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R CALF LIS

TO HIS GRACE . .1 ::-oe-

THE DUKE OF ORMOND.

MY LORD, ' Anno 1699,

Soxe estates are held in England, by paying a fine at the change of every
lord: I have enjoyed the patronage of your family, from the time of your
cxcellent grandfather to this present day. I have deflicated the translation
of the lives of Plutarch to the first duke; and bave celebrated the memory
of your beroic father. Though I am very short of the age of Nestor, yet I
have lived to a third generation of your house, and, by your grace’s favour,
am admitted stilf to hold from you by the same tenure.

Yam not vain enough to boast, that I have deserved the value of so 1llus-
trious a Lne ; but my fortune is the greater, that, for three descents, they
have been p]e:ued to distinguish my poems from those of other mer, and
have accordifgly made me their peculiar care, May it be permitted me to
sy, that, as your grandfather and father were cherished and adorned
with hepours by two successive monarchs, so I have been esteemed and
patronized by the grandfather, the father, and the son, descended from
one of the most ancient, most conspicuous, and most deserving families
in Europe.

It is true, that by delaying the payment of my last fine, when it was due
by your grace's accession to the titles and patrimonies of yotir house, I may
seem, in rigour of law, to have made a forfeiture of my claim ; yet my beart
has always heen devoted to your service: and, since yon h.a.va been gra.
ciously plea.sed by your permission of this address, to accept the tender of
my duty, jt is not yet too late to Jay these volumes at your feet,

The world is sensihle that you worthily succeed, not oaly to the honours
of your ancestors, but also to their virtues. The long chain 6f magnanimity,
courage, easiness of access, and desire of doing good even to the prejudice
of your fortune, is so far from being hroken in your grace, that the precious
metal yet runs pure to the newest link of it ; which I will not call the last,
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becauae I bope and pray, it may descend to late posterity: and your
flourishing youth, and that of your excellent dutchess, sre happy omem
of my wish,

It is observed by Livy and by others, that some of the noblest Roman fa-
irhilies revgiried a‘resemblance of their ancestry, not only in their shapes and
fea.tu.res, hut alsg in "their manners, their qualities, and the d:stmgulshmg

chapacters of . their-minds: some lines were noted for a Btern, rigid virtue,

savege, haughty, parsimonious, and unpopular: others were more sweet, and
affable ; made of a more pliant paste, humhle, courteous, and obliging;
studious of doing charitable offices, and diffusive of the goods which they
enjoyed. The last of these is the proper and indelible character of your
grace's family. God Almighty has endued you with a softness, a benefi-
cence, an attractive behaviour, winning on the hearts of others, and so sen-
gible of their misery, that the wounds of fortune scem not inflicted on themr,
but on yourself, You are so ready to redresa, that you almost prevent their
wishes, and always exceed their expectations: as if what was yours, was
not your own, and not given you to possess, but to bestow on wanting
merit, But this is a topic which I must cast in shades, lest I offend your
modesty, whith is so far from being ostentatious of the good you do, that it
blushes even to have it known: and therefore I must leave you to the satis-
faction and testimony of your own conscience, which, though it be a silent

panegyric, is yet the best.

You are so easy of access, that Poplicola was not more, wbose doors were
opened on the outside to save tbe people even the common ci#ility of asking
entrance ; where all were equally admitted ; where nothing that was reason-
shle was denied; where misfortune was a powerful recommendation, and
where (I can scarce forbear saying), that want itself was a powerful me-
diator, and was pext to merit.

The history of Peru assures us, that their Incas, above all their titles,
esteemed that the highest, which called them Lovers of the Poor: a name
more glorious than the Felix, Pius, and Augustus of the Roman emperors ;
which were epithets of flattery, deserved by few of them, and not running
in a blood, like the perpetual gentleness, and inhereat goodness of the Or-

mond family.

Gold, as i is the purest, so it is the softest and most ductile of all metals:
4ron, which is the hardest, gathers rust, corrodes itself, and is therefore sub-
ject to corruption: it was never intended for coins and medals, or to bear
faces and the inscriptions of the great. Indeed it is fit for armour, to-bear
off insults, and preserve the wearer in the day of battle: but the danger -
once repelled, it is laid aside by the brave, as & garment too rough for civil
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conversation : a pecessary guard in war, hut too harsh and cumbersome in
peace, and which keeps off the embraces of a more humane life,

For this reason, my lord, though you have courage in an heraical degree,
yet I ascribe it to you but as your second attribute: mercy, beneficence,
and compassion, claim precedence, as they are first in the divine nature,
Av intrepid courage, which is inherent in your grace, is at best but a holiday
kind of virtue, to be seldom exercised, and never but in cases of necessity :
affability, mildness, tenderness, and a word, which I would fain bring back
to its original signification of virtue, I mean good-nature, are of daily use;
they are the hread of mankind, and staff of life : neither sighs, nor tears, not
groans, nor curses of the vanquished, foliow acts of compassion and of cha-
rity ; but a sincere pleasure and serenity of mind, in him who performs an
sction of mercy, which cannot suffer the misfortunes of anotber, without
redress, lest they should bring a kind of contagion along with them, and
pollute the happiness which he enjoys.

Yet, since the perverse tempers of mankind, since oppression on one side,
and ambition on tbe other, are sometimes the unavoidable occasions of war,
that courage, tbat magnanimity and resolution, which is born with you,
cannot be 100 much commended : and here it grieves me that [ am scanted
in the pleasure of dwelling on many of youractions: but aifiepas Tpwes isan
expression which Tully often used, wben he would do what he dares not,
and fears the censure of the Romans,

I have zometimes been forced to amplify on others; but bere, where the
snbjert is so fruitful, that the harvest overcomes the reaper, I am shortened
by my cbain, and can only see what is forbidden me to reach ; since it is not
permitted me to commend you according to the extent of my wishes, and
much less is it in my power to make my commendations equal to your
merits.  Yet, in this frugality of your preises, there are some things which I
cannot omit, without detracting from your character. You have so formed
your own education, as enables you to pay the debt you owe your country ; -
or, more properly speaking, both your countries : because you were born,
I may almost say in purple, at the castle of Dublin, when your grandfather
was lord-lieutenant, and have since been bred in the court of England.

If this address had been in verse, I might bave called you, as Claudien
calls Mercury, Numen commune, gemino faciens commercia muundo.
‘The better to satisfy this-double obligation, you have early cultivated the
genius you have to arms, that when tiie service of Britain or Ireland shall
require your courage and your conduct, you may exert them both to the
benefit of either country. You began in the cabinet what you afterwards
practised in the camp ; and thus Joth Lucullus and Cesar (to omit a crowd
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of shining Romans) formed themselves to war by the study of history, and
by the examples of the greatest captains, both of Greece and Italy, before
their time. I name those two commanders in particular, because they were
better read in chronicle than any of the Roman leaders; and that Lucullus,
in particular, having only the theory of war from books, was tbought fit,
without practice, to be sent into the field, against the most formidable
enemy of Rome. Tully indeed was called the learned consul in derision;
but then be was not born a soldier: his bead was_turned anpother way:
when he read the tacticks, he was thinking on the bar, which was his field
of battle, The knowledge of warfare i3 thrown away on a gene'ral who
dares not make use of ‘what he knows. I commend it only in a man of
ceurage and resolution ; in him it will direct his martial rpirit, and teach
him the way to the best victories, which are those that are least bloody, and
which, though achieved by the hand, are managed by the head. Science
distingnishes a man of honour from one of those athletic brutes whom un-
deservedly we call heroes. Cursed be the poet, who first honoured with
that name a mere Ajax, a man-killing ideot. The Ulysses of Ovid upbraids
his ignorance, that he understood not tbe shield for which he pleaded:
there were engraven on it plans of cities, and maps of countries, which
Ajaz could pot comprehiend, but looked on them as stupidly as his fellow.
peast the lion. But, on the other side, your grace has given yourself the
edugation of his rival : you have studied every spot of ground in Flanders,
which, for these ten years past, has been the scene of battles and of sieges,
No wonder if you performed your part with such applause on a theatre
~ which you understood so well.

If 1 designed this for a poetical encomium, it were easy to enlarge on so
copioys a subject ; but, confining myself to the severity of truth, and to
what is becoming me to say, I must not only pass over many instances of
your military skill, but also those of your assiduous diligence in the war;
and of your personal bravery, attended with an ardent thirst of honour; a
Jong train of generosity ; profuseness of doing good; a soul unsatisfied with
all it has done; and an unextinguished desire of doing more. But all this is
matter for your own historians ; I am, as Virgil says, Spatiis exclusus

iniquis.

Yet, not to be wholly silent of all your charities, I must stay a Jittle on
one action, which preferred the relief of others to the consideration of
yourself. When, in the battle of Landen, your heat of courage (a fault
. only pardonable to your youtb) had transported you so fat before your
friends, that they were unable to follow, much less to succour you; when
.you were not only dangerously, hut in all appearance mortally wounded;
when ip that desperate condition yon were made prisoner, and carried to
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Namaur, at that time in possession of the French; then it was, my lord, that
you took @ considerable part of what was remltted to you of your own
revenues, and, as 8 memorable instance of your beroie charity, put it into the
bands of connt Guiscard, who was governor of the place, to be distributed -
among your fe]iow—pruoners The French commander, charmed with the
greatness of your soul, accordingly consigned it to the use for which it was
intended by the donor: by which means the lives of s0 many miserable men
were saved, and a comfortable provision made for their subsistence, who had
otherwise perished, had not you been the companion of ‘their misfortune: or
rather sent by Providence, like another Joseph, to keep out famine from
invading those whom in humility you called your brethren. How happy wus
it for those poor creatures, that your grace was made their fellow-sufferer !
and how glorious for you, that you chose to want, rather than not relieve
the wants of others! The heathen poet, in commending the charity of Dido
to the Ttojans, spoke like a Christian : Non ignara mali, miseris succurrere
disco. All men, even those of a differént interest, and contrary pnnclples,
must praise this action, as the most eminent for piety, not only in this
degenerate age, but almost in any of the former; when men were made
‘ de meliore Juto;” when examples of charity were frequent, and when
they were in befm'g ¢ Teucri puicherrima proles, magnanimi beroes nati
melioribus annis.” No envy can detract from this: it will shine in history,
amd, like swans, grow whiter the Ionger it emdures: and the name of
Oxmoxp will be more celebrated in l:us captivity, than in his greatest
trinmphs.

But all actions of your grace are of a piece, as waters keep the tenour, of
their fountains : your compassion is general, and has the same effect as well
on enemies as friends. It is so much in your nature to do good, that your
life is but one continued act of placing benefita on many, as the Sun is always
carying his light to some part or other of the world: and were it not that
your reason guides you wherc to give,] might almost say, that you could not
belp bestowing more, than is consisting with the fortune of a private man, or
with the will of any but an Alexander.

What wonder is it then, that, belng born for & blessing to mankind, your
supposed death in that engagement was so generally lamented through the
mton! The concernment for it was as universal as the loss: and though
the gratitude might be counterfeit in some, yet the tears of all were real;
where every maun deplored bis private part in that calamity, and even those,
who bad not tasted of your favours, yet built so much on the fame of your
beneficence, that they bemoaned the loss of their expectations.

This brooght the untimely death of your great father into fresh remem-
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brance ; as if the same decree bad passed on two, short successive generationd
of the virtuous; and I repeated to myself the game verses, whicb I had for-
merly applied to him: Ostendunt terris hunc tantim fata, nec ultrd ewe
sinunt. But to the joy not ounly of all good men, but of mankind in
general, the unhappy owen took not place. You are still living to enjoy the
blessings and applause of all the you have performed,” the prayers of
multitudes whom you have obliged, for your long prosperity ; and that youmr
power of domg generous and chnrltable actions may be as extended as you
will; which is by none more sealously desired, than hy

‘your grace’s
most bumble,
‘most obliged, and
most obedient servant,
JOHN DRYDEN.



PREFACE,

PREFIXED TO THE FABLES,

IT‘u with & poet, as with & man who derigur to build, and in very exaet,'ss he opposss, in eanting
o the cost beforehand ; bat, generaliy speaking, he is mistaken in hiv accoent, nod reckona short in
the expenss he firit inlended : be alters his mind as the work proceeds, and will have this or that con~
¥ruience more, of which be had vot thought when he begun. So has it happened to me : { hare boilt
4 house, where 1 intended but a Yodge ; yet with better mccess than a certain nobleman, who, begingiog

with & dog-kenmel, never lived Lo finish the palace he had contrived. .
Froey translating the first of Homer's Itiads, (which 1 intended as an essay to the whole work) 1 pro-
cerded to the translation of the tweilth book of Ovid's Mel phoses, b it contains, mmong

other thingm, the canses, the beginning, and anding of the Trojan war: bere [ caght in reason to have
stopped ; but the specches of Ajax and Ulysset iying next in my way, I could not batk them. When t
Jad compassed them, I was oo taken with the former part of the Afteenth book, {which is the master-
piecr of the whole Metamorphoses) thet I enjoined myself the pleasing talk of rendering it into
Eogluh.  And now I found, by the number of my verses, thal they began to swell into a little volume ;
which gave me an oceasion of looking backward oo some beantes of my wuthor in his formet beckn :
theve accurred Lo me the banting of the boar, Cinyras and Myrrha, the good-natured story of Bancis
s Philernon, with the rest, which 1 hope I have tranalatad closely enough, sad given them ihe same
twrn of verse, which they had in the original; and this, [ may say without yanity, is not ihe talent of
every poet : be who has arrived the nearest to it is the ingenioos and learned Sandyi, the best versifier
of the formes age ; if | may properly call it by that name, which was the former part of this concluding
century.  For Spenser and Pairfax bsth foarished in the reign of queen Elizabeth; great masters in
our lapgomge, and who saw mmch farther into the besuties of cur numbers, then those who immediately
foliowed themn. Milton was the poetical son of Spenser, and Mr, Waller of Fairfax ; for we have our
fineal demcents and clans, as well &s other families. Spenser more than once insinuates, that the woul of
Chaucer wan iransfosed into bis body; and that be was begotten by him two bundred yn’-ﬂn his
decease. Milion bas acknowledged to me, that Spenser wes hls original ; and many besides myseif
e heard our famous Wallsr own, thet be derived the barmony of his numbers from the Godfrey of
PuBoign, which pas tnrped imnte English by Mr. Fairfar. Bat 1o retarn : baving dons with Ovid for
this tiroe, it cume into my mipd, that our old Eoglish poet Chaveer in many tHings resembled him, and
thet with no disadvantags on the side of the modern author, as | shal} endeavour to prove when | com-
pore ihem: and ps [ am, and alwsys have been, stadicus to promote the honour of my native country,
20 ] ;oo ressbyed Lo put their marits Lo Lhe trisl, by turniog some of the Cantarbury Tales into our lnp-
gwgx, sa it is ow reflaed ; for by this means both the poels heing set in the same light, and dressed in
the same English babit, story to bs compered with story, a certain judgnient may he mede betwirt
them by the reader, withoat ocbirading my opinkn on him : or if I seem partial to my countryman,
and predecessor in tha Inarel, the friends of antiquity are not few: nod besides many of the learned,
Ovid bas almmsi ] tha bewux, aod the whole fair sex, his declared patronz. Perhaps I Lave asmmed
sxmewhat more to mywelf than they allow me; beconse I have adventured to sum up the evidenee y
It the resders are the jury ; and their privilege romaine éntire to decide according to the merita of the
eamac, or, if they plense, 10 bring it to another hewring, before some other court.  In the mean time, to
hbow \he thread of my discourse, (a8 thoughts, according to Mr. Hobbas, have aiwiys some connexion)
% fron Chanrer ¥ was Jed to think on Boceare, who was not only bis contemporary, but also pursoed
the sume pindies ; wrote povels in prose, and many works in verse; particulady is said to have invented

L
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the octare rthyme, or rtanza of sight lines, which ever sincd has been maintaines) by the practice of i
Italian writers, who are, or at ieast sssume the title of haroic poets: be and Chancer, pmotg othey
things, bad this in common, that they refined iheir mother tongues; bat with this diference, th
Dante bad begun to file their Innguage, at least in verse, before the time of Boccace, who hilewin
Feceived né little help from his master Petrarch.  But the reformation of theic prose was wholly <wing
to Boccace himself, who is yet the standard of parity in the ltalian tongue ; though many of his phrues
are beetme obsolete, as in process of time it must needs happen. Chancer {as you have formerly bem
told hy out lewrned Mr. Rymer) first adomed and amplified cur berren tongue from the Prowenl,
which was than the most polished of ull the modern lsoguages; but this subject has been copaoaly
treated by that great critic, who deserves no little commendation from us his countrymen. For thew
rewsons of time, and resemblance of genius in Chaucer aud Boccace, I resolved to join them in my
present work; to which I have added some original papers of myown ; which, whether they are equal
or infertor to my other poarns, an suthor is the most improper judge ; and therafore I jeave them whaoly
to the mercy of the reader. ] will hope the best, that they will not be condemped ; but if they shoutd,
Ihave the excuse of an ofd genleman, wha, mounting on horseback bafore some ladies, when I was
pressnt, got up somewhat beavily, bot desired of the fair spectators, tbat they would epant fourscore
and eight before they judged him, By the mercy of God, ] am already come within twenty years of
bis number, a cripple in mylimbs; bat what decays are in my mind, the resder must determine. I
think myselfl as vigorous as ever in the faculties of my soul, excepting only my memory, which is not
impaired to any great degree ; and if Ilowe not more of it, 1 have no great reason to complainn What
Jjudgment 1 bad increnses rather than diminishes; and thoughts, such as they are, come crowrding in w
fast upon me, that my only difficulty is to eboose or to reject ; to run them into verie, or to give them
Lbe other harmony of prose. [ have so long studisd and practised both, that they are grown ioto a
habit, and become familiar to we. lo short, though I may lawfully plead soms part of the old gen-
tleman's excuss, yet! will reserve it till I think 1 have grester veed, wnd ask no greins of allowance
for the faults of this ;ny pregent work, bt those which are given of course to human frailty. I will not
trouble my reader with the shortnesa of time in which [ writ it, or the several intervals of sicknes:
they who think too well of their own performances are apt to boast in their prefaces, how litthe time
their works have cost them, and whet other business of more importance interfered; but the reader
will be as apt to aak the question, why they allowed not a longer time to make their works more per-
fect ! and why they had so despicable 2u opinion of their judges, as to thrusi their indigested sinf
upon them, as if they deserved no better ?

With this account of my present undertaking, I eonclude the first part of this discourse ; in the s
cond part, as at & second sitting, though ! alter not the draught, 1 must touch the same fembures orer
again, and change the dead colouring of the wbole. In general 1 will only say, that I hove written
nothing which savoum of immonality or profaneneas; at least, 1 am not conscious to mysell of any’
such intention. Ifthere happen to be fouod sn irreverent expression, or ® thonght too wanton, tary
are crept into my verses throngh my inadvertency ; if the searchers find aoy in the cargo, let them be
staved or forfeited, like contrabaod goods ; at least, let their authora he answerable for themn, as beicg
but impdrtﬂ'l merchandise, and not of my own manufacture, On the other side, I bave endeavoured
to choose such fabies, both sncient gnd modern, as contain in each of them some instructive mond,
which I could prove by inductiop, hut the wey is tedious, and they leap-foremost jnto sight, withoot
the reader’s ronble of looking after them. I wish I could affirm with & safe conscience, that I lad
taken the same care in all my former writings ; for it must be owped, that supposing verses are never
30 beautifol or pleasing, yet, if they contain any thing which shocks religion, or good manners, they am
at best, what Horace says of good numbem, without good sense, Versus inopet rerum, ugmqos
capor®, Thus far, 1 bope, I am right in court, without rencuncibg my other right of self-defence,
where | bare been wrongfully accaser, and my senme wire-drawn ioto blasphemy or bawtiry, as it has
often been by u religious lawyer, in & late pleading ageinst the sage; in which he mives trath with
falrehood, snd has nol forgotten the oid rule af calumniating strongly, that something may remsin.

Iremune the thread of my discourse with the first of my trunslation, which was the firet Ilisd of
Homer. If it shall please God to give me tonger life and moderate heslth, my intentions are to trans-
late the whole llias; provided gtill, that I meet with those edcouragements from the public, which may
enable me to proceed in my undertaking with some chearfulness. And this 1 dare assnre the world
before-hand, that ] have found, by wial, Homer a more pleasing task than Virgil (though I sy not te
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Mvinbehnhbmwus) for the Grecian is more 8 ding Lo my geniuy, Yhan the Latin poet.
1p thee works of the two authors we may read thair msuners and patural inclications, which nre wholly
diferennt.  Virgil was of a quiet, sedate temper ; Homer was violent, impetuoas, snd full of fire. Tha
chief talent of Virgil was propriety of thoughts and cromment of wordp: Homer was rapid in bis
thoughts, and took all the liberties, bath of numbers and of expressions, which his language, sod the
age in which be lved, sllowed him : Homer's invenlion was mbre copious, Virgils more confined : so
that if Haover had not led the way, it was not in Virgil to bave begun heroic poetry : for nothing can be
seowe evident, than that the Boman poem is but the second part of the Lias; a contingation of the
s slory, and tha persons alrepdy formed : the mannersof Zneas are thors of Hector superndded
S0 those which Hoper guve him. The sadventures of Ulysses in the Odysseis are imitated in the
first gix books of Virgil's oeit : and though tha sccidents are not the same, (which would bave arrusd
iz of & sryvile copying, and tote] barrennans of iovention) yet the seas were the same, in which both
the berows wandered ; snd Dide capnot be demied to be the poetical deoghter of Calypsa. The six
Inttor booky of Virgil's poem sm the foar and twenty Jliads conlructed : s quarre]l vecasioned by s
tady, & single combat, battles fought, and 8 town besieged. 1 say not this in derogation to Virgil,
oeither do [ coutradict oy thing which [ have formerly said in bis just praise: for his episodez are
almost wheally of his own invention ; and the form, which he has given to the telling, makey the tale
ki owh, even Lbough the originel siory had been the same. But this proves, bowever, that Homer
gt Virgil to desifn: and if invention ba the first virtne of an epic poet, then the Latin poem
can oaly be allowed the secood place.  Mr, Hobbes, in the preface W his own bald trucalation of tha
Dima, (studyiog poetry as be did mathematics, when it waa too lute) Mr, Hobbes, | aay, begins tha
pmise of Homer where be shoukd bare ended it.  He tells us, that tha first beaaty of an epic poem
comsists in diction, thet is, in the choice of words, and harmony of oumbers: now the words wre the
colouring of the work, which, in the order of nature, is last to be considered The design, the dizpow
sition, the manwers, and the thoughts, are all before it : where any of those are wanting ot imperfect,
m mach waats o W imperfect in the imilation of buman fife ; which i5 in the vory deflnition of a poem-
Wards indeed, ike glaring colours, are the first beagtiex that wrise and strike the yight : bat if the
drangtyt be false or lame, the Agures i-disposed, the m obscare or inconsistent, or the thoughts
saxaturul, then the finest colonrs are but deubing, aod the piece i 8 beautifal monster at the best. -
Nettbeer Virgil or Homer were deflcient in any of tbe former beautier ; bat in this last, which ia ex-
pressaom, the Roman poet is at least equal to the Grecian, oo 1 have aaid sisewhere'; yupplying the po-
verty of his lengoage by bis musical ear and by his diligence. But to return : our two grest poets,
becing w0 different i their tempers, one choleric and sanguine, the other phlegmatic and melancbolic ;
tint which makes them excel in their several ways is, Lhat each of them hey followed his own patoral
inctination, as well in forming the design, as in the execution of it. The very hetoer show their suthore;
Achilles is hot, impaticot, reveogeful, Empiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, acer, &c. /Eiess patient,
cmsiderats, careful of his people, and mertifal W bis enemies: ever submissive to the will of Heaven,
“ quo fats trabant, retrahuntgue, sequamur.” I could plense mymlf with enjarging on this selject,
Tt ! am forced to deferlt to & Gtter time. From al! 1 harve zaid, | will only draw this inference, thak
the action of Homer heing more full of vigour than 1bst of Virgil, accordiag to the temper of the writer,
b of conmequence more plewsing io the reader.  Oge warms you by degrees; the other sets you an fire
ali # ouce, and never intermits his heat. It is the same difference which Longinus mekes betwrixt the
tferts of eloquence i Demosthenes and Tully. One persuades; the other commanda Yoo never
oo while you read Homer, even not in the second book {a yraceful Alattery to his countrymen); hut be
bwviens [row the ships, and concludes not that book Lill e has made you amends by the violent playing
of 2 mew machine, FProm thence be burries on his actien with variety of events, and ends it in lem
compass than two months This vebemence of his, I confess, is more mitable to my temper; and
tuerefore | hove translated his first book with grester pleasure than any part of Virgil: but it wasnot »
Feamre withoot pains: the contioual agitations of the spirits must peeds he o weakening of any con-
Sitmion, expecially in age ; and wany panses wre required for refreshment betwixt the huu, ihe Diad
of taelf being a third port longer thap ell Virgils worka togetber.

i This is what I thought peedful in this place to say of Homer. 1 proceed to Ovid und Chencer; cons
$idering the former only in Telation Ao the Intter. With Ovid ended the golden age of the Roman

. oegme; from Chaocer the purity of the English tongue begun. Tbe manpers of the poets were not

| make: both of them were well-bred, well-natured, &morows, sad libertine, at least in their writings ;
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it.may be also in their livan Their stndies wera the same, philosophy and philology. Both of them
were known in astronomy, of which Ovid's books of the Roman feaste, and Chaucer's treatise of the
Astrolebe, are sufficient witnesses. But Chaucer was likewise an astrologer, as were Viegil, Horacs,
- Pemius, and Manilior. Both writ with wonderful facility and clearness : peither were great inventon:
fot Ovid only copied the Grecian fables; and most of Chaacers stories were taken from his Jialag
contemporaries, or their predecossors. Boceare’s Decameron was first poblished ; and from theoe
our Englisbman has bérrowed many of his Canterbury Tales: yet that of Palamon and Arcite wm
written in ull probability by some Halian wit, in & former age, ns! shall prove hereafler: the tale of
Qrizild was the invention of Petrarch ; by bim sent to Boceuce ; from whomn it came to Chancer:
Troilas and Creevds wes alse written by a Lombard suthor ; but muth amplified by cur English tram-
lator, as well as beantified ; the genius of our coantrymen in general being miher to improve an inves-
tion, than to invent themselves ; ns in evident not only in our poetry, but in many of oyr manufactyres
I fad T have wnticipated wiready, and laken up from Boccace before I come to bim : bot there b w
much less bahind; and I am of the temper of most kings, who love t0 be in debt; are all for present
money, 00 matter how they pay it afterwards: besides, the natore of ® preface is rambling ; never
wholly out of the way, nor in it This I have learned from tbe practice of honest Montaigne, and
return at my pleasure to Geid and Chaucer, of wbom I have litle more to say. Both of them-bailt m
the inventions of other men ; yet since Chacer had something of hin own, 12 the Wife of Ratlh's Tak,
the Cotk nod the Fox, which [ have tranalated, and some others, I may justly give our countrymsa
the precedence in that part; since I can remember nothing of Ovid which was wholly hie. Both of
them understood the manpers, under which name I comprehand the passions, aad, in & large sense, te
descriptions of persons, and their very habits : for an example, 1 see Baucis and Philemon es perfecily
before me, a8 if mme ancient painter bad drmwn them ; and all the pilgrims o the Canterbury Takes,
their bumoury, their features, and the very dress, as distinctly ss if 1 bad sopped with them ot the
Tabard in Southwnrk: yet even (bere too the figures in Chaucer are much more lively, and set in s
better light: which though I have not time to prove, yet T appeal to the reader, and am sure he il
clear me from partiality, The thonghts and words remain to be considered in the comparison of the
two poets; and | have saved mymelf one half of thet laboar, by ownisg, that Ovid lived when the Romay
tougue was in its meridian ; Cheucer, in the dawning of cur language : therefore that part of the com-
parison stands oot on an equal foot, any more than the diction of Eaniue and Orid; or of Chaoeer el
our present Eoglish. The words wre given op wsu post not o be defended in oar poet, becnuse
wanted Lhe modera art of fortifying. The thoaghts remsin to be considered : and Lthey are o be mer-
sured ouly by Lheir propriety ; that is, as they flow more or lesa naturally from the persons dascribed,
o soch and such occasions. The vulgar Judges, which are nine paris in ten of all pations, who al
cenceits and jingles wit, who see Orid full of thew, and Chauesr attogstber without them, will think me
Ilttle lexs than mad, for preferring the Englishmoen to the Roman: yet, with thear loave, I muet pre-
stme to say, that tha things they sdmire are oot only glitteriog trifles, and =0 far from being witty, tha,
in a serious poem thgy are nauseons, because they are urmatural. Woul any man, who i ready to
die for love, describe his passion like Nireissus} Wonld be think of * inopem me copis fecit,” und &
dosen more of such expressions, poured oa the neck of one another, and signifying all the same thing?
If this were wit, was this 8 time to be witty, when Lhe poor wretch was in the agony. of death! Thisia
just John Litifewit in Bartholomraw Pair, who had & conceit {as be tells you) left him in his misery: s
miserable copeeit.  On Lhews occazions the poet should endeavoar to ruime pity : but, instead of this,
Ovid is tickling yon to laugh.  Virgil never made use of such machines, whan he was moving you o
campiserate the desth of Dido: he would not destroy what he was building. Cbancer makes Arciia
wiglent in his love, and unjost in the pursnit of it: yet when he came to die, be made him think more
reasonably: he repents vot of hin love, for that had altered his character; but scknowledges the i
Justice of his proceedings, and resigns Emilis to Palamon. What would Ovid have done on this oc
enston ! He would certainly bave made Arcite witty on his death-bed. He had complained bhe v
farther off from possession, by beiog #o near, and a thousand mich hoyisms, which Chancer rejected
below the dignity of the mbject. They, who think otberwise, would by the sarhe reason prefer Locu
and Ovid to Homer and Virgil, and Martisl to all foar of them, As for the tarn of words, in which Ovd
perticularly excels ali pokts, they are sometimes a fault and sometimes & beanty, aa they are usel
properly or improperty ; butin sirong passions always to be shupned, because pasions are seriom,
apd will pdmit no playing, The French bare & high valug for tham ; and I confas, they wre ofiee

.
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what they call delicate, when they are introduced with judgment; but Chawcer writ with more sim-
picity. acd followed naturs more closely, then o use them, 1 havs thus far, to the best of my know-
Irdye, heﬂl sn upright jadge betwixt the parties in competition, not meddling with the dasign nor the
iqn-nnn of it; becanse the detign war not their owa, and in the disposing of it they wers eqoal.
lt_dn-,thtl say somewhat of Chancer in particular,

In the rst plare, as be iv the father of English poetry, 50 I bold bim ju the same degres of veneration
w the Grecisns beid Homer, or the Bomans Virgil: be is a perpetual frantain of good sensk; learned
in all sciences ; and therefore speaks properly on sll subjects: as he knew what to uay, so he koowa
o when to beave off; & cootinence which is practised by few writers, and scarcely by any of the
smrirots, excepting Virgil and Horace, One of our Late great poets is sunk in his reputstion, becange
e comld never forgive any conceit which cume in his way ; but swept, like a drug-net, grent and umall,
There was pleaty encugh, but the dishes were ill-mrted ; whole pyramids of mweet-meats, for boys and
womes, bt little of elid meat, for men: sll this proceeded pot from aoy want of koowledge, but
ol mdgmeent ; neither did he want that in discerning the baauties and Gults of other poets, but only
indndped higeself in the lnxury of writing, aod perbaps kneéw it was a fanlt, but hoped tha resder
would oot find it. For this remson, thoogh he must aiways be thonght a great poet, he is no longer
estrevoed & good writer: and for ten impressions, which bis works bave hud io 0 many smiccemive |
yewrs, yet at present & bondred books wre scarcely porchused once s twelremonth : for, a8 my lord
Rochester mid, though somewbat profanely, Not being of God, he coald not stand,

Chancer followed Nature every where; but was never 50 Bold to go beyond ber: und theve is o grest
difference of being poets and nimis poota, if we believe Catullus, as moch s betwist 2 modast be-
Jeviomr and affectation. The verse of Chancer, I confems, ia pot harmonicus Lo us; but it is like the
doyoemicn of one whom Tacttuws commends, it was suribus istins teroporis sccommodate : they who
Ewves} writh hizn, and some time after him, thoaght it musical ; aad it continues so even in our judgment,
il cosmpmred with tha mumbers of Lidgate and Gower, his contepporaries: these in the rude ywestuess
of s Bcotch tmoe in it, which is nalarsl and pleasiog, though oot perfect.  Itis trae, 1 cannot go so far
3 e who publishedsthe last edition of him ; for ba would meke oy beliore the fanlt is in our ears, and
that there were. renlly ten syliables in u verve, where we find but nipe: bat this opision in not warth
confsting ; it is w gross and obrvicas sa enrvar, that cammon s (which is & rule iz every thing but
mniters of faith and revelation) must convicce the remder, that equality of numbars in every verse,
which we cull bervic, was ejther not known, or pot lwayw practised in Chaucer's age. It were an
ey mmtter o prodoce some thoumndy of bis verses, which are tames for want of half  foot, sod sonre-
tipes z whele ome, and which no pronuncistion can make otherwise. We can only say, thet be lived
i the infamcy of our poetry, and that nothivg is brought W perfection =t the Bt 'We muet be chil-
deen before we grow meo. There was an Ennios, and in process of time & Locilius, and & Lucretius,
Seftwe Virgil and Horsce ; even after Chancer thers was » Spenser, 8 Harrington, » Fairfax, before
Waller and Denbaum were in betng: and our numbers were in their conage til] these last appeared.
1 seed sy litthe of his parentage, life, and fortanes ; they are to be found at large in all the editions of
hin works, He was employed abrond, and faroured by Edward the Third, Richard the Second, sod
Hemry the Pourth, snd was poet, as 1 suppose, to all three of them. in Richard's time, 1 doubt! he was
a Betle dipt i the rebellion of the commons ; and, being brother-in-law to Jobn of O=xant, it was Ao
womder If he followed the fortunes of that family, and was weli with Henry the Fourth when he bad
dapmund bis predecessor, Neither is it to he sdmined, that Henry, who was s wise as well as a vatiant
yrimee, who claimed by succession, sad wes seusiblo that his title was 9ot mond, but wes rightfully
m Mortimiet, who bad married the bair of York ; it was not 1o be admired, 1 my, if thet great politician
wisoubl e plemsed t have the greatest wit of those times io bis interests, and to be the trompet of his
praives.  Aogwstos hed given bim the exampie, by the sdvice of Mmconas, who recommended Virgil
und Barsce to kim ; whose praises belpad Wb make him popular while be was alive, and after his death
hmrve made lim precioos to posterity.  As for the religion of cur poet, be seems to bave some Itte biay
sowards U opinions of Wicklidl, after Jobn of Quaat bis patron; somewbat of which appearsin the
tabe of Piers Plowman : yet I canoot blame bhim for inveighing so sharply against the vices of the clergy
im b ayr: their pride, their ambition, their pomp, their avwrice, their wordly interest, deserved the
Il wivich het gave them, botb in thed, sod in most of brs Ceotorbury Tules: oeither hus his contemn-

. pwwry Boceace spared them. Yot both thom poets lived in much esteem with good and holy men in
wendery: fr the scundsl which Is given by particular priests reflects not on the smcred function.
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Chencer's Monk, his Chanon, and hin Fryer, took oot from the charmcter of his Good Parsa. &
satyrical poet is the check of the laymen on bed prissts.  We are only to take care, that we invoiry
oot the inpocent with the guilty in the s coodemnation. The good canmat be too mack honoared,
nor the bad too coarsely used ; for tha cormuptson of the best bocomes the worst, When a clergymaa
ia whipped, his gown is Grst taken off, by wiieh the dignity of his order is secured : if be bé wrong
fully accused, he has his sction of dander ; and it iv st the poet’s peril, if be transgrem the Low., But
they will tell us, that all kind of mtire, though ncver 00 well deserved by particalar pricsts, yet bring
the whole orderinto contempt. Is then the peernge of England any thing dishonoured, when a peer sufien
for bia tremgon? If he be libelled, or any way defamed, be bhas his Scandalum Megnatum to punish
the offender. They, who use this kind of argument, 0 be consrious ta themaslves of somnesrbet
which bas deserved the poet’s lash, and are less concerned for their public capacity, than for their
private ; at least there is pride at the bottom of thelr rewsoning.  If the fanlts of men in orders are
anly ta be judged among themselves, they are all in some sort parties : for, since they say Ubhe booowr
of their order is concerned in every member of it, how cen we he ware, that they will be inepartad
jodgen? How far I may be allowed (s speak my opinion in this came, 1 know pot: but I am
a dispute of this natare cansed mischief io sbundance betwixt s king of England and wa archbishop of
Canterbury ; one standing op for the laws of hisland, and the otber for the homour {as be called it)
of Qod's church; which ended in the murther of the prelate, and in the whipping of his majesty
from post to pillar for his pensoce.  The learned and ingenloes Dr, Druke hax saved me the laboar of
inquiring iato the esteern and reverence which the priests have had of oid ; and I would rather extend
than diminish any part of it: yet [ must npeeds may, that when a priest provokes me without way
occation given him, I have no rewson, unlew it he the charity of a Christian, to forgive bim
Prior lenit s jumification sufficicnt in the civil law. 1f I answer bim in his own lasgusge, i~
defence, 1 am mure, must be sllowed me; mod if 1 carty it fartber, even to & sharp recrimination, scme-
what msy be induiged to bumsn fruilty. Yet my resentment har not wronght so far, but that | hare
followed Chauwcer in his charscter of & holy man, and bave enluped oo that subject with woree
pleasure, resarving to myself tha right, if 1 shall think Ot bereafter, to deseribe. nnotber sort of priests,
such ss are more easily to be fouud than the Good Parson; such as bave given the last blow &
Christianity in this age, by a pructice »o contrary to their doctrice. But this will kesp cold 1
‘soother time. fo the mean while, I takm up Chaucer where [ left him.  He mast have been a man of
@ most wonderful comprebensive natare, because, an it hes beea truly chaerved of hitm, be kas taken
fnto the compass of bis Canterbury Tales the various manners and bumoury (av we now call them) of
the whole English nation, in his age. Not s single charscter har escaped bim. Al <his pilgrima wre
screrlly distinguished from earh otber; and not only in thair inclinations, but in their very pby-
sioguamies and persons.  Baptista Purta could pot have described their natures betier, than by the
marks which the poet gives them. The matler and manner of their tales, and of their telling, sre o
snited to their different educations, bumours, and celliogs, 18at ench of them would be improper in
any other mouth. Even the grave and merious charecters are distinguirhed hy their several sorts of
gravity: their discourses are wach =4 helong to themr age, tbeir calling, snd their breeding ; soch ax
are becoming of them, and of them only. Some of his persons are viciouws, aud some virtuons; Woma
sre unlearned, or (axChaucer calls them) lewd, and some are leatued. Even the ribaldry of the ow
cheractery is different ; the Reeve, the Mifler, and the Cook, are peveral men, and distinguished from
each other, as much as the minciog Lady Prioress, nnd the broad-spenking, gup-tootbed Wike of Bath
But enough of this: thers is such & variety of game mpringing up before me, that I am distrmcted in
my choice, and know not which to folow. It is sufficicat to say, according to the proverb, that here
is God's plenty. We bave our forefatbers, and great granddames all before w1, o3 they wem in
Chaucer's days ; their general churncters are stili remaining in mankind, avd even io England, though
they wre called by otber names than those of Monks and Friars, and Ch , and indy Abbesses, and
Nans: for mankind is ever the mme, and nathiog loet oat of uature, thgugh every thing is altered
May | bave leave to do mysell the justice (since my enewmiet will do me none, sod are 30 far from
granting me ta be & good poet, that they will pot allow me 30 much as to be a Christian, or & moral
o) ; mey I bere leave, I sy, to inform my resder, that I have confined iy choioe to vach tales of
Chaucer as savour notbing of immodesty }  1£1 bad devired more to plense than to instruct, the Reeve,
the Miller, the Shipman, the Merchants, the Satmner, and, sbove all, the Wife of Bath, in the prologoe s
her tale, would have procured e &3 many friends and reasders, as there are beenx and Indies of plea-
sure in the towa. But @ will uo more offpnd sguingt good-mannen: Iam sensible, a» I ooght to be,
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&0 o431 T hdve given by my loow writings, and make what reparation I am able] by this poblic
dcknowiadgmdmt, 1f any thing of this natare, or of profanenem, be crept into these poems, 1am so
fr from defending it, that [ disown t. Totom hoe indictum vole, Chaucer makes another manner
of spelogy for bis broad-spesking, and Bocomce mokes the like; but I will follow neither of them.
Oar comatrymimn, in the eod of his characters, before the C-.n‘h‘rbnry Tiles, thus excused the ritaldry,
which ia very grom io many of his novels,

* Bat Arst,  pray yoa of your conrtesy,

That yo ne arretiee it pought my rillany,

Though that § pleinly speak in this msttere

To tellen you her worde, a5d eke her chere:

Ne though I spenk her words properly,

For this ye knowen as well e 1, -

Who shall tellen a take after u man,

He mote rebearse at nye, s ever he can:

Everich word of it been in bis charge,

AN speke he, never so radely, oe Inrge. !
Or clse be motz tellen his tale untrue, .
Or feine thinge, or find words new : -
He may not spare, alihoagh be wern his brother,

He mote ws well =3y ¢ word as another.

Christ spuke himself fall broad in holy wril,

And wedl | wote no villany is it,

Eke Plato saith, who 0 can him rede,

The words ot been cousin to the dede.

Yetif a man ehould bave inquired of Bocence or of Chaucer, what need they had of introducing
ok charactern, where obacene words were proper in, theif mouths, but very todecent. to be heard ; 1
kmver wot, what snswer they could have made: for that réason, such tale shall be left untold by me.
You bave here & specivoen of Chaacer’s language, which is 5o obsolets, that his senme is scarce to be
- maderstood ; and you have likewise more than one exmmple of his ubequal pnmbers, which were
Seationed befare. Yot many of his rerses consist of ten syflables, and the words not fnuch behind
oo present English : as for example, these two lines, in the description of thé cqrpenter’s young
wik:

‘Wincing she was, as is 8 jolly calt, *
Long as & mest, nod opright an s bolt.

? bhave almost done with Chsucer, when I have anrwered some objections relating to my presen
work. 1 find some pevple are offended, that I have turned theso tales inlo modern Boglish; because
fhey think them unworthy of my paiox, wnd look oo Chsucer as s dry, old-fushioned wit, not worth
mviving. T have often heard the late ead of Leicester say, that Mr. Cowley himself wes of thab
.Wpimiown ; Who, bariog read bim over st my lond's request, declared be had no taste of him, I dare
"m0t sdvanee my opiaion agnion the judguent of wo great ap author: but I think it fair, however, to
lkexve the decision to the public: Mr, Cowley was too modest Lo set up for & dictator; and being
shockrd pertaps with Lis old style, never examined inlo the depth of his good sense. Chaucer, I
comfomt, |5 a rough diamond, and must Grst he polished, ere he shines. 1 deoy not llkewise, that,
Hring in our early days of poetry, be writes not always of a piece; but socretimes mingles trivial
fhings with thoso of greatér moment, Bometimes also, though not often, ho rums vict, like Ovid,
el knows mot when be bas sald encugh.  Buat there are more greal wits besides Chawcer, whosp
fhalt s thwrir excems of conceits, amd those il sorted, An author is ot to write all he can, but
amly all be ought.  Having obserred this radundancy in Chaucer, (a3 it is ao casy pntter for 2 man
of onlinary parts to od » fablt in one of grester) T have not tied mywelf to a literal traustation ; but
Jore ofizs omitted what I judged unnecesary, or oot of dignity enough lo appear in the campauy
& better thonghts. I have presumed farther, ln some places, and sdded swomewhst of my own, wherd
1 thoogit my euthor was deficient, and-had ot given bis thoughts their tras tustre, for want of werda
bn the hegianing of our laaguage. And o this I was the move amboldensd, becanse (if Ity be per
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mitta to suy it of mysed) I fonnd [ bad & wml congenial to his, snd that I had heen conversant in ta
mame studics,  Anotlier post, in spoter age, may take the same Liberty with my writings; if st least
they live long enough to dewerve comection. It wiys also necessary sometimes to resiore the sense of
Chuucer, which was Jost or manghed in the ervonm of the press: Jet this expmple suffice sl present ;
the swry of Palamon and Arcite, where the Lemplo of Disna is described, yon find these verses, in sl
the editions of our author: )

There mw ! Dand taroed into & tree,
. 1 mean oyl the goddeny Disne,
i But Vetros deughter, which thet bight Dand :

Which, ufter & litle consideration, | kuew was to be reformed ioto thissenme, thet Daphne the danghter
of Penoos was twned into a tree, 1 durst not make thus bold wikh Orid, lest same futnre Milboars
wboukd arise, and sy, L varied from my suthor, becanye 1 understood him not.

