybed - T
My limbs with carelefs eafe reclintd;.. .
Abh, gentlefloth! indulgentfpread . .
‘The fame foft bandage o’er my mind, . .

For why fhould ling’ring thought invade,
. Yetev’ry.wordly profpe& cloy ?

Lend me, foft floth, thy friendly aid,
. And give in¢ peacé, tdebarr’d of joy. -

Lov'ft thou yon calm ‘and filentflood, .
.. That-never ebbs, that never flows; . . .
Proteéted by the citcling wood
From each tempeftupus wind that blows lt

An altar on its bank {hadl rife,. :
Where oft-thy votary. fhall be found ;

What time pale autumn lulls the fkies,
And ﬁckening verduse fades around.. .

Ye bufy race, ye faltjoustrain, .
That haunt ambition’s- gunty fhrine ; .

Nowmgre perplex the world inwain; .. .
But offer hereyour vows with mine. .

I

And
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Andthow, puiflant queen! bekinds
If ¢’er I fhar'd thy balmy pow’r;
If er I fway’d my altive mind,
"To weave for thee the rural bow’s3
Diffolve in fleep each anxious care 3 Y
Bach unavailing figh remove ;
And only let me wake 6 fhate,
Thcfwmofﬁ:mdﬂnpanddlou.

ODE to HEALTH. 1730

HEALTH, capricious maid !
Why doft thou fhun mypmefnllmv’g
Where I had hope to fhare thy pow’r,
And blefs thy latting aid ?

Since thon, alas! art flown,
Jt’vails not whether mufe or grace,
With tempting fmile, frequontthe places
I figh for thee alone. -

Age not forbids thy fay ;
"Thou yet might’#t aét the friendly part;
Thou yet might'tt raife this languid hearts
Why fpeed fo fwift away ?
Thou
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Thoufeom’ﬁthec:ty—ur; .
I breathe freth gales o’er furrow’d M
Yet haft not thou my withes crown’d, - .
Ofalfe! O partial fair! -

I plunge into'the wave 3
And tho’ with pureft hands I raife
A rural altar tb thy praife,

Thou wilt not deign to fave.

Amid mywell known grove,

* Where mineral founumavamlybec .
" Thy boafted name, and titles fair,
‘Why fcorns thy foot to rove ?

Thou hear’ft the fportfman’s claimg
Enabling him, with idle noife, I
To drown the mufe’s melting voice, e

- And fright the timorous game. :

Is thought thy foe ? adien
Ye midnight lamps! ye curious tomes!
' Mmeeyeoerhx}lundvalleynom,
And deals n6 more with you, -

Is it the clime yo‘a flee?
Yet ’midét his unremitting fnows,
The poor Laron1an’s bofom glows 3
And fhares bright rays from thee.
S There
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There was, therb'was a time,. .
When tho? I:fcorn’d thy guardian care,

Nor made a'vow, ‘'nor Ya:dapmy'r, L

I did notrue thecrime; !

Who then moré bleft than.L? - °

When the gl'ifd"(é}ibol-'bny?udk wis done, ‘

And forth, with jocund fprite, Irun .
To freedom, anditojoy?. -

How jovial then theday! ~ ,
What fincé have ali’ my laliours fourd, .
Thus climbing life, togate around,

That can thy lofs repay ? -

Wert thou, “alas! but kind,
Methinks no frown that fortune wears,. -
Nor leflen’d hopes, nor-growing cares, .
Could fink my chearful mind. . ‘

Whate’er my ftars includes
What othef breafts convert to pain,
My tow’ring mind fhould foon difdain,

Should fcorn~—JIngratitude ! . .

Repair this mouldering cell, -
And bleft with objeés found at home,
And envying nane their fairer dome,
How pleas’d my foul fhould dwell ; .

Tem»
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Temperante thould gusrdthedodm -7 =T

From room to réom fhould niemarrﬁhy, :
And, ranging Al in neat-array, - Y

Enjoyweaﬁngﬁom.__-. .../-,.‘. .

There let them reft unknown, =~ v . .
"The typeésof many a pleafing fcenes o~
But'to prefetve. them bright or clean,: - '

Isthine, fair queen! alone, - - »:. . ©

To a LADY of QUALITY,
FxttmgupheernkAnv 1738
H! what is fc.tence, what isart,

©Or what the pleafure thefe impart ?

. Ye trophies which the learn’d purfue
Through endlefs fruitlefs toxls, adxeu t

What can the tedious tomes beﬁow,

‘To foothe the miferies they thew ?

- What, like the blifs for him decreed.
‘Who tends his flock, and tunes his reed !

Say, wretched fancy! thus refin’d
From all that glads the fimpleft hind,
How rare that objet, which fupplies
A charm for too difcerning eyes }

14 The
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"The polith’d bard, of geninsvainy - -
Enduges aslesper fente of pain :
As each invading blaft devours
Thencbc&ﬁ\un thcfamftﬂowh,-'

Sages, with ukfome wafte of sime,

The fteep afcent of knowlcdge climbs
Then, from thetow'ring heights they fcales
Bebold contentment range - the.vale,

Yet why, AsTERnIa, tell nswby

We fcorn the crowd, when you are nighs -
Why then does reafon feem fo fair, :
Why lcarnmg then,” deferve our care

" Who can unpleas’d your fhelves behold,

While yot 6'fair a proof unfold
What force the brighteft genfus draws
From poltfh’d wxfdom 3 written laWs ?

Where are our humbler tenets flown ) »
What ftrange perfe&tion bids us own’

That blifs-with toilfome fcience dwells, *

And happieft ke, who moft excels? '

UPON
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.. UPON A .
ied o

VISIT to thc fame in Wm'rzn. 1748.

N fau- Agngu ;bhfd'ol plaug; L

Where ever-blooming fancy reigms,. LT

How pleas’d wepafs the winter’sday 3 . O
And charm the dull-ey’d fpleen away' ‘

No linnet, frmthc leaflefs bqugh,
Pours forth her, note melodigus, now ;.
But all admire AsTERIA’S toqguc.
Nor wxfh the linnet’s vemal fong.

- No ﬂow‘n emt&urmnﬁent rap:
"Yet fare AsTaR1A’S witdifplays
More various tints, more glowing lines, -
And with perennial beatity fhines.

' 7Tho’ rified proves and fetter'd firéams
But ill befriend a poet’s dreams:  /

* AsTER2a’ prefence wakes the lyre ;
And well fupplies poetic fire.

fThe felds have loft their lovely dye;
No chearful azure decksthe tky ;
“Yet ftill we blefs the louring day;
AsTania (miles—and all is gay.
Hence



( 138 3
Hence let the mufe nd more prefine © =~ < -
"To blame, the winter's dreary gloom ;
Accufe his loxt’nng houts né more ;
But ah ! theu' envious haile deplore!
e St
l-‘o‘l- foon, from th and fnend-ﬂup s rexgn,
The focial hearth,” the fprighlty vein,
I go—tocmeet the: comxng year, = ©
On favage pla.im, a.nd defertsdreart B

I go—to feedon pleafum ﬂown,
Nor find the {pring my lofs attone!

But *mid! ‘the flow’ry fweets of May = *
With pride rccalthiswintor’s' dag.- . v

mwwmame«mm

PO

, AN L
Irregular O D E after chxnxss. ;749.

Melius,, oum vencnt 1pﬁ, canenms.

‘OO long a ftranger to rcpofc,
At length from pain’s abhorred conchI rafe,
And wander’d forth alone ; . _
. Ta court once more the balmy hreeze,
And catch the verdure of the trees,

Ere yet their charms were flown.
*Twas
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»'was from a-bank with panfies gay
I hail’d once more the cheaxfnl dgy, Co
The fun’s forgotten beams: . RS
Q fun! how pleafing were thy rays;,
Refleed from the polifh’d face
Of yon refulgent firedts! ' = © - . -

Rais’d by the fcehe my feeble tongue
Eflay’d again the fweets of fong :
And thus in feeble ftrains and flow,
The loitefing riumbers gan-to flow.

« Come, gentle air! my languid limbs refipre,
And bid me welcome from -the-Stygian ﬁom.
For fureT heard the tender fi ghs, '
I feem’d to join the plaintive cries
Of haplefs youths, who thro’ the myrtle grove
Bewail for ever their unfinifh’d'love :

To that-unjoyous clime, o
“Torn from the fight of thefe etherial fkies;
Debarr’d the luftre of their DeL1A’s eyes ;.

And banifh’d in their prime,

Come, gentleair! and, while the thickets bloon,

Convey the jafmin’s breath divine,

Convey the woodbine’s rich perfume,
Nor fpare the fweet-leaft eglantine.

And may'ft thou fhun the rugged florm -
*Till health her wonted charms explain,
With rural pleafure in her train,

To greet me in her faireR form.
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While from this lofty mount I view
The fons of earth, the volgar crew, . .
Axxious far futile gains beneath me ftray,
And feck with erring ftep contentment’s obvious way.

“Come, gentle air! and thon celeftial mufe,
Thy genial flame mfufe; '
'Enough to lead & penfive bofom ald, ~
And gild retiremént’s gloomy thades
Enough to rear fuch ruftic lays
As foes may {light, but parial friends will praife.”

The. gentle air allow’d my claim; .
And more to chear my drooping frame,
She miw'd the balm of opening flowers;
Sueh as the bee, with chymic powers,
From HysLa’s fragrant hills inhales,
Or fcents SABEA’s blooming vales, - .

But ah! the nymphs that heal the penfive nmd,
* By prefcripts more réfin’d,

Negle& their votary’s anxious moan : :

Ok, how fhould they relieve ?— the mufes dll were flown.

By flow’ry plain, or woollland fhades,

1 fondly fought the charming maids ;

By woodland fhades, or flow’ry plain, .

I fought them, faithlefs maids! in vain |
When lo! in happxcr hour, ,

Ileave behind my native mead,

- 'To range were seal and friendfhip lw.'l,

Tovific L**%*% honou'dbower

.

Ar
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Ah foolifh man! to feek the tuneful maids
On other plains, ornear lefs verdant fhades ;

Scarce have my foot-fleps prefs’d the favour'd ngnnd
When founds etherial ftrike my ear ;
At once celeftial forms appear ;
My fugitives are found !’
The mufes here attune their lyres,
Ah partial ! with unwonted fires ;
Here, hand in hand, with carelefs mien,
‘The fportive graces trip the green.

But whilft I wander'd o’er a fcene fo fair,

Too well at one furvey [ trace,

How every mufe, and every grace,

Had long employ’d their care.

Lurks not a ftone enrich’d with lively ftain,

Blooms not a flower amid the vernal ftore, -
Falls not a plumeon Inp1a’s diftant plain, .
. Glows not a fhell on Apr1a’s rocky fhore,
But torn methought from native lands or feas,
From their arrangement, gain freth pow’r to pleafe,

And fome had bent the wildering maze, -
Bedeckt with every fhrub that blows ;

And fome entwin’d the willing {prays,
To fhield th’ illuftrious dame’s repofe :

Others had grac’d the fprightly dome,
And taught the portrait where to glow ;
Others arrang’d the curioustome ;

v Or
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Or ’mid the decorated fpace, °
Aflign’d the laurel’d buft a place,
And given to learning all the pomp of thow.
' "And now from every tatk withdrawn,
They met and frifk’d it o’er the lawn.

Ah! woe is me, faid I';
And * * *’s hilly circuit heard my cry,
Have I for this, withlabour ftrove,
.And lavifh’d all my little ftore
To fence for yon my fhady grove,
And feollop every winding fhore
And fringe with every purple rofe,
‘The faphire fiream thatdown my valley flows ?

Ah! lovely treacherous maids! .

. 'To quit unfeen my votive fhades,
When pale difeafe, and torturing pain
Had torn me from the breezy plain,
And to a reftlefs couch confin’d,
Who ne’er your wanted tatks declin’d..
She needs not your officious aid
To fwell the fong, or plan the thade;

By genuine fancy fir'd,
Her native genius guides her hand,
And while fhe marks the fage command,
More lovely fcenes her fkill thall raife,
Her lyre refound with nobler lays
Than ever you infpir'd,

Thue
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Thus I my rage and grief difplay ;
But vainly blame, and vainly mourm,

Nor will a grace or mufe return
*Till Luxsorouch lead the way.

AP PEE LT bbbl bbb b

Wiritten in a FLower Boox of my own Co-
louring, defigned for Lady PrimMouTn.

1753-4.
' Debitz nymphu oprex coronz. Hor.

RING, Fuora, bring thy treafures here,
The pride of all the blooming year;
And let me, thence, a garland frame,
To erown this fair, this peerlefs dame!
But ah! fince envious winter lours,
And HewzLL meads’ refign their flow’rs,
Let art and friendfhip joint eflay
Diffufe their flow’rets, in her way.
Not nature can, herfelf prepare
A worthy wreath forLesp1a’shair,
‘Whofe temper, like her forehead, fmooth,
Whofe thoughts and accents form’d to foothé,
‘Whofe pleafing mien, and make refin’d,
‘Whofe artlefs breaft, 'and polifh’d mind,’
Form all the nymphs of plain or grove,
Deferv’d and won my PrimouTn’s love!
AN-
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. WAS in 2 cool Aonian glade,
The wanton Cup1p, fpent with toil,
Had fought refrethment from the thade
And fresch’d lnm on the moﬂ‘y fail.

A vagrant mofe drew mgh and found
‘The fubtle traitor fatt afleep ;

And is it thine to fnore profound, - -
She faid, yet leave the world to weep ? .

But huth —from this aufpicious hour,
The world, I ween, may reft in peace;

And robbd of darts, and fiript of pow’r,
Thy peevifh petulance decreafe.

Sleep on, poor child! whilft I withdraw,
And this thy vile artillery hide—

When the Caftalian fount fhe faw,
And plung’d his arrows in the tide.

‘That magic fount — ill-judging maid !
Shall caufe you foon to curfe the day

You dar'd the fhafts of love invade; .
And gave his arms redoubled fway,

Foe
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For in a #réutn To'wonderows'clear,
When angry Ct #ro’fearcites round,

Will not the radiant points appear?
Will not the'furtive fpoits bse foumd ¢

Too foon they were.; ‘andevery-dart, -
Dipt in the mufe’s myRic {pring,

Acquird-new force'td wound theheatt 3
And taughtatdnde to loveaadfing.

" Then farewel ye Pievian quire;

For who will now, your altars throng ?

From love we learn to fwell the lyre ;
And echo atks no fweeter fong. -

O D E. Writen 37gp.
Urit fpes animiciedadmivtei. - $lony
9 ~J\WAS not by beatity*s add ‘alone, -
That love ufury'd'his oty threne,
His boafted pow’r difplay'd : '
*Tis kindnefsithat fecures’his sitn, -
*Tis hope that feeds the' kindlig Bume,
Which beauty fifft convey’d.

In Crara’s eyes, -shelightaingeviews
Her lips with all-therofe’s hae
Have all its fweets combin’d ;
Yet vain the bluth, -and faint the fire,
*Till lips at once, -andeyes confpire
To prove the sharmer kindo— - +
'Yorik K Tho!
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Tho’ wit might gild the tempting fnare, . =

With fofteft accent, fweeteft air,
By envy’s felf admir’d ;
LesB14’s wit betray’d her fcorn,
vain might every grace adorn
What every mufe infpird,

Thus airy STREPAON tun'd his lyre—m—

He fcorn’d the pangs of wild defire,
Which love-fick fwains endure :

Refolv’d to brave the keeneft dart ;

Since frowns could never wound his heart,

- And fmiles —muft ever cure.

Butah! how falfe thefe maxims prove,
- How frail fecurity from love,
Experience hourly thows! -
Love can imagin’d fmiles fupply,
- On every charming lip and eye
Eternal fweets beftows.

In vain we truft the faxr-one's eyesy

In vain the fage explores the fkies,

_ To learn from ftars his fate :

*Tillled by fancy wide aftray,

He finds no planet mark his way ;
Convinc’d and foe—-too late.

As partial 19 thexr worts ‘we-prove ; -
Then boldly join the lifts of love,

With towering hopes fupply’ds» - -
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So heroes, taught by doubtful fhrines,
Miftook their deity’s defigns ;
Then took the field —and dy’d.

The DYING KID.

Optima quzque dies miferis mortalibus avi

Prima fugit—— ~ Vire.
Tear bedews my Dzr1a’s eye,
To think yon playfal kid muft die;

From cryftal fpring, and flow’ry mead,
Mut, in his prime of life, recede!

Erewhile, in fportive circles round

She faw him wheel, and frifk, and bound ;
From rock to rock purfue his way,

And, on the fearful margin, play.

Pleas’d on his various freaks to dwell,
She faw him climb my ruftic cell ;

Thence eye my tawns with verdure bright,
And feem all ravifh’d at the fight.

8he tells, with what delight he ftood,
To trace his features in the flood :
Then fkip’d aloof with quaint amaze ;
And then drew near again to gaze,
- Kz She
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She tells mehow 'ﬁriﬂl ger fpeed
He flew, to hear my ¥bcal feed;
And how, with éritic face profound
And ftedfaft ear, devour'd the found,

His every frolic, light as air,

Deferves theigetitle DevLaa’s bate;

And tears bedew her tender eye,

To thitk Bfe phayfil kid fiuk dieom .

But knows my DeL1a, timely wife,
How foon this blamelels zratflies?
While vViolence and ¢raft fucceed ;
Unfair defifi N ‘an8 ruthlefs déed !

Soon would the vine his wounds deplore,
And yicld her,purp!e gifts nomore:; . -

Ah foon, ‘eras’d frorh ‘every grove

Were DeL1a’s tiné, and STREPHON % love.

No more thofe bow’rs might STrErRON fec;
Where firft he fondly gaz’d on thee;

No more thofe béds of flow’rets find,

Which for thy charming brows he twin'd.

Each waywa.rd pafiion ﬁxm would tear
His bofom, now {0 void of ¢are;
And, when they left his ebbing vein,

‘What, butmﬁpxda,ge, remain? .- . ¢
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Then mourn not thqdecress of fatey et
That gave his life fo.thort a dage ;-

And I will join my tengdereft fighs,

To think that youth, fo.fwiftly figs!:

m&emw 253556009084
8 O N G S, written chiefly betwcen the
Year 1237 and 1743.

SONG L

“Told my nymph, I told her true,
My fields were fmall, my flogks were few ;
While faultering accengs fgokp my fegr,
That FLavia mght not prove fincere.

Of crops deftroy’d by vernal cold,
And vagrant theep that left my fold
Of thefe the heard, yet bore to hear;
And is not FLAvV1A then fincere ?

How chang’d by fortune’s fickle wind,
The friends I lov’d became unkind,
She heard, and fhed a genetous tear 3
And is not FLavia then fincere ?

How, if fhe deign'd my lqve to Blefs,
My Fravia muft nog hope for drefp 3
This too the heard, and fm:l’d | to hear 3
And F1avia furc muf be fincere,
ot ’ K3 Go
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" Go thear your flocks, yejovial fwains,
Go reap the plenty of your plains ;_
Defpoil’d of all which you revere,

I know'my Fravia’s love fincere.

ofocoofocfoviecie

oJoojo
SONG II. The Lanpski1p.

OW pleas’d within my native bowers.
Ere while I pafs'd the day !
‘Was ever fcene fo deck’d with flowers ? .
Were ever flowers fo gay ? ’

How feetly fmil’d the hill, the vale,
And all the landfkip roand !

The river gliding down the dale!
The hill with beeches crown’d !

Butnow, whenurg’d by tender WOCs,
I fpeed to meet my dear, .

That hill and fream my zeal oppofe,
And check my fond career.

No more, finceDAPHNE was my thetne,
Their wonted charms Ifee:

That verdant hill, and filver Itream,
Divige my love and me,

soNg
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'SON G -TLY .

E gentle nymphs and generous dames,.
That rule o’er every Britih mind; *
Be fure ye foothe their amorous flames, = - -
Be fure your laws are not unkind. *

For hard it is to wear their bloom
In unremitting fighs away :

To mourn thé night’s oppreflive glooxh, -
And faintly blefs the rifing day." : -

And cmel ’twere & a free-born fivain,
A Britifh'youthi fhould vainly moan
‘Who fcornful of a tytant’s chain, '
Submits to yours, and yours alone.

Nor pointed fpear, nor links of fteel,
Could e’er thofe gallant minds fubdue,

Who beauty’s wounds with pleafure feel,”
And boaft the Yetters wrought by you,

K4 SONG
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SONG.§Y. The:Sky-Eaxx.

O, tupsfulbird, that glad’ the kiss,, - o
%Dﬂuumwmwmmww,
And there on quiv’ring pinions rifs,
And there thy vocal, art difplay.,

And if fhe deign thy notes to hears,
And if fhe praife thy, mamnjbn‘,'

"Tell her the founds that foothe her ear, |
To Damon’s nmve_glau;g bpk)_pg

" Tell her, in livelicr plumes array’d

The bird from Indjan groves. may, , ing..
But afk the lovely partial maid,,

What are his,nots.compar’d €9 thine ?

"Then bid her trqqt yon witlefs beau,
And all hjs ﬂauptxng rage with fgorn ;
And lend anear.to Ramon’s woe,
Who fings her praife,, and ﬁngshrbtu

SONG
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- SN G V., o

Ah! egonon aliter triftes evincere murbos
Optarem, quam te fic quoque velle putem.

>

re

e

N every tree, in every plain,
I trace thefowial fpring i@ vajh!
A fickly languor veils mine eyes,
And faft my. wening wigor fliesy -

-

_ Nor flow’ry plain, ‘nor budding-tree; -
That {inileorr othters, fmile-on ey
Mine eyes from death firall coure-repofe,
Nor fhed 2 tear before they clofe. e

What blifs to me can feafons bring? -
Or, what the needlefs pride of fprihg ?:
The cyprefs bough, that fuits the bier,

Retainsits verdure all.the year.

*Tis true, my vine fo frefh and faik,
Might clajm awhile my wonted care;
My rural ftore fome pleafure yield;
So white a flock, fo green a field!

My friends, that each in kindnefs vie,
Might well expeét one parting figh;
Might well demand-one tender tear ;

For when was Damor unfincere - ‘
/ But *
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: ;.""B{xt ere Y afk once more to view
Yon fetting fun his race renew,
Inform me, fwa.ms my friends, declare,

Will pitying D14 join the prayer? .

MM*#%W‘%M
'S 0 N G VI
The Attribiite of Ve mi,s.-

ES; Furviaislike Venvs fair;. - .

Has all her bleom, and fhape and air:

But gtill, to perfe&t ev’ry grace, -
She wants —the {mile upon her f_ace.".

o8
E

The crown majeftic Juno wore ;
And CynTHea’sbrow the cr,efcent hif
An helmet mark’d Minerva’s micgh
But {miles dxfhnguxﬁx’d beauty’s qifs

Her train was form’d of {miles and 4§

Her chariot drawn by gentleft dov:u1 4

And from her zone, the nymph may ﬁnd

"Fis beauty’s province to be kmd. - .
4

Then fmile, my fuir ;. and all whofe aun .
Afpires to paint the Cypriandame,
Or bid her breathe in living ﬁone,
Shlltake their forms from you alone.

BN

'SONG
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' SONG VIL 1744, '

HE lovely Duu ﬁmles agam ! -
That killing frown. has left her brow:
Can fhe forgive my jealous pain, -
And give me back my angry vow.?-

Love is an April’s doubtful day :

Awhile we fee the tempeft low’r ; SRS
Anon the radiant heav’n furvey,

And quite forget the flitting fhow’r.

The flow’rs, that hung their languid head,
Are burnifh’ By the tranfient rains ; -

The vines their wonted tendrils {pread,
And double verdure gilds the plains.

'I‘[tefpnghﬂy birds, that droop'd no 1ef, :
‘Beneath the pow’r of rain and wind,

In every raptur’d note, exprefs
The joy I feel—when thou art kind.

®SONG VIL 1742

HE N bright Roxana treads the green,
In al the pride of drefs and mien 3. -
Averfe to freedom, love and play,
. iPhe dazzling rival of the day:

None
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. None other beauty fixikes mine, eye,,
"The lilies droop, the rofes die.

But when, difclaiming art, the fair
Affumes a foft engaging aing :
Mild as the.opening morn of: May,,
Familiar, friendly, fres and gay-:
The fcene improves, wheye'cr fhe goes,. . _
More fweetly fmile the pink and rofe. ST
. O lovely maid! propitions hear,
Nor deem thy fhepherd infincero;
Pity a wild illufive flame,
‘That varies obje@s ftill the fame:
And let their very changes prove
The never-va.ry'd' force of‘ love.

o

RPNOOOOOIPIIAD:
SONG IX. 1743 VaLENTINE’S Day.

b ] IS faid that under diftant fkies,
Nor you the fa& deny;
What firft attraéts an Indian’s eyes
" Becomes his deity.

\va Av‘v‘\ Ve Y ';:K\-x\fI\‘I#Z\?I\?X;-

Perhaps a lily, or a rofe,
That thares the morning’s ray,
May to the,waking fwain difolofo
Tke regent of the, day. '
Perhaps:
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?erh'ap‘s a planit in yonder grove
Enrich’d with fragrant pow’r,

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove,
Where bloomts the fov’reign low’r.

Perch’d o ‘the ceder’s t6pmatt Gongh,
And gdy Wwith gilded wings,

Perchance, the patrom bf his vow,
Some artlefs linnet fings.

The fwain farveys her pleas’d, afraid,

Then low 'to earth he bends ;
And owns upon her friendly aid,
His health, his life depends,

Vain futile idols, bird or flow’r,
To tempt g votary’s pray’r ! <
How would his humble hontage tow’r
Should he behold my Fair!

Yes— might the pagn’s wakinyg éjes,

O’er FLavia beauty range, .
He there would fix his lafting choite,
“*-Nor dare, nor wifh to change.

SONG
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SONG X 1,743. |

H E fatal hours are wonderous near,:

That, from thefe fountains, bear my dea.r.
A little fpace is giv’n ; in vain:
She robs my fight, and fhuns the plain.

A little fpace, for me to prove :
My boundlefs flame, my endlefs love ;.
And like the train of vulgar hours,
Invidious time that fpace devours.

Near yonder beech is DEL1A’s way,
On that I gaze the livelong day ;

No eaftern monarch’s dazzling pride.
Should draw"my longing eyes afide. -

The chief, that knows of fuccours nigh,
And fees his mangled legions die,

Cafts not a more impatient glance,

"Te fee the loitering aids advance..

Not more, the fchool-boy that expires
- Far from his native home, requires

To fee fome friend’s familiar face,

Or meeta parent’s laft embrace —.
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She comes—butah! what crowds'of beaux - -
- In radiant bands my fair enclofe ;

Oh! better hadft thou fhun’d the green, ..

OhDEewL1a! better far unfeen.

Methinks, by all my tender fears, .
By all my fighs, by all my tears, s
Imight from torture now be free —

>Tis more than death to part from thee!

SONG XL 1744

E RHAPSitis not love, faid I,

That melts my foul when FLaAvIA’s nigh;
Where wit and fenfe like her’s agree, :
One may be pleas’d, and yet be free.

The beauties of her polith’d mind,

It needs no lover’seye to find ;

The hermit freezing in his cell, o
Might with the gentle FLavia well.

