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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH.

It has happened to ViNcENT BOURNE, in com-
mon with many other writers, that he is known
chiefly by his works. '

Neither his birthplace nor his parentage is
recorded in any notice of him by his contem-
poraries: an attempt to ascertain them from
other sources would, at this distance of time,
have little chance of being attended with success.

It scarcely need be mentioned, that he re-
ceived his education at Westminster. We find,
from the list of the king’s scholars, that he
was admitted on the foundation in the year
1710, at the age of fifteen; and that he was,
four years afterwards, elected a scholar to Tri-
nity college, Cambridge, where, in due course
of time, he succeeded to a fellowship. He took
the degree of bachelor of arts in 1717, and that
of master of arts in 1721.

He afterwards became one of the ushers of
‘Westminster school, in which situation he con-
tinued till the time of his death: this event
took place on the 2nd of December, 1747.

a
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vi BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH.

Preferment in the church was offered him;
but he declined, from scruples of conscience,
taking upon himself the care of a parish. What
his feelings were on this subject may be seen
in a letter to his wife, which, with another to a
young lady, is subjoined to this memoir.

His merits as a Latin poet have never been
called in question. To a natural flow of ideas,
he adds a felicity and purity of diction almost
unrivalled. His style is forcible without harsh-
ness, and graceful without affectation. By one
who wishes to learn the art of expressing com-
mon subjects with propriety, perhaps no author
can be studied with equal advantage.

Cowper, whose disposition was, in many re-
spects, congenial with that of Bourne, seems to
have regarded him with no common affection.
He has translated more than one of his Latin
poems; and, in a letter addressed to a friend,
bears ample testimony to his genius, while he
throws some light on his character and habits.
“I love,” says he, “the memory of Vinny
Bourne. I think him a better Latin poet than
Tibullus, Propertius, Ausonius, or any of the
writers in Aéis way, except Ovid, and not at ali
inferior to Aém. I love him, too, with a love
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of partiality, because he was usher of the fifth
form at Westminster, when I passed through
it. He was so good-natured and so indolent,
that I lost more than I got by him; for he
made me as idle as himself. He was such a
sloven, as if he had trusted to his genius as a
cloak for every thing that could disgust you in
his persan; and, indeed, in his writings he has
almost made amends for all. His humour is
entirely original ; he can speak of a magpie, or
a cat, in terms so exquisitely appropriated to
the character he draws, that one would sup-
pose him animated by the spirit of the creature
he describes. And with all his drollery, there
is a mixture of rational, and even religious re-
flection, at times, and always an air of plea-
santry, good-nature, and humanity, that makes
him, in my mind, one of the most amiable writers
in the world. It is not common to meet with
an anthor who can make you smile, and yet at
nobody’s expense; who is always entertaining,

- and always harmless; and who, though always

elegant and classical, to a degree not always

found in the classics themselves, charms more

by the simplicity and playfulness of his ideas,

than by the neatness and purity.of his verse.”
a2
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Dr. Beattie, after noticing that Boileau did
not know that there were any good poets in
England, till Addison made him a present of
the Muse Anglican®, remarks, that * those
foreigners must entertain a high opinion of our
pastoral poetry, who have seen the Latin trans-
lations of Vincent Bourne, particularly those of
the ballads of Tweed-side, William and Mar-
garet, and Rowe’s Despairing beside a clear
Stream, of which it is no compliment to say,
that in sweetness of numbers, and elegant ex-
pression, they are at least equal to the- origi-
nals, and scarce’ inferior to any thing in Ovid
or Tibullus.” o

.Of the present edition it is sufficient to say,
that it was undertaken from a conviction that
it would be acceptable, as being the first that
has 'been executed with any suitable degree of
elegance.” It is printed from the quarto, pub-
lished in 1772, and has been carefully collated
with the other editions, of which there are nine
in number : the first, the only one that appeared

in the lifetime of the author, was published in

1784.




A LETTER
FROM

THE AUTHOR TO A YOUNG LADY.

I AM just come from indulging a very pleasing me-
lancholy in a country churchyard, and paying a
respectful visit to the dead, of which I am one day
to increase the number. As the solemnity and
awfulness of the place does instantly affect the be-
holder, the solitude and silence of it does equally
dispose him to attention and meditation: so that
we nowhere find a more useful and improving re-
tirement. Every monument has its instruction, and
every hillock has its lesson of mortality.

I have, by this means, in a short spaee of time
read the history of the whole village ; and could
tell the names of its principal families, for the last
thirty or forty years: I might perhaps go a little
higher ; but here, by the injury of time and weather,
the register begins to be interrupted, and the letters
are generally so defaced, that if an inscription can
be made out, it is not without much difficulty and
conjecture.

*Tis not, however, without great compassion I see
the kind endeavour of the survivor, to preserve the
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memory of a departed friend, so soon frustrated and
disappointed. To continue the remembrance ofthe
deceased, though by a mound of earth, a turf of
grass, or a rail of wood, is an instance of affection
and humanity equal to'the most costly monuments
of brass and marble, in every thing but expense and
duration: and yet how perishable are even those!
how fruitless is the expense, and how short the du-
ration |

- The churchyard I look on as the rendezvous of
the whole parish, whither people of all ages and con-
ditions resort. ’Tis the common dormitory, where,
after the labours of life are over, they all lie down
and repose themselves together in the dust. The
little cares and concerns they had when living, are
here entirely forgotten ; nor eomes there hither any
uneasiness or emnmity, to disquiet or interrupt their
rest. The jealousies and fears, the discontents and
suspicions, the animosities and misunderstandings
which imbitter men one against another, are all
determined ; here end all resentments and cone
tentions.

- We have this satisfaction withal in death, that
_it is a state of perfect equality. The rich end the
poor, the young and the aged, the wise and the
foolish, all lie down together, and are blended in
the dust. Here it is that no one is greater or less
than another; for rottenness admits of no distinc-
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tion, and corruption has ne superiority. The fairest
shall be a stench, and the mest beautiful shall be
leathsome. Rejoice, thou then that art despised ;
and be comforted, thou that art lightly estevmed ;
for the time cometh when the haughtiest shall be
made low, and the meanness of the great be as thine ;
the despitefulness of the proud, and the loftiness of
the scornful, shall be humbled together, and the foot
of the beggar shall trample on them.

I will allow that the pomp of a great manm may
adorn his funeral, and flattery may attend it with
coronets, pedigrees, and banners: whatever is be-
yond, is nuisance-only and abhorrence. The se-
pulehre too may be painted without, but within is
full of filthiness and uncleanness; and the corpse
may be wrapt in velvet and fine Linen, yet in velvet
and fine linen it shall rot: the leaden coffin and the -
arched vault may separate it from vulgar dust; but
even here shall the worm find it, nor shall his hunges
be aatisfied till he strip it to the bones. In the mean~
while, the laboured epitaph is mocking it with titles,
and belying it with praises: the passenger must be
stayed, to lament its loss; and the reader is called
upon to weep, that a person illustriously descended
should be so like the.rest of his fellow-creatures
—as to die.

" The procession may be long, and set off with all
the finery that pride can invent, or money can pur-
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chase ; insomuch that women shall stand amaszed,
and children shall hold up their hands with astonish-
ment: yet all this midnight show, which has raised
the curiosity-of multitudes, and with purposed delays
has increased it into impatience, can go no farther
with him than ‘to his grave ; here must all his state
leave him, and the honours are his no longer.
Having thus amused myself in contemplating the
vanity of human greatness; what is it, said I, that
can thus make us startle, and shrink at the thoughts
of death? The mighty and the rich of the world
may tremble, but what is the sting of death to those
whose life has been altogether misery ? or what power
has the grave over the unhappy? is it not rather a
refuge from violence and oppression, and a retreat
from insolence and contempt ? is it not a protection
to the defenceless, and a security to him who had no
place to flee unto? Surely in death there is safety,
and in the grave there is peace ; this wipes off the

sweat of the poor labouring man, and takes the load.

from the bended back of the weary traveller: this
dries up the tears of the disconselate, and maketh
the heart of the sorrowful to forget its throbbing;
’tis this eases the agonies of the diseased, and giveth
a medicine to the hopeless incurable ; this discharges
the naked and hungry insolvent ; and releases him
from his confinement, who must not otherwise have
come thence, till he had paid the uttermost farthing:

-
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’tis. this that. rescues the slavefrom his heavy task-
master, and frees the prisoner from the cruelties of
him that cannot pity. This silences the clamours of
" the defamer, and hushes the virulence of the whis~
perer. The infirmities of age, and the unwearinesses
of youth, the blemishes of the deformed, the frenzies
of the lunatic, and the weaknesses of the ideot, are
here all buried together; and who shall see them?
~ Let the men of gaiety and langhter be terrified with
the scenes of their departure, because their pleasure
is no-more; but let the ;sons of wretchedness and
affliction smile and be comforted, for their deliver-
anoe draweth nigh, and their pain ceaseth.

With these and many other reflections, which the
compass of a letter cannot contain, I left the cham-
bers of the dead. What first occurred to me after
this solitary walk, I have communicated to you: at
present perbaps you may think them little worthy
your regard ; ‘or look on them at best as the product
of a sickly and distempered brain. A lecture of mor-
tality, to a maiden in the prime of her health and
beauty, you may suppose can come only from a
gloomy and disturbed mind, to fortify and prepare
the soul against the day when the face of the fairest
shall gather blackness, the heart of the strongest
shall fail, and the mirth of the most frolicksome shall
- depart from him. The prospect, I believe, may be
unwelcome ; but unseasonable it cannot be,. while
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youth is subject to diseases, and while beauty is de-
ceitful. I desire you to aecept of this night piece,
drawn by an artless hand; and when that hand shal}
be mouldering in dust, to peruse the picture, and
then be assured that though it be artless—’tis true.

It must be the frequent perusal of gravestones
and monuments, and the many walks I have taken
in a churchyard, that have given me so great a dis-
taste for life ; the usual sight of mortality, corrup-
tion, and nakedness; must inevitably lead one to a
serious reflection on the vanity of all worldly great-
ness. The very pride of a man, considered in this
view, is his reproach, and his haughtiness becomes
his shame.

