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OF SIR JOHN DENHAM rery lito is known but what is related of him by
Wood, or by himself.

He was born at Dublin in 1615 the only son of Sir John Denham, of Little
Horsely in Essex, then chief baron of the Exchequer in - lrelaud, and of Elcanor,
daughter of sir Garret More, baron of Mellefont.

Two years afterwards, his fathcr, being made one of the barons of the Exchequer
in England, brought him away from his native country, and educated him in
London.

In 1631 he was sent to Oxford, where he was considered as ¢ a dreaming young
man, given morc to dice and cards than study :” and thercfore gave no prognostics
of his futare eminence; nor was suspected to conceal, under his sluggishness and
hxtty, a genius born to improve the literature of his country.

‘When he was, three years afterwards, removed to Lincoln’s Inn, he prosecuted
the common law with sufficient appearance of application; yet did not lose his pro-
pensity. to cards and dice ; but was very often plundered by gamesters.

Being severely reproved for this folly, he professed, and perbaps believed, him.
self reclaimed ; and to testify the sincerity of his repentance, wrote and published
An Essay upon Gaming.

He seems to have divided his studics between law and poetry; for, iu 1636, he
translated the second book of the Eneid. .

Two years after, his father died ; and then, notwithstanding his resolutions and
professions, he returned again to the vice of gaming, and-lost several thousand
pounds that had been left him.

In 1642, he published The Sophy. This seems to have given him his first hold
of the public attention; for Waller remarked, ¢¢ that he broke out like the Irish
rebellion, three-score thousand strong, when no body was aware, or in the least
suspected it;*’ an observation which could have had no propncty, bad his poetical
abilities been known before,
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He was after that pricked for sheriff of Sarrey, and made governor of Farnham
Castle for the king; bat he soon resigned that charge and retreated to Oxford,
where, in 1643, he published Cooper’s Hill,

This poem had such reputation as to excite the common artifice by which envy de-
grades excellence.

A report was spread, that the performance was not his own, but that he had
bought it of a vicar for forty pounds. The same attempt was made to rob A.dduon of
Cato, and Pope of his Essay on Criticism.

In 1647, the distresses of the royal family required him to engage in more dan-
gerous employments. He was entrusted by ‘the queen with a message to the king ;
and, by whatever means, so far softened the ferocity of Hugh Peters, that, by his
intercesnon, admission was procured. Of the king’s condescension he has given an
account in the dedication of his works.

He was afterwards employed in carrying on, the king’s correspondence‘; and, as
he says, discharged this office with great safety to the royalists: and, being accident-
ally discovered by the adverse party’s knowledge of Mr. Cowley’s hand, he escaped
happily both for himself and his friends. .

He was yet engaged in a greater undertaking. In April, 1648, he conveyed James
the duke of York from London into France, aud delivered him there to the
queen and prince of Wales. This year he published his translation of Cato
Major.

He now resided in France, as one of the fellowers of the exiled king ; and, todi-
vert the melancholy of their condition, was sometimes enjoined by his master to
write occasional verses ; one of which amusements was probably his ode or song
upon the embassy to Poland, by which he and lord Crofts procured a contribution
of ten thousand pounds from the Scotch, that wandered over that kingdom. Peland
was atthat time very much frequented by itinerant traders, who, in a country of very
little commerce and of great extent, where every man resided on his own estate, con-
tributed very much to the accommodation of life, by bringing to every man’s house
those little necessaries which it was very inconvenient to want, and very troublesome
tofetch. I have formerly read, without much reflection, of the multitude of Scotch-
' men that travelled with their wares in Poland; and that their numbers were not
small, the success of this negociation gives sufficient evidence.

About this time, what estate the war and the gamesters had left him was sold, by
order of the parliament; and when, in 1652, he returned to England, he was ea-
tertained by the earl of Pembroke.

Of the next years of his life there is no account. At the Restoration he obtained
that which many missed, the reward of his loyalty ; being made surveyor of the
king’s buildings, and dignified with the order of the Bath. He seems now to have
learned some attention to money; for Wood says, that he got by this place seven
thousand pounds,

After the Restoration, he wrote the poem on Prudence and Justice, and perhaps
some of his other pieces: and as he appears, whenever any serious question comes be-
fore him, to have been a man of piety, he consecrated his poetical powers to religion,
and made a metrical version of the Psalms of David, In this attempt he has failed;
but in sacred poetry who has succecded?
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1t might be hopad that the favour of his master and esteem of the public would
now make him happy. Buthuman felicity is short and uncertain; & second mar-
risge brought upon him so much disquiet,as for a time disordered his understand-
ing : and Butler Jampooned him for his lanacy. I Know not whether the malignant
lines were then made public, tior what provocation incited Butler to do that which no
provocation can excuse.

His frenzy lasted not long'; and he seems to have regained his full force of
mind; for he wrote afterwards his exceltent poem upon the death of Cowley, whom
he was not long to survive ; Tor, ot the 19th of March, 1668, he was buried by his
side.

DENHAM isdeservedly considered as one of the fathers of English poetry. ¢ Den-
bam and Waller,” says Prior, ¢ improved our versification, and Dryden perfected
it He has given specimens of various composition, descriptive, ludicrous, didactic
hd subfithe.

He appears to have had, in common with almost all mankind, the ambition of be-
fok upbmn proper d’cdsion a merry felfow, and in common with most of them to have
been by nature, of by éarly habits, debarred from it. Notbmg is less exhilirating than
e Ridicroitsness bf Dehham ; he does not fail for want of efforts; he is familiar, he
fs gross; but We Is never merr}', unless the Speech against Peace in the close Com- -
mittet’* Be ekceptéd. For grive burlesque, however, his imitation of Davenant
khdws Him to e welt qualified.

Of lils more elevilisd occasional poems there is perhaps none that daes not. deserv
commendation. In the verses to Fletcher, we have an image that bas since beeq

often Rdopted :

But whither am I stray’d? I need not raise
"Trophies to thee from other men’s dispraise ;

Nor is thy fume on lesser ruins built,

Norneed thy jaster title the foul gdilt

Of eastern kings, who, to secure their reign,
Must have their brothers, sons, and kindred slain.

After Denham, Orrery, in one of his prologues,

Poets are sultans, if they had their will \
For every author would his brother kill.

And Pops,

8hould sucha man, too fond to rule alone, .
e Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne. Y

But this is not the best of his little pieces: it is excelled by his poem to Fanshaw
aod his elegy on Cowley.

1 I Grammont's Memoirs many circumstances are related, both of bis marriage and his fnnsy

vervy litle favour able to bis character. R..
YOL. Vil _ Q .



826 - LIFE OF DENHAM.

His praise of Faunshaw’s version of Guarini contains s very spritely and judicieus
character of 2 good translator.

That servile path thou nobly dost decline,

Of tracing word by word, and 'line by line.
Those are the labour’d birth of slavish hnm:,
Not the effect of poetry, butpains:

Cheap vulgar arts, whose narrowness affords

No flight for thoughts, but poorly stick at words.
A new and nobler way thou dost pursue,

To make translations and translators too,

‘They but preserve the ashes ; thou the flame,
True to his sense, but truer to bis fame.

The excellence of these lines is greater, as the truth which they contain was not &t
that time generally known.

His poem on the death of Cowley was his last, and, among his shorter works, his
best performance: the numbers are musical, and the thoughts are just.

Coorer’s HiLL is the work that confers upon him the rank and dignity of =
original author. He seems to have been, at least among us, the anthor of a species
of composition that may be denominated local poetry, of which the fundamental sub.
ject -is some particular landscape, to be poetically described, with the addition of
such embellishments as may be supplied by hutoncal retrospection or incidental me.
ditation.

To trace a new scheme of poetry has in itself a very high claim to praise, and ity
praise is yet more when it is apparently copied by Garth and Pope®; after whos
names little will be gained by an enumeration of smaller poets, that have left scarcely
a corner of the island not dignified either by rhyme, or blank verse.

Coorzr’s Hiur, if it be maliciously inspected, will not be found without ifs
faults. The digressions are too long, the morality too frequent,and the sentiments
sometimes such as will not bear a rigorous inquiry.

The four verses, which, since Dryden has commended them, almost every writer
for a century past has imitated, are generally known :

My gna't example, as it is my theme |
Though deep, yet clear; though gentle, yet not dull ;

O could I flow like thee, and make thy stream
( Strung without rage, without o'erflowing full.

The lines are in themselves not perfect; for most of the words, thus artfully op.
posed, are to be understood simply on one side of the comparison, and metaphori
cally on the other ; and if there be any language that does not express intellectsal
operations by material images, into that language they cannot be translated. Bai
so much meaning is comprised in so few words; the particulars of rescmblance an

¢ By Garth, in his Pocm on Claremont ; and by Pope, in his Windsor Forest. H.
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g0 pmpiaﬁonsly collected, and every mode of excellence separated from its adjacent
fault by so nice a line of limitation; the different parts of the sentence are so accu.
rately adjusted ;- and the flow of the last couplet is so smooth and sweet; that the
passage, however celebrated, has not been praised above its merit. It has beauty pe.
culiar to itself, and must be numbered among those felicities which cannot be pro-
duced at will by wit and labour, but must arise unexpectedly in some hour propih.
ous to poefry.

He appears to have been one of the first that understood the necessity-of emmcl.
pating translation from the drudgery of counting lines and interpreting single words.
How much this servile practice obscured the clearest and deformed the most beautiful
parts of the ancient authors, may be discovered by a perusal of our earlier versions ;
some of them are the works of men well gualified, not only by critical knowledge,
but by poetical genius, who yet, by a mistaken ambition of exactness, degraded at
ence their originals and themseves.

Denham saw the better way, but has not pursued it with great success. His ver.
sions of Virgil are not pleasing; but they taught Dryden to please better. His'
poetical imitation of Tully on Old Age has neither the clearness of prose, nor
the spriteliness of poetry. -

The ¢¢ strength of Denham,” which Pope 50 emphaucally mentions, is to be foand
in many lines and couplets, whxch convey much meaning in few words, and exhibit
the sentiment with more weight than bulk.

On the Thames,
Though with those streams he no resemblance hold, \
‘Whose foam is amber, and their gravel gold 3
His genuine and less guilty wealth t’ explore,
Search not his bottom, but survey his shore,

On Strafford.

His wisdom such, at once it did appear

Three kingdoms’ wonder, and three kingdoms’ fear,
‘While sjngle he stood forth, and seen’d, although
E-chhdunnmy, as an equal foe,

Such was his force of eloquence, to make

The bearers mare concern’d than he that spake:
Each seem’d to act that part he came to see,

And none was more a looker-on thun he ;

So did he move our passions, some were knowa
To wish, for the defence, the crime their own,
Now private pity strove with pablic hate,
Reason with rage, and eloquence with fate.

On Cowley.

To him no author was unknown,
Yet what he wrote wasall hisown ;
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Horueds Wit, &l Virgis state,
He did oot stéal but efaulate !
And, when he wonld like them appear,
Their garb, but not their cloaths, did wear.

Ap w0 of Denham’s principal claims to the regard of péesterity urisas from Rib
provement of our nambers, his versification ought to be considered. It will &fferd
that pleasure which arises from the obbservation of & maw f jadgmient, taturdlly
right, forsaking bad copi¢s by degiees, atid wivanoing townrds @ better practie &
Re gains nmore confidence fn himsel.

* In his trassiation of Virgil, Weitten Wheh Mo Wi iBout tWenty.die Yeuss o, Wiy
o otill founil the old makner of tohtinwing the sehs ungracefally from verse to verse,

*
‘

Then all those
Who i the dark otir Fury did escape,
Retorting, kmow ot Borrdw'd arvns, #nd shirpe,
And differing dialect ; then their numbers swatl
phnd grow upon us § firet Chbréebiehs feil .
Before Minerva’s altar ; next did hleed
Just Ripbeus, whom no Trojan did exceed
In virtue, yet the gods his fate decreed.
Then Hypanis and Dymas, wounded by
Their friends; nor thee, Pantheus, thy piety,
Nor consecratéd mitre, from the same
11l fate could save ; my country’s funeral flame
And Troy’s cold ashes, I sttest, and call
.- To witness for Inyself, that @ their fall
Nofoes, wo death, nor dabger, I declin’d,
Did and deserv’d o less, tiy fate to Rad,

From this kind of concatenated metre he aftérwards refrained, and taught his fol.
Towers the art of concluding their sense in couplets ; which has perhaps been with ra.
ther too much constancy pursued.

This passage exhibits one of those triplets which are not unfrequent in this first
essay, but which it is to be supposed his maturer judgment disapproved, since in his
latter works he has totally forborn them.

His rhimes are such as seem found without difficulty, by following the sense; and
are for the most part as exact at least as those of other poets, though now and then
the reader is shifted off with what he can get;

O how transform'd }
How much unfike that Hector, who return’d
Ciad in Achilles® spoils !

i .\ From thence a thousaind fesser poets sprung
" Like petty prihces from the &} of Roma,
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Sometimes the weight of rhime is laid upon a word too feeble to sustain it:

Troy confounded falls
From all her glories : if it might have stood \ .
By any power, by this right hand it skowd. L
— And though my outward state misfortune Aatk ,‘g '
Deprest thus low, it cannot reach my faith. b
—Thus, by his fraud and our own faith o’ercome, x

A feigned tear destroys us, against whom @ (‘ 3
Tydides nor Achilles could prevail, 5
Nor ten years conflict, nor a thousand sail,

He is not very careful to vary the ends of his verses ; in ore passage the worddc‘a
rhymes three couplets in six}
Most of these petty faults are in his first productions, where he was less skilful,
or at least less dextrous in the use of words; and though they had been more fre.
" quent, they could only have lessened the grace, not the strength of his composition.
He is one of ‘the writers that improved our taste, and advanced our language; and
whom we ought therefore to read with gratitude, though, having done mncb, he left
much to do.

/



TO

THE KING.

SIR, .

AFTER the delivery of your royal father’s person into the hands of the
army, I underteking to the queen-mother that I would find some means to
get access to- him, she was pleased to send me ; and by the help .of Hugh
Peters I got my admittance, and coming well-instructed from the queen
(bis majesty having been kept long in the dark) he was pleased to discourse
very freely with me of the whole state of his affairs. But, sir, I will oot
lanch into an history, instead of an epistle. One morning waiting on him
at Causham, smiling upon me, he said he could tell me some news of my-
self, which was, that he had seen some verses of mine the evening before
(being those to sir R. Fanshaw); and asking e when I made them, I told
hin two or three years since ; he was pleased to say, that having never seen
them before, he was afraid I had written them since my return into England,
and though he liked them well, be would advise me to write no more; al-
ledging, that when men are young, and have little else to do, they might
veat the overflowings of their fancy that way; but when they were thought
fit for more serious employments, if they still persisted in that course, j¢
would look as if they minded not the way to any better.

‘Whereupon I stood corrected as long as I had the honour to wait upon
him, and at his departure from Hampton-Court, he was pleased to com«
mand me to stay privately at London; to send to him and receive fromhim
all his letters from and to all his correspondents at home, and abrdad, and I
was furnished with nine several cyphers in order to it: which trust I per-
formed with great safety to the ‘persons with whom we corresponded ; but
about nine months after being discovered by their knowledge of Mrs
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Cowley’s hand, I happily escaped both for myself, and those that held cor-
respondence with me. That time was too hot and busy for such idle speca-
lations : but after I had the geod fortune to wait upon your majesty in Hol-
land and France, you were pleased sometimes to give me arguni€nts to di-
vert and put off the evil hours of our banishment, which now and then fell
not short of your majesty’s expectation.

After, when your majesty, departing from St. Germains to Jersey, was
pleased freely (without my asking) to confer upon me that place wherein 1
have now the honour to serve you, I then gave over poetical lines, and
made it my business to draw such others as might be more serviceable to
your majesty, and I hope more lasting. Sincg-that time I never disobeyed
my old master’s commands till this summer at the Wells, my retirement
there tempting me to divert those melancholy thoughts, which the new ap-
paritions of foreign invasion and domestic discontent gaveus: bug these
clouds being now happily blown over, and oux sym clearky shining ant
again, I have recovered the relapse, i& being suapected thas it would bave
proved the epidemical diseage of age, which ig apt te fall back inte the fol-

_Yies of youth;yet Socrates, Aristotle, and Cato did thespme; and Sealiger
saith, that fragment of Aristotle wasbeyond any thing that Rinder or Howes
ever wrote. I will not call this a dedicalion, fox those ¢pistles ave commenly
greater ebsurdities than any that come afker; for whak athox oan, rassos-
ably believe, thatfixing the great name.of sope eminent pakton in the fore-
head of his book oan charm away censure, sad that the fixst leaf showld hea
curtain to draw over and hide ‘all the deformitiea that staad hebind it ; naithes
have 1 any need of such shifts, for most of the parts of this kody have slready
had your majesty’s view,and baving past the test of %0. clearand shatp-sighted
a judgment, which has as good a title to give law in matiers of this natare
as in any other, they who shall presume to dissent from your majesgy, will
do more wrong to their own judgment than their judgment can do to me : and
for those latter parts which have not yet zeceived your majesty’s favousable
aspect, if they who have seen them do not Satter me- (for I dare not trust my
own judgment) they will make it gppear, that it is not with me as with
most of mankind, who never forsake their darkng vices, till their vices fos-
sake them ; and that this divorce was not frigiditatis causa, but an act of

* choice, and not of necessity. Therefore, sir, I shall only call it an hemble

petition, that your majesty will please to pardon this new amour to my old
mistress, and my disobedience to his commands, to whose memory- I look

- .



DEDICATION. 233
up with great reverence and devotion: and making a serious reflection upon
that wise advice, it carries much greater weight with it now, than when it
was given ; for when age and experience has so ripened man’s discretion as
to make it fit for use, either in private or public affairs, nothing blasts and
corrupts the fruit of it so mach as the empty, airy reputation of being nimis
pocta; and therefore I shall take my leave of the Muses, as two of my pre-
decessors did, saying, .

Splendidis longum veledico nugis.
Hic versus & ceetera ludicra pono.

~ Your majesty’s most faithful
and loyal subject, and most .

dutiful and devoted servant,

JO. DENHAM.
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BY

SIR JOHN
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COOPER'S HILL. ‘V—_‘

Syuz there are poets which did never dream
Upon Parnassus, nor did taste the stteam

Of Helicon ; we therefore may suppose

Those made not poets, but the poets those.

And as courts make not Jings, but kings the

court, .
8o where the Muses and their train resort,
Parnassus stands ; if [ can be to thee
A poet, thou Parnagsus art to me.
Nor wonder, if (advantag’d in my flight,’
By taking wing from thy auspicious height)
untrac’d ways and airy paths I fly,
Moreboundless in my fancy than my eye :
My eye, which swift as thought contracts the

space .
That Kies between, and first salutes the place
Crown'd with that sacred pile, so vast, so bigh,
‘Thst, whether ’tis a part of earth or sky,
Uncertain seems, and may be thought a proud
Aspiring mountain, or descending cloud,
P:nl’-,thcﬂ!:‘:theme of sach a Muse, * whose
i
Has bravely reach’d and soar’d above thy height :
Now Mﬁt:unnd,tbough sword, or time, or

?
Or zeal more flerce than they, thy fall conspire,
Secure, whilst thee the best of poets sings,
Preserv’d from ruin by the best of kings.
Under his proud survey the city lies,
And likes mist beneath a hill doth rise ;
Whose state and wealth, the business and the

crowd,
Seems at thie distance but a darker cloud:
And {s, to him who rightly things esteems,
Mo other in effect than what it seems :
‘Where, with like haste, though several ways,
they run,
Some to undo, and some to be undone ;.

While luxury, and wealth, like warand peace,

Are each the other’s ruin, and increase.

As rivers lost in seas, some secret vein

Thence reconveys, there to be lost again.

Oh happinessof sweet retir'd coatent |,

To be at once secure, and innocent.

Windsor the next (where Mars with Venus
dwells, i

Beauty with strength) above the val'ey swells

Into my eye, and doth itself present

With such an easy and unforc’d ascent,

That no stupendous precipice denies

Access, no horrour turns away our eyes:

But such a rise as doth at once invite

A pleasure, and a reverence from the sight._

Thy mighty master's emblem, in whose face

Sate meekness, heighten’d with majestic grace ;

Such seems thy gentle beight, made only proud

To be the basis of that pompous load,

Than which, a nobler weight no mountain

r
-

bears
But Atlas on'ly which supports the spheres.
When Nature’s band this ground did thus ad-

vance,

*Twas guided by a wiser power than Chance ;

Mark’d-out for such an use, as if ‘twere meant

Tinvite the builder, and his choice prevent.

Nor can we call it choice, when what we chuse,

Folly or blindness only could refuse.

A crown of such majestic towers doth grace

The gods’ great mother, when her hegvenly
race

Do homage to her, yet she caunot hoast

Among that numerous, and celestial host,

More heroes than can Windsor, nor doth Fame's
Tmmortal book record more noble names, '
Not to look back so far, to whom this isle

Owes the first glory of so brave a pile,
Whether to Cesar, Albanact, or Brute,

The British Arthur, or the Danish Cnute,
(Though this of old no less contest did move,
Than when for Homer's birth seven cities

1 Mr, Waller.

strove)
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Like him in birth, thou should’st be like in

e, .
As thine his fate, if mine had been his lame)
But whosoe'er it was, Nature design'd

First a brave place, and then as brave a mind.
Not to recount those several kings, to whom

It gave d cradle, orto whom a tomb ;

Bat thee great Edward?, and thy greater son,
(The lilies which his father wore, he won)

And thy Bellona3, who the consort came

Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame,

She to the triumph led one captive ¢ king

And brought that son, which did the second 4

Then didst thou found that Order (whether love
Or victory thy royal thoughts did move) :
Each was anoble cause, and nothing less
Than the design, has been the greatsuccess :
‘Which foreign kings and emperors esteem
‘The second honour to their diadem.
Had thy great Destiny but given thee skill
To know, as well as power toact her will,
That from those kings, who then thy captives
were,

" In after-times should spring a royal pair,

* Who should possess all that thy mighty power,
Or thy desires more mighty, did devour:
To whom their better fate reserves whate'er
‘The victor hopes for, or the vanquish’d fear ;
That blood, which thou and thy great grand-

sire shed,

And all that since these gister nations bled,
Had been unspilt, and happy Edward known
‘That all the blood he spilt, had been his own.
‘When he that patron chose, in whom are join’d
Soldier and martyr, and bis srms coufin’d
Within the azure, circle, he did seem
But to foretel, and prophecy of him.
‘WLo to his realms that azure round bath join’d,
Which Nature for their bound at first design’d.
Tbat I::!hd which to the world’s extremest}

8,
Endless itself, its liquid arms extends.
Nor doth be need those emblems which we paint,
But is himself the soldier and the saint.
Here should my wonder dwell, and here my,

praise,
But my fix’d thoughts my wandering eye, be-
trays, .
Viewing a neighbouring hill, whose top of late
A chapel crown’d till in the common
Th’ adjoining abbey felt : (may no such storm
Falt on our times, where ruin must reform !)
Tell me, my Muse, what monstrous dire of-
fence,

'y
What crime conld any Christian king incense
To such arage? Was't luxury, or lust!