But there are other jodges who thiok | ought ool to bave Unoalaled Chaneer into English, out of &
quity contrary notion @ they suppose there is & certain vooeratlon doe to bis old langusge: mod thet
it in Htile hemw than profanation and sacrilege to alter it. They nre farther of opinion, that somewhat
of bis good aense will saffer in this transfusion, and much of the beauty of his thoaghts will iufallibly be
lost, which eppesr with mom grace in theic old habit.  Of Ufis opinion wes that excellent person, whom
1 mentioned, the late ourl of Leicebier, who valued Chauger s much as Mr. Cowley despined him.
My lord disrusded me from this attempt, (for I was thinkiag of it sore years before his death} and hin
authority prevailed so far with e, as to defer my undertaking while be lived, in deference to him ; yet
my resson was oot convlpced with what ba arged against it,  If the Arst end of & writer ba to be under-
wtood, then as his lunguage grows obsolete, his thoughbts must grow obscure :

Maults renascentar qose jan ceciderd; - cudentgor,
fow nunc smnt in honore vorabuls ; 5 volet oxas,
fuem pents wrbitrium est, & jos, & norms loquendi.

When an ancient word for ita sund and significancy deserres to be revived, I have that reasonabin
venerution for aotiquity, to restore it.  All beyord this in superstition. Words are oot like landoparks,
o0 sacred av never to be removed ; customs are changed: snd even statutes are slently repoaled, when
the reascu ceases kor which they were enacted.  A¢ for the other part of the argument, that his thoughts
wiil lose of their original beanty, by the innovation of words; in the frst place, not only their hematy,
bt their being in fost, where they are oo longer anderstood, which is the present cuse. I grant that somae-
thing wust be lost iv all transfasion, thet is, in all trasalations; but the sense will remein, which woald
otherwise ba lost, or at Ieast be maimedy, when it is scarcely intelligible, andihat but to a few, Howr
few are there who can resd Chaocer, so 83 to undervtand bim perfectly!  And if imperfoactly, them
with Jess profit and no pleasure.  Etis not for the use of some old Sexon friends, that 1 bave taloen thees
paing with bim : let them neglect my version, because they bave 1o needof it. ] made it for their
makes who understood sense and poetry as wall ay they, when that poetry and sense in pal into words,
which they understand, ] will go farther, sud dare to add, that what beautien 1 lose in some places, T
give to others which had them not originally: batin this [ may be partial to myself; lat the resder
Jjudge, aad T submit to biv decision. Yer I thiok [ bwve just occasion to complala of them, who, becanss
they understand Chaacer, would deprive the groater part of their countrymen of the same advantage,.
aod board him up, as misers do their grandam gold, only to look on it themnelves, and hinder others
from making ase of it. 1o sum, I seriously protest, that oo man ever had, or can have, = grester
venerntion for Chaucer, than myeclf. 1have transated some part of his works, only that [ might;
perpetaate his memory, or at least refrerh it, amoaget my countrymen. 1f 1 bave altered him lﬂi‘
where for the betier, 1 maost at the same time scknowledge, that I could hare done nothing withowt
him: Facile st inveutis addere, is no great commendstion; and T am not s0 vain to think T hawey,
deserved u greater, I will conciude what | bave to say of him singly, with this one remark: » ladyy,
of my scquaintance, who keeps 8 Kind of correspoudence with some sothors of the fuii sex in Franom,
by been informed hy them, that tsdemoiselle de Scudery, who is an old se Sihyl, and inspired like b
by the mame god of poetry, is at this time tranalating Chaucer into modern French.  From which &
gatber, that be has been formerly tracsluled inte the old Provengal {for how she should come to umder=
sland old English [ know not). But the matter of fact being Uue, it makes me think, that there g



PREFACE 17

womething in it like Eatality ; that, afer cartain pericds of time, the fame and memory of great wite :

showld be remewed, as Chaacer in both in France aud Eagland.: 1M this be whally chance, i iv extraor-
digary, and I dare oot call it more, for Fear of being taxed with mperstition.

Boceacs cxnes last to b considered, who, lising in the sgee sgn with Chaucer, had the mme
g=oiui, aod followed the mme cdwdies : both writ novels, sod oach of tham cultivated his mether
tongue. Hat the grestest resemblance of oor two modern aathors baing iz their familiar syle, and
pensing way of relsting comical adveotares, | may puss it-ovar, begause 1 have translated mothing
from Boccace of that pature. lo the merigus part of pogtry, the advectage is wholly on Chaucer’s
Side ; for thowgh the Eoglishaesn bas borrowed many tales from s Ltalisn, yet it appears, that thosm
of Boccace wese not generally of bis owe making, buk taken from satbors of former agos, and by himr
euly modelled : wo that what thare was of ioveation in eitber of them mey he judged equal But
Cmacer has refined on Boccace, and bay mended the stories which he bas borrowed, in his wey of
g ; thowgh prose aliows more Liberty of thought, and tha axpreasion is more ¢uxy when uncoufined
by sumbert  Our counkryiman carries weight, wil yet wios the rece ot disadvaniage, | desire oot
thee eandew shoukd take my word ; mad theredore | will set two of their dieocurmes on the same mbject,
@ the zagme light, for evary man to jodge batwixt them. I trensleted Chaucar i, aud, smongst the
sl pitched on the Wifs of Batl’s Tale; 0ot daring, as | bave said, to adventare oa her Prologue, hocausy
# is too licentions : there Cheacer introdoces sn wld women of mean parcutage, whom a youthful
knight of poble biopd was farced to wmary, and coosequently loathed ber : the crone, being in hed
wizh him oa the wedding-night, and Aoding his arersion, endeavours W wia bis sifection by resson,
wxl mpeaks & good word for hersell, (a8 who could blame heri) in bepo to mollify the eollen bride-
groom.  She takes her topies from the benefits of paverty, the advantages of old age and uglivess, the
sanity of youth, snd the silly pride of socesiry and titles without inbereot virte, which is the true
mobikity. When 1 had closed Chavcer, | retnrndd to Ovid, and trapslsted some more of bis fables ;
uad bry this time had w0 far orgotten the Wife of Beib's Tale, shat, when | took op Bocence, unawares
¥ foll om the same argument of prefersing vitus o pobility of hlood, and titles, in the story of ‘Sigis-
mmede ; which § had certalaly avoided for the memmblanes of the two discoarses, if my wemory bad
A faliwd our. Lot tha rowder weigh theea both; aud if be thiaks oo partial 80 Choncer, it is in hio
Iy rigit Boorace,

1 pemfer o owr coustryman, far sbove sl his other stories, the noble poem of Pulurson aod Arcite,
which is of the aple kind, and perhaps Dot mueh inferior to the liiss or the Fneis: the story ia more
ponnng than wither of tsem, tUse manners a8 parfact, the diction as poeticel, the leaming as desp and
warisws ; aadd the disposition foll ae ertfisl ; coly it inclodes & grestar leagth of time, o4 taking up seven
yoses ot boast; but Aristolle has ket nodecided the darstion of the wciion; which yet is emsily
medmcpd imto they compase of & year, by & garration of what precedsd the retom of Palsmon to Athens.
1l thuaggist, for tie bonour of our sation, and more particulerly forhis, whose burl, thoagh unworthy,
4 bare wors after him, that this sory was of English growtb, and Chaticer's own: but [ wes uwne
deceived by Bocoace ; for casually jooking da the end of bis erventh Giornats, 1 found Dicneo (under
which name be shedows himsell) and Fismetts {who sepresents his mistress, ihe natoral daughter of
Bndwrt king of Nuplee) of whom thess words are spokeo, Diesco ela Fiamella granpeits contarono
lnsivens & Avcita, ¢ & Pulagmone : by which it appears, tht this story was written befors the Lime
of Baccacn ; but Use same of its actbor being whally iort, Chaueer is now become s original ; aad |
gEestion not but the poam kas received many beauties, by passing through his nuble bonde, Besidos
‘s tube, theve is another of bis own invevtion, afier te mannsr of the Proveagsis, 1-ilked The Flower
they Lead ; with which | was a0 particalarty pleased, both for Lhe invention and the moral, thet 1
inder mywelf from recommegding it to tha reader.

Av & earollery to this prefare, in which [ kave done justice to others, I owe somewhat to myseif:
Gant | thick it worth my Lime to enter the lists with ooe Milbourn, nad ane Bloekmore, but borely to
motice, thal sech v there are, who have written scarrilously aguioet me, Without soy provocations *
who is in orders, pretends, sowoget the reat, this quarred te me, st I hyva fallen foal oo
: if 1 bave, I am only to ssk pardon of good priests, and am afraid his part of the rzparwtion
rame tolittle, Lot him be mtiafied, that be shall not be able to force himself upon me for an ad-

. { contemn him too moch to entar into competition with him.  His own translations of Virgil
answered his criticians oo mige. If {xs they sy ha has deciared in print) be prefers the vemsion
OTey to mioe, the world kas wade him the same compliment: for it is agreed eo ali bands, that.
oL 1K c
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he writes even below Ogilby : thot, yoa will say, is not easily to be done ; but what cannot Milboer
bging spout? Tam satisfied, bowever, that while be and 1 live together, I shall not be thoaght the
worst poet of the age. [t looks ae if I had desired him underhand to write 50 Ul againet me : bt ope
my honest word 1 have not bribed kim to do me this service, and am wholly guiltless of his pamphiet,
It iz true, [ should be glad, if 1 conld persuade him to continoe his good offices, and write such another
eritique on any thing of mine : for 1 find by experience he bas a great stroke with the reader, wheo ba
comdernny apy of my poems, to make the world have a better opinion of them. He has taken wome pamy
with my poetry ; but nobady will be persuaded to take the same with hin. I | bad taken to the charch,
{ns be affiyens, but which was pever in my thoughts) 1 should have had more sense, if not more g,
than to hewe turned myseif out of my henefice by writing libels on my parishioner=.  But his accoont
of my menpers and my principles are of a piece with his caviis and his poetry: poad so I beve door
with him for ever,

As for the city bard, or knight ﬁhysmm, I hear his quarrel to me is, that 1 was the snthor of
Absalom wnd Achitopbel, which he thinks is a little hard on his fanatic patroas in Loodon.

But I will deal the more civilly with his two poems, berause noching il it to be gpoken of the desd:
ard therefore peace be to the manes of bis Arthure, 1 will only say, that it wea not for this nobie
knight, that I drew the plan of an epie poem oo king Arthur, in my preface to the trunslation d
Juvenal, Tbe guardian angels of kingdoms were hi too pond for him' 10 mepag;
eod therefore he rejected them, as Dares did the whirdbals of Eryx, when they were thrown before him
by Entellus. Yet from that preface be plainly took his hint : for he began immediately apon the story;
though he bad the baseness not to ackoowledge his beiefactor; butinstead of it, to traduce me in
libel.

I shall say the less of Mr, Collier, berause in many things he hzs taxed me justly; and 1 bave plesdnl
guiity to all thonghts and expreasions of mine, which can be truly argued of chscenity, profanesen, o
immorality ; and retraet them. If he be my enemy, ket him triumpb ; if be be my friend, as I hare
given him no personal occasion to be otherwise, he will be glad of my repentance. It becomes mr

« ot to drew my pen in the defence of a had caus, when I have so often drawn it fur & good one. Yelid
wepe not difficult to prove, that io many pdaces be han perveried my mesuniog by his glomes, ol
interpreted my worda into blasphemy and bandry, of which they were aot guilty; besides that he
100 much given to borss-play in his rillery, and comes to batile like s dictator from the plovrh
1 will not suy, The zeal of God’s house has esten him up; but ! am mre it bas devoured somae part of
good-manpers and civility, it might «lso be doubted, whether it were altopether sral, which prmmpia
hifn to this rough manner of proceating; perhapa it became not one of his function to rake into th
rubbish of ancient and modem plays; a divine might have employed his paine to better prurposs, to
in the nastiness of Plaotus and Aristopbanes; whose examples, an they exeuse not me, %0 it mek
be poasibly supposed, that be read them nat without some pleasure. They who beve writtan rog
meutaries on those poets, or on Horece, Javensl, and Martial, bave explained some vices, aiid
withoat their interpretatiom, had been aoknown to modern times. Neitber has be frdged fmpartisl]
betwixt the former age and us,

There is more baudry in one play of Fletcher's, called The Custom of the Country, than in i
pars Wogether.  Yet this bas been often acted on the stage in my rememhrance. Are the timess
-muach more reformed now, than they were five and twenty vears sgo? If they are, 1 con
the smendment of one momla. But 1 am not to prjadice the couse of my fellow poets,
abendon my own defence: they have some of them anewered for themeelves, and neither they w
1 emn think’ My, Collier so formidable an enemy, that we sbould sbun bim. He bas Jost roasd §
the Iatter end of the day by purming bis point o far, like the pricee ‘of Copde at the batthet
Sermeph; from immoral plays, to no plays: ab abasu ad wnam, non valet coomquentian BN
being & perty, 1 am not to erect mysell into a judge. As for the rest of those who,bave writh
egainst me, they are such scoundreis, that they deserve not the least potice to be takren of thel
Plackmors md Htlbonm are only distinguished from the l:'ml'd by being remembered 1o ﬂ
infamy.

—— Demetri, Teque Tigelii
Discipulorum inter jubeo plorare cathedras.
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TALES FROM CHAUCER.

. TO
NER GRACE THE DUCHESS OF ORMOND,
WITH THI FPOLLOWING PFOBM OF

PALAMON AND ARCITE

TBE bard, who first adorn'd oor native tongue,
4 Tan'd to bt British lyre this ancient song:
ich Homer might without & blush rehenras,
Iad leaves a doubtfol palm in Virgil's verse :
match'd their beauties, wlere they mast excel ;
Jove snng better, and of wrmn as well
j Yomchsafe, illustriops Ormond, o behold
power the charms of besuty had of oid ;
wynder if mach deeds of arns were done,
ird by two fair eyes, that sparkied like your
FH Chaucer by the best iden wrought, fown.
poets can divine esch other’s thought,
fairest nymph before his eyes ba set ;
then the fairest was Plantagenet ;
three contending princes made their prize,
tol'd the rival nations with her eyes:
left immortal trophies of her fame,
to the noblest order guve Lhe name,
ber, of equal kindred to the throne,
Fon keep ker conquests, and extend your own:
s whew the sturs, in their etherial race,
Rieagth have roll’d arodnd theliquid space,
tertain periods they resume their place,
the same point of Heaven their course ad-
Tance,
knd morte in measares of their former dacacs ;

Thus, afley length of ages, she returng,
Restor'd in you, and the same place adorne;
Or you perform her office in the sphere,
Born of ber blnod, and make a new piatonic year.
O true Plantagenet, O ruce divine,

For beanty stili is fatal to the line)

ad Chancer liv'd, that angel-face W view,
Sure he had drawa his Emily from yon;
Or had you liv'd to judge the doubtful right,
Younr noble Patamoen had been the knight ;
And conqueriag Theveus from his side had sent
Yolir generous lord, to guide the Thehan govern-
Time shail accomptish that ; and [ %hall see [ment.
A Palamon in him, i you an Emily.
Already have the Faten Ezour path prepartd,
And sure presage your future sway declard :
‘When westward, like the Sun, you tuok yuuraany
And from benighted Britain bore the day,
Blue Triton gave the sigasl from the shore,
Tha ready Nerids beard, and swam befora
To smooth the seis ; a soft Etesian gale
But just inspird, and gently swell'd the sait ;
Partunustook histurn, whose ainple hund
Heav'd up hia lighten'd keel, and sunk the sand,
And steer'd the ascred versel safe to land.
The Iand, if not restrain'd, had met your way, .
Projected out a neck, and jutted to the sea. "
Hibetnia, prostrate at your feet, ador'd
In you, the pledge of her expected lord ;
Due to kerisle; o venerable name;
His father and his grandsire known to fame ;
Awd by that house, apcustom’d to command,
The sturdy Kerns in due sobjection stand ;
Nor bear the reins in any foreign hand.
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At your approach, they crowded to the port ;
And, scarcely landed, you create g court:
An Ormond’s harbinger, to you they run;
For Venas is the promise of the Sun.
The waste of civil wars, their towns destroy'd,
Palesushordow?d, Ceres unemploy’d,
Were ali forgot ; and one triumpbant day
Wip'd all the tears of three campaigns awny.
Blood, rapined, massacres, were cheaply booght,

- 5o mighty recompense your beauty brought.
As when the dove, returning, bore the park

. Of earth restor'd to the long labouring ark,
The relica of mankind, secure of rest,
Opt'd every window to receive the guest,
And the fair bearer of the message bless’d ;
S0, when you came, with loud repeated coes,
The pation took an omeu from your eyes,
And God advanc'd his rainbow in the skies, |
To sign inviolable pecce restopd ; {accopd.
The saints with solemmn shoots proclesim'd the new
When, at your second coming, you appesat,
{Por I foretel thal miltenary year)
The sharpend shere shall vex the moil no more,
But Earth unbidden shall produce ber sjpre ;
The Land sball laugh, the circiing Ocean smiic,
And Heaven's indulgence bless the boly isle,
Heaven from all ages has rezerv'd for you
That happy clirse, which venom vever knew ;
Or if it had been there, your gyes alone
Have power to chase all poison, but their own.

Now in thisinterval, which Fate has cast
Betwixt your future gloriesand your past,

‘This pause of power, *tis Ireland’s hour to
mourn ;

Whie England celebratet your safe return,

Ry which you seem the arasans to command,

And bring our summers back to their forsaken
land,

The vanquish'd isle our leisure mrst attend,
Till the fair blessing we vouchzafe to send ; lend.
Nor ¢an we spare you long, though often we may
The dove was twice employ'd abnuad, before
The workl was dry'd, and she return’d no more.

Nor dare we trust 50 soft & mearenger,

New from her sickness, to that northern air: -
Rest here n while your lustre to restore,

That they may see yon, as you shone before;
Por yet, th’ eciipse not wholly pest, you wade «
Through somg remains, and dimness of a shade,

A subjectin his prince may clzim a right,

Wor suffer him with strength impaird to fight;
Till foree returng, his ardour we restrain,
And curb his warlike wish to cross the main.

Now past the danger, let the learn'd begin
Th' inquiry, where disease could enterin;

How those malignant atoms forc'd their way,

What in the fau'tless frume they found to make
their prey

‘Where every clement was weigh'd so well,  [tell

That Heaven alone, who mix’d the monss, could

Which of the four ingredients could rebel ;

Apd where, imprison’d in so sweet a cage,

A soul might weil be pleas'd to pass an age.

Ang yet the fine materiels mede it weak :
Porcelain, by being pure, is apt to break :

Xv'n to your breast the sicknesy durst axpire ;
And, fore’d from that fair temple to retire,
Profenely set the holy place oo fire.

1n vain yourlord like yourg Vespasian mourn'd,
When the Berce Anmes the sanctuery burn'd :

DRYDEN'S POEMS.

And I prepactd o pay, in verses de,

A mowt detested act of gratitude:

Ev'n this had been your elegy, which now

Is offer’d for your bealth, the rable of my vow.
Your angelsure our Morley's mind inspird,
To find the remedy your ill requir'd ;

Asance the Macedon, by Jove's deeree,

Was taught to dream na herb for Ptolomee:
Or Heaven, which had such grer-cost

As scarce it could afford to flest and blood,
S0 lik’d the (rume, ke wounld not work soews
To save the charges of another you,

Or by his middle science did he steer,

And saw some gweat contiogent good appesr
Well worth a miracle to keep you bere :

" And for that end, preserv’d the precious mould,

Which all the futupe Ormonds was to hold ;

And meditated, in his better mind, [kind

An beit from you, which may redeern the failieg
Blest be the power, which has at once restard

The hopes of lost succession to your lovd,

Jay to the first mnd lest of cach degree,

Virtue to covrts, #nd, what I long'd to sew,

Ta you the Graces, and the Muse to me,

O daughter of the Rose, whose cheeks nnite

The differing titles of the red and white ;

Who Heaven’salternate beauty well dispiay,

The blush of morning and the milky way ;

Whose face is Pargdise, but feng’d from sio =

For God in cither eye han plac'd acherubin.
Allis yourlord’s alane ; ev'n abicut, ha

Employa the care of chaste Penelope.

For him you waste in tears your widow'd honr,

Fur hitn your curious needis paints the flowers;

Such workas of old imperial damas were tanght;

Such, for Ascanius, fair Elisa wrought,

The soft recesses of your honrs imprave

The three fair pledges of your happy love =

All other parts of pious duty done,

Yuu owe your Opnpod nothing Lut  soo,

To fill in future times his father's place,

And wear the garter of his mother's race.

PALAMON AND AROGITE:
Ol THAE ENIGHTE TALE

BOPK I.

Ix days of old, there livid, of mighty fame,

A valiaut prince, and Theseus was his name :

A chief, who more in feats of arros exceil'd, *

The rising nor the setting Sun beheid,

Of Athens he waslord ; muchland be won,

And added foreign countries to his crown.

In Scythia with the warrior queen he strove,

Whotn first by foree he_conquered, then by lore,;

He brought in tiumph back the beautecus dame,

With whom her sister, fait Emilia, came.

‘With honour to his bore let Theseus ride,

With Love to friend, and Fortune for his guide,

And his victorious anmy at his side.

I pass their warlike pomp, their proond array,

Their shouts, their songs, their weicome oo 89
WaY .

But, were it not Lo long, I wonld recite

The jeats of Amazons, the fatal Bght

Petwixt the hardy quecn and hero koight ;
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The towsi Bsleg’d, and how mmeb biood it coet '
The fmilé army and th* Athenibn bost ;
The spoavils of Hippolita, e queen ;
What Gits and turneys ot the fenst wete s2en;
The storm at their return, the ladies’ fear: ’
But Lsese, and othier things, 1 must forbear.
Tiwe Beldd is spacious | detign to sow,
With oxen far unfit to draw the plow :
Tiw Rmunant of my tale i of alength
Totire your putience, and o waste my strength ;
And trivial accidents shall be farbom,
Thit otbers may have time to take their tem ;
Arwxyat first enjoin'd ns by mine host,
That he whose tale i best, and jleanes most,
Bl win fis cupper atogr common coat.

Aod therefore where ! left, | will paryue
This ancient story, whether false or troe,
I hope it may be mended with s new.
The prince [ mentioned, full of high renown,
In this dfray drew near th’ Atheoizn town ;
When, in his pomnp and octmost of hie pride,
Murching, be chanc'd to cast his eye avide,
And saw a choir of mourming daves, who fay
By two and tvro across the common way :

At his kpproach they mi¢d ariefal cry,  [high,

- Aod beat their hicasts, and beld their hands on

Creeping and erying, till they seiz’d at last
His conrser'y bridle, and his feet ethbruc'd,

“ Tell me,” taid Thesens, * what #nd whence

you ire,

And why tEis faneral pageant yoa prepare }
It thin the selcome of my worthy deeds,
To meet my tritmph in Hl-omen’d weeds ?
Or envy you my priise, and wouid destroy
With grief my pleasures, and poltate my joy ¢
Orare you injor'd, and demand relief?
Name your request, snd I will ease your grief,?

The most in years of &ll the mourning train
Began {but swooned first away for prin);
Then wearce recover'd rpoke © ** Notenvy we
Thy great resown, nar grudge thy victory;
'Tis thine, O king, th* afflicted to redress,
And Fame has §T'd the world with thy success:
We, wretched women, sue for that =lone,.
Which of thy goodneds is refas’d to none;
Let a1l youme drups of pity on our grief,
If what we beg be just, and we deserve relicf:
For nooe of ne, wbo naw thy grace implore,
Bet held the raok of sovereign queen before; -
Till, thanks to giddy Chance, which never bears,
Tt mortal biisr shoald last for length of years,

* e cast nx hesdlong from our high extate,

And bete in bope of thy retumn we wait;

Amd boog bare waited in the temple nigh,

Bat o the grarious goddess Clemency, [bears,

Bt reverence thou the power whose name it

Refieve tif sppress’d, and wipe the widow’s tears,

L wretched 1, bave other fortune seen,

The wife of Capanenis, and once & queen :

At Thebes be foll, curst be the fatal day!

And sl the rest thou secst in this array

To make thiir moan, theirlords in battelost

Belare that town, besieg'd by our confederate
ot

Bt Creon, ;ﬂd and impioes, who commanda
The Theban city, and uwips the londs,
Denirs the rites of funeral fires o those

. Whow breathless bod.es yet he colls his foen
. Cbarpd, nnbury'd, on o beap they lte ;

ok ix their £xte, and puch s tyrenny ;
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No friend has leuve to bear wivay the desd,
But with their lifelest limbs his hoonds are fed.”
At this she shriek'd atond ; the barnful traio
Echo'd her grief, and, groveling oh the plain,
With groans, and hands upheld, to move his mind,
Besqught bis pity to their helpless kind !
The prince was touch'd, his tears beganto flow,
And, as his tender heart would break in two,
He sighd, xnd could not bat theic fate deplore,
50 wretched now, so fortunate before,
Then lightly from bislofty steed he few,
And raising, one by one, the suppliant crew,
To comfort esth, full solemuly he swore,
That by the faith which kaights to Enighthood
And whate'er else to chivalry belongy, [bore,
He would nok cense, tit he reveng’d their wiongn :
That Greece should see perform’d what be de-
And cruel Creon find bis just reward.  [elard;
He said oo more, bat, shunning ali delay,
Rode o8 ; norenter'd Athens on his way:
But left his dster and bis queen behind,
And wav'd bin royal benmer in the wimd :
Whoere in an argent figld the god of war
Waa draden triuaphant on his fron car;
Red was his sword, 4nd shield, and whole attire,
Anda all the godhead seen’d to glow with fire;
Rv'o the ground glitter'd where the standand Bew,
And the green grass was dy’d to sauguine hue,
High oo his pointed fance his pennon bore
His Cretan fight, the conquerd Minotawr :
The soldiers shout around with generous rage,
And in that victory their own presage.
He praiwd theitardout ; inly plens'd 4o nee
His host the Aower of Grecian chivatry.
All day he marcled; dud sl th™ ensuing night;
And saw the city with retuming light,
The process of the war 1 peed vot tell,,
How Theasus conquerd, and how Creon fell :
Or after, kow by starm the walts wers won,
Or kow the victor mack'd and burn’d the town :
How to the ladica ke restor"d again
The bodies of theirlomds in Hattle slain :
And with what ancient ritesthey were interr*d ;
All these to ftter times shall be deferrd ;
[ =pre the widows tears, then woehil cries,
And howling at their husband'sobrequies ;
How Thezeus st these fitnersis difl nssist,
And with what gifts the mowrting dumes dismiss'd,
Thus when the victor chief bad Creon slain,
And conquet'd Thebes, he piteh’d apon the plain
His mighty camp, ami, when the day return’d,
The country waeted, and tim hamlets burn'd,
And left the pillagems, to rapine bred,
Without control to strip and spoil the dead.
There,in & heap of stain, among the rest
Two youthfol knmights they fund bsneath a load
appresstd
Of slmaghterd foes, whom first i demth they sent,
The trophies of their strength, a hloody mo-
~ nument.
Both fair, and beth of royul blood they seem'd,
Whom kintmen to the crown the beralds deem'd;
That day in equal arms they fonght for fame ;
Their awonts, their shislds, their surcoats, were
the zame. -
Close by each other Jaid, thay presed the ground,
Their manly bosoms piercd with oany s griesly
woood H
Nor well alive, nor wholly desd thvey were,
But sune fain signs of Rebit 86 appear
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The wandering breath was oo the wing to part,
Weak was the pulse, and bhapdly heav'd the heart.
These two were sictery’ son3; and Arcite oue,
_ Much fan’d in fieids, with valiant Palamon.
From these their coatly army the spoiers rent,
And sufuy both convey'd to Theseus' tant :
Whom, koowp of Cresn's line, and cur'd with
care,
He to his city sent aa prisonersof the war,
Hopeleas of ranson, and condemo’d to lie
In durance, doom’d 4 lingering death to die.
Thi+done, be march'd away with warlike sound,
And to bhis Athens turn’d with laurels crown'd,
Where happy loog he liv'd, much kovd, and
more resowa'd.
Bat in a lower, and never to be locs'd,
The wuelibcaptive kinamen are encloz'd
‘Thus year by yenar they pass, and day by day,
Tili once, twak on the norn of cheerfid May,
The young Emilia, fairer o be seen
Than the fair lily on the flowery green,
More fresh than May herself in blossomn peer,
For with the rosy colour strove lier hue,
Walk’d, av her cnstom; was, before the day,
To du th' observence due Lo sprightly May:
Porsprightty May commands cur youth to keep
“The vigile of her night, and brenks their duggard
sleep ;
Each gentle breastwith Kindly warmth she moves;
Inspires new fiames, revives extinguish'd loves.
In thie remembrance Emily, ere day,
Arose, and dress'd berself in rich armsy ;
Fresh as the month, sod ap the moring fair;
Adoun her shoulders fell E'eriength of hair:
A riboand did the braided treases bind,
‘The rest was loose, and wanton'd in the wind :
Aurors had but newly chas'd the nigbt,
And purpled o’er the sky with blushing light,
W hen to the garden walk she took her way,
To sport and trip along io cool of duy,
And offer maiden vows in honourof the May.
At every tum, she made n little stand,
And thrust amoog the thoros ber Lily hand
To draw the rose ; and every rose she drew,
$he shook the stalk} ana brust'd away the dew:
Then party-colour'd Aowers of white and red
Bhe wove, to make a garlund for ber head :
This done, she rang and carol’d out 8o clear,
That men and apgely might rejoice to bear :
Ev'n wondering Philomel forgot to sing,
And leara'd irom her Lo welcome.in the Spring.
The tower, of which before was meation made,
Within whase keep the caplive knights were laid,
Huilt of a large extent, and stroug withal,
Was one parlition of the palace wall :
‘The garden was enclos'd within the square,
Where yonng Ewmilia took the morning air.
1t happen’d Paismon, the prisoner knight,
Restleas for woe, arose before the light,
And with his jaiior*s leave desir'd to breathe
An sir more wholesome than the damps beneath :
This granted, to the tewer he took hiv way,
Chear'd with the promise of # giutious day :
Then cast a languishing regard around,
And raw with hatefol eyes the temples crown'd
‘With golden spires, and =il the hostile ground.
He sigh'd, and turn’d his eyes, becaute he knew
"T'was but a larger gaol he had in view:
Then look’d below, and, from tie castie’s height,
Bebeld a uearer and more pleasing sight,
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The garden, which before be had not seen,
In Spring's uew livery clad nf white and grees,
Fresn flowers in wida parterres, and shady woll
between.
This view’d, but not enjoy’d, with arms scrm
He stood, teﬂecttus on his colmtry'l loss ;
H if mo object of the public scorn,
And often wial’d be never bad been born.
Atlast, for 80 his destiny requir'd,
With watking giddy, and with thinking tir'd,
He through a little window cast his sight,
Though tiick of bars, that gave nscanty light:
But ev'n that glimmering serv’d him to desery
Th' inevitable charms of Emily. [smart,
Scarce bad be seen, but, seiz'd with suddes
Stung Lo the quick, he felt it at bis heart ;
Struck blind with over-poweringlight be stood,
Then started back amnaz'd, and ery’d alond.
Young Arcite heard ; and up he ran with hasts,
To belp bis friend, aod in his arms embac'd;
And sak'd him why he look'd so deadly wan,
And whence and how his change of cheer began,
Or who had done th" offence ! ¢* But if,* said be,
“ Your grief alone is bard captivity,
Porlove of Heaven, with patience undergo
A cuveless ill, since Fate will have it so;
B0 stood our heroscope in chains to lie,
And Saturn in the dungeon of the aky,
Or other baleful aspect, rul'd cur birth,
When ali the friendly stars were under Earth:
Whate'er betides, by Destioy *tiz done ; [shn!
And better bear like men, than uinly seek 4
* Nur of my bonda,” mid Palamon agein,
Nor of uobayppy planets I complain ;
But when my mortal angish caus'd me cry,
That momeat I was hurt through eithereye;
Pierc’d with a random shaft, 1 faint sway,
And perish with insensible decay @
A glance of some new goddess gave the wound,
Whom, like Acteon, unaware [ found.
Look how she walke along yon shady space,-
Not Juno moves with mom m_}emc gTACE ;
And all the Cyprian queen isin berface.
If thou ait Yenus (for thy charms confess
Thut face was fonn'd in Heaven, nor art thou leis
Disguis'd in habit, undiaguis’d in ahape)
O Lielp us captives from our chains t* escape;
But il vur doum be past, io boads to lie
Forlife, and in a loathsome dungeon die,
Then be thy wmath appeas'd with our disgrace,
And shuw compassion to the Theban rere, .
Oppres¥d by tyrant power!” While yet b
Arcite on Emily had Ax’d his look ; {apola
The {atal dart a ready paasage found,
Aod deep within bis heart infix’d the wound :
S0 that if Palamon were wounded sore,
Arcite was hurt as$ much as ke, or mone:
Theu from his inmost seal he sigh'd, and mid,
“ The beauty 1 behold has struck me desd:
Unknowiugly she strikes, and Kills by chance;
Poison isin her eyes, and death in every glane.
0, | must ask, nor ask alone, but move
Her mind to mercy, or inust die for love?
Thus Arcite : andthus Palamon replies,
{ Eager his love, and ardent were hiseyes.)
* Spealk’st thou in earnest, oF in jesting vein i
# Jenting,” said Arcite, ** ayits but ill with peis
It suits far worse" (said Palamon again, [weg
And bent bis Lrows) * with men who bosm
Their faith to break, their friendship to betry;
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i But worst with thee, of noble lineage born,

: My kiosman, end in srmy my brother sworn,

| Bave we not plighted each our holy oath,

* That one should be the common good of both;
One soul should both inspire, and neither prove
His fetlow?s hindracce in parait of love ?

Tothis before the Gods we gave our bands,
Aod pothing but cur. death can break the bands
This binds thee, Lhen, to further my design :
Ai | am bound by vow to further thine:
Nor canst, nor dar'st thow, treitor, on the plain,
Appeach my bonouwr, ot thine own meintain,
Snce thon art of my council, aod the friend
Whaose faith [ trost, and on whose care depend ;
And wonid'st thou court my lady’s love, which I
Moch rather than release would choose to dle §
But thon, false Arcite, never shelt otain
Thy bad pretence; 1 told thee first my pain:
For first my love began ere thine was bomn;
as my council, and my brother sworn,

Art bound t* assist my eldership of right,
Or sty to be deem™ a perjur'd knight.”

Thos Palamon: but Arcite, with disdaiv,
In baoghty language, thus reply’d again:
* Farsworn Lhyself: the traitors odious name
§ et retarn, apd then dizprove thy claim.
Ifkre be pasgion, and that pasaion oumt
With stroug desires, [ lovid the lady first.
Canst thou pretend desire, whom zeal inflan’d
Ta worship, and a pawer celestial nam'd }

_Thine was devotion to the blest above,

I saw the woman, and desic’d her love ;

¥irst owod my passion, and W thee commend

T important secret, a5 my chosen friend.

Bappowe {which yet I grant not} thy desire .

A moment elder than my rival fire ;

Can chance of seeing first thy title prove ?

And knowst thou not, no_law is made for love ;

Law is to things, which to free choice relate ;

Lave i3 not in our choice, but in our fate ;

Laws are but positive ; love's power, we see,

ls Natare’s sanction, and her first decree.

Each day we break the bood of bumnan laws

For love, apd vipdicate the coinmon cause,

Eaws for defence of civil rights are placd,

Love throws the fences down, and makes a general

WASE ;

Maids, widows, wives, without distinetion Tall ;

The ing detuge, love, comes on, and covers

If then the laws of friendship [ transgress,  [all.

I keep Lhe greater, white I break the leas;

And both are mad alike, since neither cmn

Both hopeless to be ransom’d, never more

To see the Sun, but ax he passes o’er.””

Like sop’s honnds contending for the boue,
Each pleaded right, antd would be lord slone :
The froitless figbt continued all the day ;

A cor came by, mnd snatehd the prize away.

“ As courtiers therefore justle for a grant, [want,

And, when they bresk their friendahip, plead their

b thon, if Fortune will thy mit advance,

Love on, nor enyy me my equal chance :

For 1 must love, and am resolv’d to try

My faie, or, failing in th adventore, die.”

Great was their strife, which bourly wws re-

mwrer'ed,

T each with morial hate his rival view'd:

Now frienads oo more, nor walking hand in haod ;

Bat when they met, they made a surly stand ;
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And gipe'd like angry lions as they pase'd,
And wisl’d that every look might be their last,
ltehanc*d atlength, Pirithous came t* attend
‘Thin worthy Theseus, Bis familiar friend ;
Their love in early infency began,
And rose ad childhood ripen'dinto man :
Companions of the war, and lov'd so well,
That when ona dy’d, s ancient stories tell,
His fellow to redeem him went to Hell.
But to purmie my tale: to welcome home
His warlike brother is Pinthous come :

1 Arcite of Thebes was known in armn loog since,

And bonoard by this young Thessalian prince,
Theseus, to gratify hisfriend and guest,
‘Wbo made cur Arcite’s freedom hir request,
Restor'd to liberty the captive koight,
But on these hard conditions I recite :
That if hereafter Arcite shoald be found
Within the compass of Athenian ground,
By day or night, or on whate'er pretence,
His head should pay the forfuit of th* offegae,
Tathis Pirithous for hia friend agreed,
And ot his promise was the prisoner freed,
Uapleas'd and pensive heuce he takes his way,
At his own peril ; for bis life most pay.
‘Who now but Arcite moums his bicter fate,
Finds his dear purchase, aod repenta too late
“ What have ] gain'd,” be said, ¢ in prison pent,
If 1 but chenge my bonds for banishmgnt }
Apd banisb’d from her sight, | mffer more
In freadom, than I felt in bouds bafore 3
Forc'd from her presence, and condemn'd to Tive :
Unwelcome freedom, and unthank®l reprieve: .
Heaven is not, but where Emily abides;
And where she's abseat, all is Hell besides,
Next to my day of hirth, was that sccun®,
‘Which bound my friendship to Pirithous first :
Hod [ not known thes prince, | still had been
In bondsge, and had ftill Emilin seeo :
Fuor, though 1 never can her grace deseyve,
'Tis recornpense envngh to see and serve.
O Paismon, my kinsman aud my friend,
How much more happy fates thy love attend !
Thine is th* adrenture ; thine the victory :
Wel! has thy fortune turn'd the dice for thee :
Thou un that angel’s face may’st feed thine eyen,
In prison, no; but bliasful Paradise !
Thou daily seest thatsun of beauty shins,
And Jov'st at least in love’s extrement lina.
{ mourn in sbsenee, love's eternak night §
And ¥ho can tetl but since thou hast her sight,
And art a comely, young, aod valizat knight,
Fortune (a various power) may cesse to frown,
Aud by some ways unknown thy wishes crown ?
But 1, the most forlora of buman kind,
Nor help can bope, nor remedy can find ;
But, doow’d to drag my loatheome life in care,
For my reward, must end itin despair.
Fire, water, air, and earth, and force of fater
That governa all, and Heaveo that sll creates,
Nor art, nor Nature's hand can ease my grief;
Nothing but death, the wretch's lant ralief :
Then farewel youth, and all the joys that dwell,
With youth and life, and ife itself farewel,
Bul why, alas! do mortal men in vain
Of Fortune, Fate, or Providence complain ?
God gives ns what he knows oor wants require,
And better thinge than those which we desire :
Stipe pray for riches ; riches they obtain ;
But, watch'd by robbers, for their woalth are slaiz;
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Some pray from prison to be freed ; and come,

When guilty of their vosrs, ko full at home ;

Murder'd by those they trusted with their life,

A favourd sexvant, or & hosom wife.

Such dear-bought blessings huppen every day,

Because we ¥now not for what things 1 pray.

Like drunken sots about the styeet we roam:

Well knows the sat he has a certain bome ;

Yet knowa not how o fiud th uncertain ploee,

And biynders an, wnd staggers every pace.

Thus sll seek happiness; but few can find,

For far tha greater part of men are blind.

‘This is my ease, who thought our utmost good

Was in one word of freadom understood ;

The {alal blessing earpe : from prison free,

1 starve abroad, and lose the sight of Emily."”
Thos Arcite; butif Arcite thus deplore

His sufferings, Palamon vet safleTs more.

For when he knew his rival froed and goae,

He awellu with wrath; he makes ocutmpeous

ROR’N :
He frets, he fames, he stares, he rsismps the

ground ;
The hollow tower with clamours yings sround :
With briny tears he bath'd bis fetter'd feet,
And dropt all oer with agony of sweat.
“ Alas ™ he cry'd, I wretch in prison pine,
Too happy tival, whils the fruit iathine:
Thou liv’st atlarge, thou dmw'st thy netive sir,
Pleas'd with thy freedom, proud of my despair:
Thou mayst, since thou hest youth snd cournge
Join'd,
A Eweet babaviour, and a so0lid mind,
Astemble curs, and al! the Theban race,
To viodicate on Athens thy disgrace ;
And ofter, by some ireaty made, possces
Fair Emily, the pledge of lasting peace.
So thine shall be the basuteoms prize, while I
Must languish im despairs, in prison dia,
Thus all th* advantage of the strife isthine,
Thy poriion doable joys, end double sorrows
mine,”
The rage of Jealousy them firrd his soul,
And hisface kindled like & buraing conl:
Now cald Despair, succesding in her stead,
To livid paleness turns the glowing red.
His blood, searce liguid, creeps within his v=ins,
Like water which the freezing wind constrains.
Then thus he said : *¢ Eternal deities,
Who rule the world with absoluse decrees,
And write whaserer titne shall bring to paes,
With pens of adamant, on pletes of brass ;
What, is the tace of human kisd your cara
Boyond what all hiz Rllow=¢reamres are ?
He with the rest is Lahle # pain,
And like the shaep, his brother-beost, is slain. .
Cold, hanger, prisonsy, ills without a eure,
All these he wnust, wnd, guiltlexs, oft endore ;
Or does your justice, pewer, or prescience fail,
‘When the good suffer, and the bad prevail ?
What woree W wreiched Virtoe could bafall,
If Fate ar giddy Fortuoe gevern'd all ?
Nay, worse than otar hllsta in oor evtate ;
Them, to their p s, YOU
We, bouni by harder Iavn, must cwrb onv ml,
And your cummeads, net aur dasires, fulll ;
Then when the creatare i onjustly shain,
Yet after death ot loast he foels no plin;
Bat wnan, in life sussharg’d with woe before,
Nat frend when dead, i dociy’d b0 suifer tnors.
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A serpent shaots his sting at unaware ;

An ambush’d thief forelays a traveller :

Tbe man lies morderd, whiie the thief and meke,

Oné gaine the thickets, and one thrids the broke

Thietet divines decide; but well | know,

Just or usjust, T hare my share of woe,

Through Saturn seated in a tuckiess place,

And Juno's wrath, that persecutes my race S

Ot Marsand Venus, in 2 quartile, move

My pangs of jealouay for Arcite’s love”

Let Palamon, opjress'd in bondage, monri,

While to his exil'd rival we return.

By this, the Sun, declining from his height,

The day had shorten'd, to prolong the pight :

The lengthen'd aight gavelength of misery

Both to the captive fover and the free;

For Palamon in endlegs prison mourns,

And Arciwe forfeits life if he returna:

The hanith*d never hopes hislove to see,

Nor hopes the captive lord hisliberty :

Tis hard to say who mffers greater paing :

One sces his owe, bt connot break his chains:

Cine free, and all his motions sneontrul'd,

Beholds whate'er be would, but what be woold
behold,

Fadge as you please, for I wilt haste to tell

What farfune to the banish’d knight befell.

‘When Areite was to Thebes return’d azaino,

The lots of her he lov'd renew’d hia pain ;

‘What could be worre, than never more to see

Hislife, his sout, his charrning Emily ?

He rav'd with all the madness of despatr,

He romr*d, he bent his breast, he tore his hair,

Dry sorrow in his stupid eyes sppears,

For, wanting aourishment, he wanted tears:

His eye-balls in their hollow sockets sink:

Bereft of slecp, he loaths hismeat and drink :

He withers at his heart, and locktas wag

Ax the palespectre of a murder*d man :

That pale turns vellow, and his face receives

The faded hue of sapless boxen leaves :

In solitary groves he makes his moan,

Walks early out,and ever is alone:

Nor, mix'd in mirth, in youthful plearures
shares,

Dut sighs when ronge and instruments be hears:

His spirits areso low, his voice is dvown’d,

He hears as from afar, orin a swoon,

Like the deaf murmurs of & distant sound :

Uncomh'd hia locks, and squalid his attire,

Unlike the trim of Love aﬂ gy Desire:

But fultof musefal mopinge, which presage

The loss of reason, and conclude in rage.