It is not love—averfe to bear

The fervile chain that lovers wear;
Let, let me all my fears remove,

My doubts difpel----it is not love----

\ ' Oh!
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Oh! when:didwitfo brightly THine -
In any form lefs fiiir-than-thine ?

It is——itdsdove’s fubdefire,

And under friendthip-luiks defire.,

SONG XIL 1744

ER-defeit plains, and rithy treers,
And wither’d heaths I rove;
Where.tree, mor {pire, nor cot appeats,
I pafs to meet my love

But tho’ my p:fth were damilk’d-oe
With’ beantiese’er b fine’;

My bufy theughs would #y bk
To fix alotte — o' thive,

No fir-crown’d hilts cou’d give Qétighe
No palace pleafe mineeye:

No pyramid’s aerlal height,
Where mouldeting mmonafetis He.

Unmov'd, fhould Exiftern Hngs‘adﬂh‘e’e 37
Could I the'pageant fee: ™~

Splendour might catéh érie feotfil giznee.
Not fteal one thought‘from thee.

1 SONG
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SONG XIII. The ScroLAR’s RELAPSE.

_BY thefide of a grove, at the foot of a hill,

Where whifper’d the beech, and where murmur’d the
I vow’d to the mufes my time and my care, il ;
Since neither could win me the fmiles of my fair, -

Freel rang’d like the birds, like the birds free I fung,
And Dz1r14’s lov’d name fearce efeap’d from my tonguep
But if once a {fmooth accent delighted my ear,

I fhould wxlh, unawares, that my Devia might hear.

With fmeﬁ ideas my bofom I flord,

Allufive to none but the nymph Iador’d
And the more I with' ftudy my fancy refin’d,
The deeper impreflion {he made o my mind,

So long as of nature the charms I purfite,

I fill muft my Der1a’s dearimage renew :
The graces have yielded with DeL14 to rove,
And the mufes are all in alliance with love. .

Ve L L . SONG



- And learn the fad effelts of pride ;
Yon fhelter'd rofe, how fafe conceal’d !
How-quickly blafted, when reveal’d!

The fun with warm attraftive rays
‘Tempts it to wanton in the blaze :
A gale fucceeds from Eaftern. fkies,
And all its blufhing radiance dies.

So you, my fair, of charms divine,
Will quit the plains too fond to fhine
Where fame’s tranfporting rays allure,
Tho’ here more happy, more fecure,

‘The breath of fome neglefted maid
Shall make you figh you left the fhade 3

. A breath to beaaty’s bloom-uakind,-
As, to therofe, an Eaftern wind«

The nymph reply’d—You firft, my fwain,
Confine your fonnets to the plain ;
One envious tongue alike difarms, : .
You, of your wit, me, -f my charms,
‘ iy

A
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What is, unknown, the poet’s fkill ?
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill ?
‘What, unadmir’d, acharming mien,
Or what the rofe’s bluth, unfeen ?

4NT. D QD L

SONG XV. WiNTER. 1746,

YO more, ye warbling birds rejoice 3
Of all that chear’d the plain,
Echo alone preferves her voice,
And fhe—repeats my pain.

Where’er my love-fick limbs I lay,
To thun the ruthing wind,

Its bufy murmur feems to fay,
¢¢ She neverwill be kind !

The naiads, o’er their frozen urns,
In icy chains repine ;

And each in fullen filence mourns ,
Her freedom loft, like mine !

Soon will the fun’s returning rays.
The chearlefs froft controul ;
When will relenting Devrza chafe

“The winter of my foul ?

ba SON@



SONG XVI. Darnne’s Vifit.

E birds! for whom I rear’d the grove,
With melting lay falute my love:
My Darune with your notes detain :
Or 1 have rear’d my grove in vain. .

Ye flow’rs! before her footfteps rife ;
Difplay at once your brighteft dyes ;
"That fhe your opening charms may fee :
Or what were ‘all your charms to me ?

Kind Zephyr! brufh each fragrant flow’r,
And fhed its odours round my bow’r :

Or never more, O gentle wind,

Shall I, from thee, refrefhment find.

Ye ftreams! if e’er your banks I lov'd,
If ¢’er your native founds improv'd,
May each foft murmar foothe my fair :
Oroh ! ’twill deepen my defpair,

And thou, my grot ! whofe lonely bounds
The melancholy pine furrounds, -

May Darune praife thy peaceful gloom ;
Or thou fhalt prove her Damon’s tomb.

§ONG



SO NG XVII. Written'in a Colle&ion -

.
of BaccHANALIAN SONGs.

Dieu, ye jovial youths, who join
To plunge old care in floods of wine ;
And, as your dazled eye-balls roll,
Difcern him ftruggling in the bowl,

Not yet is hope fo wholly flown,

Not yet is thought fo tedious grown,

But limpid ftream and thady tree

Retain, as yet, fome fweets for me, K

And fee, thro’ yonder filent grove,
See yonder does my DarunE rove §
With pride her foot-fteps I purfue,
And bid your franticjoys adieu.

The fole confufion I admire,

~ Is that my Dapung’s eyes infpire:
I fcorn the madnefs yos approve,
And value reafon next fo love,

L3 SONG
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SONG XVIII. Imitated from the FRENcH.

ES, thefe are the fcenes where with Iris I ftray’d,
But fhort was her fway for fo lovely a maid ¢
In the bloom of her youth to a cloyfter fhe run ;
In the bloom of her graces, too fair for a nun !
Ill-grounded, no doubt, a devotion muft prove
So fatal to beauty, fo killing to love!

Yes, thefe are the meadows, the fhrubs and the plains ;
Once the fcene of my pleafures, the feene of my pains;
How many foft moments I fpent in thijs grove !

How fair was my nymph! and how fervent my love!
Be #till tho’, my heart! thine emotion giveo’er;
Remember, the feafon of love is mo more.

With her how I ftray*d amid fountains and bow’rs,
- Orloiter'd behind and colletted the flow’rs!
"'Then breathlefs with ardor my fair-ene purfu’d,
And to think with What kindnefs my garland the view'd!
Butbe ftill, my fond heart! this emotion give o%r!
,Fain wouldft thou forget thou.muf love her no mose.

- Nt

The HALCYON.
HY o’er the verdant banks of ooze
Does yonder halcyon fpeed fo faft ;
?Tis all becaufe fhe would not lofe -~

Her fav’rite calm that will not laft. The
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The fun with azure paints the fkies,

-'The ftream refle®s each flow’ry fpray;

A nd frugal of her time the flies
"To take her fill of love and play.

‘See her, when rugged Boreas blows,
‘Warm in fome rocky cell remain ;

To feek for pleafure, well fhe knows,
‘Would only then enhance the pain.

Defcend, fhe cries, thou hated thow’r,
" Defoym my limpid waves to-day,
For I have chofe a fairer hour ‘
To take my fill of love and play.

Youtoo, my SiLvia, fure will own
Life’s azure feafgns fwiftly roll :

And when our youth, or health is flown,
To think of love but fhocks the foul.

Could Damon but deferve thy charms,
Asthouart Damon’s only theme; * -
He’d fly as qick to DeL1a’s arms,
As yonder halcyon fkims the ftream,

Ls

ODE
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O dear my Lucio is to me,
So well our minds and tempers blend ;
That feafons may for ever flee,
And ne’r divide me from my friend ;
Baut let the favour'd boy forbeay
To tempt with love my only fajr,

O Lycon, born when every mufe,
When every grace benignant {fmil’d,
With all a parent’s breaft could chufe
To blefs her lov’d, heronly child ; ‘ :
*Tis thine, fo richly grac’d to prove
More noble cares, than cares of love.

“Together we from early youth
Have trod the flowery tracks of time,
"Together mus’d in fearch of truth,
O’er learned fage, or bard fublime ; A .
And well thy culter’d breaft I know, '
What wonderous treafure it can thow.

' Come then, refume thy charming lyre,
And fing fome patriot’s worth fublime,
Whiltt I in fields of foft defire,
Confume my fair and fruitlefs prime ; ;
. Whofe reed afpires but to difplay
The flamg that burns me mght and day.

O come!
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- ©Ocome! the dryads of the woods
Shall daily foothe thy ftudious mind,
‘The blue-ey’d nymphs of yonder floods
Shall meet and court thee to be kind ;
And fame fits liftening for thy lays
"To fwell her trump with Luc10’s praife.

v

Like me, the plover fondly tries
To lure the fportfman from her neft,
And flutt’ring on with anxious cries,
Too plainly fhews her tortur’d breaft:
O let him, confcious of her care,
Pity her pains, and learn to fpare.

DD DO+ E AT
A PASTORAL ODE,

To the Honourable

Sir RICHARD LYTTELTON.

H E morn difpens’d a dubious light,
A fullen mift had flolen from fight
Each pleafing vale and hill; '
When Damox left his humble bowers
To guard his flocks, to fence his flowers,
Or check his wandering rill.

1
"Tho’ fchool’d from fortune’s paths to fly,
The fwain beneath each lowr’ing fky,
" Would oft his fate bemoan; - - )
I That



{ 170 )

That he, in fylvan fhades, forlom !
Mutft wafte his chearlefsev’n and morn,
Nor prais’d, nor lov’d, nor known.

No friend to fame’s obftreperous noife,
Yet to the whifpers of her voice,
Soft murmuring, not a foe:
The pleafures he thro’ choice declin’d,
When gloomy fogs deprefs’d his mind,
It griev’d him to forego. ,

Griev’d him to lurk the lakes befide,

Where coots in ruthy dingles hide,
And moorcooks fhun the day ;

While caitiff bitterns, undifmay’d,

Remark the {wain’s familiar thade,
And {orn to quit their prey.

But fee, the radiant fun once more

‘The brightening face of heaven reftore,
And raife the doubtful dawn ;

And'more to gild his rural fphere,

At once the brighteft train appear,
That ever trod the lawn.

Amazement chill’d the fhepherd’s frame,
To think * BripcswaTER’s honour'd name .
Should grace his ruftic cell; .
That

* The Duchefs of BripGEwaTER, married to Sir RicBaRrD
. LiTTELTON,
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'That fhe, on all whofe motions wait
Diftin&ion, titles, rank and ftate,
Should rove where fhepherds dwell,

But true it is, the generous mind,

By candour fway’d, by tafte refin’d,
Will nought but vice difdain ;

Nor will the breaft where fancy glows

Deem every flower a weed, that blows
Amid the defart plain.

A}

Befeems it fuch, with honour crown’d,
To deal its lucid beams around,
Nor equal meed receive :
At motft {uch garlands from the field,,,
"As cowilips, pinks, and panfies yield,
And rural hands can weave.

Yet ftrive, ye fhepherds, ftrive to find,
And weave the faireft of the kind,
'The prime of all the fpring 3
If haply thus yon lovely fair
May round her temples deign to wear
‘The trivial wreaths you bring.

O how the peaceful halcyons play’d,

‘Where’er the confcious lake betray’d
ATHENIA’s placid mien ;

How did the fprightlier linnets throng,

Where PaPr1a’s charms requir’d the fong,
’Mid hazel copfes green ;

Lo,

.
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»
Lo, DarTMouTH on thofe banks reclin’d,
While bufy fancy calls to mind
The glories of his line ;
Methinks my cottage rears its head,
"The ruin’d walls of yonder fhed,
As thro’ enchantment, fhine.

But who the nymph that guides their way ?
Could ever nymph defcend to ftray
From HacLEY’s fam’d retreat?
Elfe by the blooming features fair,
The faultlefs make, the matchlefs air,
"Twere CynTHIA’S form compleat.

]

So would fome tuberofe delight,
That ftruck the pilgrim’s wondering fight
’Mid lonely defarts drear;
All as at Eve, the fovereign flower
Difpenfes round its balmy power,
And crowns the fragant year.

Ah, now no more, the thepherd cry’d,
Mauft I ambition’s charms deride,
Her fubtle force difown ;
" No more of fawns or fairies dream,
While fancy, near each cryftal ftream,
Shall paint thefe forms alone.

By low-brow’d rock, or pathlefs mead,
I deem’d thatfplendour ne’er fhould lead
My dazled eyes aftray
' But
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But who, alas! will dare contend,
If beauty add, or merit blend
Its more illuftrious ray ?

Nor is it long----O plaintive fwain !
Since GuerNsEY faw, without difdain,’
Where, hid in woodlands green,
The * partner of his early days,
And once the rival of his praife,
Had ftol’n thro’ life unfeen.

Scarce faded is the vernal flower,
Since STaAMFORD left his honour’d bower
To {mile familiar here:
O form’d by nature to difclofe :
How fair that courtefy which flows
From focial warmth fincere.

Nor yet have many moons decay’d,

Since PorL1o fought this lonely fhade,
Admir’d this rural maze :

The nobleft breaft that virtue fires,

The graces love, the mufe infpires,
Might pant for PoLr10’s praife.

Say Tuomson here was known to reft,
For him yon vernal feat I dreft,

Ah, never toreturn! '
In place of wit, and melting ftrains,
And focial mirth, it now remains

To weep befide his urn.

# They were fchool-fellows.

Come
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Come then, my LEL1vs,'come once more,
And fringe the melancholy fhore
With rofes and with bays,
While I each wayward fate accufe,
Thatenvy’d his impartial mufe P
Tofing your early praife.

" While Pa1Lo, to whofe favour'd fight,
Antiquity, with full delight,

Her inmoft wealth difplays ;
Beneath yon'ruins moulder’d wall
Shall mufe, and with his friend recal !

" The pomp of ancient days. ‘

Here too fhall ConwAY’s name appear,
He prais’d the ftream fo lovely clear, -
~ That fhone the reeds among ;
Yet clearnefs could it not difclofe,
To match the rhetoric that flows
From Conway’s polifh’d tongue:

Ev'n Pitt, whofe fervent periods roll
v Refiftlefs, thro’ the kindling foul
Of femates, councils, kings!
Tho’ form’d for courts, vouchfaf'd to rove
Inglorious, thro’ the fhepherd’s grove,
And ope his bafhful fprings.

Byt what can courts difcover more,’
Than thefe rude haunts have feen befote,
Each fount and fhady tree ?
Have
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Have not thefe trees and fountains feen
The pride of courts, the winning mien
Of peerlefs AyLesBURY ?

And GrENVILLE, fhe whofe radiant eyes
Have mark’d by flow gradation rife
The princely piles of STow ;
Yet prais’d thefe unembellith’d woods, -
And fmil’d to fee the babbling floods
Thro’ felf-worn mazes flow.

Say DarTmouTH, who your banks admir’d,
Again beneath your caves retir’d,
Shall grace the penfive fhade ;
With all the bloom, with all the truth,
With all the fprightlinefs of youth, .
By cool refletion fway’d 2 ’

Brave, yet humane, fhall SmiTr appear,
Ye failors, tho’ his name be dear,
Think him not yours alone :
Grant him in other fpheres to charm,
The fhepherd’s breafts tho’ mild are warm,
And ours are all his own.

O Lyrrerron! my honour'd gueft,
Could I defcribe thy generous breaft, .
Thy firm, yet polifh’d mind;
How public love adorins thy name,
How fortune too confpires with fame 3

The fong thould pleafe mankind.
" YERSKS&



VERSES written towards the clofe of the
Year 1748, to WiLLiam LyrTELTON, Efq;

O W blithely pafs’d the fummer’s day !

How bright was every flow’r!
While friends arriv’d, in circles gay,
To vifit Damon’s bow’r!

But now, with filent ftep, I range
Along fome lonely fhore ;

And Damon’s bow’r, alas the change!
Is gay with friends no more.

Away tocrowds and cities borne
In queft of joy they fteer;

Whilft I, alas! am left forlorn,
‘To weep the parting year!

O penfive Autumn ! how I grieve

_ Thy forrowing face to fee!

When languid funs are taking leave
Of every drooping tree.

Ah let me not, with heavy eye,
This dying fcene furvey !.

Hafte, winter, -hafte ; ufurp the fky;
Compleat my bow’r’s decay.
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I11 can I bear the motley cat

Yon fickening leaves retain ; s

"T'hat fpeak at once of pleafure paft,
And bode approaching pain.

At home unbleft, I gaze around,
My diftant fcenes require 3
‘Where all in mutky vapours drown’d
Are hamlet, hill, and fpire.

Tho’ THoMsox, fweet defcriptive bard !
Infpiring Autumn fung ;

Yet how fhould we the months regard,
That ftopp’d his flowing tongue ?

Ah lucklefs months, of all the reft,

- To whofe hard fhare it fell !

For fure he was the gentleft breat
That ever fung fo well.

) Ami fee, the fwallows now difown

The roofs they Tov'd before 3
Each, like his tuneful genius, flown
To glad fome happier thore.

“"The wood-nymph eyes, with j)‘ale affright,

The fportfman’s frantic deed ;
‘While hounds and horns and yells unite
To drown the mufe’s reed.

Vor. 1. M

Ye
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Ye fields with blighted herbage brown,
Ye fkies no longer blue !

Too much we feel from fortune’s frown,
To bear thefe frowns from you.

Where is the mead’s unfullied green ?
The zephyr’s balmy gale ?
And where fweet friendthip’s cordial mien,
- ‘That brighten’d every vale? -

What tho’ the vire difclofe her.dyes,
And boatt her purple ftore ;

Not all the vine-yard’s rich fupplies
Can foothe our forrows more.

.

He! heis gone, whofe imoral ftrain
Could witand mirth refine 5

He! he is gone, whofe focial vein
Surpafs’d the pow’r of wine.

Faft by the ftreams he deign’d to praife,
In yon fequefter’d grove,

Tohim avotive urn] raife;
To him, and friendly love.

Yes there, my friend! forlorn and fad.
I grave your THoMsoN’s name;

And there, hislyre; which fate forbad
To found your growing fame,
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There thall my plaintive fong recount
Dark therhes of hopelefs woe ;

And fafter than the dropping fount,
P11 teach mine eyes to flow.

There leaves, infpiteof Autumn green,
Shall fhade the hallow’d ground ;

And Spring will there again be feen,
Tocall forth flow’rs around.

But no kind funs will bid me fhare,
Once more, his focial hour ;

Ah Spring! thou never can’ft repair
This lofs, to Damon’s bow’r.

0606655866 6+6' 666585668+
JEMMY DAWSON.

A Barrap ; written about the Time of his
Execution, in the Year 1745.

OME liften to my mournful tale,
Ye tender hearts and lovers dear ;
Nor will you fcorn to heave a figh,
Nor need you blufh to thed a tear.

&

And thou, dear Kirry, peerlefs maid,
" Do thoua penfiveear incline ;
For thou canft weep at every woe ;
And pity every plaint—but mine,
M:z Young
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Young Dawsoxn was a gallant boy,,
A brighter never trod the plain ;

And well helov’d one charming maid,
And dearly was he lov'd again.

One tender maid, fhe lov’d him dear,
Of gentle blood the damfel came ;

And faultlefs was her beauteous form,
And fpotlefs was her virgin fame.

But curfe on party’s hateful ftrife,
That led the favour’d youth aftray ;
The day the rebel clans appear’d,
O had he never feen that day !

Their colours, and their fath he wore,
And in the fatal drefs was found ;
And now he muft that death endure,

Which gives the brave the keeneft wound.

How pale was then his true-love’s cheek,

When Jemmy’s fentence reach’d herear!

For never yet did Alpine fnows
So pale, or yet fo chill appear.

With faultering voice, fhe weeping faid,
OhDawson, monarch of my heart;

‘Think not thy death fhall end our loves,
For thou and I will never part, '

| ‘,\
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Yet might fweet mercy find a place,
And bring relief to Jemmy’s woes ;

O GeorgE, without a pray’r for thee,
My orifons thould never clofe.

"The gracious prince that gave him life,
Would crown a never-dying flame ;
-And every tender babe I bore
Should learn to lifp the giver’s name.

But tho’ he thould be dragg’d in fcorn
To yonder ignominious tree ;

He fhall not want one conftant friend
To fhare the cruel fates’ decree.

O then her mourning coach was call’d,
The figdge mov’d {lowly on before ;
Tho’ borne in a triumphal car,
She had notlov’d her fav’rite more.

She follow’d him, prepar’d to view
The terrible behefts of law ;

And the laft fcene of JEMMY’s woes,
With calm and ftedfaft eye fhe faw.

Diftorted was that blooming face,
Which fhe had fondly lov’d fo long ;

And ftifled was that tuneful breath,
Which in her praife had fweetly fung.

M3

And .
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And fever'd was that beauteons neck,

Rpund which her arms had fondly clos’d 3

And mangled was that beauteous brgaft, -
On which her love-fick head repos’d : -

And ravifh’d was that conftant heart,
. Shedid to ev’ry heart prefer ;
For tho’ it could its king forget,
*Twas true and loyal fill to her.

Amid thofe unrelenting flames,
She bore this conftant heart to fee ;
But when ’twas mouldered into duft,
Yet, yet, fhe cry’d, Ifollow thee.

My death, my death alone can thew

" The pure, the lafting love I bore ;

Accept, Oheaven! of woes like ours,
And let us, let us weep no more.,

'The difmal fcene was o’er and paft,
The lover’s mournful hearfe retired ;.

The maid drew back her languid head,
And fighing forth his name,. expir'd.

Tho’ juftice ever muft prevail,
Thetear my KitTy fheds, is due;

For {¢ldom tfhall fhe hear a tale ’
So fad, fo tender, yet fo true.

A Paftoral

yF acatty
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A Paftoral BALL AD, in Four Parts.
Writtea 1743.

Arbufta humilefque m yricz. Vire.
I. ABSENCE.

E fhepherds fo chearful and gay,
Whofe flocks never carelefsly roam ;
Should Cor.ynon’s happen to ftray,
Ob! call the poor wanderers home.
rme to mufe and to figh,
+alk of the change that ye find ;
once was fo watchfulas1;
- have left my dear PuyLLIs behind.

Now I know.what it is, to have ftrave

With the torture of doubt and defire ;
What it is, to admire and to love,

And to leave her we love and admire.
‘Ah lead forth my flock in the morn,

And the damps of each ev’ning repel ;
"Alas! T'am faintand forlorn:

—TI have bade my dear PuyLL1s farewel,
Since Payri1s vouchfat’d me alook,

I never once dreamt of my vine;
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook,

If I knew of akid that was mine.

M 4 I priz’d
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I priz’d every hoyr that «¢nt by,
Beyond all that had plcas’d me before ;
But now they are paft, and Ifigh ; ’
And I gricve that I pri:’d them no more,

But why do I languifh in vain ;
Why wander thus penfively here ?
Oh! why did I ceme from the plain,
WhereI fed on the fmiles of my dear?
They tell me, my favourite maid,
The pride of that valley, is flown;
Alas! where with her I have firay’d,
I ceuld wander with p?ed:"a.rc, alone,

When forc’d the fair nymph to forego,
What anguifh 1 felt at my hear¢!

Yet I thought—but it might not be fo—
"Twas vith pain that fhe faw me depart,

She gaz’d, asI flowly withdrew ;

My path I could hardly difcern ;
So fiveetly fhe bade me adieu,
I thought that fhe bade me return.

The pilgrim thatjourneys all day
To vifit fome far-diftant fhrine,
If he bear but a relique away, -
Ishappy, nor heard to repine,
Thus widely remov’d from the fair,
Where my vows, my devotion, Iowe,
Soft hope isthe relique I bear,
"And my {olace wherever I go.

I. HOP ™
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I. HOPE.

o Y banks they are furnifh’d with bees,
Whofe murmur invites one to fleep ;
My grottos are fhaded with trees,
' And my hills aré white-over w ith fbeep.
" I feldom have met with 4 lofs,
Such health do my fountair:s befigw ;
ivly fountar all border’d with mofs,
Where the hare-bells and violets grow.

Not a pine in my grove is there feen,
Butwith tendrils of woodbine is bound :
Not a beech’s more beautiful green,
But a fwveet-briar entwines it around.
Not my fields, in the prime of the year,
More charms than my cattle unfold ;
Not a brook that is limpid and clear,
But it glitters with fithes of gold.

Onc would think fhe mig'c like to retire
" To the bow’r I have lzbour’d to rear; -
Not a fhrub that I heard her adm're,
" But I hafted and planted it there,
10w fudden the jeflamine ftrove
“. ‘With the lilac to render it gay!
rready it calls for my love,
T o prune the wild branches away.

s From
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From the plains, from the whodlands and groves,
What firains of wild melody flow !
How the nightingales warble their loves -
From thickers of rofes that blow !
And when her bright form fhall appear,
Each bird fhall harmonioufly join
In a concert fo foft and o clear,
As— the may not be fond to refign.

[ . o . s
I have found out a gift for my- fair;

1 have found where the wood-pigeons breed :
But let m= th:u plunder forbear,

She wili fay "twas a barbarous deed.
For he ne’er could be true, fhe aver'd,

Who could rob a poor bird of its young :
And I lov’d her the more, when I heard

Such tendernefs fall from her tongue.

T have hezrd her with {weetnefs unfold
How that pity was dueto — a dove

‘That it ever 2ttended the bold ;
And flie call’d it the fifier of love.

" - But her words fuch a.pleaftce convey,
§o much I her accents adore,

Let her fp;:lk, and whatever fhe fay,
Meihinks I thould love her the more.

I\
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To the grove or the garden he ftrays,
And pillages every fweet ;
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays
He throws it at PuyLL1ss feet.
¢ O Puvirvis, he whifpers, more fair,
More fweet than the jeffamine’s flow’r !
What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ?
What is eglantine, after a fhow’r?

‘Then the lily no longer is white;

Then the rofeis depriv’d of its bloom ;
‘Then the violets die with defpight,

And the wood-bines give up their perfume.”
Thus glide the foft numbers along,

And he fancies no fhepherd his peer;
Yet I never fhould envy the fong,
Were not Puyriis to lend it ar ear.

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, -
SoPuyLLis the trophy defpife :

Let his forehead with laurels be crown’d,
So they fhine not in PHyLL1s’s eyes.

The language that flows from the heart
Is a ftranger to Par 1DEL’s tongue;

Yet may fhe beware of his art,

Or fure I muft envy the fong.

>

IV. DIS-
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IV. DISAPPOINTMENT.

E fhepherds give ear to my lay,
And take no more heed of my fheep:
‘They have nothing to do but to ftray;
I have nothing to do but to wecp.

Yet do not my folly reprove ;

She was fair----and my paffion begun;
She {mil’d----and I could not bat love; .
She is faithlefs----and I am undonre.

Perhaps I was void of all thought:
Perhaps it was plain to forefee,

That a nymph fo compleat would be fought
By a fwain more engaging than me,

Ah! love ev’ry hope can infpire ;
It baniihes wifdom the while;

And the lip of the nymph we admire
Seems for ever adorn’d with a fmile,

she is faithlefs, and I am undonc;

Ye that witnefs the woes I endure
Let reafon inftru& you to fhun

What it cannot inftru& you to cure.
Beware how you loiter in vain

Amid nymphs of an higher degree :
Itis not for me to explain

How fair, and how ficklg they be.
Alas!
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Alas! from the day that we mret,

What hope of an end to my woes ?
When I cannot endure to forget

The glance that undid my repofe.
Yet time may diminifh the pain :

The flow’r, and the fhrub, and th cee,
Which I rear’d for her pleafure in va'n,

Intime may have comfort for me.