From this representation of human meanness and
frailty, may be drawn excellent lessons of humility
to the ambitious, and very comfortable instructions
to the dejected and lov(r-spirited.

Anmidst the various interruptions and diversions of
life, which take up by far the best and most valuable
part of it, there is one thought still, ever and anon,
arising in the mind ; which is, what shall the end of
these things be! This is a thought that will not
be wholly stifled and suppressed: for the answer is
ready, peremptory, and eonvincing— The end is
death. .

If death then be, as it undeniably is, a cessation
from vanity, for such is almost every thing we call




TO A YOUNG LADY. Xv

pleasure ; what courage and constancy, what man-
liness and resolution, does it net require, to be at
once stripped of all those dear enjoyments which en-
gage and destroy so considerable a part of our lives.

There lives not that man of gaiety, who would
not be startled with the thought of being snatched
away from his delights; yet what is more frequent !

A prisoner, who has deluded himself with the ex-
pectation of a reprieve, would be extremely shocked
to be called away from the midst of his mirth to
execution.



A LETTER
FROM

THE AUTHOR TO HIS WIFE,

A FEW WEEKS BEFORE HI18 DEATH %,

Being warned by the hand of God that my disso-
lution draweth nigh, I thank the divine goodness
for giving me this timely notice, and not cutting me
off suddenly in the midst of my sins: that he has
granted me leisure, and a due sense of my follies
and corruptions, and thereby enabled me to make
my reconciliation with him, before that I am no
more seen. I esteem it as a great instance of his
mercy, that he has not afflicted me with any de-
lirium, or disease that would Lave deprived me of
my memory or senses; but has visited me with a
distemper, which, however otherwise grievous, has
given me time and opportunity to look back into

® This letter, though rather of a private nature, is published
as a testimony of the author’s goodness of heart ; and the reader
is farther informed, that from the conscientious motives therein
mentioned, the author was induced to refuse some very valuable
ecclesiastical preferment offered him in the most liberal manner
by a late noble duke.
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my past life, and with seriousness and attention to
consider my latter end.

Upon recollection, I find the offences of my youth
and the transgressions of my riper years are so many,
that, were not the mercy of God as infinite as his
justice, I might despair of pardon. But, through
the merits and intercession of a crucified Saviour,
I humbly hope forgiveness. As the Almighty has
himself declared that he delighted not in the death
of a sinner, I beseech him that his extensive fom-
passion may reach even unto me; and in dutiful
confidence ‘thereof, I submit myself to his holy will,
with resignation, constancy, and cheerfulness.

For that part of my behaviour that relates to my
fellow-creature man ; if that should happen to be
less exceptionable; if I have not willingly and de-
liberately injured my neighbour, by calumny, op-
pression, or extortion, not unto me, but unto God
be the praise. I hope it may in some measure com-
pensate for my many other misdeeds, and so far pro-
cure the favour and candour of all those who are so
sensible of their own failings as to overlook and for-
get mine.

There is one thing which I have often heard my-
self charged with ; and that is my neglect of entering
into holy orders, and a due preparation for that sacred
office. Though I think myself in strictness answer-
able to none but God and my own conscience, yet,



xviii A LETTBR FROM THE AUTHOR

for the satisfaction of the person that is dearest to
me, I own and declare, that the importance of so
great a charge, joined with a8 mistrust of my own
sufficiency, made me fearful of undertaking it: if I
have not in that capacity assisted in the salvation
of souls, I have not been the means of losing any:
if I have not brought reputation to the function by
any merit of mine, I have the. comfort of this re-
flection, I have given no scandal to it, by my mean-
neslPand unworthiness. It has been my sincere de-
sire, though net my happiness, to be as useful in my
little sphere of life as possible: my own inclinations
would have led me to a mare likely way of being
serviceable, if I might have pursued them ; however,
as the method of education I have been brought up
in was, I am satisfied, very kindly intended, I have
nothing to find fault with, but a wrong choice, and
the not knowing those disabilities I have since been
truly conscious of: those difficulties I have endea-
voured to get over ; but found them insuperable. It
has been the knowledge of these discouragements
that has given me the greatest uneasiness I have
ever met with: that has been the chief subject of
my sleeping as well as my waking thoughts, a fear
of reproach and contempt.

To the question, what I now am? I answer, an
unhappy composition of weakness, folly, and sin;
but what I shall be heredfter is that which startles
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and perplexes me. Here I am lost in amazement
and dread! The most pleasing and the dearest en-
gagements of this world, as having nothing in them
solid, sincere, or lasting, I could readily forego: but
the looking-for ef that unknown state, into which I
am to enter when I put off this body of frailty and
~ corruption, is confounding and terrible. The pros-
pect. into futurity is all darkness and uncertainty ;
nor can the nearest relation or friend, who is gene
before me, repass the gulf that is fixed between us,
to give me the least notice or intimation of it. ’'Tis
this thought that forbids me, polluted as I now am,
though ever so much wearied with life, to wish for my
dissolution ; this reminds me, that, though the body
be sleeping and mouldering in the grave, the soul
dieth not, nor yet slumbereth: the place and condi-
tion of unbodied spirits, who of all mankind knoweth !
‘What thought can conceive that which the eye never
saw, nor the ear heard of! Who shall inform me of
that state from whence there is no return ?

Surely there is a reward for the righteous; the
souls of the faithful after they are delivered from
the burthen of the flesh, are undoubtedly in joy and
felicity ; but then where shall the ungodly and the
sinner appear? where shall I, who have spent many
years in idleness and vanity, and have no merit of
my own to plead for me! where shall I, who have
not treasured up one good work to bespeak the fa-

.
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vour of the Almighty ; and have only the sufferings
of Jesus Christ, and those very sufferings often
slighted, trampled on, and rejected by me, to offer
in my behalf ?

But, ch! may the goodness of God, if there be
still mercy left for me, while it is yet called to-day,
before the night cometh on, so assist me with his
grace in working out my salvation, that neither the
desire of life, nor the dread of death, may withdraw
my thoughts from him! but that, in this my day, I
may consider the things which make for my peace,
before they are hid from my eyes. In humble con-
fidence thereof, and in full assurance of his most
gracious mercy to all returning sinners, I will en-
deavour to fortify and prepare myself against the
terrors of death.
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THE SONG OF

. THE THREE CHILDREN.

WHATE’ER God’s fiat did from nothing raise,
Stupendous product of the first six days,
O bless your Maker, your Creator praise.

In this let jarring elements agree,

Or make from discord sweetest harmony.

Ye sons of light made by his power divine ;

By his reflected beams it is you shine ;

Your hallelujahs in the chorus join,
That, far as creatures can, your praise may prove
Great as his power, and endless as his love.

e AR T sdeem——— - —— e 1. e



CANTICUM
TRIUM ISRAELITARUM.

Vos o, Jehove sacra potentia
Quecunque verbo fecit amabili ;
In ordinem quecunque-certum
Tam bene disposuit Creator ;
- Sublime carmen dicite, dicite
Sublime numen: perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

ZEterna ceeli vos habitacula,
Excelsiores spirituum domus ;

Vos, quee triumphis personatis
Angelicis, superfimque cantu ;
Ceeleste carmen jungite, jungite )

Caeleste nostro: - perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.
: B2



CANTICUM TRIUM ISRAELITARUM.

Vos, suaviores celicoliim chori,
Queis plectra, voces queis liquidz sonant,
Laudate (nam laudare vestrum est)
Harmonia potiore humen :
Docete carmen numine dignius,
Docete carmen ; perpetuum Dei )
Unaque nobiscum favorem .
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

Vos, cerule unda, que super ardui.
Convexa ceeli nubila volvitis ;
Vos jam Jehove. pariturz,
Si_jubeat recreare terram ;
Parete nobis (eequa rogabimus)
Parete nobis : perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

O angelorum turba seraphica,
Et principatus, tam varii licet
Sint ordines, omnes eundem
Concinite egregium Jehovam :
Laudate nostrum carminibus patrem,
Laudate vestrum: perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.



SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN. 5

Praise him, ye heaveps, long as your frame shall last,
Who like a curtain spread the azure waste,
And in your happy realms his throne has plac’d :
His utmost splendour still to you appears ;
O tune in praise the music of your spheres.

Waters, that, by the Almighty plac’d above,

Fixt as your firmament for ever prove:

Praise him whose spirit did on the waters move ;
‘Who made you free from winds and storms below ;
Whose praise can never ebb; nor ever flow.

Thrones, potentates, dominions, powers on high,
Acknowledge your superior in thé sky;
And bless the universal Majesty;
Whose word’s omnipotent, whose will is fate,
The only powerful, and the only great.



6 SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN.

Praise him, O sun; he on the ethereal throne

Without eclipses has for ever shone,

And gives thee light, and is like thee but one.
Praise him, O moon, in borrow’d lustre bright, -
In this be fixt, thou changing queen of night:

Ye twinkling stars of light, your praises show,
*Tis he that does your names and numbers know,
Alike inscrutable to all below.
Each star that does to man its beams dispense,
Praise him, as if inspir’d by some intelligence.

Praise him, ye gentle and refreshing showers,
Praise him, ye dews ; whose pearly moisture pours
Odours and beauties on the vernal flowers.
Who more should choose t’ exalt his name than you?
He father is of rain, begetter of the dew.




CANTICUM TRIUM ISRAELITARUM. 7

O qui benigno lumine ducitis
Labentis anni tempora, vos vagi
Ignes, diurnos ut labores,

Sic renovate melos diurnum.
Vidistis ambo, quot dederit bona,
Monstréstis ambo: perpetuum Dei

Ergoque nobiscum favorem :

Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

O multa stellarum agmina lucida,
Fulget decore queis variata nox,
Narrate laudes, vos, Jehova,
Sideribus numerosiores.
Vos et choreas ducere, vos simul
. Cantare ndstis: perpetuum Dei
Ergoque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

Dulces tenellis o pluvie satis,
Lietique rores imbribus humidis ;
Languentibus qui colla mane
Floribus erigitis, referte

Ut dona numen vos imitantia,
Ut dona mittat ; perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem

Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

~
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CANTICUM TRIUM ISRAELITARUM.