Thie when he had endnr™d a year and more,

Now wholly chang’d from what he was before,

1t happen’d once, that, slumbering nx he lay,

He dream’d {his dream began at break of day)

That Hermes o'er his head in gir appeard,

And with soft words his drooping apirits chear'd:

His hat, ndorn’d with wings, disclos'd the god,

And in his hand he bore the sleep compelting
od «

Buch a1 he meem’d, when, at his sire’s command,
Om Argus’ head he Jaid the snaky wand.

% Arise,” he said,  to conquering Athens go,
There Fate appoints an end to all thy woe.*
The fright awaken’d Arcite with a atart,
Against his bosom bounc™d his heeving heart;
But soon he said, with scarce recover’d breath,
¢ Apd thither witl I go,to meet my death,
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ure bhe tadn, but death is my desire,
Race in Eanilia®s ight T ehall expires
By cBance he spy*d & mirrr while he spoke,
And pazing there beheld bis alterd fook ;
.Woodoring, be xaw His fearures and his boe
o moch were ehanyd, that scarce himself be
new.
A wndden thought then starting in his mind,
“Bioce I in Arcite cannot Arcite find,
The werid may search in vain with alt their eyes,
Bat never penetrate through this disguise.
Thanks Lo the change which grief and sickoess
give,

In low patate 1 may secarely live,
Aad set unknown my mistress day by day.”
Be wid ; and cloth’d himself in coarse array :
A laboaring hind in show, then forth he went,
And ts th’ Athenian towers his journey bent ;
One suire attended in the mme disguio:,
Made conscions of bis masiers enterprise,
Arivd at Athens, soon be came to court,
Unkoown, unquestiond, in that thick resort :
Preflering for hire his service st the gate,
To dradge, dmw water, and to ran or wait,

S0 fair befell him, that for little pain
Be sere'd at first Emilis’s chambertain ;
And, watchfio! al) advantages to apy,
Was stil} at hand, and in his master's eye ;
dnd as his booves were big, and sinews strong,
Refosd no toil, that could to slaves beleng ;
But from deep wetls with enginez water drew,
dad or'd bis noble bands the wood to bew.,
He pass'd & year at jeast attending thos
Do Emily, and calfd Philostratus,
Bol never was there man of his degree
%o mach estrem'd, so well belovd a» be.
o gestle of condition was he known,
That throngh the coart his coartesy was blown :
All think him worthy of a greater place,
And recommend him to the royst grace,
That, exercis'd within a higher yphere,
R virtues more conspicaons might appear.
Tkt by the general voice was Arcite prais'd,
And by great Thesens to high favoar raist!:
Amcng his menial servants first enroi?d,
&nd largely extertain’d with suma of gold
Besides wiat secretly from Thebes was nent,
(F bis own in¢ome, and his annoal rent :
Tiis well employ'd, he purchasi'd friends and

Oat cantiousty exl’d from wh it enme.
[iras for three years he liv'd with large increase,
In arms of boacar, and erteem in peace;

o Thesens’ perssn he was ever near ;

iod Themens for his virtnes beld bim denr.

PALAMON 4ND ARCITE:

OR THE KNIGHTS TALE-

BOOK II. .

Wusrx Arcite livesin bliss, the story temns

¥uere bopeless Palamon in prison moarny.

For 5ix long yemrs immord, the caplive knight

Ol dregyd his chains, end scarcely sexrd the
Light :

F
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Lost liberty, and love, st onés be bore :

His prison pain’d him much, his passion o :
Nor dares be hope hin fetters to remove,

Nor ever wizghes to be free from love.

But when the sixth revolving yesr was ran,
And May within the Twins receiv’d the Saa,
Wenra it by Chance, or forceful Destiny, -
Which formns in causes first whate'er shall be,
Awsisted by a friend, onemoonless night,

Thia Palamon from prison took his Aight ;

A plensant beverage he prepard before

Of wine ond boney, mix'd with added store

Of opium ; to his keeper this be brought,

Who swallowd unawnare the sleepy dranght,

And 2o07'd secure till mom, his senses bound

In elumber, and in long cblivion drown'd,

Short was the night, and earefal Palamon

Sought the next covert ere the rising Sun.

A thick spread forest near the city lay,

Ta this with lengthen’d strides he took hisway

{For far he could not iy, and feard the day).

Safe from pursuit, he meant to shun the 1igbt,

THl the brown shadows of the friendly night

To Thebes might favour his istended flight,

‘When to his country come, his next design

Was all the Theban race in arms to join,

And war on Theseus, till he lost hislife,

Or won the beauteons Emily to wife.

Thus while his thoughts the lingering
puile,

‘To gentle Arcitelet us turd onr style ;

Wha little dreamt how nigh he was to care,

Tl treacherous Povtune caughbt him in the anare,

The morning-lark, the messenger of Day,

Satuted in her song the morning gray ;

And soon the Sun arose with beains so bright,

That all th* horlzon laugh'd to see the joyous
sight ;

He with his tepid rays the rose renews,

And licks the drooping leaves, and
dews ;

When Arcite left his bed, resolv'd to pay

Observance to the month of merry May ¢

Forth on hia fiery steed hetimes he mde,

That scarcely prints the turf on which he trod :

At ease he seem’d, and, pranciog o'er the plainy,

Turn'd only to the grove his horse’s reiny,

The grove I nemd before ; and, lighted there,

A woodbine garfand sought to crown his bair ;

Thewn turn’d his face against the rising day,

And rais’d his voice to welcome in the May.

“ For thee, sweet month, the groves green

liveries wenr, '

If not the first, the fairest of the year:

For thee the Graceslead the dnacing Hours,

And Nature’s ready pencil paints the fowerd :

‘When thy short reign is past, the feveriah 3an

The suttry tropic fears, and moves more alowly on,

830 may thy tender blossoms fear bo blight,

Nor goats with venom’d teeth thy tendrils bite,

As thou shalt gnide my wandering feet to find

The fragmnt greens I seek, my brows to bind,”

His vows address’d, within the grove he

stray'd,

Till Pate, or Portune, near the place corfvey'd

Hix steps where secret Palamon was laid,

Fulllittle thought of him the geatls knight,

Who, flying death, had there concenl’d bix itghe,

In braken gnd brambles hid, aud shannlog mortat |
wght: ‘

day he-

dries the
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And less he knew him Bor his hatad foe,

But fear’d him as & man he dil not kaow.

But a6 it bas been aaid of ancient years,

That fields are full of eyes, and wooda have ears ;
For this the wise are ever on their guard,

For, unforeseen, they say, is unprepar'd,
-Unecauticis Arcite thought himself atone,

And |89 than ali puspected Palamon,

YW ho, livtening, heard him, while be search'd the

" grove,

Ard loudiy sung his roundelay of love :

But on the sudden stopp'd, and silent stood,
Aslovers oten mause, and change thair mood ;
Now high as Heaven, sud then as jow as Hell ;
Now up, cow down, as buckots in a wel] ;

For Venus, like her day, witl change her cheer,
And seldom shall we pee a Friday cleas,

Thus Arcite, having sung, with alter’d Lus
Sunk on the ground, and from bis bosom drew
A desperate sigh, secusing Heaven and Fete,
Aud angry Juno’s usrelenting hate.

“ Curw'd be the day when first 1 did appear
Let it be blotted from the calendar,

Leat it pollute the month, and poison all the

yenr.

Btill wiil the jealova queen parsue oor pace ?
Cadmus is dead, the Theban city was:

Yet ceases not ber hate: fur all who come
From Cadmus are involv'd in Cadinus’ doam.
1 suffer for my blood : unjust decree !

That punishes another’s crime oo me,

1o mean estnts | serve my mortal foc,

The maa wao caus'd my country’s vverthrow,
This is aot alt; for Jugo, to my shame,

Has fore’d me to forsske my former name;
Arcite 1 wag, Phitustratus 1 am.

That side of Heaven is all my coemy :

Mars rain'd Thebes; his mother ruin’d me.,

Of all the royal race remaijos but one

Besides myself, the unhappy Palamon,

Whom ﬁ":eheseus bolds 1o bonds, avd will not

»

Withoat a crime, except his kin to me.
Yet these, and il the reat, 1 could endore ;
But love’s 8 malady without a cure ;
Fieree Love has pierc'd me with hiz fiery dart,
He fires within, and hizses at my heart
Your eyes, fuir Emily, my fale puysue
I suffer {or the rest, I die for you.
Of sach a goddess no time leaves wecord,
Who burn'd the temple whero she was ador'd :
And let it burn, I never will complain,
Pleas’d with my aufferings, if you knew

pain.”

At this 2 sickly qualm hie heart assail’d,
His eararing inward, and his senses fail'd,
No word miss'd Palamor®of all be spoke,
But s0on to deadly pale he chang’d his look :
He trembled every lhnb, aod flt a smart,
Asif cald stee] had glided throwgh his heart ;
No longer staid, but, starting from his place,
Diecover’d stood, and show’d his hostile face:
+ Falpe traitor Arcite, traitor to thy blood,
Bound by thy sacred onth to seck my good,
Now art thou found frebworn, for Emily ;
And darst attempt her love, for whom [ die.
8o hast thou cbeated Thesens with a wile,
Againat thy vow, returning to beguile
Under a bofrow'd name : as faise to me,
$0 false thou art to hin who set thee free:

oy

DRYDEN'S POEMS,

But rest assur'd, that eitber thou shalt die,
O elae renounce thy claim in Emily:
For, though unarm'd { am, and {frec’d by chance)
A here without my sword, or pointed launee :
Hope not, base man, unquestiou’d hence to §o,
For [ am Palamon, thy mortal foe.”

Arcile, who heard hig tale, end knew the man,
His sword uusheath'd, and fiercely thus begmn ;
“ Now by the gods who govers Heaven above, -
Wert thou not weak with busiger, mad with love,
That word had been thy jast, or in Lthis grove
Thbis hand should foree thee to renounes thyhore.
The aurety which | gave thee, | defy :

Fool, not W know, that loveendures no tie,

Aud Jove but laughs at luvers perjury.

Kuoow I will serve the fair in thy despight ;

But since thou art my kinsman, and & knight,

Here, have my faith, to mommew in this grove

Our arms shall plead the titles of our love:

And Heaven 8o bhelp my nght.,ns I alope

Will come, and keep the cause mnd quarrel boik
unksown ; H

With arms of proof both for myself aod thee;

Choose thou the best, and leave Lhe worst to me,

And, that a better eane thou may’st abide,

Bedding and cloaths 1 will this night provide,

And needful sustesance, Lhat thou mayst be

A connuest better won, and wortuy me”’

His prumise Palamon accepts ; but pray’d,

To keep it hetter than the first he made,

Thus fair they parted 1ili the morrow's dawn,

Por each had laid his plighted faith to pawa.

O Love'! thou sternly dost tby power main
hln,

Aund wilt oot bear a rival in thy reign,

Tyrants and then all fellowship disdain.

‘This was in Arcite prov'd, acd Palamon ;

Both in degpatir, yet each would love alone.

Arcite return'd, and, as io hooour ty'd,

His foe with bedding and with food supply’d;

Then, cre the day, two suits of annour rought,

Which borne before himn on his stebd he brought:

Both were of sbining steel, and wrought zo pare,

As mightthe atrokes of two such arms endure,

Now, at the time, and in th' appointed place,

The chnlleusl:r and chelleng’d, face to fuce,

Appreach ; each other from afar Lhey kncw,

And from afar their hatred chang'd their hue.

8o stands the Thracien bherdsman with his spear,

Full in the gap, and hopes the hunted bear,

And hears him rustling in the wood, and sces

Hin course at distance by the beuding trees,

And thinks, here comes my morial eoewy,

And either he must fall in fight,oc 1:

This while he thmiﬂ, he lifts aloft hig dart ;

Ag izes cvery part ;

The veins puur back the blood, a.nd fortify the
heart.

Thim pale they mect; their eyes with fary bars,
None greets ; for uone the greeting will neturn:
But in dumb surliness, each arm’d with care
His foe profest, as brother of the war:

Then hoth, no mument lost, at once advapce

Agninst each other, arm'd with sword and lante:

They lash, they min, they pass, they wirre
bare

Their corslets, and 1be thionest parta explare.

Thus two long hours in equel arms they stood,

Apd wouaded, wound ; till botb were bath'd ia
blood ;
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- And not a foot of groupd had either got,
! As if the world depended on the spot.
Pl Arcite like an sogry tiger far'd,
- And like alion Palamon sppear'd :
" Or 98 two boars whom love to battle draws,
With rising bristles, and with frothy jaws,
Their adverse bressts with tusks oblique they
wound,
With grunts snd groana the forest riogs arcund :
Bo foaght the knights, and fighting must abide,
Till Fale an nmprre sends their diflerence Lo decide.
The power that ministers to God's decrees,
And executes on Farth what Heaven furasees,
€ali'd Providence, or Chance, or Patal Sway,
Comes with resistless force, id fAndaor makes her
Nor kings, nor nations, nor united power, [way.
One moment ean retard th’ appointed hour,
And yoxpe one day, some wondrous chance ap-

peaTs, .

Which bappen'd not in centuries of years:

For sre, whate’er we mortals hate, or love,

Or bope, or fear, depends oo powers above;

They more onr sppeulu to good or ill,

And by foresight necessitate the will,

In Thesens this appears; whose youthful j joy

Was beasts of chase in forests to ‘destroy.

This genthe koight, inrpird by jolly May,

Foosook his easy couch at early day,

And L the wood and wilds pursved his way.

Beside him rode Hippolita the queen,

Apd Emily sttird ip lively groen,

With horus, and houands, and all the tuneful cry,

To bant a royal hart withia the covert nigh:

And a3 be follow'd Mars before, 50 now

He serves the goddess of the silver bow.

The way that Thescus took wea to the wood

Where the two knights in cruel battle stood :

The lawn on which they fonght, th' appuinted
[ace

In 'hll.‘l‘;l b’ uncoupled hounds began the chase.

Thither forth-right be rode to rouse the prey,

That, shaded by the fern, in barbour lay;

Apd, thence distodg’d, was wont to leave the wood,

For open fields, and crom the crystat food.

Approach'd, and looking underneath the San,

He saw prood Arcite, and Aerce Palamon,

In mortal bagtle doabling btow on blow,

Liks Higbtningflam*d their faulchions to and fro,

Ard shot o dreadful gleam ; 3o strong they suook,

There wem’d less force requird to fell an cak :

He pae’d with wonder on their equal might,

Look*d enger on, but kpew not eitber knight :

Resolv'd to learn, he spurr’d his fiery steed

With goriog rowels to provoke his apeed.

The minute ended that began the race,

S0 m00n he was betwixt them on the place;

And with his sword onsheath'd, on pain of life

Comraanda both combatants to ceage their strife:

Tien with impericns tone pursues his threat :

“ What are you ? why in armu together met }

How dares your pride presume against my laws,

Asjin a listed field to fight your cause .

Unask'd the roysl grant; no marshal by,

Asknightly rites require; nor judge to try I

Then Palamon, with scarce recover'd breath,

Thus hasty spoke “ We both deserve the dealb,

And both would die; for Jook the world around,

A pair 0 wretched is not to be foand :

Cour life's s foad ; encumber'd with the charge,

We loog to sct ti imprison’d aoul at large, |
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Now, as thou art & sovereign judge, decren

The rightfal dovin of death to bim and me,

Let neither find thy gmce, for grace is cruelty.
Me first, O kill me first ; and cure my woe ;
Thea sheath the sword of Justice on my foe:
Or kill him first; for when his name i beard,
He foremost wili receive his due reward.

Arcite of Thebes is he ; thy mortal foe:

On whom thy grace did tiberty bestow ;

But A cootzacted, that if ever found .

By day or night upon th* Atheninn ground,

His head should pay the forfeit; see returp’d
The perjurd kuoight, his oath and bonour scorn'd,
For this iy ba, who, wilh o borrow’d nams

And profferd service, to thy.palace cama,

Now cali’d Philostratus: retain'd by thee,

A traitor trusted, and in high degree, *
Aspiring to the bed of beanteous Emily,

My part remains ; from Thebes my birth I own,
And calt myself th’ unhappy Palamon.

Thiok me not like that man ; since no disgrace
Can force me to renocunce the honour of my race.
Know me for what { am: 1 broke my chain,
Nor promie‘d 1 thy prisoner to regiain:

The love of liberty with life is given,

And life itsell th? inferior gift of Heaven,

Tbus without crime I fled; but farther kuow, -
1 with this Arcite am thy mortal foe :

Then give me death, since 1 thy life pursue ;
Por safeguard of thyself, death is my due,

More wouldst thou know ? Ilove bright Emily,
And fgr her sake and in her sight will die :

But kill my rival too; for he na less

LDeserves; and | thy righteons doom will bless,
Assurd that what | lose, he never shall possesa?
‘To this repiy'd the stern Athentian pcince,

And sourly smil'd ;: ** 1o owning your offence,
Youjudge yourself; and I but keep record

In place oMaw, while you proncence the word.
‘Take your desert, the death yon have decrepd;

I genl your doom, and retify the deed:

By Mars, the patron of my arms, you die.”

He said ; dumb Sorrew seiz’d the standers-by,
The gueern above the rcst, by naiure good,

.{The pattern form'd of perfect womanhood)

For tender pity wept: when she began,
Through the bright guire th? infectious virtue ran,
All dropt their tears, ev’n the contended maid,
And thus among themselves they softly snid :
* What eyes can suffer this unworthy sight !
Two youths of royal blood, renown’d in fight,
The mastership of Heaven in face and mind,
And lovers, far beyond their faithless kind :
See their wide streaming wounds; they oeither
For pride of empire, nor desire of fame: [came
Kings for kingdomas, nadmen for applanse ;
Buat love for jove alone; that crowns the lover's
cause,”
This thought, which ever bribes the bemrteons
Such pity wrought in every lady's mind, [kind,
They lefl their steeds, and prostrate on the Place,
From the fierce king, implord th' offenders gracm
He paus’d a while, stood silemt in his mood

For yet his rage was boiling in his bloud);

ut scon his Lender mind th’ impression felt,
{ Aa softest metaly are nol slow to melt
And pity soonest runs in softest minda) :
Then reasons with bimself; and first he finds
His passion cast & mist before his sense,
And either made, or magnify'd t’ offepce.
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“ Offetree! nf what ! to whom ? who judpd the

eanse }
The prisonet friwd hithedlf bry Nature?s laws :
Bom free, he songht his right : the Man hd fredd
Was perjurd, but his Iove exens'd the deed.”
Thus porwlering, e 1ook'd drder with his eyed,
Aud saw the women’s teary, and heard their ertes,
Which mov’d compassitn more ; he shook bis head,
And softly sighing to himself hé said :
+ Carse gn th' unpardoning pritice, whim tkars
con draw
To no remorse ; who ralés by lions' 1dw ;
Apd deaf to prayers, by no submission bow'd,
Rends all alike ; the peuitent, and prowd”
At thig, with looi serene, he rais’d his head ;
Resson resunvd her place, and Parsion fled:
Then thus aloud he spoke: ‘¢ The power of Lévé,
In Earth, and seas, and 2ir, and Heaten nhove,
Rutes, anresisted, with an awful fhod ;
By daily miracles declard apod : :
He blinds the wise, gives eyessight t6 the Blind ;
Ard moulds and starmps anew the kover’s mind.
Behold that Arcite, and this Patamon,
Freed from my fetters, snd in safety gone,
What hinder'd elther i their pative goil
At ease to reap the harvest of their toil;
Bat Love, theirlord, did otheérwise ordein,
And brought them in their own despite agdin,
To suffer desth deserv'd ; for well they know,
*Tis in may power, and 1 their deadly foe;
‘The proverb holds, that to be wise and lové,
It hardly granted to the gods sbove.
See how the mad:aen bleed : behobd the gdins
‘With which their master, Love, rewsrdy their
For scren long vears, on daty everydar, [pains;
Lo their obedience, and their mariarch™ pay -
Yed, a8 in duty boand, they serve him on;
And, ask the {ools, they think it wisely done ;
Nar ense, nor wealth, nat life itaelf regatd,
For’tis their maxim, fove islove's rewacd.
This is not 811 ; the fair for whomi they strové
Nar knew beforé, nor could susnect thejr lové,
Nox thought, when she beheld the Aght from far,
Her beauty was th' occasion of the war,
But sure a generrl doom on man is fast,
And all are fools and lovers, fitst or ladt :
Thin hath by athers and moyself I know,
For I have serv*d their sovereign lonz sgo ;
Oft have baen conght within the windifig ftain
Of female anaves, and felt the lover's faim,
And [egrn'd how far the god can tmmaf hearts
constrain.
T'o this remeribrrancd, #nd thie prayers of those
Who for th' offendirig warriord interpose,
1 give their forfeit livés ; on this aceord,
To do me horhage as their sovereign Jord ;
And as my vacinly, to their dtoost might,
Assist my persom, and aseert my right.”
Thix fréely sworn, the knights théir grace obtain'd.
Then thua the Kifg his secret thonghts explain'd :
£ If weaalthi, or hotott, or 4 roysl race,
Oy each, or aft, may win & lady's grace,
Themveither of Yon kmigtits may wali dezerve
A princéat bori; and such is she yon serve :
For Fmity s fistér to the crowa,
Ard but tao well to bath her bématy knovwn :
Butsiiocid yod combat till you bith were dead,
Two lovérs ennnint share a single bed :
Ag therefore both ore fqunl i degred,
The lotof both be kel to Destiny,
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Now hear th’ matd, dnd happy day it prove
To her, and Him #ho Héet destrves bér tovd !
Depart from wénid 14 lﬁm‘:e, and frée 45 air, )
Search the wids tothd, und whétd fout pidie
But on the day wheh thid retnroing Son  [répain
To the gme point throtigh évery sign has ron,
Theu each of you hia luadrtd knights shall bridg,
In royallists, to fight before the k”m% A
And then the knight, whorh ¥ate or Ripp¥ Chie
Shall with his friceds to victiry adeance,
And grace his arme so fat in equal Bght,
From ocut the bars to fored his opposite,
Or xill, or make him récreant én the plain,
The prize of valonr gnd of love shall gatin ;
Tbe vanquish'd party shall their claim releadt,
And the loag Jart ronclude in Hsting peace,
The charge be thine t' adetn the choten groamd,
‘The theatre of war, for champians do réuows'd;
And take the patron's place of cither knight,
With eyus impartiat to beholt the fight ;
And Heaven of me do judge, as | sbadl juip
aright, '
I both are satiefled with this aécord,
Swear by the laws of knlghthood on fay sword®
Wheo now but Patamon exuafis with joy ?
And ravish'd Arcitd sepms to touch the sky:
The whale assembled troop was pleacrd as well,
Extol th* award, and da their khaes they ot
To biess the gritcinis king. Theé Enights, w5k
leave
Departing from the plack, Riz 14t command
On Emily with eqod] ardowr fook, {rective;
And from her eyes thefr Ingpriration took -
From thence to Thebes walls putsae thedt
way,
Each to provide his champiosis for the day.
It might be deemd, oh our Wistorians part,
Or too much uegligence or want of art,
If he furgot the vast magnificence
Of ruyal Theseus, and hit large expense,
He first enclos'd fof lista a level groond,
The whole eircomference a mile around ;
The form was efrcular; dnd all without
A trench was smitk, to mokt the place abont,
Within, an amphitheatee appeard,
Rais'd in degrees, fo sixty paces teaid ;
That when & man was pled'd id one degree,
Height wan allow"d for him above to sec.
Eastward waa buflt 8 gate of marbte whits ;
The like ddorri’d the wostern opposite,
A nobler object ¢han this Fibric was,
Rome never srw : nor of 5o vast a rpace
For, rich withi spoils of rmny a conquerd fand,
Al arts #nd artlsts Theseus could cammiand -
Wha sald for hire, or trronght for hefter fime,
The master-palitters, arid the carvers, came.
So rose within the compass of the year
An mge’s wark, a glorious thentre.
Then a'er its eastérn gate was rais'd, above,
A temple, sacted to the queen of Iove;
An sitar stood balow : on either hand
A priest with roses cronn'd, who held & myril
wand.
The dore of Mars was on the gate oppoed,
And on the oorth o tareet was encload,
Within the wall, of alabaster white,
And crimdon cornl, for the queen of night,
Who takes in gytran sporta her chaste delight.
Within fhese oratories might you see

Rich carvingr, portraitnres, and tmagery
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| Where every figure to the life express'd

e gudbesd's power to whom it wus addressd,

I Venny' temple on the sides were seen

The broken slumbers of ensmour'd men,

Prayers, that even spoke, and pity seem’d to call,

‘And issning sighs, that smpok'd slong the wal,

Comrlaints, sod hot desires, the lover's Hell,

And scelding tegrs, that were g ¢hannel where
they Fell:

Awd o]l sround wers naplial bonds, the tics,
OF love's agstrguce, aod & train of lies,

That, made in Just, conviude in perjurics.
Besnty, and Youth, and Wealth, and Luxury,
dxd spritely Hupe, and short-coduring Joy ;
Aod smreeries to raise th’ jyferna] powers,
And sigils, from’d in plapetary hours:

Expeuse, and Aftertheught, god idle Care,
Avd Doybss of matley bue, aod dark Despair ;
BSaspicions, awqd fputystical Surmise,

And Jealoysy suffus’d, with janpdice in ber eyes, .

Discojouring all she view'd, in tawny dress'd,

Powo-look'd, aud with & cuckoo on her oz,

Oppoe'd to her, on £ other side advanee

The costly feast, the crol, and the dance,

Minstrels, and music, poctry, and play,

And balls by gights, and tournagents by day.

Al theay were paiated oo the wall, and more:

With scts apd monuments of times before:

Apd others added by grophetic Jdoom,

And loxers yet uaborm, and loyes to come z

For there th! 1dalian mount, and Citherun,

The conrt of Venys was in colgyzs drawn ;

Before the palace-gate, in cayeless dress,

And Joose array, sap portress fdieness:

“There, by the foymt, Narcispus pin'd alooe :

There Samson was; with wiser Solomon,

Aud all the mighty names by luve undone.

‘Medea's charms were there, Circean feasts,

With bowis thel tyn'd ensmour'd youth to beasts,

‘Bere wight be: sgen, Lthat beanty, wealth, and wit,

And prowexs, to tha power of love submit:

“The spreading srare for afl mankind ia Laid ;

And lovers al) betray, and ave betray’d

The * self some noble hand bad wrought ;

Sqibpg she seem’'d, apd full of picasing thaught :

From ocean ag she first began to rise,

And smogth’d the rafflad seas and clear'd the skies,

$he trod the brine, all bare below the breast,

And the green wares but ill conceaitd the yeat ;

A tuae she beld; and on her head was socn

A wreath of roses red, and myrties green ;

Hey turtles fann’d the buxom air aboye;

And, by his mother, stood an infapt Lave,

With wings upfiedg’d; his eyes were beaded 'er;

¥is hands & bow, his back & goiver bore,

Sappiyd with arrows bright and keeo, a deadly
store.

Bat in the dome of mighty Man the red

With diffarent figuses all the sides werp sprend ;
This temple, less in form, with equa) grace,

Was imitative of the frst in Thrace:

For that cald region was the lov'd abode,

And sovereign mansion of the waryipr god,

The Landscape was & forest wige and bave;

Where tyither beast, nor hipnap kind repair;

The fowl, that soent afar, the horders fiy,

4And thop the bitter blast, and wheel about the

wky.
& ke of scurf lies bakiog on the ground,
ind prickly stubs, iastead uf trees, ar Gund ;
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Or woods with kaots and keares Jeform'd and old;
Headless the mosl, a1d hidevus ta behold :

A rattling tempest through the branches weat,

That stripp’d them bare, and aue sole way they
bent

Henaven froze above, severe, the clouds congeal,

Aund through the crystal vault appeai®d the stuud-
ing hail.

Such eas the face without; & motntain mood

Threstening from high, apd overlook'd the wood

Beneath the wwering brow, and on a buat,

The temple stood of Mars amuipotent:

The frawe of byraish’d steel, that cast & glare

From far, and seew'd to thaw tiic freezing air.

A strait lung entry to the remple led,

Bliad with high walls, and Horrour over head :

Thence issued sych & biast, anqd hollow roar, .

A threaten’d frow the hinge to heave the door;

In through that door, 8 nurthern ight there shone §

"Lwas all it had, for windows there were uane;

The gate was adamaat, eternal frume!

Which, bew'd by Mars hizself, rom [ndinn quar-

The lubuur of & gud; and allalong  [ries cage,

Teugh iron plates were clench'd Lo maks it strong.

A tun about woa every pillar there ;

A polishd suircor shone not helf so clear.

There saw I how the secret felon wronght,

And Treason labouring in the trailof's thought :
And midwife Time the ripew'd plot to murder
brought, :

There the red Anger dar'd the pailid Fenr;

Next stood Hypocrisy, with holy leer,

Soft similiog, ond demarely looking down,

But bid the dagger underuvath the gown :

Th* agsassipating wife, the honsehodd fend,

And, fur the blackest there, the traitge-fricnd.

Ou t' other side there stood Destruction bare,
Unpunished Rapine, and & waste of war.

Contest, with sharpen’d knives, iu cloisters drawa,

And all with bluod bespread the haly laws.

Loud menaces were heard, and foul Disgrace,

And bawliog Jufary, in language base:

Till seuse wus lost in sound, and Silence ficd

the place,

The stayer of himscii yet anw [ there,

‘The gore congual'd was clotied in bis hair;

With eyvs half clowd, and gapiug mouth he lay,

And grim, a5 when he Lreath'd his sudden sl

away.

In midst of all the dome, Mijsfortune sate,

And gloomy Discontent, and fell Dehate,

And Madness laughing io his ireful moyd §

Andarm'd Complaint on Theft ; and crieaut Blaod

‘T'here was the murder’d corpse, in covert laid,

And violent Death in thousaod shapes display d;

The city to the voldicrs rage regigo'd ;

Succesdless wags, nud Poverty bapind ;

Shipe burat in fight, or forc’d on rocky showes,

And the rash bunter strangled by the hoara: -

The new-born babe by nurses overlaid ;

Apd the coak canght within the ragiog fice he

made.

All illa of Mars’s oatae, dame aod stexd;

The gasping chariotecr, beneath the wheel

OF his own car; the ruin'd house, that falls.

And intercepts ber lord betwixt the walls ;

The whele division, that to Mare perwiax,

All trades of death, that deal in sieel for gaing, .

Were there ; the butcher, armourer, aud sith,

Why furges sharpep'd faulchions, or the scythe,
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‘The scarlet Conquest on & tower was plac'd,
With shouts, and soldiers’ acelamations grac'd:
A pointed sword bung threatening o’er his head,
Sustain’d but by a slender twine of thyead.
‘There saw ! Murd's ides, the Capitaol,
The seer in vain foretelling Ceesac's fall ;
The Jast trinmvirs, and the wars they move,
And Antony, who lost the world for love,
Fhese, and a thousand more, the fane adorn ;
Their fates were painted ere the men were bomn,
Al copicd from the Heavens, and ruling force
Of the red star, in his revolving course,
The form of Mars high on a chariot stood,
All sheath'd in arms, &nd grufity Jook’d the god:
Two gevmantic ﬁgunea were display'd
Ahove his head, a warrior and 2 maid ;
One when dnrect, and one when ,
Tir'd with deformities of death, 1 haste
To the third temple of Dians chaste. b
A zylvan scene with varicus greens was drawn,
Shades on the siden, and on the midst a [awn:
The eilver Cynthie, with her nymphs arcund,
Purvued the flying deer, the woods with horns
© .+ resound:
Caligta there stood manifest of ahaeme,
Apd, turnd a bear, the northern star bécame : .
Het son was next, and, by peculiar grace,
In the cold circle held the second place:
The stag Acteon in the stream had spy*d
The naked huntress, and, for seeing, dy'd :
Hin hounda, unknowing of his chaoge, pursue
The chase, nod their mistaken master slew,
Peoeien Daphoe too was there to wee,
Apollo’s iove hefore, and now bis tree:
Th adjoining fane ti' mesembled Greeks ex-
press'd,
And honting of the Caledonian beast,
. Oenide#’ valour, and his envy'd prize ;
The fatal power of Atalanta’s eyes ;
Disna’s vengeance on'the victor shown,
The murdress mother, and consuming won;
The Volscian queen extended on the plain ;
The treason punish*d, and the traitor slain,
‘The rest were various huntings, well design'd,
-Aud savage beasts destroy’d, of every kind.
The graceiul goddess was array*l in groco ;
About her feet were little beagles seen,
That watcld with upward eyes the motions of
their queen.
Her legs were haskin'd, and the left before ;
1n act to sheet, a silver bow she bore,
And st Her back s painted quiver wore.
She trod a wexing moon, that soon would wane,
And drinking borvow'd light, be Ali'd again ;
‘With downcast eyes, a8 semiug to survey
‘The datk dominious, ber alternate sway.
Before her stood & woman in her throes,
And cali'd Lucina'y aid, her burden to disclose,
All these the painter drew with sach command,
That Nature dnatch’d the peneil from his hand,
Asham'd and aogry that his art.could feign
And mnend the tortures of a mother's pain.
Theseus beheid the fanes of every god,
And thought his mighty cost was well bestow'd.
$o printes now their poets should regard ;
But few can write, and fewer can reward,
The theatre thas rais'd, the listsencles'd,
Andall with vast magnificence disposd,
We leate the monarch pleas’d, and haste to bring
Thbe knights ip comibet ; and their arms to sing.

DRYDEN'S POEMS,

PALAMON AND ARCITE:

Ol THE KNIGET'S TALE-

BOOK III1.
Thux dny approach’d when Portnne shouM de
cide '

Th’ important enterprize, and give tde bride ; -

For now, the rivals round Lhe world bad soughbt,

Aund each his rival, weil appointed, brought.

The nations, far and near, conterd in choies,

And pend the Aower of war by public voice;

That after, or before, were never known

Buch chicfs, 26 each an army seem’d alone @

Beside the champions, alt oghig‘h degree,

Who knighthood lov'd, sod deeds of chivalry,

Throog'd to the Jists, and envy'd to behold

The names of others, not their owo, eorefl'd.

Nor seems it strange ; for every poble knight '

Who loves the fair, and is endv’d with might,

In such & querrel would be proud to fight.

There breathes. not scarce & man on British
ground

{ Au isle for love and armu of old rénownd)

But would have 20ld his life to purchase fame,

To Pulamon or Arcite sent his oamve :

And hagd the Inod salected of the best,

Half had come bence, and let the world provide
the rest.

A bundred knights with Patamon there came,

Approvid in fight, and men of mighty nemre ;

Their arms were seversl, as their nations wem,

But furnish’d all alike withstord and spear.

Some wore coat ermour, imitating scate ;

And pext their skins were stubborn shirts of mail,

Some wore s breustplate and a light juppon,

‘Their horses clotb'd with rich caparison -

Some for defence would leathern buckicrs us,

Of folded hides ; and others shiside of pruce.

One hung a pole-axe at his saddle-bow,

And one g heavy mace to shun the foe.

One for bis legs and knees provided well,

With jambeux arm’d, and double plutey of

Thin on his helmet wore a ledy's glove, [t

And that a sleeve embroiderd by his love,

With Palamon, abave the restin place,

Lycurgus came, the surly kine of Thrace ;

Black was his beard, and mmly was his face §

The balls of his broad eyes roll'd in his head,

And glard betwixt a yellow and ared:

He look'd n Jion with s gloomy stare,

And o'er his eyebrows hung his matted bair :

Big-bon'd, and large of litnbs, with sinews somy,

Broad-shoulder'd, and his arms were round sod
long.

FPour milkwhite bulls (the Thracian use of cid)

Were yok'd to draw his car of burnish'd gold

Upright he stood, and bore aloft his shield,

Comspicucut from afar, and overtook'd the fleld,

His surcoat was & bear-skin on his back ;

His hair howg long behind, end gloasy raeem

His ample forehead bore a coronet, [black.

With sparkling dinmonds and with rubies set:

Ten brace, and more, of greyhounds, snowy

© fair, fhis chair,

And tall a8 stags, ran loose, and cours'd aroand

A match for pards in ﬂight, in mglm; for te
© besr: -
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With goiden muzeles all their mouths were
: bound,

And collars of the sume their necks surronpd.
Yous trough the feids Lycurgus took his way ;
s hundred knights witend iu pomp and proud
: MTRY.

To match this monarch, with strong Arcite came
Emetrius, king of Inde, a mighty name,

¥ » bay courser, goodly to behold, )

T mpp:ilgs of hiz horse ndorn'd with barbarous

Kot Mars bestrodea steed with greater grace;

His sarcoat o'er his arms was cloth of Thrace,

Ador’d with pearin, all orient, round, mnd great ;

Hus mddle was of gold, with emerulds set,

His shoulders large, & mantle did attire,

Witk rubies thick, and sparkling s the fire:

His amber-colonr'd jocks in ringlets run,

With gracefnl negligence, and shone against the
Son, K

His nose was aquiline, his eyes were blue,
RoMy bia lips, and fresh and fair bisbue :
spriokled freckles ou his fate were sem,
duak pet off the whitemess of the skin :
i awfnd presence did the ¢crowd surprize,
Nor duret the rash spectator meet his eyes,
Eyes that confess'd him born for kingly sway,
o Beree, they fash’d intolerable day.
Eis age in Natures youthful prime appear’d,
And just began to bloom his yellow beard,
‘Whent'er he spoke, his voice was heard around,
loud as a trumpet, with s'silver sound
& ngrel" wresth’d his temples, fresh and green ;
And myrtle sprigy, the marks of love, were mix'd
ween, .
Upon his fist be bere, for his delight,
Ab eagle well reclaim’d, and [y white,
His bundred knights sttend him to the war,
AN arw’d for battle ; save their heads were bare
Words and devices hiar'd on every shield,
And pleasing was the terronr of the fleld.
For kings, and dukex, and barons you night see,
Like sparkiing atars, though different in degree,
All for th’ increase of arma, and Jove of chivalry.
Before the king tame jeopards kad the way,
And troops of livns inmocently play.
80 Bacchas throogh the conquer'd Indien rode,
And beasts in gambols frisk’d before the honest
in this array the war of eitber side [,
Through Athens pass'd with military pride.
At prime, they enter'd on the Sunday morn ;
Xich tapestry spread the streets, and Sowers the

posts adarn,
The town was all & jubilee of fensts;
S0 'Th willd, in b of his gaesty s

Himaelf with open arms the king embrac'd,
Then all the rest in their degrees were grac'd,
No harbinger was needful for » night,
Yor every bouse vas proud to lodge & knight

I pass the royal treat, nor muat reiste
The gifts bestow'd, nor how the champions sate:
Who first, or last, or how the knights address'd
Their vows, or who was fairest at the feast;
Whoee yoice, whose graceful dance, did most sur-

.
oit axm;vigh:, and silemt love of eyen.

Thbe rivals call my Muse cnother wsy,

To sing their vigils for tb” ensuing day.

T'wae cobing darkness, past the noon of night,
And Phospher, on the conlines of the light,

a1
Promivd the Sun, ere day began to spring;
‘The tuneful lark already stretch’d her wing,
And, Bickering on her nest, made short essays to

sing :
When wakeful Palamon, preventing day,
Took, to the royal lists, hia early way,
To Venus at her fune,in ber own house, to pray,
There, falling on his knees before her shrioe,

He thus implord with prayers her power divine.
“ Creator Venus, genisl power of love,
The biiss of men below, and gods above |
Beneath the sliding Sua thou runn'st thy race,
Dost fairest shine, and best become thy place.
For thee the winds their enstern blasts forbenr,
Thy month revenls the spring, and opens all the

Year,

Thee, Goddess, thee the stormu of winter fiy,
Earth emiles with flowers renewing, laugha the

{apply.

sky.
" And birds to Iags of love their tuneful potos

For thee the lion loaths the taste of blood,

And maring hunts his female through the wood :

Por thee the bulls rebellow through the groves,

And te;mpt the stream, and souff their absent
oven

"Tis thine, whate'er is plessant, good, or fair:

All nature is thy province, life thy care :

Thou mad'st the world, and dost the wurld re-

pah.
Thou gladder of the mount of Cytheron,
Tocrepse of Jove, companton of the Sun ;
1f 'er Adomis touch’d thy tender heart,
Have pity, goddess, for thou know'st the smart.
Alag ! T have not words to tell my grief;
To vent my sorrow, wonld be some relief ;
Light suffesings give o8 leisureto complain ;
We groan, but cannot speak, in grester pain.
O goddess, tell thywetf what 1 would say,
Thon know'st it, and [ feel too much to pray.
So grant my scit, as | enforce my might,
Iu love to be thy champion, and thy knight ;
A servant to thy sex, s slave to Lhee,
A foe profest to barren chastity,
Nor ask I fame ot honour of the field,
Nor ch [ more to vanquish than to yield
In my divine Emilia make me hlest,
Let Pate, or partial Chance, dispose the rest:
Pind thon the manner, qnd the means prepare ;.
Possession, more than conquest, is my care.
Marz is the warrior's god ; in him it lies,
On whom hedavours to confer the prize;
With gmiling aspect you serenely move
In your fifth orb, and rule the realm of jove.
The Fates but only spin the coarser clue,
The finest of the wool is left for you,
Spare me but one small portion of the twine,
And let the sisers cut below your line: -
The rest among the rubbjah may they sweep,
Or zdd it to the yurn of some old miver's beap.
Bat, if you this ambitious prayer deny,
(A wish, 1 grant; beyond mortality)
Then let me sink beneath prond Arcite’s arms,
And, ] once dead, tet him poesess ber charme,”
Thus ended he; then, with observance doe,
The sacred incense on her uitar threw :
The corling moke moarts heavy from the fires ;
AL length it catches flame, and in ® blage ex- -
pires ;
At ouce the gracions goddesy pave the sign,
Her statoe shook, and trembled all tha sintoe :
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Pleas*d Palamon the tardy anten took :

For, since the flames pursw'd the trailing smoke,

He knew his boon was granled ; but the day

To distance driven, and joy adjourn’d with long
delay. .

Now Morn with rosy light had streak the sky,

Up rose the Sun, add up rose Emily ;

Address'd her carly steps to Cynthin’s fane}

Ir state attended by her maiden trein,

‘Who bore the vests that boly rites require,

Jucense, and edotuns gums, and cover'd fire.

The plenteous horos with plessant mead they
crowi, t

Nor wanied aught besides in honour of the Moon.

Now while the Lempie smok'd with hallow'd
weam,

They wash the ¥irgin in & living stream ;

The secret ceremonies 1 conceal,

Uneouth, perhaps unlawful, to rovesl :

Hut sch they were a3 pagan use requir'd,

Perform'd by women when the men retird,

Whaose cyes profane their chaste mystetious rites

Might turn to scandal, or obscene delighta

Well-meaners think no borm ; but fur the rest,

Thinge b:crad ‘they pervert, apd silence is the

L

Her shining bair, aocomb'd, was loosely spread,

A crown of mastless vak adorn’d her head:

‘When to the shiioe approach’d, the spotlcss maid

Had kindlin; fires on either altar laid,

{The rites were auch as were abserv’d of old,

By Statius in his Theban story told)

. Then keeeling with her hands acroas her hreaat,

Thus lowty she preferr’d her chaate request.

¢ O goddess, hauntsr of the woodland gree,

To whom both Heaven and Earth and seas are
seen ;

Rueen of the nether akies, whero*half the year

Thy lilve;; beams descend, and light the gloamy
aphere;

Goddess of maids, &nd conacious of cur hearts,

S0 keep me from the vengeance of Lhy darts,

‘Which Niobe’s devoted issue felt,

Wheuy hissing through the skies the feather'd
deaths were dealt,

As [ desire to live a virgin life,

Nor know the nama of muther or of wife.

Thy votress from my tender years I am,

And love, like thee, the woods and sylvan game,

Like death, thou koow'st, 1 loath ke puptisl
state,

And man, the tyrant of cur sex, 1 haie,

A lowly scrvaant, but & lofty mate:

‘Where love is duty on the female side,

On their's mere sensual gust, and sought with
sudy pride.

Now by thy triple shape, as thou art seen

In Heaven, Earth, Hell, and every whers o queer,

Grant thisg my first desire : Iet discord ceave,

And muke betwixt the rivals lnsting peace ;

Buench their hot fire, or far from me remove

The Bame, aud turn it on some other love :

Or, if my frowning stars Lave 50 decreed,

That one must be rejected, one succaed,

Mske him my Jord, within whose faithfuf breast

Is fiv’'d my image, cnd who loves me best.