The fiveets of a dew-fprinkled rofe,

The found of a murmuring ftream,
"The peace which from folitude flows,

Henceforth fhall be Corypon’s theme.
High tranfports are fhewn to the fight,

But we are not to find them our own ;
Fate never beftow’d fuch delight,

As I with my Payiris had known.

O yewoods, fpread your branches apace ;
To your deepeft receffes I fly ;

1 would hide with the beafts of the chace ;
I would vanifh from every eye.

Yet my reed fhall refound thro’ the grove
With the fame fad complaint it begun ;

How the fmil’d, and I could not but love ;
Was faithlefs, and I am undone!

LEVITIES;
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LEVITIES;
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PIECES of HUMOUR.

. Vor.l N
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FLIRT and PHIL;
A Decifion for the Lapiks.

Wi, by learning well refn’d,
A beau, but of the rural kind,
To SiLvia made pretencés ; )
"They both profefs’d an equal love:
Yet hop’d, by different means to move
Her judgment, or her fenfes.

Young fprightly FLirT, of blooming mien,
Watch’d the beft minutes to befeen ;
Went—when his glafs advis’d him :
While meagre PuiL of books enquird ;
A wight, for wit and parts admir'd ;
And witty ladies priz’d him.
N2

SiLvia
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Si1.via had wit, had {pirits too ;
‘To hear the one, the other view,
Sufpended held the fcales :
Her wit, her youthtoo, claim’d its fhare,
Let none the preference declare,
But turn up—heads or tails.

RO RO R R RO RO i

ST ANz astothe Memory of an agreeable
Lapy, buried in Marriage to a Perfoa

undeferving her.
97T \WAS always held, and ever will,
By fage mankind, diftreeter,
T anticipate a lefler ill,
Than undergo a greater.

When mortals dread difeafes, pain,.
And languifhing conditions ;
Who don’t the leflerills fuftain.
Of phyfic—and phyficians ?

Rather than lofe his whole eftate,
He that butlittle wife is,

Full gladly pays four parts in eight
To taxes and excifes.

‘Our merchants Spain has near undoa#
For lott fhips not requiting :
"This bears our noble k—, to thun
The lofs of blood==in fighting ! -
‘ With
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With num’rous ills, in fingle life,
The bachelor’s attended :

Such to avoid, he takes a wife—
And much the cafe is mended !

Poor GraT1a, in her twentieth year,
Fore-feeing future woe,

Chofe to attend a monkey here,
Before an ape below.

ot il
COLEMIRA.
A Culinary EcLoGUE.

Nec tantum Veneris, quantum ftudiofa culin.
Ight’s fable clouds had half the globe o’erfpread,
And filence reign’d, and folks were gone to bed :

When love, which gentle fleep can ne’er infpire,
Had feated Damox by the kitchen fire.

i

Penfive he lay, extended on the ground ; ¢
The littke lares kept their vigils round ;
The faowning cats compaflionate his cafe,
And purraround, and gently lick his face :

To all his ’plaints thre fleeping curs reply,
And with hoarfe fnorings imitate a figh.
Such gloomy fcenes with lovers’ minds agree,
And folitude to them is beft fociety.
N3 , ' Cou’d
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Could I (he cry’d) exprefs, how bright'a grace
Adorns thy morning hands, and well-wafh’d faces
Thouwould’ft, CoLEmIRrA, grant what] implore,
And yield melove, or wafh thy face no more.

Ah! who can fee, and fecing not admire,
Whene’er fhe fets the pot upon the fire !
Her hands out-fhine the fire, and redder things ;
Her eyes are blacker than the pots fhe brings.

But fure no chamber-damfel can compare,
When in meridian luftre fhines my fair,
When warm’d with dinner’s toil, in pca.rly rills,
Adawn her goodly cheek the fweat diftills.

Oh! how I long, how ardently defire,
To view thofe rofy fingers ftrike the lyre!
Forlate, when bees to change their climes began,
How did I fee ’em thrum the frying pan!

With her! I fhould not envy G — his queen,
'Tho’ fhe in royal grandeur deck’d be feen:
Whilft rags, juft fever’d from my fair-one’s gown,
In ruffet pomp, and greafy pride hang down.

Ah! how it does my drooping heart rejoice,
When in the hall T hear thy mellow voice !
How would that voice exceed the village bell ;
Wou'dft thou but fing, ¢ I like thee pafling well !”’

‘When
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When from the hearth fhe bade the pointers go,
How foft! how eafy did heraccents flow !
¢ Get out, fhe cry’d, when ftrangers come to fup,
¢ One ne’er can raife thofe fnoring devils up.”

Then, full of wrath, fhe kick’d each lazy brute,
Alas! I envy'd even that falute :
>Twas fure mifplac’d, — Snock faid, orfeem’dto fay,
He had as lief, I had the kick, as they.

If fhe the myftic bellows take in hand,
Who like the fair can that machine command ?
O may’ft thoune’er by Eorus be feen,
For he wou’d fure demand thee for his queen.

But fhou’d the flame this rougher aid refufe,
And only gentler med’cines be of ufe;
‘With full-blown cheeks fhe ends the doubtful ftrife,
Foments the infant flame, and puffs it into life.

Such arts, as thefe, exalt the drooping fire,
But in my breaft a fiercer flameinfpire:
Iburn! Iburn! O! give thy puffing o’er,

And fwell thy cheeks, and pout thy lips no more !

With all her haughty looks, the time I’ve feen ;
‘When this proud damfel has more humble been,
‘When with nice airs fhe hoift the pan-cakeround,
And dropt it, haplefs fair! upon the ground.

N 4 Look,
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Look, with what charming grace! what winning
tricks !
The artful charmer rubsthe candlefticks!
So bright fhe makes the candlefticks fhe handles,
Oft have I faid,—there were no need of candles.

But thou, my fair! who never would’#t approve,
Or hear the tender ftory of my love ; :
Or mind, how burns my raging breaft,—a button—
Perhaps art dreaming of—a breaft of mutton.

. v
Thus faid, and wept the fad defponding fwain,
Revealing to the fable walls his pain:
But nympbhs are free with thofe they thou’d deny
To thofe, they love, more exquifitely coy !

The lambent flames in languid ftreams arife,
And fmoke in azure folds evaporates and dies,

Q’"ﬁw@'&%&ﬁ@‘@@&@@"@@&3&@@’@&&:&&
The Rare of the Trap.

A Bavrvrap, 1737.

’ T W AS in a land of léarning,
The mufes fav’rite city,
Such pranks of late
Were play’d by a rat,
As— tempt one to be wity,

s :
Now chirping crickets raife their tinkling voice, ;
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Allin a college ﬁudy, d
‘Where books were in great plenty H
This rat wou’d devour
More fenfe in an hour,
Then I cou’d write—in twenty.

Corporeal food, ’tis granted,
Serves vermin lefs refin’d, Sirg
But this, a rat of tafte,
" All other rats furpafs’d ;
And he prey’d on the food of the mind, Sir;

His breakfaft, half the morning,
He conftantly attended ;

And when the bell rung

For ev’ning fong,
His dinner fcarce was ended !

He fpar’d not ev’n heroics,
On which we poets pride us ;
And wou’d make no more
Of king ARTHUR’s*, by the fcore
Than — all the world befide does

. In books of geo-graphy,
" Hemade the maps to flutter:
A river or a fea
Was to him a dith of tea;
And a kingdom, bread and butter.
But’

* By BLackMORE,
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But if fome mawkifh potion
Might chance to over-dofe him,
To check its rage,
He took a page
Of logick — to compofe him —

A trap, in hafte and anger,
Waj bought you need not doubton’t;
And, fuch was the gin,
' Were a lion once got in,
He cou’d not, I think, get out on’t.

With cheefe, not books, ’twas baited,
The faét - I’ll not belye it—

Since none—I tell you that —

Whether fcholar or rat .
Minds books, when he has other diet.

But more of trap and bait, Sir,
Why fhou’d I fing, or either?

Since the rat, who knew the fleight,

Came in the dead of night, |
And dragg’d em away together :

* Both trap and bait were vanifh’d,
Thro’ a fralure in the flooring ;
Which, ,tho’ fo trim.
It now may feem,
Had then — a dozen or more in,

Then
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‘Then anfwer this, ye fages!

Nor deem I mean to wrong ye,
Had the rat which thus did feize on
. Thetrap, lefs claim to reafon,
Than many a fcull among ye?

Dax Prior’s mice, I own it,
Were vermin of condition ;
But this rat who merely learn’d

What rats alone concern’d,
Was the greater politician.

That England’s topfy-turvy,

Is clear from thefe mifhaps, Sir;
Since traps, we may determine,
Will no longer take our vermin,

But vermin * take our traps, Sir.

Letfophs, by rats infefted,

Then truft in cats to catch ’em ;
Left they grow as learn’d as we,

In our ftudies; where, d’ye fee,
No mortal fits to watch ’em.

Good luck betide our captains
Good luck betide our cats, Sir;
And grant that the one
May quell the Spanifh Don,
And the other deftroy our rats, Sir.

# Written at the time of the Spanih depredations.

On
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BT PO EEES
On certain PASTORALS.

O rude and tunelefs are thy lays,
The weary audience vow,
*Tis not th’ Arcadian fwain that fings,
But ’tis his herds that low.

Rl e eene e e e e el e et e e
On Mr. C——of KipperMINSTER’s Poetry.

Thy verfes, friend, are KippErMINSTER * ftuff,
 AndI muft own you’ve meafur’d out enough.

Seedesfocdooddodfodostokesdooddo e ocfoddododde de dodfe e dodedded
To the VIR TUOSOS.

AIL curious wights! to whom fo fair
The form of mortal flies is!
Who deem thofe grubs beyond compare,
‘Which common fenfe defpifes.

Whether o’er hill, morafs or mouand,
You make your fportfman fallies ;
Or that your prey in gardens found
- Is urg’d thro’ walks and allies,
Yes

. ®KIppERMINSTER, famous for a coarfe woollen manufa&ure,
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Yet, in the fury of the chace,

No flope cou’d e’er retard you
Bleft if one fly repay the race,

Or painged wing reward you.

Fierce as CaMiLLa * o’er the plai
Purfu’d the glitt’ring ftrangers

§till ey’d the purple’s pleafing ftain,
And knew not fear nor danger. '

*Tis you difpenfe the fav’rite meat
To nature’s filmy people ;

Know what conferves they chufeto eat,
And what liqueurs, to tipple.

And, if her brood of infeéts dies,
You fage affiftance lend her;

. Can ftoop to pimp for am’rous flies,

And help ’em to engender.

*Tis you prote& their pregnant houf;
And when the birth’s athand,
Exerting your obftetric pow’r
Prevent a mothlefs land.

Yet oh! howe’er your tow’ring view
" Above grofs objeéts rifes,
‘Whate’er refinements you purfue,
Hear, what a friend advifes:
A friend,
* Sec Virosx, -
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A friend, who, weigh’d with yours, muft prize
Domrtian’s idle paffion ;

‘That wrought the death of teazing flies,
But ne’er their propagation. '

Let Fravria’s eyes more deeply warm,
Nor thus your hearts determine,

‘To flight dame nature’s faireft form
And figh for nature’s vermin.

And fpeak with fome refpe&t of beaux,
Nor more as triflers treat ’em ;
{>Tis better learn to fave one’s cloaths,
{  Than cherith moths, thateat’em.

The ExtenT of COOKERY.

Aliufque et idem.

\ HEN Towum to Cameripce firft was fent,
A plain brown bob he wore;
Read much, and look’d as tho’ he meant .
To be a fop no more.

Seehim to LinvcorLn’s-Inn repair,’
His refolution flag ;
He cherifhes a length of hair,
And tucks it in a bag. -z
Nor
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Nor CoxEe nor SALKELD heregards,
But gets into the houfe,

And foon ajudge’s rank rewards
His pliant votes and bows.

Adieu ye bobs! ye bags give place!
Full bottoms come inftead!

Good L —d! to fee the various ways
Of drefling—a calve’s-head !

ForBorBorGarfrfrfrdond o frGrdrgrgrgrg
The Procress of ADVICE.

A Common CasE.
Suade, nam certum eft

AYS RicuarD to THoMAs (and feem’d half afraid)
¢ I am thinking to marry thy miftrefs’s maid ;
Now, becaufe Mrs. Lucy to thee is well known,
I will do’t if thou bid’ft me, or let it alone. ‘

Nay don’t make a jeft on’t; ’tis nojeft to me;

For ’faith I'm in earneft, {o prithee be free.

I have no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her,
But I'd have thy advice, ere I tye myfelf to her.”

Said Tuomas to Ricuarp, “To fpeak my opinion,
There is not fuch a bitch in King GrorcE’s dominion,
And I firmly believe, if thou knew’tt her as I do,

‘Thou wou’dft chufe out awhipping-pott, firft to be ty’d to.
Sire’s
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She’s peevifh, the’s thievith, fhe’s ugly, fhe’s old,

" And alyar, and a fool, and a flut, and a fcold.”

Next day Ricuarp haften’d to church and was wed;
And ere night had inform’d her what THoMas had faid,

LRES LS L P OEP2H00E200S
A B ALULAD.

Trahit fua quemque voluptas.

ROM Lincoln to London rode forth our young fquire,
To bring down a wife, whom the fwains might admire:
~ But in fpite of whatever the mortal cou’d fay,

The goddefs objeted the length of the way !

To give up the op’ra, the park, and the ball,

For to view the ftag’s horns in an old country-hall;
To have neither China nor India to fee!

Nor a laceman to plague in a moming—not fhe!

To forfake the dear play-houfe, Quin, Garrick, and Clive,
‘Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive ;

To forego the full box for his lonefome abode,

O heavn’s ! fhe thou’d faint, fhe fhou’d die on the road!

To forget the gay fathions and geftures of France,
And to leave dear Augufte in the midft of the dance,
. And Harlequin too !—’twas in vain to require it ;
And the wonder’d how folks had the face to defire it.

She
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She mightyield to.refign the fweet-fingers of Ruckkolty
‘Where the citizen-matron feduces her cuckold 3

But Ranelagh foon would her footfteps recall,

And the mufic, the lamps, and the glare of Vauxhall.

To be fure fhe cou’d breathe nowhere elfe than in town,
Thus the talk’d like 2 wit, and he look’d likea clown; -
But the while honeft Harry defpair’d to fucceed,

A coach with a coronet trail’d her to Tweed.

"SLenDER’s Ghoft. vid. SHAKESPEAR, -

Eneath a church-yard yew,
Decay’d and worn with age,
At dutk of eve methought I fpy’d
Poor SLENDER’s ghoft, that whimp'ring ery™l,
O fweet O fweet ANNE Pacs!

Ye gentle bards! give ear!
Wheo talk ef am’rous rage,
Who fpoil the lily, rob the rofe,
Come learn of me to weep your wpes:,
O fiveet O fiweet ANNE Paca |

Why thou’d fuch labour'd ftrains -
Your formal Mufe engage !

I pever dreamt of flame or dart, -

That fid my breaft, or pierc’d my beart,
Buc figh’d, O {weet Axnz Pacz)

Voul, . R \u)
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¢ Andyou! whofe love fick minds -
* No shed’cine can affuage !
Accufé the leech’s art no more,
- But learn of SLENDER to deplore;
O fweet O fweet ANNE Pacge!

™" And ye! whofe fouls are held,
Likelinnets in a cage!
Who talk of fetters, links and chains,
Attend, and imitate my ftrains !
O fweet O fweet ANNE Pacge!

" And you who boaft or grieve,
What horrid wars ye wage ! ]
Of wounds regeiv’d from many an eye 3
Yet mean as I do, when I figh
../ O fweet O fweet ANNE Page!

Hence ev’ry fond conceit

Of thepherd or of fage ;
>Tis SLENDER’s voice, ’tis SLENDER’S way
Exprefles all you have to fay,

O fweet:O fweet ANNg Paos!

DR : . : . : - . ’ ;
The INVIDIOUS. - Marr.
Fortune! if my pray’r of old ' .
Was ne'er folicitous for gold,
With better grace thon may'ﬁ allow

(\ P{y {uppliant with, that akks it now. Ve
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Yet think not ! goddefs! Irequireit
For the fame end your clowns defire it.
In a well-made effe@tual ftring,
Fain would I fee Livip1o fwing! ~ *
Hear him, from Tyburn’s hexght hanngumg,
But fuch a cur’s not worth one’s hanging. .
Give me, O goddefs ! ftore of pelf, ' > .
And he will tye the knot himfelf. :

R X X R R XCRORCR R RRORERRONERON
‘The Price of an EQUIPAGE.

Servum fi potes, Ole, non habere
Et regerh potes, Ole, non habere. = Mar™,
Afk’d a friend, amidft the throng, -
Whofe coach it was that trail’d along :
¢ The gilded coach there —dan’t ye mind ?
‘That, with the footmen ftuck behi '
O Sir! fays he, what! han’t you feenit?
>Tis Damon’s coach, and Damon init,  ~
*T'is odd methinks you have forgot
Your friend, your neighbour, and —what not !
Your old acquaintance Damon ! —* True;
But faith his equipage is new.”
« Blefs me, faid I, where can itend P
What madaefs has poffefs’d my friend? .
Four powder’d flaves, and thofe the tallett,
Their flomachs doubtlefs not the fmalleft !
Can DaMon’s revenue maintain
Jo lace and food, fo large a train ?
Oz I know
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¥ know his {ind—each lrich ¢’ grouad—

»Tisnot a:mils to walk it ronnd—

If Damon’s whole eftate can bear

To keep his 1ad, and one-horfe chair,

1 own 'tis paft my comprehenfion,”

Yes, Sin, but Damon ‘has a-penfion—e
Thus does’a falfe ambition tule us,

Thus pomp delitde, and folly fool us;

To keep a race of flick” nng knaves,

'He grows himfeif t'hewor& of flaves.

. HinT ‘fiom _VO‘ITURE

ET Sos His-nhltm.ljou{neys-m,
- And wheh the radiant tatk is done,
Cotnfefs, thro’'all 'the Globe, twoaldpofc himg
To mttch‘tlie <harnis that C—mﬂ fhiews him

And ihat’d he boaﬂ'l!_e once hd feen
Asjuft a form, as brighta mein,

© Yet muftic ftill'for ever. poft him,

To mateh—what Caria never thews hin.

Avae e -

oo oonatossioms
INS‘C~RI‘P TI@-N
Tothenemory

‘Of A. L. Efquire,
Juftice of the peace for this sounty s -
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Who, mthewholecourfeofh:sp ge
* 'Fhro’a trifling ridiculous world, :
. Meintaining his proper dignity, - '
Notwithftanding the fcoffs of ill-difpos’d pen’ons,
' And wits of the age,
That ridicul’d his bchmonr,
Or cenfur'd his brcedmg
Followiag the di&tates of nitnre,
. Defiring to eafe the afli&ted,.
Eager to {et the prifoners at Liberty,
-, 4 - . Without having for hisend
The noife, or report fuch things genemllx caufe
In the wodd,
(As he was {eea to perform them of not(e)
"But the fol¢ relief and hagpmefs.
Of the party in diftrefs ;
Himfelf reﬂ'mg eafy, '~
When he cou’d render that bg
Not griping, or pinching himfelf, -
To hoard up fnperﬂ\iities 5 !
Not coveting to keep in his pofieflion
‘What gives more difguietude, than pleafure 3
But charitably diffufing it -
To all round about kim :
Making the moft forrowfal countenznce
: To {mile, !
In kisprefence; .
Always beftowing more than he was ak'd,
Always imparting befonehewdcﬁs’d;
Not proceeding in this maancs,
03 Upon

~
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- Upon every trivial fuggeﬁxon, :

But the moft mature, and folemn deliberation ;

With an incredible prefence, and undauntednefs -
Of mind ;

With a inimitable gravity and caconomy
Of face ;
Bidding loud defiance
To politenefs and the fathion,
1. Dar'dletaf—t. .

HORIOOICOIOINNOK S NOKIDIIOHOK
To a FRIEND.

HAVE youne’er feen, my gentle fquire,
The'humours of yout kitchen fire ?
Says Neo 0 Sar, “Ilead afpade,

* Why don’t ye play 2==the girl’s afraid—
Play fomething —any thing —but play—
*Tis but to pafs the time away—

Phoo—how fhe fiands—biting her hails—
As tho’ fhe play’d for half her vails—
Sorting hercatds, hagling and picking— -
We play for nathing, do us, chicken?—
That card will do—’blood pever dogbt it,
1t’s not worth while to think about it.”

SaL thought, and thoqght, and mifs’d her aim,
And N3, ne’er fudying, won the game,

Mcthmlu, old friend, ’tis wond’rous Qrue.
Tlutfverfey lm:agam: atloo,. .
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While many a bard, that thews fo learly
He writes for his amufement merely, - 17
Is known to ftudy, fret, and toil ;
And play for nothing, all the while s
O praife at moft’; for wreaths of yor
Ne'er fignify’d a farthing more:
*Till having vainly toil’d to gain it,
He fees your flying pen obtain it. '
Thro’ fragrant fcenes the trifler roves,
And hallow’d haunts that PuoEsus loves
Where with. ftrange heats his bofom glows,
And myftic flames the God beftows. -
You now.none other flame require,
Than a good blazing parlour fire 3
Write verfes---to defy the fcorners, .
In fhit-houfes and chimney-corners. .
~ Saw found her deep-laid fchemes were vaineee
The cards are cut---come deal again---
No good comes on it when one lingers---
Pl play the cards come next my fingers---
Fortune could niever let N&p loo her,
When the had left it wholly to her.
Well, now who wins ?---why, ftill the fame-—
For Sat hasloft another game.
@ Pye done; (fhe mutter’d) Iwas faying,
It did not argufy my playing.
“Some folks will win, they cannot chufe,
But think or not think-—fome muft lofe.
I may have won a ganie or fo---
But then it was an age ago--~ .
(o) ¢ Ie
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Tt ne’er will be my lot-again---

Iwonit of a baby thea.-- -

Give me an ace of trumps and fee,

Our Nep will beat me with a three,
*Tis all by luck that things are carry’d—«
He’ll fuffer for it, when he’s marry’d.”

Thus SaL, with tears in either eye;
While vi¢tor Nep fate titt’ring by,

Thus I, long envying your fuccefs,
And bent to write, and fudy lefs,
Sate down, and fcribbled in a trice,
Juft what you fee---and you defpife.~

You, who can framea tunefu] fong,
And hum it as you ride along ;
And, trotting on the king’s high-way,
Snatch from the hedge a fprig of bay ;
Accept this verfe, howe'er it flows, '
From one that is your friend in profe,

What is this wreath, fo green! fo fair!
Which many with, and few muft wear?
Which fome mea’s indolence can gain,
And fome men’s vigils ne’er obtain ?

‘For what muft Sav or poet fue,
Ere they engage with Neb or you?
For luck in verfe, for luck at loo?

Ah no! *tis genius gives you fame,
‘And Nep, thro’ (kill, fegyres the game,



The POET and the DUN. 1741

Thefe are Meflengers
That feelingly perfuade me what I am,

SHAKESPEAR..

OMES a dun in the morning and raps at my door—
¢¢ Imade bold'to call---"tis a twelvemonth and more--'
P’m forry, believe me, to trouble you thus, Sir,---
But Jos wou’d be paid, Sir, had Jos been a mercer.”
My friend have but patience---*¢ Ay thefe are your ways.”
I have got but one fhilling to ferve me two days---
But Sir---prithee take it, and tell your attorney,
If T'han’t paid your bill; I have paid for your journey.
Well, now tibu art gone, let me govern my paffion,

_ Andcalmly confider---confider? vexation ! .o
What whore that muft paint, and muft put on falfe locks,
And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the pox!

What beggar’s wife’s nephew, now ftarv’d, and now beaten,
Who, wanting to eat, fears himfelf fhall be eaten ! ‘
What parter, what turnfpit, can deem his cafe hard|

+ Or what dun boaft of patience that thinks of a bard !
Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be poorsré
Turn fhoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer }
Get love, and refpe&t, and good living, and pelf,
And‘dun fome poor dog of a poet myfelf. .
One’s credit, however, of'courfe will grow better 3
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter. ,
' | ¢ Dear
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¢ Dear Sir{ Ireceiv’d your obliging epiftle,
Your fame is fecare---bid the critics go whittle.
I read over with wonder the poem you fent me ;
And I mult fpeak your praifes, no foul fhall prevept me;:
The audience, believe me, cry’d out ev’ry line
Was ftrong, was affeting, was juft, was divine ;
All pregnant, as gold is, with worth, weight and beauty,
And to hide fuch a genius was---far from your daty.
I farefee that the court will be hugely delighted: =
Sir RicuarD, for much a lefs genius, was knighted.
Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye;
T cou’d fay much more, but you’re modeft, I fpare ye.” |
Quite fir'd with the flatt’ry, I call for my paper,
And wafte that, and health, and my time, and my taper:
I feribble *ti}l morn, when with wrath no fmall ftore,
Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my doos.
< Ah! triend, ’tis but idle to make fuch a pother,
Fate, fate has ordain’d us, to plague one another.”

Written at an Inn at HenNLEY.
O thee, fair freedom! I retire .
From flattery, cards, and dice, and din ;
Nor art thou found in manfions higher
Than the low cott, or humble inn.

*Tis here with boundlefs pow’r, I reign;
And every health which I begin,
Convetts dull port to bright champaigne ;
~ Such freedom crowns it, at an inn.

1 14y
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b ¢ ﬂy from pomp, I fly from plate! -
I fly from falfehood’s fpecious grin?
Freedom I love, and form I hate,

And chufe my lodgings at an inn.

Here, waiter ! take my fordid ore,

Which lacqueys elfe might hope to win ;
It buys, what courts have not in ftore;

It buys me freedom at an inn.

Whoe’er has travell’d life’s dull round,
Where’er his ftages may have been,

May figh to think he #till has found
The warmeft welcome, at an mn.

A SIMILE.