‘Was he so temperate, so chaste, so just ?
Werethese their crines? They were his own
much more : : "

_But wealth is crime epough ta him that’s_poor;
Wrio, Fiaving spent the tmasfrfskofmfi:mwn,
Cundemns their luxury to feed his own.

And yet this act, to varnish o’er the shame
Of sacrilege, must bear Devotion’s name.

3 Edward II1. and the Black Prince,
3 Queen Philippa.
4 The kings of France and Scotland.
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No crime so bold, but would be undérstood

A real, or atleast a seeming good :

Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name,

And free from conscience, is a slave to fame:

Thus he the church at once protects, and spoils :

But princes’- swords are sharper than their

styles. :

And thus to th’ ages past he makes amends,

Their charity destroys, their faith defends.

Theg didReligion in a lazy cell,

Ia empty, airy contemplations dwell ;

And like the block, unmoved lay : but ours,

As much too active, like tke stork devours.

Is there no temperate region can be known,

Hetwixt their frigid, and our torrid zome ?

Could we not wake from that lethargic dream,

But to be restless in 2 worse extreme ?

And for that lethargy was there no cure,

But to be into a cgleptuye ?

Can have 20 bound, but must advance

So far, to make us wish for ignorance ;

And rather in the dark to our way,

Than led by a false guide to err by day ?

Who sees these dismal heaps, but would demand

What barbarous invader sack’d the land ?

But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring,

This desolation, but a Christian king ;

When nothing, but the name of zeal, appears

*Twixt our best actions and the worst of theirs:

What does he think our sscrilege would spase,

When such tb’ effects of our devotiops are ?
Parting from thence 'twixt anger, shame, and

fear,
Those. for what’s pagt, apd this fo; whag's tap

- near,

ﬁ;y eye descending from the bill, surveys

Where Thames among the wanton vallies strays,

- Thames, the most lov’d of all the Oceap’s sogs

By his old sire, to his embraces rups ;

Hastipg to pay his tribute to the sea,

Like mom_i}”lylfe to meet etemity.

"Though, wish those streams he np resemblance
"hold,

Whose foam is amber, and their graye] gold ;

His gepuine and leas guilty, wealkth t explore,

Search not his, bottom, but survey his shore ;

O’er which he kindly spread his spacious wing,

Ang hafches plenty for th’ ensuing spring.

Nor then destroys it with too fopd a stay,

Like mothers which their infants overlay;

Nor with a sudden and impetuous wave,

Like profuse kings, resumes the weqith s gane,

No unexpected inyndations spoil .

The mower’s hopes, nor mock the plowman’s

mﬂ . .

But god-like his upweary’d bounty. flows ;

First love to do, themloves the goed be does.

Ner are his blessings to his bapks confin’d,

But free, and cogumon, as the sea or wind 3

When he, to boast or to disperse his sjoves,

 Full of the tributes of his grateful shores,

Vigiuthe world, apd in hjs flying towers: )

Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ows ¢

Finds wealth where ’tis, bestows it where it wants,

Cities in deserts, woods in cjties plangs. -

Sothat tousno thing, no place is strange,

‘While his fair bosom is the world’s

Ocould I flow like thee, and make thy streams
y great example, 85 it is my theme :
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maa:heg,vetdws though gentle, yet

H .
Strong without ruge, wWithout erflowing full.
Heaven berEﬁEafm 10 more shall boast;
Whose fame in thine,like lesser current, ’s lost
Thy nnbler streams shall visit Jove’s abodes,

To shiie among the stars 3, and bathe the gods.
Here Nature, whether more intent to please

Us for herself, with strange varieties,

(For thihgs of wonder give no less delight,

To the wise maker’s, than beholder’s sight.
Thopgh these delights from several causes move ;
Por so our children, thus our friends we love)
Wisely sheknew, the harmony of things,

Aswell as that of sounds, from discord springs.
Such was the discord, which did first disperse
Form, order, beauty, through the universe ;
While dryness moisture, coldness heat resists,

All that we have, and that we are, subsists.
While the steep horrid roughness of the wood
Strives with the gentle calmness of the flood.
Such huge extremes when Nature doth unite,
Womlerl frlr:m thence results, from thence de-

ight.

The stream is so rent, pure and clear,
That had the self enamour’d youth gaz'd here,
So fatally deceiv’d he had not been,

While he the bottom, not his face bad seen.

But his proud bead the airy mountain hides
Amnong the clouds ; his shoulders and his sides
A shady mantle clothes ; his curled brows

. Frown on the gentla stream, which calmly

ows;
‘While winds and storms his lofty forehead beat :
The common fate of all that’s high or great.
Low at his foot a spacious plain is plac’d,
Between the mountain and the stream em-
brac’d,
‘Which shade and shelter from the hill derives,
. While the kind river wealth and beauty gives ;
And in the mixture of all these appears
Variety, which all the rest endears.
This scene had some bold Greek, or British bard
Beheld of old, what storieshad we heard
Of Fairies, Satyrs, and the Nymphs, their dames,
Their feasts, their revels, and their amorous
flames ? ,
*Tis still the same, although their airy shipe
All but a quick poetic sight escape.
‘There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts,
And thither all the horned host resorts
To graze the ranker.mead, that noble herd,
On whose sublime and shady fronts is rear’d
Nature’s great master-piece j to show how soon
Great things are made, but sooner are undone,
Here have I seen the king, when great affairs
Gave leave to slacken unbend his cares,
Attended to the chase by all the flower
Of youth, “whose hopes a nobler prey devour:
Pléssure l:vith praise, and danger they would
uys
And wish a foe that would not only fly.
‘The stag, now conscious of his fatal growth,
At once indulgent to his fear and sloth,
'0 some dark covert his retreat bad made,
2 ::d man’s eye, nor heaven's should in-
e

§ The Forest,
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His soft repose, when the anexpééted somd
Of dogs, 4nd men, his wakeful ear does wound :
Rouz’d with the noise, he sbarce belieces his

ear,
Willing to think th’ illusions of his fear
Had given this false alarm, but straight his view
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true.
Betray’d in all his strengths, the wood beset,
All instruments, all arts of ruin met,
He calls to mind his strength, and then his

8 ]

His vingl':el?eeh, and then his armed head ;
With these t’ avoid, with that his fate to mect ;
But fear prevails, and bids him trust his fect.
Sofast he flies, that his reviewing eye
Has lost the chusers, and his ear theery
Exulting, till he finds their nobler sehse
Their disproportion’d speed doth recémpense ;
Then curses his conspiring feet, whose scent
Betrays that safety which their swiftness lent.
Then tries his friends : among the baser herd,
Where he so lately was obey’d and fear'd,
Hissafety seeks : the herd, unkindly wise,
Or chases him from thence, or from him fliés,
Like a declining statesman, left forloin
To his friends’ pity, and pursuers’ scorn,
With shame remembers, while himself wasone
Of the same herd, himself the sanie had dorie.
Thence to the coverts and the conséios groves,
The scenes of his past triumphs, and his loves ;
Sadly surveying where te rang®d alohe

Prince of the s0il, and all the herd his own ;
And like a bold knight-errant did proclaiin
Combat to all, and bore away the dame ;

And taught the woods to echo to the strcam

His dreadful challenge, and his clashing bean ;
Yet faintly now devlines the fatal strife,

So much his love was dearer than his life.

Now every leaf, and every moving breath
Presents a foe, and every foe a death.
Weary'd, forsaken, and pursued, at last

All safety in despair of saféty plac'd,

Courage he thence resumes, resolv’d to bear

All their agsaults, since ’tis in vain to fear.

And now, too late, he wishes for the fight

That strength he wasted in ignoble flight :

But when he sees the eager chase renew’d,
Himself by dogs, the dogs by men pursued, )
He straight revokes his bold resolve, and more
Repents his courag?>, than his fear before ;

Finds that uncertain ways unsafest are,

And doubt a greater mischief than despair.
Thentothe stieam, when neither frierds, nor

force,

Nor speed, nor art avail, he shapes his course ;
‘Thinks ot their rage so desperate to essay

An élement more merciless than they.

But fearless they pursue, nor cai the flood
Quench their dire thirst! alas,they thirst for

So towards a ship the oar-finn'd gallies ply,

Which wanting séa to ride, or wind to fly,

Stands but to fall reveng’d on those that dare

Tempt the last fury of extreme ir

So fares the stag , among th’ enraged hounds,

Repels their force, and wounds returns for
wounds.

And as a hero, whom hig baser foes

In troops surround, now these assails, row thoso

6
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Though prodigal of life, diedains todie

By common hands ; but if he can descry
Some nobler foe h, to him he calls,
And begs his fate, and then contented falls,
So when the king a mortal shaft lets fly,

From his unerring hand, then, glad to die,
Pround of the wound, to it resigns his blood,
And stains the crystal with a parple flood.
This a more innocent and happy chase,

‘Than when of old, but in the self-same place,
Fair Liberty pursuedS, and meant a prey

To lawless Power, here turp’d, and stood at

bay ;
When in that remedy all hope was plac'd,
‘Which was, or should have at least the last.
Here was that charter seal’d, wherein the

crown
Al marks of arbitrary power lays down: A
Tyrant and slave, those names of hate and fear,
‘The happier stile of king and subject bear:
Happy, when both to the same center move,
‘When kings give liberty, and subjects love.
Therefore not long in force this charter stood ;
‘Wanting that seal, it must be seal’d in blood.
The subjects arm’d, the more their prin - - gave,
Th? advantage only took, the more to crave :
Till kings, by giving give themselvesaway,
And even that power, that should deny, be-
tray, [viles,
¢ Who gives constrain’d, tut his own fear re-
Not thank'd, but scorn’d ; nor are they gifts, but
spoils.” :
Thus kings, ]l:'y grasping more than they could
hold,
First made their subjects, by oppression bold ;
And popular sway, by forcing kings to give
More than was fit for subjectsto receive,
Ran to the same extremes ; and one excess
Made both, by striving to be greater, less.
When a calm river, rais’d with sudden rains,
Or snows dissolv’d, o’erflows th’ adjoining plains,
‘The husbandmen with high-rais'd banks sccure
Their greedy hopes; and this he can endure.
But if with hays and dams they strive to force
His channel to a new, or narrow course ;
No longer then within his banks he dwells,
First to a torrent, then a deluge xwells:
Stronger and fiercer by restraint he roars,
And knov:;:o bound, but makes his power his |
res.
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T™HE
DESTRUCTION OF TROY.
AN ESSAY ON THE
SECOND BOOK OF PIRGIL'S ENEIS-

WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1636.

Tae ARGUMENT.

The first book speaks of ZEneas’s voyage by sea,
and how, being cast by tempest upon the

¢ Runny Mead, 50

o

DENHAM'S POEMS.

coast of Carthage, he was received by queen
Dido, who, after the feast, desires him to
make the relation of the destruction of Tvoy ;.
which is the Argument of this book.

Wares all with silence and attention wait,

Thus speaks /Eness from the bed of state ;

Madam, when you command us to review

Our fate, you make our old wounds bleed
anew,

" And all those sorrows to my sense restore,

Whereof none saw so much, nome safferd

more :

Not the most cruel of our conquering foes

So unconcern’dly can relate our woes,

As not to lend a tear, thenhow can I

Repress the horrour of my thoughts, which

fly
The said remembrance ? Now th’ explring

night

And the declining stars to rest invite ;

Yet since ’tis your command, what you so well

Are pleas’d to hear, I cannot grieve to tell

By Fate repell’d, and with repulses tir'd,

The Greeks, so many lives and years expir'd,

A fabric like a moving mountain frame,

Pretending vows for their return ; this Fame

Divulges ; then within the beast’s vast womb

bThe choice and flower of all their troops em-
tomb.

In view the isle of Tenedos, once high

In fame ml!_d ‘wealth, while Troy remain'd, doth

ie,
(Now but an unsecure and open bay)
Thither by stealth the Greeks their fieet com-
vey.

We gave them gone, and to Mycene saild,

And Troy reviv’d, her mourning face unvail'd ;

All through th’ unguarded gates with joy ve-
sort

To see the slighted camp, the vacant

Here lay Ulysses, there Achilles ; here

The battle join’d, the Grecian fleet rode there;
But the vast pile th’ amazed vulgar views,

Till they their reason in their wonder lose.

And first Thy mctes moves (urg’d by the

-power )
Of fate or fraud) to place it in the tower ;

3} But Capys and the graver sort thought fit

The Greeks present to commit

To seas or flames, at least to search and bore

The sides, and what that space contains t* ex-
plore.

Th® uncertain multitude with both engag’d,

*| Divided stands, till from the tower, enrag’d

Laoocoon ran, whom all the crowd attends.

Crying, ¢ What desperate frenzy’s this, (ob
friends)

To think them gone? Judge rather their re:
treat

o But a design, their gifts but a deceit ;

For our destruction ’twas contriv’d, no doubt,

Or from within by fraud, or from without

By force ; yet know ye not Ulysses’ shifts 2

Their m&ds less danger camry thanm thejr
sl ” .

(This said) against the horse’s side his spear

He throws, which trembles with enclosed fear,
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‘Whilst from the hollows of his womb proceed
Groans, not his own ; and had not Fate decreed
Our ruin, we had fill’d with Grecian blood
'lhplwa;ot‘:n'l‘nyand Priam’s throne had

st
5 Meanwhile a fetter’d prisoner to the ki
With joyful shouts the Dardan sheph
‘Who to betray us did himself betray,.
At once the taker, and at once the prey ;
Firmly prepar’d, of one event secur’d,
&0 Or of his death or his design assur'd.
‘The Trojan youth about the captive flock,
‘To wonder, or to pity, or to mock.
Now hear the Grecian fraud, and from this one
. Conj all the rest.
& Disarm’d, disorder’d, casting round his eyes
On all the troaps that guarded him, he cries,
¢ What land, what sea, for me what fate at-
tends ?
Caught by my foes, condemned by my friends,
Incensed Troy a wretched captive seeks
72 To sacrifice ; u fugitive, the Gréeks.”
To pity this complaint our former rage
€onverts, we now inquire his parentage,
‘What of their counsels or affairs he knew :
Then fearless he replies, Great king, to you
7/ All trath 1 shall relate : nor first can I
Myself to be of Grecian birth deny ;
And though my outward state misfortune hath’
Deprest thus low, it cannot reach my faith.
You may by chance have heard the famous
name
& Of Palamede, who from old Belus came,
‘Whom, but for voting peace, the Greeks pursue,

bring,

Accog’d umjustly, then anjustly slew,
Yet mourn’d his death. My father was his
friend.

. And me to his commands did recommend, °

%" While laws and counsels did his throne support ;
1 bat a youth; yet some esteem and port
‘We then did bear, till by Ulysses’ craft
(Things known I speak) he was of life bereft :
Since in dark sorrow I my days did spend,

& T now, disdaining his unworthy end,
1 could not silence my complaints, but vow’d
Revenge, if ever fate or ¢hance allow’d
My wish’d return to Greece; from hence his

hate,
From thence my crimes, and all my ills bear
date:
¥/ Old guilt fresh malice gives ; the peoples’ ears
He fills with rumours, and their hearts with
fears,

And then the prophet to his party drew.
Buat why do I these thankless truths pursue:
Or why defer your rage? on me, for all

&> The Greeks, let your revenging fury fall.
Ulysses this, th® Atride this desire
At any rate.” We straight are set on fire
{Uapractis’d in such mysteries, to inquire
The manner and the cause, which thus he

_ toid
<4~ 'With gestures humble, as his tale was bold.
¢« Oft have the Greeks (the siege detesting)
tird
‘With tedious war, a stolen retreat desir'd,
And would to Heaven they’d gone: but still dis-
may’d
"By ecas or skies, unwillingly they stay’d.

289

Chiefly when this pile was ras’d, 119

Strange noises fill'd the air ; we, all amaz'd,

Dispatch Eurypylus t’ inquire our fates,

Whotbuthemfmc;‘gfg:god:m;

¢ A virgin’s slanghter di storm appease,

‘When first towards Troy the Grecians took the )/y”

- seas;

Their safe retreat another Grecian’s blood

Must ? Al atthis confounded stood ;

Each thinks himself the man, the fearon aut

Of what, the mischief but on one can fall.

Then Calchas (by Ulysses first inspir'd) /2e

Wunrs’dtnnmd whom th’ angry gods re-
quird ; .

Yet was I warn’d (for many were as well

Inspird as he, did my fate foretel)

Ten days the prophet in suspence remain’d, -

Would no man’s fate pronounce; at last, con- (25
strain’d

By Itbacus, he solemnly design’d

Me for the sacrifice ; the people join’d

In glad consent, and all their common fear

Determine in my fate, The day drew near,

The sacred rites prepar'd, my temples crown'd '3o

With holy wreaths ; then I confess I found -

The means to my escape, my bonds I brake,

Fled from my guards, and in a muddy lake

Amongst the sedges all the night lay hid,

Till they their sails had hoist (if so they did). >3y~

And now, alas ! o hope remains for me

My home, my father, and my sous to see,

‘Whom they, enrag’d, will kill for my offence,

And punish, for my guilt, their innocence,

Those gods who know the truths I now relate, %

That faith which yet remains inviolate '

By mortal men ; by these I beg, redress

My causeless wrongs, and pity such distress.”

And now true pity in exchange he finds

For his false tears, his tongue his hands wn- jys~

¢ Then spake the king, Be ours, whoe’er thou

art,

Forget the Greeks. But first the truth impart,

Why did they raise, or to what useé intend

This pile ? to a war-like, or religious end 2»

Skilful in fraud (his native art), his hands /40

Toward Heaven be rais'd, deliverd mow from
bands.

““Ye pure mthereal flames, ye powers ador'd

By mortal mmen, ye altars, and the sword

Iscap’d, ye sacred fillets that involv’d .

My destin’d head, grant I may.stand absolv'd /6 S

Frum all their laws and rights, renounce all
name

Of faith or love, their secret thoughts proclaim

Only, O Troy, preserve thy faith to me,

If what 1 shall relate preserveth thee.

From Pallas’ favour, all our hopes, and all /é0

Counsels and actions,took original,

Till Diomed (for such attempts made fit

By dire conjunction with Ulysses’ wit)

Assails the sacred tower, the guards they slay,

Defile with bloody hands, and thence convey /65~

The fatal image ; straight with our success )

Our hopes fell back, whilst prodigies express

Her just disdain, her flaming eyes did throw

Flashes of lightning, from each part did flow

A briny sweat, thrice brandighing her spear,/ o

Her statue from the ground itself did rear;
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Then, trat we elstuld our Wrcriege o,
And ré=4 their godh froin Argow’ ilibre,
Calchas i ll&vhtemiégvi?n
15" Thefate of Troy, To nteasute Biick the inain
They afi vonsent, dut to rétarn wEnify,
‘Whien reinforc™d with sids of gods 4t Fhem.
Thus Calchas ; then, instead of that, thfs pile
To Pallks wes deslyn'd ; to rectnéfle
L1 'l‘l’olehdbdhgm,tﬁd'exﬁite out Fuilt
To this vest héight ebd roonstidis Stdtare
Mwmmm Teiva, t Right ré-

Your ¥ows t trér, il het Qféndé to Yo,
But if this sacred gift you disestéerr,
r¥s The crilel pia (which Heavidh diveRt bhn

)
Shall fll on Priam’ state : But e hofve
Your wiils adcend; assisted by your Bice,
A Jeague ’gainst Greece all Asia shall contract;
Our mt:en”m whigt their siréd would
et

Thus By bis freud ubd oir own faith o'er-
A feigned tesr déstroys ub, aainét whom [comé,
Tidides nor Achiiles eould prevail,
Nor ten yedrh coflict, mor 4 thoussid sail,
This sécostded by & miost xad Portént;
Which érédit to the fivst imposture et ;

A )

s

Laocoon, Néptuhd’s priest, upon the day
Devoted to that god, a bull did siay:
When two prodigious serpents were desciy'd

Whose circlibg strokes the seas smooth face

divide s

Above the deep ﬂ;x ridisé theit 3caly crests,

And stdm the flood @ith their erected brehsts,

Their windity tails sdvence dnd steer their
course,

And ’gaivst the shore the breaking biltows force.

Now landing, froth their brandish’d tongues theie
cdme, ‘

A dreadful hiss, and from their eyes 4 flathe.

Ami2’d we fly; directly ib dline

Lancoon they pursue, and first entwine

(Each preying upon one) his tender sons ;

‘Then him, who arthed to their réscue runs,

They éeiz’d, énd with ehtangling foes embra.c’d,

His neck twice compdssing, and twice his waist :

Their polsenous kntts he strives to break and

tear, R
While slime and Blood his sucted wreaths be-

Emear ;

Then loudly roafs, as when th’ enraged bull
24X From th’ altar Ries, and from his wounded skull

Shakes the huge axe; the conquering serpents

F'o cruel Pallas’ altar, and their lie [8y

Under her feet, within her shield’s exterit.