But, oh ! ev'nthat avert! I choose it not,

But take it as the leastunhappy lot.

A maid I am, and of thy virgin traio ;

Ob, let me still thet spotless name retain !
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Frequent the forests, thy chaste will obey,
And only make the beasts of chaie my prey ™

The lames ascend on either allar clear,

While thus the blameless maid sddres’d baw
prayer, .

When lo! the burning fire that shone so bright,

Flew off, all sudden, with extinguish’d light,

Aund left ove altar dark, » little vpace,

Which turn’d self Lkindled, and renew'd ths
blaze ;

The other vi;tor-ﬂame a moment stood,

Then fell, and lifeless left th' éxtinguish’d woody

For ever lost, th' irrevoecable light

Farsook the blackening cosls,and sunk to might:

Ateither end it whistled as it lew, sde'.

And as the branda were greep, so dropp'd the

lifected s it fell with sweat of sanguine bue.
The maid from that ill amen turn'd her eyes,
And with loud shrieks and elamours remt the
skies,

Nor knew what signify'd the boding sign.

But found the powers displens'd, and fear’d ihe
wrath divipe.

Then shoak the sacred shrins, and sadden light
Sprung through the vaulted roof, aud made the

temple bright.

The power, behold! the power in glary shome,
By her bent bow and her keen artows kuown ;
The rest, a hunteess issuing from the wood,
Recliving un ker cornel spear she stood.

Then gracious thus began: * Disniss thy fear,

And Heaven’s unchang’d decrecs attentive hear:

Mare powerful gods have torn thee from my siude,

Unwilling 1o resign, and down'd 8 bride =

The twe contending knights are weigh’d sbove ;

One Mars protecis, and one the quoen of love -

But which the man, is in the Thupdenas's
breast ; )

This he pronsunc'd, *tis he who loves thee best.

The fire, that once extinct reviv'd again,

Foreshows the love allotted Lo remain :

Farewel!” shesaid, and vanish'd from the place ;

The sheaf of srrows shook, and rattied in the case.

Aghast at this, the royal virgin stood

Disclaim’d, and now nc more a sister of the wood :

But to the parting goddess thus she pray'd ;

“ Propitious still be present to my aid, .

Nor guite abandon your euce favour'd maid.” .

Tken sighing she returu’d ; but smil'd betwixt,

With hopes and fears, and joys with sorrows it

The uext returming planetary hour

Of Mars, who shar'd the heplarchy of powsr,

His steps bold Arcite to the temple benl,;

T adore with pagan rites the power armipotest :

Then prostrate, low before his allar lay,

And rais’d his manly voice, end thus begam
to pray:

“ Strong god of arms, whose iron scopire sways

The freezing nocth, amd Hyperborcan seas,

And Scythian colds, and Thracia’s winter coast,

Where stand thy steeds, apd thou art honowrd
most

There most, but every-where thy power is knowp,

The fortune of the fght is all thy own:

Terrour is thine, aud wild amazement, Auog

From out thy chariot, withers ev'u the strong :

Apd disarray and shamefial rout ensoe,

And force is addad to the fainting crew.

Acknowledg’d na thou axt, accepl my praye,

If aught I have achiev'd descrve Wy care s
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If to ey utawost power with sircdd and shield
1dard the denth, unkpowing how to yield,

And, falling in my renk, still kept the field :

Tien let my arms prevail, by thee sustain'd,

That Emily by couquent may be guin'd

Rave pity on ny paims; nor those unknown

To Msrs, which, when = lover, were bis own,
Venun, the public pare of il above,

Thy stubborn heart has soltened into love :

Kow by ber blandishments and powerfut charms,
Whea yiclded she lny curling in thy arms,

Ev's by thy shame, if shanue it may be cail'd,
Whew Vuican bad thee in his pet entlorall’d ;

O envy’d igneminy, sweet disgrace,

When crery God that eaw thee wish’d thy place !
By those dear pleasures, aid my arms in ficht,
Aoad make me conquer m My patron’s right :

For 1 sx Young, » novice in thetrade,

The fool of love, onpractis'd to persuade :

Aad want the woothing arts that catch the fair,
But, canght mywelf, lie struggling in the soare ;
And she 1 bove, or luughs at all my pzin,

Or kpnows ber worth oo well; and pays me

with disdain,

For smre [ am, unless 1 win in arms,
To stand excluded from Emilie’s charme+
Nor can my strength arail, unleis by thee
Endued by force, I gaic the ¥ictory; [heart,
Then for the fire which werm'd thy gen’rous
Fity thy sobject's pains, sod equal amart.
Fo be the muerow's sweat and labour mine,
The palm and L of the conquest thine :
Them shal! the war, ood stern debate, snd strife
brmortal, be the business of my life;

And in thy fame, the dusty spolls amonry,

Huxh on the bainish’d roof, my banner shal

h n"
Rank'] with my champion’s buckiers, and below,
With arms vevers'd, th' achievementa of my foe:
And while these timbs the vital spirit feeds,
While day to night, end night to day sveceeds,
Thy suncking sitar shait be fxt with food
Of , and the grateful steam of blood ;
Barmt-offeriags morn and evening shall be thine ;
And fires eternal ju thy temple shine. .
“Tbe bash of yellow besard, this length of bair,
Which froms my birth inviclate 1 bear,
Guiitleas of steel, and from the razor free,
* Sl f38] & plentecus crop, reserv'd for thee.
. %o may ouy srms with rictory be biest,
+ Losk wo sowe ; bet Fute dixpose the rest.”
The chempion ceas’d; there follow'd in the
close

’

A ballow groan: & murmuring wind arose ;

" The rimgs of iron, that oo the doors were hung,
Blent; out n jarring sound, smd harshly rung :

The bolted yates flew open at tha hinst,

+The storm rast’d in, and Arcits stood aghast :
The fames were blown aside, yet shone they

bright, i
Faam'i by the wind, aod yave a ruffied light.
“Then from the ground a scent began to rive,
ing &9 mcrifice :
. “Thin cmen pleas'd, and ay the fames aspire
With odorons incense Axcite heapa the fire :
* Wew wasded hymns to Mars, or heathen charms :
* it ieagth the nodding statae clash'd hin arms,
; dad with & sdlon sowad sid feeble cry,
F""lﬂnk.l-l balf promoupced, the word of
| 'h“.
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Por this, with soul devont, he thank'd the god,

And, of success secure, return’d to his abode,
These vows thus granted, raig’d a sirife abowe,

Betwixt the god of war, and queen of love,

She granting first, bad right of time to plead ;

But he had grantcd too, nor wonid recede.

Jove wus for Venus; hut he fear'd his wile,

And seem’d unwilling todecide the strife;

Till Saturn from his leaden throne arose,

And found u way the difference to compose :

Though sparing of hig grece, to mischief bent,

He midom does a guod with good intent.

Wayward, but wise ; by long experience tanght

To please both parties, for ill ends, he songht

For this advautage age from youth haa won,

As not to be outridden, though outrun,

By Fortune he was now to Veous trin’d,

And with stern Mars in Capricorn was join'd:

Of hitn disposing io his own abode, [god :

He sooth'd the goddess, while he guil'd tie

“ Cease, deughter, to complain, and stint the

strife 3

Thky Palamon shall have his promis'd wife:

And Mars, the Jord of conquest, in the fight

With palm and laurel shall adern his knight.

Wide is my course, nor turu [ to my place

Tili length of time, and move with tardy pace,

Man feels me, when 1 press th’ etherial plains,

My hand is heavy, and the wound reroains,

Mine is the ghipwreck, in s watery sign ;

And ip an eartby, the dark dungeon mine,

Cold rhiveriog agues, melancholy care,

And bitter blasting winds, and poison'd sir,

Are mine, and wilful death, resulting from de-

apair.

_The throtling quinsey *tis my star appoints,

And rhewmatinms ascend to rack the joints:

When churls rebel against their native prince,

I arm their hards, and furnish the pretence;

And, housing i the lion’s hateful sign,

Bought seuates and deserting troope are mine.

Mine isthe privy puisoning ; | coummend

Unkindly seasons, and uograteful land.

By rae kings*® palaces are push'd to grouod,

And miners crosh’d beuesth their nines are
found,

*Twan 1 glew Samson, when the pillard hall

Fell down, and crush’d the many with the faly,

My looking is the fire of pestilence,

That sweeps at once the people vod the prince,

Now weep no more, but trust thy grandsirc's art.

Mars shall be pleasd, and thoa perform thy part.

'Tis ill, though different your complexions are,

The family of Henven for men should war.®

Th' expedient pless'd, where peither lost his
right ;

Murs had the day, nd Veons had the night.

‘The management they left to Chronos’ care

Now tom we to tht «ffect, end wing the war.

In Athens all was pleasure, mirth, and play,
AH proper to the spring, and sprightiy May,
‘Which every soul inapird with such debight,
*Twan jesting all the day, and love at night,
Heaven smil'd, and gladded was the heart of man;
And Venus bad the worid as when it first began.,
Atlength in sleep their bodies they compose,
And dreamt the future fight, and early rose,

Now scaree the dawning dey began to spring, |
Ap at 8 siznal given, the streets with clamou.s

riog :




94

At once the crowd ardse; confus’d and high

Ev'n from the Henven was hennd & shouting cry ;

For Mars was early up, and rous'd the sky.

The gods came downwand to behold the wars,

Sharpening their sigbts, and leaning from their
atars.

'The neighing of the genercus horse was hewrd,

For battle by the busy groom prepar’d,

Rustling of harness, rattling of the shieid,

Clattering of armour, furbish’d for the field.

Crowds 1o the castle mounted up the street,

Battering the pavement with their coursers’ feet:

‘The greedy sight might there devour the gold

Of glittering arms, too dazzling to behold :

And polivh’d steel thet cast the view aside,

And crested morions, with their plamy pnde.

Krights, with a long retinue of their squires,

In gaudy liveties march, and quaint attires.

Onelac'd the helm, anotber held thelance,

A third the shining bucklerdid advance.

'The courser paw'd the ground with restiess feet,

And snorting foem'd, and chemp’d thegolden bit.

The smiths and armourers or palfreye ride,

Files in their hands, and hammers at their side,

And pails for toosen’d spears, and thonge for
shields provide.

Thé yeomen guard the strocts, in scemiy bands;

And clowns come crowding on, with cudgels io
their hands,

The trumpets, next the gale, in order plachd,
Attend the sigu to sound the martial blest ;

The palace-yerd is fil'd with fioating tides,

And the last comers beat the former to the sides
The throng ts in the midst: the common crew
Shut out, the hall admita the better fow ;

In knots they stend, or in & rank they walk,
Sericus in aspect, earnest in their talk:

Factious, and favouring this or t* oiher side,
Astheit strong fancy ot wesk reason guide :
Their wagers back their wishes ; numbers hold
With the fair freckled king, end beard of goid :
So vigorous are his cyes, such rays they cast,

8o prominent his vagle's beak is plac'd.

But most their looks ou the black monarch bend,
His rising muscles and his brawn eommiend ;

His double-biting axe and beaming spear,

Each asking a gigantic force to rear.

All epoke an partial favour mov'd the mind :
And, safe themaelved, at others* cost divin'd,

Wak'd by the cries, th' Athegian chief arcee,
The knightly forms of combal tadispose;  [mate
Aod passing through th' obsequ.loul guarda, he
Conupicuous ou a throne, sublime in state ;
‘There, fur the two cont,euding knights ke scnl. :
Arm'd cap-aspee, with reverence fow they bent ;
He smil'd on both, and with superior look
Alike their offer’d adomtion took,

The people PFCES On every side, to see

Their awful prince, and hear his high decree,

Then signing to their beralds with his hand,

They gave his ordern from their fofty stsn-].

Bilence is thrice enjoin’d ; then thus aloud

The king at arms bespeaks the knights and
ligtening crowd.

“ Our sovereign lord bes ponderd in his mind
The muans to spare the blood of geatle kind ;
And of his grace, and inborn clemency,
He modifies his firt severe decree,
The keener edge of battle to rehate,
The troops for honour fighting, not for hate.

DRYDEN’S POEMS,

He wilis, not death should terminate their strife;
And wounds, if wounds ensue, be short of life:
Put iseues, ere the fight, his dread command,
That slings afar, and poinards hand to hand,
Be banisk'd from the field ; that none shall dare
With shortued sword to stab in closer war;
Tlut in fair combat fight with manty strength,
Nor push with hiling point, but sirike at length.
The tourney is allow’d hut ooe career,
Of the tough ash, with the sharp-griuded spear,
Rut knighta unbora'd may rise from off the plain
Aud fight on foot their homour to regain ;
Nor, if at mischief taken, on the ground
Be slain, but prisoners to the piliar bound,
At either barrier plac’d ; nor (captives made)
Be freed, or arm’d anew the fight invade.
‘The chief of either side, bereft of life,
Or yielded to his foe, concludes the atrife. [yomn
Thus dooms the lord: pow valiant kmights e
Fight eack his £l with swords and maces long

The heruld ends : the vaulted firmament
With loud mcclaims end vast applaose is rent:
¢ Heaven guard a prince so gracions and so gool
S0 just, and yetso provident of blocd 1
‘This was the general cry. ‘The trumpeta sound,
And warlike symphony is beard around.  [wwy
The marching troops through Athens take the
The great earl-marshsl orders iheir armmy.
The fir from high the passing pomp behold
A rain of flowers is from the windows roil'd.
The caseinents are with golden timme spresd,
And horses hoofs, for ¢arth, on silken bapestr

tread ;
The king g-uen midmost, and the rivals ride
In equal rank, and tlose his either side.
Next lﬂ.erthese there rode Lhe royal wife,
With Emily, the cause and the reward of strife.
The following cavalcade, by three and three,
Proceed by titles marshal'd in degree.
Thus through the southern gate they take tm
And at the list arriv’d #re prime of day. - {wy
‘There, parting from the king, the chiefs divide,.
And, wttzeling east and west, before their
ride.

‘TH* Athe¢nisn monarch mounts his thmneonh@
And after him the queen and Fmily =
Next these the kindred of the crown are gnc’d
With nemrer seats, and lords by tadies placd:
Scarce were they seated, when, with clamaours owl
1r rush'd at once & rude promiscuous erowd ;
The fuards and then each other overbear,
And in & moment throng the spacicos thestre
Now chang’d the jarring noise to whispers low,
As winds forsaking seas more sofily blow ;
Wiwn at the western gate, on which the ewr
Is plac’d aloft, that bears the god of war,
Proud Arcite entering arm'd before his train,
Stopa at the barrier, and divides the plain
Red was hiv banner, and display'd sbroad f
Tiw: bloody colours of his patron god.

At that 3£1f moment coters Palamon
The gate of Venus, and the rising-sun ;
Wavd by the wanton winds, bis banner flies,
Al muiden white, and shares the
From east to west, look alf the world around,
Two troops 5o mutch‘d were never to be fi
Such bodies built for strength, of equal age,
In stature wiz’d ; a0 proud an eguipage:
The picest eye could no distinction make,
Where lay th’ advantage, or what side to tak

H
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Thos rang™d, the herald for the lasi proclaima
L silenoe, while they answerd to their names :
Mot 60 the king decrecd, to shun the care,
M Gaod of musters falue, the common bane
of war.
U tale was jost, and then the gates were clos'd ;
ind chicf Lo chief, amd troop to troop oppos'd,
M heralda ast retir'd, and lovdly cry'd,
Mhe fortune of the Bold be faidy try'd.
At thiw, the chaltenger with fierce defy
fis tumpet sounds; the challeng’d makes re-
piy: [vaulted sky.
Fith clangor rings the fleld, resounds the
‘i vizors clused, their lances in the rest,
Ir ut the helmet pomted or thecrest ;
ey vanish from the barrier, speed the race,
fnd sputring see decrease the middie space.
dlood of smoke envelops either host,
all at once the combatants are lost :
mrkling they joie adverse, and shock unseen,
3 with coursers justling, men with men:
bbooring in eclipse, a whilé they stay,
;thnexthlastof wind restorea the day.
hey ook anew: the beanteons form of fight
jehingd, and Warappearsa grizty sight.
froops in fair array one moment show'd,
next, a feld with fallen bodivs strow'd ;
bt Lalf the number in their seatsare found ;
lrnm and steeds lie groveling on the g'round.
points of spears are stack within the shield,
steeds without their riders scour the fietd.
knights unhors'd, on foot renew the fight ;
glittering faulchions cast & gleaming light :
and helms are hew’d with many &
wound. {ground.
I pint the strewming blood, and dics the
he mighty meaces with auch haste’ descend,
bey break the booes, and make the solid ar-
mounr bend.
thrusts amid the throng with furions foree ;
£ocs, at once, the borseman and the horse:
courser stumbles on the fallen steed,
foundering, throws the rider o'er his head,
rulls aldng, a foot-ball to his foes ;
with a broken truncheou deals his blows,
his halting, this disabled with his wound,
tnu.mph led, is to the pillar bound,
‘here by the king's award he must a.blde :
hare goes & captive lad on t’ other side,
L they cease ; and, leaning on the lance,
breath a while, and to new fAght sdvance.
Fall oft the rln.h met, and neither spar'd
jatmost force, and esch forgot to ward,
be bead of this was to the saddie bent,
e other hackward to Lhe crupper sent :
i were by tornas unhors'd ; Lhe jealous blows
M thick and heuvy, when on foot Lhey close.
) daep their fandchions bite, that every stroke
re'd to the quick ; and equal wounds Lhey gave
aml took.
far axapder by the tides of men,
adumant and steel they meet aga
when a tiger puckn the bul'lock‘a btood
lion, issaing from the wood,
hordly ﬁercc, and challenges the food
clains possession, neither will ohey,
both their paws are fasten’d on the prey ;
bite, they tear; and while in vain they strive,
swains come arm‘d between, and both to dis-
tance drive.
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At length, ms Fate foredoom’d, and all things
By course of time to their appointed end; [tend
S0 when the Sun to west was far deci.m’d
And both afreth in muortal battle join'd,

The strong Emetrius came in Arcite’s.aid,
And Palamon with odds was overlaid ;
Por, turning short, he struck with all his might
Fullon the hefme? of th' unwary knight.
Deep was the wound ; he stagger'd with the biow,
And turad him to his unexpected foe ;
Whom with such force he struck, he fell'd him
dowa,
And cleft the circle of his golden crown.
But Arcite’s men, who now prevaii'd in fight,
Twice ten st once surround the single knight :
Orpowerd, at length, they force him to the
ground,
Unyietded as Lie was, and to the pillar bound ;
And king Lycurgus, while he fought in vain
His frieud to free war tumbled on the plam
Who nowl ts but Pal
No more to try the fortune of the ﬁeld t
And, worse than death, to view with hateful eyes
His rival's conquest, and renounce the prize?
The royat judge, on his tribuss] piac'd,
Who had bebeld the fight from first to Last,
Bad cease the war; pronouncing from or high,
Arcite of Thebes bad won the beauteous Emily.,
The soand of Lumpets to the voice reply'd,
And round the royal lists the bersids cry'd,
 Arcite of Thebes bas won the beautecus bride,®
The people rend the skies with vast applause ;
All own the chief, when Fortune owns the cause,
Arcite is own'd ev'n by the gods above,
And conquering Mars insults the queen of love,
S0 lsugh'd ke, when the rightful Titan fit'd,
And Jove's usurping arms in Heaven prevail'd :
Laugh'd all the powers who favour tyranny ;
And all the standing army of the sky,
But Venus with dejected eyes appears,
And, weepinz, on the lists distill'd her tears;
Her will refus'd, whirh grieves a wownan raost,
And, in her champion fuil'd, the cause of Love
is lost,
Till Saturn said, * Fair daughter. now be still,
The blustering fool has satisfy'd his will;
His boon is given; hisknight has gain’d the day,
But lost the prize, th* arrears are yet to pay.
Thy hour is come, and mine the care shal! be
Toplense thy knight, and set thy promise free””

Now while the heralds run the lists around,
And Arcite, Arcite, Heavenund Earth resvund ;

A miracle (noe Less it could be call’d)

Their joy with unexpected sorrow pall'd.

‘The vietor kaight had taid his helm aaide, .

Part for his ease, the greater part for pride :
Bare-hewded, popularly low he bow'd,

And paid the salutations of the crowd,

Then, spurring st full speed ran emilongon
Where Theseun sate on hisimperial throne ;
Purious be drove, and upward cust his eye,

W here next the queen was plac'd his Eunly;
Then possiog to the saddle-bow he bent -

A sweet regard the gracious vingin lent

{ For women, to the brave an casy prey,

5till follow Fortune where she leads the way):
Jus then, from earth sprung out » Sashing fre,
By Plutu sent, at Saturn’s bad devine ;

The startling steed wau -iz'd with sudden fright,
And, bounding, o’er the pumme cust the kuight:
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Forward he flew, and, pitching on his head,
He quiver'd with his fect, and lay for dead.
Black was his count’nance in a little space,
For all the blood was gather’d in his fuce.
Help waa at hand : they rear'd him from the
ground,
And fram his cumbrous arms his limhs nnbound ;
Then lanc'd a vein, and watch’d returning
" bremth ;
It came, but clogy'd with symptoms of his death,
The saddle-bow the noble parts bad prest,
Alf bruisgd and monify'd bis manly breast.
Him still entrancd, aud in 2 Eitter lnid,
They bure from feld, and Lo his bed convey'd.
At length he wak'd, and, with a feeble cry,
Theword he first pronounc’d was Emily.
Mean time the king, though inwardly he
mourn'd,
In pomp trinmphant to the town return'd.
Attended by the chiefs who fought the fleld
{Now friendly mix'd, aud iu one troop compell’d).
Compos'd his looks to counterfeited cheer,
And bade them not for Arcite's life to fear.
But that whick gin:lded all the warrior-train,
Though most were sorely wounded, none were
stain,
The surgeons soon despoiltd them of theirarms,
And some with salves they cure, and some
*  with charms;
Foment the bruisca, and the peins assvage,
And heal their inward burls with sovcreign
draughts of sage.
The king in person visits all around,
Comforts the sick, congratulategthe sound ;
Homnours the princely chiefs, rewards the rest,
And holds for thrice three days a4 royal feast-
None was disgrac’d ; for falting is na shamn 3
And cowardice alone is Yoss of fame.
The venturous knight is from the saddle thrown
But %tin the fanlt of Portune, not his own:
1f crowda and palms the conquering side adorn,
The victor under better stars was born:
The brave man seeks not popular applause,
HNor, overpower'd with arms, deserts his cause ;
Uneham'd, though fuil'd, he doed the best he can;
Force is of brules, but hunsur is of man.
Thus Theseus mnit'd on all with equal grace ;
And cach was set according to his place.
With ease were reconcil'd the differing paris,
For envy never dwells in poble heartn
Atlength they took their leave, the time expird,
Well pleas'd, and Lo their several homes retir'd.
Mean while the healtb of Arcite still impaire ;
From bad procecda to worse, and mocks the
leeches’ caren
Swoln is his breast ; his inward paioe increase,
All menns are us'd, snd atl without success,
The clotted blood lica byary on his heart,
Corrupts, knd thetr remains in spite ofart :
Nor breathinug veins, nor cupping, will prevail ;
All outward remedies and inwerd fil ;
The mold of Nature’s fabric is destroy’d,
Her vesoels discomposd, ber virtue void :
The bellows of his lurgs begin to swell,
All out of frame is every secret cell,
Nor can the good reccive, nor bud expel.
Those breathing organs, thus within opprest,
With renom soon distend the sinews of his breast.
Nought profits him to save abandon'd life,
Nor vomit’s upward aid, nor downward laxative.

DRYDEN'S POLMS.

‘The midmost region batter'd and destroyd,
‘When Neture canuot work, th’effect of Art isvox
For physic can but mend our crazy state,
Patch an old buildiug, not a new create,

Arcite is doumn’d to die in all his pride, mide
Must leave his youth, und yield his beaateot
Gain'd bardly, against right, and unenjoy'd.
When twas declard all hopeof life was past,
Conscience (that of ali physic works the last)
Caus'd him to send for Emily in haste,

With her, rt his desire, came Palamon;

Then on bis pillow rais'd, he thus began.

“ No language cau express the smallest part
Of what 1 feet, and suffer in my heart,

For you, whom best I love and value most ;

But to your service | bequeath my ghost ;
Which, from this mortal body when unty'd,
Unseen, unheard, shall hover at your side ;
Nor fright. you waking, nor your sleep offend,
But wait officious, and your steps attend :
How I have lov'd, excuse my faullering tonges,
My spirits fecble, and my pains are stroag :
Thiu | may say, I only grieve to dic

Beeause [ juse my charming Emily «

Ta die, when Heaven had put you in my powe
Fate could not choose a more malicious bioar !
‘What greater curse could envious Fortowe give
‘Than just to die, when ! began to live |

Vaio men, how vanishing a bliss wi crave,
Now warm in love, now withering in the grarel
Never, O never more tp gee the Sun!

Still dark, in n damp vauit, and still alone !
This fate is common ; but I Juse my breath
Near bliss, and yet not bless'd before my death
Farewel ; but take me dying in your arnma,
'Tis alt | can enjoy of all your charms :

This hand I cannot but in death resign ;

Ah! could [Jive! but while 1 lire tis mine,

I feel my end approach, and, thusembrac'd,
Am pleas'd to diej but hear me sp-ak my bt
Ab ! my sweet foe, for you, and you alone,

1 broke my faith with injur'd Palamon.

But Love ihe sense of right and wrong conforsd
Strong Love and proud Ambition have no bond
At much §doubt,should Hesven my life prolog
I should return to justify my wrung :

For, while my former Games remain within,
Repentance is hut want of power to sin.

With mortal batred | pursu'd his life,

Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the strife:

Naor I, butas [lov'd; yet all cambin'd,

Your beuty, and my impotence of mind,

And bis concurrent fame, that blew my fire;
For still our kindved souls had one desire.

He had » moment’s right in point of time ;

Hed 1 seen first, then his had been the erime.
Fate made it mine, and justify'd his right ;

Nor holds this Carth a more deserving kniglt,
For virtue, valour, and for nohle bl

Truth, honour, all that is compriz’d in good;
So help me Heaven, in all the world is nooe

So worthy to be lov'd as Palumoa.

He loves you toe, with such aa holy fire,

As will net, canoot, but with life expire:

Qur vow'l affections both bave often try'd,
Nor any love but yours eould curs divide.
‘Then, by my tove's invivlable band,

By my loag suffering, and my short command,
{f e’er you plight your vows when [ am gooe,
Have pity on the faithful Pulamon.’
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This washistast; for Death came on zmain,

And exercis'd below his iron reign ;

Theo upward to the seat of life he gocu :

Srmee Bed before him, what he tauch'd he froze s

Yet conld he not his closing eyes withdraw,

Thoozh less and less of Emily he sax ;

So, speechless, fur a Little space he lay ;

Thes grasp’d the hand he beid, and sigh'd his
mal away,

Bat whither went his soul, tet such relate
Who sarch the secrets of the future state
Diriges run say but what themselves believe ;
Strong proofs they have, bot not demonstrative :
For, were all plain, then all sides 1nust agree,

Apd faith jtself be lost in certainty.
To live uprightly then is sure the best,
Yo save curselres, and pot to damn the rest,
The coul of Arcite went where beathens go,
Who better Jive than we, though less they know.
lo Palamon a manly grief appears;
Bdent be wept, asham’d to show his tears:
Emilia shriek'd but once, and then, oppresa’d
With sorrow, sunk upon her lover's breast :
IM Thescas in his arms coavey'd with care,
Pur from 5o mad a sight, the swooning fair,
Twere loss of time her sorrow to relate;
M bears the sex a youthful lover’s fate,
When just approaching Lo the nuptial state :
But, like m low-bung cloud, it rains so fast,
Phat all at ance it falls, and cannot last.
Phe face of things is chang’d, and Atiens now,
Mt langh*d 5o late, becomes the seene of woe:
Katrons and maids, both rexes, every state,
Fith tears lament the knight’s uptimely fate.
greater grief in falliog Troy was scen
Jor Hertor*s death 5 but Hector was not then.
Bd men with dust deform’d their hoary bair,
women bent their breasis, their checks they
tare [ery,
'Why would'st thou go,” with one consent they
*When thon had*st gold enough, and Emily 7
Theseus himself, who should have cheer'd the
others, wanted now the samne relief, [grief
Egens only eould revive his son,
various chanzes of the world had keown,
lat strange vicissitudes of human fate,
Hll aitering, never in a steady stata;
tood after 111, and after pain delight;
Wermatelike Whe seemes of day and night ;
} fince every man wha lives is born to die,
ind pone can boast sincere felicity,
Fidh equal mind what happens let us bear,
kr 0y nor grieve too much for things beyond
our care.
ke pilgrims to th’ appoicled place we tend ;

" world’s an inu, and death the journey's end.
o kings bot play; snd when their part is
done, .
bme other, worse or better, mount the throne.”

Vith words like these the crowd was satisfy*d,

ind 50 they would have been, had Thescus dy'd.

It be, their king, was labeuring in his mind,

k fitting place for funeral pomps ta fnd,

Fhich were in honpur of the dead desigo'd.

knd, after Jong debate, at last he fouord

&3 Love itseif had mark'd the spot of ground}
grove for ever green, that conscious land,

Pz he with Palamon fought hand to hand :
where be fed his amoroua desires

‘Fhere other Rames might waste his earthly part,
And burn bis limbs, where love bad burp'd his
henrt
Thie once resolv'd, the peasants were enjoin'd
Sere-wood, and firs, and dedder’d naks to find.
With sounding axes to the grove they ga,
Fell, split, and lay the fuel on a row,
Yulcapian foed : a bier is next prepar'd,
Ou which the lifeless body shounld be rear'd,
Cover'd with cloth of gold, un which was laid
The corpse of Arcite, in like robes array'd.
White gloves were on his hands, and on his head
A wreath of lanrel, mwix’d with myrtle spread.
A sword keen-edg’d within bis right he held,
The warlike emblem of the conquer'd field :
Bare way his manly visage o0 the bier:
Menac'd his eountenance ; ev'n in death nevere,
Then to the palace-hali they bere the kpight,
To lit ju solermn state, a public aight.
Groans, cries, and howlings, 8l the orowded
And unaffected sorrow sat on every face.  [plac.,
Sad Palamon above the rest appears,
tn sable garments, dew’d with gushing toars :
His auburn tocks on either shoutder flowd,
Which to the funcral of is friend he vowd ;
But Fmily, as chicf, was next his side,
A virgin-widow, and a mourning bride.
And, that the princely obsequies might be
Perform'd eccording to bis high derres,
The steed, that bore him living to the fight,
Was trapp’d with polish’d steel, all sbining
bright,
And cover'd with th’ achievements of the knight,
The riders rode nbreast, and one his shield,
His lance of corncl-wuod another held ;
The third his bow, and, glurious to behold,
The costly quiver, all of burnish'd geld.
The noblest of the Grecians next appesr,
Amd, weeping, on their shoulders bore the bier ;
With seber pace they march’d, and often staid,
And throurh the master-strect the eorpse con-
d,
The houses to their tops with bluck were spread,
And ev’n the pavements were with moumning hid
'The right side of the pall old Egeus kept,
And on the left the royal Theseus wept ;
Each bore a golden howl, of work divine,
With honey fil'd, and milk, and mix'd with
ruddy wine.
Then Palamou, the kinsman of the slain, .
And after himn appeas*d the illustrious train,
To grece the pomp, came Emily the bright
With cover'd fire, the funeral pile to light,
With high devetion was the service made,
And all the rites of pagan-honouz paid :
8o lofty waa the pile, a Parthian bow,
With vigour drawn, must scnd the shaft below.
The bottom was full twenty fathom broad,
With crackling straw btneath in due propor-
tion strow'd.
The fabric scemn'd a wood of rising green,
With sulphur and hitumen cast between,
To feed the fames: the trees were unctuous fir,
And mouniain ash, the mother of the spear ;
The mourner yew and builder pak were there
The beech, the swimming nider, and the
plane,
Hard box, and linden of a softer grain,
Aud laurels, which the gods for conquering
chicfs ordaim

fth soft complaints, and felt his hottest fires,
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Heow they wore rank'd, sliall rest untald by me,

With namneless nymphs 1hat livid in every tree;

Nor how the Dryada, or the woodiand train,

Disherited, ran howling o'er the plain

Nar how the birds to foreign seats repaicd,

Or beastg, that bolted out, and saw the forest bar'd:

Nor how the ground, now clear'd, with ghastly

fright

Beheld the sudden Sun, a stranger to the light.
The straw, as first 1 raid, was laid below :

Of chips end sere-wood was the second row ;

The third of greens, and timber newly fell'd ;

‘Fhe fourth high stage the fragrant odours held,

And pearls, and precioua stanes, and rich armay,

In midst of which, embalm'd, the body lay.

‘The gervice sung, the maid with mourning eyes

‘The stubbie fir'd ; the smouldering flames arise

This office done, she sunk upon the ground;

But what rhe apoke, recover’d {rom her swaon,,

I want the wit in moving words to dress;

But by themselves the teoder sex may guess.

While the devouring fire was burning fast,

Rich jewels in the flame the wealthy cast;

And some their shields, apd some their lavces

threw,

Ared gave their warrior’s ghost, a warrior's due

Yull bowls of wine, of honey, mifk, and blood,

Were pourd upon the pile of burmning wood,

Apd hissing flames receive, and bungry lick the

food .
Then thrice the mounted squadrons ride around
The fire, and Arcite's name they thrice resound ;
Hail, and farewel, they shouled tbrice amain,
Thrice fscing to the left, and thrice they turo'd
again [whieids ;

“ sl as they turn'd, they beat their clattering

The women mix their cries; and Clamour fills
the fields,

The warlike wakes continued all the night, {light,

And funera! gamen were play'd at mew returmning

‘Who, naker, wrestled best, besmear'd with oil,

Or who with gauntlets gave or took the foil,

I will not tell you, nor would you attend ;

But briefly haste to my long story’s end.

1 pass the rest; the year was fully mourn'd,

Aad Palamon long eiuce to Thebes return'd :
When, by the Grecians' general conunt
At Athen: Th held his par li
Among the laws that pass'd, it was dﬂ:ﬂ@d,
That conquer'd Thebes from bondage should be
Reserving homage to th' Athenian throne, [freed;
To which the sovereign summon’d Palamon.
Unknowing of the cause, he took bis way,
Mounrnful in mind, and still in black array.

The ménarch mounts the throne, and, plac’d

on high, .

Comrnands inta the court the beauteous Emily :
5o call'd, she came ; the senate rose, and paid
Beraming reverence to the raysl maid,
And first soft whispers through th agsrmbly weut:
Wilh silent wonder then they watch’d th' event :
All hush'd, the king srose with awful grace,
Decp thought was in his bresst, und counsel in

hia face.
At length be sigh'd; and, having first prepard
Th' attentive audience, thus bis will declard,

¢ The Cause and Spring of Motion, from above,
Hung down on Earth the golden chain of Jove:
Great was th' efliect, and bigh was his intent,

‘When peace among the jarring seeds he seut,
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Fire, flood, and earih, and nit, by this were bom

And love, the common liok, the npew cnalx
crown'd,

The ¢hain atill holds; for, though the forma demm

Eternal matter never wears away :

The same first Maver certain bounds has placd

How long those perishable forms shall lnst:

Nor can they last beyond the time usign’d

By that all-seeing and all-making Mind:

Shorten their hours they may ; for will is free;

But never pass th' appointed dempy

So men oppress'd, when weary of their breath,

Throw off the hurthe‘n, and suborn their death,

Then, since those forms begin, and have their ey

On some unalter'd cause they sure deprod:

Parta of the whole are we; but God the whole;

Who gives us life and enimating soul:

For Nature cannot from a part derive

That being, which the whole can only give:

He perfect, stable; but imperfect we,

Subject to change, and different in dezree

Plaats, beasts, and man; apd, as our organs =n

We more or less of his perfection share.

But by u long descent, tb' etherial fire

Corrupts ; and forms, the mortat part, expire :

An be withdraws his virtue, s0 they pass,

And the same matter makes another mass :

This lawth*Omniscient Power was pleas'd o giw

That every kind should by succession live:

That individuala die, hiz will ordains,

The propagated spesies stitl remains

The monarch qak, the patriarch of the trees,

Shoots rising up, and apreads by slowr degrees;

Three centuries be grows, and three he slayy,

Supreme in state, sad in three more decays;

S0 wears the paving pebble in the street,

Ard townsund towens their fatal periods med:

Sc rivers, rapid once, now naked lie,

Forsaken of their springs ; apd leave their chans
dry.

So mzn, at first a drop, dilates with heat,
Then, form'd, the litde heart begins to best ;
Secret he feeds, unknowing in the cell ;

At length, for hatching ripe, he breaks the shell,
And struggles into breath, and eries for aid ;
Then, helpless, in hia mother's lap is laid

He creeps, o walks, and, jssning into ma,
Grudges their life, fmm whence bis own began:
Reckless of laws, nifects to rule alope,
Anzious to reitn, and restless on the throne:
¥irst vegetive, then feels, and rensons last ;
Rich of three souls, and lives all three to waste,
Some thus ; but thousends more tn flower of n'
For few arrive to run the latter stage.

Sunk in the first, in battle some are daip, ]
And others whelm’d beneath the stormy main, 1
What makes all this, but Jupiter the hng,

At whote command we perisk, and we spring ¥
Then *tis our best, since thus ardaio’d to die,
To make a virtue of necessity.

Take what he gives, since ta rebel is vain; §
The bad grows better, which we well satan;
And could we choose the time, and choomse wighl
"Tis best to die, our honour at the beight.
When we have done oar ancestors no shame,
But serv'd gur friends, and well securtd gur
Then should we wish our happy life to close,
And leave no more for Fortune to dispose:

%o should we make our death a glad relief
From futare shame, from sickness, and from
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Enjoying while we live the present hour,
Awd dying in our excellence and Gower,
Then round oor death-bed every friend abould ran,
And joyous of our conquest carly won:
Whik the malicicus world with envious tears
Saxld grodge our happy end, and wish it theirs.
. Since then ouar Arcite is with honour dead,
Why should we mowrn, that be so soon is freed,
Or call uatimely what the gods decroed }
With grief as just, & friend may be deplor'd,
From » foul prison to free air restor'd.
Ought he to thank his kinkmen or his wife,
Condd teary recall him into wretel'd life
Their sorvow harts themselves; on him islos;
And, worwe than both, offends bis happy ghost
What then remains, but, after past annoy,
To take the goad vicissitude of joy ?
To thank tha grecious guds for what they give,
Toswess our souls, and, while we live, to live ?
Ordaim we then two sorrows to combine,
Awd in ome point th’ extremes of grief to join;
Tt chence resulting joy may be renew'd,
As purring Dotes in barmony conclude.
Toen I propose that Pulumon shall be
s marmage join'd with beaoteous Ewmily ;
For which already 1 bave g=in'd th' assent
Of my free people in full parli t
Loug love to her has borne the faithful knight,
Apd well desery’d, bad Fortape done bim right :
Tr time to meud her fanlt ; since Emily
By Arcite's death from former vows is free:
" if you, fair sister, ratify th* uccord,
And take him for your husband and your lord,
Tis mo dithonoar to coafer youy grace
Ou sat descended from = royal race :
Aud were he jess, yet years of service past
From grateful souls exact reward at last :
Pity is Heaven's and your's ; wor can she find
A throne 30 soft a3 in & woman's mind.”
BHe s2id; she blash’d; and, wi o'eraw’d by might,
Beem'd to give Theseus what she guve the knight.
Then tarning to the Theban thus he said ;
* Small arguanents are ncedfnl Lo persuade
Yous temper to comply with my command ;™
Awd speakivg thus, be gave Emilia's hand.
Smitd Venus, to behold her own true knight
Obtain the conqguest, though he lost the fight ;
Amd hicse’d with noptial bliss the swest labo-
ricas night
Eroe, and Apteros, on either side, [bride;
Ouoe fir'd the bridegroom, and ons warm'd the
Axd Joag-atteading Hymen, from above,
Shower'd on the bed the whole Idalisn grove.
AR of & tepour was their afterdife,
Noday discolour'd with domestic strife;
No jealoasy, but mutual troth belier'd,
Necare repose, and kind iv'd.
Ttas Beaven, beyond the oompass of bis thought,
femt bim the blessing be so dearly bought,
5o may the qoeen of love long daty bless,
Axd al} trwe lovers find the same succens.

M —-
THE OOCK AND THE FOX :
ORl THE TALE OF THE NN PRIEST.

Taema ljr'd, as suthors 1ell, in deys of yore,
A wilow, somewtat ald, and very poor :

Deep ir her cell her eottage lonely stood,

Well thatch'd, and under covert of a wood.
This dowager, on whom iny tale I found,
Since last she laid her husband in the ground,
A simple sober life, in patience, led,

Aund had but just enough te buy ker bread «
But huawifing the little Heaven had lent,

She duly paid a groat for quarter rent ;

And pinch*] her belly, with her daughters two,
To bring the year about with much ado.

The cuttle in her homestead were three sows,
An ewe cali’d Mallie, and three brinded cowe
Her purlour-window stuck with herbs around,
Of savoury amell ; and rushes strew’d the ground.
A maple-dréser in her halt ghe had,

On which full many a slender meal she made ;
For no delicions morse] pass’d her throat ;
According to ber cloth she cut her coat:

No poignant sauce she knew, nor costly treat,
Her hunger gave a relish to her meat ; )
A sparing diet did her health asaure ;

Or, sick, a pepper posset was her cure,

Before the day was done, her work she sped,
And never went by candle-light to bed :

With exercise she swent il humours out,

Her dencing was not hinder'd by the gout.
Her poverty was glad ; hér heart content ;

Nor knew she what the spleen or vapours meant
Of wine she never tasted through the year,

But white and black was all her homely chear :
Brown bread, and milk, (but first she skimin'd her
And rashera of sing’d bucon on the coals.  [bowle)
On holy days #n egg, or two at must ;
But her ambition never reach’d to roast,

A yard she had with pales enclos’d about,
Some high, some low, and a dry ditch without,
Within this homestead, liv'd, without a peer,
Faor crowing loud, the ooble Chanticleer;
8q hight her cock, whose ringing did surpass
The mecry notes of organs at the mass.

More certain was the crowing of the cock

To nomber hours, than is an abbey-clock ;

And sooner than the maitio-bell was ruag,

He clapp’d his wings upon his roost, and sung:
For when degrees BMeen ascended right,

By ware inslinct he knew "twas one at night.
High was his comb, and ooral-red withal,

In dents embatticd like a caatle wall ;

His bill was raven-black, and shone like jet ;
Bloe were his legy, and orient were his feet ;
‘While were his unila, like silver to behold,
Hizbody glittering like the burpiah'd gold,

This gente cock, for solace of his lide,

Six minsses had, besides his law fal wife ;
Scandal, that spares no king, though neer 5o zood,
Saya, they were all of his own Aedh and blood,
His sisters both by sire nnd motherts side ;
And sure their likepess show'd them pear ally'd,
But make the worst, the monarch did no more,
Than &ll the Ptolemys bad done before :

When incest is for interest of a pation,

Tis made no sin by holy dispensation,

Some lines have been maintain'd hy this alons,
Which by their common ugliness are knowa.,

Bat passing this, as from our tale apart,
Dame Partlct was the sovereign of his haart :
Ardent in love, outrageous in his pley,

He feather’d her a handred times a day :
And she, that was not only passing fair,
But was withal discrees, and debopair,
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Resolv'd the passive doctrine to fulfil,

Though loth ; and jet him work his wicked will :
At board and bed was affable and kind,
According as their marviage vow did bind,

And us the church’s precept had enjein'd :

E+'n since she was a se'unight old, they say,
‘Was chaste and humble to her dying day,

Nor chick nor hen was known to disobey.

By this her husband's heart she did cbtaino;
What cannot beaunty, join'd with virtue, gain !
5ha was his only joy, and be her pride,

She, when he walk'd, went pecking by his side ;
If, spurning up the ground, he sprung a corn,
The tribute in his bill to her was borne.

But, oh! what joy it was to hear him sing

In sunmer, when the day began to spring,
Stretching his neck, and warbling in bis throat,
* Solus com eola,” then was all his note.

For in the deys of yore, the birds of parte [arts,
Were bred tospeak, and sing, and learn the liberal

It happ'd, that, perching on the parlour-beam
Amidst his wives, he had a deadly drcam,

Just at the dawn; and sigh'd, and groan'd so fast,

An every breath be drew would be hia last,

Dame Partlet, ever nerrest Lo his side,

Heard all his piteous moan, and how he cryd

For help from gods and men : and sore aghast

She peck'd and puli’d, and wakeo'd him at lest.