‘W HAT village but has fometime fecn _
the clumfy fhape, the fnghtful mien,
Tremendous claws, and fhagged hair, )

Of that grim brute yclip'd a bear? - T
He from his dam, the ‘learn’d agree,
Receiv'd the curious form you fee ;

Who with her platic tongue alone, '
Produc’d a vxfage---hke her own---

And thus they hint, in my#ic fafhion,
‘The pow’rful force of education *---
Perhaps yon crowd of fwains is viewing
E’en now, the firange exploits of Bruin

. Ofafondmamud\muon.
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Who plays his antics, roars aloud § < 2
"The wonder of a gaping crowd !
So have I known an aukward lad,
Whofe birth has made a parith glad,
Forbid, for fear of fenfe, to roam,
And taught by kind mamma at home;
Who gives him many a well-try’d rule,
With ways and means—to play the fool.
. In fenfe the fame, in ftature higher,
He thines, ere long, a rural fquire,
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and fwears,
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ftares:
His tenants of fuperior fenfe
Carouze, and laugh, at his e:}pence;
Anddeem the paftime P’m relating,
. To be as pleafant, as bear-baiting.
- SEEANTDEIAND*CIANTDERANSI* BRI N O
The CuarMs of PrecEpeNeY.
' A TALE.. :
ac S IR, will ygq pleafe to walk hefore?”
---No, pray Sir---yoy are next the daoy.
=-=*¢ Upon mine honour, I’ll gat flir=--""
$ir, I'm at home, confider, Sir---
#¢ Excufe me, Sir, I'll not go firft.”
Well, ifI muf be rude, I mug---
But yet I with I cou’d evade it--r .
*Tis firangely clownifh, be perfuaded--- 2
Go forward, cits! go forward, fquires!
» Npr fcruple each, what each admms
e ‘ Life
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Life fquares not, {nends, with your prooeedmg‘
It flies, whileyou difplay your breeding ;
_ Such breeding as one’s granam preaches,
Or fome old dancmgmaﬁer teaches.
O for fome rude:-tumultuous fellow,
Half crazy, ar, at leatt, -half mellow,
To come behird you unawares,
And fairly puth you both down ftairs }
But death’s at hand--<let me advife ye,
Go forward, friends! or he’ll furprife ye,
Befides, how infincere you are !
Do ye not flateer, lye, forfwear,
And dailycheat, gnd weekly pray,
And all for this---te lead tie way 2
. Suchis sy theme, which means to provey
That tho’ we drink, -or game, or love,
As that or this is hioft in fathion, ,
Precedence is our rolifg pafion.. -~
When college-ftudents take degtess,
And pay the beadle’s endlefs fees,
‘What moves that {cientific hody,
But the firft cutting at 2 gawdy ? :
A nd whente ‘fiich thoals, tn bare eonditlom,
That flarve-and languith as phyficians,
Content to trudge the firdets, -and fare t’
The fat-apothecary’s chatiot ?
Bot that, in Cuanzor’s' chamber (fee
Mor1zre’s Medicin malgre lai) -
The leach, howe’erhis fortumes vizy, .
Still walks before the-aporbecary. s

- v Fravia

-
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" Pravta in vain has wit and charms,
And all that fhines, and all thatwarms P
In vain all human race adore her,
For-—~lady Mary ranks before her.
OCEeL1a, gentleCerra! tell us,
You who are neither vain, nor jealous!
‘The fofteft breaft, the mildeft mien !
Wou'd you not feel fome little fpleen,
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow,
IfFLowiumeL, your equal now,
Shou’d, one day, gain precedence of ye?
Firft ferv’d---tho”in a difh of coffee ?
Plac’d firft, altho’ where you are found,
You gain the eyesof all around ?
Nani’d firlt, tho’ not with half the fame, .
‘That waits my charming CeL1a’s name?
Hard fortune! barely to infpire B
Qur fix’d efteem, and fond defire! . L
Barely, where’er you go, to prove - .. .
‘The fource of univerfal love!--
Yet be content, obferving this,
Honour's the offspring of caprice :
.. And worth howe’er you have purfu’d it,
Has now no pow’r---but to exclude it.
You'll find your general reputation
- kind of {upplemental ftation.
Poor SwiFT, with all his worth, con’d neen,
He tells us, hope to rife a peer ;|
So, to fupply it, wrote for fame:
And well the wit fecur’d his aim.,

T A com:
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A common patriot has a drift,
Not quite fo innocentas SwIFT : .
In BriTain’s caufe he rants, he labours;
« He’s honelt, faith”---have patience, nexghbocn.
For patriots may fometimes deceive,
May beg their friend’s reluant leave,
" “To ferve them in a highex fphere ;
\And drop their virtue, to get there.--- v
AsLucian tells us, in his fathion, -
How fouls put off each earthly paffion,
Ereon ELysium’s flow’ry ftrand,
Old Cuaron fuffer’d ’em to land 3
So ere we meet a court’s carefles,
No doubt our fouls muft change their dreffes 3
And fouls there be, who, bound that way,
Attire themfelves ten times a day.
If then ’tis rank which all men covet,
And faints alike and finners love it;
If place, for which our courtiers
So thick, that few can get along ;
For which fuch fervile toils are feen,
Who’s happier than a king ?-+-a queen.
Howe’er men aim at elevation,
*Fis properly a female paffion : \
Women, and beaux, beyond all meafute
Are charm’d with rank’s extatic Ppleafuse,
Sir, if your drift I rightly fcan,
_.You’d hint a beay were not &€ man :
* Say, women then are fond of places;
I wave all d;fputable tafos.
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A man perhaps would fomething linger,
Were his lov’d rank to coft---a finger; .
Or were an ear of toe the price on’t,
He might delib'rate once or twice on't;
“Perhaps alk GaTakkr’s advice on’t.
And many, s their frame grows old,
Would hardly purchafe it with gold. -
But women wifh precedence ever;
*f'is their whole life’s fupreme endeavour;
It fires thefr youth with jealous rage,
And firongly animates theirege.
Perhaps they would nat fell oat‘n-right
Or maim a limb-that was in fight;
Yet on worfe terms, they fometimds chufe its
No# ¢v’n ia pummmems, refufe it,
Pre-exhibente in pain, you-cry!
All fierce and pregnant with teply.
But lend yéeur patience, and your ear,
An argumeht fhill make it elear.
But hold dan atgumentt may i,
Befide my title fays, atale.
Where Avon rolts her winding Rream,
Avon, the Mules fav’rite theme !
Avon, that fills the farmers’ purfes,
And decks with flow’rs both farms, and vetfes,
She vififf many a fertile vale e
Such wis the ftene of this my tdle,
For ’tis in Ev'suan’s vale, or neat it,
That folks with laughter tefl, and hreat 2.
The foil with annaal plenty bldt
"’as by young Coryvow puffett.
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His youth alone I lay bcfore yés R
As moft material to my flory: oo
For ftrength and vigour too; he tad em,

And *twere not much 4mifs, t0'2dd ‘em. "

Lt

Thrice happy lout?' whofe wide domain ~ ™" <

TRl ey 45 A

Now green with grafs, now gllt w1th gﬂm

tol

v
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In ruffet robes of clover deep, ‘_ skt

Or thinly veil’d, and white with fheep ;
Now fragant with the bean’s perfume, - _ ;...
Now purpled with the pulfe’s bloom, . .
Might well with bright allufion flore me; , :.
‘e—But happier bards have been bcfore m:!
. Amongft the various year’s mcreafc,‘ L )
The ftrippling own’da field ofpeafe, R
Which, when at night he ceas’d his labours, - -

Were haunted by fome female neighbours. - ... . ’

Each morn difcover’d to his fight
The fhameful havoc of the night ;
T'races of this they left behind ’em, .
But no inftrutions where to find em.
The devil’s works are plain and evil,
But few or none have feen the devil. -
Old Novrt; indeed, if we may-credit
The words of Ecnarp,. who has faid it,
Contriv’d with - SaTan how to fool. us ;
And bargain’d face to face toruleus;
But then old Noll w3s-ene in ten,
And fought him more than other men.
Our thepherd too, with like attention,
May meet the female fiends we mention.
Vor,L P

Lo ean
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He rofe one morn at break of day,
And near the field in ambuth lay:
When lo! a bra,;q of garls, appws, -
" 'The third, a matron much in years.
Smiling, amidft the peafe, the finners
Sate down to cull their. futyre dmners,
And, garing little who :mght owp‘ ’em,
Made free as tho’ themlves had fown em.

*Tis worth a fage s oﬁfenanon C
How love can makea jeft of pafion.
Anger had forc’d the fwam ‘from ‘Bcd o
His early dues t6 fove dripaid !
Andlove, agod-that keeps apother,:- :
And will be paid one time or other, e
Now banift#d dnger out o’ door; <~
And claim’d the debt withtheld befoxe. _
If anger bid our youth revile, " ’
Love form’d his features to a {mile:

And knowing well; twas al‘l’?gi:img;:e,. P

To threaten with a fmiling face, -

He in few words exprefs’d his mind <<~ -
And none would deem them much ‘unkind. -

The am’rous youth for their o!fence,
Demanded inftant recompence::-

That recompence from each, which fhame '

Forbids a bafhful mufe to name. - -

Yet, mors this fentence to difcover, *

" *Tis what BETT * * grants her lover, ..
When he, to make the ftrumpet willing,
Has fpent his fortune—to a fhilling. -

.Eacb ’
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Each flood - awhile, as ’twere fiifpended,
And loth to do, what—each intended.

At length with foft pathetic ﬁghs;
The matron, bent with age, replies. -

»Tis vain to ftrive—juftice, I know,
And our ill ftars will have it fo——
But let my tears your wrath afluage,
And fhew fome deference for age!
I from a diftant village came, )
Am old, G— knows, and fomething lame ;
And if we yield, as yield we muft,
Difpatch my crazy body firft.

Our thepherd, like the Phrygian fivain,
When circled round on Ipa’s plain,
With goddeffes he flood fufpended, ,
And PaLLas’s ‘grave fpeech was ended;
Own’d what fhe afk’d might be his duty ;
But paid the compliment to beauty.

O D E
-'T'e be performed by Dr. BreTTLE, and-a
Chorus of HaLes-oweN.CITIZENS.

The Inftrumental Part, a Viol > Amour.
AIR by the DocTor.
WAKE! Ifay, awake good people !
And be for once alive and gay ;
Come let’s be merry; fir the tipple ;
How can you fleep,

Whiltt I do play ? how can you fleep, &c.
P2 CHORUS.
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CHORUS of CiTirzens.

Pardon, O! Pardon, great mufician!
On dréwfy fouls fome pity take!
For wond’rous hard is our condition,
To drink thy beer,

Thy ftrains to hear;
Todrink,
To hear, .
~ And keep awake!

SOLO by the DocTok.

Hear but this ftrain —’twas made by HanDEL,
A wight of fkill, and judgment deep !
Zoonters they’re gone—SaL, bring a candle—~—
No, hereis one, andhe’s aflecp.

‘

DUETTE.
" Dr.—Howcou’d they go Soft mufic.
» Whiltt I do play?
* SarL.—How cou'd they go? Warlike mufic.
" How fhou’d they ftay?

EPIL



» ( 229 )
SDBBRDREBRRBRRE
EPI LOGUE‘ to the Tragedy of CLEONE.

ELL, ladies—fo much for the tragic ftile—
And.now the cuftom is to make you fmile.

To make us fmile ! —methinks I hear you fay— .
Why, who can help it, at {o firange a play ?
The captain gone three years ! —and then to blame
The faultlefs condué of his virtuous dame !
My ftars | —what gentle belle would think it treafon,
When thus provok’d, to give the brute fome reafon ?
Out of my houfe ! —this night, forfooth depart !
A modern wife had faid —¢¢ With all my heart—
But think not, haughty Sir, I’ll go alone!
Order your coach —condu& me fafe to town—
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid —
And pray take care my pin-money be paid.”

Such is the language of each modith fair;
Yet' memoirs, not of modern growth, declare
The time has been when modefty and truth
Were deem’d additions to the charms of youth:
When women hid their necks, and veil’d their faces,
Nor romp’d, norrak’d, nor ftar’d at public places, }
Nor took the airs of amazons for graces :
‘Then plain domeftic virtues were the mode,
And wives ne’er dreamt of happinefs abroad;
They lov’d their children, learnt no flaunting airs,
But with the joys of wedlock mixt the cares, .~

P3 Thofe
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~Thofe times are paft—yet {ure they merit praife, -

" For marriage triumph’d in thofe golden days: ‘
y chafte decorum they affection gain’d;. . -

By faith and fondnefs what they won, taintain’d.

*Tis yours, ye fair, to bring thofe days agen, -
And form anew the hearts of tboughtlefs men ;
Make beauty s luftre amiable as bright, -
And give the foul, as well as fenfe, dehght '
Reclaim from ﬁ)lly a fantaftic age, ek
That fcorns the prefs, the pulpit, and the ftage.
Let truth and tendernefs your breafts adorn,

The marriage chain with tranfport fhall be worh ;
Each blooming virgin rais’d into a bride

Shall double all their joys, their cares divide 3
Alleviate grief, compofethe jars of ftrife,
And pour the balm that fweetens human life.

MORAL -



MORAL PIECES.
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THE
JuoemenT of HERCULES.

W Hile blooming fpnng defcends from genial fkies,

"By whofe mild influence inftant wonders rife;

Ffom whofe foft breath Elyﬁan beautxes flow;

"The fweets ofHAcLzY, or the pride ofS'rown ;

Wﬂ; LYTTELTON the rural landﬂnp rangc, :

Leave nmfy fame, and not regret ‘the change ?

Pleas’d will e tread the garden’s early fcenes,

And lm a moral from the rifing greens?

There‘,“warm’d a.hke by Sel’s enliv’ning pow T,

The weed, afpmng, emulates the flow’r ¢

The drooping Howr, its fiirer charms difplay’d,

Iovites, from gratefal hands, their genrousaid g
$oon,
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? invafive foe’s clcﬁgm,w .
fe fcenes declines!  *
g of youth, the morn of: life, -
rival feeds of ﬂ:nfeg i
on then’ ,contends [,
ev'ry | ’ Blifs depends.
fion, mkes itshue:
who dec1de like you! ..
iall ev’ry blifs attend :
e, and the world their filend.
d to thought’s fatiguing tay,
dlesurge their way: - -
hey herpaths decline, .
, tho’ with her friénds they join, "
lroad advance
Thoughtlefs, the finners ér thedaints of chance !
Yet fome more nobly feorn the vulgar voice ;
With judgment fix, with zeal purfue their choice,
When ripen’d thought, when reafon bern' to reign,
Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein; :
* While paflion’s lawlefs tides, at their comand, i . -
Glide thro’ more ufefiil trads, ‘and blefs the land. - ’
Happieft of thefeis he whofe.matchlefs mind,
By learning ftrengthen’d, and by tafte refin’d,
Invirtue’s caufe eflay’d its-earliefR pow’rss. .. i
Chofe virtue’s paths, and ftrew’d her paths with flow’ss,
The firft alarm’d, if freedom waves her wmgs
| 'The fitteft to adorn each art the brings: .
Lov’d by, that prince whom ev’ry virtue fires:
Prais’d by-that berd whom:ev’ry mufe infpices: ..

r
F

v Blei
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Bleft inthe taneful-art, the focial flame; - ~
In allthatwins, in all that merits fame ! .

*Twas youth’s perplexing ftage his doubts infpird,
When great ALCIDES toa grove retir'd. ‘
Thro’ the lone windings of a devious glade,
Refign’d to thought, with ling’ring fteps he ftray’d;
Bleft with a mind td" tafte fincerer joys :
Arm’d with a hedrteach falfeone to defpife.
Dubious he fyay’d, with wav’ring thoughts poflett,
Alternate paffions ftruggling firar’d his breaft ;
The various arts which human cares divide,
In deep attention all his mind employ’d:
Anxious, if fame an equal blifs fecur’d ;.
Or filent eafe with fofter charms allur'd. -
The filvan choir whofe numbers fweetly flow’d, .
The fount that murmur’d, and the flow’rs that blow’d ;-
The filver flood that in meanders led
His glitt’ring ftreams along th’ enliven’d meads
The foothing breeze, and all thofe beauties join’d,
Which, whilft they pleafe,: effeminate the mind,
In vain ! while diftant, .on a fummit rais’d,
Th’ imperial tow’rs of fame attraétive blaz’d.

While thus he trac’d thro’ fancy’s puzzling maze
The fep’rate fweets of pleafure, and of praife ;
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey’d,
And a new luftre gain’d upon the fhade.
Atonce, before his wond’ring eyes were feen
‘Two female forms, of mare than mortal mien.
Various theif charms ; and in their drefs and face,
Each feem’d to vie with fome peculiar grace.
[ This,

EES
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This, whofe attire lefs clogg’d with art appear'd,

The fimple fweets of innocence endear’d.

Her fprightly bloom, her quick fdgacious eye,

Shew’d native merit mix’d with niodefty.

Her air diffus’d a mild yet aweful ray,
Severely fweet, and innocently gay.
Such the chafte image of the martial maid,
In artlefs folds of virgin white array’d !
She let no borrow’d rofe her cheeks adorn,

er bluthing cheeks, that fham’d the purple mom,

Her charms not had, norwanted artful foils,
Or ftudy’d geftures, or well pradtis’d fmiles.
She fcorn’d the toys which render beauty lefs ;
She prov’d th’ engaging chaftity of drefs;
And while fhe chofe in native charms to fhine,
Ev'n thus fhe feem’d, nay more than feem’d, divine.
One modeft em’rald clafp’d the robe the wore,
* And, in her hand, th’ imperial fword fhe bore.
Sublime her height, majeftic was her pace,

And match’d the awful honours of her face. .

The fhrubs, the flow’rs, that deck’d the verdant ground,
Seem’d where fhe trod, with rifing luftre crown’d. )
Still her approach with ftronger influence warm’d ; -
- She pleas’d, while diitant, but, when near, fhe charm’d,
So ftrikes the gazer’s eye, the filver gleam
'That glitt’ring quivers o’era diftant ftream:

‘Bat from its banks we fee new beauties rife,

‘And, in its cryftal bofom, trace the fkies.

With other charms therival vifion glow’d ;

And from her drefs her tinfcl beauties flow’d.
A flutt’ring
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A flutPring robe her pamper’d fhape conceal’d,
_And feem’d to fhade the charms it beft reveal’d.
It form, contriv’d her faulty fize to grace;
Its hue, to give freth lnftre to herfacé. -
Her plaited hair difguis’d with brilliants glar'd ;
Her checks the raby’s neighb’ring luftre fhar’d ;
The gawdy topaz lent its gay fupplies,
And ev’ry gem that ftrikes lefs curious eyes;
Expos’d her breaft with foreign fiveets perfam’d 3
And, round her brow, a rofeate garland bloom’d.
Soft fmiling, blufhing lips conceal’d her wiles ;
Yet ah; the bluthes artful as the fmiles.
Oft-gazing on her fhade, th’ enraptur’d fair
" Decreed the fubftance well deferv’d her care :
Her thoughts, to other’s charms malignly blind,
Center’d in that, and were to that confin’d ;
Aad if on other’s eyes a glance were thrown,
>Twasbut to watch the influence of her own.
Much like her guardian, fair CyTrERA’S queen,
When for her warrior fhe refines her mein;
Or when, to blefs ker Der1aw fav’rite’sarms,
The radiant fairinvigorates her charms.
Much like her pupil, EcyrT’s fportive dame,
Her drefs expreflive, and hér air the fame,
When her gay bark o’er filver Cypros roll’d,
And all th’ emblazon’d ftreamers wav’d in gold.
Such fhone the vifion'; nor forbore 'to move
The fond contagious airs of lawlefs love.
Eath wanton eye deluding glances fir'd,
And am’rous dimples on each cheek confpird.

Lifclefs
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His
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His darts alone fhalt wield, his wouhds 'endmé' o
Yet only fuffer, to enjoy the cure.
Yield but to me---a choir of nymphs fball«nfe,
And fire thy breaft, and blefs thy ravith’d eyes. -
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer rofé-thall wear, ol
A brighter lily on their necksappear; 1 . ...
‘Where fondly thou thy fivour'd head fhall mﬁ el
Soft as the down that fwells the cygnet’s neft!
While PurtoMeL in eachfoft voice complaing,
And gently lufls thee with mellifuoss fraing it 7
Whiltt, with each accent, fweeteft odours flow’ -+ - = - -
And fpicy gums round ev'ry-bofom glow. - - 4o ..
Not the fam’d bird Atabisn climes-admire, i i /"
Shall id fach luxury of fweetsexpire, .- . A
At floth let war’s viQorious fonsexélaim; - * ' f
In vain! for pleafure'is my reat:hame; SR
Nor enty thiou thie head with’ bays: o’er-grown, Tt
No, feek thou rofes to adorn! thy own: R
For well each op’ning fcene, that claims my- cara,
Suits and deferves the beauteous,crown I wear.>*

Let others prane the vine; the genial bowl -

Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul. = =
Let vulgar hands explore the btilliant mifie, “**- "+

So the gy produce glitter fill on thine. T
Indulgent Baccrusloads his lab’ring tree, BIERRE
And, guarding, givesits cluf’ring fweets tothe. -+ -~ «
For my lov’d train, AroLL0’s piercing beam L

Darts thro’ the paflive glebe, and frames the gem. - &
See in my caufe confenting gods employ’d, .~ - -
Nor flight'thofe gods, their blefings unenjoy’d! "=

R For
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For thee the poplar fhalf its amber drain ;
For thee, in clouded beaaty, {pring the cane 3
Some coftly tribute ev’ry clime fhall pay ;

avur
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Nor thus heg lovely: b}oo;n of life T
" On fome cold lover, or infalting f T
Think, if againf thas tangue thos o
Where love mdw‘k’ mm{m wwa zeciry weer e 07
What ftrong prrfuafion gems. hes :171-
What full convifion fparkles in .
See naturs, Gmiles,’ nd birds falute the hpdgy. . g
"Where breathing: jafmin fcreens the flceping, m . O
And fuch her chatmsy. 35. 1 thewmasx R
Ambition mlt I ‘:‘
"There buly toy); hayl N5 ﬂmf’c thy T8GRy i e, ]
Nor feiences onne O
Qrnone, ARTROR,
Nor other a1 sae Lafy
Sometimes tl e
To praife 3 pendans, oF to. grace 3 FARg 3,
To fix the drefs tha fiss cach Taryipg w3,
To fhew whers b xbsdnﬁsmmm%m
To figh foft ftraips slang tha voes) gravey .
And tell the charms), the fosst. M%M& Lot w
N feumm;mmm“fq§l ;.v- J“'l
thmk&%%mum ’}QWMs 2] n'"m e »H
c 1 grots, and dnkiagrilke, < Glentihadety .. . o
fcenes of hsirat ity MM%
And all the-wife, and M the grave docee ;.
Some of that facpod tr3 I
~ But if more fpesiqus N
And thybl’lﬂﬁ gltmmb APV TPOTE ST 1 .
Some fofter fsimman. Sl Shy thoughts WEy - .: ico2
Aa{} W&WM&MW&
oL :

,,.,..
4'1-
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One ready ofPzing fuits each neighb'ring fhrine; < -

And all obey their laws, who.praitife mine.

But hehlth averfe from floth’s fmooth region flies §
And, in ber abfence, .pleafure droops and dies. ..
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repofe,

Smile where fhe fmiles, and ficken when fhe goess- -

A galaxy of pow’rs! .whofe forms appear
For ever heautsous, and for ever near,

Nor will foft fleep to floth’s requcﬁ incline,
He from her cosches flics unbid to mine.

Vain is the'{parkling bowl, the Whhngd\rﬁn.
Th’ incentive fong, the lsbour'd viand vain !
Where fhe relentlefs reigns without-controul,

And checks each gay excurfion of the foul: .
Unmov'd, tho’ beauty, deck’d in all its charms,
Grace the rich couch, antl fpread the fofteck arms;
*Till joylefs indolence faggohts defires;; ™ :
Or drugsare-fought to furnith languid fives:

Such languid fires as on the vitals prey,

Barren of bllfs, but fertile of decay.

Asartful heats, apply’d:to: th.u'ﬂy Ianas,

Produce mo flow’rs, and but debafe the fands.

Butlet fair health her chearing fmiles impast, -
How fweet is.nature, how fuperfluous art §

*Tis:fhe the fountain’s ready draught commends,
And fmooths the flinty couch which fortyne lends.
And when my hero from histoils retires,

Fills his gay bofom with unufual fires, ; .
And, while no checks th’ unboynded j pynpmve,
Aids and refines the gemnon: fweets.of love,
‘ \ 3
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His faireft profpet rifing trophies frame::
His fweeteft mufic is the voiceof fame;
Pleafiires to floth unknown! fhe never found
" How fair the profpe&, or how fweet the found.
' See fame’s gay firucture from yon fammit charms,
" And fires the manly breaft to arts or arms: |
Nor dread the fteep afcent, by which you rife
From grov’ling vales to tow’rs which reach the fkies.
Love, fame, cﬁecm, ’tis labour muft acquire ;
"The fmiling offspring of a rigid fire! _ ’
To fix the friend, your fervice muft be thewn ;
* All, ere they lov’d your merit, lov’d their own.
. That wond’ring GREECE your portrait may admire,
"That tunefal bards may ftring for you their Iyre,
That books may praife, or coins record your name,
" Such, fuch rewards ’tis toil alone can claim !
And the fame column which difplays to view
The conqu’ror’s name, difplays the conquett too.
*T'was flow experience, tedious miftrefs! taught

All that e’er nobly l'poke, or bravely fought.
*Twas the the patriot, fhe the bard refin’d,
In arts that ferve, prote&, or pleafe mankind.
Not the vain vifions of inactive fchools;
Not fancy’s maxims, not opinion’s rgles,
E’er form’d the man whofe gen’rous warmth extends
T? enrich his country, or to ferve his friends.
On a&ive worth the laurel war beftows:

" Peace rears her olive for induftrious brows :
Nor earth, uncaltur’d, yieldsits kind fupplies :
Nor heav’n, its fhow’rs without a facrifice.

.



(7247 )

See far below fuch grov'ling fcenes of fhame,
Aslull toreft Ionavia’s lumb’ring dame. °
Her friends, from all the toils of fame fecure,
Alas? -inglorious, greater toils endure.

Doom’d all to mourn, who in her caufe engage

A yauth enervate, and a painful age!

A fickly faplefs mafs, if reafon flies ;

And, if fhe linger, impotently wife!

- A thoughtlefs train, who pamper’d, fleek, and 50
Invite old age, and revel youth away;

From life’s freth vigour move the load of care,
And idly place it where thy leaft can bear.”

When to the mind, difeas’d, for aid they fly,
What kind refle@ion fhall the mind fupply ?

° When, with loft health, what fhou’d the lofs allay,
Peace, peace is loft: a comfordlefs decay!

But to my friends, -when youth, when pleafure flies,’
And earth’s dim beauties fade before their eyes,
"Thro’ death’s dark vifta flowery trats are feen,
Elyﬁan plains, aad groves for ever green.

If o%er theu' lives a refluent glance they caft,
Their’s is the prefent who can praife the paft.

Life has its blifs for thefe, when pattits bloom,

As thher’d rofes yield a lage perfume,

Screne, and fafe from paflion’s farmy rage,
How calm they glide into the partofage!
Of the rude voyage lefs depriv’d than eas’d;
~ More tir'd than pain’d, and weaken’d than difeas’d,
For health on age, ’tis temp’rance muft beftow ;-
And peace from piety alone can ﬂow H
. Q4 And
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And off the incente boafiteous Jove requites,

Has fweets for him who feeds the facred fires. —
Sloth views the tow’rs of fame with eavious eyes;
Defiroys fill, &1 impotent to rife, '
Oft, when refolv’d to gain thofe blifsful tow’rs,

The penfive queen the dire afcent explores,
Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees,
Some filvan mufic, ‘ot fome fcented breeze :

8ht tuitnis het Lead, her own gay realm the fpics,
.And all the fhort-liv’d refolution dies.

‘Thus fome fond infe&t’s faul't’rin’g pinions wave,
Clafp’d in its fiv'rite fiwéets, a lafting flave :
And thus in vain thefe charming vifions pleafe
‘The wretch of glory, and the flave of eafe ;

- Dootn’d ever in ignoble Rate to pine, .
Bgaﬂ: her own fcenes, and langiith after mine.

" Bt Thu her ‘fnafes : nor let the world exclaim, )
“Thy birth, which was'thy glory, prov’d thy fhame.
With early hope thine imfant altions fir'd 3
* Let manhood crown what infancy infpird. -

Let gen’rous toils reward with lieaith thy days,

Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praife.