Venti sonantes flamine turbido,
(Nam fertur alis plus vice simplice
Ruisse vestris obvolutus
Omnipotens per inane vastum)
Vox audiatur vestra, per aéra
Vox audiatur: perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

O torridi ignes, dicite principem ;
Flamme, deorum dicite principem ;
Circumdatus namque ipse flammis
Zthereos sedet inter ignes.
Ut nos canamus, vos facitis: simul
Canatis ipsi ; perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

Alterna brume tempora frigide,
Bruma sequacis post spatium breve
ZEstatis, et tu rursus smstas ~

Mox vicibus reditura certis ;
Alterna semper carmina dicite,
(Alterna musa carmina diligunt)

Deique nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.




SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN. 9

Ye winds, that, where you please your sound maysend,

In hymns of joy your pious breathings spend ;

Oh! praise him without bound, and without end,
Who with majestic pomp, and terror join'd, [wind.
Rides charioting in clouds, and walks on wings of

Ye flames, exalt the universal choir ;

On zeal, bright as yourselves, to God aspire ;

God, a consuming, and a harmless fire :
Whose falling fires Elijah’s foes could tame,
Who shone in Moses’ bush a lambent flame.

Ye winter’s chillness, and ye summer’s sun,

That round the year in stated periods run,

Praise him in your eternal antiphon ;
Who, when the fatal flood of old was past,
Promis’d the seasons with the world should last.
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CANTICUM TRIUM ISRAELITARUM.

O vos per auras que sine murmure,
Lapsu silenti, mollia vellera,
Descenditis, ne leedat herbas
Aut segetem boreale frigus ;
Laudate, non ultra tacitee, nives
Laudate Regem: perpetuum Dei
Unaque nobiscum favorem
Perpetuo celebrate plausu.

Ceetera desunt, auctoris morte interrupta.-




SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN. 11

Ye honey-dews of May, like vapours rise,

Exhal’d in praises to your native skies ;

And hoary frost, which o’er the meadow lies
Like ashes scatter’d by his bounteous hand,
Restoring vigour to the wearied land.

Praise him, ye frosts, that bind the earth in chains,
Praise him, ye cold, that human force restrains,
Dead’'ning the sense, and thrilling in the veins.
His praise for ever be by you extoll'd,
Inflam’d with ardours by th’ extreme of cold.

Praise him, you frost, long as the frozen sea
In midst of storms enjoys a calm by thee:
And spotless snow, the type of purity;
In all your figur'd shapes his glory show,
Forget not heaven above, when fall’n on earth below.

Be this your business, ye laborious days,

And silent nights silver’d with glimmering rays ;

Exempt from every work, but that of praise.
Whose piercing eye does equal power display
In darkest midnight, and in brightest day.

Praise him, O light, in heavenly beams array’d ;

. Parent of day, and first of beings, shade ;

Praise him, who reign’d before the world was made ;
Who dwells in brightness, and who rides in night,
Majestic darkness, and alluring light.




12 SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN.

Ye clouds, with sulphur charg’d, his praise resound,
Louder than thunder in your caverns bound ;
Lightnings, that quickly die, and dying wound,

Ere yet your momentary flash is done,

Praise him, whose lustre can be never gone.

Praise him, O earth, whilst thou thyself shalt last ;
Thy solid orb in liquid ether plac’d,
Though hung on nothing, is for ever fast :
Praise him whose being is sustain’d by nane ;
Himself is centre of himself alone.

Ye mounts and hills, crown’d with a pompous lead
Of groves, where idols plac’d their old abode,
Resound the praises of a real god, '
‘Who show’d his goodness, who proclaim’d his will
On Horeb’s mountain, and on Sinai’s hill. '

Praise him, ye greens, by fruitful nature born,

And rising crops that plenteous vales adorn,

Where zephyrs rustle through the wavy corn ;
Who clothes in greater state each springing green,
‘Than that which drew from far the southern queen.

Ye wells and streams, your source of moisture know,
Who made, when urg’d of old, his pow’r to show,
Forth from th’ obedient rock the waters flow.

Nor is the fountain of his praises dry,

But unexhausted stores for ever will supply.



SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN. 13

Ye rivers, bear his praise to every land,
Praise him, ye seas, by whose supreme command
Your greatest rage is bounded by the sand.
No bounds or limits are assign’d you here,
Nor can your utmost forces go too far.

Praise him, ye whalés, and all the silver train,
That, on the fifth day made, the watery main
Within its spacious bosom does contain :
His praise, ye fish, by you be alway sung,
Though mute, to bless your Maker, find a tongue.

Praise him, ye fowls, exalt his name, whate’er
Or skims the water, or divides the air,
Who clothes and feeds you with paternal care.
Repeat his praise to every echoing dale,
Ye morning lark, and evening nightingale.

Praise him, ye beasts, that shady forests sway,
Who feeds the lions roaring for their prey,
Ye tamer kinds, that human force obey,
Present your praise, more grateful to the skies,
Than thousands of you slain in sacrifice.

Adore, ye sons of men, his awful name, g
Though form’d of earth fill'd with ethereal flame,
Cast in the noblest, and the finest frame.
Let lordly man his sovereign’s praise declare,
. And beauteous woman bless the truly fair.




14 SONG OF THE THREE .CHILDREN.

Let faithful Abram’s race their off’rings bring,

By tuneful David taught his praise to sing,

Their guide, their legislator, and their king :
Who spread o’er Egypt’s land substantial night,
Who with a longer sun did Joshua's faith requite.

Ye priests of God, let praise like incense rise,
Though Corah’s sons your order may despise,
And wish the priest himself a sacrifice.
Praise him for others too, and thus commend
Your greatest en’mies to your only friend.

Praise him, his servants, who have learnt to see

There’s nought so sweet as this captivity,

From whence ’tis greatest bondage to be free. [move,
Praise him, whose power can grant whate’er you
Whose ears will hear your prayers, for he is love.

Ye righteous souls, untainted with your clay,
Spring through the vast expanse, and wing your way,
To reach the confines of eternal day.

Celestial anthems sing with seraphs join’d,

And, souls unbodied, bless th’ almighty mind.

Ye humble men, whom self-admiring pride,

With all its baits could never draw aside,

Praise him, whose love does o’er the meek preside ;
Who throws the purple tyrants from their seat,
And makes the poor of spirit rich and great.



SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN. 15

Ye Jewish youths, his wond'rous praises tell,

Whose presence could the raging flames repel ;

And turn to heaven the punishment of hell.
‘Who on submissive fire triumphant rode,
The man assuming, to declare the God.

All glory, praise, dominion, majesty,
Now and for everlasting ages, be
To the éssential one, and coeternal three !
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HYMN THE FIRST.

HYMN THE FIRST,

BY ADDISON.

WHEN all thy mercies, O my God,
My rising soul surveys,

Transported with the view, I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise.

O how shall words with equal warmth,
The gratitude declare,

That glows within my ravish’d breast !
But thou canst read it there.

Thy providence my life sustain’d,
And all my wants redrest ;

When in the silent womb 1 lay,
And hung upon the breast.

To all my weak complaints and cries
Thy mercy lent an ear ;

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt
To form themselves in prayer.

Unnumber’d comforts to my soul
Thy tender care bestow’d ;

Before my infant heart conceiv’d
From whom those comforts flow’d.

e o Rl T



HYMNUS PRIMUS. 17

HYMNUS PRIMUS.

Cum misericordias recolligo, tua
Paterna quas, Jehova, cura contulit,
Suspensa cogitando, mens hzret mea,
Amorne major siet, an admiratio.

Quz verba, quee pietatis eloquentia
Ardore eodém gratias effabitur, -

Quo pectus intus concipit ! sed gaudium,
Quod fervet intus, tu legis, tu intelligis.

Tua cura, prasens semper, et semper vigil,
Me conditum uteri vidit in silentio;
Eademque cura me secuta est provida,

Cum matris ad mammam pependi infantulus.

Quos edidit questus mez imbecillitas
Infantize, tua auris accepit statim ;

Cum mens tenella, cogitare nec potis,
Colligere nondum noverat sese in preces.

Quee ‘nullus @quat computus, solamina

Tua administravit mihi indulgentia;

Infantulum cor antequam resciverat,

A fonte quo profluxerint tot munera.
c
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HYMNUS PRIMUS.

Cum per juvents lubricas decurrerem,
Incogitans, animique praeceps, semitas,
Tua alma sospitavit occulte manus,
Zvumque me provexit ad maturius.

Per multa mortis abditz discrimina
Aperta eunti et tuta porrecta est via,
Vitiique blandimenta per fallacia,
Periculum pree ceeteris ferentia.

Cum morbi acutiore vi tabescerem, -
Me sanitate recrefsti sepius,

Et cum gravarer crimine et doloribus,
Tua revocavit in salutem gratia.

Tuee, Jehova, largitati debeo,

Qued sat superque me bedrit copia,
Eamque amicus copiam consortio
Dulci quod unus et quod alter auxerit.

Pretiosa mille dona de die in diem,
Et mille millies reposcunt gratias,
Et inter illa dona cor lztabile,
Oblata quod pio accipit cum gaudio.

Vite per omne stadium, adultus et senex,
Benignitatem preedicando prosequar ;
Amabilemque, hoc corpus exutus, thesin
Redintegrabo szculorum in secula.



HYMN THE FIRST.

When in the slippery paths of youth
With heedless steps I ran,

Thine arm unseen convey’d me safe,
And led me up to man.

Through hidden dangers, toils and deaths,
It gently clear’d my way ;

And through the pleasing snares of vice,
More to be fear’d than they.

When worn with sickness, oft hast thou
With health renew’d my face ;

And when in sins and sorrows sunk,
Reviv'd my soul with grace.

Thy bounteous hand with worldly bliss
Has made my cup run o’er ;

And in a kind and faithful friend
Has doubled all my store.

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts

« My daily thanks employ ;

Nor is the least a cheerful heart,
That tastes those gifts with joy.

Through every period of my life
Thy goodness I'll pursue ;
And after death, in distant worlds,
The glorious theme renew.
c?2



HYMN THE SECOND.

When nature fails, and day and night -
Divide thy works no more ;

My ever-grateful heart, O Lord,
Thy mercy shall adore.