We, in our fears, conclude this fate was sent
€-2<> Justly.on himm, who stiuck the sdcred oak

‘With his accursed fance. Then toinvoke

The goddess, and let inthe fatal horse,

We all consent.

A npuciou:" bremhm we make, and Troy’s proud

22< ‘Built by the gods, by her own hands doth fall ;
Thus 4!l their help to their own ruin give,
Some dn: with cords and some the monster
rive
With rolls and levers :o thus our works it climbs,
Big with our fate; the youth with songs and
vhimes,

Zog
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Som® Mﬁw Wie tanl e ¥ops; '.n'.a'nft e

It egters ¥ith & thundering ioise the hgi:&
Oh Tioy, the bat of gods, o war 2.\
Three times it struck, ss oft the clashing sound
Of arms wi eard, get blinded by the power
OF Yiite, We place it in the sacred tower. 2%V
Cassandra then foretels th’ évent, but she
Finds o bélief (Buch was the gods' décree.)
The altars with fresh flowers we crown, and
wakte

In feasts that day, which was (alas ') curlast. '
Now by the revolution of the skies, 24°
Night’s ¥able shadows from the ocean rise, _
Which heaven and earth, and the Greek Frands

o e dissolv'd
The city in sécure répose dissolv'd, .
When frot the admiral’s high poop appears
A Iifht, by which the Argive squadron stéérs 2y~
Theit silent coursé to 1lium’s well-known sbore,
When Sinon (sav’d by the gods’ partial puwer)
Opens the horse, and through the urlockt doors
To the free air the arthéd freight restores :
Ulysses, Stheneleus, Tisander, slide 260
Down by a rope, Machaon was their guide ;
Atridés, Pyrrhus, Thoas, Athamas,
And Epeus, who the fraud’s contriver was:
The gates tley seize; the guards, with sleep

and wine -

Opprest, surprise, and then their forces join. 28°Y
"Twds then, when the first sweets of sleep re-

pair L
Our bodies spent with toil, our minds with care;
(The gods® best gift) when, bath’d in tears and
bl

Befoit my face lamenting Hector stood, )
His aspect such when, soil’d with bloody dust,< b2
Dragg'd by the cords which through bhis feet

. were thrust: :
By his insulting foe, O bow transform’d
How much unlike that Hector, who return’d
Clad in Achilles’ spoils : when he amoag _
A thouand ships, (like Jove) his lightning flang ! &§
His horrid beard and kuotted tresses stood
Stiff with his gore, and all his wounds ran blood:
Intranc’d Ilay, then (weeping) said, * The joy,
The hope lnX stay of thy declining Troy !
What region held thee, whence 0 much desir'd,2 70
Art thou restor’d to us consum’d and tird
With toils and deaths ; but what sad cause con~

founds

Thy once fair looks,or why appearthose wounds?”
Regardless of my words, he no reply
Returns, but with a dreadful groan doth cry, € 73
* Fly from the flame, O goddess-born, our walls
The Greeks possess, and Troy confounded falls
From all her glories ; if it might have stood
By any power, by this right hand it should.
‘What man could do, by me for Truy was done,
Take here her reliques and her gods, to run
With them thy fate, with them new walls ex-

Which, tost on seas, thou shall at last erect :>*
Then brings old Vesta from her sacred quire,
Her holy wreaths, and her eternal fire.
Meanwhile the walls with doubtful cries resoumd
From far (for shady coverts did surround

My father’s house) ; approaching still more nes
‘The clash of arms, and voice of 1nen we hear :
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TRous'd frotn my bed, I speedily ascend

As flamnes roll’d by the winds’ conspiring force,
Q’er full-ear’d corn, or torrents’ raging course
Bears down th’ opposing oaks, the fields d

And moch the plough-mn’s toil, th’ unlook’d

From uighhonrmg hills th’ amazed lhepherd

Such my\mrpme, and such their rage appears.
First fell thy house, Uulegon, then thine
Deiphobus, Sigman seas did

Bright vith'l‘ny'sﬂ-mu the trumpets dreadful

'l‘helondcgromofdymgmconfo\md

“Give me my arms,” I cry'd, molv'dtothmw

Myaelf’mgmy that oppos’d the foe :

Rage, anger, delpmratoncemggut,

That of all deaths to die in arms was best.

The first I met was Pantheus, Phoebus’ priest,

Who, ’scaping with his gods and reliques, fled,

And towards the shore his little grandchild led
¢ Pantheus, what hope remains? what force,

what place

Made good ?* but sighing, hereplies, ¢ Alas!

Trojans we were, and mighty lmmm,

But the last period, and the fatal hour

Of Troy is come : our glory and our power

Incensed Jove’s transfers to Grecian hands;

Theﬁemkhmthebummgwwnwmmndl,

And (like a smother'd fire) an unseen force

Breaks from the bowelsof the fatal hiorse :

Insulting Sinon flings about the flame,

And thousands more than e¢’er from Argos came

Possess the gates, the passes, and the streets,

And these the sword o’ertakes, and those it meets.

The guard nor fights, nor flies; their fate so

near
At once saspends their courage and their fear.”
Thus by the gods, and by Atrides’ words
Inspir'd, | make my way through fire, through

‘Where noises,tumults, outcries, and alarms,
1 heard. First Iphitus, renown'd for arms,
‘We meet, who knew us (for the Moon dnd sbme),
Then Ripheus, Hypanis, and Dymas joi
Their force, and young Cbordms, Mygdon’s
‘Who, by the love of fair Cassandra, won, [son,
Arrivid but lutely in her father’s aid;
Unbappy, whom the thruts could notdmntde
Of his prophetic spouse
‘Whom whea [saw yet dnnng to maintain
The fight, Isaid, ¢ Bravespirits (but in vain)
Are you reunlv'd to follow one who dares
Tempt all extremes ; the state of our affairs
You see : the gods have left us, by whose aid
QOur empire stood ; nor can the flame be staid :
‘Then letusfallnmicktourﬁes;this one
Reliefthe wanquish’d have, to-hope for none.”
‘Then reinforc’d, as in a stormy night

. Wolves urged by their raging appetite
Forage for prey, which their neglected young
‘With greedy jaws expect, ev'n so among
Foes, fire, and swords, t’ assured death we pass,
Darkness our guide, Despair our leader was.
Who can relate that evening’s woes and spoils,
Ox can his teats proportion to our toils ?
‘The city, which solong bad flourish’d, falls ;
Death triumphs o'er the houses, temples, walls.

voL. Vil
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Nor only on the Trojans fell this doom,
Their hearts at last the vanquish’d re-assume;
And now the victors fall: on all sides fears,
Groans and pale Death in all ber shapes appears :
Androgeus first with his whole troop was cast
Upon us, with civility misplac’d ;
Thus greeting us,  You lose by your delay,

Your share both of the honour and the prey ;
Others the spoils of burning Troy convey

Backto those ships which you but now fu-nka.”
We making no return, his sad mistake

Too late he finds: as when an unseen soake

A traveller’s unwary fuot hath prest,

Who trcmbling starts when the snake’s azure
Swoln with hisrising anger, hc espies,  fcrest, '
So from our view surpriz’d Androgeus flies.

But here an easy victory we meet : [fect.
Fear binds their hands, and igmorance their
Whilst fortune our first enterprize did aid,
Encourag’d with snccess, Choreebus said,

“ O friends we now by better Fates are led,

And the fair path they lead us, let us tread.

First change your arms, and their distinctions i
Thesame, in foes, deceitand virtue are.”[bear ;

Then of his arms Androgeus he divests, :

His sword, his shield he takes, and plumed crests,

Then Rapbeuu Dymas, and the rest, all giad

Of the occasion, in fresh spoils are clad.

Thus mixt with Greeks, as if their fortune still

Follow’d their swords, we fight, pursue, and kill.

Some re-ascend the horse, and hewhose sides

Let forth the valiant, now the coward hides. .
Some to then-nfergmrd their ships, retire ;
But vain’s that bope, *gainst which the gods con-
Behold the royal virgin, the divine  [spire:
Cassandra, from Minerva’s fatal shrine  [vain,
Dragg’d by the bair, casting towards heaven, in
Her eyes; for cords her tender hands dxhtmn H
Chborcebus, at the spectacle enrag’d

Flies in amidst the foes: we thus engag’d,
Tosecond him, among the thickest ran ;

Here firstour ruin from our friends began,

Who from the temple’s battlements a shower

Of darts and arrows on our headsdid pour ;

They us for Greeks, -and now the Greeh (who
(‘asundn srescue) us for Trojans slew. [knew
"Then from all parts Ulysses, Ajax then,

And then th’ Atride, rally all their men;

As winds, that meet from several coasts, contest,
Their prisons being broke, the south and west,
And Eurus on his winged coursers borne,
Triumphing in their speed, the woods are torn,
And chasing Nereus with his trident throws

The billows from the bottom ; then all those
Who in the dark our fary did escape,
Returning, know our bortow’d arms, and shape,
And different dialect : then their numbers swelt
And grow upon us. First Chorabus fell

Before Minerva’s altar, next did blesd

Just Ripheus, whom no Trojan did exceed

In virtue, yet the gods his fate decreed.

Then Hypanis and Dymas, wo!

Their friends ; nor theé, Pantheus, thy piety,
Nor eonsecnted mitre, from the samne

I fate could save ; my country’s funeral flame
And Tmy scold ashes I attest, and call

To witness for myself, that in their fall

No foes, no death, nor danger, 1declin’d,

Did, and deserv'd no less, my fate to find.
R
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Now Iphitys with me, and Pelias

Slowly retire ; the one retarded was

By feeble age, the other by 2 wound.

To court the cry directs us, where we found

‘Th' assault so hot, as if "twere only there,

And all the rest secure from foes or fear :

The Greeks the gates approach’d, their targets
cast

Over their beads ; some scaling ladders plac'd

Aguinst the walls, the rest the s ascend,

And with their shieldson their arms defend

Arrowsand darts, and with their right hold fast

The battlement ; on them the Trojans cast

Stoml,hnﬁen, pillars, beams ; such arms as
t!

coe,
Now hopeless, for thelr last defence they seize.
The gilded roofs, the marks of ancient state,
They tumble down ; and now against the gate
Of th’ inner court their growing force they
bring :

Now was our last effort to save the king,
Relieve the fainting, and succeed the dead.
A private gallery ’twixt tb’ apartments led,
Not to the foe yet known, or not observ’d,
(The way for Hector's hapless wife reserv'd,
‘When to the aged king, her little son [ron
She would present) through this we pass, and
Up to the highest battlement, from whenoe
The Trojans threw their darts without offence,
A tower 50 high, it seem’d to reach the sky,
Stood on the roof, from whence we could descry
All Tlium—both the camps, the Grecian fieet ;
This, where the beams apon the columns meet,
We loosen, which like thunder from the cloud
Breaks on their beads, as sudden and as loud.
But others still succeed : meantime, nor stones
Nor any kind of weapons cease.
Before the gate in gilded armour shone [grown,
Young Pyrrhus, like a snake, his skin new
Who fed on poisonous herbs, all winter lay

. Under the ground, and now reviews the day
Fresh in his new apparel, proud and young,
Rolls up his back, and brandishes his tongue,
And lifts his scaly breast against the Sun ;
With him his father's squire, Automedon,
And Peripas, who drove his winged steeds,
Enter the court ; whom all the youth succeeds
Of Scyros’ isle, who flaming fircbrands flung
Up to the voof ; Pyrrbus himnself among
‘The foremost with an axe an cntrance hews
Through beams of sulid oek, then freely views
‘T'he chambers, galleries, and rooms of state,
‘Where Priam and the ancient monarchs sat.
At the first gate an armed guard appears ;
But th’ inner court with horrour,noise, and tears,
Canfus'dly fill’d, the women’s shrieks and cries
‘The arch’d vaults re-echo to the skies;
Sad matrons wandering through the ppacious

rooms
Embrace and kiss the posts : then Pyrrhus comes
Full of his father, ncither men nor walls
His force sustain, the torn portcullis falls,
Then from the hinge their strokes the gates di-
vorce,

And- where the way they cannot find, they force.
Not with such rage a swelling torrent flows
Above his banks, th’ opposing dams o'erthrows,
Depopulates the fields, the cattle, sheep,
Shepherds and folds, the foaming surges sweep.

*Or to the foe, orto the fire a prey.
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darmes,
And Priam quenching from his wounds thoss
fla

mes
‘Which his own hands had on the altar laid ;
Then they the secret cabinets invade,
Where stood the fifty nuptial beds, the bopes
Of that grest race ; the golden posts,whose tops
Old hostile spoils adorn’d, demolish’d lay,
Now Priam’s fate perhaps you may mquire:
Seeing his empire lost, his Troy oa fire,
And his own palace by the Greeks possest,
Arms long disug’d his trembling limbs imvest ;
Thus on his foes he throws himself alone,
Not for their fate, but to proveke his own :
There stood an altar open to the view
Of Heaven, near which an aged laavel grew,
Whose shady arms the household gods embracd;
With all her daughters, and the Trojam wives,
As doves whom an app! ing tempest drives
And frights into ose flook ; but spy'd
Old Priam clad in youthful erm, she cried,
¢ Alas, my wretched husband, what pretence
To bear those arms, and in them what defence’
Such aid such times require not, when again
If Hector were alive, he livid in vain ;
Or here weshall a sanctuary find,
Or as in life we shall in death be join'd.”
Then weeping, with kind force held and embrac'd,
And on the secret seat the king she plac’d.

Meantime Polites, one of Priarh’s sons,
Flying the rage of bloody rons
Through foes and ranges all the court,

And empty galleries, amaz’d and burt ;
Pyrrhus pussues him, now o’ectakes, now kills,
And his last blood in Priam’s presence spills.
The king (though him so many deaths enclose)
Nor fear, nor grief, but indignation shows ;

“ The gods requite thee, (if within the care
Of those above th’ affairs of mortals are)
Whose fury on the son but lost had been,

Had not his pareots’ eyes his murder seen:
Not that Achilles (whom thou feign’st to be
Thy father) so inbuman was tome ;

He blusht, when I the rights of arms-mplor’d ;
To me my Hector, me to Troy restor’d :

This raid, his feeble arm a javelin flung,
Which on the sounding shield, scarce entering,

'l‘henPyrrnl:nug; ¢ Go a messenger to Hell

Of my black deeds, and tu my father tell
Theacts of his degenerate race.” So through
His son’s warm blood the trembling kimg be

drew
To th’ altar; in his hair one band he wresaths ;
His sword the other in his bosom sheaths.
Thus fell the king, who yet surviv’d the state,
With such a signal and peculiar fate,
Under so vast & ruin, not a grave,
Nor insuch flames a funeral fire to bave :
He whom such titles swell’d, such power made

proud,
To whom the sceptres of all Asiabow'd,
On the cold earth lics th’ unregarded king,
A headless carcase, and a nameless thing.
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ON THE EARL OF STRAFFORD'S
TRIAL AND DEATH.

Grrar St:ﬁl‘old ! worthy of that name, though

Of thee could be forgotten, but thy fall,

Crush’d by imaginery treason’s weight,

Which too much merit did accumulate :
Alcbymim;old from bress by fire would draw,
Pretexts are into treason forg’d by law.

His wisdom such, at once it did appear

Three kingdoms’ wonder, and three kingdoms’

fear

While single he stood forth, and seem’d, althongh
Each had an army, as an equal foe.

Such washis force of eloquence, to make

The hearers more concern’d thao he thatspake ;
Each seem’d to act that part he came to see,
And none was more a looker-on than he ;

So did he move our pessions, some were known
To wish, for the defence, the crime their own
Now private pity strdve with public hate,
Reason with rage, and eloquence with fate :

Now could him, if he could them forgive ;
He’s not (oo guilty, but too wise tolive;

Less seem those facts which Treason’s mick-name

bore,
Than such a fear’d ability for more.
They afier death their fears of him express,
His innocence and their own guilt confess.
Their legislative frenzy they repent :
Enacting it should make no precedent. [lose
This fate he could have ’scap’d, but would not
Homour for life, but rather nobly chose
Death from their feare, than safety from his

own,
That his last action all"the rest might crown.

70 4 PERSON OF HONOUR,

ON HIS INCOMPARABLE POEM7.

Waat mighty gale hath rais'd a flight so strong?
So high above all vulgar eyes ! so long ?

One single rapture scarce itself confines

Within the limitsof four thousand lines :

And yet I hope to see this noble heat

Coutinue, till it makes the piece complete,

That to the latter age it may descend;
And to the end of time its beams extend.

When Poesy joins profit with delight,

Her images sbould be most exquisite,

3 The honourable Edward Howard, by his
poem called The British Princes, engaged the
attention of by far the most eminent of his con-
temporaries ; who played upon his vanity, as
the wits of balf a century before had done on
that ofhomas Coryat, by writing extravagant
complimentspn bis works. See Butler's, Wal-
ler’s, 's, amd Dorset’s verses,in their respec
tive volnmes ; and in the Select Collestion of
Miscellaneous Poems, 1780, vol. I1L p. 105, are
other verses on the same subject, by Marton Clif
ford, and the lord Vaughen. N. .

Since man to that perfection canmot rise,
Of always virtuous, fortunate, and wise ;
Therefore the patterns man should imitate
Above the life our masters should ereate.
Herein, if we consult with Greece and Rome,
Greece (as in war) by Rome was overcome 3
Though mighty raptures we in Homer find,
Yet, like himself, his characters were blind ;
Virgil’s sublimed eyes net only gaz'd,
But bis sublimed thoughts to Heavem ware
raisd,

Who reads the honours which he paid the geds,
Would think be had beheld their blest abedes;
Andthat hig hero might accomplish’d be,

From divine blood he draws his pedigree.

From that great judge your judgment takes its

aw,
And by the b;lt iginal does draw
Bonduca’s honour, With those heroes Time

Had ia oblivion wrapt, his saucy crime ;

To them and to your nation you are just,
Inraising up their glories from the dust ;

And to Old England you that right have dene
To show, nb story nobler than ber own.

-]
ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF
HENRY LORD HASTINGS, 1650.

Reanen, preserve thy'peace ; those busy eyes

Will weep at their own sad discoveries ;

When every line they add improves thy loss,

Till having view'd the whole, they sum 8
: cross ;

Such as derides thy passions’ best relief,

And scorns the succouirs of thy easy grief.

Yet, lest thy ignorance betray thy name .

Of man and pious, read and mourn : the shame

Of an exemption, from just sense, doth show

Irrational, beyond excess of woe. -

Since reason, them, can privilege a tear,

Manhood, uncensur’d, pay that tribute here,

Upon thisnoble urn. Here, here, remains ’

Dust far more precious than in India’s veins :

Within these cold embraces, ravish’d, lies

That which compleats the age’s tyrannies :

Who weak to such another ill appear,

For what destroys our hope, secures our fear.

What sin unexpisted, in this land

Of groans, hath guided so severe a hand ?

“The late great victim 2 that your altars knew,

Ye angry gods, might have excus’d this new

Oblation, and have spar’d ope lofty light

Of virtue, to inform our steps aright ;

By whose example good, condemned, we

Might have run on to kinder destiy.

But as the leader of the herd fell first

A sacrifice, to quench the raging thirst .

Of inflam’d vengeance for past crimes ; 80 ROD®

But this white-fatted youngling cou’d atone,

By his untimely fate; thst impious smoke,

That sullied Earth, and did Heaven’s pity chohe.

2 King Chrlgltho First,
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Let it suffice for us, that we have lost
In him more than the widow'd world can boast
In any lump of her remaining clay.
Fair as the grey ey’d Morn he was ; the day,
Youthful, and climbing upwards still, imparts
No haste like that of his increasing parts ;
Like the meridian beam, his virtue’s light
‘Was seen, as full of comfort and as bright.
Had his noon been as fix’d as clear—but he,
‘That only wanted i i
‘To make him perfect, now its to night,
In the black bosom of whose sable spite,
He leavesa cloud of fiesh behind, and flies,
Refin’d, all ray and glory, to the skies.

Great saint | shine there inan eternal sphere,
And tell those powers to whom thounow draw’st

near, [dead,

That by our trembling semse, in Hastincs
Their anger and our ugly faults are read ;
The short lines of whose life did to our eyes
‘Their love and majesty epitomize :
Tell them, whose stern degrees impouse our laws,
The feasted Grave may close her hollow jaws:
‘Though Sin search Nature, to provide her here
A second entertsinment half so dear,
She’ll never meet a plenty like this hearse,
Till Time present her with the universe.

ON MY LORD CROPT’S AND MY JOURNEY INTO POLAND,
PROM WHEN¢E wE BROUGHT 10,000). vor HIs
MAJESTY, BY THE BECIMATION OF HIS SCOTISH
SUBJECTS THERE.

. Toz, tole,
Gentle bell, for the soul
Of the pure ones in Pole,
. Which are damn'd in our scroul.
‘Who baving felt a touch
Of Cockram’s greedy clutch,
‘Which though it was not much,
Yet their stubborness was such,
‘That when we did arrive,
’Gainst the stream we did strive ;
They would neither lead nor drive :
Norlend
An ear to a friend,
Nor an answer would send
To our letter so well penn’d.
Nor assist our affairs
With their monies nor their wares,
As their answer now declares,
But only with their prayers.
Thus they did persist
Did and said what they list,
Till the diet was dismist ;
But then our breech they kist.

For when
It was mov'd there and then
‘They should pay one in ten,
The diet said, Amen.

And because they are loth

‘To discover the troth,

They must give word and oath,
Though they will forfeit both.
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Thus the constitution
Condemns them every one,
From the father to the son.

But John
(Our friend) Mollesoa
Thought us to have out-gone
With a quaint invention.

Like the prophets of yore
Hecomphin’dloagbefmé,,
Of the mischiefs in store,
Ay, and thrice as much more.

And with that wicked lye,

A letter they came by

From our king’s majesty.
But Fate

Brought the letter too late,

"Twas of too old adate

To relieve their damn’d state.

The letter’s to be seen,

With seal of wax so green,
At Dantsige where t has been
Turn’d into good Latim.

But he that gave the hint
This letter for to print,
Must also pay his stint.

That trick,
Had it comein the nick,
Had touch’d us to the quick,
But the messenger fell sick.