" Dear heart,” said she, * for love of Heaven,
declare

Your pain, and make me pariner of your care.

You groan, sir, ever since the marning-light,

Ag pomething bad disturb'd yout noble spright.”

“ And madam, well I might,” said Chantieleer,
“ Wever was shrovetide cock in such a fear,
Ev'n still I mai alt over in a sweat, *

My princely senses not recover'd yet,
For such 2 dream I had of dive portent,
That much [ fear my body will be shent :
It bodes 1 shali have wars and woeful strife,
Or in a loathsome dungeon end ray life.
Know, dame, 1 dreamt within my troubled breast,
That in our yard | saw & murderous beast,
‘That on my body would have made arrest.
‘With waking eyca [ ne’er beheld his fellow ;
His colour wag betwixt a red and yellow:
Tipp'd was his tail, and both hia pricking ears
Were black, and much unlike his other hairs :
The reat, in shape a beagle’s whelp throughont,
With broader forcbead, and a sharper snout -
Deep in his front were sunk his glowing eyes,
That yet methinks 1 see him with surprise,
Reach ont your haed, I drop with clammy sweat,
And lay it to my heart, and foel it, beat.»

“ Now fy for shame,” quoth she, ‘' by Heaven

above,

Thouw hast for ever lost thy lady’s love;
No woman can endure & recreant knight,
He must be bold by day, and froe by night:
Qur sex desires s busbard or & friend,
‘Who can our honour and his own defend ;
Wise, hardy, secret, liberal of his purse:
A fuol is pavseous, bot a coward worse ;
No bragging coxcomb, yet no baffled knight.
How dar’st thou talk of love, and dar'st not fight?
How dar'st thou tell thy dame thou art affear'd ?
Hast thou no manly heart, and hast a beard ?

¢t [f anght from fearful dreams may be divin'd,
They signify a cock of dunghill kind,

Alldrearns, as in old Galen I have read,
Ate from repletion and complexion bred ;
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From rising fumes of indigested food,
Apd noxicus hamours that infoct the blood x
And gare, my lord, if { ean resd aright,
These foolish fancies you have had to-night
Are certain symiptoms (in the canting style)
Of boiling choler, and abounding bile 3
Thia yellow gall, that in your stomach floats,
Engenders all these ristonary thoughta,
W hen choler overfiows, then dreams are bred
Of flames, and »ll the family of red ;
Red dragons, and red beasts, in deep we view,
For huroours wre distinguieh’d by their hue.
From hence we dream of wars and warlike thiags,
And wasps and hornets with their double wings
Choler adust congeals our blood with fear,
Toen black bulle toss s, and black devils teer,
In sanguine ajry dreamn aloft we bound,
With rheums oppress'd we sink, in rivers drown'd
¢ More I could say, butthus conclude my theme,
The dominatiog homour makes the dream, ’
Cato was in his time scooumted wise,
And he condeinys themn aH for empty liem
Take my advice, and when we fly to grouad,
With lnxatives preserve your body sound,
And parge the peccant humours that aboand.
1 should be toth to lay you o a bier;
And though there lives no 'pothecary peary,
1 dare for once prescribe for your disense,
Apd save long bills, and a deamn doctor’s fees
“ Two sovereign herbs which 1 by practios

know,
And both at hapd (for in our yard they grow) ;
On peril of my soul shall rid you wholly
Of yeliow chaler, and of melancholy :
You must both purge and vomit ; bt cbey,
And for the love of Hemven make no delay,
Since hot and dry in your complexion joim,
Beware the Sun when in a vernal sign;
For when he moants exalied in the Ram,
If then he finds your body in a flame,
Replete with choler, I dare lay a groat,
A tertian ague ia at lenst your lot.
Perhaps a fever (which the gods forefend)
May bring your youth to some untimely end :
And therefore, sir, an you deaire to live,
A day or two before your laxative,
Take just three worms, nor under nor shove,
Because the gods unequal nwmbers love.
These digestives prepare you for your porge ;
Of fumetery, centaury, and spage,
And of ground-ivy add a leaf or twy,
All which within our yard or garden grow,
Eat these, and be, my lovd, of better cheer;
Your father's son was never boro to foar.”

* Madam,” quoth he, ** grammercy for yourare,
But Caty, whom you quotad, You may spare:
*Fis true, a wise and worthy man he seems,
And (as you say) gave no belief to dreams :
But other men of more authority,

And, by th' immertal powers, as wise a8 he,
Maigtain, with sounder mense, that dremres fore-

bode
For Homer ;)lniniy says they come from God
Nor Cato saxd it: but some“modemn fuol
Impos'd in Cato's name on boys at achool.

« Believe me, madam, moming dreams foreshow
Th' event of things, and future weal or woe:
Some truths are not by rcason to be try'd,

But we have sure experience for our guide,
An ancient author, equal with the best,
Relates this tale of drearns among the rest.
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,  *“ Two friends or brothers, with devont intent,
On aoxor fay pilgrimage together went,
it bappen'd 30, that, when the Sun was down,

" They just arriv’d by twilight at & town :

' That day had been the baiking of a bull,

b Mwas at a fexst, and every inn o full,
That 0o woid room in chamber, or on groned,
And bot ooe sorry bed was o be found :

Aod that so little it would hold but one,

Thoaxh tiHl this hour they never iay alone.

30 were they forc'd Lo part ; one stay'd behind,
Hiy fidlow sought what ladging he could find :
At last bhe foond a stali where oxen stood,

And that he ralher chose than lie abroad.
Twas in a farther yurd without a door;
But, for his egae, well litter'd was the floor

“ His ieliow, who the narrow bed had kept,
Was weary, and without a rocker slept :

Supine he snor'd ; but in the dead of night,

He dreamt his friend appeard before his sight,

Who, with & ghastly lock and dolefnd crv,

Said, * Help me, brother, or thin night 1 die:

Arise, and help, before all belp be vain,

Or in an ox’s stall I shall be slwin.’

‘* Boos'd from his rest, he waken’d in a start,
Ehivering with horrour, sod with aching heart,
Atlength to cure himself by reason tries;
"Tis bot & drewmn, and what are dreams but lies?
o thinking, chang’d his side, and clo#’d his eyes.
His dream retarns; his friend appears aguin :

! The marderers come, now help, or 1 am slain :*

Twas bat & rision still, and visions are but vain.

He dreamt the third : bot now his friend appear'd

Pale, naked, piere’d with wounds, with blood be-

smenr'd :

Thrice warn'l, * Awnke, said he; relief is late,

The docd is dope ; but thou revenge my fate :

Tardy of aid, uvancal thy reavy eyes,

Awake, and with the dawning day arise :

Take to the western gute thy ready way,

Jor by that pamage they my corpse convey :

My corpee is ip & tumbril lnid, among

Tte filth and ordure, and enclos’d with dung :

‘That cart arrest, and raise » common cry;

¥or mcred hanger of my gold, 1 die:

Then show'd his griesly wound : and last he drew

4 pitecus sigh, and took a lonk adien.”

“ The frighted friend arose by break of day,
And found the stall where late his fellow lay.
Then of his bmpious host ingeiring more,

‘Was answer'd that his goest was gone before:

¢ Muttering, he went, taid he, by moming-light,

dod much compinin'd of his ili rest by night.’

Yhis rain’d suspicion in the pilgrim’t mind ;

Because ol hosts are of an evil kind,

Aad pft to share the spoils with robbers join'd.

“ His dreamr confir’d his thought: with

tronbled look

Straight to the western gate his way he took ;

Tbere, as his dream foretold! a cart he found,

That cerry'd compost forth to dung the groand.

This when Lhe pilgrim saw, he stretch’d his throat, d

nd cry'd oot mrrder with a yelling pote.

' My marder'd fellow in this cart Hes dead,

Vengeance and jostice oo the villnin's head.

Te magistrates, who secred laws dispense,

Do you 1 call, to ponish thix offence.?

* The word thos grven, within a little spare,
It mob come roering oot, and throog'd the

place. .
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All in a trice they cast the cart to the groued,
And in the dung the murder'd body found ;
Though breathless, warm, and reeking from the
wound. '

Good Heaven, whose darling attnbute we find
Iz boundless grace, and mercy to mankind,
Abhors the crud ; and the deedn of night
By wondrous ways reveals in open light :
Murder may pass unpuaish’d for a time,
But tardy Justice will o'ertake the crime.
And oft & speadier pain the guilty feels: [heels:
The hue and cry of Heaven pursues bim at tbe
Fresh from the fact, as in the present case,
The criminals are seiz'd upon the place :
Carter and host confronted face to face.
Sufl’ in denial, xa the law appuints,
On engines they dintend their tortur'd joints ¢
So was con(ession forc’d, th’offence was known,
And public justice on th' offenders done.

“ Here may you see that visions re to dread ;
And in the page that follows this, 1 read
Of two young merchants, whom the hope of gain
Inducd ig partpership to cross the main,
Waiting 211 willing winds their sails supply’d,
Within a trading town they loug abide,
Full faily situate on & haren's side ;
One evening it befell, that locking out,
The wind they long had wish’d was come abowrt :
Well plees'd they went to rest; and if the gule
Till mom coptinued, both resolv'd to mait.
But, as together in 2 bed they lay,
The younger had a dream at break of day.
A man he thought stood frowning at bis sidez
‘Who warn'd him for his safety to provide,
Nor plut to sea, but asfe on shore abide.
! [ come, thy genius, to command thy stay ;
Trust ot the winds, for fatal is the day,
And Death unhop’d sttends the watery way.’

¢ Thbe vision said : and vanish'd from his sight :
The drewmer waken'd in a mortal fright :
Then pull'd his drowsy neighhoar, and declar'd
What iy hissiomber he bad seen and heard,
His friend smil’d scornful, and with prond con-
Rejects as idie what his fellow dreamt. [tunpt
¢ Stay, who will stay : for me no fears restrain,
Who follow Mercary the god of gain ;
Let euch man do as ta his fency scems,
1 wait not, I, till you havebetter dreams,
Dreams are but interfudes which Fancy mekes ;
‘When monarch Reason sleeps, thisn mimic wakes:
Campounds a medley of disjuinted thinge, :
A mob of coblers, and = court of kings :
Light fumnes are merry, grosser fimes are gad :
Both sre the reasomable soul run mad ;
And many monstrous forma in sleep we see,
That neither were, nor are, nor e'er can be.
Sometimes forgotten thinge long cast behind
Rush forward in the brain, and come to mind.
The nuree's legends are for truths receiv'd,
And the man dreans but what the boy believ’d,
Sometimes we but rehearse a former phy,
The night restores our actions done by day ;
As hounds in sleep will open dor their prey.
In short, the faree of Hreama is of a plece,
Chimetras all ; and more abaurd, orless :
You, who believe in tates, abide slone
Whatr'er 1 get this voyage is my own.”

“ Thus while he spoke, he beard the shouting

crew

That call'd abeard, and took his last sdiew,
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The vessel went before o merry gule,
And for quick pasaage put on every mil :
But when least fear'd, and ev'n in open day,
‘The mischief avertook her in the way :
W hetber she sprung « leak, ) cannot find,
Or whether she was overset with wind,
Or that some rock below herbottom rent ;
Eut down at once with all her crew she went:
Her fellow shipa from far her foss descry'd :
But only she was senk, and all were safe beside.
* By tifis example you are tsught again,
That dreame snd visiona are not always vajin:
Burt i, dear Partlet, you are still in doub,
Another tate shall make the former out.
Kenelm the son of Kenulpb, Mercia’s king,
Whose holy life the legends loudly sing,
‘Warn'd in a dream, his morder did foretel
From point to point as after it befel ;
All circumetances to his nurse he told
(A wonder from a child of seven years old);
The dream with horrour heard, the goad old wife
From tresson connsei'd him to guard his life ;
But close to keep the secret in his mind,
Fora boy's vision small belief would find. *
The pious child, by promise bourd, obey'd,
Nor was the fatal murder long delay’d :
By Iuenda slain, he feli before his tims,
Made 2 yourg martyr by his sister’s crime.
The tale is told by venerable Bede,
Which at your better eisure you may read,
¢ Macrabing tu relates the vision aent
To the great Seipio, with the fam™ event :
Objections makey, but after makes replies,
And adds, that dreams are often prophesies.
“ Of Daniel you may read in holy writ,
Who, when the king his vision did forget,
Could wurd for word the wondrous dream re-

peat.

Not less of patriarch Joseph understand,
Who by a dream emslavd th' Egyptian land,
The years of plenty and of dearth foretold,
When, for their bread, their liberty they sold.
Nor mast th' exalted butler be forgot,
Nor he whose dream presag'd his hanging lot.

o And did mot Creesus the sxme dexth foresee,
Rais'd in.his vision on & lofty tree?
The wife of Hector, in his utmost pride,
Trreamt of hia death the night before he dyt ;
Well waa he warn'd from battle to refrain,
But men to death decreed are warnd in vain:
He dard the dream, nnd by his fatal foe was

slain.

“ Moch more | know, which 1 forbear to sapeak,
For sec th- ruddy day begins to hresk ;
Let this suffice, that plainty 1 forcses
My dream wan had, avd bodes mdversity :
But neither pills nor laxatives I like,

only serve to make the well-man wsick :

Of these bis guin the sherp phyvician makes,
And often gives & purge, but seldom takes:
They not correct, but poison all the blood,
And ne'er did any but the doctors good:
Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all,
‘With every work of *pothecary’s hail.
These melancholy matters I forbear :
But let me tell thee, Partlet mine, and swear,
That when I view the beauties of thy iace,
I fear vot death, vor dangers, nor disgrace
S0 may my soul have hliss, as, whea 1 spy
The scarlet red shout thy partridge eye,
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While thou art constant to thy own true knight,
While thou art mine, ard | wm thy delight,
All sorrows at thy presence take their Qight
For true it is, a8 in principio,

Mulier eat hominis confusic,

Madam, the meaning of this Latin is,

That woman it to man his soversign blise.

Por when by night I feel your tender side,
Though for the narrow perch I cannot ride,

Yet I have sach a solate in my mind,

That all my boding cares are cast behind ;
And ev'n alveady [ forget my dream :» .
He said, and downward flew from off the beam.
For day-light 110w begsn apace to spring,

The thrush to whistle, xnd the lark to sing.
Then erowing clapp'd his wings, th’ appointed all,
To chuck his wives together in the hall.

By this the widow had unbared the door,
And Chanticleer went strutting out before,
With ruyal cournge, and with heart 3o light,
As show'd be scornd the visions of the night.
Now roaming in the yard be spurn'd the ground,
And gave to Partlet the Grst grain he found,
Then often feather'd her with wenton plsy,

And trod her twenty times ere prime of day:
And took by tnrms and gave so much detight,
Her sisters pin'd with envy at the sight.

He chuck’d apain, when other corns he found,
And scarcely deign'd to set a foot to ground.
But swaggerd like a lord about bis hall,

And bis seven wives came running at his call.

*Twas now the manth in which the woild began
(If March beheld the first created mam):

And since the vernal equinox, the Sun,
In Ariey, twelve degrees, or more, had run

When casting up his eyes aguinst the hght,

Both month, and day, and hour, he measurd right;
And told more truty than th' Ephemeris :
For Arl may err, but Nature cannot miss.

Thns numbering times and seasons in bin bremst,
His second crowing the third hour confess’d.
Then tarming, said to Partlet, < See, my dear,
How lavish Natore has adorn'd the year;

How the pale primrose and blue violet spring,
And birds essay their throata, disus'd to sing :
All these are curs; and 1 with pleasure see
Man strutting on two legs, and aping me :

An unfledg'd creatare, of a lumpish frame,
Endow'd with fewer particles of flame :

Dur dames sit scouting o'er a Kitehen fire,

I draw fresh air, amd Natoure's works admire s
And ev'n this day in more delight abound,
Than, rince | wan an egg, 1 ever found.”

The time shall come when Chanticleer shall wish

His words unsaid, and hate his bossted bliss:
The crestad bird shall by experience know,
Jove made not him his master.piece below ;
And learn the latter end of joy is woe.

The vessel of his blisa to dregs i run,

And Heaven will have himn taste his other tun
Ye wise, draw near, and hearben to my tale,
Which proves that oft the proud by Satiery all:

The legend is an true, I andertake,

As Tristran is, and Launcelot of the lake ;
Which all our Isdies in soch reverence hobd,
As if in book of martyre it were told,

A fox, fulil-fraught with seeming sanclity,
That fear'd an oath, but, like the Devil, wonld Le;
Who look'd like Lent, and had the boly leer,
And durst wot sin before he said his prayer;
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This picas cheat, that never soch’d the bioad,,

Norchew'd the flesh of lambe, but when he cou'd;

Had pass'd three jummers in Uw meighbouring
wood ;

Awd musing loog, whom next to circumvent,

Om Chanticleer his wicked fancy bent :

Awnd in his high imagination cast,

. By stratagem to gratify his taste,

The plot contriv'd, before the break of day,
Saint Reyoard through the bedge had made his
way;
The pale was next, but proadly with a bound
He leapt the fence of the forbidden ground :
Yet, fearing to be seeu, within a bed
Of coleworts he conceal’d his wily bead ;
Then sculk’d till afternoon, and watch’d his Lme,
{As murderers use) to perpetrate his crime,
O hypacrite, ingenious to destroy,
O traitor, worse than Sinon was to Troy ;
D vile sl.rbmtzr of the Gallic reign,
More false than Gang was to Charlemaign !
O Chanticleer, in an unhappy hour
Didse thou forsake the safety of thy bower :
Better for thee thou hadss believ’d thy dream,
And not that day descended from the beam !
Bt here the doctors eagerly dispute:
Bome bold predestination absolute : [sees,
Some clevks maintain, that Heaven at firet fore-
Amd in the virtne of foreight decrces.
If this be 80, then prescience hinds the will,
And mortals are not free to good orill ;
For what he first foresaw, he must ordain,
Or its eternal prescience may be vain:
As bad for us an prencience had not been,
For firat, or last, he’s author of the sin.
And who says that, let the blaspheming man
Sy worse ev'n of the Devil, if he can,
For how ean that eternal Power be just
To punish man, who sins because he must
Or, bow can he reward a virtoous deed,
Which is not done by us; but first decreed
1 camaot bolt this matter to the bran,
As Bradwanlin and holy Austin can ;
If prescience can determine actions so
That we must do, because he did foreknow,
Or that, foreknowing, yet onr choice is free,
Not fired to sin by strict necessity ;
This strict necessity they simple cal),
Apother sort there is conditional.
The first s0 Linds the will, that things foreknown
By spontaneity, not choice, are done.
Thus galley-slares tug willing at their oar,
Content to work, in prospect of the shore;
Rat would not work at all if not constrain’d before,
‘That other does not liberty constrain,
But man may either act, or may refrain,
Hexven made nn agents free to good orill,
Apdd forchd it mot, though he foresaw the will,
Freedom was first bestow'd on human race,
And prescience only held the second place.
If e conbd make such agents wholly free,
T oot di. tbe point’s too high for me ;
For Heaven'2 unfathom’d power what man can
sounsd,
Or part to hia Ommnipolence a bound ?
He masle v to hisimage, all agree;
That image is the soul, and that must he,
Orpot the Maker's image, orhe free,
Bat whether it were better man had been
By mature boand to good, not free to sin, '

1 wuve, for fear of aplitting on s rotk.
The tale 1 tell ia only ofa cock, |
‘Who had not run the hazard of his life,
Had he believd his dremm, and not his wife :
For women, with & mischief ta their kind,
Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind.
A woman's counsel brought us first to woe,
And made her man his Paradise forego,
Where at beart’s ease he lived ; and might hare
As free from sorrow as he was from sin. {been
For what the devil had their sex to do,
That, born to folly, they presum’d to know,
And could not see the serpent in the grass?
But I myseif prequmne, and let it pass.
Silence in times of suffering is the beat,
Tia dangerous to disturb an hornet's nest.
1n other authors you may find »
Bat all they eay of dames is idie atutl,
Legends of lying wits together bound,
The Wife of Bath would throw them to the ground;
Thesa are the words of Chanticleer, not mine,
I honoar dames, and think their sex divine,
Now to continue what my tale begun ;
Lay madam Partlet basking in the Sun,
Breast-high insand : her sisters, in a row,
Enjoy’d the beams above, the warmth below,
The cock, that of hiz fleah was ever fiee,
Sung merrier than the mermaid in the sea ;
And so0 befell, that as he cast his eye,
Among the coleworts, on a butierfly,
He saw false Reynard where he lay full low &
I need not swear he had oo list to crow:
Butcry™, “ Cock, cock!” and gave a sudden start,
As sore dismay'd and frighted at his heart ;
For birds and beasts, inform'd by Nature, know
Kinds opposite to theirs, and Ay Lheir foe,
So Chanticleer, who never saw a fox,
Yet shunc'd him a8 a silor shuna the rocks.
But the false loon, wha could not work his will
By open force, employ’d his Qattering kil ;
¢ | hope, my lord,” said he, “ I not offend ;
Are you afraid of me, that am your friend ?
I were a beast Indead to do you wrong,
1, who have lovid and honour'd you sa loog
Stay, gentle air, nor take & false alarm,
For on my soul I pever meant you harm.
I come no 3py, nor as & traitor presa,
To learn the secrets of your soft recess:
Far be from Reynard so profane a thought,
But by the sweetness of your voice was hrought :
For, as [ bid my beads, by chance 1 heard
The song s of an angel in the yand;
A song that would have charm’'d th’ inferual gods,
And banish’d horrour from the dark abodes;
‘Had Orpheus sang it in the nether sphere,
Se much the hymn bad pleas'd the tyrant's ear, |
The mf:h hed been detain'd, to keep the husband
EPe.
¢ My lard, your sire familiarly I knew,
A peer dese'rving such a son as you:
He, with your lady-motber, {(whom Heaven rest)
Has often grac’d my house, and been my guest :
To view his living features, docs me good ;
For I em your pooy ueighhour in the wood ;
And in my cottage should be proud to see
The worthy heir of my friend’s family.
* But since | apeak of singing, let me say,
As with an upright heart I safely may,
That, mave yourself, there breathes mot on the
One like your father fora ilversound.  [groand
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So sweetly would ke wake the winter-dny,

That metrons to the ehurch mistook their way,

And thought they beard the raerry orgen play.

And be, to raise his voice with artfl care,

{ What will not beaux attempt tu pleass the fair?)

On tiptee stood to sing with greater strength,

And stretch’d bis comely neck at all the length :

And while he strain'd his voice to picree the skies,

As taints io raptures use, would shut his éyes,

That the sound striving through the narrow throat,

Hig winking might avail to mend the note,

By this, in song, he never had his peer,

From sweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer;

Not Maro's Muse, who pung the mighty man,

Nor Pindar's heavenly lyre, nor Horace when 8
BWRN.

Your ancestors proceed from mee divine:

From Brennus and Belinus is yor line;

‘Who gave to sovereign Rome such lowd alarms,

That ev'u the priests were not excus'd irom arma

" Besides, s farmous monk of modern times

Has left of cocks recorded in his thymes,

‘That of & parish-priest the son and heir,

(W ben sona of priests were from the proverb clear)
Affronted once a cock of noble kind,

And either lam’4 hig legs, or struck bim blind ;
For which the clerk his father wan disgrac'd,

Axnd in his beneflee another placid.

Now sing, my lord, if not for tove of me,

Yet for the sake of sweet saint Charity ;
Makehillaand dales, and Earth and Heaven rejoice,
And emulate your father's angel voice”

The cock was pleas'd to hear him speak so fair,
And prowd beside, as solar people are ;

Nor ¢ould the treason from the truth desery,
8o was he ravisb'd with this flattery :
8o much the more, as, from a little elf,
Hz bad a high opinion of himself;
Though sickly, stender, and not large of limb,
Concluding all the world was made for him,
Ye princes, rais'd by poets to the gods,

" And Alexander'd up jo lying odes,
Believe not every flattering knave’s report,
There’a mapy a Reynard lurking in the court ;
And he shul] be receiv’d with more regand
Amd listerd to, than modest Truth is heard.

Thie Chanticleer, of whom the atory sings,
Btood high upon his toes, and clapp'd bis wings ;
Then atretch’d his neck, and wink with both his

eyes,
Ambitious, a5 he sought th’ Olympic prize,
RBut, while he pain'd himself to raise his note,
False Reynard rush’d, and caught him hy the
throat.
Fhen én his back he laid the precicus load,
And sought his wonted shelter of the wood 3
Swiftly he made his way, the mischief done,
Of alt unheeded, and pursued by none.
Alas, what stay is there in human state,
Or who ¢an shun ineviteble fate ?
The doom was written, the decree was past,
Ere the foundations of the world were cast!
In Aries though the Sun exalted stood,
His patron-pianet to procare his good;
Yet Seturn was his mortal foe, and he,
In Libra rais’d, oppos’d the same degree:
The rays both good and bad, of equal power,
Each thwarting other made a mingled hoar.

On Friday morn be drenmt this direful dream,

Cross %o the wortby malive, in his scheme b
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Ah blissful Venus, goddens of delight,

How conld’st thou suffer thy devoted knight,
On thy awn day to fal] by foe opprese’d,

The wight of all the world who servid thee best ?
Wha, true to love, was all for recreation,

And minded not the work of propagation.
Gaufride, who could’st so well in rhyme complain
The death of Richard with an arrow slain,

Why bad not I thy Muse, or thou my heart,

To sing this beavy dirge with equal art !

That 1 like thee on Friday might complaiu ;
For on that dey was Coeur de Lion slain.

Not londer cries, when 1ium was in lzxmes,
Were pent to Heaven by wofol Trojan dames,
When Pyrrhus toss'd on high his burnish'd blade,
And offer’d Prisam to his father s shade,

Than for the cock the widow’d poultry made.

FPair Partiet firvt, when be was borne from sight,
With sovereign shrieks bewnil'd ber captive kuight:
Far louder than the Carthaginian wife,

When Asdrnbal, her husband, lost his life,

When she beheld the smomldering flames ascend,
And all the Ponic glorics at an end :

Willing into the fires she plung'd her head,
With greater ease than others seek their bedh
Not more aghast the matrous of réenown,

‘When tyrant Nero burn'd t& imperial town,
Shriek'd for the downfal in a doltcful cry,

For which their guiltieas lords werr doom’d to dee.

Now to my story I return again:

The trembling widow, and her daughters twain,
This woful cackling cry with horvour heard,

Of those distracted datnsels in the yard ;

And, starting up, beheld the heavy sight,

How Reynard to the forest took his flight,

And crosa his back, as in triumphant scorn,
The hope and pillar of the house was borne.

¢ The fox, the wicked fox 1" wasal]l the ery;
Qut from his houst ran every neighbour nigh :
The vicar first, and after him the crew
With forks and staves, the felon to pursue.

Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with the: band,

And Malkin, with her distaff in her hamd ;

Ran cow and ealf, and family of hogs,

In panic horroar of pursuing dogs ;

With many s deadly grunt and dolcfl squeak

Poor swine, as if their pretty hearts wonld break.

The shouts of men, the women in dismay,

With shrieks augment the terrour of the day,

The durks, that heard the proclamation cry,

And featr’d a persecution might betide,

Fuil twenty mile from town their voyage Lake,

Obscure in rushes of the liquid take.

The geese iy o'er the barn ; the beeg in arma’

Dirive headlong from their waxen cells in swarma,

Jack Straw at London-stone, with afl his rout,

Struck not the city with so loud a shout;

Not when with English hate they did pursue

A Prenchman, or an unibelieving Jew :

Not when the welkin mng with one and all;

And echioes bounded back from Fox's hall -

Earth mfh‘ii] to sink bepeath, and Heaven above
to .

With mfifht and main they chac'd the mourdernos

x,

With brazen tmmpets, and infated box,

To kindle Mars with military sounds,

Nor wanted horns £ inspire smgacious hoanda,

But see how Portune can confound the wise,
And, when they lesst expect it, turn the dice,
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The captive cock, who scarce conld deaw hia
breuth,

And lay within the very jaws of Death;

Yetin this agony his fancy wrought,

And Fear supplyd bim with this happy thought :

“ Your's is the prize, ¥ictorious prince,” said he,

“ The vicar my defeat, and all the village see,

Enjoy your friendly fortune white you may,

Awd bidd the churls that envy you the prey

Callback their mungril curs, and cease theircry,

See, fools, the shelter of the wood is nigh,

And Clhanticleer in your despite shall die,

He sball be pluck'd and eaten to the bone.”

“ *Tis well advis'd, ju faith it shall be done ;
This Reynard said : but, as the word be spoke,
The prisoner withi 2 upring from prisou broke ;
Then stretch’d his feather’d fans with ali his might,
And to the neighbouring mapte wing’d hia flight ;
Whom when the traitor safe on tree beheld,

He curs’d the gods, with shame and sorvow £l'd;
Sharse for his folly, sorrow out of time,

For plofting an unprofitahle crime ;

Yet, tnastering hoth, th* artificer of liea

Eenews th assanlt, and hie last battery trien,

“ Though 1,7 said be, “ did pe’er in thopght

ffend

o ¥

How justly may my lord suspect his friend !
To’ appenrance is againat me, [ confess,
Who stmingly have pot you in distress:
You, if your goodness does not plead my canse,
May think I broke all hospitable laws,
Tobear you from your palace-yard by might,
And put your noble person ina fright : -
This, since yon take it ill, 1 must repent,
Though, Heaven ¢an witnesd, with no bed intent :
1 practiz™d it, to make you taste your cheer
With double pleasure, first prepar’d by fear.
50 loyud rubjects often seize their prince,
Forc'd {for his good) to seeming violence,
Yetmean his macred person not the least offence,
Descend ; so help we Jove as you shall find
That Reynard comes of no dissembling kind.”

“ Nay,” quoth the cock ; “but [ beshrewusboth,
if 1 believe & smint upon his oath:
An bonest man may takea knave's advice,
But idiots only may be cozerrd twice:
Once warn'd is wel| bewar'd ; not flatlering lics
Shall sooth me more w sing with winking eycs
And opet mouth, for fear of catching Aies.
Who blindfold walke upon a nver’s brim,
When be should see, has he desery'd to swim
% Better, sir cock, let all contention ceane,
* Came doww,” said Reynand, ¢ let us treat of

kil

* A pence with all my soul,” said Chanticleer ;
¥ Bat, with your favour, I witl treat it here:
And, lest the truce with treason should be mixt,
T my concern to have the tree betwixt.”

THE MORAL,

Ta this plain fable you th' effcct may sce
OF negigence and fond credulity :
And {earn beaide of fatterers to beware,
Then most pernicioua whben they speak too fair,
The cock and fox, the fool and knave imply;
The trath is moral, though the tale a lie
Whe spoke in parables, I dare not say ;
Bat sure he kncw it was a pleasing way,
Sound scpee, by plaia example, to convey.
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And in a heathen aothor we may find,
That pleasure with instruction should be join'd;
50 Lake the corm, and leave the chaff behind

———
THE FLOWER AND THE LEAF:

OR THE LADY [N THE ARBOVR

A VISION.

Now, turning from the wintery signs, the Sun

His course exalted throagh the Ram bad run,

And, whirling up the skiea, hia chariot drove

ThroughTauros and the lightsome realms of Love;

Where Venus from her orb descends in showers,

To glad the ground, and paiot the felds with
flowers: ) .

When first the tender blades of grass appear,

And buds, that yet the blast of Eurus fear,

Stand st the door of life, and doubt to clothe the

year:
Till gentle beat, and soft repeated ming,

Muke the green blood to dauce wilhin their veins:
Then, at Lheir call embolden'd, out they come,
And swell the germs, and burst the narrow rovm ;.
Broader and hroader yet, their biooms display,
Salute the welcome San, and entertain the day.
Thex from their breathing souls the aweets repair,
To scent the skies, and purge th' wowholesome

air: .
Joy sprends the heart, and, with & general song,
Spring iesucs out, pnd leads the jolly Monthe
along.
Inthat sweet season, as in bed 1 lay,

And sought in sleep to pass the pight away,

I turn’'d my weary'd side, bat still in vain,
Though full of youthful health, and veid of pain;
Cares I had none, to keep me from my rest,

For Love had never enter'd in my breast’;

f wanted nothiog Fortune could supply,

Nor did she slumber till that hoor deny.

1 wonder'd then, but after found it troe,

Much joy had dry’d away the balmy dew:

Seas would be pools, without the brushing air,

To curl the waves: and sure some little care
Should weary Nature s0, to make her want repair.

When Chanticleer the second watch had sung,

Scorning the scorner Sleep, from bed I sprung ;
And, dremsing, by the Moon, in locse array,
Paga’d out in open air, preventiog day,

And sought a goodly grove, as fancy led my way.
Sumight as a line iu beauteous order stood

Of caks unshorn a venerable wood ;

Fresh was the graas beneath, and every troe

At distance planted in a due degree,

Their branching ayme in air with equal space
Streich’d to their neighbours with a long embrace,
And the vew leaves on every bough were seen,
Some ruddy colous’d, some of lighter green,

The paioted birds, corapanions of the Spring,
Hopping from spray to spray, were heard to sing..
Hoth eyes and ears receiv'd a like delight,
Euchanting music, and a charming sight.
On Philome] I fix'd my whole desire;

And listen’d for the queen of adi the quire;
Fain would 1 hear her heavealy voite Lo sing;

And wanted yet an oipéu to the spring.
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Attending long in vain, I took the way,
Which through a path but scarcely printed lay ;
In parrow mazes oft it seem’d to meet,
And look’d as lightly press’d by fairy feet.
‘Wandering 1 walk’d alone, for still methought
Tasome strange end po strange o path wagwrought :
At last it ied me where an arbour stood, )
The sacred receptacle of the wood : [green,
Thie place unmark'd, though oft I walk'd the
In all my progress I had never mxn :
And, seiz’d at once with wonder and delight,
Gazd ail ground me, pew to the transporting
sight.
*Twas beach'd with turf, and goodly to be seen,
The thick young grass arose in fresher green :
The mepund was newly made, no sight could pess
Betwixt the nice partitions of the grass;
The well-united sods 50 closely lay ;
And all around the shades defended it from day :
For sycamores with eglantine were spread,
A hedge about the sides, a covering over head.
And wo the fragrant brier was wove between,
The sycamore and flowers were mix'd with green,
That Nature seem'd to vary the delight ;
And satisfy'd at once the smell and sight.
The master workman of the bower was known
Through fairy lands, and built for Oberon;
‘Who twining leaves with such proportion drew,
‘They rose by meusure, and by rule they grew ;
Neo mortal tongue can half the beauty tell:
For none but hands divioe could work so well.
Both roof and sides were like a parlour made,
A soft recess, and & cool summer shade ;
'The hedge was set so thick, no fareign eye
The persons plac’d within it could espy :
But ail that pass’d without with case was seen,
As if nor fence nor tree was plac'd between.
*T'was border'd =ith a field ; and some was plain
With grass, end some was sow'd with rising grain.
That (now the dew with spangles deck’d the
ground)
A sweeter spot of earth was never found.
1 lcok’d and look'd, and still with new delight ;
‘Buch joy my soul, such pleasures fill'd my sight :
Aund the fresh eglantine exhel'd & bieath,
Whose odours were of power to raise from death.
Nor sullen discontent, bor anxicus care,
Ev'n though breught thither, could inhabit there:
But thence they fled as from their mortal foe ;
Far this sweet place could only pleasure know,
Thus as 1 mus'd, 1 cast aside my eye,
And iaw 1 medlar-tree was plantad nigh.
The spreading branches made & goodly show,
And full of opening blooms was every bough:
A goldfinch there I saw with gawdy pride
Of painted plumes, that hopp’d from side to side,
Stil] pecking as she pass'd; and still she drew
The sweets from every flower, and auck’d the dew:
Buffi¢’d at length, she warbled in her throat,
Aod tun'd her voice to many & merry note,
Hut indistinet, and neither sweet nor clear,
Yet such ad sooth’d my soul, and pleas’d my ear.
Her short performance was no sooner Uy'd,
When she I songht, the nighlingale reply’d :
Bo sweet, 50 shrill, so varicusly she sung,
That the grove echoed, sod the valleys rung:
And I 8o mvish’d with her beavenly note,
{ stood entmne'd, and had na roam for thought,
But, all o’er-power’d with ecstasy of hlian,
‘Was in a pleasing dream of Paradise;

DRYDEN'S POEMS.

At length I wak’d, and looking round the bower,
Search’d every tree, and pry'd on every fower,
If any-where by chance I might espy,
The rural poet of the melody:
For still methought she sung not far away:
At last 1 found her on a lanmel spray.
Close by my side she xat, und fair in sight,
Full in a line afminst her opposite;
Where stood with eglantine the laurel twin'd;
And both their native sweels were well conjoin’d
On the green back 1 sat, aod tisien’d long
{Sitting was more convenient for the song):
Nor till her lay wax eoded could 1 move,
But wish’d to dwell for ever in the grove.
(haly methought the time too swiftly pasa'd,
And every note I fear'd would be the last.
My sight, and smell, and hearing were employ'd,
And all three senses in full gust enjoy’d.
Amnd what alone did all the rest surpass,
The sweet possession of the fairy place;
Single, ard conscious to myself alone
Of pleasures to th’ excluded world unknown:
Pleasures which no where else were to be found,
And all Elysium in 8 spot of ground.
Thus while [ sat intent Lo see and hear,
Aod drew perfurnes of more thav vita) air,
All suddenly 1 heard th* approaching sounnd
Of xocal i¢, on th’ enchanted ground :
An host of saints it seem’d, so full the quire;
As if the bless'd above did al! conspire
To join their voices, and neglect the Lyre.
At length there jssued from the grove behind
A fair arsembly of the femele kind ;
A traire less feir, as ancient Bthers tell,
Seducd the sons of Heaven to rebel.
1 pass their form, and every charming grace,
Less than an angel would their worth debmse :
But their attire, like liveries of o kind
All rich and rare, ig fresh within my mind.
In velvet white as snow the troop was gown'd,
The seams with sparkling emerakds set arooud:
Their boods and sleeves the same; and purfled
o'er
With diamonds, pearls, and all the shining store
Of eastern pomp : their long descending train,
With rubics edg’d, and sapphires, swept the plain:
High on their heads, with jeweln richly set,
Lach lady wore a radiant coronet.
Beneath the circles, all the guive was grac’d
With chaplets green, on their fair forehends placd,
Of laure| zome, of woodbine many more;
And wreaths of agnus castus othery hore :
These last, whe with those virgin crowns were
dress'd,
Appeartd in higher honour then the rest
They danc'daround: but in the midst wus seen
A lady of 3 more majestic mien ; [queen,
By stature and by besuty merk’d their sovereigu
She in the midst began with scber grace ;
Her servant’s eyes were fix’d upon ber face,
Aund, ad she movd or turn’d, her motiong view'd,
Her messures kept, and step by step pursued,
Methought she trod the ground with greater gracy,
With more of gudhead shivingin her face ;
And aa in beauty she gurpass’d the quire,
50, nobler than the rest, was her attire,
A crown of ruddy gold enclos'd her brow,
Plain without pomp, and rich without a show :
A branch of eguus castus in her hand
Bhve bore aloft {her sceptre of command);
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Mmird, adoc'd by all the circling erowd,
For wheresoe’er she turn’d ber face, they bow'd :
JInd a3 she danc’d, & ronndelay she sung,
In banour of the laurel, ever young :
! Bue raiv'd her yoice on high, and sung so clear,
| The fawns came scudding from the grorves to
* dnd all the bending forest lent an ear. [hear:
At ceecy close ghe made, th® attending throng
. Reply'd, and bore the burthen of the song :
" Sojust, vo small, yet in so sweet g note,
It seemd the music melted in the throat.
Thas danctog on, and singing as they danc'd,
They 1o the middle of the mead sdvanc'd,
Till round my arbour & new ring they made,
Axd footed it about thoﬁmuhlde.
(ajoy’d to see the jolly troop so near,
Pt smewhat aw’d.,J[ sbook with holy fear;
" ¥et pot s6 much, but that 1 noted well
Who did the most in song or dance excel.
Not Joog 1 had observ'd, when from afar
I beurd & sudden symphony of war ;
The neighing coursers, and the soldiers cry,
And spupding trumps that seem’d to tear the
sky:
1 sxw soou after this, behind the grove
From whence the Indies did in order move,
Come izsuing cut in arms a warrior trin,
That like a deluge pour'd upon the plain :
On barbed steeds they rode o prowd army,
Thick a5 the college of the bees in May,
When swarming o’er the dusky fields they fiy,
Newto the fowers, and intercept the sky.
: $o Bevce they drove, their coarsers were so fleet,
That the turf tremibled underneath their feet.
Ta tell their costly farniture were long,
The summer's day would end before the song :
To porchase but the tenth of all their store,
Woald make the mighty Persian monarch poor.
Yet what 1 can, I wil!; before the rest
Thetrampets issued, in white mantlos dress'd -
4 namercas troop, and all their heads around
With chaplets green of cerrial-cak were crown'd;
And at earh trompet was a b bound,
Which, waving in the wind, display'd at large
Their master’s coat of srms, and knightly charge.
Bruad were the banners, and of snowy hue,
t A parer web the silk-worm never drew.
Toe chief abowut their necks the scutcheons wore,
With orient pearls and jewels powder'd o'er:
Recad were their collars too, and every one
Was get about with maniy a costly stone,
Mext these of kings at arms 2 goodly train
715 prood arrsy carse prancing o’er the plain:
Toeir cloaks were cloth of silver mixd with gold,
40} gurlawds green around their temples roll'd ;
Rich crowns were on their royal scutcheons
plac'd, i . .
With sgapphires, diamonds, and with rubies grac'd :
And ax the trumpets their appearance made,
So Lhese in habits were alike array'd ;
Eut vith a pace more sober, and more slow ;
And twenty, rank in rank, they rode a row,
The pursuivants came next, iu namber more ;
Ard like the hernids each bis scutcheon bore:
Clad i white vclvet all their troop they led,
Tith each an oaken chaplet on his head.
Nine royal knights in ¢qual rank succeed,
- Each warrior mounted on a Sery steed ;
In golden armuur glorioes to behold i
The tivets of their arms wers nail’d with gold.
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Their vurcoats of white ermin fur were made,
With cloth of gold between, thet cast a glitiering
shade ; *
The trappings of their steeds were of the mme 3
The golden fringe ev’n set the ground on Aame,
And drew 2 precious trail : a erown divine
Of laure] did aboat their temples twine,
Three henchmen were for every knight aasign’d,
All in rich livery clad, xnd of 2 kind :
‘White veivet, but unshorn, for cloaks they wore,
And each within his hand a truncheon bore ;
The foremont held a helre of rare device;
A prince’s ransom would not pay the price,
The second bore the buckler of his knight,
‘The third of cornel-wood = spear upright,
Headed with piercing stoei, and polish’d bright,
Like to their lords their equipage was seen,
And all their forcheads crown’d with gurlsnds
greca, {shicld,
Aund after these camne, arm’d with spear and
An host so great, as cover’d ali the field,
And all their foreheads, like the kmights before,
With laurels ever green were shaded o'er,
Or oak, or other leaves of lusting kind,
Tenacious of the stern, and irm aguinst the wind.
Somein their hands, beside the lance and shield,
The bougha of woodbine or of hawthorn held,
Or branches for their mystic emblems took,
Of palm, of laurel, or of cerrial cak.
Thus marching to the trumpet’s lofty sound,
Drawn in two lines adverse they wheel'd
around,
Anod in the middle meadow took their ground.
Among themselves the tamey they divide,
In ¢qual squadrons vang’d on either side.
Then torn'd their horses heads, and man to man,
And steed to steed oppon’d, the justs began.
They lightly set their lauces in the rest,
And, at the sign, against each other presa'd:
They met. 1, sitting at my ease, beheld
The mix’d events, and fortunes of the field,
Some broke their apears, some tumbled horse
and man, ’
And round the field the lighten’d conrsers rag.
An hour and more, like tides, in equal sway
They rush'd, and won by turns, and losi the day:
Atlength the nine {who still together beld)
Their fainting foes tu shameful fight compeild,
And with resistless force oer-ran the field.
Thus, to their fame, when finished was the fight,
The victors from their lofty steeds alight : '
Like them dismounted all the warlike train,
And two by two proceeded o'er the plain:
Till to the fair arsembly they advanc'd,
‘Who near the secret arbour sung and dancd,
The Indies left their measures at the sight,
To mect the chiefa returning from the fight,
And each with open arms embrac'd her chosen
knight. :
Amid the plain a spreading laure] stood,
The grace and ornament of ail the wood ;

.} That pleasing ahade they sought, a soft retreat

From sudden April showers,a shelter from the
heat :

Her leafy arms with such extent were spread,

S0 near the clouds was her aspiring head,

That hosta of hirds, that wing the liquid air,

Perch'd in the boughs, had nightty lodging there :

And flocks of sheep beneath the shade from far

Might bear the mttling hail, and wintery war,
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Promn Heaven's inclemency here found retreat,
Enjoy’d the cool, and shuna’d the scorching heat:
A hundred knights might there at ense abide ;
And every knight a lady by hie side:
The trunk itself such odours did bequeath,
‘That a Moiuccan hreeze to theése was common
breath,

The lords and ladiea here, approeching, paid
Their homage, with a low obeignce e:
And seem’d to vererate the sacred sbadce.
‘Theserites perform’d, their pleasures they pursue,
With song of love, and mix with pleasures new ;
Around the holy tree their dance they frame,
And every champion leads his ¢h dame.