Through all eternity to thee
A joyful song I'll raise!
But O! eternity’s too short
To utter all thy praise.

HYMN THE SECOND.

How are thy servants blest, O Lord !
How sure is their defence !
Eternal wisdom is their guide,
Their help omnipotence.

In foreign realms and lands remote,
Supported by thy care ;

Through burning climes I pass’d unhurt,
And breath’d in tainted air.

Thy mercy sweeten'd e‘very soil,
Made every region please,

The hoary Alpine hills it warm’d
And smooth’d the Tyrrhene seas.



HYMNUS SECUNDUS. 21

Natura cum cesset, nec amplius dies
Noctesque per vices opera monstrent tua,
Memor usque cor, que gratiose feceris,
Fideliter revolvet et venerabitur.

Millena millies per @va canticum

Movebo tibi, Jehova, gratitudinis ;

Sed, o! nimis, nimis est brevis, nec laudibus
Vel tota sufficit tuis seternitas.

"HYMNUS SECUNDUS.

Quawm sunt beati, qui, Jehova, te colunt !
Quam certa tute es te verentibus salus !
ZAterna mens eos regit, dux et comes,

Et major omnibus potestas adjuvat.

In exteris regnis, locisque dissitis,
Vigilantia securus et salvus tua,
Ceeli per ardentis peragrabam plagas,
Et insalubrem sanus hauriebam aéra.

Tuus per omne vultus affulsit solum,
Solumgque fecit omne mihi ut arriserit ;
Calore temperavit Alpium nives,
Tuscique complanavit undas sequoris.



HYMNUS S8ECUNDUS.

Recogita mecum, anima mea, recogita,
Horrore quo perculsa, ponti videris

Imo ex sinu profunditates erutas,
Montesque fluctoum imminentes montibus !

In ore quovis pallidus sedit stupor,

In corde quovis consili impotens metus,
Cum devolutus gurges intra gurgitem
Victam gubernatoris artem luserit.

Sed salvum et illzesum inter hac pericula
Paterna tua me reddidit clementia,

Dum se recepit anima numen ad tuum,
Confisa humillims precum violentiz.

Preerupto aquarum in monte cum pependimus,
Cavasque valles ardui despeximus,

Servare novi te potentem maxime,

Nec supplices audire preesentem minus.

Procella siluit, dicto obediens tuo
Ventus recessit, reddita est tranquillitas ;
Et squor, imperante te, quod seviit,
Idem illud, imperante te, deseviit.

In mille versantem asperis laboribus
Me protinus juvabit et solabitur
Suavis recensio tot ante-munerum,
Humilisque plurium et pia expectatio.



HYMN THE SECOND.

Think, O my soul, devoutly think,
How with affrighted eyes

Thou saw’st the wide-extended deep
In all its horrors rise !

Confusion dwelt in every face,
And fear in every heart,

When waves on waves, gnd gulfs in gulfs,
O’ercame the pilot’s art.

Yet then from all my griefs, O Lord,
Thy mercy set me free ; .

While in the confidence of prayer
My soul took hold on thee.

For though in dreadful whirls we hung,
High on the broken wave ;

I knew thou wert not slow to hear,
Nor impotent to save.

The storm was laid, the winds retir’d,
Obedient to thy will ;

The sea, that roar’d at thy command,
At thy command was still.

In midst of dangers, fears, and deaths,
Thy goodness I'll adore ;

And praise thee for thy mercies past, -
And humbly hope for more.
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HYMN THE THIRD.

My life, if thou preserv’st my life,
Thy sacrifice shall be ;

And death, if death must be my doom,
Shall join my soul to thee.

HYMN THE THIRD.

WHEN rising from the bed of death,
O’erwhelm’d with- guilt and fear,
I see my Maker face to face,
O! how shall I appear!

If yet, while pardon may be found,
And mercy may be sought, ¢

My heart with inward horror shrinks,
And trembles at.the thought.

When thou, O Lord, shalt stand disclos’'d
In majesty severe!

And'sit in judgment on my. soul,
O'! how shall I appear!

But thou hast told the troubled soul,
Who does her‘sins lament,

The timely tribute of her tears
Shall endless woe prevent.



HYMNUS. TERTIUS.

Mea vita, vitam si meam dignaberis
Servare, tibi, Jehova, consecrabitur ;

Et mors; futura siquidem est mors portio,
Animam meam tibi soli adunatam dabit.

HYMNUS TERTIUS.

MoRT1s resuscitatus a cubilibus,

Noxa obvolutus totus et metu obrutus,
Coram ubi creatori meo obvius dabor,
Quis o! videbor! quo pudore contegar !

Siquis remissioni adhuc restat locus,
Nec sera, nimium sera, peenitentia est ;
_Labascit horrore anima, et in sese fugit,
Et cogitando pregravata contremit.

Cum te, Jehova, vesties terroribus,
Et, pro tribunali sedens, scrutaberis
Omiserit que quisque, qua commiserit,
Quis o! videbor ! quo pudore contegar !

Menti sed @gree, criminum quam peenitet,
Hujusce tu promissor es solatii,

Quod lacrymarum lenius piaculum
Pcenarum acerbiora deprecabitur.



PSALMUS XIX.

Si gratiee nondum ostium preecluditur,
Perpende, numen, quo dolore distrahor ;
Et, qua dolori pondus addant, respice
Quée passus est pro me redemptor vulnera.

Ille, ille spes est solus et fiducia,

Nec ulla desperabitur remissio,

Quam filius dedit tuus salutifer,

Et proprio obsignavit emptam sanguine.

ODE
EX INITIO

PSALMI XIX. DESUMPTA.

Expansa celorum, profunda ceerula,
Et arcuati qua patet spatium stheris,
Convexa stellis plena, splendens fabrica,
Sui decoris indicant originem.
Leetus diurnum sol iter decurrere,
Quis ille fons declarat et lucis parens,

_ Et cuique terrz, quam revisit, nunciat
Quam sancta se potensque formérit manus.



ODE.

Then see the sorrows of my heart,
Ere yet it be too late,

And hear my Saviour’s dying groans,
To give those sorrows weight.

For never shall my soul despair
Her pardon to procure ;

Who knows thy only Son has dy’d,
To make that pardon sure.

AN ODE
TAKEN FROM

THE BEGINNING OF PSALM XIX.

THE spacious firmament on high,
With all the blue ethereal sky,

The spangled heavens, a shining frame,
Their great original proclaim.

The unwearied sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator’s power disp_lay;

And publishes to every land

The work of an almighty hand.



ODE. !

Soon as the evening shades prevail,

The moon takes up the wond’rous tale,
And nightly, to the listening earth,
Repeats the story of her birth:

Whilst all the stars, that round her burn,
And all the planets, in their turn,
Confirm the tidings, as they roll,

And spread the truth from pole to pole.

What though, in solemn silence, all
Move round this dark, terrestrial ball ?
What though nor real voice nor sound
Amidst their radiant orbs be found ?

In reason’s ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,

For ever singing as they shine,

“THE HAND THAT MADE US IS DIVINE.”



PSALMUS XIX. 29

Absente sole, cum statim vesper suas

. Reducit umbras, luna carmen excipit,
Et singulis, ut eunt renarrat noctibus,
Sui quis ille magnus auctor luminis.
Quod et planetee per vices, quod ignium
Pro se minorum totus affirmat chorus,
Et dum movetur quisque certis legibus,
Utrumque veritate pervadit polum.

Solenniore quamlibet silentio
. Circum hunc opacum orbem feruntur omnia,
Nec ulla clare vox ab extra, nec sonus
Tot lucidos auditur inter ordines ;
Auditur intus, quam canoris vocibus,
Quibusque ceelum ferveat concentibus,
Ut hunc in hymnum concinat frequentia,
«“ vamirs EST, QUI NOS CREAVIT, ARTIFEX.”
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ON THE ASCENSION.

YE numerous hosts of angels bright,
Your winged multitudes prepare,
In all your grandeur to attend
The king of glory through the air.

O make your sweetest harmony,
As he triumphant takes his flight ;
Towering on high above the sun,

Through realms immense of spacious light.

In choicest hymns, melodious throng,
Salute the conqueror, your king ;
In joyful lays and loudest strains,
Ye blest, your God returning sing.

And now, in majesty divine,

He sits enrob’d by’s Father’s side ;
But still vouchsafes to intercede

For sinful man, for whom he died.

Then, man, thy dear Redeemer bless,
With thankful heart, as they above ;
With them begin a song of praise,
A song as endless as his love.
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ON ALL SAINTS DAY.

HarvL ye, whose sacred multitudes
In numbers cannot be exprest ;
Hail ye, that fill with winged crowds
The joyful regions of the blest ;
To you our humble verse we bring ;

*Tis you instruct us how to sing.

Ye blest attendants of your Lord,
While he vouchsaf” d on earth to preach,
By him as messengers the word
Throughout the world sent forth to teach
"Twas you the happy tidings brought,
Yourselvgs performing what you taught. -

Ye prophets, who with ardent zeal
And knowledge heavenly possest,
To future ages did reveal
The secrets of Jehovah’s breast ;
*Twas you, enlighten’d from above,
Foresaw and told that God was love.

You were the church’s best defence,
Ye martyrs now enthron’d on high,
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Bravely secure in innocence,
And boldly resolute to die;
Daring (so firmly ye withstood)

In spite of malice to'be good.

‘Go on, ye hosts and armies bright,

Your voices, all ye saints, to raise ;
Go on, ye glorious sons of light,

Your God and mighty King to praise :
While yearly we do here below
Acknowledge, what to you we owe.
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IN FESTUM PENTECOSTES.

Discrruros Deus implérat cum numine voces
Cceperunt varias et nova verba loqui.

Advena de Libycis aderat niger Afeér arenis,
Et caute fidens Parthica turba fuge :

Armenie populique, et divitis accola Nik,
Audierant voces Cappadocesque suas.

Vox diversa quidem sonat ; at cam dicere laudes
Numinis incipiunt, omnibus una sonat.

IN IDEM.

Ut Deus afflavit dexter laeto omine, sensim
Discipulis fervent pectora plena Deo.