Had it later been wrote,

And soover been brought,
They Iud got what they sought,
But now it serves for nought.

On Sandys they ran aground,
our return was crown’d
With full ten thousand pound.

ON MR. THO. KILLIGREW'S RETURN FROM VENICE,
AWD MR, WILLIAM MURREY’S FROM SCOTLAND.

Ouz resident ‘Tom,
From Venice is cume,
And hath left the statesman behind him =
Talks at the same pitch,
Is as wise, isas rich ;
And just where you left him, you find him.

But who says he was not
A man of much plot,
May repent that false accusation ;
+ Having plotted and pean’d
Six plays, toattend
The farce of his negotiation,
Before you were told
How Satan 3 the old
Came here with a beard to his middle ;
Though he chang’d face and name,
Old Will was the same,
At the noise of a can and a fiddle.

3 Mr. W. Murrey.



NATURA NATURATA...SPEECH TO GLAUCUS.

These statesmen, you believe,

Send straight for the shrieve,
For he is one too, or would be ;

But he drinks no wine,

Which is a shrewd sign
That all ’s not 8o well as it should be.

These three, when they drink,
How little do they think

Of banishment, debts, or dying:
Not old with their years,
Nor cold with their fears ;

But their angry stars still defying.

Mirth makes them not mad,
Nor sobriety sad ;
But of that they are seldom in danger
At Paris, at Rome,
At the Hague, they ’re at home;
The good fellow is no where a stranger.

TO SIR JOHN MENNIS,
BEING INVITED FROX CALAIS TO BOLOGNE TO

EAT A PIG,

AtrLona weeping Monday,
With a fat Bulgarian sloven,
Little admira_l John

To Bologue is gone.
‘Whom I think they call Old Loven.
Hadst thou not thy fill of carting,
‘Will Aubrey, count of Oxon,

‘When nose lay in breech,

And breech made a speech,
So often cry’d A pox on ?

A knight by land and water
Esteem'd at such a high rate,
When tis told in Kent,
In & cart that he went,
They’ll say now, Hang him pirate,

‘Thou might’st have ta’en example,
From what thou read'st in story ;
Being as worthy to sit
On an ambling tit
As thy predeceasor Dory.

But oh ! the roof of liven,
Intendcd for a shelter !
Bat the ram made an ass
Of tilt and canvass
And the snow, which you know is a melter.

But with thee to inveigle

‘That tender stripling Astoot,
Who was soak’d to the skin,
Through drugget so thin,

Having neither ccat nor waistcoat.

He being proudly mounted,
Clad in cloak of Plymouth,
Defy’d cart <o base,
For thief without grace,
That goes to make a wry mouth,
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Nor did he like the omen,
For fear it might be his doom
One day for to sing,
* With a gullet in string,
—A hymn of Robert Wisdom.

But what was all this business ?
For sure it was important :
For who rides i’ th’ wet
When affairs are not great,
The neighbours make but a sport on’t.

To a goodly fat sow’s baby,

O John, thou hadst a i
Theold driver of swine
That day sure was thine,

Or thou hadst not quitted Calais,

NATURA N ATURATA.

Waar gives us that fantastic fit,
That all our judgment and our wit
To vulgar custom we submit ?

Treason, theft, murder, and all the rest
Of that foul legion we so detest,
Are in their proper names exprest,

Why is it then thought sin or shame,
parts to name;
From whence we went, and whence we came$

Nature, whate’er she wants, requires ;
With love inflaming our desires,
Finds engines fit to quench those fires:

Death she abhors ; yet when men dis
We *re present ; but no stander-by
Looks on when we that loss supply.

Forbidden wares sell twice as dear ;
Ev’n sack prohibited last year,
A most abominable rate did bear.

*Tis plain our eyes and ears are nice,
Only to raise, by that device,
Of those commodities the price.

Thus Reason’s shadows us betray,
By tropes and figures led astray,
From Nature, both her guide and way,

SARPEDONS SPEECH TO GLAUCUS,

IN THE TWEBLFTH BOOK OF HOMER.

Thus to Glaucus spake
Divine Sarpedon, since he did not find
Others, as great in place, as great in mind,
Above the rest why is our pomp, our 3
Our flock, our herds, and our more ?
Why all the tributes land and sea affords
Heap'd in great ;:hnrgerl, load our sumptuous

Our cheerful gueats carouse the sparkling tears
Of the rich grape, whilst music charms their
ears, 3
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‘Why, as we pass, dothose or Xanthus’ shore,

As gods behold us, and as gods adore ?

But that, as well in danger as degree,

‘We stand the first ; that when our Licians see

Our brave examples, they admiring say,

¢¢ Behold cur gallant leaders! These are they

Deserve the greatness ; and unenvy’d stand :

Since what they act, transcends what they com-
mand.”’

Could the declining of this fate (oh, friend)

Our date to immortality extend ?

Or if death suught not them who seek not death,

Would I advance ? or should my vainer breath

‘With such a glorious fully thee inspire ?

But since with Fortune Nature doth conspire,

Since age, discase, or some less noble entf:lu

Though not less certain, doth our days attend ;

Since ’tis decreed, and to this period lead

A thousand ways, the noblest path we’ll tread ;

And bravely on, till they, or we, orall,

A common sacrifice to honour fall.

—
MARTIAL. EPIGRAM.

Pr'vrurr die and set me free,
Orelse he

Kind and brisk, #nd gay like me;

I pretend not to the wise omes,
Tothe grave, to the grave,

Or the precise ones.

*Tis not cheeks, nor lips, nor eyes,
That 1prize,

Quick congeits, or shaxp replies ;

If wise thou wilt appear and knowing,
Repartie, Repartie,

To what I'm doing.

Priythee why the room so dark?
Not a spark

Left to light me to the mark ;

1 love day-light and & candle,
And to see, and to see,

As well as handlle.

Why so many bolts and locks,
Coats and smocks,

-And those drawers, witha pox ;

1 could wish, could Nature make it, .
Nakedness, nakedness

Itself were naked.

But if a mistress I must have,
Wise and grave,

Let her so herself behave ;

All the day long Susan civil,
Pap by night, pap by night,

Or such a devil.

E———
FRIENDSHIP AND SINGLE LIFE,
) AGAINST :
LOVE AND MARRIAGE.

Love!in what poison is thy dart
Dipt, when it makes a bleeding heart ?
None know, but they who feel the smart,

It is not thou, but we are blind,
And our al eyes (we find)
Dazzle the optics of our mind.

Love to our citadel resorts,
Through those deceitful sally-ports,
Our sentinels betray our forts.

What subtle witchcralk man comstrains,
To change his pleasure into Pi-s,
And all his freedom into chains ?

May not a prison, or a grave,
Like wedlock, honour’s title have ?
That word makes free-born man a slave.

How happy be that loves not lives !
Him neither hope nor fear deceives,
To Fortune who no bostage gives.

How uncéncern’d in things to come !
If here uneasy, finds at Rome,
At Paris, or Madrid, his home.

Secure from low and private ends,
His life, his zeal, his wealth attends
His prince, his country, and his friends.

Danger and honour.ase his joy ;
But a fond wife, or wanton boy,
May all those generoys thonghts destroy.

Then he lays-by the public care,
Thinks of providing for an heir ;
Learns how to get, andhow to spare.

Nor fire, nor foe, nor fate, nor night,
The Trojan hero did affright,
‘Who bravely twice renew’d the fight.

Though still his foes in number grew,
Thicker their dartsand arrows fiew,
Yet left alone, no fear he kpew.

But Death inall her forms appears,
From every thing he scesand hears,
For whom he leads, and whom he bears?.

Love, making all things else his foes, -
Like a ficrce torrent, overflows
Whatever doth his course oppase.

l This was the cause the poets sung

Thy mother from the sea was sprung,
But they were mad to make thee young.

Her father not her son art thou :
From our desires our actions grow ;
And from the cause th’ effect must fluw,

Love is as old as place or time ;
Twas he the fatal tree did climb,
Grandsire of father Adam’s crime.

Well may’st thou keep this world in awe ;
Religion, wisdom, hanour, law,
The tyrant in his triumph draw.

*Tis he commands the powers above 3
Pheebusresigns his darts, and Jove
His thunder, to the god of Love.

* His father and som,
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Tohim doth his feign"d mother yield ;
Nor Biars (her champion)’s flaming shield
Guards him when Cnpul takes the field. -

He clips Hope's wings, whose airy bliss
Much higher than fruition is;_
But less than nothing, if it miss.

‘When matches Love alone projects
The cause transcending the efftots,
'rlut wild-fire’s quench’d in eoltlnegioeu

Whﬂst those conjunctions prove the best,
‘Where Lot®’s of blindness dispossest,
By perspectives of interest.

Though Solomon with a thousand wives, 7\
To get a wise successor stnvu.
But one (and be afool) survives.

Old Rome of children took no cere,
Mmththarfnendsthelrbedsdxdm,

Secure t’ adopt a hopeful beir,

Love drowsy days and stormy nights
Makes ; and breaks friendship, whose delights °
Feed, lmt not glut, our appetites.

Well-chosen friendship, the most noble
Of virtues, all our joys makes double,
And into halves divides our trouble.

But when th’ unlacky knot we tie,
Care, avarice, fear, and Jellonuy.
Make friendship lmg\udl till it die.

The wolf, the lion, and the bear,
When they their prey in pieces tear,
To quarrel with themeelves forbear :

Yet timorous deer, Qnd harmless sheep,
When love into their veins doth creep,
That law of Nature cease to

‘Who then can blame the amorous boy,
‘Who the fair Helen to enjoy,
‘To quench hisown, set fire on Troy ?

Suach is the world’s preposterous fate,
Amongst all creatures, mortal hate
Love (though immortal) deth create.

But love may beasts excuse, for they
‘Their actions pot by reasonsway,
Bat their brute appetites obey.

But man’s that savage beast, whose mind,
From reason to self-love declin'd, '

Delights to prey upon hiskind.

ox s
MR. ABRAHAM COWLEY'S DEATH,
AND BURIAL AMONGST THE
ANCIENT POETSY.
Dwp Chaucer, like the morning star,
l'o us discovers day from far ;
fis light*those mists andclonds dissolv'd,
Khich oar dark nation long involv'd :
but he descending to the shades,
Jaxkness again the age invades,
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Next (like Aurora) Spenser rose,

Wh«g purple blush the day foreshows ;

'}I:he other three, "::d hisownfires, .
hoebus, the poets’ god, inspires ;

By Shakespear’s, Jouson's, Fletches’s limes,

Our stage’s lustre Rome’s outghines :

These poets near our princes sleep,

And in one grave their mansion keep.

They liv’d to see so many days,

Till time had blasted all their bays :

But cursed be the fatal hour

That pluck’d the fairest, sweetest flower

That in the Muses® garden grew,

And amongst wither’d laurels threw.

Time, which made them their funeouthve,i

To Cowley scarce did ripeness give. -

Old mother Wit, and Nature, gave

Shakespeare and Fletcher all they have ;

In Spenser, and in Jonson, Art

Of slower Nature got the start ;

But both in him so equal are,

None knows which bears the happiest share :

To him no author was unknown, °

Yet what he wrote was all his own ;

He melted not the ancient gold,

Ncr, with Ben Jonson, did make bold

To plunder all the Roman stores

Of poets, and of orators :

Horace’s wit, and Virgil's state,

He did not steal, but emulate {~

-|{ And when he would like them appear,

Their garb, but not their clothes, did wear :
He not from Rome alone, bat Greece,
Like Jason broaght the golden fleecc ;

To him that language (though to none
Of th’ others) as his own was known.

On a stiff gale (as Flaccus sings)

The Theban swarr extends bis wings,
When through th’ etherial clouds he flies =
To the same pitch our swan dothrise ;
Old Pindar's flights by him are reach’d
When on that gale his wings are stretch'd;
His fancy and his judgment such,

Each to the other seem’d too much,

His severe judgment (giving law)

His modest fancy kept in awe :

As rigid husbands, jealous are,

When they believe their wives too fair.
His English streams so pure did flow,

As all that saw and tasted know :

But for his Latin vein, so clear,

Strong, full, and high it doth appear,
That were immortal Virgil here,

Him, for his judge, he would not fear:.
Of that great portraiture, so true

A copy, pencil never drew.

My Muse her song bad ended here,

But both their Genii straight appear:
Joy and amazement ber did strike, -
Two twins she never saw so like.

*T'was taught by wise Pythagoras,

One soul might through more bodjes pass,
Seeing such transmigration there,

She thought it nota fable here.

Such a resemblance of all parts,

Life, death, age, fortune, nature, arts ;
Then lights her torch at theirs, to tell,
And show the world this parallel :

Fixt and contemplative their looks,
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Still turning over Nature’s books:

‘Their works chaste, moral, and divine,
Where profit and delight combine ;

‘They, gilding dirt, in noble verse

Rustic philosophy rehearse.

‘When heroes, gods, or god-like kings,
They praise, on their exalted wings

To the celestial orbs they climb,

And with th’ harmonious spheres keep time :
Nor did their actions fall behind

‘Their words, but with like candour shin'd ;
Each drew fair characters, yet none

Of these they feign’d, excels their own.
Both by two generous princes lov'd,

‘Who knew, and judg’d what they approv'd,
Yet having each the same desire,

Both from the busy throng retire.

Their bodies to their minds resign’d,

Car’d not to propagate their kind :

Yet though both fell before their hour,
Time on their offspring hath no power,
Nor fire nor Fate their bays shall blast,
Nor Death’s dark veil their day o’ercast.

o SPEECH AGAINST PEACE
AT THR

CLOSE COMMITTEE.
To the tune of, I went from England.””

Bur will you now to peace incline,
And languish in the main design,
And leave u3 in the lurch ?
1 would not monarchy destroy,
But as the only way t’ enjuy
The ruin of the church.

Ts not the bishop’s bill deny’d,

And we still threaten’d to be try’d ?
You see the king embraces

‘Those counsels he approv’d before :

Nor doth he promise, which is more,
That we shall have their places.

Did I for this bring in the Scot ?
(For ’tis no secret now) the plot
Was Saye’s and mine together :
Did I for this return again,
And spend a winter there in vain,
Once more t’ invite them hither ?

‘Though more our money than our cause
Their brotherly assistance draws,

My labour was not lost.
At my return I brought you thence
Necessity, their strong pretence

‘And these shall quit the cost.

Did I for this my country bring
To help their knight against their king,
And raise the first sedition ?
‘Though I the business did decline,
Yet I contriv’d the whole design,
And sent them their petition.

So many nights spent in the city
1In that invisible cgqmmittee,

DENHAM'S POEMS.

The wheel that governs all
From thence the change in church and stais,
And all the mischief bears the date

From Haberdashers’ Hall.

Did we force Ireland to despair,
Upon the king tocast the war,

To make the world abhor him,
Because the rebels us’d his name ?
Though we ourselves can do the same,

While both alike were for him.

Then the same fire we kindled here

With what was given to quench it there,
And wisely lost that nation :

To do as crafty beggars use,

To maim themselves, thereby t* abuse
The simple man’s compassion.

Have I 50 often past between

Windsor and Westminster, unseen,
And did myself divide :

To keep his excellence in awe,

And give the parliament the law ?
For they knew none beside.

Did I for this take pains to teach
Our zealous ignorants to preach,
And did their lungs inspire ;
Gave them their texts, show’d them their parts,
And taught them all theirlittle arts,
To fling abroad the fire ?

Sometimes to beg, sometimes to threaten,
And say the cavaliers have beaten,
To stroke the people’s ears ?
Then straight when victory grows cheap,
And will no more advance the heap,
Toraise the price of fears.

And now the books, and now the bells,
And now our act the preacher tells,
To edify the people ;
All our divinity is news,
And we have made of equal use
‘The palpit and the steeple.

And shall we kindle all this lame
Only to put it out again,
must we now give o'er,
And only end where we begun ?
In vain this mischief we have done,
If we can do no more,

If men in peace can have their right,
Where ’s the necessity to fight,

That breaks both law and vath ?
They ’ll say they fight not for the cause,
Nor to defend the king and laws,

But us against them both,

Either the cause at first was ill,

Or being good, it is so still;
And thence they will iufer,

That either naw or at the first

They were deceiv'd ; or, which is worst,
That we ourselves may err.,

But plague and famine will come in,
For they and we are near of kin,
~
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TO FIVE MEMBERS OF THE

And cannot go asunder:  ’
But while the wicked starve, indeed
The saints have ready at their need

God’s providence,-and plunder

Princes we are if we prevail,

And gallant villains if we fail :
When to our fame ’tis told,

It will not be our lecast of praise,

Since a new state we could not raise,
To have destroy’d the old.

Then let us stay and fight, and vots,
“Till London is not worth a groat ;
Oh’tis a patient beast !
‘When we have gall’d and tir'd the male,
And can no longer have the rale,
We'll have the spoil at least.

T0 THE FIVE MEMBERS

OF THE

HONOURABLE HOUSE OF COMMONS,

THE HUMBLE PETITION OF THE PORTS.

Ayrza somany concurring petitions

From all ages and sexes, and all conditions,.

We come in the rear to present bur follies

To Pym, Stroude,
Holles.

‘Though set form of prayer be an abomination,

% forms of petitions“find great approbation :
, a8 others from th’ bottom of their

rouls,
So we E:x the depth and bottom of our bowls,
unto the bless’d furm you havetaught
us,
‘Wethank you first for theills you have broughtus ;
or the good we receive we thank him that gav.
for the confidence only to crave it. [li
Next in course, we complain of the great viol
Of privilege (like the rest of ournation) ; [tk
But *tis none of yours of which we have spoken,
‘Which never had being until they were broken ;
But ours is a privilege ancient and native,
Hangs not on an ordinance, or power legislative,
And first, tis to speak whatever we please,
_Yithout fearof a prison or pursuivant’s fees.
Next, that we only may lye by authority ;
Bat io that also you have got the priarity.
Next, an old custom, our fathers did name it
=Poetical licence, apd always did claim it.
By this we have power to change ageinto youth,

“\] Tarn nunsense to sense, and falsehood to truth ;

brief, to make good whatsoever is faulty ; -
ﬁm‘t some poet, or the Devil, has taught ye:

this vur property you have invaded,
a privilege of both houses have made it,
t that trust above all in poets reposed,
That kings by them ouly are made and deposed,
This though you cannot do, yet you are willing :
But when we undertake deposing or killing,
‘They’re tyrants and monsters ; and yet then the

poet
‘Takes full revenge on the villains that do it :
And when we resume a or crown,
‘We arc modest, and seek pot to make it our pwn.
But is *t not presumption to write verses to you,
Wheo make better poems by far ¢f the two ?

Haslerig, Hampden, and

SE OF COMMONS.

all those pretty knacks you compose,
, what are they but poems in pross ?
between those and ours there ’sno difference,
But that yours want the ryme, the wit, and the

sense :

Rut for lying (the most noble part of a poet)
You have it abundantly, and yvurselves know it ;
And though you are modestand seem to abhor it,
'T has done you good service, and thank Hell
Tit

gh the old maxim remains still in force,
a sanctify’d cause must have a sanctify’d
erty be a part of our trade,
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But provoke not his Muse, for all the w

knows,
Already you have had too much of his prose,

s e—

A WESTERN WONDER.

Do you not know not a fortnight ago,
How they bragg’d of a Western Wonder ?
‘When a hundred and ten slew five thousand men,
With the help of lightning and thunder ?

There Hopton was slain again and again,
Or else my author did lye ; [living,
With a new Thanksgiving, for the dead who are
To God, and his servant Chidleigh.

But now on which side was this miracle try'd,
1 hope we at last are even ; [graves,
For sir Ralph and his knaves are risen from theic
To cudgel the clowns of Devon,

[“XGd \here Stamford came, for his honour was
Of the gout three months together ; [lame
ut it prov’d when they fought, but a runniug
For his heels were lighter than ever.  [gout

%

‘or now he outruns his arms and his guns,
And leaves all his money behind bim ;
Bat the{ follow after ; unless be takes water,
At Plymouth again they will find him,

What Reading bath cost, and Stamford hath
Goesdeepin the sequestrations ! [loss,

These wounds will not heal, with yoar new t
Nor Jepsoa's declarations.

Now, Peters and Case, in your prayer and grace
Remember the new Thanksgiving ;

Isaac and his wife, now dig for your life,
Or shortly you’ll dig for your living.

S
A SECOND WESTERN WONDER.

You heard of that wonder, of the lightning and
thunder,
Which made the lye so much the louder :
Now list to another, that miracle’s bruther,
Which was done with a firkin of powder.

O whata dnm it struck through the camp !
But as for honest sir Ralph,

It blew bim tothe Vies, without beard or eycs,
But at least three heads and a half,
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When out came the book which the news-monger
From the preaching ladies letter, [ took
Where, inthe first place, stood the Conqueror’s
Which made it show much the better. [face,

But now without lying, you may paiat him flying,
At Bristol they say you may find him,
Great William the Con, so fast he did run,
. That he left half his name.behind him.

And now came the post, save all that was lost,
But alas, we are past deceiving .
By a trick so stale, or else such a tale
Might amount to a new Thanksgiving.

“This made Mr. Case, with a pitifal face,

. In the pulpit to fall ‘& weeping, [eyes
Though his moath utter'd lyes, truth fell from his

Which kept the lord-mayor from sleeping.

Now shut up shops, and spend your last drops,
For the laws, not your cause, you that loath
3,

em,
Lest Essex should start, and play the second part
Of the worshipful sir Jobn Hotham.

NEWS FROM COLCHESTER:

Or, A proper New Ballad of certain Carnal Pas-
. sagesbetwixt a Quaker ‘and a Colt, at .Horsly,
near Colchéster, in Essex. X

To the tune of Tom of Bedlam.

Atz in the land of Essex,
Near Colchester the zealous,
On the side of a bank,
‘Was play’d such a prank,
As would make a stone-horse jealous.

Help Woodcock, Fox, and Naylor,
For brother Green 's a stallion :
Now, alas, what hope
Of converting the Pope,
When a Quaker turns Italian :

Even to our whole profession

A scandal ’twill be counted,
When tis talk’d with disdain,
Amongst the profane,

How brother Green was mounted.