"The bold exploit that charmis th’ attefting age,

To lateft times fhall gen’rous hearts engage ; .

And with ‘that myrtle hall thy heine be crowm’d, .

With which, dlive, thy graceful brows wete Yoand :

*Till time'hall bid ‘thy virtues fieely bloom,

And %t s temple where X Tound a omb, -
Thén in their féafls'thy hastie fhall Gruciansjoiny

- Shall pour the fparkling juice o Jove’s and'thine.

Thine

-



(249 )

»

*Thine, us’d in w'u, fhall raife theirnative firé's ©

Thine, us’d in peace, their mutuaal faith infpire. *
Dulnefs perhaps, thro’ want of fight, may blame, -
And fpleen, with odious mdufby defame,

And that; thé honours giv'n, with wonder view,
-And this, in fecret fadnefs, own them due:
Contempt and envy were by fate defign’d

"The rival tyrdnts which divide mankind; -

Contempt, which.none, but who deferve, can bgar;

While envy’s weands the fmiles of fame repair.
For know, thé gen’rous thine exploits fhall fire,
*Thine ev'ry friend it fuits thee to require, ' -
Lov’d by the gods, 'and, till theirfeats I thew;"
Lov’d by the good their images below.”

Ceafe, lovely maid; fair daughter of the fkies 1
My guide! my queen! th’ extatic youth repliés.
In thee trace a form defign’d for fway ;

‘Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey
And, by thy brightimmortal friends I fwear,

Thy fair idea fhall no toils impair. '
Lead me! O lead me where whole hofts of foes,
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppofe !
‘Welcome all toils th’ inequal fates decree,
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee.
Such be my cares, to bind :h’ appreflive ham!. :
And crufh the fetters of an injur’d land : '
To fee the monfter’s noxious life refign’d,

And tyrants quell’d, the monfters of mankind [
Nature fhall fmile to view the vanquifh’d | b'ood,
And none, but envy, riot unfubdu’d, '

‘In
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Ta cloifter’d ftate let felfith fages dwell,
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell !
" And boaft their mazy labryxnth of rules,
Far lefs the friends of virtue, than the fools :
Yet fuch in vain thy fav’ ring {miles pretend ;
For ueis thine, who proves his country’s friend.
Thus when my life well-fpent the good enjoy,
And the mean envious labbur to deftroy ;
Whea, .firongly lur’d by fame’s contiguous fhrine,
1 yet devote my choicer vows to thine ;
If all my toils thy promis’d favour claim,
O lead thy fav'rite thro’ the gates of fame!

- He cess’d his vows, and, with difdainful au-,
He turn’d to biaft the late exulting fair.

But vanith’d, fled to fome more friendly fhore,
The confcious phantom’s beauty pleas’d no more :
Convinc'd, her fpurious charms of drefs and face
Claim’d a quick conqueft, or a fure difgrace. -
Fantaftic pow’r! whofe tranfient charms allur’d,
While erpdr’s mift the reas’ning mind obfcur'd :
Not fuch the viétrefs, virtue’s conftant queen,
Endur’d the teft of truth, and dar’d be feen.

Her bright’ning form-and featares feem’d to own,
*Twasall her with, her int’reft to be known :

And when }nslongmg view the fair deflin’d,
Left a full image of her charms behind.

Thus reigns the moon, with furtive fplendor crown'd,
While glooms opprefs us, and thick fhades furround,
Baut let the fource of light its beams difplay, ‘
Languid and faint the miric flames decay, }
And alltthe fick’hing fpléridor fades away. :

‘The
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The Procress of TASTE.

o Ry
The PATt of DELICACY.

A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the
AvTuor; and how great a Misfortune it is, for
a Man of fmall Eftate to have much Taste. -

PART the FIRST.

E RHAPS fome cloud eclipsd the day,
When thus1 tun’d my penfive lay.
¢ The fhip is launch’d—we catch the gale—
_Onlife’s extended ocean fail :

For happinefs our courfe we bend,
Our ardent cry, our generalend !
Yetah! the fcenes which tempt our care
Are like the forms difpers’d in air,
Still dancing near diforder’d eyes ;
And weakeft his, who beft defcries!

Yet let me not my birth-right barter,
(For withing is the poet’s charter;
All bards have leave to with what's wanted,
Tho’ few e’er found their withes granted ;-
Extenfive field! where poets pride them
In finging all that isdeny’d dmem.)

For humble eafe, yepow’rs! Iprays
‘That plain warm fuit for ev’ry day!
And pleafure, and brocade, beftow g
To flaunt it - once 2 month, or fo,
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The'ﬁr&formhntweawewalt*; R
The firt, ye pow’rs! for ever grant!

But conftant wear thefaft befpateers,
And turns the tiffue into tatters. 4
Where'er my vagranit-courfe ¥ Beid

- 'LePme fecare one faithful friend, - - - .
~.Let me, in public fcenes, requeft

-~

A friend of wit and tafte, well drefi'd: -
And, if I muft not hope fuch favour,
A friend of witand tgﬁe, however, -

Alas! that wifdom ever fhuns _
To congregate her fatter'd fons ;
Whofe nervous forces well combin’d,
Would win the field, and fiway mankind.
The fool will fqueeze, from morn tonighe, . .°
“To fix his follies fullin fight; :

* 'The note he firikes, the B}umc“h'_éfhdws_, B A

‘ You &arce are conicious he is there: =~

Attrad whole flights of fops and beaux; -
And kindred-fools, who ne’er had known himp,
Flock at the fight ; carefs, and own him, =
But ill-fafd fenfe, nor gay norloud, .
Steals foft on tip-toe, thro’ the crowd Dol o
Conveys his meagre form between; =
And flides like pervious air, unfeen’:
Contradtshis known renuity,
As though *twere ev’n a'crime, to be:
Nor ev’n permits hiseyes toftray, °
And win acquaintance in their way: "

In company, fo mean his air, -
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“Till from fomseisiok, hkuﬂhq;ﬂﬁel. R

Occurs his face’s hin. profilg. i
Still feeming, from. &egaur’uya, 2
Like Venusy Agnilybatiyd, tofiy.

Yet while reludathe-difplags << -« oo
" His real gemb #lefdre-ahe blazesio . o b iy
The fool hath, inbiwcen&i;*i;hl’dﬂ S

His tawdry ftock of painted:

Difus’d to fpeak, hetries hi¥ ml#

Speaks coldly, m&ﬂceee&fwem 5.

His penfive manner, dulneﬁw ate
His modefly, refive fleem’d’y "
His wit unknewn; hirleznﬂhg ﬂii,

He wins not one offalf the-traim

And thofe who, mutually known,’ '

In friendthip’s faireft lit hadnmie, e
Lefs prone, than gebbles, so:anite, ; ~ :

Retire to fhades from public fight:;. . ..

Grow favage, quit theit{fedialdature;: .
And ftarve, to ftudy muitwalfatires .. |

But friends, and favirites; t0-Ghapein, tlcm,

e

Find counties, dountties, feks, 'hetween shom 3

Meet once 4 year, theh- ‘party- Mh
Retiring, with tomeet agnum ,
Sick of the thought,  let me' prondc
Some human form to grace my fide’s
vAthand, where’er I thape mycourfe ;-
An ufeful; pliant, falking-horfe |
No gefture fre¢ from fose gritmage ;.
No feam, without-its-thase-of lace

Buy,
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With fleady eye and pace remark
The fpeckled flock that haumts the park * 3
Level my pén ‘with wond'rous heed -
At follies, focking there to feed: -
And, as my fatire burfts amain, - .
See, feather’d fopp’ry ftrew the plain,

But when I feek my rural grove, -
And fharethe peaceful haunts{ love, .
Let none of this unhallow’d train
My fweet fequefter’d paths profane;. -
Oft may fome polifh'd virtuous friend
To thefe foft-winding vales defcend ;
And, love with me inglorious things,
And fcorn with me the pomp of kings:
And check me, when my bofom burns
For ftatues, paintings, coins and urns.
ForIin Damon’s pray’r cou’djoin,
AndDamox’s with mightnow be mine —
Butall difpers’d! thewifk,. the pray'r,
Are driv’n to mix with com#won air..

PART the SECOND, |
O W happy once was Damon’slot, | _
N While yet roiantic fchemes were not! °
Ere yet he fent his weakly eyes, "+ 71t

To plan frail cafttes in the tkies ;
Forfaking pleafures cheap and common,
To courta blaze, #ill flitting fromone. : : -
. Ah happy Damon ! thrice and more,

* St.']Aun‘u.

Mad tafte n’er touch’d thy tranquil fhore, * -

E I

Oh
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His lodgings—ev'ry draw’r con’d thew ’em ;

The flave was kick’d, who did not know ’ent.

Thus Damox;’ ftudious of his eafe,
And pleafing all, whom mirth cou’d pleafe ;
Defy’d the world, like idle CorLEY,
To thew a fofter word than folly,

Since wifdom’s gorgon-fhield was known
To ftare thébgazér irito ftone ; '

He choft to truft in folly’s charm,

To keep his breaft alive and warm, -

Atlength grave learning’s fober train
Remark’d the trifler with difdain ;

The fons of tafte contemn’d his ways,

And rank’d him with the brutes that graze : .

While they to nobler heights afpir'd,

And grew belov’d, efteem’d, admird.
Hence with aur youth, not void of fpirit,

Hisold companions loft their merit; = .

And ev'ry kind well-natur'd fot. -

Seem’d a dull pla.y, without a plot;

Where ev’ry yawning gueft agaces,

The willing ereature firives to pleafe: -

But temper never could amude

It barely’led pstoexcufe;. |

*Twas trye, converfing they aver'd,

All they had feen, orfelt or heard :

Talents of weight ! for wights like thefe,

The law might chufe for witneffes :

But fare th’ actefting diy narration_

Il fuits a judge of converfation.

- ¥or. I, R

i

What,
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*' What were then' freedoms ? ere excufés
To ventill manners, blows and bruifes.

Yet freedom, gallant freedom ! haulmg, '
At form, at form, inceffant railing, -

Would they examiné each offence,
Itslatent caufe, itsknown pretence, =
Pun@&ilio ne’er was known to breed ’em‘ o
So fure as fond prolific freedom.
Their courage? but a loaded gun. 5 e
Machine the wife wou’d with to Ihun H

Its guard unfafe, its lock an ill one, "~ *
Where accident might fire and kilt dne*,

In fhort, difguited out of meafare, _
"Thro’ much contempt, and flender pleafnrc,
His fenfe of dignity returns ;

With native pride his bofom burns ;

He feeks refpe& —but how to gain it > -

Wit, focial xmnh cou’d ne’er obtain it s )
And laughter, where it reigns uncheck’ d,
Difcards and diffipates refpect. )
The man who gravely bows, enjoysit;
But thaking hands, at once, deftroys it,
Precarious plant, which, frefh and gay,
Shrinks at the touch, and fades away!

Come then, referve! yet from thy train

Banifh contempt, and curft difdain. .

Feach me, he cry’d, thy magic art

To att the decent diftant part: -

To hufband well my complaifance,

. Nor let ev’n wit too far advancc, )
‘ Bus

® Boifterous mirth, -
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Norawes us every worth z;vgal::[ A i
Sodeeply, as eac’h vice dofieal’d. :
The lord! dxfpatc‘h"d of yore, ot
That thé jﬁébple might Adore, ; .
With guards tokeepﬂ\em at a diftance, - ) ‘
d, tior wanted wit’s aﬂiﬁance 5oL
N a(!dreﬂ'es from ‘ins mmon, ‘ L
hprufeoffqgadmmﬁnnon AU
I

PART 'the 'nunn-

HE buoym:ﬁres of youth were ¢’ev, 5!
And fame'snd Gnéty: p!eas’d home T AA
Produttitgsfidisegen’rd hare;

Which cool reﬂemmmwb&! RIS ‘E“.é
And, crowds’ copmenlhgmmon,
Retirement fent its ovitatians. ¢ . <. O v

Romanghq bsibs bfi pertbnt dills, . .t u.lT
And verdantzules, -and falfingrilds, © - iAW

And mofly banks thesedds.adefn, . . " -7}
Where Damox;: implé fwaiey -wasbotn. 5o
The dryadgtear™ a.thady growé;~. - - . .1
Where fuch as:think, andfiich asdave, - . L-A
May fafelp Sihvthelr fammer's day:;. =
Or mufe their filepchommaway. . v/ T
The oreaddlji’d thedlimateiwgll; - [ - 40
And taught the leved plaiis tofwadl =~ -nrc-
In verdant mbllﬂds‘,!&dm'wh'cma'm’eym': e
. Might all their lagger-worksdeferys. ... T
The naidiippdur’'d theio urnianonad, - T

. From nodilingisdekssier muids piofpmeil. ... 22: ¥/
“ : 4 They
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They form’d their'ftreams to piehﬁ: they v:cw, o
And bade them wind, asferpents do: T
And having fhewn them whereto ﬁ:ay; s
Threw little pebblés'in their way. A
Thefe fancy, all-fagiciops maid, - - -
Had at their feveral tatks furvey’d : ’
She fa\v and ﬁml’d and oft would Jead °
Our Danmon'’s foot o’er hill and mead ;
There, with defcriptive ﬁnger, trace
'The genuine beauties of the place ;
And when fhe allits charms had fhewn,
Prefcribe improvements of herown.
s¢ See yonder hill, fo green, fo round,
Tts brow with ambient beeches crown’d !
*T'would well become thy gentle care”
To raife a dome to Vepyus there : .
- Pleas’d would the nymphs thy zeal furvey 3
And Venvys, in their arms, repay.
*Twas fuch a fhade, and fuch a nook,
In fuchavale, near fucha brook ;
From fuch a rocky fragment fpringing s _
‘That fam’d Arorro chofe, to fingin, _ .
There let an ajtar wrought with art ’ C
Engage thy tuncful patron’s heart.
How charming ;hcm tg mufe 4nd warble
Beneath his buft of brca.thg marble !
With laurerwrea;h andmimiclyre, -
"That crown a poet’s vaft defire.
‘Then, near it, fcoog thc vau’ltcd cell
Where mufic’s* charming inaids may dwelf
# The mufes.

R 3 Prone

Peoa L0

bl
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Prone to indulge thy tepder pafl fon,.,
And maké thee'm many an aﬁ'xgnaqon. ,
Be plac’d MixeRva’ S facred feats. .
There let her awful tutrets nfc, -
(For wifdom flies from vulgar éyes:)
There her calm djctates thalt thou he:u'
Diftin&ly frike thy li¥ning'ear ' " '
And who wou'd fhun the pleafing labour,
To have sznv.\ for his’ mnghbour A
In fhort, fo charm’d each wild fubgeﬁxon,
Tes truth was little calld in ‘quettion :
And Damon dreamt he faw the Fauns,
And Nymphs diftin@tly, ﬂmn the lawns 3
Now trac’d axmd the trees, and then
Loft in the circling’ thades agam. o
With leer oblique their lover viewing—
And Curib - paiiting — and purfuing—
Fancy, enchanting f fau, he cry’d ’
Be thou my goddefs! thou my guide! -
For thy bright vifions I defpife o
What foes maj thmk or friends advife,
The feign’d concern, when folks fn.rvey
Expence, time, ftudy ca& away, ,
"The real fpleen, with which théy fee:
I pleafe my feIf and follow thes. '
Thus glow’d his breaft by fancy s warm 4 13!
And thus the fairy 'landﬂup charm’d '
But moft ke hop’d his conﬁantcare " ’ ..
Mrght wnt.the f'avourofthe f'au', S

(R -

And,
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And, wand'ring late thro’ yonder' glade,” "~~~ T
He thus the foft defign betray’d.
¢« Ye doves! for whom I rear’d the grove, .
With melting lays falute my love!
My Devr:1a with your notes detain,
©Or I have rear’d the grove in vain !
Ye flow’rs! which early fpring fupplies,
Difplay at-once your brighteft dyes !
"That fhe your op’ning-charms may fee?
+Or what were elfe your charms:to.me:?
Kind zephyr! ‘bruth each fragrant flow's,
And thed its odours round my bow’z;
Or ne’er again, ‘O gentle wind!
Shall I, in thee_, refrefiment find.
Ye ftreams, if e’er your banks Ilov’d,
If e’er your native founds improv'd,
May each foft murmurfoothe my fair;
Or oh *twill deepen my defpair! ’
Be fure, yewillows! you be feen - .
Array’d in livelieft robes of greéns o
‘Or I will tear your flighted boughs,
And let them fade around my brows.
And thou, my grott' whofe lonely bounds
*The melancholy pine furrounds'!
May, the admire thy peaceful gloom,
-Or thou fhalt provesher lover’s tomb.”
And now the lofty domes were rear’d;
Loud laugh’d the fquires, the rabble ftar’d.
« See, neighbours, what our Damon’sdaing!’
N ;I think fome folks are fond of ruih! ’
‘R4 S - Ifaw
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I faw his thelip at:xindom fitay—-- -
But he has thrown his crook way e -
And builds fu¢h buts, as infoul wcatlws .
Are fit for theep nor thepherd neither.”?
Whence came the fober fwain mlﬂad?
Why, Puoesus put it in his head.
PHoEBUS befriends him, we are told ; ]
And Puoxsus coins bright tuns of gold. .
*Twere prudent got to be fovain op't,
I think he’ll never.touch 3 grain on’t,
And if, from Puogpus, and his mfp,
Mere earthly lazinefs enfhes ; ,
*Tis plain, for aughit, that ] can fay,
The dev’l infpires, as well as they. .
So they — while fools of groffer kind,
Lefs weeting what our bard defign’d,
Impute his fehemes to zeal evil ;
That in thefe haunts he met the devil;
He own’d, tho’ their advice was vain,
It fuited wights who trod the plain :.
For dulnefs—thp’ he sight abhor it —
In them, he made allowance for it.
Norwonder’d, if beholding mottes,
Aund urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos,
Folks, little dreaming of the mufes,
Were plagu’d to guefs their proper ufes.
But did ¢he mufes haunt his cell ;
Or in his dame did Venvs dwell ? o
Did PaLras in his counfels thare ? . ,
TheDchangodxew;rdh;sp;ay;? Lo K }
r did his zeal engzge;he fair ?
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When all the ftruCares fhone compleats - -
Not much convenient, wond’rous neagz -
Adorn’d with gitding, painting, planting,
And the fajr guefts alone were wanting ;
Ah me! (’twas DaMon’s own confeflion)
Came poverty atd took poffefiion.

PART te FOURTH.

X 7 HY droops my Dasonx, whilft he roves
Thro’ ornamented meads and groves?

Near columss, obelitks, and fpires,

Which ev'ry critic eye admires?
*Tis poverty, detefted maid,

Sole tenant of their ample fhade!

Tis fhe, that robs him of his eafe;;

And bids their very charms difpleafe.
Butnow, by fancy long controul’d,

And with the fons of tafte enroll’d,

He deem’d it fhameful, to commence

Firft minifter to comnran-fenfe :

Far more elated, to purfue

The loweft talk of dear vertfi.

And now behold his lofty foul,
That whilom flew from pole to pole,
Settle on fomeelaborate flow’r;
And, like a bee, the fweets devour.!’
Now, of a rofe énamour’d, prave.
The wild folicitudes of love! -

Now, in alily’s cup enfhrin’d,
Foyego the commerce of mankind !
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Asin thefetsils he wore away -
"The calm remzinder of his day;
Condu@ing fun, and thade, and thow’r,
As moft might glad the new-born flow'r,
So fate ordain’d - before hiseye— .
Starts up the long fought butterfly 1 -
While flutt’ring round, her plumes unfold
Celeftial crimfon, dropt with gold:
Adieu, ye bands of flow’rets fair!
The living beauty claims hiscare
For this he ﬁrips---nor bolt, nor chain,
Cou'd Damon’s warm purfuit reftrain.
See him o’er hill, morafs, or. mound
Where’er the fpeckled game is found, -
Tho’ bent with age, with zeal purfue ;
And totter tow'rds the prey in view.
Norrock, nor fiream, 'his fteps retard,
Intent upon the bleft reward !
One vaffal fly repays the chace!
A wing, a film, rewards the race!
Rewards him, tho’ difeafe attend,
And in a fatal furfeit, end. :
8o fierce Camirra kim’d the plain,
Smit with the purp’le s pleaﬁng ftain,
She ey’d intent thegT'tt ring ftranger,’
And knew alas!, nor fear, nor danger:
© Till deep within her panting heart,
Malicious fate impell'd the dart!
How ftudious he what fav’rite food
Regales dame nature’ s txny brood 2.
.1

© What
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What jurkets fat the flmy pcoyh!
And what ligneers they chufe tipple!
Behold him, at fome wile,. preiciide,
And raife with drugs the fick’ning tribel
Or haply, when their {pirits fan’ter, »
Sprinkling My Lord of CLoyNg's tar-watcfe :
Vhen nature’s brood of infe&ts dies, St
See how he pimps fof am’rous fliesd
See him the timely fuccour Jead her,
And help the avantons 0 engender !
Or fee him guard their pregaant hours -
Exert his {oft obfetric pow’s:
‘And, lending each his lenient hand, .
With new-born grubs enrich the land !
» O Wirks! what poet’s loftiekt 1ays
Can match thy labours, and thy praife?
Jmmortal fage! by fate decreed o
To guard the mqth’si}ig(triops breed ; . S
sll flutering fwarms on fwasms arife, '
And all our wardrobes tecm with flies!
And muft we praife this tafte for toys?
Admire it then in girls and boys.
Ye youths of fifteen years, OF MO
Refign your moths — the feafon’s oen
»T4 time more focial joys to prove; ) .
Twere nOW your nobler tafk—tolove,
Let® ** ¥seyes more deeply warm;
Nor, flighting natare’s faireht form, oy
® Alluding to moths and butterflies delineated- by Brnjasys .

WiLxs See his very exgenfive propofals,
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The bias of your fouls determine
‘Tow'rds the mean love of nature’s vermin,

But ah! how wond’rous few have known,
To give each flage of life its own.

*Tis the pretexta’s utmoft bound,

With radiant purple edg’d around,

To pleafe the child ; whofe glowing dyes
‘Too long delight maturer eyes :

And few, but with regret, affume

The plain wrought labours of the loom,
Ah! let not me by fancy fteer,

When life’s autumnal clouds appear ;
Nor ev’n in learning’s long delays
Confume my faireft, fruitlefs days:

Like him, who fhould in armour fpend
The fums that armour fhould defend. * ©
Awhile, in pleafure’s myrtle bow’r, -
We fhare her fmiles, and blefs her pow r:

But find at laft, we vam!y ftrwe S
To fix the worft coquette alive: ;

O you! that with affiduous flame
Hate long purfu’d the faithlefs dame ;
Forfake her foft abodes awhile,

And dare her frown, and flight her. {mile,
Nor fcorn, whatever wits may fay,

The foot-path road, the king’s hxgh-way.
No more the fcrup’lous charmer telze,

But feek the roofs of honeft eafe ;

The rival fair, no more purfwd,

* Shall there with forward’ | pace mq'ude P

3
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But cou’d the fpecwus Boma've pafs,
With any creature, but an afsp -
I confcious, they wha fqr d tbg {km,’ a's
Wou'd feorn the fluggith brute within. "
What awe-ftruck flaves the tow’rs enclo{'e, C
‘Where Perfian monarchs, cat, and doze? T

What proftrate rev'rence all agree, ., R
‘Topay a prince they neverfee! o
Mere vaffals of a royal throne! | ~ CT . }

N HEPLEVES

LTLLe L

“The {ophi’s virtues muft be fhewn, .
To make the reverence hxs owa. . o
As for THALIA - woukift thoa makehcr .
Thy bride without a portion 2 - take her. )
She will with duteous ¢are attend, . .. s
And all thy penfive “hours.befiiends . .
Will fwell thy joys,: will fhare thy pain 3 ':' o
With thee rejoice, with thee complam 5. b
Will fmooth thy pilloy, pleat thy baw’s s % .
And bind thine achmg hca.d with ﬂow‘rs. ﬁ, L
But be this previous.maxim known, T B
If thou can’ft feed on love alone:
If bleft with her, thou canff fuﬂ:am
Contempt, and poverty, and pain :
If fo - then rifle all her graces — e
And fruitful be your fond embraces.
Too foon, by caitiff-fpleen infpir’d,
Sage DaMON to his groves retir'd : .
The path difclaim’d by fobcr rmfon 5.
Retirement claims a later fc'xlon PO
£ re a&ive youth and'watm “defires ~
-~ JHave quite withdrawa their ling’ring fires.

LT

cve
M

With
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With the warm bofom, ill agree,
';._»' < Or limpid freaw, . or. fhady tree. =~ °
Love lurks within the rofy bow’r,
And claims the fpeculative hqur;
Ambition finds his calm retreat,
And bids his pulfe too fiercely beat ;
.~ Ev'nfocial frigndihip duns his ear, "+
And cites him to the public fphere,
Does he refift their génuine foree?’ * 7 - i
- "His temper takes fole froward courfe; =
"Till paffion, miflire@ed, fighs - . .
For weeds, or fhells, or grubs, or flies?

Far happieft hef whofe early days' . co
Spent in the focial pathsof prdife; ;o7
Leave, fairly printed on his mind; - . - o T
A train of virtuous deeds behind:: - BRin)
From this rich fund, themem’ry draws - ot
The lafting meed of felf-applanfe. - - - P

Such fair ideas lend theiraid . - red
To people the fequefter’d fhade. . L
Such are the naiads, nymphs, and fapms,

That haunt his floods, or chear his lawns.
If where his devious ramble ftrays, : '
He virtue’s radiant form furveys; RN
She feems no longer now to wear -
The rigid mien, the frown fevere; ® S0
To thew him her remote abode ; '
To point the rocky arduous road: :
But from each flower, hisfields allow, -
She twines a garland for his brow. ~ '

‘ OECO-

® Alluding to——the allegory in Cza2s’s tablet.



OECONOMY,

A RHAPSODY, addreﬁ'ed to yqung Pona's.

Infanis ; omnes gelidis quicungue Iacemu T
Sunt tibi, N opes ergxlxo(thg vides. . Mg'r.

PART the FIRST

O you, ye banh ! whofe lavifl breaft reqnitec
This monitary lay, the fitains bélong ; ’

Nor think fome mifer vents his fapient faw,

Or fome dull cit unfeeking of the charmis

‘That tempt profafton- fmgs; while friendly aeal,
"To guard from fatal ills the tribe ke loves, -
Infpires the meaneft of the mufe’s train !

Like you I loath the groveling progeny, .

Whofe wily art, by creeping time matar'd,
Advance them high ow.pow’r’s tyrannic throne:

'To lord it there in gorgeous weleflnels,

And fpurn fuccefslefs worth that pines below !

8ee the rich churl, amid the focial fons .

Of wine and wit, regaling ! ‘hark he joins

In the free jeft delighted! feems to fhew
,A meliorated heart! he laughs! he fings!

Songs of gay import, madrigals ef glee,



( 273 )
And drunken anthems fet agape the board.