Numinis auspicio subitus fit mentibus ardor,
Et novus accendit fervida corda calor.

Solicitas mentes non uila pericula terrent,
Non urgent ulli péctora mcesta metis.

* Ad quamvis regionem alacres sunt ire parati,

Quosve habet ignotos barbara terra locos.

Pergite, successu gens o animosa, Deusque,
Quod bene suscipitis vos, bene vertat opus.

D
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ON THE FEAST OF PENTECOST.

As Babel’s lofty towers proudly rise,

With bold design aspiring to the skies ;

The foolish builder’s project God confounds

With various languages and different sounds.

But when to build his church th’ Almighty came,
Though differing the event, the means the same,
The gift of languages he did afford

To them, whom he ordain’d to preach his word :,
As knowing that to man he thus had given

A surer, better way, to reach at heaven.

IN FESTUM SANCTI MICHAELIS.

Dicrre celestem, celestis turba, triumphum ;
Hostis, victores dicite, victus abit.

Vix iterum audebit vestrum sibi poscere celum,
Ad nova vix iterum ducere bella suos.

Ve terris! nam fraudem illic meditatur et iras,
Et tentat diros ultor, ut ante, dolos.

Secula sed vobis secura ; ut semper agatis
Perpetu&m pacem, perpetuosque choros.
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IN FESTUM SANCTI SIMONIS.

O sALVE, populis semper memorande Britannis
Dive parens ; nam felici tua cura labore

His lucem induxit terris, piceasque removit
Erroris tenebras: tu Christum, @ternaque celi
Gaudia narrabas animis incognita nostris.

O longum maneat nobis tua fama per @vum !
Et cum reddiderit numen sua premia justis,
Innumeras inter gentes, longamque nepotum
Progeniem, quos ipse, salutis nuncie, celo
Addideris, laudesque Deum, lauderis et ipse.

IN NONAS NOVEMBRIS.

Brs nostrge genti meditata inferre ruinam,
Immaturus erat bis tibi, Roma, dolus.

Successum tibi papa quidem promisit ; at ille
Et mendax vates, et malus auger eraf.

Visa mihi nimium pape tu credere ; pastor
Et falli, et poterit fallere, Roma, tuus.

p2
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IN FESTUM SANCTI ANDREZ.

AFFixum dum, sancte, cruci, lacerataque membra
Distentum miseris urgent cruciatibus hostes ;
Immemor interea peena, ignoransque moveri,
Adstantem allogueris populum ; narrasque salutis
Auctorem, et leges et sacra oracula pandis ;
Quee.Christus majora, et quot discrimina passus
Ipse prius tulerat, divini testis amoris.

De Christi exemplo dicis te talia ferre,

Pro Christo subiisse vel his graviora paratum.
Mcerentes stant circum homines, imaque recondunt
Mente sonos, fidum genus, incertique quid optent:
Te dulces nolunt moriendo abrumpere voces ;
Protrahere ingentes nolunt vivendo dolores.

IN FESTUM DIVI THOM .

EN, Thoma, en inhians divine in corpore vulnus,
En crucis et clayi livida signa vide! [strat

Credulus hinc Christum agnoscas, dum vulnera mon-
Que digito explores, vulnera Christus habet.

Hinc tibi, dive, fidem, hinc aliis confirmat ; et ipse
Quod dubites, alios non dubitare sinit.
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IN CALENDAS JANUARIL

JANE pater, gemino cernis qui tempora vultu,
Qui finem annorum, principiumque vides ;
Tempora prospicias nascentia, et omine leeto
Distinguat faustos candidus ordo dies.
Ferratis cohibe foribus tristem intus erynnin,
Improba nec poscat civieus arma furor.
Incipiat, precor, auspiciis felicibus annus,
Et, quibus auspiciis incipit annus; eat.

IN EPIPHANIAM.

ITe domum reduces, et gaudia dicite vestra ;
Omine letantes sideris ite, magi.

Vidistis totum implevit qui numine celum,
Inter mugitus hic recubare boum.

Vidistis blandum infantem, qui regna reliquit,
Ut multa in terris, heu! mala multa ferat:

O humiles animos ! divini o pignus amoris !
Quod Deus hic noster, quis Deus alter aget ?

37
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IN RESURRECTIONEM.

D1vinis rediit clarus honoribus
En Christus domitis victor ab inferis !
Devictoque sepulchro
Messiah egreditur novus.
Deceptam rabiem, consilia et dolos
Judzum doleat vulgus inutiles ;
Quod possint nihil ultra
Ireeque et furor impotens:

Si multis laceratus cruciatibus,
Si poteras, Christe, mori, diu
Non poteras mori.

HYMNUS PASCHALIS.

QuEM praferebas, horror ubi tuus,
O orce, nondum funeribus satur ?
Victorie, quas jactitabas,
O ubi sunt, avidum sepulchrum ?
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Mors et sepulchrum, cedite, cedite,
Vinclis solutis ; nam moritur modo,
Ut vincat, et victor resurgit
Ad superos Deus, ut triumphet.

IN REDITUM CAROLI SECUNDI,
Marr xxiIx.

Lux alma et cresso semper signanda lapillo est,
Carole, que regnis te, tibi regna dedit ;

Que non ut semper patrize vagus exul abesses
Passa, dedit manibus debita sceptra tuis.

Qua scelus extinctum positis civilibus armis,
Qua furor et dirus seditionis amor.

O date, Dii, sacratam habeant hanc usque nepotes ;
Ut suus huic luci sit, date, semper honos.

Caroliden lux una dedit, lux reddidit una ;
Dicite, num majus quid dedit una dies?
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IN MILTONUM.

Maximus antiquis venisti meenibus hospes

Jam tandem, nitidoque graves in marmore vultus
“Erigis, o decus, o tanti laus optima tecti !

Nec talis prisco Chaucerus conditur ingens

In tumulo pater, aut vario modulamine dulcis
Spenserus, non arte pares, non divitis haustu
Castali tanto, liquidive aspergine fontis.

Ipse nova virtute ingentes fartior ausus
Aggrederis, vates, validoque agis impete mirum
Certus iter, cursusque novos ultra avia longe
Limina musarum, veterisque cacumina Pindi :
Quantus per Graias olim mirabilis urbes
Ibat Meonides, diviimque ferebat honorem :
Quantus in attonitis volitabat rupibus Orpheus:
Ille defim sanctas stirpes et nomina vates
ZEternumque canit decus, antiquosque labores,
Aut hominum genus, aut diee primordia lucis ;
Turbatasque domos superis, immissaque bella,
Immanes ausus! tum victis tartara triste [turba
Effugium, horrentesque umbras. Stupet undique
Fulgura verborum et docti miracula cantus.

Tale tuum carmen nobis. Quin pulchra recludis
Hortorum spatia, irriguisque ingentia campis
Flumina concelebras, primeevi regna parentis :
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At dulcis conjux secla inter lucida florum

Mollibus invigilat curis, ubi dives opacat

Umbra tores, myrtusque viret, dubiique rubores

Nascuntur violis, et se crocus induit auro.

Post autem, rupto fatali foedere, tristis

Exilii peenas subeuntes rura peragrant

Sola simul trepido gressu, ambiguique viarum.

Limina dilectasque domos feralia flammis

Tela nitent circum et seve formidinis ora:

Tam facili polles citharee moderamine, tanto

Numine verborum, variarumque ubere rerum

Ingenio: ergo animos queedam divina voluptas

Percipit, aut trepidos sensus perlabitur horror

Intimus, aut vero perculsi pectora luctu

Solvimur in lacrymas tecum, et miserescimus ultro.
Salve, sancta mihi sedes, tuque, unice vates,

Extructumque decus tumuli, et simulacra verendi

Ipsa senis, laurique come, et tu muneris auctor

Egregii. Tanto signatum nemine marmor

Securum decus et seros sibi vindicet annos.
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COLIN’'S COMPLAINT,

BY NICHOLAS ROWE.

DespalrING beside a clear stream,
A shepherd forsaken was laid ;
And while a false nymph was his theme,
A willow supported his head.
The winds, that blew over the plain,
To his sighs with a sigh did reply ;
And the brook, in return to his pain,
Ran mournfully murmuring by.

Alas! silly swain that I was!
Thus sadly complaining, he cried ;
When first I beheld that fair face,
"Twere better by far I had died :
She talk’d, and I blest the dear tongue ;
When she smil’d, *twas a pleasure too great:
I listen’d, and cry’d, when she sung,
Was nightingale ever so sweet !

How foolish was I to believe,
She could doat on so lowly a clown !
Or, that her fond heart would not grieve,
To forsake the fine folk of the town !

A )
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CORYDON QUERENS.

DEecePTos pastor secum meditatus amores
Ad ripam jacuit pratereuntis aque ;

Dumque recensebat false perjuria nymphee,
Lassatnm salices sustinuere caput.

Audierant zephyri vocem gemitusque dolentis,
Et mecestis venti congemuere sonis:

Audierat rivus ; resonumque ad murmura murmur,
Et questum ad questus ingeminavit aqua.

Ah miserum Corydonem! et durum ante omnia fatum !
Tristibus his lacrymans ingemit ille modis ;

Adspexi vultum, lethoque (heu sidera iniqua.!)
Ex illo intuitu quot graviora tuli!

Nusquam tutus eram ; Daphnee mihi dulcis imago
Ridentis, dulcis sermo loquentis erat :

Seu caneret, blando captus modulamine, quando
Tam suave, exclamo, tu, Philomela, canes !

Sape quidem dixi, Miserebitur illa; sed unde
Tam nostre fieret rusticitatis amans !

Unde urbis splendorem ea sciret, opesque superbas
Sordibus exiguz posthabuisse casee !
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Credebam tamen ignarus ; rebarque quod esset
Inter divitias invenienda fides:

Quod crasse possent vestes, victusque placere
Rusticus, atque humili sub lare castus amor.

Quid mihi, apollinea cingar quod tempora lauro,
Et querule norim tangere fila lyre ?

Quid prodest, molles numeros siqguando movebam,
Virginee circum quod maduere genee ?

Ah, nihil est, Corydon, Phaebi cur munera jactes!
Nec lyra jam decori, nec tibi laurus erit.