And in the good time of Christmas,
Which though our saints have damn'd all,
Yet when did they hear
That a damn’d cavalier
F’er play’d such a Christmas gambal |

I{ad thy flesh, O Green, been pamper’d
With any cates unhaliow’d,
Hadst thou swe:tzn’d thy gums
With pottage of plams,
Or profane minc’d pye hadst swallow’d :

°

Roll’d up in wanton swine’s flesh,

The fiend might have crep into thee ;
Then fullness of gut

Might bave caus’d theé to rut,

And the Devil have sorid through thee.

DENHAM'S POEMS.

But, alas ! he iad been feasted
With a spiriteal collation,
By our frugal msyor,
Who can dine on a preyer,
And sup on an exhortation.

*Twas mere impulse of spirit,
Though he us'd the wospos camel:
‘¢ Filly foal,”’ quoth he,
¢ My bride thou shalt be,
And how this is lasful, leam all.

¢ For if no respect of persoas

Be due *mongst sons of Adem,
!nulargeexte::,
Thereby may be meant

That a mare ’s as good as & madam.”

Then without more ceremany,
Not bonnet vail’d, nor kiss'd her,
But took her by force,

For better for worse,
And ue'd her like a sister,

Novw when in such a saddle

A saint will needs be riding,
Though we dare not say
*Tis a falling away,

"May there be not some back-sliding ?

“¢ No surely,” quoth James Naylor,
¢ »T'was but an insurrection .
Of the carnal part,
For a Quaker in heart
Can never lose perfection.

“ For (as our masters® teach us)

The intent being well directed,
Though the Devil trepan
‘The Adamical man,

The saint stands uninfected.”

But alas ! a Pagan jury

Neer judges what ’s intended ;
Then say what we can,
Brother Green’s outward man

I fear will be suspended.

And our adopted sister

Will find no better quarter,
But when hin we enrol
For a saint, Pilly Foal

Shall pass herself for a martyr.

Rome, that spiritual Sodom,
No longer is thy debtor,

O Colchester, now

Who ’s Sodom but thou,
Even according to the letter ?

A -SONG.
Monrmm, the humble god, that dwells

cotzafes and smoaky cells,
Hates gilded roofs and beds of down;

And though he fears no prince’s frown,
Flies from the circle of a crown,

$ The Jesuits.



TO FANSHAW ON HIS PASTOR FIDO.

Come, 1 say, thou powerful god,

And thy leaden charming rod,
Dipt in the Lethéan lake,

O%r his wakeful temples shake,

Lest be shoudd sleep, and never wake.

Nature (ales !) why art thou so
Obliged to thy greatest foe?

Slesp that is thy best repast,

Yet of death it bears a taste,

And both are the same thing at last.

ox
MR. JOHN FLETCHER'S WORKS.

Bo shall we Jjoy, when all whom beasts-and worms
Have turn’d to their own substances and forms:
Whom earth to earth, or fire bath chang'd to

fire,

We shall bebold more than’at first entire ;

As now we do, to see all thine thy own

o this my Muse’s resurrection,

Whose scatter’d parts from thy own race, more
wounds

Hath suffer’d, than Acteon from his hounds ;

Which first their brains, and then their belly

fed,
And from their excrements new poets bred.
But now thy Muse enraged, from her urn,
Like ghosts of murder’d bodies, does return
T* accase the murderers, to right the stage,
And undeceive the long-abused age,
Which casts thy praise on them, to whom thy

wit .
Gives not more gold than they give dross to it:
‘Who, not content, like felons, to purloin,
Add treason to it, and debase the coin.
Bat whither am I stray'd ¢ I need not raise
Trophies to thee from other men’s dispraise ;
Nor is thy fame on lesser ruins built,
Norneed thy juster title the foul guilt
Of eastern kings, who, to secure their reign,
Must have their brothers, sons, and kindred slain.
Then was Wit's empire at the fatal height,
Whes labouring and sinking with its weight,
From thence a thousand lesser poets sprung,
Like petty princes from the fall of Rome;
When Jouson, Shakespeare, and thyself did sit,
And sway’d in the triumvirate of wit—
Yet what from Jonson’s oil and sweat did flow,
Or what more easy Nature did bestow
On Shakespesre’s gentler Muse, in thee full

grown
Their graces both appear, yet so that none
Can say, here Nature ends, and Art begins,
Put mixnt like th’ elements, and born like twins,
So interwove, so like, so much the same,
None, this mere Nature, that mere Art can name:
Twas this the ancients meant ; Nature and Skill
Are the two tops of their Parnassas’ hill.

70 SIR RICHARD FANSHAW,
UPON HiS TRANSLATION OF
PASTOR FIDO.

Socu is our pride, our folly, or our fate,
That few but such as cannot write, translate,
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But what in them is want of art or voice,
In thec is either modesty or choice.

{ While this great piece, restor'd by thee, doth

Free from the blemish of an artless hand,

Secure of fame, thou justly dost esteem

Less honour to create, than to redeem.

Nor onght a genius less than his that writ,

Attempt translation ; for transplauted wit,

Al the defects of air and soil doth share,

And eolder brains like colder climates are ;

In vain they toil, since nothing can beget

A vital spirit but a vital heat.

That servile path thou nobly dost decline

Of tracing word by word, and line by lize.

Those are the labour’d births of slavish brains,

Not the effect of poetry, but pains ;

Cheap vulgar arts, whose narrowness affords

No flight for thoughts, but poorly sticks at
words.

A new and nobler way thou dost pursue

.To make translations and translators too.

They but preserve the ashes, thou the flame,
True tohis sense, but truer to his fame.
Pording his current, where thou find’st it low,
Let'st in thine own to make it rise and flow ;

-Wisely restoriug whatsoever grace

Itlost by change of times, or tongues, or place.

Nor fetter’d to his aumbers and his times,

Betray'st his music to unhappy rhymes.

Nor are the nerves of his compacted strength

Stretch’d and dissolv’d into unsinew’d length :

Yet after all, (lest we should think it thine)

Thy spirit to his circle dost confine.

New names, new dressings, and the moder cast,

Some acenes, some persons alter’d, and out-
fac'd [known

The world, it were thy work: for we have

Some thank’d and prais’d for what was less their

own.

That master’s hand which to the life can trace

The airs, the lincs, and features of the face,

May with a free and bolder stroke express

A vary’d postule or a flattering dress ;

He could have made those like, who made the

rest,
But that he knew his own design wasbest.

A DIALOGUE
BETWEEN

'SIR JOHXN POOLEY
AND

MR. THOMAS KILLIGREW .

Poor. Tothee dear Tom, myself addressing,
Most queremoniously confessing,
That I of late have been compressing.

Destitute of my wonted gravity,
1 perpetrated arts of pravity,
In a contagious concavity.

Making efforts with all my puissauce,
For some venereal rejouissance,
I got (as once may say) a nuysance.
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Kir. Come leave this fooling, cousin Pooley,
Aund in plain English tell us truly

Why under th’ eyes you look so bluely?

*Tis not your hard words will avail you,
Your Latin and your Greek will fail

you
Till you s;)enk plainly what doth ail you.

‘When young, you led a life monastic,
And wore a vest ecclesiastic ;
Now in your age you grow fantaxhc.

Without more preface or formality,
A female of malignant quality
Set fire on label of mortality.

The freces of which ulceration
.Brought o’er the helm a distillation,
Through th’ instrument of propagation.

Then, cousin, (as I guess the matter)
You have been an old fornicator,
And now are shot *twixt wind and water.

Poo1.

K1,

Your style has such an ill complexion,

That from your breath I fear infection,

‘That even your mouth needs an injec-
tion.

You that were once so economic,
Quitting the thrifty style laconic,
Turn prodigal in makeronic.

Yet be of comfort, I shall send-a
Person of knowledge, who can mend-a
Disaster in your nether end-a—

But you that are a man of learning,

So read in Virgil, so discerning,

Mcthinks towards ﬁRy should take
waming.

Once in a pit, you did ¥ miscarry,
That danger might bave made one wary
This pit is deeper than the quarry.

Poor. Give me not such disconsolation,
Having now cur'd my inflammation,

To ulceratemy reputation.

Though it may gain the ladies’ favour,
Yet it may raise an evil savour

Upon all grave and staid behav'our.

And I will rub my mater pie,
To find a rhyme to gonorrheia,
And put it in my Litania.

AN OCCASIONAL IMITATION
OF A MODERN AUTHOR UPON THE
GAME OF CHESS.
A tanrerstood of that abstersive tree, [nest,
Where Zthiop’s swarthy bird did build her
Inlaid it was with Lybian ivory,
Drawn from the jaws of Afric’s prudent

* Hunting near Paris, he and his horse fell
into a quarry.

DENHAM’S POEMS.

Two kings like Saul, much taller than the rest,
Their equal armies draw iuto the field :
Till one take th’ other prisoner they contest ;
Courage and fortune must to conduct yield.
This game the Persian Magi did mvent,
The force of Eastern wisdom to express ;
From theace to busy Europeans sent,
And styl'd by modern Lombards pensive Chems.
Yet some that fled from Troy to Rome repost,
Penthesilea Priam did oblige ;
Her Amazons, his Trojans taught this spost,
To pass the tedious hours of ten years’ siege.
There she presents herself, whilst kings and

peers
Look gravely on whilst fierce Bollona fights ;
Yet maiden modesty her motion weun,

Nor rudely skips o'er bishops’ heads like
knights.
———
THE

PASSION OF DIDO FOR EXNEAS.

Hvixe at large declar’d Jove's embassy,

Cyllenius from /Eneas straight doth fly :

He loth to disobey the god’s command,

Nor willing to forsake this pleasant land,

Asham’d the kind Eliza to deceive,

Bat more afraid to take a solemn leave ;

He many ways his labouring thoughts revolves,

But fear o’ercoming shame at last resolves

(Instructed by the god of thicves ) to steal

Himself away, and his escape conceal.

He calls his captains, bids them rig the fleet,

That at the port they privately should meet ;

And some disembled colour to project,

That Dido should not their design suspect :

But all in vain he did his plot disguise ;

No art a watchful lover can su

She the first motion finds; love though maost

Yet always to iteclf scems unsecure, [sure,

That wicked fumme which their first love pro-
claim’d,

Foretells the end ; the queen with rage inflam’d

Thus greets him: * Thou dissembler, would’st thou

Out of my arms by stealth perfidiously ? [ty

Could not the hand I plighted, nor the love,

Nor thee the fate of dying Dido move 2

And in the depth of winter, in the night,

Dark as thy black designs to take thy flight,

To plow the raging seas to coasts unknown,

The kingdom thou pretend’st to, not thy own !

Were Troy restord thou should’st mistrust a
wind

False as thy rows, and as thy heart unkind.

Fly'st thou from me? By these dear drops of
brine

I thee adjure, by that right band of thine,

By our espousals, by our marr' .ge-bed,

L If all my kindness aught have mexited ;

[ If ever I stoud fair in thy esteem,

From ruin me and my lost house redeem.

Cannot my prayers a fiee acceptance find,

Nor my tears soften an obdurate mind ?

My fame of chastity, by which the skies

I reach'd before, by thee extinguish'd dies.

1 Mercury.



PASSION OF DIDO FOR ENEAS.

Tnto my horders now Iarbus falls,
And my revengeful brother scales my walls ;
The wild Numidisns will advantage take,
Por thee both Tyre and Carthage me forsake.
Hadst thou before thy flight but left with me
A young /Eneas, who, resembling thee,
Might in my sight have sported, I had then
Not wholly lost, nor quite deserted been ;
By thee, no more my husband, but my guest,
Betray’d to mischiefs, of which death’s the
least.”

With fixed looks he stands, and in his breast
By Jove’s command, his struggling care sup-
prest.

© Great queen, your favours and desert so great,
Though numberless, I never shall forget ;

No time, until myself I bave forgot,

Out of my heart Eliza’s name sball blot :

Bot my wnwilling flight the gods inforce,

And that most justify our sad divorce.

Simce 1 must you forsake, would Fate permit,
To my desires I might my fortune fit ;

‘Troy to her ancieat splendour I would raise,
And where [ first began, would end my days.
Bat since the Lycian lots, and Delphic god
Have destin’d Italy for our abode ;

Since you proud Carthage (fled from Tyre)

€njoy,

Why should not Latium us receive from
Troy ?

As for my son, my father's angry ghost

Tells me his hopes by my delays are crost,

And mighty Jove’s-ambassador appear’

With the same message, whom I saw and

heard ;

’
We both are griev’d when you or I complain,
But much the more when all complaints are
vamn:
1 call to witness all the gods, and thy
Beloved head, the coast of Italy
Against my will I seek.” [eyes,
Whilst thus he speaks, she rolls her sparkling
Surveys him round, and thus incens'd replies ;
< Thy mother was no goddess, nor thy stock
From Dardanus, but in some borrid rock,
Perfidious wretch, rough Caucasus thee bred,
And with their milk Hyrcanian tigers fed.
Dissimulation 1 shall now forget,
Aud my reserves of rage in order set,
Could all my prayers and soft entreaties force
Sighs from his breast, or from hislook remorse.
‘Where shall I first complain? can mighty Jove
©Or Juno such impieties approve ?
‘The just Astrma sure is fled to Hell ;
Nor more in Earth, nor Heaven itself will dwell.
©h Faith ! him on my ecasts by tempest cast,
Receiving madly, on my throne I plac'd ;
.His men from famine, and his fleet from fire
[ rescued : Now the Lycian lots conspire
With Phcgbus; now Jove's envoy though the
air
Brings dismal tidings ; as if such low care
Could reach tik:,ir thoughts, or their repose dis;
tarb !
Thou art a false impostor, and a fourbe ;
Go, go, pursue thy kingdom through the main,
I hope, if Heaven her justice still retain,
Thou shalt be wreck’d, or cast upon some rock,
Where thou the name of Dido shalt invoke :

.
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Pl follow thee .in funeral flames, when dead

My ghost shall thee attend at board and bed,

And when the gods un thee their vengeance
show,

That welcome news shall comnfort me below.

This saying, from his hated sight she fled,

Conducted by her d Is to-her bed ;

Yet restless she arose, and, looking out,

Beholds the fleet and hears the seamen shont,

When great Eneas pass’d hefore the guard,

To make a view how all thingy were prepar'd.

Ah, cruel Love, to what dost thou inforce

Poor mortal breasts ! Again she hath recourse

To tears and prayers, again she feels the smart

Of a fresh wound from his tyrannic dart. .

That she no ways nor means may leave untry’d,

Thus to her sister she berself apply'd ;

¢ Dear sister, my resentment had no been

So moring, if this fate [ had foreseen ;

Therefore to me this last kind office do,

‘Thu hast some interest in our scornful foe,

He trusts to thee the counsels of his mind,

‘Thou his soft hours, and free access canst find ;

Tell him 1 sent not to the Ilian coast

My fleet to aid the Greeks ; his father’s ghost

[ never did disturb ; ask him to lend

To this, the last request that I shall send,

A gentle ear ; I wish that he may find

A happy passage, and a prosperous wind.

The contract I don’t plead, which he betray'd,

Nor that his promis’d conquest be delay d ;

All that I ask is but a short reprieve,

Till 1 forget to love, and team to grieve ;

Some pause and respite only I require,

Till with my tears I shall have quench’d my fire.

If thy address can but obtain one day

Or two, my death that service shall repay.”

Thus she entreats ; such messages with tears

Condoling Anne to him, and from him, bears,

But him no prayers, nor arguments can move ;

The Fates resist, his ears are stopt by Jove.

As when flerce northern blasts from th’ Alps
descend,

From his firm roots with struggling gusts to

Anaged sturdy oak, the rattling sound [rend

Grows loud, with leaves and scatter’d arms the

Is over-laid ; yet he stands fixt, as high [ground

As his prond head is rais'd towards the sky,

So Jow towards Hell his roots descend. With

rayers
And tears the hero thus assail’d, great cares
He smwothers in his breast, yct keeps his post,

‘| Al their addrcsses and their labour lost. .

Then she deceives her sis'er . with a smile:

““ Anne, in the inner court erect a pile;

Thereon his arms and once-1ov'd portraitlay,

Thither our fatal marriage-bed convey ;

All cursed monuments of him with fire .

'We must abolish (so the gods require.””)

She gives her credit for no worse effect

Than from Sich®us’ death she did suspect,

And her commands obeys. .
Aurora now had left T'thonus’ bed,

And o’er the world her blushing rays did spread;

The queen beheld, as soon as day appear’d,

The navy u:der sail, the baven clear'd ;

Thrice with ber hand bor naked breast she

knocks,
And from her forehead tears her golden locks.
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¢ O Jove,” she cry’d, * and shall he thus delude

Meand myrealm! why is he not pursued ?

Arm,arm,” she cry’d,’* and let our Tyrians board

With ours his fleet, and carry fire and sword ;

Leave nothing usattempted to destroy

That perjur'd race, then let us die with joy.

What if th’ event of war uncertain were ?

Nor death, uor danger, can the desperate fear.

But, oh, too late ! this thing I should have done,

‘When first I plac’d the traitor on my throne,

Bebold the faith of him who sav’d from fire

His honour'd bousehold gods, his aged sire

His pious shoulders from Troy’s flames did bear ;

‘Why did I not bis carcase piece-meal tear,

And castit in them‘:;ﬂ;zlno::g;oy

AR his companions, ov

Ascanius ; and his tender limbs have drest;

And made the father on the son to feast ?

Thou Sun, whose lustre all things here below

Surveys ; and Juno, conscious of my woe ;

Revengeful Furies, and queen Hecate,

Receive and grant my prayer ? if he the sea

Must needs éscape, and reach th’ Ausonian land,

If Jove d it, Jove’s decree must stand ;

‘When landed, may he be with arms opprest

By his rebelling people, be distrest _

By exile from his country, be divorc’d

From young Ascanius’ sight, and be enforc’d

‘To implore foreign aids, and lose his friends

By violent and undeserved ends !

‘When to conditions of unequal peace

He shall submit, then may he not possess

Kingdom nor life, and find his funeral

I’ th’ sands, when he before his day shall fall |

And ye, oh Tyrians, with immortal hate

Pursue this race, this service dedicate

To my deplored ashes, let there be

*Twixt us and them no league nor amity.

May from my bones a new Achilles rise,

That shall infest the Trojau colonies

With fire, and sword, and famioe, when at length

Time to our great attempts contributes strength ;

Qur seas, our shores, our armies theirs oppose,

And myourehildlehbeforeverfo:l »

A ghastly paleness death’s approach portends,

Th‘en t:ymbling she the fatal pile ascends ;

Viewing the Trojan reliques, she unsheath'd

ZEneas’ sword, not for that use bequeath'd ;

Then on the guilty bed she gently lays

Herself, and softly thus lamenting prays:

¢ Dear reliques, whilst that Gods and Pates give
leave,

Free me from care, and my glad soul receive,

That date which Fortunegave, [ now must end;

And to the shades a noble ghost descend.

Sichsus’ blood, by his fulse brother spilt,

I have reveng’d, and a proud city built.

Happy, alas ; too happy I had liv'd,

Had not the Trojan on my coast arriv'd.

But shall I die without revenge ? yet die

Thus, thus with joy to thy Sichaeus fly.

My conscious foe my funeral fire shall view

From sea, and may that omen him pursue !’

Her fainting haud let fall the swor'd besmear'd

With blood, and then the mortal wousd sp-

pear'd; .
Through all the court the fright and clamours

nise,
Which the whole city fills with fears and crics
6

f
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Asloud as if her Carthage, or old Tyre

The foe had entered, and had seton fires

Amazed Anpe with speed asceads the stairs

And in ber arms her dying sister rears :

“ Did you for this, yourself and me beguile ?

For such an end did [ erect this pile ?

Did you s0 much despiseme,ia this fate

Myself with you not te associate ? -

Yousself and me, alas! this fatal wound

The senate, and the people, doth confoand,

Pll wash her wound with tears, and at her
death

My lips from hers shall draw her parting
breath.”

Then wn:r::nut the wound she wipes and

3
Thrice vigh hamthemmt-

vigs,

But her streagth failing, falls into a swound,

Life’s last efforts yet striving with her wound 5

Thrice on her bed she turns, with wandering
sight

Secking, she groans when she beholds the light.

Then Juno pitying her disastrous fate,

Sends Iris down, her pangs to mitigats.

(Since, if we fall before th’ appointed day,

Nature and Death continue long their fray.)

Iris descends ; *“ This fatal lock (says she)

To Pluto I bequeath, and set thee free ;%

Then clips her hair : cold numbness straight be-

reaves
Her corpse of sense, and th’ air her soul ro-
ceives.

OF PRUDENCE.

Going this last summer to visit the Wells, I
took an occasion (by the way) to wait upom
an ancient and honourable friend of mime,
whom I found diverting his (them solitary) re-
tirement with the Latin original of this trans-
lation, which (beingout of print) 1 bad never
seen before : when I looked upon it, I saw
that it had formerly passed through two learn-
ed hands not without approbation ; which were
Ben Jobnson and Sir Kemelm Digby; but
Ifound it (where I shall never find myself)
in the service of a better master, the earl of
Bristol, of whom 1 shall say nomore; for I
love not to improve the howour of the liviog by
impairing that of the dead ; and my own
profession hath taught me not to erect new
superstructures upon an old min. He was
pleased to recommend it to me for my com-
panion at the Wells, where I liked the enter-
.tainment it gave me 30 well, that I undertook
te redeem it from an Englich disguise,
wherein an old mounk had clothed it, and ®

make as becoming a new vest for it as [ conld. .

The author was & person of quality in Italy, his
name Mancini, which family matched simce
with the sister of cardinal Masarine ;- he was
contemporary to Petrarch and Mantusn, and
not long hefore Torquato Taseo ; which shows
that the age they lived in was not so unleavn-
;ad :sdﬂnt which preceded, or that which fol<
owed.

The author wrote upom the four cardinal vir-
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tua;lntlhumudaﬂy the two fiest, '
nottntnmthe 1 intended to him into
nnuuuy, for the two last are litte more
Gmn sepstitions end recitals of the first; and

{to manke a just exzcuse for him) they could
ot well be otherwise, simce the two last vie-
‘res are but descendamts from the first; Pru-
dence being the tree mether of Temperance,
and true Fustitade the child of Justice.