Like * Demka, in the play, benign and mild,
And pouring forth benevolence of foul,

>Till Micro wonders: or, in SuakesPeaR’s line,

Soemay o
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To lavith mufigon the rugged wally
Of fome dark dungeon. ~ Hence thou caitiff, fly?
Touch pot my glafs, nor drain my facred bowl,
Monfter, ingrate! beneath one common ky -
Why fhoud’ft thou breathe ; beneath one common roof
Thou ne’er fhalt harbour ; nor my little boat
Receive a fpul with- crimes to prefs it down.
Go to thy bags; thou recreant! ourly go,
And gazing, there, bid them be wit, be mirthy
Be converfation, | Not a face that fmiiles

Admit thy prefence! not a {oul that glows
With focial purpert, bid orev’n 6r morn
~ Inveft thee heppy‘ but when life declines,
May thy furg, heiss ftand tit’ring round thy bed,.
Ané.gi}ﬁringin their fav’rites, burft thy locks;.
And fill.their laps with gold 5 »till want and care
With joy depart, aod cry, We.atk no more.”,
Ah never never may th’ harmonious mind
Endure theworldly! poets ever void
Of ghile, diferufttefs, fcorn the treafur'd golde
And fpurn the mifer, fpurn his deity.
Ballanc’d with friendfhip, in the poet’s €ye
"The rival fcale of intereft kicks the beamy. .
"Thag lightning fwifter. From his. cavern’d ftord .
The fordid foul,. with felf-applaufe, remacks
The kind propenfity ; remarks and fmiles, .
And hies with impious hafte to {pread the fnares
Him we denide,. and in our comic fcenes
-Contemn the niggard form MoL1ErE has drawile
We loath with juflice ; but alas the pain . '
A ™
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© 'To bow the knee-beforg this calf of golds
Implore his envious,aid, and meet his frown,!
But ’tis noy GpMRz, ’tis not he whofe heart
Is crufted o' with.dgofs, whofe callous mind
Is fenfelefs as his. gold; the. flighted mufe
Intenfely loaths. .’Tis fure no equal tafk
To pardon hiw, v }o, lavithes his wealth
On racer, fox-hound,. hawk or fpaniel, all
_But hyman merit; who with gold effays
All, but the.nohleft pleafure, to remove
‘The wants of genius, and its fmiles enjoy. .
But you, ye titled youths! whofe nobler zeal
‘Would burnifh o’er your coronets with fame;
. Who liften pleas’d when poet tunes his lay;
) Pen;uthnn not, in diftant folitudes,
'To pine, tq languifh out the flecting hours
Of attive youth ! them virtue pants for praife,
"That feafon unadorn’d, the carelefs bard
Quits your worn threfhold, and like honeft Ga®
Contemns the niggard boon ye time fo ill.
Your favours then, like trophies giv’n the tomb,
Th’ enfranchis’d fpirit foaring not perceives,
Or fcorns percgiy’d ; and execrates the fmile .
‘Which bade hig vig’nous bloom, to treacherous hquq »
And fervile cares a prey, expire in vain!—
Two lawlefs pow’rs, engag’d by mutual hate
In endlefs war, beneath their flags enroll _
The vaffal world." This avarice is nam’d, :
‘That luxury ; ’tis true their partial friends

Aﬂign them. foftgt names; ufurpeis boath! oL
62 . Thag



(276 ) |
That fhare by dint of arms the legal throne '
Of juft ceconomy ; yet both betray’d
By fraudful minifters. The niggard chief
Lif'ning to want, all faithlefs, and prepar'd
To join each moment in his rival’s train,
His condué& models by the needlefs fears
T'he flave infpires; while luxury, a chief
Of ampleft faith, to plenty’s rule refigns
His whole campaign. *Tis plenty’s flatt’ring founds
Engrofs his ear; ’tis plenty’s fmiling form
Moves ftill before tiseyes. Difcretion ftrives,
But ftrives in vain to banifh from the throne
The perjurd minion. He, fecare of truft,
With latent malice to the hoftile camp
Day, night, and hour, his monarch’s wealth conveys.
Ye tow’ring minds! ye fublimated fouls!
Who carelefs of your fortunes, feal and fign,
. Set, let, contra&, acquit, with eafier mien
Than fops take fauff! whofe ccconomic care
Your green-filk purfe engroffes! eafy, pleas’d,
"Tq fee gold fparkle thro’ the fubtle folds;
Lovely, as when th’ Hefperian fruitage fmil'd
id the verd’rous grove! who fondly hope
Spontaneous harvefts ! harvefts all the year!
‘Who fcatter wealth, as tho’ the radiant crop
Glitter’d on ev’ry bough ; and ev’ry bough
Like that the Trojan' gather’d, once avuls’d
Were by 2 fplendid fucceffor fupply’d
Inftant, {fpontancous ! liften to my lays,
For *tisnot fools, whate’er proverbial phrafe

Hare
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Have long decreed, that quit with greateft eafe

The treafur’d gold. Of words indeed profufe,
Of gold tenacious, their torpefcent foul
‘Clenches their cein, and what ele&ral fire
Shall folve the frofty gripe, and bid it flow ?
*Tis genius, fancy, that to wild expence
Of health ! oftreafure ! ftimulates the foul:
‘Thefe, with officious care, and fatal art,
JImprove the vinous flavour; thefe the fmile
Of CLok foften ; thefe the glare of drefs
Illume; the glitt’ring chariot gild anew,
And add ftrange wifdom to the furs of pow’r,

Alas! that he, amid the race of men,
That he, who thinks of pureft gold with fcorn,
Shou’d with unfated appetite demand ;
And vainly court the pleafure it procures!
‘When fancy’s vivid {park impels the foul
To fcorn quotidian fcenes, to fpurn the blifs
Of vulgar minds, what noftrum fhall compofe
Its fatal tenfion ? ‘in what lonely vale
©Of balmy med’cine’s various field, afpues
The bleft refrigerant? Vain, ah vain the hope
Of future peace, this orgafm uncontroul’d!
Impanent, ‘hence, of all, the frugal mind
Requires; td eat, to drink, to fleep, to fill
A cheft with gold, the fprightly breaft demands
Inceffant rapture ; life, a tedious load
Deny’d its continuity of joy.
Butwhence obtain? philofophy requires
Nolavifh coft; tocrown its utmoft pray’s

$3

Suffice
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Suffice thedoot-bujlt—cell, the fimple floeps, .-
The juicy viand, and the cryftal fiream.
Ev’n mild ftupidity rewards her train
With cheap contefitinent. Tafte along-requires
Entire profuffon ! Days and nights, and hours
‘Thy voice, hydrapic fancy! calls aloud
For coftly dradghts, inundant bowls of joy,
Rivers of rich regalement! -feas of blifs !
Seas without hore | infinity of fweets!

And yet, unlefs fage redfon:join hier hand
In pleafure’s purchafe, pleafure is unfure:
And yet, unlefs czconomy’s confent
Legitimate expence, fome gracelefs mark,
Some fymptom ill-coneeal’d, fhall, foon er late,
Burft like a pimplefrom the vicious tide
Of acid blood, pfoclaiming want’s difeafe,
Amidft the bloom of thew. The fcanty ftream
Slow-loitering-in its channel, feems to vie
With Vaca’s depth; but fhould the fedgy pow’r
Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn ~ -
O’er ‘the rough rock, how muft his fellow freams
Deride the tinklings of the boaftive rilll

I not afpire'to mark the dubious path
"That leads to wealth, to. poets mark’d in vain }
But ere felf-flattery foothe the vivid breaft
With dreams-of fortune nearally’d to fame, -
Refle& how few, who charm’d the lif’ning ear
Of fatrap or of king, her fmiles enjoy’d!
Confider well, what meagte arms repay’d
'The great Mzonian, fire of tuneful fong,

“‘And
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And prototype of all that foar’d fublime,



( 280 )

Bids thet beware ; thy little craft eflay ;
Nor, pidling with a tea-fpoon’s flender form,
See with foup-ladles devils gourmandize.

Economy ! thou good old-aunt ! whofe mien
Furrow'd with age and care the wife adore,
The wits contemn! referving ftill thy ftores
To chear thy friends at laft | why with the cit,
Or booklefs churl, with each ignoble name,
Each carthly nature, deign’ft thou to refide ?
And thunning all, who by thy favours crown’d
Mightglad the world, to feek fome vulgar mind
Infpiring pride, and felfith thapes of ill ?

Why with the old, infirm, and impotent,
And childlefs, love to dwell, yet leave the breaft
Of youth, unwarn’d, unguided, uninform’d ?
Of youth, to whom thy mofitory voice
Were doubly kind ? for fure to youthful eyes,
(How fhort foe’er it prove) the road of life
Appears protratted ; fair on either fide
The loves, the graces play, on fortune’s child
Profufely fmiling ; well might youth effay
"The frugal plan, the lucrative employ,

Source of their favour all the livedong day,
But fate affents not, Age alone contra&ts

His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane
Of all his peace, the glitt’ring feeds of care !

O that the mufe’s voice might pierce the ear
Of gen’rous youth ! for youth deferves her fong,
Youth is fair virtue’s feafon, virtue then
Requires the pruner’shand ; the fequent ftage,

-
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Tt barely vegetates ; nor long the fpace
Ere robb’d of warmth its arid trunk difplay
Fell winter’s total reign. O lavely fource
Of gen’rous foibles,  youth ! when op’ning minds
Are honeft as the light, lucid as air,
As foft’ring breezes kind, as linnets gay,
Tender as buds, and lavith as the fpring?
Yet haplefs ftate of man! his earlieft youth
Cozens itfelf; his age defrauds mankind.
Nor deem it firange thatrolling years abrade
'The focial biafs. Life’s extenfive page
What does it but unfold repeated proofs
Of gold’s omnipotence ? With patriots, friends,
Sick’ning beneath its ray, enervate fome,
And others dead, whofe putrid name exhales
A noifome {cent, the bulky volume teems.
With kinfmen, brothers, fons, moift’ning the fhroud,
Or honouring the grave, with fpecious grief
" Of fhort duration ; foon in fortune’s beams
Alert, and wond'ting at the tears they fhed.
But who fhall fave by tame profaic ftrain
That glowing breaft, where wit with youth confpires
"To fweeten luxury ? The fearful mufe
Shall yet proceed, tho’ by the fainteft gleam
©f hope infpird, to warn the train fhe loves.

PART
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PART the SECOND.

N fome dark feafon, when the mifty thow’r
Obfcures the fun, and faddens all the fky ;
‘When linnets drop the wing, nar grove nor-fiream

Tnvites thee forth, to fport thy.drooping mufe;
Seize the dull hour, nor with regret aflign
‘To worldly prudence. She ner nice nor cay
Accepts the tribate of a joylefs day ;

She {miles well-pleas’d, when witand mirth recede,
. And not a grace, and not a mufe will hear,

‘Then, from majeftic Maro’s aweful firain,

Or tow’ring Homer, letthine eyedefcend

To trace, with patientindufiry, the page

Of income and expence. And oh! beware,

Thy breaft, felf-flatt’ring, place no courtly fmile,
No golden promife of yqur faithlefs mufe,

Nor latent mine which fortune’s hand may thew,
Amid thy folid fiore. .The firen’s fong

Wrecks not the lift'ning failor, half fo fure.

See by what avenues, what devious paths, -

"The foot of want, detefted, feals along,

And bars each fatal pafs. Some few fhort hours
Qf punctual care, the refufe of thy year

On frugal fchemes cmploy'd, fhall give the mufe
“To fing intrepid many a chearful day. '

But if too foon before the tepid gales
‘Thy refolution melt ; and ardent vows
In wary hours preferr’d or dye forgot,

7’

Or
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Or feem’d;the'forc’d effatt of hazy fgies; -
"Then, ere'furprizd, by whofe impetuous rage
*The maffy fott, ‘'with which thy gentler breaft
I not compare, -is-won, the fong proceeds.

Know too: by niture’s undiminifh’d law,
Throughout her redlms obey’d, the various parts
Of deep creation, atoms, fvftems, all!

Attradt and -are attralted ; nor prevails the law
Alone in matter ; -foul alike with foul *
Afpiies to juin 3 nor yet in fouls alone,
In eachidea it imbibes, is found
The kind propenfity. And when they meet,
~ And grow familiar, various tho’ their tribe,
‘Their tempers vartous, vow. perpétual faith :
That, fhou’d thewarld’s disjointed.- framemcemole
To chaos yield the fway, -amid the wreck
_ 'Their union fhou'd furvive;; with- Roman watmth, .
By facred hofpitable laws endear’d,
Should cach idea recollet its friend.
~ Here then we fix ; on this perenualba{é
Ere& thy fafety, - anddefy the ftorm.
Let foft profufion’s fairideajoin ,
Her hand with poverty ; nor here defift, .
*Till, o’er the groupe that forms their various train .
Thou fing loud hymenéals. Let the pride
Of outward fhew in’ lating leagnes combine
With fhame thread-bare ; the gay vermilion face
Of rafh intemp’rance, be difcreetly pair’d
With fallow hunger ;- the licentious joy,
With mean dependence ; v’ the dear dehght

I of
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Of feulpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins,
Thy breaft, fagacious prudence! fhall conne&t
With filth and beggary ; nor difdain to link
With black infolvency. Thy foul alarm’d
Shall fhun the firen’s voice ; nor boldly dare
‘To bid the foft enchantrefs fhare thy breaft,
With fuch a train of horrid fiends conjoin’d.

Nor think, ye fordid race! ye groveling minds }
I frame the fong for you! for you, the mufe
Cou’d otherrules impart. The friendly ftrain
For gentler bofoms plan’d, to yours wou’d prove
‘The juice of lurid aconite, exceed -
Whatever Corcnos bore; and in your breaft
Compaflion, love, and friendfhip all deftroy !

It greatly fhall avail, if €’er thy ftores
Increafe apace, by periodic days
Of annual payment, or thy patron’s boon,
‘The lean reward of grofs unbounded praife !
It much avails, to feize the prefent hour,
And, undeliberating, calt around
Thy hungry creditors ; their harrid rage
When once appeas’d, the fmall remaining ftore
Shall rife in weight tenfold, in luftre rife,
As gold improv’d by many a fierce affay.
3Tis thus the frugal hufbandman dire&s
His narrow flream, if o’er its wonted banks
By fudden rains impell’d, it proudly fwell ;
His timely hand thro’ better tracks conveys
The quick-decreafing tide;; ere borne along
Or thro’ the wild morafs, or cultur’d field,

" ,
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Or bladed grafs matore, or barren fands,
It flow deftru&ive, or it flowin vain !
But happieft he who fan&ifies expence
By prefent pay ! who fubje&s not his fame
To tradefmen’s varlets, nor bequeaths his name,

3 0at
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That plot thy fate. ‘Femptation in 2 nobe
Of Tyrian dye, with eweny fiweet pesfum’d,.
Befets thy fenfe ; extortion. follows. clofe
Her wanton ftep, and mxin brings the rear.
Thefe and the reft thall her myifterigus glafs
Embody to: thy view 3 like Venus kind,
When to her lab’ring fon, the vengeful pow’ra
That urg’d: thefall of IL1um,, the difplay’d,
He, not imprddent, at the fight déclin’d, .
TR’ inequal confli&,. and decreed to rqife.
'The Trojan welfare on fome happier fhore. -
For here-to.dmin thy. fiwelling purfe await .
A thoufand arts, a thoufand frauds astend, - .
¢ The cloud-wrought castes, the gorgeons fauff-hoxesy
The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwes,. N
With ald its bright inhabitapts, fhall wafte. - :
Tts melting ftores, -and in the dreary vaid
Leavenot a dait behind.”  Ere yet exhauk
Its flimfy. folds offend thy penfive eye,
Away! embofom’d deep-in diftant thades,
Nor feen nor feeing,. thoy may’# vent thy fcom
Of lace, embroidery, purple, gems,.and gold!
There of the farded fopy -and-eflenc’d heap,
Ferocious with a fieic’s frown difclofe
Thy manly fcorn, averfe to tinfel pomp ;
And fluent thine harangwe. But can: thy foul
Deny thy limbs the ratiant grace of drefs, \
Where drefs is meri¢! where thy graver friend
Shall with thee'burnifh’d! where the fprightly fir
Demand embellidbment ! ¢v'n Div1s’s eye, N
B As
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Asina garden, roves, of hues alone
Inquirent, curious? Fly the curft domain ;
‘Thefe are the realms of luxury and fhew ;
No claffic foil, away! the bloomy {pring
Attra@s thee hence ; the waning autumn wasnsy '
Fly to thy native flrades, and dread ev’n there, -
Left bufy fancy tempt thy narrow ftate
Beyond its-bounds. Obferve FLORELTO’s miew. -
Why treads my f¥iend with melancholy ftep -
'That beauteous fawn ? why penﬁve fitays his eyo--
O’er ftatues, grottoes, urns by eritic art SRR
Proportionid fair? or from his lofty dome .
Bright glitt’ring through the grove, returns his eyg:
Unpleas'd, difcordolate ? And is it love,
Difaftrous love, that robs the finifh’d fcenes
Of all their beauty ? cen’tring all in her
- His foul adores ? or from a blacker caufe
Springs this remorfeful gloom ? is confcious guilt
"The latent fource of more than love’s defpair ?
't cannot be within that polifh’d breatt
‘Where fcience dwells, that guilt lhould harbour the;-g
No! ’tis the fad furvey of prefent want,
And paft profefion! Loft to him the fweets
-OF yon pavilion, fraught with ev’ry charm
- For other eyes;-or, if remaining, proofs
Of criminal expence ! Sweet interchange
©f river, valley, mountain, woods and plains !
How gladfome once he rang’d your native turf,
Your fimple fcenes, how raptur’d' ere expence

“Had lavid thoufand omaments, and taught |
Convenience
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- Convenience to perplex him, art to pall,
Pomp to deje®, and beauty to difpleafe.
Oh! forafoulto all the glare of wealth,
To fortune’s wide exhauftlefs treafury,
Nobly foperior ! but let caution guide
The coy difpofal of the wealth we fcorn,
And prudence be our Almoner! Alas!
The pilgrim wand’ring o’er fome diftant clime,
Sworn foe of avarice! not difdains to learn
Tts coin’s imputed worth 5 the deftin’d means
To fmooth his paflage to the favour’d fhrine.
Ah let not us, who tread this firanger-world,
Let none who fojourn on the realms of life,
Forget the land is merc’nary ; nor wafte
His fare, ere landed on no venal fhore.

. Letneverbard confult PaLrLaD10’s rules;

. Letnever bard, O BurrLinGToN! furvey
Thy learned art, in Curswick’s domedifplay’d ;
Dang’rous incentive! nor with ling’ring eye

*Survey the window VEN1cE calls her own.
Better for him, with no iﬁgfateful mufe,
To fing arequiem to that gentle foul :
Who plan’d the {ky-light ; which to lavith bards
Conveys alone the pure etherial ray. ‘
For garrets him, and fqualid walls await,
Unlefs, prefageful, from this friendly ftrain, -
He glean advice, and fhun the fcribler’s doom.

PART |
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PART the THIRD.

E T once again, and to thy doubtful fate
The trembling mufe configns thee. Ere contempt,
Or want’s empoifon’d arrow, ridicule,
‘Transfix thy weak unguarded breaft, behold!
‘The poet’s roofs, the carelefs poet’s, his
Who fcorns advice, fhall clofe my ferious lay.
When GuLLiver, now great, now little deem’d
The play-tliing of comparifon, arriv’d
_Where learned bofomns their aerial fchemes

VYou. L. T Whete
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Where wand’ring fnails in manya flimy path,
Free, unreftrain’d, their various journeys crawl ;
Peregrinations ftrange, and labyrinths
Confus’d inextricable ! fuch the clue
Of Cretan Ar1apNE ne’er explain’d !
Hooks! angles! crooks! and involutions wild !
Mean time, thus filver’d with meanders gay
In mimic pride the fnail-wrought tiffue fhines,
Perchance of tabby, or of harrateen,
Not ill expreflive ! fuch the pow’r of {nails.

Behold his chair, whofe fractur’d feat infirm
An aged cufhion hides! replete with duft
The foliag’d velvet ; pleafing to the eye
Of great EL124’s reign, but now the fnare
Of weary gueft that on the {pecious bed
* Sits down confiding. Ah! difaftrous wight!
In evil hour and rafhly doft thou truft
‘The fraudful couch! for tho’ in velvet cas’d,
The fated thigh fhall kifs the dufty floor.
The trav’ler thus, that o’er Hibernian plains
Hath fhap’d his way ; on beds profufe of flow’rs,
Cowdlip, or primrofe, or the circ’lar eye ~
Of daifie fair, decrees to batk fupine.
Andfee! delighted, down he drops, fecure
Of fweet refrethment, eafe without annoy,
Or lufcious noon-day nap. Ah much deceiv'd,

Much fuff’ring pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap, . -

Nor {weet repofe fhalt find ; the falfe morafs
in quiv’ring undulations yields beneath
Thy burden, in the miry gulph enclos’d !

And
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And who would truft appearance? caft thine eye
‘Where *mid machines of het’rogeneous form
His coat depends; alas ! his only coat,
Eldeft of things ! and naplefs, asan heath
Of fmall extent by fleecy myriads graz’d.
Not diff 'rent have I feen in dreary vault
Difplay’d, a coffin ; on each fable fide
‘The texture unmolefted feems entire.
Fraudful, when touch’d it glides to duft away !
And leaves the wond’ring fwain to gape, to ftare, -
And with expreflive fhrug, and piteous figh,
Declare the fatal force of rolling years,
Or dire extent of frail mortality.
This aged vefture, fcorn of gazing beaux,
And formal cits, (themfelves too haply fcorn’d)
Both on its fleeve and on its fkirt, retains
Full many a pin wide-fparkling : for, if e’er L
Their well-known creft met his delighted eye,
‘Tho’ wrapt in thought, commercing with the fky,
He, gently ftooping, fcorn’d not to upraife,
And on each fleeve, as confcious of their ufe,
Indenting fix them ; nor, when arm’d with thefe,
The cure of rents and feparations dire,
And chafms enormous, did he view difmay’d
Hedge, bramble, thicket, bufh, portending fate
To breeches, coat and hofe! had any wight
Of vulgar fkill, the tender texture own’d ;
But gave his mind to form a fonnet quaint
Of S1LviA’s fhoe-ftring, orof CLoe’s fan,
.Or fweetly-fathion’d tip of CEL1A’s ear.

T 2 Alas!
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Alas! by frequent ufe decays the force
©Of mortal art! the refralory robe
Eludes the taylor’s ast, eludes his own ;
How potent once, in pnien: quaint conjoin’d ¥
See near his bed (his bed*too falfely. call’d.
The place of reft, while ita bard fuftains;
Pale, meagre, mufe-rid wight! who reads in vain:
Narcotic volumes o’er) his candlettick,.
Radiant machine, when. from the plaftic hand
O©f MuLCIBER,. the may’r of BrrMaNGHAM,
The-engineilluid ; now 3las difguis’d
By many an un&uoys tide, that wand’ring down:
Tts fides congeal ; whathe, perhaps, eflays
With humrour: fore’d, apd'ill diffembled fmile,
Idly to liken to the paplar’s trunk
When: o’er.its.Bark the lycid amber, wound’
1n many a pleafing fold, incrufts the tree.
Or fuits him axore the- winter’s candy’d thorn,
When from each branch. anneal’d,. the works of frof:
Pervafive, radiant ificles depend ?
- Howvhall | fing the-vasions ill that waits.
The carefal fanneteer? or wha can pajnt
The fhifts enormous, that in vain-he forms:
To patch his panelefs window ; to cement.
His batter’d tea-pat, ill-retentive vafe? .
To-war withryin? ansious to concesl
Want’s fell appearance, of the real il
Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unfarefeen
Invades his chattles; ruin will invade ;
Will claim his whole invention to repair,.
Nor,
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Nor, ofthe gift, for tuneful ends defign’d,
Allow one part to decorate his fong.

« While ridicule, with ever-pointing hind
Confcious of ev'ry fhift, of ev’ry fhift
Indicative, hisinmoft plot betrays,

Points to the nook, which he his ftudy calls
Pompous and vain! for thus lie might efteem
His cheft, a wardrobe; purfé, atreafury;
And fhews, to crown lLier full difplay, himfelf.
One whom the pow’rs above, in place: of hrealthy
And wonted vigour ;- of paternal cot,
Or little farni ; of bag; or fcrip, or fiaff ,
Cup, difh, fpoor, plate, or warldly utenll,
A poet fram’d’;" yet fram’d' not to repirte,
And wifh the: cobler’s loftieft fitelds owns
Nor, partial as they feem, uphraid the fates,
Who to the humbler mechanifn, join’d
Goods fo fuperior, fuch exalted blifs !
See with whatfeeming eafe, whatlabour’d peace’

He, haplefs hypocrite! refines his nail,
His chief afufément} then how feignd, how forc’d,
That care-defying fonnet, which implies
Hisdebts difcharg’d, and he of half a crown
Tii f6}l poffeflion, wricontefted right. -
And property! Yet ah! whoe’er this wight -
Admiringview; iFfich there be; diftraft ©
The vain pretence;; the fimiles thstharbour grief;
As lurks the ferpent deepin-flow’rs enwreath’d.

" Forewarn’d, be frugal;  or with prudent rage
Thy pen demolifh ; chufe tht truftier flail;

T 3 Asd
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And blefs thofe labours which the choice infpir'd,
But if thou view'ft a vulgar mind, a wight
Of common fenfe, who feeks no brighter name,
Him envy, him admire, him, from thy breaft,
Prefcient of future dignities, falute
Sheriff, or may’r, in comfortable furs
Enwrapt, fecure : nor yet the laureat’s crown
In thought exclude him ! He perchance fhall rife
To nobler heights than forefight can decree,

When fird with wrath, for his intrigues difplay’d
In many an idle fong, Saturnian Jove
Vow'd fure deftrution to the tuneful race ;
Appeas’d by fuppliant Puoesvys, ¢ Bards, hefaid,
Hencefarth of plenty, wealth, and pomp debarr'd,
But fed by frugal cares, mlght wear the bay
Secure of thunder.”—Low the Delian bow'd,,
Nor at th’ invidjous favour dar’d repine,

#MW%@&MW#
The Rvuin’p ABBY

oz,

Thc Ernc'rs of SUPERSTITION

AT length _fau- peace with olive crown’d regains
Her lawful throne, and to the facred haunts
QOf wood or fount the fiighted mufe returns.
Happy the bard, who, from his native hills,
Soft mufing on a fummer’s eve, furveys
J His
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His azure ﬁream, with penfile woods enclos’d !
Or o’er the glafly furface, with his friend,
Or faithful fair, thro’ bord’ring willows green
Wafts his fmall fngate Fearlefs he of fhouts,
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the wat’ry crew
That ape cortfufion’from the realms they rule!
Fearlefs of thefe; who fhares the gentler voice
Of peace and mufic ; birds of fweeteft fong
Attune from native boughs their various lay,
And chear the foreft; birds of brighter plume
With bufy pinion tkim the glitt’ring wave,
And tempt the fun; ambitious to difplay
‘Their feveral merit, while the vocal flute,
Or number’d verfe, by female voice endear’d,
Crowns his dehght, and mallifies the {cene. .