I cast my sight upon the farther Geld,
And a fresh object of delight beheld :
For from the region of the west 1 heard
New music sound, and a new troop appeurd ;
Of knights, and ladies mix'd, a jolly band,
But all on foot they march’d, and band in hand.

The tadies dress’d in rich sy IDars were acen
Of Florence satin, flower'd with white and

mn’

And for & shade betwixt the bloomy gridelin.

The borders of their peiticoata below -

Were guarded thick with rubies on arow;

And every damse] wore upon her head

Of Rowers a garland blended white and red.

Attir'din mantles ali the knighta were scen,

‘T'hat gratify'd the view with cheerful green:

Their chaplets of thuir ladies colours were,

Compes’d of white and red, to shade thelr shin-
ing hair.

Before the merry troop the minatrels play'd ;

All in their master’s liveries were army'd,

Apd ciad in green, and on their temples wore

The vhaplets white and rad their ladies bove,

Their fnstruments were various in their kind,

Some for the bow, and same for breathing wind :

The sawtry, pipe, abd hautboy’s noisy band,

And the sofl lute trembling beneath the touching
hand,

A tuft of daisies on a flowery lay

They saw, and thitherward they bent their way ;

To this both knights and dames their homage
made,

And doe ohe:sance to the daisy paid.

And then the band of Autes began to play,

To which a lady mung a virelay :

And still at every close she would repeat

The burthen of the song, * The daisy is so sweet.”

¢ 'The daisy is so sweet,” when shebegun,

The troup of knighte and dames continued on.

'The concert and the voice so charm'd my car,

And sooth’d my soul, that it was Heaven to hear.

But soon their plessure pass’d: at noon of doy,

The Sun with sultry beams began to play:

Not Sirius shoota a fiercer flame from high,

‘W hen with his poisonous breath he blasts the sky:

Then droop’d the fading flowers (their beauty
fled)

. And clos'd their nickly eves, and hung the head ;
And, rivel'd up with heat, lay dyiug in their bed.
The ladies gasp’d, and scarcely could respire ;
The breatl they drew, no looger air, but fire; -
The fainty knights were scorch’d ; ard koew oot

where
To run for shelter, for no shade was pear ;
And after this the gathering cionds amain
Pow’d down a storm of rettling bail and reio:
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And lightning 8ash'd berwixt: the fald, and
Rowers,

Burnt up before, were buried in the showers.

The ladies and the knights, po shelter nigh,

Bere to the weather, and the wintery sky,

‘Were dropping wet, disconsolate, and wan,

And through their thinarray recciv’d the rain;

While those in white, protected by the tree,

Saw pass in vain th’ assault, apd stood from
danger free.

But as compassion mov'd their gentle minds,

When ceas’d the storm, and silent werethe winds,

Displeas’d at what, not suffering, they had seem,

They went to cheer the faction of the green:

The queen in white arruy, before ber band,

Saluting, toock her rival by the hand ;

Sodid the knights and damee, with conrthy grace,

And with bechaviour sweet, their fors embrace :

Then thus the queen with laurel on ber brow,

‘¢ Pair sister, I have suffer’d in yourwoe ;

Nor shal] be wanting aught within my power

For your relief in my refresbing bower.”?

That other answer'd with a lowly look,

And soon the gracious invitation took :

For ill at ease both she and ali her train

The scorching Sun had borne, and beating reiu.

Like courtesy was us'd by all in white, {knight.

Each dame & dame receiv'd, and every knigbt a

The laurel champions with their ywords invade

The ne;ulg‘gdbouring forests, where the justs wepe

e,

And serewood from the rotten hedges took,

And seeds of latent fire from flints provoke @

A cheerful blaze arose, and by the fire

They warm’d their Fruzen feet, and dry'd their
wet attire,

Refresh’d with heat, the ladies sought aronnd

For virtucus herbs, which gather'd from the grousd

They squeez’d the juice, and cooling cintmend
made, [skius they kaid:

Which on their sun-barnt chesks md their chapl

Then sought green sxllads, which they bade thean

A sovereign remedy for inward beat. [eal,
The lady of the leaf ordain’d a feast,

And made the lady of the flower her guest =

When Io, » bower ascended on the plain, [truin.

With nudden seats ordain'd, and large for ether
This bower was near my plensant arbour placd,
Toat I could hear und see whatever passtd :
The ladies sat with each a knight between,
Distinguish’d by their colours, white and green;
The vauquish’d party with the victors join'd,
Nor mte:d swoet discourse, the bmnquet of the
mi

Menn time the minstrels play'd on either side,’
Vain of their art, and for the mustery vy'd
The sweet contention Jasted for an hour,
And reach’d my secret arbour from the bower.

The Sun was set; and Vesper, to sapply
His absent beams, bad lichted up the sky 2
When Philomel, afficious all the day
To sing the service of th’ ensaing May,
Fled from her lxurel shade, and wing'd her Sight
Directly to the queen array’d in white;
And, hopping, sat familiar on her hand,
A new musician, and increas'd the band.

The goldiinch, who, tc shun the scalding het.
Had chang’d the medlar for a safer seat,
And, hid tit bushes, 'scap’d the bitter shower,
Now perch'd upan the lady of the flower;
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Apd either songxter holding ont their thromts,
And folding up their wings, renew™d their notes :
A if all day, pretuding to the Gght,
They only had rebears’d, to siog by night :
The banguet ended, and Lo battle dope,
" They danc'd by star-light aod the friendly Moon:
- And when they were to part, the laureat queen
Sapply'd with steeds the lady of the green,
. Her und ber train conducting on the way,
The Moon to follow, and avoid the day,
This when } maw, iuquisitive to know
The scret moral of the mystic show,
1 started from my shade, in hopes to find
Some aymph to smtisfy my longing mind :
Aod, as my fair adventore fell, [ found
A lady all in white, with laurel crown'd,
Who clos’d the rer, and softly pac’d nlong,
Repeating to berself the former song.
With doe respect my body I inclin'd,
As to sume being of supenior kind,
Apd made my court econling to the day,
Wishing her queen and her u happy May.
* Gireat thanks my denghter,” with a graciousbow,
She taid ; and I, who muth desiv’'d to know -
Of whenoe she was, vet fearful how Lo break
My mind, adventor’d bumbly thna Lo speak :
“ Mudam, might 1 presume and not offend,
So may the stars and shining Moon attend
Your uightly sports, as you voucheafe to tell
What nymphs they were who mortal forms excel,
And what the knights who fought in listed fields
1.3 “]LH *
To this the dame reply’d : ** Fair daughter, know,
- That what yor saw was all 2 fairy show :
* And all those airy shapes you now behold,
" Were hurnan bodies suee, amd cioth’d with earthly
mold,
Our sools, not yet prepard for upper light,
Till doafredny wander in the shades of aight ;
This only holiday of all the year,
We privileg'd io sunshine may appear:
With songs end dance we culebrats the day,
And with doe howours usher in the May.
At other Livees we reigh by night tlone,
Axd posting through the skied pursue the Moon
Bl when the mormn arises, none are found §
For eruel Dem walks the round,
dod if he fiods a fhiry lag in light,
| He drives the wretch before, and lashes inlo
' night.
* Al} conrteous are by kind ; and ever proud
With friendly offices to belp the gonod.
o every innd we have a larger space
Than what is known to you of mortal mce;
Where we with green adorn our fairy bowers,
And ev'n this grove, nnseen before, is ours,
Know farther; every lady cloth'd in white,
And, ecrown'd with oak and lanrel every knight,
Are seyvants to the Leaf, by liveries known -
Of innocence ; mxd | myself sm ooe,
Sew you not her so graceful to behold
o whits attire, and erown'd with radiaat gold
The sovereign lady of our land iz she,
Dinra ealltd, the goeen of chastity :
Apd, fur the spotiess name of maid she benry,
That sxnics castus in ey band appears;
And uil ber train, with leaty chaplets crown’d,
Were for mblem™ virginity reacwn’d ;
But those the chisf and highest in command
Who besr those holy branches in their haud @
¥oL. 1X.
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The knighta wmlorn’d with lauret crowns are they,
‘Whom death nor danger never could dismay,
Victorious names, who made the world obey :
‘Who, while they liv'd, indeeds of anms excell'd,
And after desth for deities were held,
But those, who wear the woodbine on their brow,
Were knights of love, who never broke their vow;
Firm to their plighted faith, aod ever free
From fears, and fickle chunce, and jealousy.
The lords and ladies, who the woodbine bear,
As trus as Tristram and Isotta were.”
! But what are those,” said I, * th? unconquer’d
. nine,
Who crown’d with laurel-wreaths in golden ar-
mour ghine ?
And who the knights in green, and what the train
Of ladies dreas™d with daisiea on the plain
Why both the bands in worahip disagree, .
And same adore the Aower, and some the tree I*
“ Just is your suit, fair davghter,” said the

* Those laurd’d chiefs were men of mighty fame ;

Nine worthies wers they calid of different rites,

‘Three Jews, three Pagans, and three Christian
knighta.

These, a8 you see, ride foremost in the Beld,

As they the furemost mak of honour hekd,

And all in deeds of chivalry excell'd :

Their temples wreath'd with leaves, that slill
renew;

For deathless laurel in the victor's due:

Who bear the bows were knights in Arthurs reign,

Twelve they, and twelve the peers of Charlemain:

For bows the gtrength of brawny arms imply,

Emblems of valour sud of victory,

Behold an order yet of newer date,

Doubling their number, eqoal in their stats;

Our England’s ornament, the crown's defence,

Iy battle brave, protectory of their prince :

Unchang’d by fortune, to their sovereign true,

For which their manly legs wre bound with blue,

These, of the garter call'd, of faith unetaind,

In fighting fields the laurel have obtain'd,

And well repaid the honours which they gain'd.

The laurel wreatha were frst by Cresar worn,

And still they Cesar's sucressors adorn ;

Oune leaf of this is immortality,

And more of worth than all the world can buy.”

* One doubt remnains,” said [, * the damwes in

green, . .

What were their qualities, and who their queen ™

“ Florm commands,” said she, ‘° those nympha
and knights,

Whe liv'd in stothful case and loose delights;

Who never acts of honour durst pursue,

The men inglorious kuights, the jadies all wntrue:

‘Who, nurt’d ip idleness, and teain’d in conrts,

Pass’d sll their precious hoursin plays and sports,

Till Death behind came stalking on, ungeen,

And wither'd (like the storm) the freshness of
their preen, )

These, and their mates, enjoy their present hour,

And therefore pay their homage to the Flower,

But knights in knightly deeds shonld persevere,

And still continue what at fl: st they were;

Continue,and proceed in bofiour’s fair career,

Na room for cowardice, or dull delay ;

From good to better they should nrge their way,

For this with guiden spurs the chiefs aoe orasd,

With pointed rowels arm’d to mepd their baste ;

t
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For this with [asti g leaves their brows are bound;

For laurel is the gign af labour crown’d,

‘Which bears the bitter blast, nor shaken falls to
ground :

From winter winde it suffera no decay,

For ever fresh and foir, and every month is May.

Ev'n when the vital sap retreats below,

Ev'n when the hoary bead is hid in anow ;

The life is in the leaf, snd still between

The fits of falling enow appears the streaky green.

Not a0 the flower, which lasts for little space,

A short-livd good, and an uncertain grece;

This way and that the feeble stem is driven, *

Weak to sustuinthe stormsand injuriesof Heaven.

Propp'd by the spring, it lifts aloft the head,

RBut of a sickly beauty, soon to shed ;

In summer living, and in winter dead,

Por thinge of tender kind, for plessure made,

Shoot up with swift incrense, and sudden wre
decayd.”

With hurnble words, the wiscst 1 could frame,
And proferr’d service, 1 repaid the dame;

That, of her grace, she gave her maid to know
‘The secret teeanming of this moral show,

And she, to prove what profit I had made

Of mystic truth, in fables first convey'd,
Demandad, til} the next retuming May,

‘W hether the Leaf or Flower I would obey ?

I chose the beaf ; she smil’d with nober chear,
Avnd wish'd me fair adventure for the yesr,
And guve me charms and sigils, for defence
Against ill tongues that scandal imnoeenc.:

* But 1,” said she, * my fellows must pursue,
Already past the plain, and out of view.”

We parted thus ; T homewnnd sped my way,
Bewilder’d in the wood till dewn of day: [May.
And met the merry crew who danc’d about the
Then, lnle refresh’d with sleep, | fose to write
The visiorary vigils of the night:

Blush, as thou may’st, my Little Book, with shame,
Nor hope with homely verse to purchase fame ;
For wach thy Maker chose: and so design'd

Thy simple style to suit thy lowly kind.

THE WIFE OF BATH,
HER TALE.

I duys of obd, when Arthar Alll’d the throne,

Whose acts and fame to foreign lands were blvwn ;.

The king of elfs and litUe fairy queen
Gambel’d on heaths, and dancd on every green;
And where the jolly troop bad led the round,
The grass unbidden rose, and mark’d the ground :
Nor darkling did they glance, the silver licht
Of Pheebe: serv’d to guide their steps aright,
And, with their tripping pleas’d, prolong the
night. '
Her belmg they follow’d, where ut fuli she play'd,
Nos longer than she shed her homns they rlay’d,
Fram thepce with airy fight to foreign lands
convey'd,
Abgve the rest our Britain beld they dear,
More solemniy they kept their mbimths here,
And mede more spacions rings, and revel’d half
the year.
I speak of ancient times, for now the pwain
Returning lete may pass the woods in vain,
And pever hope to g¢ - the nightly train;
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In vain the dairy now with mint is dres’d,
The dairy-maid expects no fairy guest
To skim the bowls, and after pay the feast.
She sighs, and shakex her empty shoes in vain,
No silver penny to reward her pain:
For priests, with prayers and other poodly geer,
Have made the merry gobling disappear ;
And where they play’d their merry pranks before,
Have sprinkled holy water on the floor :
And friars that through the wenithy regions run,
Thick as the motes that twinkle in the son,
Resort to farmers rich, and bless their halls,
And exorcise the beds, and crosa the walls :
This makes the fairy quires forsake the place,
‘When once *ia hallow'd with the rites of grace:
But in the walkz where wicked elves bave ben,
The learning of the parish now is ssen,
The midnight parsou posting ¢’er the green,
With gown tuckd up, to wakes, for Ssnday
next;

With humming sle encouraging his text ;
Nor wants the holy leer to country-girl betwizt.
From fiends and imps he seta the village free,
There haunts not any incubus bot be.
The maids and women need no danger fear
To walk by night, and sanctity so near =
Forby some haycock, or some shady thomn,
He bids his beads both even song and morn.

1t 80 befe! in this king Arthur’s reign,
A lusty knight was pricking o’er the plain;
A bachelor he was, and of the courtly train.
It happen'd, as he rode, a dameel gay
In russet robes to market took her way -
Socn on the girl he cast an amoroua eye,
So straight she walk'd, and un her pesternw high:
If seeing ber behind he lik’d her pace,
Now turning short, he better likes her face.
He lights in baste, and, full of yonthful fire,
By force accomplish’d his obeeene desire :
This done, away he rode, not unespy'd,
For swarming st his back the country cry'd:
And oncein view they never lost the sight,
But sciz’d, and pinion'd bronght to court da

knight.

Then conrta of kings were held in high renows,
Ere made the common brotheln of the town :
Thete, virgina honourabile vows recers*d,

But chaste as maids in monasteries livd =

The king bimself, to nuptial ties 2 slave,

No bad example to his}mets Eave:

And they, not bed, bat in a vicions age,

Had not, to please the prince, debaneh’d the stare

Now what should Arthur do? He lovid tiw

knight,
But sovercign monarchs are the sonrce of right:
Mov'd by the dumsel*s tears and common cry,
He doom’d the brutal mvisher to die.
But fair Geneura rosein his defence,
And pray'd so hard for mercy from the prince,
That to his queen the king th* offender guve,
Avd keft it in her power to kill or save :
This gracious act the ladies all approve,
Who thought it much 2 man shoel die for Jowe;
And with their mistress join'd in close debate
{Covering their kind withdi bled hnte)
1f uot to free him, to protemg his fate.
At Iast agrecd they call’d him by consent
Before the qoeen and female parliamertt
And the fair spewker rising from the chair,
Did thus 1be judgment of the house deciare.
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-snmm, though I bave ask’d thy life, yet

: Ttydntmydepeuh opon my will :
+ Nor hast thou other sarety than the grace

Not due to thee from our offendod race.

Bot as our kind is of & softer mold,
Mmblwdn&ouumgnhehold
Ferant thee life ; reserving atill the power
Tohkelheforﬁatwhmlmmyhonr-
Utles thy answer to my next demand .
Houil set thee free from our avenging hand.
The question, whose solution [ require,

Is, What the sex of women most desire ?
lathis dispute thy judges ave at strife ;
Eeware ; for on thy wit depends thy life.
Yﬂﬂelt,nma’d unkuowing what to sy,
Thou dazsm thym:Ll)we give thee farther day :
A yeuy is thine to waoder at thy will;

And learn from others, if thou mt’st the akitl,
Bet, not to hold our proffer turn’d in scorn,
Good sureties will we have for thy return ;
Thet at the time prefix’d thou shait ohey,
Awd at thry pledge’s peril keep thy day.?

Woe was the knight at this severe comumand ;
Bag well b kiyerw *twas bootless to withstand :
The terms aceepted aa the fair ordsio,

He pat in bail for his retern sgain,
And prowsis’d answer at the day assign'd,
The best, with Heaven’s ansistance, be could find,

His lemve thus taked, on his way he went
With hegvy heart, and full of discontent,
Misdoubtiug much, snd fearful of th* eveat.
"Twas bard the truth of such a point to find,

Az wpg pot yet agreed among the kind.
M-h-ﬂt atillanzious more and more,
Ask'd al| beut.,nﬂknoﬁ’d at every door;
Faquird of men; bt made his chief requeat

Te learn frome women what they lov'd the bere
They answer’d ench according to her mind

To please herself, not all the female kind.

One way for wealth, apother was for place :
&m,oldnﬂu;iy wish'd a better face,

"The widow’s wish was oftentimes to wed ;

,Thmmud-umallfonporu-bed

Some maid the mex were pleay'd with handsome lies,
Asd some gross fattery lovid without disguise :

*“ Trath is,” says one, « be setdom fails to win
Whe fatters well; for that's cur darling sin ;
’k nﬂmd-nee.und 2 duteous miod,

Will work ev’n with the wisest of the kind."

" Oue thought the sex’s prime felicity

Was from the bonds of wedlock to be free:
Their hours, and actions, all their own,
dod wmrrmtrol’d to give account to noge.

Some wish 3 hnsband-fool ; but such are curst,

P faols of hnsbands are ihe worst:
All'wossen wombd be countad chaste and wise,

Kor should our spouses see, bat with our eyes ;

Yo facls will prate; and though they want Ui wit
To fad close f-ulu, yet opea blots will hit :
Though better for theit ense to hold their tongue,
Yor wommm-kind way never in the wrong-

%o mise exvuey, and quarrely bust for life ;

The wifis abihors the fool, the fool the wife,

, dad some maew sy that great delight bave we,

" ‘e be for trath extoli’d, and secrecy :

vl constamt in one purpuesnll to dwell ;

Jond not oar hushands couusels to revest.
Ihthn‘nahble for our sex is frail,

I lavesting rather than oot tell a tale,

|
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Like leaky sieves no secrets we can hold :
Witness the famous tale that Ovid told.

* Mides the king, an in his book appears,
By Phoebus was endow’d with ass's ears,
Which under his long locks he well conceal'd,
As monarcha vices muat oot be reveal’d,

For fear the peopie bave thermn in the wind,

Who long ago were neither dumb nor blind :

Nor apt to think from Heaven their title springs,

Since Jove and Mars left off begetting kings.

This Midas knew: and durst communicate

To none but te his wife his ears of state:

Ome must be trusted, und he thought her fit,

As passing prodent, and & parlous wit.

To this sagucious confessor he went,

And told hex what a gift the gods had sent :

Bet wld it under matrimonial sesl,

With strict injunction never ta reveal,

The secret heard, she plighted bim ber troth,

{ And sacred sore is every woman’s oath}

The royal malady shou'd reat unknown,

Both for her husband’s konoor and her own;

But ne’ertheless she pin'd with discontent ;

The counsel rambled till it found a vent,

Thething she knew she was oblig'd to hide;

By interest and by outh the wife was ty'd ;

But if she told it not, the woman dy'd.

Loth to betray a husband and a prince,

But she must burst, or blab; and no pretence

Of hoaour ty'd her ¢ from self-defe

A marsby ground commodiously was near,

Thither she ran, and beld her breath for fear,

Lest if a word she spoke of 8oy thing,

That word might be the seeret of the king.

Thaa full of counsel to the fen she went,

Grip'd all the way, and longing for a vent ;

Arrivid, by pure necessity vompell’d,

On ber majestic marrow-bones she knoeld :

Then to the water’s brink ehe laid her head,

And, as a bittour bumps withio a reed,

‘ To then alone, O Lake,” she seud, * [ tell,

(Aod, as thy qoeen, comumand the: W con-
ceal):

Beneath hin locks the king my husband wears
A goodly roval pair of ase’s ears.
Now | bave eas’d my bosom of the pain,
Till the next longine fit return agein.®

“ Thus through a woman was the secret known ;
Tell us, and in effect you tell the town.
Hut to my tale: The knight with heavy cheer,
Wandering in vain, hed now consurn’d the year:
Ome day was only left to sclve the doubt,
Yet knew oo more than when he Brst set out.
But home he must, and, as th’ sward bkad been,
Yield up hinbody captive to the queen.
In this deapairing state he hapt to ride,
As Portane led him, by a forest side :
Lonely the vale, and full of horrour stood,
Brown with the shade of a religious wood

“Whea fuil before him at the noon of night,

{The Moon was up, aod zhot & gleamy light)
He paw a quire of ladies ie & round,

That featly footing seem’d to skim the ground :
Thus dacing hand in hand, so Light they were,
He knew not where they trod, on earth or air.
At speed he drove, and came s sudden guest,
io hope where many women wer, ai leaat,
Some ope by chance might answer his request.
But faster than his horee the ladies flew,

And in a trice were vanish’d cut of view.
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¢ One onty hag remaim’d : but fouler far
Than grandame apes in Indian forests sre ;
Against a wither’d oak she lesn'd her weight,
Propp'd on her trusty stafl, not haif upright,
And dropp'd an sukward court’sy to the knight.
‘Then said, * What maken you, #ir, sa inte abroad
‘Without & goile, and this no beaten road ?
Or want you sught that here you hope to find,
Or trave) for some trouble in your mind?
The }ast [ goess; and if T resd aright,
Those of our sex are bound to serve a knight;
Parhaps goad counsel may your grief ammage,
Then tell your pain; for wisdom i3 in age.?

“ To this the knight: * Good mother, would

you know

The secret cause and apring of all my woe ?
My life mast with to-morrow's light expire,
Unless [ tell what wormen most desire,
Now could you help me at this hurd essay,
Or for your inborn goodness, or for pay;
Yours 13 my life, redeem’d by your advice,
Azk what you plense, and 1 will pay the price:
The proudest kerchief of the court shall rest
Well patisfy’d of what they love the best.?
¢ Plight me thy faith,’ quoth she, ! that what I ask,
Thy danger over, and perform'd thy task,
‘That thou shalt give for hire of thy demand ;
Here take thy oath, and sexl it on my hand ;
I warrant thee, on peril of my life, [wife.
Thy words shall please both widow, maid, aud

* More words there needed not to move the
To Laks ber offer, and his truth to plight. [knight,
With that she spread a mantle on the ground,
And, firet inquiring whither he was bound, ]
Bade him not fear, though long and rough the way,
At court he should arrive ere break of day;

Hiz horse should find the way without a guids,
She raid : with fury they began to ride,

He on the midst, the beidam at his ssde.

The harse, what devil drbve I cannot well,

But oniy this, they sped their journey weil :
And all the way the crong inform*d the knight,
How he should answer the demand aright,

“ Ta court they came ; the news was quickly
Of his retorning to redeem his head. (eprea.d
The femnle senate was assemnbled soon,

With ail the mob of women of the town :

The yueen sate ford chief juntice of the hali,

And bade the crier cite the criminal.

The knight appear’d; and silence they proclaim :
Then frat the culprit answer'd to his name :

And, after furms of law, was last requirtd

To name the thing that women mont desir'd.

¢ Th’ offender, tsught his lesson by the way,

Apd by his counsel order’d what to say,

Thusa bold began : © My lady liege,” szid he,

! What all your s.x desire is sovercienty.
The wife affects her husband to command :
All must be berw, both meney, house, and Inod.
The maide are mistreases ev'n in their name;
And of their servants full dominion claim.
This, at the peril of my head, I say,

A blunt plain truth, the sex aspires to sway,
You to rule all, while we, like slaves, obey.’
There was not one, or widow, maid, or wife,
Hut said the knight had weil deserv’d hix life.
Fx'n fair Geneura, with e blush, confeas’d
The man had foond wiat women love the best,

“ Up starts the beldom, who was there unseen:
And, reverénce made, accosted thus the queen,
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¢ My liege,’ seid she, * before the const arive,
May 1, poor wyetch, find fxrour in your eyes,
‘To grant my just request: *twas I who tanght
The knight this answer, and inapir'd bis thongit,
None but 2 woman could & man direct

To tell us wpmen, what we most affoct.

But ficst I #wore him on bis knightly troth,

(And here demand ce of his outh)

To grant the boon that next 1 should desiye;

He gave hinfaith, apd | expact my bire:

My promise is fulfii’d ; I sav’d hin life,

And claim bis debt, to take me for his wife.?

The knight was ask’d, nor could his cath deny,
But hop’d they would not foree him to compty.
The women, who would rather wrest the laws,
Than let a sister-plaintiff lose the cause,

{ As judges on the beach more gracious are,

And more attent, to brothers of the bar)

Cry'd one and all, the suppliant shonld have righs,
And to the grandame hag adjudg'd the knight

“ In vain he sigh’d, and oft with tears desir'd,

Some reasonable suit might be reguir’'d.

But still the crone was constant to hernote :

The more be spoke, the more she styeteh'd b
In vain he proffer’d all bis goods, to mve [throat
His body destin'd to that living grave.

The liguorish bag rejects the pelf with scorn;
And aothing bat the muwn would serre her turn.

* Not all the wenlth of eastern kings,” said she,

* Have power to part my plighted love and me:
And, old end ugly aa [ am, and poor,

Yet pever will [ break the faith I swore ;

For mine thou art by promise, during life,

And | thy loving and obedient wife?

“ * My love ! neymather my dumnation thoot
Said he : * nor am I bound to keep my vow ;
‘The fiend thy sire hath sent thee from below,

Else how conld’st thou my secret sorrows koow !

Avant, old witch, fur I repounce thy bed @

The queen may take the forfeit of my head,

Ere any of my race so foul & crone shall wed.’

Both heard, the judge pronounc’d agains th
knight;

So was he marry’d in his own dewpite:

And all day after hid him as an owl,

Not able to sustain a sight so foul,

Perbaps the reader thinks  do him wTonS,

‘To pass the marriage feast and noptial song

Mirth there was nons, the man waa d-te-met,

And littie courage had to make his conrt

To bed they went, the bridegroom and the bride:

Was never such an ill-paird coople ty'd :

Bestlers he toss'd, and tumbled to and fro,

And rollPd and wriegled farther off for woa

The pood 0ld wife lay smilinr by his side,

And cauzht him in her quivering wrms, and oyl

! When you my ravish’d predecessor maw,

Yot were not then become this man of straw;

Had yo; been such, you might have *ecap'd Lt

w,

Ia this the custom of king Arthur's coart ?
Are all round-table knights of such a sort ?
Remember 1 am she who sav'd your life,
Your toving, lawful, and complying wife:
Not thus yoa swore in pour oubappy hour,
Nor I for this return employ’d my pewrer,

In time of need, § was your fithful friend ;
Nor did I since, nor ever will, offend.
Believe me, my lovd lord, *tis much unkind ;
What Fury has possessd your aler'd mind?



THE WIFE OF BATII'S TALE.

Tias on may wedding-night without pretence—
“Come torn this way, or tell me my offence,

¥ oot your wife, lot reason’s rale persuade ;
Name but my Fault, amends shall soon be made.”
‘Amends! nay that’s impossible,’ said heé;

! What change of age or ugliness can be ?

Or, tould Medea's mag'c mend thy face,

Thon srt descended from 30 mean & raee, .
Pt never knight was match'd with puch dis-

pace.
Wint wonder, madam, if I move my side,
When, if [ tarn, 1 o to such a bride 2*
And is this all that troubles you sa sere 2
¢ And what the devil conld’st thou wish me more
! Ah, Benedicite,’ reply’d the crone :
tThen cause of just complainivg have yoo none,
The rexaedy to this were soon appiy'd,
Woald you be like the bridegroom to the hride :
Bxt, for you say s long descended ruce,
And wealth, and dignity, and power, and place,
Maks gentlemen, and that your high degree
b moch dispamg'd to be match’d with me ;
Krow ihis, my lord, nobility of blood
bl bt o glittering and fallacicus good :
P noblewsar is ke whose noble mind
I 6lI'"d with jnborn worth, nnborrow'd from his

kind.

The Eing of Heaven was in & manger laid ;
nd took his earth but from en humble maid ;
Then shat ¢an birth, or mortal men, bestow ?
$uce 800ds no higher than their fountains flow.
We, who for pame and empty bongur sirive,
Dur troe nobility from him derive, ]
¥our ancestors, who poff your mind with pride,
hnd vast estates to mighty titles ty'd,
Did not your bonour, but their own, advance ;
For virtne comes not by inberitanca,
I you tralineate from your father’s mind,
What are yon else but of a bastard-kind ?
Do, as your grea: progenitors have done,
Iad by their virtaes prove yourself their son.
M father can infuse or wit or grace ;
L mother conves acroes, and mars the race,
I yamdvire or a grandame tainia the blood ;
ked seldom three descents continae good.
N e virtne by deacent, anoble name
$uaid never villanize his father’s fame :
as the first, the last of all the line
‘ould like the Sun even in descending shine 5
¢ fire, end bear it Lo the darkest house,
ixt king Arthor's court and Caocasus ;
Fyou depart, the Axme shall still remain,
lnd the bright blaze enligbten ali the piain :
Sor, till the fuel perish, cap decay,
Iy Nature form'd on thiogs combustible Lo prey.
et is pot ap, who, miTing heiter seed
With worse, begets b base degenemie broed ; -
Ibe bad corrapts the good, and leaves behind
Ko tzace of all the great begetter's mind.
e father sinks within bis son, we see,
had often rises ip the third degroe §
f better fuck a better mother give, )
Sunce pave s being, and by chance we live,
Wech a2 oor atams were, even such are we,
Br call it chance, o strong necessity:
Mhins loaded with dead weight, the will i free,
kad thos it peeds must be : for seed conjoin’d
Lets indo natnre’s work th’ imperfect kind ;
Iat Gre, th* enlivener of the genera) frame,
b que, its operation still the same,
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Its principle is in itdelf : while oura

Works, as confederates war, with mingled powers ;

Or wan or woman, whichsoever fails ;

And, oft, the vigour of the worse prevails.

Ether with sulphur blended alters hus,

And castg a dusky gleam of Sodom blue.

Thus, in a brute, their ancient honour ends,

And the fair mermaid in 8 fish descends :

The lne is gone ; oo longer duke or earl ;

But, by himself degraded, turns & churl.

Nobility of blood is but rengwn

Of thy great fathere by their virtue known,

And a long trail of light, to ithee descending
down,

If in thy smoke it ends, their glories ahine ;

But infamy apd villanage are thine

Then what I eaid before in plainly show'd,

The true nobility proceads from God ;

Nor left us by inkeritance, bat given,

By bounty of our stars, and gruce of Heaven

Thus from a captive Servius Tullius rose,

Whom for his virtues the first Romans chose :

| Fabricius from their walls repell’d the foe,

Whose noble bands had exercis'd the plough,
From hence, my lord and love, 1 thus concinde,
Thet though my homely ancestors were rade,
Mean an [ am, yet ] may have the grace

To make you father of a generous race :

And noble then am 1, when I begin,

In Virtee cloath'd, to cest the rags of Sin.

If poverty be my upbraided crime,

And you believe in Heaven, thave was a tims
When He, the great controiler of our fate,
Deigi’d to be man, and liv'd in low estate ;'
Which he, who hed the world at his dispose,
If poverty were vice, would never choose,
Philogophers bave sid, and poets sing,

That a glad poverty'v an honest thing.
Coutent is weaith, the riches of the mind ;
Apd happy he who can that treasure find.
But the base micer starves amidat his store,
Broods on his gold, and, griping still at more,
Sita sadly pining, and believes he's poor.
The beggar, though he want relief,
Haa not to lose, and sings before the thief,
Want s & bitter and a hateful good,

Because ita virtves are sot uoderstood :

Yet muny things, impossible to thought,

| Have beco by need to full perfection brought :

The daring of the soul procteeds from thepce,
Sharpness of wit, and active diligence ;
Prudence at once, and fortitude, it gives,
And, if in patience taken, mends qur lives ;
For ev'n that indigence, that brings me low,
Makes me myself, and Him above, to know.
A good which none would challenge, few would
chooee,
A Rair possession, which mankind refase,
If we from wealth to poverty descend,
‘Want gives to know the flatierer from the friend,
If I am old and ngly, wel for you,
No lewd adulterer will my love pursoe ;
Nor jealousy, the bane of marry'd life, .
Shall haunt you for a wither’d Romely wife ;
For age and ogliness, as at} agree, .
Are the best guards of female chastity,
“ ¢ Yet since 1 see your mind is wordly bent,
P'll do my best Lo further your content.
And therefore of two gifts in my digpose,
Think ere you speak, [ grant you leave to choose;
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Would you I should be still deform’d and old,
Nausecus to touch, and jpathsume to behold ;
On this candition to remain for lifo
A careful, tender, and obedient wife,
In all I can, vootribute to your case,
And uot in deed, or word, or thought, displease ?
Or would yon rather have me young and fair,
And take the chance that happens to your share?
Temptations are io beauty, and in youth,
And how can you depend upon my truth ?
Now weigh the danger with the doubtful bliss,
Apd thank yourself if sught shonld fall amiss.*
‘¢ Sore sigh'd the knight, who this long sermon
heard ; ‘
At length, considering all, his heart he chear'd ;
And thus reply™d : < My lady and my wife,
To your wise conduct I resign my life:
Choase you for me, for well you maderstand
The future good sod ill, on either Hand :
But if an humble husimnd may request,
Provide, and order all things for the best ;
Your's be the care to profit, and to plense :
Anpd let your subject servant take his ease.’
 «Then thus in peace,’ quoth she, ¢ concludes
the strife, .
Since I am turn'd the bushand, you the wifc :
‘The matrimonial victory ia mine,
Which, baring fairly gain'd, I will resign ; -
Forrive if I have said or done amiss,
And seal the bargain with a friendly kise :
i promwis'd you but one content to share,
But now | will become both good and fair,
No nuptial quarre] shall disturb your case ;
The business of my life shull be to please :
And for my beauty, that, an time shall try;
But draw the curtain first, and cast your eye.’
He look’d, end saw a creature heavenly fair,
In bloom of youth, and of a charming air.
With joy he ture'd, and sciz’d her ivory arm ;
Ayd like Pygmalion found the statue warm.
Small arguments there needed to prevail,
A storm of kisses pourd as thick as hail,
Thus long in mutual biiss they lay embracd,
And their first love continued to the last :
One shunshine was their Iife, no cloud between ;
Naor ever was a kinder couple seen.
** And so mey alf cur lives like theirs be led ;
Heaven send the maids young husbands fresh in
bed -

3
Mey widows wed as often as they can,
And ever for the better change their man ;
And some devouring plague pursue their lives,
‘Who will not well be govern'd by their wives.?

THE

CHARACTER OF 4 GOOD PARSON.

A Panrsu priest was of the pilgrim-train ;
Ap awfui, rererend, apd relimious man,

His eyes diffus’d & venerable grace,

And charity itse!f was in his face,

Rich was his roul, thoogh his attire was poor,
As God had ciuth’d his own amboasador,

For such, oo Earth, his bless’d Redeemer bore,
Of sixty years he seem'd; and well might last
‘To sixty more, but that he livid too fast ;
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Refin'd himself to soul, to curb the sense ;

And made almost a sin of abstinencs,

Yet, had his aspect nothing of severe,

Buat wuch a face as promis’d him sincere.

Nothing reserv'd or sullem was to see :

But ewect regards, and plessing sanctity =

Mild was his accent, and his action free.

With cloquence innate his tongue was arm'd ;

Though barsh the precept, yet the people charmd

Por, letting down the golden chain froen high,

He drew his audience upward to the sky:

And oft with holy bymns he charm'd their ears,

{A music more melodious than the spberes)

For David left him, whéen he went to rest,

His lyre ; and after him he sung the best.

He bore hie great commission in hin look :

But sweetly temper’d awe; apd softend all b
poke,

He preach’d the joys of Heaven, and paims ¢
Hell

And warp’d the sinner with becoming zeal ;

But on eternal merey Jovd to dwall.

He taught the gospel rather than the law;

And forc’d himself to drive; but lov'd to drw,

For Fear but freezes minds : bat Love, like bew

Exhales the soul sublime, to seck her native s

To threats the stubborn sinrer oft is hard,

Wrapp'd in his erimes, against the storm pe
par'd;

But, when the milder beams of Mercy pley,

He melts, and throws his combrous cloak swey.

Lightaing and thunder { Heaven's urtillery)

As barbiugers bafore th* Almighty dy -

Those but prociaim his style, and disappesr ;

The stiller sound succveds, and God is there

The tithes, hiz parish freely paid, he took ;
But never sued, or cura’d with bell and boolk
With patience bearing wrong; but offering ooms
Since every man is free to lose his own.

The country churls, according to their kind,

(Who grodge their dues, end love tobe behind)

The leas he sought hiv offerings, pinchd 4
more,

And prais'd » priest contented to be poor.

Yet of his little he had some to spare,

To feed the famish’d, and to clothe the bare:
For mortify’d he was to that

A poorer than himself he would not wee.

True pricsts, he said, and preachers of the w
Were only stewards of their sovereign lord;
Nothing was theirs ; but all the public store:
Iatrusted riches, to relieve the poor,

Who, should they steal, for want of his relief,
He judg’d himself accomplice with the thiel

Wide wan his parish ; not contractad close

In streets, but here and there a siraggl
. houae ;

Yet still he was at hand, without request,

To serve the sick ; to suctour the distress'd:

Tempting, on feoL, alone, without afright,

The dangers of a dark tempestuous night.

All this, the good old man perform’d alooe,
Nor spar'd his pains ; for curate he had nooe.
Nor durst he trust another with his care ;

Nor rode himself to Paal’s, the public fair, ,
To chaffer for preferment with his gold,
Where bishoprics and sinecures are sold.

But duly watch’d his fock, by night apd day;
And from the prowling wolf redeem’d the prey:
And bungry sent the wily fox away.
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The proad he tam, the penitent he chear’d :
| Nor o rebuke the rich offender fear'd,
iis preaching much, bat more his practice
| wrought,

; {Aliving sexmon of the truths he tanght}

! Forthis by rules scvere his life he squar'd :

. That ail might see the doctrine which they beard,
For priests, he said, are patterns for the rest
{The gold of Heaven, who bear the God im-

press’d}: .

" Bat when the precious coin is kept unclean,
The sovereign’s image is no longer seen,

H they be foul on whom the people trast,
Well may the taser brass contract a ruat,
‘The prelate, for his holy life he priz’d ;
The wordly pomp of prelacy despis'd.”
His Savioyr came not with & guudy show ;
Nor was his kingdom of the world below.
. Patienen in want, and poverty of mind,
" Thess marke of church and churchmen he de-

sign’d,
And lising taught, and dying left behind.
The crown be wore was of the pointed thorn :
[n purple he was crucified, not born.
They who coatend for place and high degree,
Are not his sons, but those of Zebexdee,
Not but ba knew the signs of earthly power
Might well become Saint Peter's snccessor ;
The holy father holds a double reign, [plain,
The prince may keep hix pomp, the fisher must be
Such was the mint; who shone with every
grRce,
Reflecting, Moses like, his Maker's facd.
God eaw his image lively was express’d ;
And his own work, as in creation, blesa’d.
The tempter mw him Wo with covious eye;
And, a3 on Job, demanded leave to try,
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He took the time when Richard waa depos'd,
And high and tow with happy Harry cloatd.
Thiz prince, though great in arms, the priest
withstood : -
Near though he was, yet oot the next of biood.
Had Richand, unconstrain’d, resign’d the throne,
A king can give no more than is hisown ;
The title stood entail’d, had Richard had a son.
Coaquest, an odious name, was laid aside,
Where all submitted, none the battle try’d
‘The senseless ples of right by Providence
‘Was, by a flattering priest, invented since 5
And lasts o longer than the present sway;
But justifies the next who comes in play, [dars
The people’s right remaing ; let those who
Dispute therr power, when they the judges are,
He joir’d not in their chojee, because he knew
Worse might, and oftea did, from change ensus,
Much 1o himself ke thought; but little spoke ;
And, undepriv’d, his benefice forscok.
Now, through the land, his core of spuls he
stretch’d : -
And like a primitive apostle preach’d.
5till chearfal ; ever constant to bis call ;
By many follow’d ; lov’d by maost, admir'd by all.
With what he begg’d, his brethren he relievid ;
And gave the chanities bimeself receivid.
Gave, while he taught ; and edify’d the more,
Becanse he show’d, by proof, ‘twas ensy to be

poor.
He went not with the crowd Lo see x shrine;
But fed ug, by the way, with food divioe.
In deference to hia virtues, I forbear
To show you what the rest in ordeys were :
This brilliant is 86 spotlcss, and o bright,
He oceds no foil, but shincs by his gwn proper
light.

TRANSLATIONS FROM BOCCACE.,

SIGISMONDA AND GUISCARDO.

Wm ix Norman Tancred in Salerne reign'd,
The title of & gracious prince he gain’d ;
Till, twrm’d a tyrant io his Jatter days,

He Jost the lustre of bis former praise ;

Ard fram the bright meridian where he stood,
Descending, dipp'd bis hands in lovers’ bload,
This prince, of Fortune’s favour long 'd,
Yet was with one fair daughter only bless'd,

And bless'd be might have been with her alone ;
But ok | how much more bappy bad he none !
She was bis care, his hope, and his delight,
Most io his thought, and ever in bis sight :
Next, nay beyond his life, he held her dear ;
She livtd by bim, and now bhe livid in her.