Wisnon’s first progress is to take a view

What’s decens or indecent, false or true.

He’s truly prudent, who can separate '

Honest from vils, and still adhere to that;

Their difference to measure, and to reach,

Reason well rectify’d must Natuse teach.

Alhhauhghuruh-u are sabjeots fit

For man’s all-esarching and inquiriag wit ;

That search of knowledge did from Adam flow ;

Who wants it, yet abbors his wants to show.

Wisdom of what herself approves, makes choice,

Nor i3 led by the common voice.

Clear-sj Reason, Wisdom’s judgment leads,

And Semse, her vassal, in her footsteps treads.

That thow to Truth the perfect way may'st
know,

'lbthcnllhupmﬁef-nnl’lhho',

He that the way to honesty will learn,

First what’s to be avoided must discern.

Thyself from flattering self-conceit defend,

Nor what thou dost not know, to know

Some secrets deep in abstruse darkness lie ;

Teo search them thou wilt need a piercing eye.

Nor rashly therefore to such things assent,

Which undecsiv’d, thouafter may’st repent ;

Study and timein these must thee instruct,

And others old experience may conduct.

Wisdom herself her ear doth often lend

To counsel offer’d by a faithful friend.

In equal scales two doubtful matters lay,

Mny‘uchnunfelydutvhnhmutdoth

weigh
Tisnot secure this place or that to guard,
If any other entrance stand unbarr’d ;
He that escapes the serpent’s teeth may fail,
Ifhe himself secures not from his tail.
Who saith, Who could such ill events expect?
‘With shame on his own counsels doth reflect,
Most in the world doth self-conceit deceive,
Who just and good, whate’er they act believe ;
To their wills wedded, to their errours slaves,
No man (like them) they think himself behaves.
This stiff-neck’d pride por art nor force can bend,
Nor high-flown hopes to Reason’s lure descend.
Fathers metume- their children’s faults re-

Withplasm,andthcircrimvith gift re-
ward.

I painters, when they draw, and poets write,
Virgil amd Titian (self-admiring) slight ;
Then all they do, like gold and pearl appears,
And other actions are but dirt to theirs.

They that so highly think themselves above
All other men, themselves can only love;

' Reason and virtue, all that man can boast
O'er other creatures, in those brutes are lost,
Observe (if thee this fatal error touch,

Thou to thyself contributing too much)
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Thees who &r9 genstons, humble, just, and wise,

Who not their gold, nor thewmselves idolize;

To form thyself by tbeir example learn

(For many eyes can more than one discerm);.

But yet beware of counsels when too full,

Number ;alku long disputes snd graveness
il;

Though their advice be good, their counsel

wise,
Yet length still loses opportunities :
Dcbate destroys dispatch ; as fruits we see
Rot, when they hang too long upon the tree ;
In vain that busbandman his seed doth sow,
If he his crop mot in due season mow.
A geaeral sets bis army in array
In vain, unless be fight, and win the day.
*Tis virtuous sction that must praise bring forth,
Without which slow advice is little worth, !
Yetthqvhogaveguodeomnd praise deserve,
Though in theacuveputtheyamotm
In action, learned counseliors their age,
memm,ordneue forbids £ engage.
Nor to philosophers is praise deny’d,
Whose wise instructions after-ages guide ;
Yet vainly most their age in study spend ;
No end of writing books, and to no end :
Beating their brains for strange And hidden

things,

‘Whoee knowledge, nor delight nor profit brings:
‘Themselves with doubt botk day and night per-

plex,
Nor gentle reader please, or teach, but sex.
Books should to one of these four ends conduce,
For wisdom, piety, delight, or use.
What need we gaze upon the spangled sky ?
Or into matter’s hidden causes pry,
'To describe every city, stream, or hill
Pth’world,onrﬁncynthmn arts to fill ?°
What is ’t to hear @ sopbister, that
Who by the ears the deceiv'd audience leads ?
If we were wise, these things we should not mind,
But more delight in easy matters find.
Leam tolive well, that thou may’st die 50 too ;
To live and die is all we bave to‘do:
‘The way (if no digression’s made) is even,
And free access, if we but ask, is given.
Then seek to know those things which make us
blest,

‘| And having found them, lock them in thy
breast ; :

’
Inquiring then the way, go on, nor slack,
But mend thy pace, nor think ofpmg back.
Some their whole age in these inquiries waste,
And die like fools before one step they *ve past.
*Tis strange to know the way, and not t’ advance,
That knowledge is far woree than ignorance.
The learned teach, but what they teach, not do,
And standing still themselves, make others go.
In vain on study time away we throw,

" When we forbear to act the things we know.

The soldier that philosopher well blam'd,

Who long and loudly in the schools declaim’d ;

« TelP? (uid the soldier) ¢ vemerable sir,

Why all these vords, this clamour, and this stir »

Why do disputes in wrangling spend the day ?

thN: one says only yea, and t'other nay.”

‘ Oh,”’ said the doctor, * we for wisdom toil'd,

For which none toils too much” : the soldies
smil'd;

?
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¢ You're grey and old, and to some picus use
This mass of treasure you should now reduce:
But you your store bave hoarded in some bank,

. For which the infernial spirits shall you thank.”
Let what thou learnest be by practice shown,
*Tis said that Wisdom’s clnldm make her known.
What s good doth open to th’ inquirer stand,
And itself offers to th’ accepting hand ;
All things by order and true measures done,
Wisdom will end, as well as she begun.
Let early care thy main concerns secure,
Things of less moment may delays endure :
Men do not for their servants first y
And of their wives and children quit the care ;
Yet when we “re sick, the doctor’s fetcht in haste,
Leaving our great concernment to the last.
‘When we are well, our hearts are only set
(Which way we care not) to be rich or great :
What shall become of all that we have got ?
We only know that us it follows not ;
And what a trifle is 8 moment’s breath,
Laid in the scale with everlasting death !
What ’s time, when on eternity we think ?
A thousand ages in that sea must sink ;
‘T'ime’s nothing but a word, a million
Is full as far from infinite as ove.
To whom thou much dost owe, thou much must

pay,
Think on the debt against th’ accompting-day ;
God, who to thee reason and knowledge lent,
'ill ask bow these two talents have Leen
Let not low pleasures thy high reason bli
He’s mad, that seeks whatno man e’er could
find.
Why should we fondly please our sense, wherein
Beasts us exceed, nor feel the stings of sin ?
‘What thoughts man's reason better can become,
‘Than th’ expectation of bis welcome home ?
Lords of the world have but for life their lease,
And that too (if the lessor please) must cease.
Death cancels Nature’s bonds, but for our deeds
(That debt first paid) a strict account succeeds ;
If herenot clear’d, no suretyship can bail
. Condemned debtors from th’ eternal jail.
Christ's blood's our balsam ; if that cure us
here,
Him, when our judge, we shall not find severe ;
1lis joke is easy when by us embrac’d,
But loads and galls, if on our necks ’tis cast,
Be just in all thy actions ; and if join’d
‘With those that arc not, ne\'er change thy mind :
If aught obstruct thy course, yet stand ot still,
But wind about, till ycu have topp'd the hill ;
‘To the same end men several paths inay tread,
As mauy doors into one temple lead ;
And the same hand into a fist may close,
Which instantly a palm expanded shows :
Justice and faith never forsake the wise,
Yt may occasion put him in disguise ;
Not turniug like the wind, but if the state
Of things inust change, he is not obstinate ;
‘I'hings past, and future, with the present weighs,
Nor credulous of what vain rumour says.
Few things by wisdom are at first believid :
An casy ear deceives, and is deceiv'd :
For many truths have often past for lics,
And lies as often put on truth’s disguise :
As flattery too oft like fricndship shows,

Yo them who speak plain truth we thiuk our foes. ‘

DENHAM’S POEMS.

No quick reply to dubious questions miske, *
Suspense and caution still prevent mistske.
When any great design thou dost intend,
Think on the means, the manner, and the end :
All great concernments must endure ;
Ruhneuuﬂlnﬂcmkonllthhpm,
Aad if uncertain thy pretensions be,

Stay till fit time wear out uncertainty 3

But if to unjust things thou dost pretend,

Ere they begin let thy pretensioas end.

Let thy discourse be such, that thon may’st give
Profit to others, or from them receive :
Instruct the ignorant ; to those that live
Underthyenn,goodmhndmm,
Nor is ’t the least of virtnes, to relieve

Those whom afflictions or oppressions grieve.
Commend but sparingly whom thou dost love :
But less condemn whom thoun dost not approve;
Thy!heM, like flattery, too much praise doth

Andeoolhnrpcqnuvem an evil tongue :
But let inviolate truth be always dear

Tothee ; e’en before friendship, truth prefer.
Thanwhat thoun mean’stto give, still promise less ;
Hold fast thy power thy promise to increase.
Look forward what 's to come, and back what’s

mgllt.

Thy life will be with praise and prudence
grac'd :

What loss or gain may follow thou may'st guess,

Thou then wilt be secure of the success ;

Yet be not always on affairs intent,

But let thy thoughts be easy and unbent :

‘When our minds’ eyes are disengag’d and firee,

They clearer, farther, and distinctly see ;

They quicken sloth, perplexities untie,

Make roughness smooth, and hardness mollify ;

And though our hands from labour are releas’d,

Yet our minds find (ev’n when we sleep) no rest.

Search not to find how other men offend,

But by that glass thy own offences mend ;

Still seek to learn, yet care not much from whotwms,

(So it be learning) or from whence it come.

Of thy own actions others’ judgments leam ;

Often by small, guat matters we discern.

Youth, what man’s age is like to be, doth sho',

We may our ends by our beginnings know.

Let none direct thee what to do or say,

Till thee thy judgment of the matter sway.

Let not the pleasing many thee delight, [right.

Pirst judge, if those whom thou dost please, judge

Search not to find what lies too deeply hid,

Nor to knov things, whose kuowledge is fir-

bid
Nor climb ‘:ln pyramids, which thy hesd turs
rou
Standmg. and whence no safe descent is found :
In vaiu his nerves and faculties he straine
To rise, whose raising unsecure remsins :
They whom desert and favour forwards throst,
Are wise, when they their measurcs can adjust.
When well at ease, and happy, live conteat,
And then consider why that life was Jent.
When wealthy, show thy wisdom not ta be
To wealth a servant, but make wealth sexve thee.
Though all alone, yet nothing think or de,
Which nor & witness nor a judge might know.
The highest hill is the most slippery place,
And Fortune mocks us with 3 smiliog face ;



And her unsteady band hath often plac’d

Men in high power, but scldom holds them fast;
Aguinst her thea her forces Prudence joins,
And to the golder mean herself confines.

Morein prosperity is reason tost,

Than ships in storms, their helms and anchors

lost: .
Before fair gales not all our sails we bear, -
‘But with side winds intv safe harbours steer :
More ships in calms on a deceitful coast, .
Or unseen rocks, than in high storms are lost.
Who casts out threats and frowhs, no man de-
Time for resistance and defence he gives ; [ceives,
But fiattery still in sugar’d words betrays,
And poison in high-tasted meats conveys ;
8o Fortune’s ymiles unguanled rfian surprise,
But when she frowns, be arms, and her defies.

OF JUSTICE.

*TISthe first sanction Nature gave to man,
Each other to assist in what they can ;

Just or unjust, this'law for ever stands,

All things are good by law which she commands ;
The ﬁrsg:tep, man towards Christ must justly

live,

‘Who ¢ us himself, and all we have, did give ;
In vain doth man the name of just expect,
If his devotions he to God neglect;
8o must we reverence God, as first to know
Justice from him, not from ourselves, doth flow ;
God those who to mankind are friends,
Whose justice far as their own power extends ;
lntlmttbeyimihtethe Power divine;
The Sun alike on good and bad doth shine
And he thst doth no good, although no ill,
Does not the office of the just fulfil.
Virtue doth man to virtaous actions steer,
*Tis not enough that he should vice forbear ;
‘We livenot ooly for ourselves to care,
‘Whilst they that want it are deny’d their share,
Wise Plato said, the world with men was stor’d,
‘That succour each to other might afford ;
Nor are thase saccours to one sort confin’d,
Bat several to several men consign’d,
He that of his own stores no part can give,
May with his counsel or his hand relieve.
{f fortune make thee powerful, give defenve
*Gainst fraud, and force, to naked innocence : °
And when our justice doth her tributes pay,
Method and order must direct the way :
First to our God we must with reverence bow ;
‘The second bonqur to our prince we owe ;
Next to wives, pareats, children, fit respect,
And to our friends and kindred, we direct :
The we must those who groan beneath the weight
Of age, disease, or want, commiserate :
*Moagst those whom honest lives can recommend,
Our justice more compassion should extend §
To sach, who thee in some distress did aid,
‘Thy debt of thanks with intercst should be paid:
As Hesiod sings, spread waters o’er thy field,
And & most just and glad increase *twill yield.
Butyet take heed, lest doing good to one,
WMischief and wrong be to another done ;
Such moderation with thy bounty join,
“That thon may’st nothing give, that is not thine ;
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That liberality ’s but cast away, .

Which make us borrow what we cannot pay :
And no access to wealth let rapine bring ;

Do nothing that "s unjust, tobe a king.

Justice must be from violence exempt,

But fraud’s her only object of contempt.

Fraud in the fox, force in the lion dwells ;

But justice both from human hearts expels ;
But he’s the greatest monster (without doubt
Who is & wolf within, a sheep without. . ’
Nor only ill injuricus actions are,

But evil words and slanders bear their share,
Truth justice Joves, and truth injustice fears,
Truth above all things a just man reveres: -
Though not by oaths we God to witness call,

He sees and hears, and still remembers all;

And yet our attestations we may wrest,
Sometimes to make the truth more manifest ;
Ifby a lyea man preserve his faith,

He ;;udon, leave, and absolution hath ;

Orif I break my promise, which to thee

Would bring no good, but prejudice to me.

All things committed to thy trust conceal,

Nor what ’s forbid by any means reveal.

Express thyself in plain, not doubtful words,
That ground for quarrels or disputes affords: -
Unless thou find oceasion, hold thy tongue ;
Thyself or others, careless talk may wrong.
When thou art called into public power,

And when a crowd of suitors throng thy door,
Be snreno great offenders ’scape their dooms ;
Small praise from len’ty and remissness comes :
Crimes pardon’d, othersto those crimes invite,
Whilst lookers-on severe examples fright :
When by a pardon’d murderer blood is spilt,
The judge that pardon’d hath the greatest guilt ;
Who accuse rigour, make a gross mistake,

One criminal pardon’d may an hundred make ;
When justice on offenders is not done, )
Law, government, and commerce, are o’erthrown ;
As besieg’d traitors with the foe conspire,

T’ unlock the gates, and set the town on fize.
Yet lest the punishment th’ offence exceed,
Justice with weight and measure must proceed :
Yet when pronouncing sentence seem not glad,
Such spectacles, though they are just, are sad ;
Though what thou dost, thou ought’st not to re-

pent,
Yet humhan bowels cannot hut relent :
Rather than all must sufter, some must die ;
Yet Nature must condole their misery.
Aud yet, if many equal guilt involve,
Thou may’st not these condemn, and those absolve.
Justice, when equal scales she holds, is blind, -
Nor cruelty, nor mercy, change her mind ;
When some escape for that which others die,
Mercy to those,.to these is crueity.
A fine and slender net the spider weaves,
Which little and light animals receives ;
Aud if she catch a common bee or fly,
They with a piteous groan and murmaur die
But ifa wasp ur homet she entrap, )
They tear ber cords like Sampson, and escape s
So likea fly the poor offender dies, ,
But, like the wasp, the rich escapes and flies,
Do nat, if one but lightly thee offend,
The punishment beyond the crime extead 3
Or after warning the ofence forget ;

So God himself our failings doth remits
8
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Expect not more from wnnis than is just,
Reward them well, if they observe their trust;
Nor them with cruelty or pride invade,

Since God and Nature them our brothers made !
If his offence be t, let that suffice ;

¥f light, forgive, for no man % always wise.

THE PROGRESS OF LEARNING .
Pil'ACL

M) y. mistress, now my ancient Muse,
That strong Circsan liquor ccase t’ infuse,
Wherewith thou didst intoxicate my youth,
‘Now stoop with dis-inchanted wings to trath:
As the dove’s flight did guide ZEneas, now

May thine conduct me to the golden bough H
Tell (like a tall old oak) how Learning shoots
‘To Heaven her branches, and to Hell her roots.

! an God from earth form’d Adam in the East,
“He his own image on the clay imprest ;

As subjects then the whole creation came,
And from their natures Adam thew did name;
Not from experience, (for the world was new)
He only from thejr cause their natures knew.
Had memory been Jost with innocence,

We had not known the sentence, nor th’ offence;
*Twas his chief punishment to keep in store
‘The sad remembrance what he was before ;

And though th’ offending part felt mortal pain,
Th’ immortal part its knowledge did retain.
After the flood, arts to Chaldz=a fell,

The father of the faithful there did dwell,

‘Who both their parent and instructor was ;
From thence did learning into £gypt pass:
Moses in all th’ tian arts was sklll 'd,
When heavenly power that chosen vessel ﬁll’d;
And we to his high inspiration owe,

That what was done before the flood, we know.
From Egypt, arts their progress made to Greece,
Wrapt in the fable of the Golden Fleece.
Musaus first, then Orpheus, civilize
Mankind, nnd gave the world their deities ;

To many gods th.-y taught devotion,

‘Which were the distinct faculties of one 3

Th’ Eternal Cause, in their immortal lines,
‘Was taught and poets were the first divines :
God Moses first, thea David did i. spire,

To compose «nthems for his heavenly quire;
To th’ one the style of friend hedid impart,

On th’ other gtamp the likeness of bis heart :
And Moces, in the old original,

Even God the poet of the world doth call.

Next those old Greeks, Pythagoras did vise,
Then Socrates, whom th’ oracle call’d wise ;
The divine Plato moral virtue shows,

‘Then his disciple Aristotle rose,

V.1 Natuie s secrgis to the world did teach,
Yet that great soul our novelists impeach

Too much manuriog fill'd that field with weeds,
‘While secis. like lucusts, did destroy the seeds;

The tree of knowledge, blasted by disputes, .
Produces sapless leaves instcad of fruits ;

Proud Greece all natious else barbarians held,
Boasuns her learning all the world excell'd,
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Flyiog from thence, to Ttaly it came, ’ :

And to the realm of Naples gave the name, -

‘Till both their nation and their arts did come

A welcome trophy to triumphant Rome;

Then wheresoe’er her conquering e-glel fled,

Arts, learmng, and cnvihty were spread ;

And as in thisour mlcroooum, the heart

Heat, spirit, motion, gives to every part;

So Rome’s victorious influence did disperse

All her own virtues through the universe.

Here some digression 1 must make, t’ accuse

Thee, my forgetful and ingrateful Muse :

Couldst thou from Greece to Latium take thy
flight,

And not to thygmt ancestor do right ?

I can no more believe old Homer blind,

Than those, who say the Sun bath never shio’d ;

The age wherein be livd was dark, but he

Could not want sight, who taught the 'orld ta

They vho Minerva from Jove’s head derive,

Might make old Homer’s skull the Muses’ hive;

And from his brain, that Helicon distil,

Whose racy liquor did his offspring &Il

Nor old Anacreon, Hesiod, Theocrite,

Must we forget, nor Pmdnr's lofty flight.

Old Homer’s soul, at last from Greece retir'd,

In Italy the Mantuan swain inspir'd.

When great Augustus made war’s tempest cease,

His halycon days brought forth the arts of peace;;

He still in his triumphant chariot shincs,

By Horace drawn, and Virgil’s mighty lines.

*T'was certainly mysterious that the tname

Of prophets and of poets is the same;

What the Tragedian * wrote, the late success

Declares was inspiration, and not

As dark a trath that author did unfold,

As oracles or hets e’er foretold :

¢¢ At last the ocean shall unlock 3 the bound

Ofthings, and a new world by Tiphys found ;

Then ages far remote shall understand

The isle of Thule is not the farthest land.*

Sure God, by these discoveries, did design

That his clear light through all the world should
shine,

But the obstrucmn from that discord springs

The prince of darkness made ’twixt Christian
kings ;

That peaccful age with happiness to crown,

From Heaven the I'rince of Peace himself came
down ;

Then'the true Sun of Knowledge first appear’d,

And the old dark inysterious clouds were clear'd,

The heavy cause of th' old accursed flood

Suuk in the sacred deluge of his blood.

His passion, man from his Grst fall redeem 'd;

Once more to Paradise restor'd we scem®

Satan himself was bound, till th’ ivon cham

Our pride did break, and let him loose again.

Still gle old sting vcmnn'd and man began

‘To tempt the serpent, as he tempted man ;

Then Hell sends forth her furies, Avarice, “Pride,

Fraud, Discord, Furce, Hypocrisy their gaide :

'hough the foundation on a rock were laid,

The church was undermin’d, and then betray'd ;

Though the aposties these events foretold,

Yet even the shepherd did devour the fold :

1 Vates. 3 Seneca. 1The Prophecy.



THE PROGRESS.

The fisher to convert the world began,

The pride convincing of vain-glorious man ;

Bat soon his followers.grew a sovereign lord,

And Peter’s keys d for Peter’s sword,

Which still maintains for his adopted son

Vmpotmmmes, though himself had none; -

Wresting the text to the old giants® sense,

That Heaven, once more, must suffer violence.

‘lhennbt!edocta: scriptures made their prize,

Casuists, like cocks, struck out each other’s eyes ;

Then dark distinctions reason’s light disguis’d,

And into atoms truth anatomiz’d.

Then Mahomet’s crescent, by our feuds increast,

Blasted the learn’d mmaindbeyru of the East:

That project, when from Greece to Rome it came,

. Made mother Ignorance Devotion’s dame ;

Then, he wham Lucifer’s own pride did swell,

His faithful emissary, rose from Hell

To possess Peter’s chair, that Hildebrand,

Whose foot on mitres, then on crowns did stond,

And before that exalted idol, all

(Whonr we call gods on Earth) did prostrate fall.