If folitude his wand’ring fteps invite
To fome more deep recefs, (for hours there are, * e
When gay, when focial minds to friendfhip’s voice,
Or beauty’s charm, her wild abodes prefer)
How pleas’d he treads her venerable thades,
Her folemn courts! the center of the grove ! '
The root-built cave, by far extended rocks
Around embofom’d, how it foothes the foul! -
If fcoop’d at firft by fuperftitious hands
The rugged cell receiv’d alone the fhoals .
Of bigot minds, religion dwells not here, .
Yet virtue pleas’d, atintervals, retires:
Yet here may wifdom, asfhe walks the maze, .-

Some ferious truths colle&, the rules of life,
And fenous truths of mightier weight than gold !

T 4 Iak
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I atk not wealth ; but let me hoard with care,
With frugal cunning, with a niggard’s ast,
A few fix’d principles ; in early life,
Fre indolence impede the fearch, explord.
Then like old LaT1MeR, when age impairs
My judgment’seye, when qmbbhng fchools attack
My grounded hope, or fubtler wits deride,
Will Inot bluth to fhun the vain debate,
And this mine anfwer; ¢ Thus, ’twas thus Ithought,
¢ My mind yet vigorous, and my foul entire ;
¢¢ Thuswill Ithink, averfe to liften more
¢¢ To intricate dlfcuﬂion, prone to ftray.
¢¢ Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend
“ My fettled faith ; my mind, withage uppm'd
* Too fare its own infirmities declare, _
¢ But Iam arm’d by caution, ftndious youth,
“ And early forefight ; now the winds may rife,
© The tempeﬁ whxme, md the bitlows roar;
¢ My pinnace rides in pott, defporl’d and worn,
« Shatter'd by time and florms, but while it fhuns
“ Th’inequal confli®, and declines the deep,
™ Sees the ftrong veflel fuctuate lefs fecure.”

Thus w]ule he ﬁrays, a thoufand rural fcenes
Suggeft m(h-u&xon, and mﬁm&mg pleafe,
And fee betwixt the grove’s extended arms
An abby’s rude remains attra& thy vnew,
Gilt by the mid-day fun : with lmg ring ﬁeg
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deﬁm
Tree, branch, ‘or fhade, for never fhall thy breag,
Too long dehberatc) wx;h um,orous hand '

Remove
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Remove th’ obftru&tive bough ; nor yet refufe,
Tho’ fighing, tq defiroy that fav’rite pine,
Rais’d by thine band, in its luyuriant prime
Of beauty fair, that fcreens the vaft remains.
Aggriev’d but conftant as the Raman fire,
.The rigid MaxL1us, when his conqu’ring fen
‘Bled by a parent’s voice ; the cruel meed
Of virtuous ardar, timelefsly difplay‘d s .
Nor ceafe ’till, thro’ the gloomy road, the pile
~ Gleam unobftru&ed; thither oft thine ¢ye
Shall fweetly wander; thence returning, foothe
With penfive fcenes thy philofophic mind.
Thefe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes,
O fuperftition ! hence the dire difeafe,
_ (Ballanc’d with which the fam’d Athenian peft
Were a fhort head-ach, were the trivial pain
Of tranfient indigeftion) feiz’d mankind.

Long time the rag’d, and fearce a foutherd gale
“Warm’d our chill air, unloaded with the threats
Of tyrantRomE ; but futile all, ’till fhe,
Romi’s abler legate, magnify’d their pow’r,
And in a thoufand horrid forms attird.

Where then was truth, to fan&ify the page
Of Britith annals? if a foe expir’d,

The perjur’d monk fuborn’d infernal fhrieks,
And fiends to fnatch at the departing foul
With hellith emulation. If a friend,
High o'er his roof exultant angels tupe
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the fkies.
‘What then were vows, were oaths, were plighted faith ?
‘ The
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The fovereign’s juft, the fubje’s loyal pa&t
To cherith mutual good, annull’d and vain,
By Roman magic, grew an idle fcroll
Ere the frail fan&tion of the wax was cold. °
With thee, * PLanTAGENET, from civil broils -
The land awhile refpir’d, and all was peace.
Then BeckET rofe, and impotent of mind,
From regal courts with lawlefs fury march’d
The church’s blood-ftain’d conviéts,. and forgave ;
.Bid murd’rous priefts the fov’reign frown contemn,
And with unhallowed crofier bruis’d the crown.
Yet yielded not fupinely tame a prince
Of Henry's virtues ; learn’d, courageous, wife,
Of fair ambition. Long his regal foul
Firm and ere&t the-peevith prieft exil'd,
. And brav’d the fury of revengeful Rome.
In vain! let one faint malady diffufe
The penfive gloom which fuperftition loves,
And fee him, dwindled to a recreant groom,
Rein the proud palfrey while the prieft afcends!
Was + Coeur-pE-LION bleft with whiter days ¢
Here the cowl’d zealots with united cries
. Urged the crufade ; and fee, of half his ftores
Defpoil’d the wretch, whofe wifer bofom chofe
To blefs his friends, hisrace, his native land.,
Of ten fair funs that roll’d their annual race,
Not one beheld him on his vacant throne :
While haughty { Lonccrame, *mid his liv’ry’d files
Of wanton vaﬁ'als, fpoil’d his faithful realm,
‘ Battling

‘* HenzyIL + mm‘.; I {Bifhop of ELy, Lord
Chancellor, 8
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Battling in foreign fields ; colleing wide
A laurel harveft fora pillag’d land.
©Oh dear-bought trophies ! when a prince deferts
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren fprays!
When faithlefs Jou~ ufurp’d the fully’d crown,
What ample tyranny! the groaning land
Deem’d earth, deem’d heav’n its faé! fix tedious years
Our helplefs fathers in defpair obey’d
" The papal interdict; and who obey’d,
The fovereign plunder’d. O inglorious days! . . 7
When the French tyrant by the futilegrant :
Of papal refcript, claim’d BriTanN1A’s throne,
And durft invade ; be fuch inglorious days
Or hence forgot, or not recall’d in vain !
Scarce had the tortur’d ear dejefted heard
‘Rome’s loud anathema, but heartlefs, dead
To ev’ry purpofe, men nor wifh’d to live,
Nor dar’d to die. The poor laborious hind
Heard the dire curfe, and from his trembling hand
Fell the negletted crook that rul’d the plain.
Thence journeying home, in ev’ry cloud he fees
A vengeful angel, in whofe waving fcroll
He reads damnation ; fees its fable train '.
Of grim attendants, pencil’d by defpair!
.+ 'The weary pilgrim from remoter climes
By painful fteps arriv’d ; his home, his friends,
His offspring left, to lavith on the fhrine
Of fome far-honour’d faint his coftly ftores,
Inverts his footftep; fickens at the fight
Of the barr’d fane, and filent fheds his tear.
- . . The
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"The wretch whofe hope by &ern oppreflion chas’d
From ev’ry earthly blifs, fil} as it faw
Triwmphant wrong, took wing and flew to hesv'n,
And refied there, now mourn’d his refuge loft
And wonted peace.  The facred fane was barr'd,
And the lone altar, where the mourner’s throng™d
To {upplicate remifion, finok’d ne more;

While the green weed, luxuriant round uprefe.

Some from theirdeath-bed, whofe delirious faith

Thro’ ev’ry flage of life to Rome’s decrees

Obfequious, humbly hop’to die in peace,

Now faw the ghaitly kingapproach, begirt

In tenfold terroes; now expiring heand:

The laft loud clarion found, and heav’ns decree:

With unremitting vengeanee bar the fkies.

Nor light the grief, by fuperftition weigh’d,

‘That their difhonowr’d corfe, fhut from the ver,

Of hallow’d earth, ortutelary fine, - ‘

Muft fleep with beutes. their vallilss on-the fields

Unneath fame path, in masle unexorcifed:!

No folemn. ball extort a neighbour’s tean!.

No tongue of pricf pronounce their fout fecured

Nor fondeft friend affure their pesce obtain’d ! *
The prieft ! ‘alas fo- boundlefs- was-the i1 !

He, like the flock he pillag’d, pin’d forlor;

The vivid vermeil'fled his fady cheek;

And his big paunch, difiended with the fpeils

Of half his flock: emaciate, groar’d beneatli

Superior pride, and.mightier-luft-of pow’r !

’Twa now Roxa’s fondeft friend, whiofe meagre hand

Told
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'I’oId to the midnight lamp his holy beads
‘With nice precifion, felt the deeper wound
As his gull'd foul rever’d the conclave more:

Whom did the ruin fpare? for wealth, for pow’r,
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy and friend,

Sunk helplefs in the dreary gulph involv’d ;
And one capricious curfe envelop’d all!

Were kings fecare ! in tow’ring ftations born,
In flat’ry nurs’d, inur'd to fcom mankind,
Orview diminifh’d from their fite fublime;;

As when a fhepherd, from the bofty brow
Of fome proud cliff, furveys his lefs’ning flock
In fnowy groups diffufive, fcud the vale.

Awhile the furieus menace Jos x return’d,
And breath’a defiance loud. Alas! too foon
Allegiance fick’ning faw its fov’reign yield,

An angry prey to feruples not his own.

The loyal foldier, girt around with ftrength,

Who fole from mirth and wine his blosming years,
Andfeiz’d the fanchion, refolute to guard

His favereign’s right, impalfy’d at the news,

Finds the firm bias of his foul revers’d

For foul defertion ; drops the lifted fleel,

And quits fame’s noble harvet,- to expire

"Fhe death of monks, of furfeit and of floth!

At length farign’d with wrongs the fervile king:
Drain’d from his land: its fmall remaining ftores
To buy remiffion. But could thefe obtain ?

No ¥ refaluse in wrongs the prieft obdur’d ;
*Till erawling bafz to Romz's deputed flave

2
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His fame, his people, and his crown he gave. .
Mean monarch! flighted, brav’d, abhor’d before

And now, appeas’d by delegated {way,
‘The wily pontiff fcorns not to recall
His interdi®ions. Now the facred doors
Admit repentant multitudes, prepar’d

- 'To buy deceit ; admit obfequious tribes

Of fatraps ! princes! crawling to the fhrine
Of fainted villainy ! the pompous tomb
Dazling with gems and gold, orin a cloud
Of incenfe wreath’d, amidft a drooping land
‘That figh’d for'bread ! *Tis thus the Indian clove:
Difplays its verdant leaf, its crimfon flow’r,
And fheds itsodours ; while the flocks around
Hungry and faint the barren fands explore
Invain! nor plant nor herb endears the foil ;
Drain’d and exhautt to fwell its thirfty pores,
And furnith luxury—Yet, yetin vain =~
BriTanN1a firove; and whether artful Roue
Carefs’d or curs’d her, fuperftition rag’d
And blinded, fetter’d, and defpoil’d the land.

At length fome murd’rous monk, with pois’nous art
Expell'd the life his brethren robb’d of peace.

Nor yet furceas’d with Joun’s difaftrous fate
Pontific fury ! ‘Englith wealth exhautt,
The fequent reign * beheld the beggar’d fhore
Grim with Italian ufurers; prepar’d
To lend, for griping unexampled hire,
To lend —what Rome might pillage uncontroul’d.

For now with more extenfive havoc rag’d -

A Relentnefs
& Henry III. who cancell’d the Magna Charta.
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Relentlefs GreG’rY, with a thoufand arts,
And each rapacious, born to drain the world!
Nar fhall the mufe repeat, how oft he blew
The croife’s trumpet ; then for fums of gold
Annull’d the vow, and bade the falfe alarm
Swell the grofs hoards of HENRY, or his own.
) Nor fhall fhe tell, how pontiffs dar’d repeal

. The beft of charters! dar’d abfolve the tye

Of Britith kings by legal oath reftrain’d.

Nor can fhe dwell on argofies of gold

From ALB10N’s realm to fervile fhores convey’d,
- Wrung from her fons, and fpeeded by her kings!
Oh irkfome days! when wicked thrones combine
With papal craft, togull their native land!

Such was our fate, while Rome’s dire&or taught
‘Of fubje&s, born to be their monarch’s prey,
" 'Totoil for monks, for gluttony to toil,
For vacant gluttony ; extortion, fraud,
For av’rice, envy, pride, revenge, and-fhame!
O dof&rine breath’d from Stygian caves! exhal’d
From inmoft EreBus !—Such HenrY’s reign!
Urging his loyal realms relutant hand
To wield the peaceful fword, by Joun erewhile
Forc’d from its fcabbard ; and with burnifh’d lance
Effay the favage cure, domeftic war!
And now fome nobler fpirits chas’d the mift

Of general darknefs. GrosTEeD * now adorn’d
The mitred wreath he wore, with reafon’s fword

Stag-~

* Bifhop of LincorN, called Malleds Romanorum,
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Stagg’ring delufion’s frauds; at length beneath
Rowume’sinterdi&t expiring calm, refign’d
No vulgar foul that dar'd to heav’n appeal !

But ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain
Had well nigh ceded to the flothful hands

. Of monks libidinous ; ere Epwarp’s care
The lavith hand of death-bed fear reftrain’d.
Yetwas he clear of fuperitition®s taint ?
He too, mifdeemful of his wholefome law,
Ev’n he, expiring, gave his treafur'd gold
To fatten monks on 8aLem’s diftant foil !

- Yes, the third Epwarp’s breaft, to papal fivay
So little prone, and fierce in honow’s caufe, -
Cou'd fuperftition quell ! before the tow’rs
Ofhaggard Par1s, at the thunder’s voice .

He drops the fivord, and figns ignoble peace !

But fill the night by Romifh art diffus’d
Colle&ts her clouds, and with flow pace recedes.
When by foft Bour DEAU’s braver queen approv'd,
Bold WickvLirrrofe: and while the bigot pow’r
Amidt her native darknefs fkulk’d fecure,

The demon vanifh’d as he fpread the day.
So from his bofom Cacus breath’d of old
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of fmoke.
Secure awhile his recreant life fuftain’d ;

>Till fam’d ALcipEs, o’er his fubtleft wiles
Vi&orious, chear’d the ravag’d nationsround. )

Hail honour’d WickLirr! enterprizing fage!

An Epicurus in the caufe of truth!

For ’tis not radiant fugs, the jovial hours

: ' of

1
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Of youthful fpring, ah zther all fercne,
Nor all the verdure ofCamuuu s vales,’
Can chafe religious gloom' "Tis reafon, thought,
The light, the radlance that pervadcs the foul, -
And fheds its beams on heav’n’s myﬁenous way!
As yet this light but glimmer’d, and agam
Error prevall’d ; while'kings by force uprais’d
Let loofe'the rage of bigots on theirfoes,
And feek aﬂ’e&lon by the dreadful bdon
Of licens’d murder. ~ Ev’n'the kindeft prince,
The moft exgendgd breatt, the royal Har !
All unrelenting heard' the Lollards cry
Burf} from the center of remorfelefs flames; -

Their fhrieks endur’d ' Oh ftain to martial praife!
. When CosHAM, gen’rous as the noble peer
That wears his honours; pay’d the fatal price
Of virtue blopming ere the ftorms were laid !

"Twas thus, alternate, truth’s precarious flame
Decay’d or flourifh’d. With malignant eye
The pontifffaw BRiTaANNIA’s golden fleece,
Once all his own, inveft her worthier fons!
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains,
Yellow with grain abjure his hateful fway!
Effay’d his wtmoft art, and inly own’d
No labours bore proportion to the prize.

So when the tempter view’d, with envious eye,
The firft fair pattern of the female frame,
All nature’s beauties in one form difplay’d,
And cent’ring there, in wild amaze he flood ;

Vor. L : U ' Then
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Then only envyiag heav’n’s creative hand =
Wifh’d to his gloomy reign his envious arts
Might win this prize, and doubled ev’y fnare.

And vain were reafon, courage, learning, all,
Till pow’r accede: till Tupor’swild caprice
$mile on their caufe; Tupor, whofe tyrant reign,
With mental freedom crown’d, the beft of kings
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own !
Then Worsey rofe, by nature form’d to feck
Ambition’s trophies, by addrefs to win,
By temper to enjoy—whofe humbler birth
‘Taught the g2y fcenes of pomp to dazzle more.

Then from its tow’ring height with horrid found
Ruth'd the proud abby. Then the vaulted roofs,
Torn from their walls, difclos’d the wanton fcene
Of monkifh chaftity! Each angry friar
Crawl’d from his bedded ftrumpet, mutt’ring low
An ineffeGtual curfe. The pervious nooks
‘That, ages paft, convey’d the guileful priet
To play fome image on the gaping crowd,
Imbibe the novel day-light; and expofe
Obvious, the fraudful engin’ry of RoME.
As tho’ this op’ning earth to neither realms
Shou’d flath meridian day, the hooded race
Shudder abafh’d to find their cheats difplay’d :
And confcious of their guilt, and pleas’d to wave

_ Its fearful meed, refign’d their fair domain.
Nor yet fupine, nor void of rage, retir’d
- The peft gigantic ; whofe revengeful ftroke

Ting'd
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Ting’d the red annals of Mar1a’s reign.
When from the tendereft breaft, each wayward prieft
Cou’d banith mercy, and implant a fiend !
When cruelty the fun’ral pyre uprear’d,
And bound religion there, and fir'd the bafe!
When the fame blaze, which on each tortur’d limb
Fed with luxuriant rage, in ev’ry face
Triumphant faith appear’d, and fmiling hope.
Obleft ELiza ! from thy piercing beam
Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of RoME ;
Driv’n to the verge of ALBION, linger'd there,
‘Then with her James receding, caft behind
One angry frown, and fought more fervile climes.
Henceforth they ply’d the long-continued takk,
Of righteous havoc, cov’ring diftant fields
With the wrought remnants of the fhatter’d pile.
‘While thro’ the land the. mufing pilgrim fees
A tra&t of brighter green, and in the midft
Appears a mouldering wall, with ivy crown’d ;
Or gothic turret, pride of ancient days!
Now but of ufe to gracea rural fcene;
'To bound our viftas, and to glad the fons
Of GeorGE’sreign, referv’d for fairer times!

Uz LOVE
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LOVE .and HONOUR.

Séd-neque Medorum filve, ditiffima terra

Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Hemus,
Laudibus Angligenim certent: non Battra, nec Indi,
Totaquc thuriferis Panchaia pinguis arenis.

E T the green olive glad Hefperian fhores ;
Her tawny citron, .and her ormge-groves,

Thefe let IBer1a boatt;.but if in vain,
To win the ftranger plant’s diffufive finile,
The Britox labours, yet our native minds,
Our conftant-bofoms, thefe, the dazled world
May view with envy ; thefe, Iberian dames
Survey with fixt effeem a.nd fond defire.

Haplefs ELvira! thy difaftrous fate
May well this truth explain ; nor ill adorn
The Britith lyre ; then chiefly, if the mufe, -
Nor vain nor partial, from the fimple guife
Of ancient record catch the penfive lay;
And in lefs groveling accents give to fame.
Ervira! lovelieft maid! th’ Iberian realm
Could boaft no purer breaft, no fprightlier mind,
No race more fplendent, ‘and no form fo fair.
Such was the chance of war, this peerlefs maid
In life’s luxuriant bloom, enrich’d the fpoil
Of Britith viftors, vi€ry’s ncbleft pride!

: ‘ She,
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She, fhe alone, amid the wailful train,
‘Of captive maids, aflign’d to Hexry’s care;
Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame!

He, gen’rous youth, with no penurious hand,
The tedious moments that unjoyous roll
‘Where freedom’s chearful radiance thines no morg,
Effay’d to foften ; confcious of the pang
That beauty feels, towafte its fleeting hours
In fome dim fort, by foreign rulereftrain’d, '
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day!

. Sometimes, to cheat her bofom of its cares,
Herkind protettor number’d o’er the toils
Himfelf had worn : the frowns of angry feas,
Or hoftile rage, or faithlefs friend, more fell
Than ftorm or foe: ifhaply fhe might find
Her cares diminifh’d; fruitlefs fond effay !
Now to her lovely hand, with modeft awe
The tender lute he gave : fhe not averfe
Nor deftitute of fkill, with willing hand
Call’d forth angelic ftrains ; the facred debt
Of gratitude, fhe faid ; whofe juft commands
Still might her hand with equal pride obey !

Nor to the melting founds the nymph refus’d

{ Her vocal art; harmonious, as the ftrain '

Of fome imprifon’d lark, who daily chear’d
By guardian cares, repays them with a fong :
Nor droops, nor deems fweet liberty refign’d.

The fong, notartlefs, had fhe fram’d to paint
Difaftrous paffion ; how, by tyrantlaws

. U 3
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Of idiot cuftom fway’d, fome foft-ey’d fair!
Lov’donly one : nor dar’d that love reveal !
How the foft anguifh banifh’d from her cheek
. Thedamatk rofe full-blown ; a fever came;
And from her bofom forc’d the plaintive tale.
Then fwift as light, he fought the love-lorn maid,
But vainly fought her ; torn by fwifter fate
To join the tenants of the myrtle fhade,
Love’s mourrful viGtims on the plains below.

Sometimes, as fancy fpoke the pleafing tafk,
She taught her artful needle to difplay
The various pride of fpring: then fwift upfprang
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and rofe :
‘There might you fee, on gentle toils intent,
A train of bufy loves ; fome pluck the flow’r,
Some twine the garland, fome with grave grimace
Around a vacant warrior caft the wrealth.
*Twas paint, ’twas life! and fure to piercing eyes
The warrior’s face depi®ur'd HENr ¥’s mien.

Now had the gen’rous chief with joy perus’d
The royal fcroll, which to their native home
Theirancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem’d,
Reftor’d the captives. Forth with rapid hafte
Toglad his fair ELvira’s ear, he {prung ;
Fird by the blifs he panted to convey ;

But fird invain! Ah! what was his amaze,
His fond diftrefs, when o’er her pallid face
Deje&tion reign’d, and from her lifelefs hand
Down dropt the myrtle’s fair unfinith’d flow’r !
3 Speechlefs
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¢ peechlefs the flopd ; at length with accents faint,
« Well may nry native fhore, fhe faid, refound
¢¢ Thy monarch’s praife ;, and ere ELvira prove
¢ Of thine forgetful, flow’rs fhall ceafe to feel
¢ The foft’ring breeze, and nature change her laws!”

And now the grateful edi& wide alarm’d.-
The Britith hoft. Around the fmiling youths
Call’d to their native fcenes, with willing hafte
Their fleet unmoor ; impatient of the love
That weds each bofom to its native foil.
The patriot paffion ! ftrong in ev’ry clime,
How juftly theirs, who find no foreign fweets
To diffipate their loves, or match their own.
NotfoELvira! fhe, difaftrous maid,
‘Was doubly captive ! pow’r nor chance cou’d loofe
The fubtle bands; the lov’d her gen’rous foe.
She, whereher Blexr Y dwelt, her Henry fmil’d,
Cou’d term her native fhore ; her native fhore
By him deferted, fome unfriendly ftrand, )
Strange, bleak, forlorn ! a defert wafte and wild.
The fleet careen’d, the wind propitious fill’d
The fwelling fails, the glitt’ring tranfports wav’d
- Their pennants gay, and halcyon’s azure wing
With flight aufpicious fkim’d the placid main,
On her lone couchin tears ELvIra lay,
And chid th’ officious wind, the tempting fea,
And wifh’d a ftorm as mercilefs, as tore ..
Her lab’ring bofom. Fondly now the ftrove
To banith paffion ; now the vaffal days,
Us 20 The
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The captive moments that fo fmoothly paft,
By many an art recall’d ; now from her late
With trembling fingers call’d the fav’rite founds
Which Henry deign’d to praife ; and now eflay’d
With mimic chains of filken fillets wove
To paint her captive ftate; if any fraud
Might to her love the pleafing fcenes prolong,
And with the dear idea feaft the foul.

But now the chief return’d ; prepar’d to launch
On ocean’s willing breaft, and bid adien
To his fair pris’ner, She, foon as fhe heard
His hated errand, now no more conceal’d
The raging flame; but with a fpreading blufh,
" And rifing figh the latent pang difclos’d.
¢ Yes, gen’rous youth! I fee thy bofom glow
With virtuous tranfport, that the tafk is thine
To{olve my chains; and to my weeping friends,
And every longing relative, reftore
A foft-ey’d maid, a mild offencelefs prey!
But know, my foldier, never youthful mind,
Torn from the lavifh joys of wild expence
By him heloath’d, and in a dungeon bound
To languifh out his bloom, could match the pains
This ill-ftarr’d freedom gives my tortur’d mind.
What call I freedom? is it that thefe limbs
From rigid bolts fecure, may wander far
From him I'love? Alas! erel may boaft
That facred blefling, fome fuperior pow’r
To mortal kings, to fublunary thrones,

Muft
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‘Mutt loofe my paffion, muft unchain my foul.
Ev’n thatI loath; all liberty Iloath!
But moft the joylefs privilege to gaze
With cold indifference, where defert is love.
True, I wasborn an alien to thofe eyes
1 alk alone to pleafe ; my fortune’s crime !
Andah! thisflatter’d form by drefs endear’d
To Spanith eyes, by drefs may thine offend,
Whilft I, ill-fated maid ! ordain’d to ftrive
With cuftom’sload, beneath its weight expire.
Yet Henry’s beauties knew in foreign garb
To vanquith me ; his form, howe’er difguis’d,
To me were fatal! nofantaftic robe
That e’8r caprice invented, cuftom wore,
Or folly fmil’d on, cou’d eclipfe thy charms.
Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac’d
Thy country’s foe, ELVIRA’S warmeft plea
Seems but the fubtler accent fraud infpires 3
My tendereft glances, but the fpecious flow’rs
‘That thade the viper while fhe plots her wound.
And can the trembling candidate of love
Awake thy fears ? and can a female breaft
By ties of grateful duty bound, enfnare?-
Is there no brighter mien, no fofter {mile
For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ?
Heav’n fearch my foul, and if thro’ all its cells
" Lurk the pernicious drop of pois’nous guile ;
Full on my fencelefs head its phial’d wrath
May fate exhauft; and for my happieft hour
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee!
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* Ah me! nor HENRY’s, nor his country’s foe,
On thee I gaz’d, and reafon foon difpell’d

Dim error’s gloom, and to thy favour'd ifle
Affign’d its total merit, unreftrain’d.

Oh! lovely region to the candid eye!

>Twas there my fancy faw the virtues dwell,

‘The loves, the graces play; and bleft the foil
That nurtur’d thee ! for fure the virtues form’d
Thy gen’rous breaft ; the loves, the graces plan’d
‘Thy fhapely limbs. Relation, birth effay’d
"Their partial pow’r in vain : again I gaz’d,

And Arsron’sifle appeard, amidft a tralt

Of favage waftes, the darling of the fkies!

And thou by nature form’d, by fate aflign’d

To paint the genius of thy native thore.

>Tis true, with flow’rs, with many a dazling fcene

Of burnifh’d plants, tolure a female eye, .
Izeria glows: but ah! the genial fun,
, That gilds the lemon’s fruit, or fcents the flow’r,
On Spanith minds, a nation’s nobler boaft !

Beams forth ungentle influences. There

Sits jealoufy enthron’d, and ateach ray

Exultant lights his flow confuming fires.