For this, when ripe for marriage, be delay’d
Her nuptial baods, and kept her long a maid,
As envying uny else should abare 2 part

Of what way his, and claiming all her heart,
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At tength, an public deceney requicd,
And all his vassals eagerly desir'd,
With mind averse, he rather underwent
His people’s will, than gave his own congent,
Su was she torn, as from a lover's side,
And made almost in his despite a bride,
Short were her marriage Joys; for in the prime
Of youth, her lord expir'd before bis time ;
And to her father’s eourt in little space
Restor'd anew, sbe held a higher pliace ;
Mare lov'd, and more exalted into grace.
‘This princess, fresh aud youug, and fair and wise,
The worship'd idol of ber father’s eyes,
Dnid all her mex in every grace exceed,
And bad morewitbeside than womenneed. [mind,
Youth, health, and ease, and most an amorous
To seoond nuptiale bad her thoughts inclin'd :
And former joys had teft a secret sting behiod.
But, prodigal in every other graut,
Her sire left unsupply’d her only waunt ;
And she, betwixt her modesty and pride,
Her wishes, which she conld not help, would hide.
EReeolv'd at last to lose no longer time,
And yet to pleass herself without & ctime,
She cast her €yea around the court, to find
A worthy subject.suiting to her mind,
'To hien in boly nuptizts to be ty"d,
A seeming widow, and a secret bride.,
Among the train of courliers, one she found
With all the gifts of bounteous Natare crown’d,
Of gentle blood ; but one whose niggard Fale
Had set him far befow her high estate;
Guiscard his name wan eall’d, of blooming age,
Now squire to Tancred, and before bis page :
To him, the choice of all the shiniug crowd,
Her heart the noble Sigismonds vow'd.
Yet hitherto she kept her love conceal'd,
And with those graces every day beheld
The graceful youth; and every day increas'd
The raging fires that burn'd withio her breast ;
Someg secrct charm did all her acts attend,
And what his fortune wanted, hers could mend 3
Till, as the fire will force its vutward way,
Qr, in the prison pent. consume the prey ;
So long her earnest cyes on his were set,
At length their twisted rays together met ;
And hu, surpris’d with hnmble joy, survey'd
COmc sweet regand, shot by the royal maid :
Not well essur’d, while doubtful bopes be nurd,
A second glanee came gliding like the frst;
Anid he, wbo saw the sharpaess of the dart,
Without defence receiv'd it in bis heart.
n public, though their passion wanted speech,
Yet mutuzl [ooks interpreted for each ;
Time, ways, and means of meeting were deny’d;
Bat all those wants ingenious Love supphy’d,
TH inventive god, who never fails his part,
lespires the wit, when ooce he warms the heart,
‘When Guiscurd next wes in the circle seen,
Where Sigismonda beld the place of queen,
A hollow cane within her hand she brought,
Bu  n the concave bad encloa’d a note;
With this she’seem’d to play, and, as in spart,
Tose'sl to her Jove, in presence of the court ;
 Takeit,”shesajd ; *“ and when ynurneedsreqmre,
Thia little bracd will serve to light your fre”
He took it with a bow, and soon divin'd
The seentiug toy was not for nought design’d :
But when retir'd, so long with curipus eyes
He view'd Lis present, that he found the prize.
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Much was in little writ; and all convey™d
With cauticus care, for fear to be betray*d
By some false confideut, or favonrite maid.
The time, the place, the manner how to meest,
Were all in panctual order plainky writ:
But, since a trust must be, dhe thought it best
‘To pat it ent of laymen’s power at least. ;
And for théir solemn vows prepard a priest.
Quiscard (her secret purpose taderstood)
With joy prepar’d to meet the coming good
Nor pains nor danger was respiv'd 1o spatre,
But use the means appointed by the fair.
Next the prood palace of Salerno stood
A mount of rough ascent, and thich with wond
Through this a cave was dug with vast expense:
The work it seem’d of some Fuspicious priece,
Who, when sbusing power with lawless might,
From public justice would secare his fight.
The pasgage orade by many a winding way,
Reach'd ev'n the room in which the tyrant lay.
Fit for his purpose, on & lower flcor,
He lodg’d, whose izsue was an iron door;
From whence, by stairs descending to the groonsd,
Tn the blind grot a safe retreut he found.
Itz outlet ended in & bruke o'ergrown [koown,
With brambles, choak'd by time, and now us-
A rift there was, which from the mountain’s beight
Convey'd a glimmering and malignant light,
A breathing-place to draw the damps awsy,
A twilight of an intercepted duy.
The tyrant’s den, whose use, though lost to fame,
Was now th’ apurtment of the royal dame ;
The cavern only to ber imther known,
By him was to his darling daughter shown.
Negleated long ahe let the secret rest,
Till Love reemli'd it to her lnbouring breast,
And hinted as the way by Heaven design’d
The teacher, by the means he taught, to blind
What will not women do, when need inspires
‘Their wit, or love their inclination fires!
Though jealousy of state th* invention found,
Yet love refin’d upon the former ground.
That way, the tyrant had reservd, to iy  [nigh.
Pursuing heat, now serv’d to bring two loven
The dame, who long in vain had kept the key,
Bold by desire, explor’d the secret way;
Now try’d the stairs, and, wading through ibe
night,
Search'd all the deep recess, and jssued into light
All this her letter had sc well explain'd,
Th' instrucied youth might compass what re-
main'd;
‘The cavern's roouth alone was hard Lo find,
Because the path, disus’d, was out of mind :
But in what quarter of the copse it lay,
His eve by certain level could sarvey :
Yet (for the wood perplex'd with thoras he knew)
A Frock of leather o'er hia limbe he drew ;
And, thus provided, search’d the brake mround,
Till the choak*d entry of the cave he found.
Thus, all prepar'd, the promie’d hour arriv'd
So leng expected, and so well contrivid: -
With Love to friend, th! impatient lover weat,
Fenc'd from the thorns, and trod the deep descent.
The conscious priest, who was suborn’d before,
Stoud ready posted at the postern door;
The maids in distemt rooms were sent to rest,
And nothing wanted but th’ invited guest
He came, and knockiug thrice without delay,
The longing lady hewrd, and torod the hey;
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At onee invaded bim with all her charma,
And the firat mtep he made was in ber arms :
i The leatharn cotxide, boixterons as it was,
Gave way, and bent beneath ber strict emnbrace :
(m either side the kitses flew 50 thick,
T!umthﬂhemrshehsdbmt.htoupuk.
! The holy man, amaz'd st ¥hat he saw,
Made haste to sanctify the blisa by law;
And mutter’d fast the matrimony o'er,
For fear commitied sin should get befare.
His work performyd, beleft the pair alone,
Because he knew he conld not go too soon ;
His presence odions, when kis task was done.
What thonghts be had beseemns me not to eay;
Though some srmise he went to fast and pray,
And needed both to drive the tempting thoughts
away.
The lf;eh once gome, they took their full de-
' ight:
"Teas restless rage, aod tempest all the night ;
For greedy Love each moment would employ,
And grudg’d the shortest pauses of their joy.
Thos were their loves anspicionsly begon,
Avd thus with secret care were carried on,
The stealth itself did appetile restore,
And hock’d #0 like @ xin, it pleas’d the more.
The care was now become a COMMoOLD WAy,
The wicket, often open’d, knew the key :
. Love rioted secure, and, long enjoy'd,
‘Was evey eager, and was pever cloy'd.
But as extremes are short, of ill and good,
. And tides st higbest mark regorge their flood ;
‘ 50 Fate, that could no more improve their joy,
Took = malicicus pleasure to destroy.
Tancred, whe fondly lov'd, and whose delight
Was plac'd in his fair daughter's daily sight, ~
Of costorn, when his state affairs were done,
Would pas his plensing hours with her alone ;
And, as a father’s privilege allow’d,
Without attendance of th* officious crowd,
' Rbappen’d once, that when in beat of day
He try*d to sieep, as was his usus] way,
The balmy siumber fled his wakeful eyes,
Amd forc’d him, in his own despite, to rise:
Of sjeep forsaken, to relieve his care,
He spaght the conversation of the fair ;
Bt with her train of damsels she waa gone,
In shady walks the scorching hest to ghun
He would not violate that sweet recess,
And foand besides a welcome beaviness,
That seixz’d his eyes; and slumber, which forgnt
When cali’d before to come, now came unsought.
From iight Tetird, behind his daughter's bed,
e for approsching sleep compos’d hia bead ;
A chair was ready, for that use design’d,
S0 guilted, that he lay at ease reclin’d;
The cartains clasely drawn, the light to skreen,
A3z if he had contrivid to lie nnseen:
Thas cover’d with ap artificial night,
Sleep did his office soon, and seal’d his sight
‘With Heuwven pverse, in this ill-omwen’d honr
Wz Guiscard summon’d Lo the secret bower,
Ard the fair nymph, with expectation fird,
From ber ing damacts was retir'd :
For, troe to love, she meamre'd ume so right,
As not to mis one moment of delight,
The garden, seated on the level floor,
8be Jeft behind, and, locking every door,
Thought =ll secure ; at little did she know,
Blind to her fata, she had’enclos'd ber fos.

37

Attending Quiscard, in his leathern frock,

Swood reedy, with his thrice-repeated knock =

Thrice with a doleful sound the jarring grate

Rung deal and hollow, and presag’d their fate.

The door unlock’d, to known delight they haste,

And, panting in each sther’s arme embrac'd,

Rush te the conscious bed, a mutual freight,

And beedless press it with their wonted weight,
The sudden bound awak'd the sleeping sire,

And show'd & sight no parent can desirc;

Hig opening eyes at once with odious view

The love discover'd, and the lover knew :

He would have cry’d; but hoping that he dreamt,

Amazement ty'd his tongue, and stopp'd b’

attempt.

Th* ensuing moment all the truth declar’d,

But now he stood collected, and prepar’d,

For malice and revenge had put bhim on his

guard,
So like a tion, that unbeeded lay,
Dissembling sleep, and watchful to betray,
With inward rage he meditates his prey.
The thoughtless pair, indulging their desires;
Alternate, kindled, and then quench'd their fires ;
Nor thinking in the shades of death they play'd,
Full of themseives, themselves alone survey’d,
And, too secure, were by themaelves betray’d,
Long time dissolv’d in pleasure thus they lay,
Till natare ¢could oo more suffice their play ;
Then rose the youth, and through the cave again
Beturn'd; the princess mingled with her train.

Reuolv’d his unripe vengeance to defer,

The royal spy, when now the coast was clear,
Sought not the garden, but retir'd unseen,

Ta brood in secret on his gether'd splecn,

And methodize revenge: to death he griev'd;
And, but he saw the crime, had searce belier'd,
Th' appointment for th! enming night he beard;
And therefore in the cavern hed prepard

Two brawny yeomen of his trusty guard.

Scarce had unwary Guircard set his foot

Within the foremost entrance of the grot,

When these in seeret ambush ready lay;

And rushing on the pudden seiz’d the prey:
Encumber’d with his frock, withaout defence,

An easy prize, they led the prisoner thence,
And, a8 commanded, brought before the prince.
The gloomy sire, tao sensible of wrong,

To vent his rage in words, restrain’d his tongue,
And only said, ** Thus servants are preferr'd,
And, trusted, thas their sovereigns they reward,
Had 1 not meeu, had not these eyes receiv'd

Too clear a proof, I eould not have believ'd.”

He paus’d, and choak'd the rest. The youth,

Hia forfeit life abandon’d to the law,  [who sew
The judge the nceuser, and th offence to him
Who had both power and wi!l t’ avenge the crime,
Ne¢ vain defence prepar'd; but thus reply’d:
** The faults of love by Love are justify’d:
With anresisted might the monarch reigns,
He levels mountaing, and be raiges plains;
And, oot regarding dlﬁ'erence of degree,

Abas'd your daughter, and exelted me.”

This bold return with seeming patience heard,
The prisonet was remitted to the guard.

The sullen tyrant slept not all the night,

But, lonely walking by a winking light,

Sobb’d, wept, and groan’d, and beat his wither’d
breast,

But would not violate his daughter’s rest ;
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Who long expecting Iny, for bliss prepard,
Listening for noise, and griev'd that nepe she
henrd ;
Oft roie, and oft in vain employ'd the key,
And oft accus’d her lover of delay ;
And pass'd the todicus bours in moxicas thoughtls
AWAY.
The morfuwmme; and at his usual hour
Old Tancrd visited his daughter's bower;
Her cheek (for such his custom was) he kise'd,
Then biesi'd ber kneeling, and her maids dis-
“The roya! dignity thus fac maintain'd, [miss'd.
Now ieft in private, he no longer feign'd ;
Haut all at goce his grief and rage appear'd,
And floods of tears ran trickling down bis beard
** O Sigismonds,” he began to say:
Thitice he began, and thrice was fore'd to stay,
Till worda with often trying found their way:
4 1 thougbt, O Sigismonda, {but bow biind
Are parents’ eyes, their children’s faults to find!)
‘Thy virue, birth, and breeding w.re above
A mean desire, and volgar sense of love ;
Nor iess than night and hearing could convincs
Bo furd a father, and so just a prince,
Of such an unforeseen and nobeliev’d offence.
Then what indignant sorrow must I have
To sec thee lie subjected to my slave !
A man so smelling of Lthe people’s lee,
The conrt receiv'd him Arst for charity;
Amw since with no degree of henour grac'd,
But only suffer’d, where e Grst was plac'd.
A groveiling insect stiil ; and so design’d
By Nature’s hand, nor born of noble kind :
A thing, by peither man nor woman priz’d,
And scarcely known enough Lo be despis’d
To what has Hewven reserv’d my aget Ah! why
Shouid man, whep Nature calls, not choose ta die,
Rather than stretch the span of life, to fnd
Such ills as Fate has wisely cast behind,
For those to feel, whom fond desive to live
Makes covetous of more than life can give!
EBach bas his share of good ; and when *tis gone,
The guest, though hungry, cannot rise too soon.
But I, expecting more, in my own wrong
Protracting life, have Jiv’d & day teo Joog.
If yesterday could be recall’d again,
Ev’n now would [ conciude my happy reigo;
But 'tis too late, my glorivus race is run,
And a dark cloud o'ertakes my velting sun
Had’st thou not lov'd, or loving sav'd the shame,
If not tbe sin, by some illustrious name,
This little comfort bad relies’d my mind,
*Twas frailty, not unusual to thy kind :
But thy fow fall beneath thy royal blood
Shows downward appetite to mix with mud :
Thus ot Lhe least excuse is lefl for the.,
Nor the least refuge fur unhappy me.
 For him I have resoiv'd: whom by surprise
I took, and scarce can call it, in disguise;
Fof much was his atiire, as, with intent
Of Nature, suited to his mean descent :
The harder question yet remains behiod,
What pains a parent and a prince can fod
To punish en offence of this degenerate hind
“ As [ have lov'd, and yet 1 iove thee mote
Than ever father lov'd a chiid before;
8o that indclgence draws me to forgive;
Nature, that gave thee life, would have thee Jive;
But, as a public parent of the state,
My justice, und thy crime, requires thy fate
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Fain would I chooee & middle eonree to steer;
Nulure's too kind, and Justice too svere
Speak for us both, and to the balance bring
On either side the father and the kicg.
Heaven knows, my beart is bent to favenr Wex;
Malke itbut scanty weight, and leave Lhe resttome "
Here atopping wilh's sigh, be pour'd a flood
Of tears,to make his lagt expression good
She, who bad heard him speak, por saw elone
The secret conduct of ber love was known,
Eut he was taken who her soul possess'd,
Felt all the pangs of sorrow in her breass,
And little wanted, but a woman's heart,
With cries and tears had testify’d ber smart;
But inborn Worth, that Fortune can contro.,
New stritug and stiffer bent her gofter soul
The heroine aasum’d the woman's place,
Coufirm'd her mind, und fortify'd her face :
Why sbould she beg, or what couid she pretend,
When her sterp father had condemnn’d her friend?
Her life she might have had; but her despair
Of saving hin, bad put it past her care;
Resolv’d on fate, she would not lose her hreath,
Hut, rather than not die, solicit death.
Fix’d om this thoughl, she, Dot as women us,
Her fult by common frailty would cxcuse;
But bokdly junify’d ber innocencs,
And while the fact was own'd, deny’d th’ offence:
Then with dry eyes, and with an open look,
She met bia glance mid-way, wod thus undaonted
“ Tancred, 1 neither am diapos’d to make [spukes
Request for life, nor offer'd life Lo take;
Much less deny the dead ; but least of all
Beneath pretended justice weakly fail.
My wopds to sacred trath shall be confind,
My deeds shall show the greatness of my mind,
‘That 1 have lov'd, I own; that still I love,
1 cail to witness all the powers above:
Yet more 1 own: to Guiscard’s love I give
The smail remeining time I bave o live;
And if beyond this life degire can be,
Not Fate itself shall get my passion freo,
This first avowd; nor folly warp’d my mind,
Nor the frail texture of the fernale kind
Betray'd wy virtue; for, toc well 1 knew
What honour was, and Honour had his due:
Before the holy priest my vows were ty'd,
S0 came [ not a strumpet, hut a brde,
This for my fame, and for the public voice:
Yet more, his merits justify'd my choice:
Which bad they not, the first elcction thine,
That bond disaolv’d, the next is reely mine;
Or grant [ erd, {which yet | must deny)
Had parents pow’r ev'n second vows to tie,
Thy litlle care o mend my widow’d nights,
Has forc'd me Lo recourse of marri rites,
To fill un empty side, and follow known delights.
What have 1 dose in this, deserviog blame?
State-laws may alter: Nature’s sre the same;
Those are usurp’d on beipless woman-kind,
Made without our coasen!, and wanting power
to bind.

¢ Thou, Tancred, better ahould have understood,
That as thy father gave thee fiesh and bicad,
86 gav’st thou me: not from the quarry hew'd,
But of u softer mould, with sense endu’d ;
Ev'n softer than thy owa, of suppler kind,
More exquisite of taste, and more than man refin'd
Nor need’st thou by thy daughter w be tald,
Though now thy spritely blood with age be cold,
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Thon hast been young: and canst remember till,

Th-l.i‘l:;lthonhdstthnpo'u, thou hadst the

Aad from the past experience of thy fires,

Canst toll with what a tide oar atrong destros

Cume rushing on in yooth, and what their rage
requires,

“ And grapt thy youth wua exercis’d in arms,
When Love oo leisore found for softer charma,
My troder age in luxury was train'd,

With idle case and pagesnts enwnam‘d

My bours my own, my plessures unrnlnm’d.
S0 bred, no wonder if 1 took the bent

That seemn’d ev'n warranted by thy consent;

For, when the father is too fondly kiod,

Soch aeed be sows, puch barvest shall be find,
Blume then thyself, as reason’s law requires,
{Since ﬂ!::u:e gave, ad thou foment'st my

If still those appetites continue strong,
Thon may st consider 1 am yet but young:
Consider too, that, having been a wife,
1 must hare tasted of a better Iife;
And am not to be blsm’d, iflmnﬂr
By inwful meuns the joys which then 1 knew.
Where was the crime, if pleasuve 1 procur'd,
Young, and » woman, and to bliss inur'd!
That was my case, and Lhis is my defence:
1 pleas’d myeelf, [ shunn’d incontinence,
Apd, nrg’d by strong desites, indulg'd my sense.
‘* Left to myself, { must avow, I strove
From puhlic thame to screen my secret love,
And, well nequainted with thy native pride,
Endavour'd what | could not help, to hida ;
For which & woman®s wit an easy way supply'd
How this, so well contrivid, so closely laid,
Was known to thee, or by what chance betrmy’d,
Is not my care; to please thy pride alooe,
T coukd have wish’d it had been still unknown.
* Nor took | Guiscard by blind fancy led,
Or hasty choice, s many women wed ;
Bot with deliberate care, and ripen’d thought,
At leizare frst design’d, before I wrought:
Om him | rested, after loug debate,
And, Dot without considering, fx'd my fate:
His fiame was equal, though by mine inspird;
{For 50 tbe difference of our birth requir’d)
Had be been born like me, like me his love
Had first begun, what mine was forc'd to move:
But thus beginning, thus we persevere;
Our passions yet continne what they were,
Nor length of irial makes our juyv the less nincere.
At this my cboice, though not by thine allow’d
(Thy j herding with the common crowd)
Thon tak’st nmust offence; and, led by them,
Duost Jews the merit, than the man esteemn.
Too sbarply, Tancred, by‘thy pride betray™d,
Hast thou against the laws of kind inveigh'd:
Tor all th* offence iy in opizion plac'd,
Which deeras high birth by lowly choice debas'd.
This thought alone with fury fires thy bream
{Por holy marringe justifies the rest}
That I have sunk the gloriea of the state,
And mix'd my blood with & plebeian mate;
in which I wonder thou should’st oversce
Saperior causes, or impute to me
The Bult of Fortune, or the Fates” decree,
Or call it Heaver's imperizl power wlone,
Which moves on sprioge of justice, though un-
known.
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Yet this we see, though order’d for the beat,

The bad exalted, snd the good oppress'd ;
Permitted laurels grace the lewless brow,

Th’ unworthy mmis’d, the worthy cast below.

* But leaving that: scarch we the secret springs,
Apnd backward trace the principtes of things;
There shall we fipd, that when the world began,
One common mass compaoe’d the mould of man;
One paste of Besh on all degrmes bestow’d,

And knesded up slike with moistening blood.
The same Almighty Power inspir'd Lhe frame
‘With kindled Jife, and form'd the souls the same;
The faculties of intellect and will [skih,
Diispens’d with equal hand, dispos’d with equal
Like liberty indulg’d with choice of good orill:
Thus born alike, from virtue first begmn

The difference that distinguish’d man from man :
He claim'd no title from descent of blood,

But that which made him noble made him good -
Warm'd with more particles of heavenly flame,
Hewing’d his upright flight, and soar'd to fame;
The restremain’d below, a tribe without & name.

¢ This law, though custom now diverts the
As Nature’s institute, is yet in force; [course,
Uncancelld, though disue’d ; and be, whose mind
In virtuous, is slone of noble kind ;

Though poor in fortune, of celestinl race ;
And be commits the erime who calls him base

“' Now izy the line; and measure all thy court,
By inward virtue, not external port
'And find whom justly to prefer lbmra
The maa on whom my_]udgment plac'd oy love:
S0 shalt thou see his parts and person shine;
And, ﬂllul compared, the rest a base dn:smm

ine,

Nor took 1, when I first survey'd thy court,
Hi» nlour, or his virtues, on report;
But trusted what 1 Ougtt to tost alcme,
Relying on thy eyes, and not my own;
Thy praise (and thine wan then the puhl:c voica})
First reccommendad Guiscard to my choice:
Directed thue by thee, I look’d, and found
A man I thought deserving to he crown'd 3
First by my-father pointed to my sight,
Nor less conspicucus by his mative light;
Hins mind, his mien, the features of his face,
Excelling all the rest of human race ;
These we!-;h thy thoughts, and thou could'st judye

aright,
Till interest made & jaandice in thy sight;
Or should ] grant thou didst ot rightly sce ;
Then thou wert firet deceiv'd;, and I deceiv’d by

thee.
Bt )f thoo lhalt alledge throough pride of mind,
Thy blood with one of base condition join'd,
'Tis falee ; for "tis not busemens 10 b poor;
His p-uverty augmenis thy crime tho more ;
Upbraids thy justice with the scant regand
Of worth ; whom princes praise, they ahould re.

Are these the kings intrusted by the crowd

With weallh, to be dispens'd for common good
The people sweat not for their king's delight, ’
T enrich a pimp, or raise a parasite ;

Theirs is the toil ; and he, who well has serv'd
His country, has his coantry's wealth deserv'd.
Ev'n mighty monarchs oft are meanly born,

And Kings by birth to lowest rank return ;

All subject to the power of giddy Chance,

For Fortune can deprem, or can advance:
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But true nobility is of the mind,
Not given by chance, and not to chince design*d.
Faor the remaining doubt of thy decree,
What to resolve, and how disposs of me,
Be warn'd to cast that uscless care maida,
Myself alone will for myself provide,
I, in thy doting snd decrepit age,
Ty soul, & stranger in thy youth to mge,
Begins in cruel deeds to take delight,
Goroe with my biood thy berbarous appetite 3
For | so little am dispos'd to pray
Fur life, 1 would not cast a wish away.
Such as it is, th’ offence i all my own
And what {6 Guiseard is alrendy done,
Or to be done, is doom’d by thy decres,
That, if not executed @irst by thee,
Shali on my person be perform'd by me.
f Away, with women weep, and leave me here,
Fix'd like a man, to die without a tear;
Or save, or siay us both this present hour,
*Tis ail that Pate hag left within thy power.”
She raid ; nor did her father fail Lo find,
In all ahe spoke, the greatneas of her mind;
Yet thought she was not, ghatinate to die,
Nor deem'd the death she promis’d was 50 migh:
Becure in this belief, be lefL tha dame,
Resolv'd to spare ber life, and mve her shame ;
But thet detested object to remore,
To wrcak his vengeance, sod to cure ber love,
Intent on this, & secret order sign'd,
The death of Guiscard to his guards enjoin'd;
Strangliog was chosen, and the night the time,
A mute revenge, aod blind as was the crime :
His faithfol heart, a bloody sacrifice,
Turn from his breast, to glut the tyrant’s eyes,
Clos'd the severe cammand (for siaves to pay):
What kings decree, the soldier must obey,
Wag'd against foes; and when the wars are o'sr,
Fit only to maintaiu despotic power;
Dacgerous to freedom, and desir’d alone
By kings, who seek an arbitrary throne:
Such were these guards; as ready to havy slain
The prince himseif, allur'd with greater gain;
Bo was the charge perform'd with better will,
By meo inur'd to blood, and exercied in ill,
Now, though the sulten sire had-eas'd bis mind,
The pomp uf hin revenge was yet behind,
A pomp prepard to grace the present he design’d.
A goblet rich with gems, and rough with gold,
Of depth, and breadth, the precicus pledge to hold,
‘With cruel care he chose: the hollow part
Enclos'd, the lid conceal’d the lover's heart:
Then of his trusted mischicfs nue be sent,
And bade him with thess words the gift present:
 Thy father sends thee this to cheer thy breast,
And glad thy sight with what thou lov'st the hest;
As thou hast pleas’d his eyes, and joy'd his mind,
With what he lovid the most of homan-kind.”
Ere this the royal dame, who well had weigh'd
The consequence of what her sire had said,
Fix’d on her fate, against th? expected hour
Procor'd the means to have it in her power;
For this, she had distili'd with early care
The juice of simples friendly to despair,
A magnrine of death; and thus prepard,
Secure to die, the fata] mesaage heard :
Then emil'd severe; por with a troubled look,
Or trembling hand, the funeral present took:
Ev'n kept her countenance, when the lid removid
Disclos'd the heart, unfurtunately lovd;
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She peeded not be told, mthin whase breast
It lodg'd ; the mensage had explnin'd the rest.
Or not amaz, or hiding ber surprise,
She mernly oo the bearer Ax’d her eyas @
Then thus; * Tell Tancred, on his danghier's part,
The gold, though precicus, equals not the bhert:
But be did well to give his best; and I,
Who wish’d & worthier urn, forgive his poverty.®
At this she curb’d a groan, that eise bad come,
And, pausing, view'd the present in the tomb;
Then, to the heart ador’d devoutly glew'd’
Her lips, aod, raising it, ber speech renewd :
** Ev'n from my day of birth, to this, the bound
Of my unbappy being, | have found
My father's care and tenderness expreas'd ;
But this last act of love excels the rewt :
For this 50 dear a present, bear him back
The beat return that [ can live to make "
The measenger dispatch’d, aguin she view'd
The lovvl remains, and sighing thus pormed
“ Source of my life, and Jord of my desires,
1n whom 1 liv'd, with whom my sou! expires,
Pocr Heart, no more the spting of vital heat,
Curs'd be the hauds that tore thee from thy seal !
The conrse is nish'd which thy Fatew decyeed,
And thon from thy corporesl prison freed:
Svdn hast thou reach'd tha goal with mendod puce,
A world of woes dispulch’d in little space;
Fore'd by thy worth, thy foe, in deslh berame
Thy friend, bas lodg'd thee in a costly tomb,
There yet remain'd thy fuperal exequies,
The weeping tribute of thy widow's eyes,
And those, indulgent Heavep bas found the way
That L, before my death, have leave to pay.
My father ev’n in cyuelty is kind,
Or Hesven has turo'd the malice of bis mind
To better uses than his hate design'd ;
And made tl’ tusult, which in his gift appears,
The means to mourn thee with my pious tears;
Which I will pay thee down, before I go,
And save myseif the pains to weep belaw,
If souls can weep; though opce L meant to meet
My fate with face unmov'd, and eyes unwet,
Yet since 1 have thee here in narrow roam,
My tears shall set thee At afloal wilbin thy
Then {a& I know thy spirit hovers nigh) [lamb,
Uoder thy friendly conduct wiil 1 dy
To regions unexplor'd, secure to share
Thy state; nor Hell shall panishment appear;
Aud Hesaven is double Heaven, if thou art there.”
She said : her brimful eyes, that ready stood,
And oaly wanted will to keep a fiond,
Relcas'd their watery store, and pour'd emain,
Like clowds, low hung, a sober shower of uin :
Mute solemn sorrow, free from femele noise,
Such as the majesty of grief destroys ;
For, bending o'er the cup, the tears she shed
Seem’d by the posture to discharge her head,
O'erfill'd before, (and oft her mouth apply'd
To the eold heart) she kiss'd at once, and oyl
Her maids, who stood amsz'd, nor koew the cause
Of ber compiaining, nor whosa beart il was,
Yet all due measures of her monrning kept,
Did office at the dirge, and by infection wept;
And oft inguir'd th’ occasion of her grief
{Unapnswer'd but by sighs) and offer’d vain reliel
At length, her stock of Lears alrendy shed,
She wipid her eyed, she mis'd her drooping bead,
And thus pursud: O ever faithfuf Heart,
I bave perform’d the ceremonial part,



* Wiere she before bad brew'd the deadly

THEODORE AND HONORIA.

The deotmries of grief ; it rests behind,

Tiat, & our bodies were, our souls be join'd ;

Te thy whetr’er abode, my shade convey,

ind, a3 an ehder ghost, direct tha way.”

She mid; and bade the rial to be brought,
dreught
First pouring oot the med’cinsble bame, 7
The hemrt, bey tears had rine’d, sbe bathd agsin;
Then dowh ber throat the death securely throws,
Asd quafls a long obiivion of her woes.

‘This dave, she mounts the genisl bad, and there
{Ber body first compos'd with hopest carg)
Attends the welcome rest; ber hands yet hold
Clor 1o ber heart the monomental gold ;

Eur Brther word she spake, hut clos'd her sight,

- And quiet songht' the cavert of the night.
" The dameels, who Lhe while ia silence mourn'd,

Kt knowing, nor suspectiog desth suboro'd,
Yex, as their daty was, to Taocred sent; -
Wha, conscions of th oceasion, fear'd th’ event.
Abnp'd, aad with presagiog hewrt, be came,
dod drew the cartains, aod expos’d the dame
Toloathsome light: then with a Inte relief
Made vain efforts, to mitigate ber grief.
She, what she could, excloding day, her eyas
Eept firmlty seald, and sternly thus replies:
“ Tancred, restrain thy tears, ansought by me,
Aud sorrow unavailing now o thee
Did ever man before afflict bis mind,
To see t’ effert of what himself design'd ?
Tet, ff thou hast remainiog in thy heart
Jome senae of love, some unextingnish’d part
Of former kindness, largely once profess'd,
Lzt o by that sdjure thy barden'd breast,
Kot to demy thy dadghter's last requert:
The meeret Jove which 1 30 long enjoy'd,
Aot otifl comoent’d to gratify thy pride,
Thou bast disjoin'd ; but, with my dying hreath,
Sock wot, § beg thee, to disjoin our death ;
Whereer his corpee by thy command is laid,
Thither let mine in public be convey'd :
in open view, and side by side,

dckvowledg'd as & bridegroom and & bride.”

The prinoe’s anguish hinder'd his reply
dnd she, who felt ber fate appronching nigh,
Seird the cold heart, and, heaving ta her breast,
* Here, precions pledge,”she said, ** securcly rest !
These socents were her last ; the creeping dewth
Eryaut'd ber seases first, then stoppd her bneath.

Tims she for discbedience justly dy'd :
The sire was justly punish'd for bis pride :
T youth, lenst guilty, suffer’d forth! offence,
Of daty vioksted to bis prince ;
Who, bate repeating of his cruel deed,
Oue commmon sepraichire for both decreed ;
Itombd the wretched pir in royal atate,
dad oo their mogument inserib’d their fate,
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Or u the cities in Romanian Innds,

Tie chief, and most rencwn’d, Rarenna stands,
ddorn'd iv aneient tinves with arms and arts,
dml rieh mbabitaots, with yenerous bearts.

M Tawdore the brave, sbove,the rest,

With ¢ifls of Fortane and of Nature bleynd,

The foremant place for weatth and bonours held,
dnd 3l in faxte of chivalry sxeelid,
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This noble youth to madness lov'd a dame
Of high degree, Hunoria was ber namne;

Fuir ny the fairest, but of hauphty miad,
And Betcer than became so soft a kind.
Proud of her birth (for equal she had aone) ;
The rest she scorn’d, bnt beted him alone;
His gifts, his constant courtship, nothing guin'd;
For abe, the more be lov’d, the wnore disdain’d.
He liv'd with all the pomp be could devise,
At tilts and tournrments obtain’d the prize;
But found no favour in his lady's eyes:
Refentiess na a mck, the hofly maid,
Turn'd all 4o poison, that he did or waid: [move;
Nor prayers, nor tears, nor ofier’d vows, could
The work went backward; and the more he nrove
T* advance hig suit, the farther from ber Iove.
‘Weary'd st length, and wonting remedy,
He doubted oft, and ofl resaly’d to die.
But Pride stood ready to prevent the blow,
o who would die to gratify a foe? .
His generous mind disdain'd so mean a fale;
Thatpass'd, his next endeavour was to hate,
Bat vainer that relief than ald the rest,
The iess be hop'd, with more desirs possess'd ;
Lovo stood the sicge, apd would not yield bis
breast. {care;
Chapge was Lbe next, but change deceivid bis
He sought a fairer, but found none so fair.
He would have wurn her ont by slow degrees,
As men by faaling starre Wb’ untam'd disense;
But present love requird a present eate.
Looking he fecds alone his famish’d eyes,
Peeds lingering Death, hut looking not be diev
Yet atill he chose the longest way to Fate,
Wasting at once his life and his cstate.
His friends bebeld, and pity’d him in vain,
Por what advice can ease a lover’s pain !
Absence, the best expedient they could find,
Mizht save the fortune, if net cure the mind :
This means they long propos'd, but little gain'd,
Yet, after much purvait, at tength obtain'd.

Hard you may thiok it was to give consent,
But struggling with his own desires be went,
With large expense, and with & pompouns tmin,
Provided as to visit France and Spain,

Or fur some distect voyage o'er the main.

But Love bad clipp’d hix wings, and cat him short,
Confin'd within the purlieus of the coart.

Three miles he weot, nor fartber could retreat ;
His travels eaded ot his country-seat:

To Chaseiw’ pleasing plaine he took his way,
There pitck'd bis tents, and there reso!v'd to stay.

The rpring was in Lhe prime ; the neighbouring
Supply'd with birds, thechoiristers of Lore ; [grove
Music unbought, that mioister'd deligbt
Ta moraing waiks, aod lull’d bis cares hy night:
There he discharg™d bis frieads: but not th’ expenss
Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence,

He iiv'd as kings rctire, though ocre at large

Prom pablic business, yet with equal charge;

With house aml heart still open to receive;

As well content as Love would give hiw leave:

He woald have liv'd more free; but many a guest,

Who could (omake the friend, pursusd the feaat.
It hapt one morniog, as his fancy led,

Before hiv nrast hour b left his bed;

To walk within a lonsly lawn, that atood,

On every side wurrotiuded by » wood :

Alone he waik’d, to please his pestive miad,

And sought the deepest solitads to flnd;
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"Twas in, a grove of spreading pines be stray'd ;
The winds within the quivering branches play’d,
And dancing trees a moumful music made.
The place itself was puiting to his care,
Unecouth and savage, as the cruet fair,
He wander’d on, unknowing where he went
Lost in the wood, and afl on love intent ;
The Day already half hia race had rup,
And sunmmond him to due repast at noon,
But Love could feel no heoger but his own.
Whilst listeniog to the murmuriog leaves he
¥
More than & mile immers’d within the wood,
At once the wind waa Iaid ; the whispering sound
Was dumb; a rising earthgquiake rock’d the zround;
With decper brown the grove was overspread,
A sudden horrour *etzed his giddy head,
And his ears tinkled, and his colour fled.,
Nature was in alarm ; some danger nigh
Beemn threaten'd, though upseen W mortal eye.
Uous'd to fear, he summon'd sll bis soul,
And stood collected in himsetf, and whole ;
Not long: for soon a whirlwind rose around,
And from afar he heard & screaming sound,
As of u dame distress'd, who ery*d for aid,
Anpd fil’d with loud laments the secret shade.
A thicket close beside the grove there stood,
With briers and brambles chook'd, and dwarflah
wood ; [near,
From thence the noise, which now, approaching
With more distinguish’d notes invades his ear;
. He rais'd his head, and eaw a besnteous maid,
With hair dishevell'd, issuing through the shade;
Stripp’d of hercloaths, andev’n those parts reveal’d,
‘Which modest Naturc keeps from sight conceal'd,
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn,
With passing throughthe brakes, and prickly thorn ;
Two mastiffs gaunt and grim her Aight pursud,
And oft their fasten'd fangs in blood embra’d :
Ot they came up, and pinch'd her tender side,
“ Merey, O mercy, Heaven!” she rap, and ery'd,
‘When Heaven was oam'd, they loos’'d their bold
again,
Then spfnng she forth, they followd her smain.
Not far behind, a knight of mearthy face,
High on & coal-black steed pursu'd the chase ;
With feshing flames his ardeut eyes were 14,
And in his band a naked sword he held:
He cheer'd the doga to follow her who fled,
And vo%'d revenge on her devoted head.
As Theodore was born of noble kind,
The brutal action rous'd bis manly mind;
Mov'd with unworthy usage of the maid,
He, though unarm'd, resolv’d to give her aid.
A saplin pine he wrench'd from out the ground,
The readiest wezpon that his fary found.
Thus furnishd for offence, he cross'd the way
Betwixt the graceless villain and bis prey.
The knight come tbundering on, but, from afar,
Thux in imperioua tone forbade the war :
“ Cease, Theodore, to proffer vain relicf,
Nor stop the vengeance of so just a grief;
But give me leave to scize my destin'd prey,
And let Eternal Justice take the way:
L but revenge my fate, disdain’d, betray’d,
And suffering death for this ungmtefu‘: maid.»
He said, at once dismounting from the steed;
For now the hell-hounds with superior speed
Hed reach'd the dame, and, fastening on her side,
The ground with issuing streams of purple dy'd,
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Stood Theodore surprie’d in deadly fright,
With chattering teeth, and bristling hair upright;
Yet srm’d with inborn werth, ¢ Whate'er, said he,
" Thou art, who know’st me better than 1 thee;
Ot prove thy rightful canse, or be defy*d ;
The , fiercely staring, thus repty’d -
now, Theodore, thy ancestry I clain,

And Quide Cavalcanti was my name.
One common sire our fethers did beget,
My pame and story some remember yet :
Thee, then u boy, within my arms I laid,
‘When for my sins 1 lov*d this haughty maid;
Not less adord in 1tfe, por served by me,
Than proud Honoris now is lov'd by thee
What did 1 not her stubborn heart to gain 2
But all my vows were anywer'd with disdain :
She scorn’d my sorrowy, and despis’d my pain,
Loug time | dragg'd my days in fruitlesy care;
Then, loathing life, and pluag'd in decp despair,
To flnish my uohappy life, I fell
On this sharp sword, and now am danm'd in Helt

¢ Sbort was ber joy ; -for socn th* insulting maid
By Heaven’s decree in this cold grave was laid
And as in unrepented sin she dy'd,
Doom'd to the same bad place is punishd for ber

ride :
Becau.lg she deemed [ well deservd to die,
And made & merit of her cruelty. [enst,
There, then, we met; both try'd, and both wem
And thig irrevocable sentence passid ;
That she, whom I so long puisu’d in vaio,
Shoald suffer from my hands a liogering pain:
Reuew'd to life that she might daity die,
1 daily doom’d to follow, she to fly ;
No more a Jover, but & mortai foe,
1 seek her life {for love is pone below):
As often ay my doge with better speed
Arrest her Bight, it she to death deereed @
Then with this faml sword, on which | dy'd,
1 pierce her open back, or tender sjde,
And tear that harden’d beart from omt her bressd,
Which, with her entrulls, makes my lunpy
hounds a feast.

Nor lies she long, but, as her Fates ordain,
Springs up to life, and fresh to second pain,
1s sav’d to-day, to-morrow to be stain.”

This, vers’d in deoth, th* inferpal knight refates,
Aud then for proof fulfill'd the common fetes;
Her heart and bowels throngh het baek be deew,
And fed the hounda that help™d him to pursve,
Stern look'd the fiend, as frustrate of his will,
Not, balf suffic'd, and greedy yet to kill.

Aud aow the soul, expiring through the wound,
Had left the body breathiesa on the ground,
When thus the grisly spuoctre spoke sgain:
“ Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain:

As many months as T mastain'd her hete,
S0 many year is she condemn'd by Fate
To daily death ; mnd every severa! place,
Conacious of her diedain and my disgrace,
Must witbeas her jast punishment ; and be
A srene of triumph and reveoge to me !

As in this grove I took my last farewd,

As on this very spot of enrth [ fell,

As Friday saw me die, 80 she my prey
Becomes ev'n here, on this revoiving day.™

Thus while he spoke the virgin from the groust
Upstarted fresh, already clos'd the wound,

And, unconcern'd for ail she felt belore,
Precipitates ber fight along the shove :
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heil-hoarads, a3 togorg’d with flesh and bicod,
f theit prey, and seek their wonted food @
T fiend remounta hia courser, mends his pace ;
dad olf the viron ranieh'd from the place.

Loug stood the noble youth oppress'd with aws
Aod stupid at the wondrous things be sew, {law.
Serpasting common faith, tranegressing Nature's
Be would have been zaleep, and wish'd to wake,
Put dreams, he knew, no long impression make,
Thoagh strong at first; if vision, to what end,
Bat sach & must his fators state portend ?

Hi Jove the damsel, and himself the Gend.

But yet, reflecting that it could not be

From Heaven, which cannot impious acts decree,
Rrsotr'd wilthin himself to shun the soare,

Which Hell for his destructivon did prepare ;

And, an bis befier genius should direct,

From an ill canse to draw a good effect

[opir'd from Heaven he homeward took his
Nor pall'd his new design with long delay: [way,
Bat of bis train a trusty servant sent,

To call his friends together at his tent.
They came, and, nsusl salutations paid,
With words premeditated thus he said :
* What you have often counscild, to remove
My vain parsuit of unregarded love ;
By thrift my sinking fortune to repair,
Though Iate yet is at last become my care:
My beart sball be my own; my vast expense
Reducd to bounds, by timely providence :
This only I require; invite for me
Honoria, with her father’s family,
Her friends, and mine; the cause T shall display,
On Priday next; for that's th’ appointed day."
‘Well pleas’d wereall hisfriends, the taak was hght,
The father, mother, danghter, they invite ;
Hardly the dame was drawn to this repast ;
Ryd: rescly’d, beeause it was the Iast.

day was come, the guewts invited came,
Awl, with the rest, th' inexorahle dame :
A fexst prepar’d with rictons expense,
Moch cost, more care, and most magnificence,
The pisce ordain'd was in that heunted grove,
Wherr the revenging ghost pursad his love ;
The tables in & prond pavilion spread,
With flowers below, aud tissue overhead :
The rest in tank, Honoria, chief in place,
Was artfolly contriv'd to set her face
Ta front the thicket, and hehold the chase,
The feast wan serv’d, the time so well forecast,
That just when the desert and fruite were plac'd,
The fiends alarm began ; the hoilow sound
Bang in the leaves, the forest shook armund
Kic blackco'd, rul’d tho thupder, groan'd the

groond
Nar long tafore the lood laments arine,
Of apw distress’d, and mastiffs mingled cries;
Apd Scat the dame came mushing through the
wood, [,
dpod next the famish'd bounds that cought their
And grip’d her fianks, and oft essayxl their jows
in blnod.
Last came the fedon, oo his wmble stesd,
Arm'd with hiz oaked sword, and urg’d his doge
to speed,
Wee ren, and cry'd, her flight directly bent
A goct unbidden) to the (atal tent, [ment.
scene of death, and place ordain’d for punish-
wns Lhe noise, nghail was every
The womsen shriek'd, the men forsook the fasst;
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The hounds at pearer distance homrsely hav'd ;

The hunter close pursw’d the visionary maid,

She rent the Heaven with lond laments, imploring
The gallants, to protect the lady's right, Taid.

Their faulchions brandish’d at the grisly sprite ;

High on his stirmaps he provok’d the fight, .

Then on the crowd he cast & furious look,

And wither'd all ther strength before he apoke :

“ Back oo yoar lives ; let he,” said be, * my prey,

And let my vengeance take the destin'd way:

Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence,

Against thy eternal doum of Providence :

Mine is th’ nngrate{ul maid by Heaven designd :

Mercy sbe would not give, mor mercy sheil she

At this the former tale agmin he told {fiod™

Witk Unendering tone, and dreadfol to bebold :

Sunk were their hearts with borroar of the erime,

Nor needed to be warn'd s second time,

But bore each other back: mome koew the face,

And al! had heard the much-lamented case

Of bim who fell for love, and this the fatal place.
And now th' infernal minister advanc'd,

Seiz’d the due victim, and with fury launch'd

Her back, and, piercing through her inmost beart,

Drew backward ss before th' offending part.

The reeking entrails next he tore awny,

And to hia meagre mastiffs made a prey.