Then darkness Europe’s face did overspread,

From lazy cells, where Superstition bred,

Which, link’d with blind Obedience, so increast,

That the whole world, some ages, they opprest ;

il thmsb:l‘kthose clouds the Sun of Knowledge
e,

And Burope from her leth did wake ;

Then first our monarchs w::fylckmwledged here,

That they their churches’ nursing fathers were.

When Laucifer no longer could advance—

His works an the false ground of ignorance

New arts he tries, and new designs he lays,

Then his well studied master-piece he plays;

Loyola, Luther, Calvin, he inspires,

And kindles with infernal flames their fires,

Sends their forerunner, (conscious of th’ event)

Printing, his most pernicious jnstrument !

Wild controversy then, which long had slept,

Into the press from ruin’d cloysters leapt.

No longer by implicit faith we err,

‘Whilst every man’s his own interpreter ;

No more conducted now by Aaron’s rod,

Lay-elders, from their create their God ;

But seven wise men the ancient world did know,

‘We scarce know seven who think themselves not

80,
‘When man learn'd undefiPd religion,
‘We were commanded to be all as one ;
Fiery disputes that union have calcin’d,
Almost as many minds as men we find,
And when that flame finds comhustible earth,
Theace faluns fires and meteors take their

birth,
Legions of sects and insects come in throngs ;
To name them all would tire a hundred tongues.
Such were the Centaurs of Ixion’s race,
‘Who a bright cloud for Juno did embrace ;
And such the monsters of Chimsra’s behind,
Lions before, and dragons were behind.
Then from the clashes between popes and
kings,
Debate,like sparks from flints’ collision, springs ;
As Jove's loud thunder-bolts were forg’d by

heat,
‘The like our Cyclops on their anvils beat ;
Al the rich mines of Learning ransack’d are,
Fo furnish ammunition for thi war ;
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Uncharitable zeal our reason whete,

And double edges on our passions sets ;

*Tis the most certain sign the world’s accurst,

That the best things corrupted, aie the worst :

"Twas the corrupted light of knowledge, burl’d

Sin, death, and ignorance, oer all” the world ;

That &mdike) this, (from which our sight we

: ve, .

Gaz'd on too long, resumes the light he gave ;

And when thick mists of doubts obscure his

beams,

Our guide is errour, and oyr visions dreams.

>Twas po false heraldry, when Madness drew

Her pedigree from those who too much knew ;

Who indeep mines for hidden knowledge
toils, [coils ;

Like guns o’er-charg’d, breaks, misses, or re-

When nul:gle wits have spun their thread too

ne,

*Tis weak and fragile like Arachne’s line :

True piety, without cessation tost

-By theories, the practic part is lost,

And like a ball bandy’d *twixt pride and wit,

Rather than yield, both sides the prize will quit ;

Then whilst his foe each gladiator foils,

The atheist looking on, enjoys the spoils.

Through seas of knowledge we our course ad~

vance,
Discovering still new worlds of ignorance ;
And tliese discoveries make us all confess
That sublunary science is but guess.
Matters of fact to man are only known,
And what seems more is mere opinion ;
The standers-by see clearly this eveat,
All parties say they’re sure, yet all dissent ;
With their new light our bold i s press
Like Cham, to show their father’suakedness,
By whose example after-ages may
Discover, we more naked are than they :
All human wisdom, to divine, is folly ;
This truththe wisest man made melancholy ;
Hope, or belief, or guess, gives some relief,
‘But to be sure we are deceiv’d, brings grief: °
Who thinks his wife is virtuous, though not

0,
Is pleas’d, and patient, till the truth he know.
Our God, when Heaven apd Earth be did

*  create,

Form’d man, who should of both participate ;
If our lives’ motions theirs must imitate,
Our knowledge, like our blood, must circulateS

. Sun [runj
Sets forth, he thither, whence he came, doth
Into earth’s spungy veins the ocean sinks,
Those rivers to replenish which he drinks ;
Solearning, which from reason’s fountain springs
Back to the source, some secret channel brings,
’Tis happy when our streams of knowledge flow
To fill their banks, but not to overthrow.

, OF OLD AGE.
CAT0, SCIPIO, LELIUS,

$CIPIO TO CATO.

Tnovon all the actions of your life are crown’d
With wisdom, nothing makes them more 1e~
nown'd,

When like a bridegroom from thceut,thg\

N
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Than that those yeurs, which others think ex-
trerae, :

Nor to yourtelf, nor us uneasy serm ;

Under which weight most, like th’ old giants,

. grean,
When Zuwa on their backs by Jove was thrown.
Caro. What you urge, Scipio, from right

reasot f

All parts of age scem burthensome to those

‘Who virtue’s and true wisdom’s happiness

Cannot discern ; but they who those posscss,

In what's impos'd by Nature find no gricf,

Of which our age is (fiext our death) the chicf,

Which though all equally desire t’ obtain,

Yet when they have obtain’d it, they complain,

Such our inconstancies snd follies are,

We say it steals upon us unaware ;

Our want of reasoning these false megsures makes,

Youth runs to age, as childhood youth o’er-
takes.

How . much more grievons would our lives ap-,

ar,
To reach tgfeig?hth handred, than the eightieth
year
Of what, in that long space of time hath past,
To foolish age will no remembrance last.
My age's conduct when you seem t’ admire,
(Which that it may deserve, I much desire)
*Tis my first rule, on Nature, os my guide ¢
Appointed by the gods, I have rely’d ;
And Nature (which all acts of life designs)
Not like ill poets, in the lastdeclines:
But some one parst must be the last of alf,
Which, like ripe fruits, must either rot or fall.
And this from Natore must be gently borne,
Else her (as giants did the gods) we scurn.
Lxr. But, sir, 'tis Scipio’sand my desire,
Since to long life we gladly weuld aspire, [ hear,
That from your grave mstructions we might
How we, like yon, may this great burthen bear,
CaT. ‘This I resolv’d before, but now shall do
With great delight, since "tis requir'd by you.
Lxr.  Ifto yourself it will not tedious prove,
Nothing in us a greater joy can move,
/That as old travellers the young instruct,

Your long, our short experience may conduct.

Cav. 'Tistrue (as the old proverb doth re-
late) )
FEquals with equals often congregate.
';“:v: consuls (whoin years my equals were)
ensenators, lamenting 1 did hear,

That age from them had all their pleasurcs torn,
And them their former suppliants now scurn :
They, what is not to be accus'd, accuse,

Not others, but themselves their age abuse :
Else this might me concern, and all my friends,
Whose cheerfal age, with honour, youth at-

tends,

Jov'd that from pleasurc’s slavery they are free,
And all respects due to the'r age they see.

In its truc colours this complaint appears

The ill effect of manners, not of ycars ;

For on their life no grievous burthen lies,

Who arc.well-natur’d, temperate, and wise :

But,an irhuman aod ill-tempered mind,

Not any easy part in life can find.

Lxp. 'This I believe ; yet others may dispute,
Theirage (as yours) can never bear such fruit
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Of honour, wealth, and power, to make them
sweet 3 ‘
Not every one such happiness can meet.
Car. Some weight your argument,
B Lalius, buné ind
ut not so much as at first sight appears.

This answer by Themistocles was made,’

(When a Seriphian thus did him upbraid,

““ You those great honours to your country owe,
Not to yourself ")=*‘ Had I at Seripbo
Been born, such honour I had never seen,
Nor you, if an Athenian you had been.™
So age, cloath’d in indecent povert,

To the most prudent canngt easy be; -

But to a fool, the greater his estate,

The more uneasy is hisage’s weight.

Age’s chief arts, and arms, are to grow wise,
Virtue to know, and known to exercise;

All just returns to age then virtue makes,

Nor her in her extremity forsakes ;

The sweetest cordial we receive at last,

Is conscience of our virtuous actions pasi.

I (when a youth) with reverence did look

On Quintus Fabius, who Tarentum took;

Yet in his age such cheerfulness was seen,

As if his years and mine had equal been:

His gravity was mixt with gentleness,

Nor had his age made his good-humour less ;
Then was be well in years, (the same that he
Was consul, that of my nativity)

(A stripling then) in his fourth consulate
On him at 1 in arms did wait.

I five years after at Tarentum wan
The questorship, and then our love began,
And four years after, when I preetor was,

He pleaded, and the Cincian law did pass,
With useful diligence he us'd ¢’ engage,
Yet with thetemperate arts of patient age

He breaks fierce Hannibal’s insulting heats ;
Of which exploits thus our friend Ennius treats,
He by delay restor'd the commonwealth,
Nor preferr’d rumour before public health.

THR ARGUNENT.

¢ When [ reflect on age, I find thereare
Four causes, which its misery declare.
1. Because our body’s strength it much -

pairs :
9, That i:.ﬁuku off our minds from grest of-
rs :

8. Next that our sense of pleasare it deprives:

4. Last, that approaching death attends owr
lives,

Of all thesc several causes I'll discourse,

And then of each, in order weigh the force.™

THE FIRST PART.

Tz old from such affairs is only freed,
Which viw youth, and strength of body

But to more high affairs our age is lent,

Most properly when hoats of youth are speut.
Did Fabius, and your father Scipio .
(Whose daughter my son married) nothing do?
Pabricii, Corunceni, Curii,

Whose courage, counsel, and authdrity,




OF OLD AGE. PART I

The Roman commanwealth restor'd did boast,
Nor Appius, with whose strength his sigh? was

lost,

Who, when the senate was to peace inclirdd
With Pyrrhus, show’d his reason was not blind.
Wh ther’s our courage and our wisdoru come,
When Rome itself conspires the fate of Rome ?
The rest with ancient gravity and siill
He spake (for his oration’s extent still. )
Tis seventeen years since hie had cousul been
heseoandt@e,andthemwmtenbetvem;
Therefore their argument’s of little force,
Who age from great employments would divorce,
As in a ship some climb the shrouds t unfold
The “ﬂh'o;:m sweep the deck, some pump the

. 3 akill,
Whilst he that guides the helm, employs his
And gives the law to them, by sitting still.
Great actions less from courage, strength,

speed,

Than from wise counsels and commands, proceed;
‘Those arts age wants not, which to age belong,
Not heat, but cold experience, makes us strong.
A consul, tribune, general, I have been,

All sorts of war I have past through, and seen ;
And nuw grown old, I seem t* abandon it,

lYet to t::ne:nte I prescribe what % fit.

every day ’gainst Carthage war proclai

{For Rome’s destruction hath been long h:. aim)
Nor shall 1 cease til} I her ruin see,

‘Which triumph may the gods design for thee ;
‘That Scipio may revenge his grandsire’s ghost,
‘Whose life at Canum with great honour lost

Is on record ; nor had he weary’d been

‘With age, if he an hundred years had seen :

He had not us'd excursions, spears, or darts,
But_cougael, order, and such arts ;

‘Which, if our ancestors had not retain’d,

‘The seuate’s name our council had not gain’d.
‘The Spartans to their highest magistrate

‘The name of Elder did appropriate :

‘Therefore his fame for ever shall

How gallantly Tarentum he did gain,

‘With vigilant conduct : when that sharp reply
He gave to Salinator, I stood by,

IWho to the castle fled, the town being lost,

Yet be to Maximus did vainly boast,

“Twas by my means Tarentum you obtain'd ;
*Tis troe, bad you not lost, I had not gain’d.
And as much honour on bis gown did wait,

As on his arins, in his fifth consulate,

When his colleague Carvilius stept aside,

‘The tribune of the people would divide

‘T'o them the Gallic and the Picene field,
Against the senate’s will, he will not yield ;
“When bcing angry, Ir:ldly be declures .
‘Those, things were ac'ed under bappy stars,
From which the commonwealth found guod ef-
But otherwise they came from bad aspects. [fects,
MMany great things of Fabius I could tell,

But his son’s death did all the rest excel 5

( His gallant son. though young, had cousul been)
His faneral oration ] bave scen

Often ; ond when on that I turn my eyes,

X all the old philosophers despise.

“Though he in all the people’s eyes seem’d great,
Yet greater he appear’d in his retreat ;
When feasting with his private friends at home,
Bach eounsel, such disovurse, from him did come,
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Such science in his art of augury,

No Roman ever was more learn’d than he ;
Knowledge of all things present and to come,
Remembering all the wars of ancient Rome,
Nor only there,but all the world's beside :
Dying in extreme age, 1 pruphesy’d

That which is come to pass, and did discern
From his survivors [ could nothing learn.
This long discourse was but to let ycu see,

- That his long life could not uneasy be.

Few like the Fabii or the Scipios are
Takers of cities, conquerorsin war.
Yet others to like happy age arrive,
Who modest, guict, and with virtue live:
Thus Plato writing his philosophy,
With honour aficr ninety years did die.
Th’ Athenian story writ at ninety-four
By Isocrates, who yet liv'd five ycars more ;
His master Gorgias at the hundredth year
And seventh, not his studics did forbear :
And, ask’d, why he no sooner left the stuge,
Said, he saw nothing to accuse old age. :
None but the foolish, who their lives abuee,
Age, of their own mistakes and crimes, accuse,
All commonwealths (as by records is seen)
As by age preserv’d, by youth destroy’d have
When the tragedian Novis did- demand, [been,
Why did your commouwealth no longer stand ?
*T'was answer’d, that their sehators were new,
Foolish and young, and such as nothing knew.
Natureto youth hot rashness doth dispense,
But with cold prudence age doth recompense ;
But age, ’tis said, will memory decay :
So (if it be not exercis’d) it may ;
Or, if by nature it be duil and slow :
Themistocles (when ag’d) the names did know
Of all th' Athenians; and none grow 50 old,
Not to remember where they hid their gold.
From age such art of memory we learn
To forget nothing, which is our concern ;
Their interest o priest nor sorcerer
Forgets, nor lawyer, nor philosopher ;
No understanding memory can want,
Where wisdora studious industry duth plant.
Nor does it only i the active live,
But inthe quiet and contemplative.
‘When Sophocles (who plays when aged wrote)
Was by his sons before the judges brought,
Because he pay’d the Muses such respect,
His fortune, wife, and children to neglect ;
Almost condemn’d, he mov'd the judges thus,
¢ Hear, but instead of me, my Oedipus:»
The judges hearing with applause, at th® end
Freed him, and said, “ No fool such lines had
What poets and what oratorscan I [penn’d.”
Recount! what princes in philosophy !
‘Whose constant studies with their age did sfrive,
Nor did they those, though those did themn sur-
vive.
Old husbsndmen I at Sabinnm know,
Who for another year dig, plongh, and sow ;
For never any man was vet o old
But hop’d his life one winter more miyght hold.
Csecilius vainly said, ‘ Each day we spend
Discovers something, which must peeds offend.*®
But sometimes age may pleasant things behold,
And nuthing that offends : - he should have told
This not to age, but youth, who oftener see
‘What not alone offends, but hurts, than we :
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That I io him, which he in age, condemn’d,
That wus it renders odious and contemn’d.

He knew pot virtue, if he thought this truth ;
For youth del'ghts in age, and agein youth.
What to the old can greater pleasure be,

Than hopeful and ingenuous youth to see ;
‘When they with reserence follow where we lead,
And in straight paths by our directions tread!
And ev'n my conversation here | see,

As well receiv'd by you, as yours by me.

’Tis disingenuous to accuse our age

Of idleness, who all ou: powers engage

Ia the same studics, the same course to hold ;
Nor think our reason for new arts too old.
Solon the sage his progress never ceas'd,

But still his learning with his days increas'd ;
And I with the same greediness did seek,

As water when [ thirst, to swallow Greek ;
Which I did ouly lcam, that T might know
Th se great examplcs which I follow now:
And | bave heard that Socrates the wise,
Learn’d on the lute for his last exercise.
Though many of the ancients did the same,
To improve knowledge was my ouly aim.

THE SECOND PART.

Now int’ our second grievance I must break,
¢ That loss of strength makes understanding
weak.”
1 grieve no more my youthful strength to want,
Than, young, that of a bull or elephant ;
Then with that force content which Nature gave,
Nor am | now displeas’d with what I have.
‘When the young wrestlers at their sport grew
warm,
Old Milo wept to see his naked arm ;
And cry'd, twas dead : Trifler, thine heart, and
head,
And all that ’s in them (not thy arm) are dead ;
This fully every looker-vn derides,
To glory unly in thy arms and sides.
~ Our gallant ancestors et fall no tears,
Their strength decreasing by increasing vears ;
But they advanc’d inwisdom every hour,
And made the commonwealth advance in power.
But orators may gricve; for in theirsides,
Rather than heads, their faculty abides ;
Yet [ have heard old voiccs loud and clear,
And still my own sometimes the scnate hear.
‘When th’ old with smooth and gentle voices plead,
They by the ear their well plees'd audicncelead :
Which, if [ bad not strength enough to do,
1 could (my Leelis, and my Scipio) :
‘What's to be done, or not be done, instruct,
And ¢ the maxims of good life condnct.
Cneius and Publius Scipio, and (that man
Of men§ your grandsire, the great African,
Were joyful, when the fower of nub'e blood
Crowded their dwellings, and attending stood,
Like oracles their counsels to receive,
How in their progress theythould act,and live.
And they who<e high examples youth obeys,
Are nol despised, though their strength decays,
And those decavs (to speak the naked truth,
Though the defcets of age) were crimes of youth.
irtcmparate youth (by rad cxperience found)
Fueds in &0 a5c imnedect and  spsound.
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Cyrus, though ag'd, (if Xenophon say troe)

Lucius Metellus (whom when youag 1 knew)

Who held (after his second consulate)

Twenty-two years the high pontificate ;.

Neither of these, in body or in mind,

Before their death the least decay did find.

1 speak not of myself, though none demy

To age, to praise their youtb, the liberty :

Such an unwasted strength I cannot boast,

Yet now my yeurs are eighty-four almost :

And though from what it was my strength is far,

Both in the first and second Punic war,

Nor at Thermopyle, ander Glabrio,

Nor when I consul into S8pa’n did go;

But yet 1 feel no weakness, nor hath length

Of winters quite enervated my strength ;

And I my guest, my clicnt, or my friead,

Still in the courts of justice can defend =

Neither must I that proverb’s truth allow,

¢ Who would be ancient, must be early sa”

1 would be youtbful still, and find no need

To appear old, till I was so indeed.

And yet you see my hours not idle are,

Though with your strength I cannot mire com~
pare ;

Yet this centurion’s duth your's surmount,

Not therefore him the better man I couut.

Milo, when entering the Olympic game,

Witha huge ox upon his shoulder came.

‘Would you the force of Milo's body find,

Rather than of Pytbagoras's mind ?

Thie force which Nature gives with care retain,

But, when decay’d, ’tis folly to complain ;

Ia age to wish for youth is full as vain,

As for 2 youth to turn a child again.

Simple and certain Nature’s ways appesr,

And ehe sets forth the seasons of the year.

So inall parta of life we find her truth,

Weakness to childhood, rashness toour youth;

To elder years to be discreet and grave,

Then to old age maturity she gave.

(Scipio) you know, how Massinissa bears

His kingly port at more than ninety §$ears !

When marching with his foct, he walks till might;

When with his horse, he never will alight ;

Though cold or wet, his head is always bare;

Sohot, sndry, his aged members are.

You see how exercise and tcinperance

Ev'n toold years a youthful strength advance.

Our law (because from age our strength retires)

No duty which belongs to strength requires,

But age doth many men so fccble make,

That they no great design can undertake;

Yet, that to age not singly is apply'd,

But to all man’s infirmities beside.

That Beipio, who adopted you, did fall

Into such pains, he had no health at alls

Who else had equalP’d Africanus’ parts,

Exceeding bim in all the liberal arts.

Why should those errours then impated be

‘Toage alone, from which our youth's not free?

Every disease of age we may prevent,

Like those of youth, by being diligent.

When sick, such moderate cxercise we use,

And diet, as our vital beat renews ;

And if our body thence refreshment finds,

Then must we also exercise our minds.

If with continual oil we not sup

Our lamp, the light for want of it will dis:
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Though bodies may be tir'd with exercise,

No weariness the mind could e’er sarprise.

Ceecilins the comedian, when of age

He represents the follies on the stage ;

They're credulous, forgetful, dissolute,

Neither those crimes to age he doth impute,

But to old men to whom those crimes belong.

Lust, petulance, 4ashness, are in youth more
st

rong
Thau age, and yet young men those vices hate,
‘Who virtuous are, discreet and temperate :
And 50 what we call dotage, seldom breeds
In bodies, but where Nature sows the secds.
‘There are five daughters, and four gallant sons,
In whom the blood of noble Appius runs,
‘With a most numerous family beside,
‘Whom he alone, though old and blind,did guide,
Yet his clear-sighted mind was still intent,
And to his business like a bow stood beat :
By children, servants, neighbours, so esteem’d,
He nota master, but a monarch seem'd.
All his relations his admirers were,
His sons paid reverence, and his servants fear:
‘The order and the ancient discipline
Of Romens did in all bis actions shine,
Authority kept up old age secures,
‘Whose dignity as long as life endures.
Something of youth | in old age approve,
But more the marks of age in yauth I love.
‘Who this observes, may in his body find
Decrepit age, but never in his mind.
‘The seven volumes of my own Reports,
‘Wherein are all the pleadings of our courts ;
All noble monuments of Greece are come
Unto my hands, with those of ancient Rome.
‘The pontificial, and the civil law,
1 study still, and thence orations draw.
And to confirm my memory, at night,
‘What I hear, see, or do, by day 1 still recite.
‘These exercises for my thoughts [ find,
These labours are the chariots of my mind,
‘To serve my friends, the senate | frequent,
And there, what I before digested, vent.
Which only from my strength of mind proceeds,
Nor any ouatward force of body necds :
“‘Which, if I could not do, I should delight
On what [ wounld to ruminate at night.
‘Who in such practices their minds engage,
Nor fear nor think of their approaching age ;
‘Which by degrees invisibly doth creep:
Nor do we seem to die, but fall asleep,

THE THIRD PART.