Not fuch thy charming region ; long before

My fweet experience taught me to decide

Of Englith worth, the found had pleas’d mine ear.
Is there that favage coaft, that rude fojourn
Stranger to Britith worth ? the worth which forms

The kindeft friends ; the moft tremendous foes ;
Firft,
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Firft, beft fupports of liberty and love !
No, let fubjected IND14a, while the throws
O’er Spanith deeds the veil, your praife refound.
Long asI heard, or erein ftory read
Of Englith fame, my bias’d partial breaft
Wifh’d them fuccefs, and happieft the, I cry’d,
Of woman happieft fhe, who fhares the love,
The fame, the virtues of an Englifh lord.
'And now what thall I fay ? bleft be the hour

~ Your fair-built veffels touch’d th’ Iberian fhores :
Bleft did I fay the time ? if I may blefs
Thatlov’d event, let HenrY’s fmiles declare. -
Our heatts and cities won, will HExr¥’s youth
Foregoits nobler conqueft ? will he {light
The foft endearments of the lovelier fpoil ?
And yet IBer14’s fons, withevery vow
Of lafting faith, have fworn thefe humble charms
“Were not excell’d ; the fource of all their pains,
And love her juft defert, who fues for love ;
But fues to thee, while natives figh in vain.

Perhaps in Henr¥’s eye (for vulgar minds

Diffent from his) it {preads an hateful ftain
On honeft fame, amid his train to bear
A femalefriend. Then learn, my gentle youth!
Not love himfelf, withall the pointed pains
That flore his quiver, fhall feduce my foul
From honour’s laws. ELvira once deny’d
A confort’s name, more fwift than lightning flies,
‘When elements difcordant vex the fky, *
Shall bluthing from the form fhe loves retire.

Yet
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Yet if the fpecious with the vulgar voice
Has titled prudence, fways a foul like thine,
In gemsor gold what proud Iberian dame
Eclipfes me ? nor paint the dreary ftorms
Or hair-breadth fcapes that hauntthe boundlefs deep,
And foree from tender eyes the filenttear ;
When mem’ry to the penfive maid fuggefts
In full contraft, the fafe;domeftic fcene
For thefe refign’d. Beyond the frantic rage
Of conq’ring heroes brave, the female mind,
When fteel’d by love, in love’s moft horrid way
Beholds not danger, or beholding fcorns.
Heav’n take my life, butlet it crown my love.”

She ceas’d, and ere his words her fate decreed,
Impatient, watch’d the language of his eye :
There pity dwelt, and from its tender {phere
Sentlooks of love, and faithlefs hopes infpir'd.

¢¢ Forgive me, gen’rous maid, the youth return’d,
If by thy accents charm’d, thus longI bore
To let fuch fweetnefs plead, alas! in vain!
Thy virtue merits more than crowns can yield
Of folid blifs, or happieft love beftow.
But ere from native fhores I plough’d the main,
To one dear maid, by virtue and by charms
Alone endear’d, my plighted vows I gave ;
To guard my faith, whatever chance fhould wait
My warring fword : if conqueft, fame and fpoil
Grac’d my return, before her feet to pour
The glitt’ring treafure, and the laurel wreath;

Enjoying
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Enjoying conqueft then, and fame and fpoil.
If fortune frown’d adverfe ; and death forbade
The blifsful union, with my lateft breath
To dwell on MeEpway’s and Maria’s name.
This ardent vow deep-rooted, from my foul
No dangers tore ; this vow my bofom fir'd
To conquer danger, and the fpoil enjoy.
Her fhall I leave, with fair events elate,
‘Who crown’d mine humbleft fortune with her love ?
Her fhall I leave, who now perchance alone
Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow return ?
And fhall that veffel, whofe approaching fails =~
Shall fwell her breaft with extafies, convey
Death to her hopes, and anguith to her foul ?
No! may the deep my villain-corfe devour,
If all the wealth Iberian mines conceal,
If all the charms Iberian maids difclofe,
' If thine, ELvira, thine, uniting all!
Thus far prevail—nor can thy virtuous breaft
Demand, whathonour, faith, and love denies.”.

«¢ Oh! happy fhe, rejoin’d the penfive maid,
‘Who fhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love! -
And be fhe happy! thy diftinguifh’d choice
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim.
Farewel my lucklefs hopes, my flatt’ring dreams
Of rapt’rous days! my guilty fuit, farewel!

Yet fond howe’er my plea, or deep the wound -
That waits my fame, let not the random fhaft
Of cenfure pierce with me th” Iberian dames :
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They love with caution, and with happier ftars,
Andoh! by pity mov’d, reftrain the taunts
Of levity, nor brand ELvira’s flame ;
By merit rais’d ; by gratitude approv’d ;
By hope confirm’d ; with artlefs truth reveal’d ;
Let, let me fay, but for one matchlefs maid
Of happier birth, with mutual ardor crown’d.

Thefe radiant gems, which burnifh happinefs,
But mock misfortune, to thy fav’rite’s hand
With care convey. And well may fuch adorn
Her chearful front, who finds in thee alone
‘The fource of every tranfport ; but difgrace
My penfive breaft, which doom’d to lafting woe,
In thee the fource of ev’ry blifs refign.

And now farewel, thou darling youth ! the gem
Of Englith merit! peace, content, and joy,
And tender hopes, and young defires, farewel !
Attend, ye {miling train, this gallant mind
Back to his native fhores ; there fweetly {mooth
His ev’ning pillow ; dance around his groves ;
And, where he treads, with vi’lets paint his way.
But leave ELvira! leave her, now no more
Your frail companion ! in the facred cells
Of fome lone cloifter let me fhroud my thame :
There, to the matin bell, obfequious, pour
My conftant orifons. The wanton loves,
And gay defires fhall fpy the glimm’ring tow’rs,
And wing their.ﬁight aloof : but reft confirm’d,
That never fhall ELvira’s tongue conclude

Her .
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Her fhorteft pray’r, ere Henry’s dear fuccefs
The warmeftaccent of her zeal employ.”
Thus fpoke the weeping fair, whofe artlefs mind
Impartial fcorn’d to model her efteem
By native cuftoms ; drefs, and face, and air,
And manners, lefs; nor yet refolv’din vain. .
He, "bound by prior love, the folemn vow
Giv'n and receiv’d, to foft compaflion gave
A tender tear ; then with that kind adieu
Efteem could warrant, weary’d heav’n with pray’ry
‘To fhield that tender breaft he left forlorn.
He ceas’d, and to the cloifter’s penfive fceng .
ELvira g:ap’d her folitary way. : RS

%

£ %
i

THE



The SCHOOL-MISTRESS.

In Imitation of SPENSER.

Auditze voces, vagxtus & ingens,
Infahtumquc ammze ﬂentes in lnnme pnmo "Vira.

ADVERTISEMENT

- What particulars in Spenfer were 1mag1ned moft proper
for the Author’s imitation on #bis occaffon, are his lan-
guage, his fimplicity, his manner of defecription, and 2
peculiar tendernefs of fentiment remarkable throughout
his works. ’

H me! full forely is my heart forlom,

To think how modeft worth negleéted lies ;
While partial fame doth with her blafts adorn]
Such deeds alone, as pride and.pomp difguife 3
Deeds of ill fort, and mifchievous emprize:
Lend me thy clarion, goddefs! let me try
To found the praife of merit, ere itdies;

Such as I oft have chaunced to efpy,

Loft in the dreary fhades of dull obfcurity.
: In
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In ev'ty village mark’d with little fpire,
Embow’r'd in trees, and hardly known to famie,
There dwells, in lowly fhed, and mean attire,
A matron old, whom we fcool-miftrefs name ;
Who boafts unrualy brats with birch to tame ;
They grieven fore, in piteous durance pent;
Aw'd by the pow’r of this relentlefs dame ;
And oft-times, on vagaries idly bent,

For unkempt hair, or tafk unconn’d, are forely fhent.

And all in fight doth rife a birchen tree,

Which learning near her little dome did ftowe ;

Whilom a twig of fmall regard to fee,

Tho’ now fo wide its waving branches flow ;

And work the fimple vaffals mickle woe 3

For not a wind might curl the leaves thatblew, .

But their limbs fhudder’d, and their pulfe beat low.;

And as they look’d they found their horror grew,
And fhap’d itinto rods, and tingled at the view.

So have I feen (who has not, may conceive,)

A lifelefs phantom near a garden plac’d §

Sodoth it wanton birds of peace bereave,

Of fport, of fong, of pleafure, of repaft ;

They ftart, they ftare, they wheel, they look aghatt;
" Sad fervitude! fuch comfortlefs annoy

May no bold Britons riper age e’er tafte!

Ne fuperftition clog his dance of joy,
Ne vifion empty, vain, his native blifs deftroy.

Vor. L, X . Near
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‘Near to this dome is found a patch fo green,.

©On which the tribe their gamboles do difplay ;

And at the door impris’ning board is feen,

Left weakly wights of fmaller fize fhould ftray ;'

Eager, perdie, te bafk in funny day!

The noifes intermix’d, which thence refound,

Do learning’s little tenement betray :

Where fits the dame, 'difguis’d in look profound,
Andreyes her fairy throng, - and turns her wheel around,

Her cap, far whiter than the driven fnew,
Emblem riglit'meet of decency does yield :
Her apron dy’d’int grain, as blue, I trowe,
As is the hare-bell-that adorns the field -
And in herhand, for fcepter, fhe does wield’
Tway bircher fprays ; with anxious fear entwin'd,,
With dark diftruft, and fad repentance fill'd ;
And ftedfaft hate, and fharp afiliction join'd,

And fury uncontroul’d, and chaftifement unkind.

Few but have ken’d, in femblance meet poustray’d,

‘The childifh faces of old Eol’s train ;

Lins, Notus, AusTer: thefe in frowns.array’d,

Flow then would fare or earth, or fky, or main,

Were the ftern god to give his flaves the-fein ?

And were not fhe rebellious breafts to quell,

And were not fhe her ftatutes te maintain,

"The cot no more, I ween, weredeem’d thecell,
Where comely peace of mind,. and decent order dwell.

Asrofles

- \
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A ruffet ftole was o’er her thoulders throvn § -

A ruffet kirtle fenc’d the nipping air ;
¥Twas fimple ruflet, butit was her own;

Twas her own country bred the flock fo fair!
>T'was her own labour did the flecce prepare; -
And, footh, to fay, her pupils, rang’d around,

Thro’ pious awe, did term it pafling rare ;

For they in gaping wonderment abound, :

And think, no doubt, fhe been the greateft wight on --

' (ground,

Albeit ne flatt’ry did corrupt her truth,
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear
Goody, good-woman, goffip, n’aust, forfooth,
Or dame, the fole additions fhe did hear;
Yet thefe fhe challeng’d, thefe the held right dear s
Newould efteem him a& as mought behove,
‘Who fhould not honour’d eld' with thefe revete:
For never title yet fo mean could prove,

But there was eke a mind which did that title love.

One ancient hen fhe took delight to feed,

The plodding pattern of the bufy dame 3
- Which, ever and anon, impell’d by need,

Into her fchool, begirt with chickens, came 3

Such favour did her paft deportment claim :

And, if negle@ had lavifh’d on the ground

Fragment of bread, fhe would collet thefame

For well fhe knew, and quaintly could expound,
What fin it were to wafte the fmalleft crumb fhe found..
- X2 / Herbs
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Herbs too the knew, and well of each could fpeak

That in her garden fip’d the filv’ry dew ;

Where no vain flow’r difclos’d a gawdy ftreak ;

But herbs for ufe, and phyfick, not a few,

Of grey renown, within thofe borders grew :

The tufted bafl, pun-provoking thyme,

Frefh baim, and mary-gold of chearful hue ;

The lowly ‘gill, that never dares to climb; .
And more I fainwould fing, difdaining Yiere to rhyme.

Yet cuphrafy thay not beleft unfong, . .
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues md; :
And pungent radifh, biting infants tongue; - -,
And plantain ribb’d, that heals the reaper’s wound ;
And marj’ram fiveet, in fhepherd’s pofie found ;
And lavender, whofe fpikes of azure bloom -
Shall be, ere-while, in arid bundies bound,
To lurk amidft the labaurs of her loom,

Andgown ker kerchiefsclean, withmickle rare perfunte,

And here trim rofemarine, that whilom crown’d '
The daintieft garden of the proudef peer;
Ere, driven from its eavy’d fite, it found

A facred fhelter for its branches bere ;

Where edg’d with gold its glitt'ring firts appear.
Oh waflel days! O cuftoms meet and well !

Ere this was banifh’d from its lofty fphere:

Simplicity then fought this humble cell,
Nerever wmldfhe mare with thahe anélor&hngdwelt
Lo Here
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Here ofi the dame, on fabbath’s decent eve,

Hymned fuch pfalms as STERNHOLD forth did mete,

If winter ’twere, fhe to her hearth did cleave,

Butin her garden found a fammer feat :

Sweet melody ! to hear her then repeat

How Ifrael’s fons, beneath a foreign king,

While taunting foe-men did a fong intreat,

All, for the nonce, untuning ev’ry firing,
Uphung their ufelefs lyres—{mall heart had they to fing.

For fhe was juft, and friend to virtuous lore,

And pafs’d much time in truly virtuous deed ;

And, in thofe elfins’ ears, ‘would oft deplore

The times, when truth by popifh rage did bleed ;

And tortious death was true devotion’s meed ;

And fimple faith in iron chains did mourn,

That nould on wooden image place her creed ;

And lawny faintsin fmould’ring flames did burn :
Ab ! deareft Lord, forefend, thilk days thould ¢’er return,

~ Inelbow chair, like that of Scottifh ftem
" By the fharp tooth of cank’ring eld defac’d,

In which, when he receives his diadem,
Our fov’reign prince and liefeft liege is plac’d,
The matron fate; and fome with rank fhe grac’d,
(The fource of children’s and of courtier’s pride!)
Redrefs’d affronts, for vile affronts there pafs’d;
And warn’d them not the fretful to deride,

-But love each other dear, whatever them betide.
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Right well fhe knew each temper to defcry ;
‘To thwart the proud, and the fubmifs to raife ;
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high,
And fome entice with pittance fmall of praife ;
And other fome with baleful fprig fhe *frays :
Ev’n abfent, the the reins of pow’r doth hold,
While with quaint arts the giddy crowd fhe fways ;
Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold,
* T'will whifper in her ear, and all the fcene unfold.

Lo now with ftate fhe utters the command !

Eftfoons the urchins to their tatks repair ;

Their books of ftature fmall they take in hand,

Which with pellucid horn fecured are ;

To fave from finger wet the letters fair :

‘The work fo gay, that on theirback is feen,

St. GEorGE’s high atchievements does declare 3

On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been,
Kens the forth-coming rod, unpleafing fight, I ween !

v

Ahlucklefshe, and horn bengath the beam,
Of evil ftar! itirks me whilft I write !
*As erft the * bard by MuLLa’s filver ftream,
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight,
Sigh’d as he fang, and didin tears indite,
For brandithing the rod, fhe doth begin
'Tq loofe the bragues, the firipling’s late delight §
And down they drop ; appears his dainty fkin,
F:ur as the frry coat of whiteft e:xmlm.
O ruthy

-
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#O ruthful fcene! when from a nook obfcure,
His little fifter doth his peril fee :
All playful as fhe fate, fhe grows demure;
She finds full foon her wonted fpirits flee3
She meditates a pray’r to fet him free:
" Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny,
(If gentle pardon could with dames agree)
To her fad grief that fwells in either eye,
:And wrings her fo thatall for pity fhe could dye.

No longer can fhe now her fkrieks command 3
And hardly fhe forbears, thro’ aweful fear,
To ruthen forth, and, with prefumptuous hand,
To ftay harfh juftice in its mid career.
Oa thee fhe calls, on thee her parent dear!
‘(Ah ! too remote to ward the thameful blow!}
"She fees no kind domeftic vifage near, -
And foon a flood of tears’begins to flow 3

And_ givesa loofe at lalt to unavailing wae.

Butah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace ?
Or what device his loud Jaments explain ?
The form uncouth of his difguifed face?
The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ?
The plenteous fhow’r that does his cheek diftain?
‘When he, in abje& wife, implores the dame,
Ne hopeth aught of fweet reprieve to gain F
Or when from high fhe levels well her aim,
And, thro’ the thatch, his cries each falling ftroke proclam‘

X 4 The
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The'other tribe, aghaft, with fore difmay,

Attend, and conn their tafks with mickle care : .

By turns, aftony’d, ev’ry twig furvey, ,
And, from their fellow’s hateful wounds, beware 3
Knowing, I wift, how each the fame may fhare ;
*Till fear has taught them a performance meet,
"And to the well-known cheft the dame repair ;
Whence oft with fugar’d cates fhe doth ’em greet,

And ginger-bread y-rare; now, certes, doubly fweet !

See to their feats they hye with merry glee,

And in befeemly order fitten there;

All but the wight of bum y.galled, he,

Abhorreth bench and ftool, and fourm, and chair g

(This hand in mouth y-fix’d, that rends his hair ;)

And eke with fnubs profound, and heaving breaft,

Convulfions intermitting ! does declare

His grievous wrong; his dame’s unjuft beheft ;
And fcorns her offer’d love, and fhuns to be carefs’d,

His face befprent with liquid cryfial thines,

His blooming face that feems a purple flow’r,

Which low to earth its drooping head declines,

All fmear’d and fully’d by a vernal fhow’r,

O the hard bofoms of defpotic pow’r !

All, all, but fhe, the author of his {iame,

. All, all, but fhe, regret this mournful hour:

Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow’r, thall claim,

If {o I deem aright, tranfCending worth and fame.

- Behind
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Behind fome door, in melancholy thought,
- *Mindlefs of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines ;
Ne for his fellow’s joyaunce careth aught,
But to the wind all merriment refigns ;
And deems it fhame, if he to peaceinclines;
And many a fullen look afcance is fent, '
Which for his dames annoyance he defigns ;
And fill the more to pleafure him fhe’s bent,
The more doth he, perverfe, her haviour paft refent.

Ah me! how much I fear left pride it be !

But if that pride it be, which thus infpires,

Beware, ye dames, with nice difcernment fee,

Ye quench not-too the fparks of nobler fires:

Ah! better far than all the mufe’s Iyres,

All coward arts, is valour’s gen’rous heat;

The firm fixt breaft which fit and right requires,

Like VErNON’s patriot foul ; more juftly great
Than craft that pimps for ill, or flow’ry falfe deceit.

Yet nurs’d with fkill, what dazzling fruits appear!
Ev’n now fagacious forefight points to fhow
A little bench of heedlefs bifhops here,
And there a chancellour in embryo,
Or bard fublime, if bard may e’er be fo,
AsMirTon, SHAKESPEAR, names thatne’er fhall dye
Tho’ now he crawl along the ground {o low,
Nor weeting how the mufe thou’d foar on high,
Witheth, poor ftarv’ling elf! his paper kite may fly.
) ' ' And
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And this perhaps, who cens’ring the defign,
Low lays'the houfe which that of cards doth buildy
Shall Denn~is be! if rigid fates incline,
And many an epic to his rage fhall yield ;
And many a poet quit th’ Aonian field ;
And, ‘four’d by age, profound he thall appear,
As he who now with *(dainful fury thril’d
Surveys mine work ; and levels many a fneer,
And futlshiswrinkly front, and cries, ** What Rtuff is here?*®

. But now Dan Proesus gains the middle fkie,
And liberty unbars her prifon-door ;
And like a rufhing torrent out they fly,
Anti now the grafly cirque han‘cover’d o’er
With boift’rous revel-rout and wild uproar ;
A thoufand ways in wanton rings they run,
Heav'n fhield their fhort liv’d paftimes, I implore!
For well may freedom erft fo deatly won,
Appear to Britith elf more gladfome than the Yun.

Enjoy, poorimps! enjoy your fportive trade,
And chafe gay flies, and cull the faireft flow’rs ;
For when my bones in grafs-green fods are laid ;
For never may ye tafte more carelefs hours
In knightly caftles orin ladies bow’rs.
O vain to feek delight in earthly thing!
. Butmotft in courts where proud ambition tow’rs;
Deluded wight ! who weens fair peace can fpring
Beneath the pompous dome of kefar or of king. - See
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See in each fprite fome various bent appear !

‘Thefe rudely carol moft incondite lay ;

Thofe faunt’ring on the green, with jocund leer

Salute the ftranger pafling on his way ;

Some builden fragile tenements of clay 3.

Some to the ftanding lake their courfes.bend,

With pebbles fmooth at duck and drake to play;

Thilk to the huxter’s fav’ry cottage tend,
In.paftry kings and queens th’ allotted mite to fpend.

Here, aseach feafon yields a different flore,
Each feafon’s ftores in order ranged been}
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover’d o'er,
Galling full fore th’ unmoney’d wight, are feen;
And goofe-b’rie cladin liv’ry red or green ;
And here of lovelydye, the cath’rine pear,
Fine pear! aslovely for thy juice, I ween:
O may no wight e’er pennylefs come there,
Left fmit with ardent love he pine with hopelefs care

See! cherries here, ’ere cherries yet abound,

With thread fo white in tempting pofies ty’d,

Scatt’ ring like blooming maid their glances round,
With pamper’d look draw little eyes afide;

And mutft be bought, tho’ penury betide.
“The plumb all azure and the nut all brown,

And heregach feafon, do thofe cakes abide,

Whofe honotr'd names th’ inventive city own,

Bcnd’rmg thro’ Britain’s ifle Salopxa s praifes known. ®
. © Admird

® SREWSBURY cakes,
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Admird Saroria! that with venial pride
Eyes her bright form in §8vErn’s ambient wave,
Fam’d for her loyal cares in perils try’d,
Her daughters lovely, and her ftriplings brave :
Ah! midft the reft, may flowers adorn his grave,
‘Whofe art did firft thefe dulcet cates difplay !
A motive fair to learning’s imps he gave,
‘Who chearlefs o’er her darkling region firay ;
*Till reafon’s morn arife, and light themon their way.

C O N-



CONTENTS

1. ELEGIES on fcvcral -Occafions.

] Prefatory effay on elegy. — Page 15

To fortune, fuggefiing bis mative for repining at ber di jﬁex— '
Jations. ]
ELEG Y




CONTENTS.
: ELEGY XL )
" He complains how foon the pleafing novelty of life is over.
7o Mr, f— R— 53
ELEGY XIL .

ELEGY .
9o a friend, ox fome [light occafion eftranged from bim. §7
A . ‘E LgE GY f{V.

Declining an invitationts wifit foreign countries, he takes
occafion to intimate the advantages of bis cwn. To Lord -

His récantation.

Temple. ———— 59
- "ELEGY XV. 6
In memory of a private family in Worcefler pire. - 2

4 E Lé GY . ;

‘He s the advantages of birth to a’ perfom of merit,

: af:ﬁ?{: Solly of a ﬁ:ierci{;vaﬁlgﬁ that if built 3;1: that
Jole foundation, —_— — 67

ELEGY XVIIL

He indulges the fuggeftions of fpleen: an elegy to the
- avinds, —_— — 2

' ELEGY XVIL 7
He repeats the fong of Collin, a difcerning foepherd; lz-

menting the fiate of -the awoollen manufaitury. 76
ELEGY XIX. '
" Written in fpring 1743. _— —_ 79

ELEGY XX
He compares bis bumble fortune avith the diftreffes of others,
and bis fubjeition to Delia awith the miferable fervitude
of an African flavve, e —_— 83
ELEGY XXIL o
Taking a view of the country from bis retirement, he is ld
. to meditate on the charalier of the ancient Britons.
Written at the time of a rumonred tax upon luxury.

1746. . 86
4 ELEGY XXIL

Written in the year awben the rights of fepulture avere
- Jo frequently widlated. — 9o
2 E }. f. GY XXII.

efiecions fuggeficd by bis fituation., . smmmmne 94

flections fuggefied by bis fitua T ELEGE

)



CO'N TENTS,  *

E L EGY XXIV.
Ez sakes 0cag/x'an Jrom the fate of Eleanor of Bretagne, ts

JSuggeft the zmpeg?& pleaﬁ:re: qf a ﬁlzta'y life. 98
XXV.

Qo Delia, awith fome ﬂorwer: 5 complaining how much his.

benewwolence fuffers om account of his bumble fortune. 10Z
ELEGY XXVL

+ Deferibing the forrow of an ingenvous mind, on the melan~

chely event of a licentious amour. 104,

1I. ODES, SONGS, BALLADS, &c.

Rural elegance : an ode to the late duchefs of Somerfete
Written 1750. —_— —_— nz
©Ode to memory. 1748. — 122
The princefs Ehinabeth : a ballad alluding to a flory recorded

of kery. when fbe was prifoner at Woodftock, 1554. 124
©de to a young lady, fomewbat too folicitous about.her man~

ner of expreffion. — —_— 126
Nancy of the wale. A4 ballad. - —_— 128
Ode to Indolence. 1750,  —s—’ —_— 130

©d: to Health. 1730. —_— 132
o a lady of quality, ﬁmng up her library. 1738. 135
Upm a )/x't fo the fame in awinter. 1748. —— 137
An irregular ode after ficknefs. 1749 138
Written in a flower book of my own calourmg, Jeﬁgn:d far

lady Plimouth. 1753-4. — 143
Anacreontic. 1738. 144
Ode. Written 1739. — —_— 14%
The dying kid. —_— — 147
Songs, awritten chiefly between the year 1737 and ‘7462&

149 —1
The balcyon. —_— —_— 166

. Ode. —_— 168
A paftoral ode, to the bonourable Sir Richard Lyttleton. 16
Verfes awritten towards the cly jE of the year 174.8, to Wi,

liam Lyttleton, Efg. 176

Femmy Davsfon, a Z llad ; awritten about the time of bis

execution, in the Jear 1745. : x79

A paforal ballad, in four parts. Ii’ntmx 174.3 ‘

Jus EVITIEa,

\



CONTLNTS

III. LEVITIES or PIECES of HUMOUR
Flirt and Pbil ;5 a decifion for the ladies. 19 5

Stanzas to the memory of an agreeable lady, buried in mar-

riage to a perfon unde ﬁrfvmg ber. 196
Colemira. A culinary ecle 197
The rape of the trap. A f;zllad 1737. — 200

On certain paflorals. e 204
On Mr. C — of Kiddc:rmiqﬂer’: poetry. ibid.
To the virtuofes. —_——— ibid.
The extent of cookery. — 206
The. progrefs of advice. A common mﬁ — 207
4 ballad. _— — 208
Slender’s ghof?. — 209
© The Invidious. - 210
Tbe price of an equipage. — 211
Hint from Vaiture. —_— — 212
Infeription. _— ibid
9o a friend e 214
- @he poet and the dun. f7 1 — 217
Written at an inn at Henley.  —— +218
ile. — 219
Tbe charms of precedence. A tale. | — 220
Ode. —— 227
Epilogue to the tragedy of Cleone. —_— 229

IV. MORAL PIECES.

The judgment of Hercules, ~— —— -—_— 234

Thhe progrefs of tafic: or, the fate of delicacy. 251
Occonomy, a rbapjody, addrefjed to young poets. ., 272
The ruin'd ably 5 or, the effelts of fuperfiition. 294
Lowe and honour. —_— — . 308
The febool-miftrefs, — 320
Tbe End of the FirsT VoLUME.
3
Py -
L
dgb






varissty GOOGlE






Digitized by Google



Digitized by Google



Digitized by Google



Digitized by Google



Digitized by Google