Est novus, est Daphne felicior ignis ; et illi
Dulcior est calamus, callidiorque manus.

Vos tamen hine, comitum pars o carissima, amici,
Queis mecum luctus sunt, sociusque dolor,

Parcite vos, quicquid dederint mihi fata ferendum,
Parcite vos Daphnen insimulare dok.

Si teto vagus orbe feror, comitatur euntem
Me mea sors, nulla dissocianda fuga:

Quamvis inteream, Daphne mutabitur usque ;
Inteream quamvis, usque fidelis ero.

Siquid adhuc poterunt mollescere corda, nec omnis
Ex inclementi pectore fugit amor ;

Agrestes inter decoret mea funera nymphas,
Membraque supremo det tumulanda rogo.
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To think that a beauty so gay,

So kind and so constant would prove ;
Or go clad like our maidens in grey,

Or live in a cottage on love!

What though I have skill to complain !
Though the muses my temples have croewn’d !

What though, when they hear my soft strain,
The virgins sit weeping around !

‘Ah, Colin! thy hopes are in vain,

 Thy pipe and thy laurel resign ;

Thy false one inclines to a swain,

Whose music is sweeter than thine.

And you, my companions so dear,
Who sorrow to see me betray’d,
Whatever I suffer, forbear,
Forbear to accuse the false maid.
Though through the wide world I should range,
*Tis in vain from my fortune to fly :
*Twas her’s to be false and to change ;
*Tis mine to be constant and die.

If, while my hard fate I sustain,
In her breast any pity is found,

Let her come with the nymphs of the plain,
And see me laid low in the ground.
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The last humble boon that I crave,
Is to shade me with cypress and yew ;
And when she looks down in my grave,
Let her own that her shepherd was true.

Then to her new love let her go,
And deck her in golden array ;
Be finest at every fine show,
And frolic it all the long day:
While Colin, forgotten and gone,
No more shall be talk’d of, or seen,
Unless when beneath the pale moon
His ghost shall glide over the green.
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Hoc mihi concedat saltem, non multa roganti,
Nudaque cupressi frondibus ossa tegat ;

Relliquias urna positas ubi viderit, Urna,
Relliquias fidi, dicat, amantis habes.

Tum gemmis multoque nitens lasciviat auro,
Igne novo felix, deliciisque novis ;

Perpetuum, nitidas inter nitidissima nymphas,
Saltibus absumat latitiaque diem.

Longum abes interea, Corydon, longumque licebit
Absis ; te tacitum nox tenebrzque premunt :

Ni tua fors, terre immineat cum pallida luna
Lurida vicinum transvolet umbra nemus.
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WILLIAM AND MARGARET,

BY DAVID MALLET.

WHEN all was wrapt in dark midnight,
And all were fast asleep,

In glided Margaret’s grimly ghost,
And stood at William’s feet.

Her face was like the April morn,
€lad in a wintry cloud ;

And clay-cold was her lily hand,
That held the sable shroud.

So shall the fairest face appear,
When youth and years are flown ;
Such is the robe that kings must wear,
When death has reft their crown.

Her bloom was like the springing flower,
That sips the silver dew ;

The rose was budded in her cheek,
And opening to the view.

But love had, like the canker-worm,
Consum’d her early prime:

The rose grew pale, and left her cheek ;
She dy’d before her time.
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THYRSIS ET CHLOE.

OmMNIA nox tenebris, tacitaque involverat umbra,
Et fessos homines vinxerat alta quies ;

Cum valve patuere, et gressu illapsa silenti,
Thyrsidis ad lectum stabat imago Chloes.

Vultus erat, qualis lacrymosi vultus Aprilis,
Cui dubia hyberno conditur imbre dies;
Quaque sepulchralem & pedibus collegit amictum,
Candidior nivibus, frigidiorque manus.

Cumque dies aberunt molles, et leta juventus,
Gloria pallebit, sic, Cyparissi, tua:

Cum mors decutiet capiti diademata, regum
Hac erit in trabea conspiciendus honos.

Forma fuit (dum forma fuit) nascentis ad instar-
Floris, cui cano gemmula rore tumet ;

Et Veneres risere, et subrubuere labella,
Subrubet ut teneris purpura prima rosis.

Sed lenta exedit tabes mollemque ruborem,
Et faciles risus, et juvenile decus:

Et rosa panlatim languens nudata reliquit
Oscula ; praripuit mors properata Chloen.
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Excute te somnis ; nocturno egressa sepulchro,
Evocat infidum Thyrsida fida Chloe:

Tandem o! nunc tandem miserere, audique puellam,
Cui tuus invidit vivere durus amor.

Hee tenebre querulos manes, hec elicit hora,
Ut tumulis reserent humida claustra suis ;
Spectraque discurrunt, perjuri terror amantis:
Ut trepidum infestent exagitentque reum.

Thyrsi, tunm crimen, solenne recollige faedus,
Et revoca l@sos in tua vota deos:

Virgineamque fidem, jurataque verba remitte ;
Et mea redde mihi vota, resume tua.

In qua defixus toties heerere solebas,
Qui faciem poteras destitnisse meam ?

Qui tenerum, et rerum ignarum mihi vincere pectus,
Victumgque indignis discruciare modis ;

Promisso quianam, nimis ah! promissor, amore,
Polliciti poteras immemor esse tui?

Laudatis quianam, nimis ah! laudator, ocellis
Extingui multo passus es imbre faces?

Dicere cur poteras, labium tibi suave rubescit ;
Et facit, ut cedat purpura pallidior

Dicere cur poteras? et ego, rudis, inscia virgo,
Cur blandum adjuvi credulitate dolum ?
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Awake, she cried, thy true love calls,
Come from her midnight grave ;
Now let thy pity hear the maid,
Thy love refus’d to save.

This is the dark and fearful hour,
When injur'd ghosts complain ;

Now dreary graves give up their dead,
To haunt the faithless swain.

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault,
Thy pledge, and roken oath ;
And give me back my maiden vow,

And give me back my troth.

How could you say my face was fair,
And yet that face forsake?’

How could you win my virgin heart,
Yet leave that heart to break ?

How could you promise love to me,
And not that promise keep ?

Why did you swear mine eyes were bright,
Yet leave those eyes to weep ?

How could you say my lip was sweet,
And made the scarlet pale?
And why did I, young witless maid,
Believe the flattering tale?
' E 2
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That face, alas! no more is fair;
That lip no longer red ;

Dark are mine eyes, now clos’d in death,
And every charm is fled.

The hungry worm my sister is;
This windihgsheet I wear;

And cold and weary lasts our night,
Till that last morn appear.

But hark ! the cock has warn’d me hence:
A long and last adieu!

Come see, false man ! how low she lies,
That died for love of you.

Now birds did sing, and morning smile,
And show her glittering head :

Pale William shook in every limb,
Then raving left his bed.

He hied him to the fatal place
Where Margaret’s body lay,

And stretch’d him on the green grass turf,
That wrapt her breathless clay.

And thrice he call’d on Margaret’s name,
And thrice he wept full sore;

Then laid his cheek to the cold earth,
And word spake never more.
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Nulla mihi, heu! floret facies, quee floruit : ecce!
Quz rubuere, mihi nulla labella rubent.

Mors obsignatos tenebris mihi clausit ocellos;
Gratja desertz nec super una gena est.

Germanus mihi vermis edax, depascitur artus
Cognatos ; nec adhuc est satiata fames:
Et gelide et longe restant mihi tedia noctis,

Dum noctem excipiat longa, suprema, dies.

Sed cantu, audistin’? monuit me gallus abire ;
Thyrsi, vale; longum, perfide Thyrsi, vale!

Vise tamen, tumulo quam sit defossa profundo,
Quz miserum urgebat funus amore tui.

Jam volucres cecinere, et festinavit ab ortu,
Purpureo risu, sol aperire diem ;

Pallidus obstupuit Thyrsis, tremulusque cubili
(Ah tremor ! ah pallor conscius!) exiliit.

Fatalem ad tumulum cursu contendit anhelus,
Qua jacuit gelida morte soluta Chloe ;

Cespiteque in viridi, qui subtus flebile texit
Corpus, se meestum . projiciebat onus.

Terque Chloen gemitu gemuit, ter voce vocavit,
Et bibulam lacrymis ter madefecit hnmum :

Nudaque telluri nude dans oscula, nunquam
Aut vocem lacrymis addidit, aut gemitum.
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VOTUM.
LECTORI S.

HaBes in manu, erudite lector, cantiunculam, nec
amatorum suspiriis, nec compotorum refertam voci-
ferationibus ; sed gravitate et leporibus tam ex squo
temperatam, tam procul 4 senili remotam morositate,
et ab ineptiis puerilibus tam abhorrentem et alienam,
ut juvenes exinde, quod precipiat ; et, quod delectet,
excerpant seniores.
Materies hujusce poématis ea humane felicitatis
‘complectitur argumenta, ad quz nostra omnium,
etate saltem provectiorum, contendunt vota. Nihil
magnificum, nihil sumptuosum, nihil homine pru-
dente et bono indignum, preeoptatur. Supervacua,
et ad veree jucunditatem vitee non facientia, repudi-
antur multa. Ea scilicet declinat noster et aversatur
auctor, quae vel luxuries vitiose, vel lascive ignavia
solet excogitare ; satis beatus, si gaudiis, que spe-
rando conceperit, nihil intervenerit curarum aut z-
gritudinis.
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Sperantibus, quoad licita et innocua, omnia sunt
libera. Et quoniam plereque in futuro sunt volup-
tates, optando facimus prasentiores, et conspectui
propius admovemus. Contemplatio est quoddam fru-
endi genus; et expectatio deliciarum, absentiz quo-
dammodo est solatium. Itaque squissimo jure licebit
voto indulgere nec infaceto nec illiberali, quod ve-
nientia senectutis incommoda, si non tota repellere
et remorari, diminuere certe potest et delinire.