Now must [ draw my forces *gainst that host

Of pleasures, which " th’ sea of age are lost,

O thou most high transcendent gift of age !

Youth from its folly thus to disengage.

And now receive from me that most divine

Oration of that noble Tarentine,

Which at Tarentum 1 long since did hear,

When [ attended the great Fabius there.

Ye gods ! was it man’s nature, or his fate,

Betray’d him ‘with sweet pleasure’s poison'd
bait ?

Which he with all designs of art or power; -

Doth with unbridled appetite devour :

And as all poisons scek the noblest part,

Pleasurc possusses first the heud and heart ;
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Tntoxicating both, by them. she finds,

And burns the sacred temples of our minds.

Furies, which, reason’s divine chains had bound,

(That being broken) all the world confound.

Lust, Murder, Treason, Avarice, and Hell'

Itself broke loose, in Reason’s palace dwell :

Truth, Honour, Justice, Temperance, are fled,

All her attendaats into darkness led.

Biit why all this discourse ? when pleasure’s rage

Hath conquer’d reason we must treat with age.

Age undermines, and will in time surprise

Her strongest forts : and cut off all supplies ;

And join'd in league with strong necessity,

Pleasure must fly, or else by famine-die.

Plaminins, whom a consulship had grac’d,

(Then censor) from the senate I displac’d ;

When he in Gaul, a consul, made a feast,

A beauteous courtezan did him request

To see “he cutting off a prisoner's head ;

This crime I could not leave unpunished,

Since by a private villainy he stain’d

That public honour, which at Rome he gain’d,

Then to our age (when not to pleasures bent)

This seems an honour, not disparagement.

We, not all pleasures, like the Stoics, hate;

But love and seek, those which are moderate,

(Though divine Plato thus of pleasures thought,

They us, with hooks and baits, like fishes caught)

‘When queestor, to the gods, in public calls

I was the first who set up festivals.

Not with high tastes our appetites did force,

But fill’d with conversation and discourse ;

Which feasts convivial meetings we did name :

Not like the ancient Greeks, who,to their shame,

Calld it a compotation, not a feast ; '

Declaring the worst part of it the best.

Those entertainments I did then frequent

Sometimes with youthful heat and merrimeat :

Butnow I thank my age, which gives me ease

From those excesses; yet myself I please

With cheerful talk to entertain my guests,

(Discourses are to age continual feasts)

The love of meat and wine they recumpense,

And cheer the mind, as much as those the sense.

I'm not more pleas’d with gravity among

The ag’d, than to be youthful with the young ;

Nor ’gainst all pleasures proclaim open war,

‘To which, in age, some natural motions are.

And still at my Sabinum I delight

To treat my neighbours till the depth of night.

But we the sense of gust and pleasure want

‘Which youth at full possesses, this.I graunt;

But age seeks not the things which youth re-
quires,

And no man needs that which he not desires,

\When Sophocles was ask’d, if he deny’d

Himself the use of pleasures, be reply’d

¢ | humbly thank th’ immortal gods, who me

FProm that fierce tyrant’s insolence set free.”

But they, whom pressing appetites constrain,

Grieve when they cannot their desires obtain.

Young men the use of pleasuye understand,

As of an object new, and near at hand :

‘Though this stands nore remote from age’s sight,

Yet they behold it not without delight :

As ancicnt soldiers, from their duties eas'd,

With sense of hunour and rewards are pleas'd ;

§» from ambitious hopes and lusts rcleast,

Delighted with itself, our age doth rest.
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No part of life’s more happy, when with bread

Of ancient knowledge, and new Jearning fed.

All youthful pleasures by degrees must cease,

But thuse of age ev’n with our years increase.

We love not loaded boards, and gublets crown’d,

But free from surfeits our repose is sound.

‘When old Fabricius to the Samnites went;

Ambassador, from Rome to Pyrrhus sent,

He heard a grave philosopher maintain,

That all the actions ofour life were vain,

Which with our sense of pleasure not conspird ;

Fabricius the philosopher desir’d,

That he to Pyrrbus would that maxim teach,

Andto the Samnites the same doctrine preach;

Then of their conquest he should douht no more,

Whom their own pleasures overcame before,

Now into rustic matters I must fall.

Which pleasure seeins to me the chief of all.

Age no impediment to those can give, °

Who wisely by the rules of Nutnre live,

Earth (though our mother) cheerfully obeys

All the commands her race upon her lays;

For whatsoever from our hand she takes.

Greater orless, a vast return she makes,

Noram I only pleas’d with that resource,

But with her ways, her me:hod, and her force.

The seed her bosom (by the plough made fit)

Receives, where kindly she embraces it,

Which, with h:r genuine warmth diffus’d and
spread,

Sends forth betimes u green and tender head,

Then gives it motion, life, and nourishment,

‘Which from the root through rerves and veins

are sent, .
Straight in a hollow sheath upright it grows,
And, form receiving doth itself disclose :
Drawn up in ranks and files, the bearded spikes
Guard it from birds, as with a stand of pikes.
‘When of the vine I speak, I seem inspird,
And with delight, as with ber juice, am fir'd ;
At Nature's god-like power I stend amazd,
Which such vast bodies bath from atoms rais'd.
The kernel of a grape, the fig's small grain,
Can clothe a mountain, and o’er shade a plain :
But thou, dear vine, forb'd’st me to be lung,
Although thy trunk be neither largé nor stiung.
Nor canthy head (not helpt) ittelf sublime,
Yet, like a serpent, a tall trec cgn elimb ;
Whate’er thy many fingers can entwinc,
Proves thy support, and all its strength is thine.
Though Nature gavenot legs, it gave thee hands,
By which thy prop the proudest cedar stands ;
As thou hast hands, so hath thy offspring wings,
And to the highest part of morials sptings.
But lest thou should'st consume thy wealth in
vain
And starve thyselfto feed a numerous train,
Or like the bee. (sweet as thy blood) desigu’d
To be destroy’d to propagate his kind,
Lest thy redundant and superfiuous juice
Should fading leaves instead of fruits produce,
The pruner’s hand, wich létting blood, must
quench
Thy beat and thy cxuberant parts retrench :
Then from the joints of thy prolific stem
A swelling knot is raised (calt'd a gen),
‘Whence in short space, itself the cluster shows,
And from earth’s moisture mixt with sun-beams
grows.

I’ th? spring, like youth, it yieldssn acid taste,
But summer doth, like age, the sourness waste
Then cloth’d with lea.ves, from heat and

secare,

Like virgins, sweet, and beauteous, when matare.

On fruits, di:owen, herbs, and plants, I long could
ell,

At once to please my eye, my taste, my smell ;

My walks of trees, all planted by my band,

Like children of my own begetting stand.

To tell the several natures of each earth,

What fruits from each most properly take birtk

And with what artsto enrich every mould,

The ‘dry to moisten, and to warm the cold.

But when we graft, or buds inoculate, .

Nature by art we nobly mcliorate ;

As Orpheus’ music wildest beasts did tame,

From the sour crab the sweetest apple came:

The mother to the daughter goes to school,

The species changed doth her laws 6’er rule;

Nature herself doth from berself depart,

(Strange transmigration !) by the power of
2

Tt
How little things give law to great! wesee
The small bud captivates the greatest tree.
Herec even the power divine we imitate,
And scem not to beget but to create.
Much was | pleas’d with fowls and beasts, the

tame
For food and profit, and the wild for game.
kxcuse me when this plcasant string I touch,
(For age of what delights it, speaks too much.)
Who twice victorions Pyrrhus conquered,
The Sabines and the Samnites captiveled,
Great Curius, his remaining days did spend,
And in this bappy life his triumphs end.
My farm stands near, and when I there retire,
His and that age’s temper [ admire:
The Samnite chiefs, as by his fire he sate,
With a vast sum of gold on him did wait ;
¢ Return,” said be, * your gold { nothing weigh,
When those, whe can~command it, me obey ¥
This my assertion proves, he may be cld,
And yet not sordid, who refuses gold. .
In summer to sit still, or walk, I k-ve,
Neara cool fountsin, ora shady grove.
What can in winter render mor= delicht,
‘I'han the high Sun at noon, and fire at night ?
While our old friends and ncighbours feast and

play, '
And with their harmless mirth tum nizht to day,
Unpurchas'd plenty our full tables lords,
And part of what they lent, return t* our gods.
That honour and autbority which dwe'ls
With age, all pleasures of our youth excels.
Observe, that [ that age bave only prais'd
Whose pillars were on youth’s foundations 1ais'd,
And that (for which I great applaunse receiv'd)
As a true maxim hath been since believ'd,
That mest unhappy age great pity necds,
Which to defend itself new matter pleads ;
Not from grey hairs authority doth flow,
Nor from bald heads, nor from s wrinkled brow,
But our past life, when virtuous!y spent,
Maust to our age thuse happy fiaits present.
Those things to age most honourable are,
Which easy, cuinon, and tut light appear,
Salintes, consulting, compliment, resort,
Crowding uttendance tv, and fivm the cout:
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And not on Rome alone this honour waits,

But on all civil and well-govern’d states.
Lysander pleading in his city’s praise,

From thence his strongest argument did raise,
That Sparta did with honour age support,
Paying them just at stage, and court.
But at proud Athens youth did age out-face,
Nor at the plays would rise, or give them place.
When an Atbenian stranger of great age

Arriv'd at Sparta, climbing up the stage,

To him the whole assembly rose, and ran

To place and ease this old and reverend man,
‘Who thus his thanks returns, ‘‘ Th® Athenians

know
What ’s to be done ; but what they know, not do.”
Here our great senate’s orders I may quote,
The first in age is still the first in vote..
Nor honoar, nor high birth, nor great command
In competition with great years may stand.
Why should our youth’s short transient pleasares
dare

With age’s lasting honours to compare ?
On the world": stage, when our applause grows
high, ‘

For acting here life’s tragic-comedy,

The lookers-on will say we act not well,

Unless the last the former scenes excel:

Bat age is froward, uneasy, scrutinous,

Hard to be pleas’d, and parsimonious ;

Baut all those errours from our manners rise,
Not from our years; yet some morosities

‘We must expect, since jealousy belongs

To age, of scorn, and tender sense of wrongs :
Yer those are mollify’d, or not discerm’d,
Where civil arts and manners have been learn’d :
8o the Twins’ humours, in our Terence, are
Unlike, this barsh and rude, that smooth and fair.
Our nature here is not unlike our wine,

Some sorts, when old, continue brisk and fine ;
So age’s gravity may seem severe,

Bat nothing harsh or bitter ought t° appear.
Of age’s avarice I cannot see

What colour, ground, or reason there should be :

+ 1s it not folly, when the way we ride h

Is short, for a long voyage to provide ?

To avarice some title youth may own,
To reap in gutumn what the spring had sown ;
And with the providence of bees, or ants,
Prevent with summer’s plenty, winter’s wants.
But age scarce sows,till Death stands by to reap,
And toa stranger’s hand transfers the heap;
Afraid to be so once, she ’s always poor,

And to avoid a mischief makes it sare.
Suach madness, as for fear of death to die,
Is, to be poor for fear of poverty.

THE FOURTH PART.

IN ow against (that which terrifies our age)
‘The last, and greatest grievance, we engage ;
To her, grim Death’appears in all her shapes,
The bhungry grave for her due tribute gapes.
Fond, foolish man ! with fear of death surprig'd, »
Which cither should be wish’d for, or despis‘d ;
“This, ifour souls with bodies death destroy;
“That, if our soys a secund life enjoy.

W hat else is to be fear'd, when we shall gain
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The in the morning are not sure,

That till the night their life they can secure,

Their age stands more expos'd to accidents

Than oars, nor common care their fate prevents:

Death’s force(with terrour)against Nature strives, ' -

Nor one of many to ripe age arrives.

From: this ill fate the world’s d.sorders rise,

For if all men were old they would be wise ;

Years and experience our forefathers taught,

Them under laws, and into cities brought; =~ 4°

{Why only should the fear of death belong

To age, which is as common to the young?

Your hopeful brothers, and my sim,.to you

(Scipio) and me, this maxiin makes too true : ,

But vigorous youth may his gay thoughts ercct

To many years, which age must not expect ;

' But when he sees his airy hopes deceiv'd ;

With grief he says, ‘ Who this would have be-
liev'd ?

We happier are than they, who but desir'd

To possess that, which we long since acquir'd. -~

- What if our age to Nestor’s could cxtend ?

*Tis vaim to think that lasting, which must end ;

And when ’tis past, not any part remains

Thereof, but the reward which virtue gairs.

Days, mo;thn, and years, like running waters

ow,

Nor what ir past, nor what’s to come, we know:

Our date, how short soe’er,,must us conteut,

When a good actor doth his part present,

In every act he our attention draws,

That at the last he may find just applause; B

So (though but short) yet we must learn the art

Of virtue, on this stage to act cur part;

True wisdom must our acfions so direct,

Not only the last, plaudit to expect : [last,

Yet grieve no more, though long that part should -4

Than husbandmen, because the spring is past.,

The 5prin5;. like youth, fresh blossoms doth pro-

Al

. duce,
But autumn makes them ripe, and fit, for use ;
So age a mature mellowness doth set
On the green promises of youthful heat.
b All things which Nature did ordain are good,
And so must be receiv’d and understood.
Age like ripe apples, on Earth’s bosom drops,
While force our youth, like fruits untimely,

he 3

Crops;
The sparkling flame of our warm blood expires, ™=
As when huge streams are pour*d on raging fires ;
But age unfore’d falls by her own consent,
As coals to ashes, when the spirit ’s spent ;
Therefore to death I with such joy resoit,
As seamen from a tempest to their port.
Yet to that port ourselves we must not force,
Before our pilot, Nature, steers our course.
Let us the causes of our fear condemn,
Then Death at his approach we shall contemn,
Though to our heat of youth our age seems cold, - *
Yet, when resolv’d, it is more brave aud bold.
Thus Solon to Pisistratus reply’d,
Demanded, on what saccour be rely'd,
When with so few he boldly did engage ;
He said, he took his courage from his age, ~—"oé~
Then death seemns welcome, and our nature kind,
When, leaving us a perfect sense and mind,
She (like a workman in his science skill'd)

)

, Pulls down with case, what her own Land did

build.

‘Eterpal life, or have no sense of pain ? "
: 5

¥4

3

b0
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"That art which knew to join all pasts in ove,
Makes the least violent separation.
Yet though our ligaments betimes grow weak,

‘We must not force them till themselves they break

Pythagoras bids us in our station stand,
Till God, our general, shall us disband.

Wise Solon dying, wish’d his friends might grieve,

That in their memerics he still might live.
Yet wiser Ennius gave command to all
His friends, ot to bewail his funeral ;
§» Your tears for such a death in vain you
Which straight in immortality shall end.
In denth if there be any sense of pain,
BRut a short space to age it will remain ;
On which, without my fears, my wishes wait,
But timorous youth on this should meditate:
‘Who for light pleasure this advice rejects,
Finds little, when his thoughts he recollects.

£

Our death (though not its certain date) we know ;

Nor whether it may be this night or no:
¢ How then can they contented live, who fear
A danger certain? and none knows how vear.
They err, who for the fear of death dispute,
Our gallant actions this mistake confute.

Thee Brutus, Rome’s first martyr I must name,

% “The Curtii bravely div’d the gulph of flame ;
Attilius sacrific’d himself, to save

That faith, which to his barbarous foes he gave;

With the two Scipio’s did thy uncle fall,

Rather than fly from conquering Hannibal ;
s« The grcat Marcellus (who vestored Rome)

Hisg t foes with h did intomb.

‘Their lives how many of our legions threw

Into the breach ? whence no return they knew :

Must then the wizse, the old, the learned, fear

]

, « What not the rude, the young, th’ unlearn’d for-
bear ?

r

Satiety from all things else doth come,
Then life must to itself grow wearisome.

trifies wherein children take delight
Grow nauseous to the young man’s appetite ;
And from those gaieties our youth requires
To exercise their minds, our age retires.
And when the last delights of age shall die,
Life in itself will find satiety.

. !

hear,

Now you, my friends, my sense of death sball

/¢ Which 1 can well describe, for he stands near.
Your father, Leelius, and your’s, Scipio,
My friends, and men of honour, I did know ;
As certaiply as we must die, they live
That life which justly may that name receive:

, «+ Till from these Erisom of our flesh releas’d,
Our souls with heavy burthens lie oppress'd ;
Wtich part of man from Heaven falling down,
Earth, in her Jow abyss, doth hide and drown,
A place so dark to the ceelestial light,

12~ And pure eternal fire ’s quite opposite.
The guds through human bodics did disperse
An heavenly sul, to guide this universe,
That man, when he of heavenly bodies saw
The order, might from thence a pattern draw ;

,."Nor this to me did my own dictates show,

Fut to the old philvsophers | owe.
1 heard Pythagoras, and those who came

. With him, and from our country tock their name ;

YWho never doubted but the beums divine,

.. Deriv'd from gods in mortal breasts did shine.
Nor from my knowledge did tlie arcients hide
3 hat Socrates declar'd the hour he dy'd ;
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He th’ immortality of souls proclaim'd,

(Whom th’ uracle of men the wisest nam’d.)

sWhy should we doubt of that, whereof our sensd

Finds demonstration from experience ?

Our minds aie here, and there, below, above;

Nothing that ’s mortal can so swiftly move.

Our thouglits to future things their flight direct,

And in an instant all that ’s past collect. , -

Heason, remembrance, wit, inventive art,

No nature, butimmortal, can impart.

Man’s soul in a perpctual motion flows,

And to no outward cause that motion owes;

And therefore that no end can overtake, ..

Because our minds cannot theinsclves forsake.

And since the matter of qur soul is pure

And simple, which no mixture ean endure

Of parts, which pot among themselves agree;

Therefore it never can divided be. /5%

And Nature shows (without philosophy)

What cannot be divided, cannot die.

We ev'n in early infancy discers,

Knowledge is born with babes before-they leam;

Ere they can speak, they find so many ways _ ,,

To serve ‘;heir turn, and see more arts thas
ays ¢

Before their thoughts they plainly can express,

The words and things they know are o

‘Which Nature only, and no art céuld find,

But what she taught before, she call’d to mind.. -

These to his sons (as Xenophon records)

Ofthe great Cyrus were the dying words ;

‘ Fear not when I depart (nor therefore mourn)

I shall be no where, or to nothing turn:

That soul, which gave me life, was seen by nooe, /,

Yet by the actions it design’d, was known ; ’

And though its flight no mortal eye shall see,

Yet know, for ever it the same shall be.

That soul, which can immertal glory give,

To her own virtues must for ever live. >

Can you believe, that man’s all-knowing mind

Can to a mortal body be confin’d ?

Though a foul foolish prison her immure

On Earth, she (when eccap’d) is wise and pure.

Man’s body, when dissolv'd, is but the same 7

With beasts, and must return from whence it

came;
But whence into our bodies reason flows,
None sees it, when it comes, or where it goes
Nothing resembles death so much assleep, |
Yetthenour minds themselves from slombeérs keep; . .
When from their fleshly bondage they are fres,
Then what divine and future things they see!
Which makes it most apparent whence they are,
And what they shall bereafter be, declare.’’
This noble speech the dying Cyrus made. @~
Me, Scipio, shall no argument
Thy grandsire, and his brother, to whom Fame
Gave, from two conquer’d paits o’ th’ world, their

name,

Nor thy great grandsire, nor thy father Paul,
Who fell at Canne against Hannibal; 1 2>
Nor T (for ’tis permitted to the ag’d
To boast their actions) had o oft engag’d
In battles, and in pleadings, had we thought,
That only Eame our virtuous actions bought ;
*Twere better in soft pleasure and repose =
[nglotiously our peaceful eyes te close:
Some high assurance hath possat my mind,
After my desth an bappier Life to find.
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Daless our souls from the immortals came,
‘What end bave we to seek immortal fame? ;43 -
All virtuous spirits some such hope attends,
‘Therefore the wise his days with pleasure ends.
The foolish and short-sighted die with fear,
That they go no-where, or they know not

‘The wise and virtuous soul, with clearer eyes,~
Before she parts, some happy port descries.
My friends, your fathers I shall surely see
Nor only those I lov’d, or who lov’d me ;

But such as before ours did end their days
Ofwhom we .heor, and read, and write }hfir

praise.

‘This I believe : for were I on my way,

None should persuade me to return, or stay :
Should some god tell me, that I should be born,
And cry again, his offer I would scorn ;

Asham'd, when I have ended well my race, 5”°
To be led back to my first starting-place.

And since with life we are more griev’d than joy'd,
‘We should be either satisfy’d or cloy’d:

Yet will I not my length of days deplore, .
As many wise and learn’d have done befure; ;
Nor can I think such lifé in vain is lent,

Which for our country and our friends is spent.
Hence from an inn, not from my home I pass,
Since Nature meant us bere no dwell'ng-place.
Happy when [, from this tormoil set free, ™
Fhat peaceful and divine assembly see :

o
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Not only those [ nam'd I there shall greet,
But my own gallant, virtuous Cato meet.
Nor did I weep, when [ to ashes tarn’d

His belovd body, who should mine have bmn'd. * *

Iin my thoughts beheld bis soul ascend,
Wherehis fixt hopes our interview attend :

.| Then cease to wonder that I feel no grief

From age, which is of my delights the chief.
My hopes, if this assurance hath deceiv'd,
(That I man’s soul immortal havc believ'd)
And if I err, vo power shall dispossess

My thoughts of that expectad bappiness :
Though some minute philosophers pretend,
That with our days our pains and pleasures end.
If it be 80, | hold the safer side,

For none ef them my errour shall deride;
And if hereafter no rewards appear,

Yet virtue hath itself rewarded here.

If those, who this opinion have despis’d,

And their whole life to pleasure sacrificd,
Should feel their errour, they, when undeceiv'd,
Too late will wish, that me they had believd.
If souls no immortality obtain,

’Tis fit our bodies should be out of pain.

The same uneasiness which every thing

Gives to our nature, life must also bring.
Good acts, if long, seem tedious ; so is age,
Acting too long upen this Earth, her stage,
Thus much for age, to which when you arrive,
Thet joy to you, which it gives me, 'twill give.