1 The pale assistants on each other star'd,

With gaping mouths for isming words prepard ;
The still-born sounds upon the palate hung,
Arnd dyd imperfec::;il the faultering tongue.
The fright wag general ; but the female band
{A helpless train) ia more confusion wtand:
With horrour shoddering, on a beap they rua,
Sick at the sight of hateful justice done ;
For Conseience rung Lh' alarm, sod made the
case their oW

S0, spread upon & lake with upward eye,
A piump of fowl belold their foe on high;
They close their trembling troop ; and all attend
On whom the sowsing eagle will descend.

But moat the prood Hooorin feai*d th* event,
And thought to ber alone the vision sent.
Her guilt presents to her distracted mind
Hearen’s justice, Theodore's revengefol kind,
And the same fate to the same sin assign'd,
Already sees herself the monster's prey,
And feeis her heart and entrails torn away.
"Twas a mute scene of sorrow, miv’d with fear
Still on the tahle lay th* unfinish’d cheer:
The knight and hungry mestiifs stood sround,
The mangled dame lay breathless on the ground;
When on a sudden, rc-inspird with breath,
Aprain she roee, again to suffer denth ;
Nor staid the hell-b ds, nor the h
But bllow'd, as hefore, the 8yiog maid :
Th' arenger took from earth th avenging sword,
Auod muunting light as air his mable steed be

spurr'd :

The clouda dispeiP’d, the skcy resum’d her light,
And Nature stood recoverd of ber fright.
But fear, the last of ills, remain'd behind,
And horrour heavy sat on every mind.
Nor Theodore encourag'd more the feast,
But stemnty look'd, ms hatching in his breast
Some deep designs ; which when Honoria virw'd,
The fresh impulse her former fright renew'd;
She thought hersclf the trembling dame whe fled,
And him the grialy ghost that spurr’d th infernal

staid,



64

The more dismey'd, for when the guesta withdrew,
Their courteons host, saluting ali the crew,
Begordless pazs’d her o'er; nor grac'd with kiod
adiea ;
‘That sting infix’d within her baughty mind
The downfal of her empire she divind ;
And her proud heart with secret sorruw pia'd,
Home w they went, the sed discourse renew'd
Of the relentless dame to death purza'd,
And of the sight obscene 0 lately view’d.
Nons durst arreigh the righteous doom she bore,
Ev'n they who pity’d most, yet blam’d her more:
The parsllel they needed not to name,
Bet in the dead they dama’d the living dame.
- At every littie nuise she look’d behind,
Por still the knight was present to ber mind
And anxious oft rhe maried on the way,
And thought the borseman-ghol came thunderiog
for his prey.
. Return’d, she took her bed with little rest,
But inn short slumbers dreamt the funeral feast:
Awak'd, she turn’d her side, and slept mguin ;
The same black vapours mounted in her brain,
And the same dreams return'd with double pain.
Now fore'd to wake, because afraid to ueep,
Her hlood sll fever'd, with a furious leap
She sprang from bed, distracted in her mind,
And feard, at every step, a twitching sprite behind.
Tjarkling and desperate, with a staggering pace,
Of death afraid, and conscicus of disgrace ;
Fear, Pride, Remorse, at once her beart asiail'a,
Pride put Remorse to Bight, hut Fear prevail'd.
Friday, the fatal day, when pext it came,
Her soul forethought the fiend would change his
And her parsue, or Theodore be slain, [game,
And two ghosts join their packs Lo bunt her o'er
the plain.
This dreadfal image so-posscss'd her mind,
That, desperate any succour else Lo find,
She ceas’d all farther hope ; and pow began
To make reflection on th* uphappy man,
Rich, brave, and young, who past expression Iovid,
Proof to disdain, and not to he remov’d :
Of nll the men respected and admird,
Of all the dames, except herself, desird :
Why not of ber? preferr’d above the rest
By him with knightly deeds, wod open love pro-
fenvd ?
S0 had apnother been, where he his vows addresy’d.
Thie queli’d her pride, vet other doubta remain'd,
That, once disdainmng, she might be disdain'd.
The fear was just, but greater fear prevail'd,
Pear of ber life hy hetlish hounds assail’d :
He took a lowering leave ; but who can tefi,
What qutward hate might inward love conceal ?
Her sex’a arts she knew ; and why not, then,
Might deep dissemabling bave a place in men ?
Here hope began to dawn ; resolv'd to try,
She fix'd on this her utmost remedy :
1éuth was behind, but hard it was to die.
Tras time enough at fam oo Death to esll,
The precipice in vight: n shrub was alt,
That kindly stood betwixt to break the fatal fall,
One meid she bed, belov'd above the rest ;
Secure of ber, the secret she confess'd ;
And now the chearful light ber fewrs dispell'd,
She with no winding turnt the truth conceal'd,
BRut put the woman off, and stocd reveal’d:
With faulkts confess’d commission'd hee to go,
If pity yet bad place, and reconcite her foe;
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The welcome message wade, Was 1000 receivd

‘Twas to be with'd, apd hop'd, but scaree h
liev'd ;

Fate seem'd a fair occasion to pmlent

He knew the sex, and fear'd she might repent,

Should he delay the moment of consent.

There yel remain’d to gain her friends (s care

The modesty of maidens well might spare);

But she with such 8 zeal the cause embracd,

{As women, where they will, are all in Laste)

The father, motber, and the kin beside,

Were overborn by fury of the tide;

With Full consent of all she changd ber rate;

Resistless in her love, as in her hate,

By her example warn'd, the rest beware;

More sy, less imperiaus, were the fair ;

And that one hunting, which the Devil design'd

For one fair fanalke, lost him halll the kind.

CYMON AND IPHIGENIA.
POETA LOQUITURL

O4p as I am, for ladien Jove anfit,

The power of beauty I remember yet

Which once inflam’d my scul, and still inspie

If love be folly, the severe divine [my wi

Has felt that fully, though he censures mine;

Poilutes the pleasures of a chaste embace,

Acts what I write, apd propagates in grace,

With rictius excess, a priestly race,

Suppowe him free, and that 1 forge th’ offenre,

He show'd the way, perverting first my sense:

In malice witty, and with venom fraught,

He makes me speak the things I never thought,

Compute the goins of his ungovern'd zesl;

IY suita his cloth the praise of rwiling well.

The world wiil think, that what we loosely wnte

Though now arraign'd, he reed with some delight

Because he secms Lo chew the cud again,

When his broad comment makes the text too plaia

And teaches more in ohe explaining page,

Than atl the double -meaningy of the stage
What needs he parzphrase on what we toen]

We were at worst but wanton ; he's obecens.

1 not my fellows nor myzelf excuse ;

But love’s the subjeci of Lhe comic Musr;

Nor can we write without it, nor would you

A wle of only dry iastruction view;

Nor love is always of a vicious kind,

But oft 10 virtucus acts inflames the mind,

Awnkes the sleepy vigour of the soul,

And, brushing ¢’er, adds motion to the pool

Love, studious how to please, improves cur pav

With polist’d mannera, and adorns with acts.

Love first invented verse, and form*d the rhynm

The metion measur'd, hammoniz'd the chime;

To liberal acts enlarg'd the narrow-sould,

Soften'd the fietce, and made the coward bod:

The world, when waste, he pedpled with incress

And warting nations reconcil’d in peace.

Ormond, the first, and wlt the fair may find,

In this one legend, to their fame design'd,

When Beauty fires Lhe hicod, bow Lova exais #

mind.

{w that sweet isie where Venua keeps her e
And every Grace, nnd all the Loves, remrt ;
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© Wheve either sex ix forr’d of softer carih,
And takes the bent of pleasure from their birth ;
‘There liv'd & Cyprian lord above the rest
Wise, wenlthy, with a oumercus issue blesand.
Bot es no ¢gift of Fortune is gincere,
Was only wanting io & worthy heir ;
Ris eldest bomn, a goodly youth to view,
ExcelPd the rest in shape, and outward shew,
FPair, tall, bis limbs with due proportion join’d,
Bot of 2 heavy, dull, degenerate mind.
Bis sonl bely’d the features of his face;
Beauty was there, but beauty in disgruce.
A clownish mien, a voite with rustic sound,
And stupid eyes that ever lov'd the ground.
He lnok'd like Nature’s errour, as the mind
4od body were not of a piece design’d, [joind,
Bat made for two, and by mistake in one were
The raling rod, the father's forming, care,
Were exercis’d in vain on Wit's despair;
The wore inforin’d, the less he understood,
And deeper sunk by floundering in the mud,
Now scorw’d of all, and grown the public shame,
The people from Galesus chang’d his name,
4ud Cymon calPd, which signifies & brute;
o weil his name did with his pature suit.
1lis father, when be found hia labour lost,
care employ’d that answer’d not the cost,
an ungratrful cbject to remove,
loath’d to sec what Nature made him love;
Jo to bis country fanm the fool confin'd ;
work well suited with a vustic mind,
to the wilds the sturdy Cymon went,
L squire among the swaing, and pleas'd with ba-
bishment,
lis corn and cattle were his only care,
Ind his supremne delight, a country fajr.
It bappen’d on & summer’s holiday,
Mt to the green-wood shade he tock bis waYy ;
' Cymon shuno'd the church, and usd not
much to pray.
quarter-staff, which be could neter forsake,
balf befure, and half behing his back.
ke trodg*d aloug, unknowing what he sought,
ad whistled as be went for want of thought.
. By Chance conducted, or by thirst constrain’d,
e desp recesses of the grove he gain'd ;
Theve, in a plain defended by the wood,
rept through the matted grass a crystal flood,
¥ which an alabaster fountain stood :
md on the margin of the fount was Jaid
Wiended by her slaves) a slecpiug maid.
ke Dian and bey nymphs, whea, tird with sport,
prest by cocl Eurotas they resort:
e dame hermell the goddess well express'd,
more distinguish'd by her purple vest,
o by the charming features of her face,
ev'n in slumber a superior grace:
comely limbs compos’d with deceat care,
mr body sheded with a stight cymarr;
& hosoma to the riew was only bare:
oz two beginning paps were scarcely spy'd,
¢ yet their places were but signify'd:
¢ fanning wind apon ber bosom blows,
+zeeet the fanning wind the bosom rose ;
wfanning wind, and purliog strenms, costinve
her repose,
fool of Nature stood with stupid eyes,
EMping th that Lestify’d sorprise,
™ on her nor could emove his sight,
= as he was to love, and novice to delight :
roL. 1x.

\
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Long mute he stood, and leaning on his staff,
His wonder witness'd with an idiot laugh;
Tihen would have spoke, but by his glimmering
sense
First found his want of words, and fear'd ofence:
Doubted for what he was he should be known,
By his clown accent, and his country tone.
Through the rude chaos thus the running light
Shot the first ray that pierc’d the native night :
Then day and derkaess in the mass were mix'd, .
Till gatler'd in a globe the beams were fix'd :
Last shone the Sun, who, radiant in his sphere,
Ilemin’d Henven and Earth, end rotl'd areund
S0 remson in this brutal soul began, [the year.
Love made him first suspect he was & man;
Love made bim doubt his broad barbarian sound
By love his want of words and wit he found;
That sense of waat prepar’d the future way
To knowledge, and disclos’d the promise of & duy,
What not his father’s care, nor tutor's art,
Could plant with paius in his unpolist’d beart,
The best instructor, Love, at once iuspird,
Ay barren grounds w fruittulness are 6rd
Love taught him shame; and Shame, with Love at
Soon taught the sweet civilities of life;  [strife,
His gross material soul at unce could flnd
Sonewiat in her excelling ali her kiod :
Fxcitiog a desire till then unknown,
Somewhat uafound, or found in her alones
This made the first impression on his mind,
Above, but just above, the brutal kind,
For bensts can like, but not distinguish teo,
Nor their own liking by reflection koow
Nor why they like or this or t’ other face,
Or judge of this or that peculiar grace ;
But Jove in gross, and stupidly sdmire :
As flies, aflur’d by light, approach the fira,
Thus our man-beast, advancing by degrees,
First ltkes the whole, then separates what he scen;
On several parts a several praise bestows,
The ruby lips, the well-proportion’d nose,
The snowy skin, and vaven-glossy hair,
Tae dimpled check, and forchead rising fair,
And, ev'n in sleép itself, o smiting air.
From thenee his eyes descending view'd the rest,
Her plump round arms, white hands, and heaving
hreast,
Longz on the last he dwelt, though every pan
A pointed arruw sped ta piesce bis beart.
Thus in a trice a judge of beauty grown,
{ A judee erected from o couuntry clown)
He long’d to see her eres, in shumber hid,
And wish'd hin own conld pierce within the 10k :
He would have walk’d her, but restrajn’d inix
thaught, frauebit.
And Love, new-borm, the first good-muaniurs
And awful Fear his ardent wish withsteod,
Nor durst disturb the goddess of the woud,
For such she seem’d by her celestial tace,
Execlling all the vest of human race,
And things diving, by common sense he knew,
Must be devoutly seen, at dislant view:
S0 checking his desire, with trembling heart
Gazing be stood, nor would aaor eonld depant;
Fix'd as 8 pilgrim wildes’d in his way,
Who darey nut stir by night, for fear to stray,
But stamla with awfal eycs W wateh the dawn of
day.
At length awaking, Iphigene the fair
45 way the beauty cull'd who caus'd bis care)
¥ .
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Unclos'd ber eyes, and doobls day reveal’d,
While those of all her slaves in sleep were seal'd.
The slavering cudden, propp™d upon his staff,
Stood rezdy gaping with & gninoing lsugh,
To welcome ber awake ; nor durst begin
‘To speak, but wisely kept the foul within,
Then she: * What makes you, Cymon, here
alone}”
{ For Cyman’s name was round the counlry known
Because descended of & noble ruce,
And for a soul ill sorted with his face).
But atill the sot stood sitent with surprise,
With fix'd regard on her new-open'd eyes,
And in his breast receiv'd th' envenom'd dart,
A tickling pain that pless’d amid the smart.
But, conscious of ber form, with quick divtrust
She saw his sparkling eyes, and feur'd his brutal
This to preveat, she wak'd her sleepy crew, [lust:
And, riving Liasty, took a short adiew.
Then Cymon first hia rustic voice essay'd,
With proffer’d service to the parting maid
Tu see ber safe; his hand she long deuy'd,
But tock at length, asbam'd of such & guide.
S0 Cymon led her home, and leaving there,
No more would to his country clowns repair,
But sought hia father’s house, with better mind,
Hefusing in the farm to be confin'd,
The father wonder’d st the son's retarn,
And knew not whether to rejoice or monm;
But doubtfully reccivid, expecting still
To learn the secret causes of his alterd will.
Nor was be long delay*d : the first request
He mode, was like his hrothers to he drezs’d,
And, ap his birth requic'd, above the rast
With eagc his suit was granted by his nire,
Distinguishing his heir by rich attire:
iy body thus adorn'd, he next desigu’d
With liberal arty to cultivale his mind :
He sought a tutor of hin own accord,
And study’d lessons he before abhorr'd,
Thus the man-child mdvanc'd, and learn'd so fast,
That in short time his equals he surpass'd :
His hrutal mantuers from his bresst exil'd,
His mien be fashion’d, #od his tongue he 8Pd;
In every exercise of all admird,
He seem'd, nor only seern'd, but was inspir'd :
Inapird by Love, whose husiness is to plense
He rode, he fonc'd, he mov'd with graceful case,
More fam'd for sense, for courtly earringe more,
‘Than fur his brutal foliy known
What then of alter’d Cymon shall we may,
But that the fire which choak'd in ashes Iny,
A load too heayy for his soul to move, [Love.
Was upward blown below, and brusk’d away by
Love made an active progress through his mind,
‘The dusky parts he clear’d, the gross refin’d,
‘The drowsy wak'd; and a8 he went impress'd
‘The Meker's imagg on the human brepst.
‘Thus was the man anended by desire,
And though he lov'd perhaps with too much fire,
His father all his faults with rexson scann’d,
And lik’d an etrour of the better hand ;
Excus’d th* exceas of pastion in his mind,
By Games too flerce, perhaps too much refin’d :
S0 Cymon, since kis aire indulg’d his will,
Impetuous kov’d, end would be Cymon still;
Galesus he disown'd, and chose to bear [fir.
The name of fool conflrm'd and bishop'd hy the
To Cipseas by hia friends his suit he mov'd,.
Cipseun the father of the fair be lov'd:
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But he was pre-euswg'd hy former ties,
While Cymoun was endeavouring to be wise:
And Tphigene, oblig’d by former vows,
Had given her faith to wed a foreign spouse:
Her sire and she to Rhodisn Pasimond,
Though botb repenting, were by promise bound,
Nor could retract ; mod thus, =5 Fate decreed,
Though better lov'd, be spoke too late to speed
‘The doom was past, the ship, already seot,
Did alt his tardy diligence prevent:
Sigh'd to herself the fair anhappy muid,
While stormy Cymon thus ir secret said :
* The tiine is come for Iphigene to find
The miracle ahe wrought upon my mind
Her charms bave made me man, her mvish’d fove
In rank shall place me with the bless’d above.
For mies by love, by force she shall be mine,
Or death, if force should fait, shall finish my desigo,?
Resolv'd he said; and rigg'd with speedy care
A vessel strong, acd well equipp'd for war.
‘The secret ship with chosen friends he stord ;
Aud, bent to die or conquer, went aboard,
Ambush’d he Iny behind the Cyprian shore,
Waiting the sail that all his wishes bore ;
Nor long expected, for the following tide
Sent aut the hostile ahip and besuteous bride,
To Rhodes the rival bark directly steerd,
When Cymon mdden at ber back sppear'd,
And stopp'd ber flight: then, standing om his
In baughty terms he thus defy'd the foe: [prow,
#* Or sriiee yoar aails at summons, or prepare
To prove the lam extremities of war.”
Thus warnd, the Rhodians for the fight provide;
Already were the vessels side by side, [bride.
These obitinate to save, and those o seize the
But Cymon soon his crooked grapples cast,
Which with tenacions hold his foes elnbracd,
And, arm’d with sword and ahield, amid the press
he pass’d
Fierce was the fight, but, hastening to hie prey,
By force the furious lover froed his way :
Himself alone dispers'd the Rhodian crew,
The weak disdain'd, the valiant overthrew ;
Cheap conquest for his following friends resnaim'd,
He reap’d the field, wnd they but only giean'd,
His victory confess'd, the foes retreat,
And cast the wenpons at the victor's feet.
Whem thus be cheard: * O Rhidian youth, 1
For love alone, nor olber booty sought :  {fough
Your lives are safe; yoor vessel 1 reaign ;
Yours be yoar own, restoring what is mine ;
In Iphigene I claim my rightfil due,
Robb'd by my rival, and detain’d by you ;
Your Pasimond & lawless bargain drove,
The parent could not sell the daughter's love ;
Or, if be could, my Love disdaine the laws,
And like & King by conguest guins his caune :
Where arms take place, all other are vain,
Love taught me force, and Force shall love main
tamn,
You, what by strength you could not keep, relens
And at an easy ranscm buy your peace ™ [cori
Fear on the conquer'd sde moon nign’d th' a¢
And Iphigene to Cymon was restord :
While to his arms the blushing hride be took,
To weming sedness she compos'd er look ;
An if by furce subjected to his wil,
Though pleas’d, dissembing, and a woman stiff,
And, for she wept, be wip'd ber falling tears,

| And prey'd ber o diumises ber enpty fears ;
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* For yours [ am,” he said, "and have deserv’d

Yoar love moch better whom wo long | serv'd,

Than he to whom your formal father ty'd

Your vows, and sold a slave, not sent a bride.”

Thus while be spoke, he seiz’d the willing prey,

As Prrig bore the Spacrtan spouse away.

Faintly ahe scream’d, and ev'n her eyes confeas’d

& rather would be thought, then was distresa'd

Who now exalty bat Cymon in his miad ?

Yam bopes and empty joys of human kind,

Prood of the present, to the future btind ¢

Secure of Pate, while Cymon plows the ses,

Ami steers to Candy with bis conguer'd prey,

Bcurce the third glas of messur’d hours was run,

When, like 3z Gery metoor, sunk the Sun ;

Toe proaxise of » storm ; the shifting gales

Forsake by fits, and fill the flaggiog wmils ;

Hoarse murmurs of the main from far were heand,

Amd night came om, not by degrees prepartd,

Bat all at opce ; et once the winds arise,

The thunders roll, the forky iightaing fiien,

b vain the master issues out commands,

L vain the trembling sailors ply tbeir bands :

The tempest unforeseen prevents their cure,

drd from the firet they laboor in deypair.

The giddy ship betwixt the windy and tides,

Fuchd back, and forwards, in 8 circle rides,

Baon'dwith the difierentblows; thenshootsamain,

counterbuif*d, she stops, and siseps aguit.
mare aghast the proud archangel felt,
from the beight of Heaven w0 deepest
Hedt,
Thaw stood the lover of bis love poswers'd,
curs*d the more, the more e had besn blessd ;
anxjous far ber danger than his own,
he defies ; but woold be Jost alone.
_ S5ad Ipbigene to womanish complainty
piouy prayers, aod wearies all the mints;

s if she coukd, her Jove sbe would repent,
since she cannot, dreads the puni t:
forfeit faith, and Pasimond betruytd,
ever present, and ber crime upbraid,

e bimmees herself, por blames ber lover lens,

hey anger, as her fears increase ;

her own back the burthen woald remore,

buys the lond on his usgovern’d love,

ich, interposing, durst, in Heaven’s despite,

amd violate another’s right:

powers incens'd a while defert’d bis pain,

made him master of his vows in vuin :

woa they punish’d his presamptuous pride ;

kxr bis daring entetprize she dy'd ;

rather ot revisted, than comply'd.

Then, impotent of mind, with aiter’d sense,
bagg'd thy offerder, and forgaye th' offence,
1o the lzst : mean time with smiis declio™

iax veseel drave before the wind :
and retoss’d, stoft, and then below, :
port they tevk, nor certain coarse they koow,
every moment wait the coming blow,

Wiy driven, by bresking day they view'd

land before them, and their fears renew'd ;
lnad wus welcome, buat the tempest bore
theenten'd ship against u rocky shore.
winding bay wus pear ; to this they bent,
et escaprd; their force alresdy speut:

from storms, and panting from the sea,

Isod ankacwn at leirire survey ;

wrw (bt soon their sickly-eight withdrew)

rining towers of Rhodey at distant view;

LN
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Aund curs'd the hostile shore of Pasimond,
SavXl from Lhe seas, and shipwreck'd ou the groand.
The frightad sailors try’d their strength in vain
To turn the stern, and tempt the stormy main ;
But the stiff wind withstood the labouriig car, -
And forcd them forwand on the fatal shore !
The crooked keel now bites the Riodian strand,
Apd the ship moord constraina the crew to land:
Yet atill they might be mfe, because unknown,
But, ws ill fortune seldom comes alone,
The vessel they dismiss'd was driven before,
Already shelter'd on their native shore ;
Koown each, they know ; but each with change
of chear ; )
The vanguish'd slde exults ; the victors fear;
Not them but'theirs, made prisoners ere they fght,
Despairing conquest, und depriv'd of fight,
. The country rings around with load alarms,
And maw in fields the rode militia swarms ;
Moaths without baude; maintsin’d at vast ex.
peose,
In peace a charge, in war o wesk defence :
Stout once m month they march, a blustering band,
Apd ever, hut in times of noed, at band ;
This was the mora when, issaing oo the goard,
Drawn up in ok and fils they stood prepard
Of seeming arms to make a short esaay,
Then hasten to be drunk, the business of the day.
The cowards would bare led, bt that they knew
Themselves so many, and their foes o fow :
But, crowding on, the Jast the first impel :
Titl overborn with weight the Cypriuns fell.
Cymon enslay’d, who Grst the war begun,
And Iphigeoe once more is lost and won.
Deep in a dungeon was the captive cast,
Deprivd of day, and hald in fotters fagt :
His life was only spard at their request,
Whom taken he so nobly had releas'd :
But Iphigenia was the ladies care, .
Each ip their thrn address'd to treat the fuir;
While Parimond and his the guptial fesst prey

pare.
Her secret soul to Cymon was inclin'd,
But she muost suffer what her Fates assige'd ;
8o passive iy the church of woman-kind.
What worse to Cymon could his fortune deal,
Rolld to the lowest spoke of all ber wheel }
1¢ reated to disimiss the dowawnrd weight,
Or raise him vpwand to his former heicht ;
The latter pleas’d ; and Love (concern'd the wost)
Prepard th' amends, for what by love be lost,
The sire of Pasimond had l=ft a son,
Though youneer, yet for coursge carly known,
Ormisda call'd, 1o whom, by promise ty’d,
A Rbodian beauty waa the destin'd bride ;
Cazsandra was hor uame, above the rest
Renown'd for birth, with fortune amply bless'd,
Lynimschuy, who ral'd the Rhodian state,
Way then by choice their annual magirtrate :
He lov'd Cassandra too with equal fre,
But Fortune bhad not favourd his desire ; .
Croas’d-by her friends, by her not disapprovid,
Nor yet praferr’d, or like Ormisda lov*d :
8o stood th* aifair : some litkle hope remain'd,
"That, sbould his rival chance to lose, be gain'd,
Mean time young Pasiinond hismarriage prese'd,
Ovdsin'd the nuptial day, prepar’d the feast;
Ard fregally resolv’d (the charge to shun,
‘Which would be double should he !lred alone)
To join his brother's bridal with his own.
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Lysimaches, oppress'd with mortal grief,
Receiv'd the news, and study’d quick reltef:
The fatal day spproach’d ; if foree were us'd,
The magistrate his public trust abus'd ;
To justice liable, as law requir'd ;
For, when his office ceas'd, hiz power expir’d:
While power remain’d the nwans ware in his hand
By force to seize, and then formbg tha bowd -
Betwixt extremes he knew not, how to move,
A alave to fame, but, more a alave to love :
Restrgining others, yet himself not free,
Made impotent by power, debas'd by dignity.
Both sides he weigh'd : but, after much debate,
The man prevail'd above the magistrate.

Love never fails to master what he finds,
But works a different way in different minds,
The focl enlightens, and the wise he blinds,
This youth, proposing to possess and *scape,
Begro in murder, to conclude in rape :
Toprais’d by me, thoogh Heaven sometimes may
An impious act with undeserv’d succem:  [bless
The great it seems are pouleg'd along
T'o punish all injustios bl their own.
But here T stop, not daring %o.pocceed,
Yet blush to Batter an vorighkeous deed :
For erimes are but permitied, not decread.

Resalv'd on force, his wit the pretor bent,

To find the means that might ascare th' event ;
Nor long he Jnbow’d, for hia lncky thought

In eaptive Cymon found the fajend he sought ;
Th’ examplepleas'd: the caumand crime the same;
An injur'd lover, and s ravishd dame.

How much he durst he knew by what he dard,
The leas he had Lo lose, the less he car'd  [ward.
To mamage loatbacane life, when love was the re-

This ponderd weil, and fiw'd an his intent,

1n depth of might he for tha prisoner sent ;

In sceret sent, the public view to shun,

Then with a sober smile he thus bagun.

* The powers abave, who bountecualy bestow
Pheir gifts and graces on mankind. helo,

Yet prove oor merit first, nor blindly give

To such as are not worthy to receive.

Por valour and for virtue they provide

Their due rewsrd, but first they must be iry'd:
These fruitful seeds within your mind they scw'd;
*T'was youm t improve the talent they bestow'd:
They gave you to be borm of noble kiad,

They gave yon Jove to lighten up yoar mind,
And purge the grosser parts; they gwve yon care
To please, and courage to descrve the Feir.

“ Thus far they try’d you, eod by proof they
"The grain intrusted in a grateful ground: [found
But still the great experiment rewmain’d,

‘Fhey suffer’] you to lose the prize you gain'd,
That you might learn the gift was theire sloma,
And when restor’d, to them the blessing owa.
Restnr'd it soon will be ; the means prepard,
The difficulty smooth'd, the danger shar'd :

Be but yourself, the core to me resign,

Then Iphigene ia yours, Cassendra mine.
Your rivgl Pasimond pursucs your life,
Impmticnt to revenge his ravish'd wife,

But yet not his; to-morrow is bebind,

And Love cur fortunes in one band has join'd :
Two hrothers are onr foes, Ormiwsia mine,

As much declard as Pasimond is thine :
To-morrow must their common vows be ty'd :
With Love to friend, and Fortune for cur gnire,
Lct both resolve to die, or each ralecm w bride.
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“ Right 1 have none, nor hast thow mmch i

. plead; '

'Tis force, when donc, must justify the decd :
QCur task perform’d, we next prepare for fight: -
And let the losers talk in vain of right.:

We with the fair will sail before the wind,

[f they are griev’d, I leave the laws behind.
Speak thy resclves : if now thy courage droop,
Despair in prison, and abandon hope :

Bat if thou dar'st in arms thy lpve reguin,
{For liberty without thy love were vaiu)

‘Then second my design to seize the prey, [y
Or lead to second rape, for well thou know'st th
Seid Cymeon overjoy’d, “ Do then propose

The means to fight, and only show the {ves:
For from the first, when love had fir’d my mind,
Resclv'd [ ieft the care of life behind,””

To this the bold Lysimachus repiy'd,

‘¢ Let Heaven be neuter, and the sword decide;

The spousals are prepar'd, already play

The minstrels, and provoke the tandy day:

By this the brides are wak'd, their grooms ap
- dressid ;

All Rhodes is summon’d to the ouptial feast,

All but myself, the sole unbidden guest.

Unbidden though [ am, [ will be there

And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the fair.

“ Now hear the rest; when Day resigna the light

Aud chenrful torches gild the joliy Night,

Be ready at avy call ; my chosen few

With arma administer*d shall aid thy crew.
Then, entering unexpected, will we scize

Our destin’d prey, from men dissolv’d in ease,
By wine disabled, unprepar'd for fight,

Aund bastening to the seas, suborn our flight :
The seas are our, for I cammand the fort,

A ship well-mann'd expects us in the port :

If they, or if their fricods, the prize contest,
Death nhall attend the man who dares resist”

It pleas’d! the prisomer to his hold retir'd,
His troop with equal emnulation fir'd,

All fix'd I.odﬁght, and wll their wonted work n
quird,

The Sun srose; the streets were throng*d aroum

The palace cpen’d, and the posts were croww'd

The double bridegroam at the door attends

Th' expected spouse, and entertains the friends:

They meet, they lead to church, the priests invol

The powers, and feed the ames with fragrm
smoke.

Thia done, they feast, and at the close of night

By kindled torches vary their delight,

These lead the lively dance, and those the ban
ming bowls invile.

Now, at th! appointed place and hour assisp'd
With souls resolv'd the ravishers were join'd :
‘I'hree bandn are form'd ; the first is sent before
‘T'o favour the retreat, and.guard the shore;
The second at the palace-gate is plac'd,

And ap the lofty stairs ascend the last ;
A peaceful troop they seem with shiping wests,
But coats of mail beveath secure their breaste,

Duuntlesa they enter, Cymon at their head,
And find the foast renew’d, the table spread ;
Sweet voices, mix’d with instnuneutal sonnds,
Ascend the vaulted roof, the vaulted maf rebanmd
When like the harpice rushing through the hall
The sudden troop appears, the tables fall,
Their simeking foad is on the pavement thrown
Each ravisher prepares o seize his own ’



CYMON AND IPHIGENIA.

The brides, iovaded with a mude embrace,

. Barek oot for mid, confusion fills the place.

"Suick to redeem the prey their plighted londs

Advance, the palace gleams with rhining swords.
But late is gll defence, and succour vaio

The ape is made, the ravishers remain:

Tro sturdy slaves were only sent before

To bear the purchas’d prize in safety to the shore.

The troop retives, the lovers close the rear,

With forward faces not confessing fear :

Backwun] they move, but scorn their pace to mend,

Then seek the atairn, and with slow haste descend.
Fierce Pasimond, their passage to prevent,

Thrust full o Cymon's back in his descent ;

The bisde return’d upbeth'd, and to the bandie

bent.

Sisat Cymon soon remounts, and cleft in two

His rival’s head with one descending blow:

And as the pext in rank Ormisda stood,

Be turn'd the point; tbe swond, inur'd tu blood,

Jord his unguanded breast, which pour'd a purple

finod.

With row’d revenge the gathering crowd purdues,
Tte mrishers turm head, the fight renews;

The hall iz heap'd with corps; the sprinkied gore
Bomears the walls, and fiats the marble floor.
Dispern'd at length the drunken squadron fies,
The viclors to their vessel bear the prize ;
,l.ldbube.hmd loud groang, and Ia.rnenuble cries.
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The crew with merry shouts their anchors weigh,

‘Then ply their oars, and brush the buxow sem,

While troops of gather’d Rhodians crowd the key.

What should the people do when left alone }

‘The governor ehd government sre gone.

The public wealth to foreign parts convey'd;

Some troops disbanded, and the rest unpaid.

Rhodes is the sovercign of the sea no mor: ;

Their ships unrigg’d, and epent their naval store,

They peither could defend, nor can pursue,

But grinn'd their teeth, and cast a helpiess view ;

In vain with darla a distant war they try,

Short, and more short, the missive weapona fly,

Mean while the ravishers their crimes enjoy,

And fiying sails and sweeping oars empluy:

The clifls of Rhodes in little space arc lost,

Jove's isle they seek ; nor Jove denies his coast,
In safety landod on the Candiag shore,

With generous wincs their spirita they restores

There Cymon with his Rhodian friend resides,

Both court, and wed at once the willing brides,

A war ensues, the Cretans own their cause,

Stiff to defend their hospitable laws ;

Both partiesYose by turns; and peither wins,

Till peace propounded by a truce begins.

The kindred of the slain furgive the deed,

Dut & short exile must for ahow precede :

The teom capivd, from Candia they remove 5

Aod happy each, at home, enjoys his love,

+



TRANSLATIONS

FROM

OVID'S METAMORPHOSES.

T0 THE RIGHT HON.

LORD RADCLIFFE.

L]
MY LORD,

Thesz Miscellany Poems® are by many titles yours. The first they claim
from your acceptance of my promise to present them to you, before some of
them were yet in being. The rest are derived from your own merit, the
exactness of your judgment in poetry, and the candour of your nature ; easy
to forgive some trivial faults when they come accompanied with countervail-
ing beauties. But, after all, though these are your equitable claims to a de-
dication from other poets, yet I must acknowledge a bribe in the case, which
is your particular liking to my verses. It is a vanity common to all writers,
to over-value their own productions; and it is better for me to own this
failing m myself, than the world to do it for me. For what other reason have I
spent my life in so unprofitable a study ! why am I grown old, in seeking so
barren a reward as fame? The same parts and application, which have
made me & poet, might have raised me to any bonours of the gown, which
. are often given to men of as little learning and less honesty than myself,
No government bas ever been, or ever can be;, wherein time-servers and
hlockheads will not be uppermost. The persons are only changed, but the
same jugglings in state, the same hypocrisy in religion, the same self-in-
terest and mismanagement, will remain forever. Blood and money will be

* Prefixed to the Third Volume of Dryden’s Miscellany Poems, printed in 1683,
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lavished in all ages, only for the preferment of new faces, with old con-
sciences. ‘There is too often a jaundice in the eyes of great men; they see
not those whom they raise in the same colours with other men. All whom
they affect, look golden to them; when tbe gilding is only in their own
distempered sight. Thesé considerations have given me a kind of contempt
for those who have risen by unworthy ways. 1 am not ashamed to be little,
when I see them so infamously great; neither do I know why the name of
Ppoet should be dishonourable to me, if T amtruly one, as I hope I am ; for I
will never do any thing that shall dishonour it. The notions of morality are
known to all men : none can pretend ignorance of those ideas which are in-born
in mankind: and if I see one thing, and practise the contrary, I must be dis-
ingenuous, not to acknowledge a clear truth, and base, to act against the
light of my own conscience, For the reputation of my honesty, no man can
question it, who has any of his own : for that of my poetry, it shall either
stznd by its own merit, or fall for want of it. IIl writers are usually the
sharpest censors: for they, (as the best poet and the best patron said) when
in the full perfection of dccay, turn vinegar, and come again in play. Thus
the corruption of a poet is the generation of 8 critic: f mean of a critic in
the general acceptation of this age: for formerly they were quite another
species of men. They were defeoders of poets, and commentators on their
works ; to illustrate obscure heauties; to place soine passages in a hetter
Light; to redeem others from malicious interpretations; to help out an
autbor’s modesty, who is not ostentatious of his wit; and, in short, to shicld
him from the ill-nature of those fellows, who were then called Zoili and
Mowmi, and now take upon themselves the venerable name of censors. But
neither Zoilus, nor he who endeavoured to defame Virgil, were ever adopted
into the name of critics by the ancients: what their reputation was then,
we know ; and their successors in this age deserve no better. Are our
apxiliary forces turned our encmies? are they, who at best are but wits of
the second order, and whose only credit amongst readers is what they ob-
taived by being subservient to the fame of writers, are these become rebels
of slaves, and usurpers of subjects; or, to speak in the most honourable
terms of them, are they from our seconds become principals agaiost' us?
does the ivy undermine the oak, which supports its weakness? what labour
would it cost them to put in a better line, than the worst of those which
they expunge in & true poet? Petronius, the greatest wit perhaps of all the
Romans, yet when his envy prevailed upon his judgment to fali ou Lucan,
he fell himself in bis attempt : be performed worse, in his Essay of the Civil
War, than the author of the Pharsalia: and avoiding his errours, has made
greater of his own. Julius Scaliger would needs turn down Homer, and
abdicate him after the possession of three thousand years: has he succeeded
in his attempt? he has indeed shown us some of those imperfections in him,
which are incident to human kiud: but who had not rather be that Homer
than this Scaliger! You see the same hypercritic, when he endeavours
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to mend the heginnmg of Claudian, (a faulty poet,and living in a barbarous
age) yet how short he comes of him, and substitutes such verses of his own
as deserve the ferula. ‘What a censure has he made of Lucan, that he rather
seems to bark than sing? would any but a dog have madc so snarling a
comparison? one would have thought he had learned Latin, as late as they
tell us he did Greek.  Yet he came off, with a pace fud, by your good leave,
Lucan; he called him not by thosc outrageous names, of fool, hooby, and
bluckht;n.d: he had somewhat more of good-manners than his successors, as he
had much more knowledge. We have two sorts of those gentlemen in our
nation: some of them, proceeding with a seeming modcration and pretence of
Tespect to the dramatic writers of the last age, only scorn and vilify the
Present poets, to sct up their predecessors. But this is only in appearance ;
for their real design is nothing less than to do hopour to any man, besides
themselves, Horace took notice of such men in his age: Non ingeniis
favet ille, sepultis; nostra sed impugnat; nos nostraque lividus odit. It
is not with an ultimate intention to pay reverence to the manes of Shake-
speare, Fletcher, and Ben Jonson, that they commend their writings, but to
throw dirt on the writers of this age: their declaration is one thing, and
their practice is another. By a seeming veneration to our fatbers, they
would thrust out us, their lawful issue, and govern us themselves, under a
specious pretence of reformation. If they could compass their intent, what
would wit and learning get by such a change! if we are had poets, they are
worse ; and when any of their woeful pieces come abroad, the difference is
so great betwixt them and good writers, that there need no criticisms on our
part to decide it. When they deseribe the writers of this age, they drawn:
such monstrous figures of thcm, as resemble none of us: our pretended
picturcs are so unlike, that it is evident we never sate to them ; they are all
grotesque, the products of their wild imaginations, things out of nature, so
far from being copied from us, that they resemble nothing that ever was, or
ever can be. But there is another sort of insects more venomous than the
former. Those who manifestly aim at the destruction of our poetical church
and state ; who allow nothing to their countrymen, either of this or of the
former age. These attack the living by raking up the ashes of the dead ;
well knowing, that if they can subvert their original title to the stage, we,
who claim under them, must fall of course. Peace be to the venerable shades
of Shakespeare and Ben Jonson: none of the living will presume to have
any competition with them: as they were our predecessors, so they were
our masters. Woe trail our plays under them; but (as at the funerals of a
Turkish emperor} our ensigns are furled or dragged upon the ground, in
honour to the dead; so we may lawfully advance our own, afterwards, to
show that we 'succeed : if less in dignity, yet on the same foot and title,
which we think too we can maintain against the insolence of our own
janizaries. If Tam the man, as ] have reason to believe, who am seemingly

courted, and secretly undermined ; I think I'shall be able to defend myself,
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when I am openly attacked ; and to show besides, that the Greek writers
only gave us the rudiments of a stage which they never finished: that many
of the tragedies in the former age amongst us were without comparison be.
yond those of Sophocles and Euripides. But, at present, I have neither the
leisure nor the means for such an undertaking. Itis il going to law for an
estate, with him whois in possession of it, and enjoys the present profits, to feed
bis cause. But the quantum mutatus may be remembered in due time,
In the mean while, I leave the world to judge, who gave the provocation. -

This, my lord, is, I confess, 2 long digression from Miscellany Poems to
Modern Tragedies: but I bave the ordinary excuse of an injured man, who
wili be telling his tale unseasonably to kis betters ; though, at the same time,
T am certain, you are so good a friend, as to take a concern in all things
which belong to one who 80 truly honours you. -And besides, being your.
seif a critic of tbe genuine sort, who have read the best authors in their
own languages, who perfectly distinguish of their several merits, and in
general prefer them to the moderns; yet, I know, you judge for tbe English
tragedies against the Greek and Latin, as well as against the Frencb, Italian,
and Spanish, of these latter ages. Indeed there'is a vast difference betwixt
arguing like Perault in bebalf of the French poets against Homer and
Virgil, and betwixt giving the Englisb poets their undoubted due of excelling
Ascbylus, Euripides, and Sophocles. For if we, or our greater fathers, have
not yet brought the drama to an absolute perfection, yet at least we have
carried it much farther than those ancient Greeks; who, beginning froma
Chorus, could never totally exclude it, as we bhave done, who find it an
unprofitable incumhrance, without any necessity of entertaining it amongst
us, and without the possibility of establishing it here, unless it were sup-
ported by a public charge. Neither can we accept of those lay-hishops,
as some call them, who, under pretence of reforming the stage, would intshde
themselves upon us as our superiors, heing indeed incompetent judges of what
is manners, what religion, and least of all, what is poetry and good sense, I
can tell them in behalf of all my fellows, that wben they come to exercise a
jurisdiction over us, they sball have the stage to themselves, as they have the
laurel, As little can I grant, that the French dramatic writers excel the
English; our authors as far surpass them in genius, as our soldiers excel
theirs in courage: it is true, in conduct they surpass us either way: yet that
proceeds not so much from their greater knowledge, as from the dif-
ference of tastes in the two nations. They content themselves with a thin
design, without episodes, and managed by few persons. Qur audience will
not be pleased but with variety of accidents, an underplot, and many actors,
They follow the ancients too servilely, in the mechanic rules, and we
assume too much licence to ourselves, in keeping them only in view, at
too great a distance. But if our audience had their tastes, our poets could
more easily comply with them, than the French writers could come up
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to the sublimity of our thoughts, or to the difficult varicty of our designs.
However it be, 1 dare establish it for a tule of practice on the stage, that
we are bound to please those whom we pretend to entertain; and that
at any price, religion and good-manners only excepted; and I care not
much, if I give this bandle to our bad illiterate poetasters, for the defence
of their Scriptions, as they call them. There is a sort of merit in de-
lighting tbe spectators ; which is a meme more proper for them, than that
of auditors: or eise Horace is in the wrong, when he commends Lucilius
for it. But these common-places I mean to treat at greater leisure: in the
mean time, submitting that little I have said to your lerdship’s appro-
bation, or your censure, and choosing rather to entertain you this way, as
you-are a judge of writing, than to-oppress your modesty with other com-
mendations; which, though they are your due, yet would not be equally
received in this satirical and censorious age. That which cannot without
injury be denied to you, is the easiness of your conversstion, far from af-
fectation or pride; not denying even to enemies their just praises. And
this, if ] would dwell on any theme of tbis nature, is no vulgar commenda-
tion to your lordship. Without flattery, my lord, you have it in your
natare, to be a patron and encourager of good poets, but your fortune bas
not yet put into your hands the opportunity of expressing it. What you will
be hereafter, may be more than guesied, by what you are at present. You
maintain the character of a nobleman, without tbat haughtiness which gene-
rally attends too many of the nobility ; and wben you converse with gentle-
men, you forget not that you have been of their order. You are married to
the daughter of & king, who, amongst her other high perfections, has derived
from him a charming behaviour, a winning goodness, and a majestic person.
The Muses and the Graces are the ornaments of your family ; while the Muse
sings, the Grace accompanies ber voice: even the servants of the Mases
have sometimes bad the happiness to hear ber; and to receive their in-
spirations from her. ’

I will not give my<elf the lib