Diu Anglicis lectoribus placuit, diuque, ut augu-
ramur, placebit celebratum hoc opusculum: et spe-
ravimus auctori nostro non injurium fore, si Latine
etiam legendum exhiberemus. Id certe optavimus,
ut iterum exteris, apud quos peregrinatus est, quan-
tum per nos posset, vetus innotesceret hospes; et
fama, qua semel floruit, de novo aliquantulum revi-
visceret. De nobis nihil ansi polliceri, tue, lector,
benevolentiz acceptum referemus, si Romanis au-
ribus non prodeat omnino indignus; si Italis, qui-
buscum ei docta intercessit consuetudo, non multo
ingratior, in hac etiam versione, quam suis est in
lingua vernacula popularibus.

Ex promisso, annotationes ipsius auctoris subje-

cimus pauculas ; ceeteris eo concilio omissis, ne nimii
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videremur, in re non prorsus necessaria. Hoc uni-
cum exorandus restas, amice ledor, ut si quid in
transferendo hoc carmine interpres vel lubens (quod
rarius fit) addiderit aut variaverit, vel genio lingua-
rum aut idiomatum coactus diversitate pratermi-
serit, et excusandi et condonandi detur locus; qui
citius forsan dabitur, si te prefando non ultra deti-
neamus. Vive et bene vale.
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THE AUTHOR'S PROLOGUE TO
THE WISH.

Quip dedicatum poscit Apollinem
Vates? quid orat, de patera novum
Fundens liquorem ? Hog. lib. i. ode 31.

Me quoties reficit gelidus Digentia rivus,

Quem Mandela bibit, rugosus frigore pagus ;

Quid sentire putas ? quid credis, amice, precari ?
Hor. lib i. ep. 18.

That is,
Wher poets offering at Apollo’s shrine,
Out of the sacred goblets pour new wine ;
What do they wish? what do they then desire?

When I'm at Epsom, or on Banstead Down,

Free from the wine, and smoke, and noise o’ th’ town,
When I those waters drink, and breathe that air;
What are my thoughts ? what’s my continual prayer?
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THE WISH,

BY DR. WALTER POl‘E.

IF I live to be old, for I find I go down ®,

Let this be my fate, in a country town?,

May I have a warm house, with a stone ¢ at the gate,
And a cleanly ¢ young girl to rub my bald pate.

CHORUS.

May I govern my passion ¢ with an absolute sway,

And grow wiser f and better, as my strength wears
away ; '

Without gout or stone, by a gentle decay.

May my little € house stand on the side ® of a hill,
With an easy descent to a mead and a mill?,

3 Labuntur anni; nec pietas moram
Rugis et instanti senecte

Afferet, indomitzque morti. Hor.
Ocyor cervis, et agente ventos,
Ocyor Euro. Ipem. .
Ocyor et ceeli flammis, et tigride feeta. Lucan,

b O rus, quando ego te aspiciam? guandoque licebit,
Nunc veterum libris, nunc somno et inertibus horis,
Ducere sollicite jucunda oblivia vite ? Hor.
.¢ By the help whereof I may mount my easy pad-nag, men-
tioned in the third stanza., In the west of England, they call it
an upping-stock.
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VOTUM.

S1 Senii descendam (et ccepi vergere) ad annos ;
Rure mihi exigui sint, tepidique lares ;

Pree foribus sit scamnum, et sit non sordida virgo,
Quee molli foveat tempora calva manu.

CHORUS.

Zquo animum imperio subigam, prudentior usu,
Ut carptim attenuor, rex dominusque mei.

Nec podagra, nec lithiasis cruciatibus urar ;
Sed sensim extinctus devehar ad tumulum.

Ad declive jugum, placidoque quod imminet amni,
Qua mola, qua pratum est, stet mea parva domus:

d Que non offendat sordibus. Hor.

¢ ————Animum rege, qui, nisi paret,
Imperat: hunc freenis, hunc tu compesce catena. Ipem.

f Lenior et melior fiam, accedente senecta. Ibem.

¢ Parva, sed apta, domus.

b Neither on the top nor the bottom; the best situation for a
house or a city, affording both conveniency of cellars, and a
descent to take off the waters,

1 It will be thought the old man has made a very ill choice of
a mill to hear his boy read in ; but they who make this objection,
either know not, or at least do not consider, that noise helps
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That when I've a mind I may hear my boy read,
In the mill if it rains; if it’s dry, in the mead.
May I govern, etc.

Near a shady grove*, and a murmuring brook,
With the ocean at distance!, whereon I may look,
With a spacious plain, without hedge or stile,
And an easy pad-nag to ride out a mile.

May I govern, etc.

With Horace and Petrarch ™, and two or three more

Of the best wits, that reign’d in the ages before ;

With roast mutton ®, rather than ven’son or teal,

And clean °, though coarse linen, at every meal.
May I govern, etc.

deafness, which is incident to old age. That this is a truth,
both experience and reason evidence.

I have known several who could hear little or nothing in their
chambers; but when they were in a coach rattling upon the
stones, heard very well. I also knew a lady in Essex, whose
name was Tyrrel, who, while she had occasion to discourse, used
to beat a great drum, without which she could not hear at all ;
the reason whereof is this, the most frequent cause of deafness is
the relaxation of the tympanum or drum of the ear, which, by
this violent and continual agitation of the air, is extended, and
made more tight and springy, and better reflects sounds, like a
drum new-braced. .

k Et paulum sylve super his foret. Hos.

Et tecto vicinus jugis aqua fons. IpEm,
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Ut sit, ubi assideam lectori auditor ‘alumno,
Si sudus, vel si Jupiter udus erit.
ZAquo animum imperio, etc.

Qua nemus umbrosum, et salientis murmura rivi,
Esto in conspectu, sed procul esto, mare.

Planities juxta, sine fossa aut sepe, mihique
Porrectam et manno det spatiosa viam.

quo animum impetio, etc.

Flaccus, Petrarcha, et veterum liber unus et alter
Adsint, ingenii quos celebravit honor.

Commendet dapibus melior, potiorque ferina,
Fercula simplicitas munditieeque mea.

Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Fons etiam rivo dare nomen idoneus, ut nec

Frigidior Thracam, neque purior ambiat Hebrus. Hor.
Labuntur altis interim ripis aque ;
Fontesque lymphis obstrepunt manantibus,

Somnos quod invitet leves. . IpEM.

~—Per pronum trepidans cum murmure rivum. InEm,

Levis crepante lympha desilit pede, IpEm.
Unde loquaces

Lympha desiliunt.

| Neptunum procul 4 terris spectare furentem.  Ipewm.
——Jactantibus 2quora ventis,
E terra, magnum alterius spectare laborem,
Tua sine parte pericli :
Non quia vexari quenquam est jucunda voluptas,
Sed quibus ipse malis careas, quia cernere dulce est. Lucs.
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With a pudding ® on Sundays, with stout humming
And remnants of Latin to welcome the vicar, [liquor,
With Monte-Fiascone 9, or Burgundy * wine,
To drink the king’s®* health as oft as I dine.

May I govern, etc.

m A famous Italian poet, who flourished in the thirteenth cen-
tury ; he was one of the first restorers of learning. The author
of this Wish has begun to write his life, and designs, God will-
ing, in a short time to publish it,

n Accipe nunc, victus tenuis que quantaque secum

Afferat: imprimis valeas bene, nam vari res

Ut noceant homini, credas, memor illius esce

Qua simplex olim tibi sederit. At simul assis

Miscueris elixa, simul conchylia turdis :

Dulcia se in bilem vertent, stomachoque tumultum

Lenta feret pituita : vides ut pallidus omnis

Ceena desurgat dubia ; quin corpus onustum

Hesternis vitiis, animum quoque praegravat una,

Atque affigit humi divinz particulam aurse. Hosr.

° Ne turpe toral, ne sordida mappa

Corruget nares, ne non et cantharus et lanx

Ostendat tibi te. IpEmM.
Et mundus victus, non deficiente crumena. IpEM.
Mundaque parvo sub lare pauperum

Ceens. IpEMm.

Pauperies immunda domus procul absit: ego, utrum

Nave ferar magna, an parva, ferar unus et idem. Ipem.

» Though the poet never eats any, he provides this dish for his
guests ; but principally in observance of the old English custom,
to let no Sunday pass without a pudding. From this, and many
passages before, it is evident that he is a very superstitious fellow.

9 A town in Tuscany, celebrated for good wine, and the epi-
taph of a Dutchman buried there ; all the books which treat of
travelling through Italy relate this story at large. But since it



VOTUM. 63

Sabbata distinguat fartum, conviva sacerdos,
Docti sermones, interiorque cadus.

Nec vini, Burgunde, tui mihi anecdota desint,
Qua regi, quoties prandeo, sacra bibam.

Zquo animum imperio, etc.

may be new to some who shall read this, I will set it down in few
words. A Dutch traveller, with his servant, lighted at the inn
which lies out of the town, and thence sent his servant into it to
find out the best wine, ordering him to write Est upon the door
of the house wherein he found good wine ; where he found better,
58T, EST ; Where the best, EsT, EsT, £sT; the servant obeyed his
commands punctually. The master follows, and finds the tavern
bearing this last inscription ; and drank so much, that it cast him
into a fever, whereof he died. His servant buried him in the
church, engraving upon his tomb-stone this epitaph, which is
still to be seen there :
EST, EST, EST.
PROPTER NIMIUM EST.
JO. DE FUC. D. MEUS MORTUUS EST.

r Beauln, a town in the dukedom of Burgundy, famous for a
magnificent hospital, and the excellency of its wines, which are
incomparably the best in France, if not in the world.

Experto crede Roberto.
T do not speak this by hearsay.
s Hinc ad vina redit latus, et alteris
Te mensis adhibet deum,
Te multa prece, te prosequitur mero
Diffuso pateris, et laribus tuum
Miscet nomen, uti Gracia Castoris,
Et magni memor Herculis.
Longas, o utinam, dux bone, ferias
Prastes hesperiz, dicimus integro
Sicci mane die, dicimus uvidi,
Cum sol oceano subest. Hos.
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May my wine be vermilion, may my malt drink be
In neither extreme, or too mild or too stale: [pale,
In lieu of desserts, unwholesome and dear,
Let Lodit or Parmesan bring up the rear.

May I govern, etc.

Nor tory Y, or whig, observator or trimmer

May I be, nor against the law’s torrent a swimmer.

May I mind what I speak, what I write and hear read,

And with matters of state never trouble my head.
May I govern, etc.

Let the gods, who dispose of every king’s crown,

Whomsoever they please, set up and pull down ;

I'll pay the whole shilling impos’d on my head,

Though I go without claret* that night to my bed.
May I govern, etc.

I'll bleed without grumbling though that tax?
should appear
As oft as new moons, or weeks in a year.
For why should I let a seditious word fall,
Since my lands*® in Utopia® pay nothmg at all?
May I govern, etc.

t Laus Pompeii, a wonderful fertile town in the dutchy of
Milan, whose cheese is of greater fame than Parmesan.

u Those odious names of distinction kindled great animosity
and strangeness, and even hatred, betwixt relations and friends.
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Purpura sit Baccho, Cereri sit pallor; et &vo
Idjaturus justo detur utrique sapor.

Divite pro victu, luxuque salubrior omni,
Caseus esto tuus, Parma, corona dapum.

Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Liber et immunis, nullis & partibus adstem,
Nec legum adversus vim fluviumque natem ;
Quid loquar, aut scribam, cautusque et providus auc-
Ire sinam regni res, velut ire volunt. [tor,
Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Di, quos imperium penes est, rerumque potestas,
Regna, quibus visum est, dent, adimantque data.
Impositum capiti solvam non invidus assem,
Una licet tubulo nox cyathoque caret.
Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Solvam ego, nec querulus contra mussabo, tributa
Si poscant menses hebdomadesque nova ;

Cur etenim obmussans duram vocitavero legem,
Cum fundi solvant nil mei in Utopia ?

ZEquo animum imperio, etc.

x If that should happen, it would be a shrewd affliction to the
poet. v A poll-bill.

2 A good encouragement to pay for his head.

a A place in Jupiter, or the moon, or some other of the planets;
for it is not to be found in the map of the world.

F
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Though I care not for riches, may I not be so poor,
That the rich without shame cannot enter my door ;
May they court my converse®, may they take much
delight
My old stories to hear in a winter’s long night.
May I govern, etc.

My small stock of wit may I not misapply,
To flatter ill men, be they never so high ;
Nor mispend the few moments I steal from the grave,
In fawning and cringing like a dog or a slave.
May I govern, etc.

May none whom 1 love, to so great riches® rise,

As to slight their acquaintance, and their old friends
So low or so high may none of thembe,  [despise ;
As to move either pity or envy in me.

May I govern, etc. '
A friendship I wish for, but alas! ’tis in vain,
Jove’s storehouse is empty, and can’t it supply,

So firm, that no change of times, envy, or gain,
Or flattery, or woman, should have power to untie.
May I govern, etc.

b

Pauperemque dives

Me petit. Hor,
Aniles

Ex re fabellas. IpEm.
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Non peto divitias; nec sim tam sordide egenus,
Nauseet ut dives tecta subire mea:

Quin mecum historiis ad largum circulus ignem
Decipere hybernz tzdia noctis amet.

Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Regum ut laudator fiam, vitiisque minister,
Ingenium nolim prostituisse meum ;

Nec, canis ut caudam submittam et blandiar instar,
Perbreve, quod morti subtraho, tempus agam.

Zquo animum imperio, ete.

Ad tantas nec surgat opes, quem diligo, quisquam,
Nesciat ut notos, preetereatque videns ;

Tam supra sit nemo situs, tam nemo sit infra,
Ut mihi vel livor, vel siet inde dolor.

Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Detur et oh! (si posco quod @quum est poscere)
fidee,
Nec tamen ingentis, cultus amicitie ;
Cultus amicitiee, quam tempora nulla valebunt,
Quam nulle rerum dissoluisse vices.
Zquo animum imperio, etc.

¢ The Spanish proverb says,
Let not God make our friends so rich as to forget us.

F2
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But if friends prove unfaithful, and fortune a whore 4,

Still may I be virtuous, though I am' poor;

My life then as useless, may I freely resign,

When no longer I relish true wit and good wine.:
May I govern, etc. '

To outlive my senses® may it not be my fate,

To be blind, to be deaf, to know nothing at all;

But rather let death come before ’tis so late,

And while there’s some sap f in it, may my tree & fall.
May I govern, etc.

I hope I shall have no occasion to send
For priests or physicians, till I'm so near mine end,
ThatIhave eat all my bread, and drank my last glass®;
Let them come then, and set their seals to my pass’.

May I govern, etc.

»

¢ Fortuna, s@vo leta negotio, et
Ludum insolentem ludere pertinax,
Transmutat incertos honores,
Nunc mihi, nunc alii, benigna.
Laudo manentem. Si celeres quatit
Pennas, resigno que dedit, et mea
Virtute me involvo————
Hinc apicem rapax
Fortuna cum stridore acuto
Sustinet ; hic posuisse gaudet. Hor.
¢ May I not lose my sight, my hearing, and my memory, and
be aburthen to my friends, and myself :  Telluris inutile pondus,’
a dead, unuseful burthen to the ground.
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Sin comites infidi, et sit fortuna proterva,
Salva mihi virtus esto, licebit inops.

Tum demum videatur iners et inutilis stas,
Cum mihi nec vinum, nec sapit ingenium.

ZEquo animum imperio, etc.

Nec misere morbosum adeo delira senectus
Conterat, ut faciat me superesse mihi ;
Morte minus sera potius mea concidat arbor,

Dum ramis aliquis succus et humor inest.
Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Nec prius accersam medicum, nec pharmacopolam ;
Quam prope jam summum clauserit hora diem.
Totum ubi desumpsi panem, cyathumque supremum,

Tum mihi subsignent, ilicet, ire licet.
Zquo animum imperio, etec.

f Some corporeal and intellectual vigour.
8§ ——Ultima semper
Expectanda dies homini est, dicique beatus
Ante obitum nemo supremaque funera.debet.  Ovip.

If you tell an Italian, such a one is a rich or happy man,
he’ll reply, ¢ Dammi lo morto,’ as much as to say, let me see him
dead, and then it will be evident whether he is or not; before
that, no true judgment is to be made.

b The poet alludes to a tradition among the Turks, who be-
lieve, that when any one is born into the world, there is such a
quantity of meat and drink set before him, which when he has
consumed, he must die. The moral whereof is, he that desires
to live long, must be sparing in his meat and drink.
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With a courage undaunted, may 1 face my last day,
And when I am dead may the better sort say,
In the morning when sober, in the evening when
mellow,
He’s gone, and not left behind him his fellow.
May I govern, etc.

Without any noise * when I've pass’d o’er the stage,

And decently acted what part fortune! gave,

And put off my vest ™ in a cheerful ® old age,

May a few honest fellows see me laid in my grave.
May I govern, etc.

I care not, whether under a turf or a stone,

With any inscription upon it, or none :

If a thousand years hence, Here lies W. P°.

Shall be read on my tomb, what is it to me?
May I govern, etc.

Yet one wish 1 add, for the sake of those few P
Who in reading these lines any pleasure shall take ;

! That I may die regularly, observing all the ceremonies, for-
malities, and punctualities: 3 la coutume,’ which is, according
to our barbarous translation, ¢ to a cow’s thumb.’

k Secretum iter, et fallentis semita vitea. Hor.
Nec vixit male, qui natus moriensque fefellit. ~ Ipem.
! —Quem dederat cursum fortuna, peregi. Vizg.

m My garments of flesh, wherein I acted my part on the stage
of the world : when the farce is done, and the curtain drawn.
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Forti atque impavido suprema ubi venerit hora,
Hoc mihi qui dicat, sit, repetatque vale:
Mortuus es, cui nullum aut mane aut vespere, nullum
Aut siccum aut madidum, Pope, videbo parem.
Zquo animum imperio, etc.

.

Quam fortuna dedit, fabella ubi rite peracta
Exierim scena clam, strepituque procul ;

Et placidam exuerim, carnis cum veste, senectam,
Pulvere me comitum condat amica manus.

/Equo animum imperio, ete.

Me nil solicitat, saxone an cespite signer, .
Nominet an tumulus me, sileatne meus.

Mille ubi transierint anni, qua tanta sequetur
Gloria, si forsan litera bina legar ?

Zquo animum imperio, etc.

Si tamen hos versus, siquem legisse juvabit,
Hoc addo optatis, et superaddo nihil :

m — Precor, integra
Cum mente, nec turpem senectam
Degere, nec cithara carentem. Hor.
© The poet presumes he shall have a very short and modest
epitaph, if any ; only the two first letters of his name.
P Non, ut me miretur turba, laboro,
Contentus paucis lectoribus.
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May I leave a good fame 9, and a sweet-smelling name.
Amen. Here an end of my wishes I make.

CHORUS.

May I govern my passion with an absolute sway,
And grow wiser and better, as my strength wears
Without gout or stone, by a gentle decay. [away ;

9 Que post fata venit gloria, sera venit. MarT.
Though fame will not concern me, after I am dead, yet I wish
for it, because it will be a pleasure to my surviving friends :

8i quos superesse volunt di. Hor.
If I do not (‘which has happened to many old men) outlive all
my friends.



VOTUM.

Dulcis honor virtutum, et odore gratia famee,
Votique et vite terminus esto mee.

CHORUS.

ZAquo animum imperio subigam, prudentior usu,
Ut carptim attenuor, rex dominusque mei.
Nec podagre, nec lithiasis cruciatibus urar,
Sed sensim extinctus devehar ad tumulum.
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SWEET WILLIAM'S FAREWELL TO
BLACK-EY’D SUSAN.

BY GAY.

ALL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd,
The streamers waving in the wind,
When black-ey’d Susan came on board ;
“Oh! where shall I my true love find ?
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true,
Does my sweet William sail among the crew ?”

William, who high upon the yard,
Rock’d with the billows to and fro;
Soon as her well-known voice he heard,
He sigh’d, and cast his eyes below.
The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands,
And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands.

So the sweet lark, high pois’d in air,
Shuts close his pinions to his breast,
If chance his mate’s shrill note he hear,
And drops at once into her nest.
The noblest captain in the British fleet,
Might envy William’s lips those kisses sweet.

Ny
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GULIELMUS
SUSANNZE VALEDICENS.
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