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METAMORPHOSES.

QO T
Tranflated by Mr. TATE and Mr.STONESTREET.

The Story of MEDEA and Jason.

NN HE Argonauts now flemm’d the foaming

g Tide,

é{;; i i:ﬁ;}: And to Areadia’s Shore their Courfe ap-

SEALINE) Where fightlefs Phineus {pent his Age in
Grief,

But Boreas’ Sons engage in his Relief;

And thofe unwelcome Guefts, the odious Race
Of Harpyes, from the Monarch’s Table chafe.
With Fafon then they greater Toils fuftain,
And Phafis’ flimy Banks at 1aft they gain.
Here beldly they demand the Golden Prize
Of Scythia’s King, who fternly thus replies;

Vour. II, B That



That mighty Labours they muft firft o’ercome,

- Or fail their A4rgo thence unfreighted home.

Mean-while Medea {eiz’d with fierce Defire,
By Reafon ftrives to quench the raging Fire;

® Ovip’s Metamorpholes. ~ Book VAL

But ftrives in vain !---Some God (fhe {aid) withftands,

And Reafon’s bafled Council eountermands.
‘What unfeen Pow’r does this Diforder move ?

’Tis Love,---at leaft ’tis like, what Men call Love.
Elfe wherefore thou’d the King’s Commands appear
To me too hard ?---But {o indeed they are.

Why fhou’d I for a Stranger fear, left he

Shou’d perith, whom I did but lately fee ?

His Death, or Safety, what are they to me?
Wretch, from thy Virgin-Breaft this Flame expel,
And foon---Oh cow’d I, all won’d then be well!
But Love, refiftlefs Love, my Soul invades ;
Difcretion this, Affeion that perfuades.

I fee.the Right, and I approve it too,

‘Condemn the Wrong,---and yet the Wrong purfue.
Why, royal Maid, fhou’dft thou defire to wed

A Wanderer, and court a foreign Bed ?

Thy native Land, tho’ barb’rous, can prefent

A Bridegroom worth a royal Bride’s Content-:

And whether this Advent’rer lives, or dies,

In Fate, and Fortune’s fickle Pleafure lies.

Yet may he live! for to the Pow’rs above,

A Virgin, led by no Impulfe of Love,

So juft a Suit may, for the Guiltlefs, move.

Whom wou’d not 7z/on’s Valour, Youth and Blood
Invite? or cou’d thefe Merits be withftood,

Atleaft his charming Perfon muft incline

“The hardeft Heart----I’m fure ’tis fo with mine?!

[
S

.Yet;



Book VII.  Ovip’s Metamorpbofes. 3
Yet, if Thelp him not, the flaming Breath it
Of Bulls, and Earth-born Foes,. muft be his Death.
Or, fhould he through thefe Dangers force his way;
At laft he muft be made the Dragon’s Prey.
If no Remorfe for fuch Diftrefs I feel,
I am a Tigrefs, and my Breaft is Steel.
Why do I {cruple then to fee him flain,
And with the tragick Scene my Eyes prophane ¥
My Magick’s Art employ, not to afiwage
The Sawvages, but to enflame their Rage?
His Earth-born Foes to fiercer Fury move,
And acceflary to his Murder prove.? :
The Gods forbid---But Pray’rs are idle Breathy
. When A&ion‘only can prevent his Death,
Shall I betray my Father, and the State,
To intercept a rambling Hero’s Fate;
Who may fail off next Hour, and fav’d from Harms
By my Affiftance, blefs another’s Arms ;
Whilft I, not only of my Hopes bereft,
But to unpity’d Punifhment am left.
If he is falfe, let the Ingrateful bleed!
But no {uch Symptom in his Looks I read.
Nature wouw’d ne’er have lavifh’d fo much Grace
Upon his Perfon, if his Soul were bafe.
Befides, he firft fhall plight his F aith, and fwear
By all the Gods ; what therefore can’ft thou fear ?
Medea hafte, from Danger fet him free,
Fafon fhall thy eternal Debtor be.
And thou his Queen, with fov’reign State enﬁ'tll’d
By Grecian Dames the Kind Preflerver call’d.
' Hence idle Dreams, by Love-fick Fancy bred!

Wilt thou, Medea, by vain Withes led,
B2 To



%4 Ovip’s Metamorphofes.  Book VII.

To Sifter, Brother, Father, bid adicu?

Yorfake thy Country’s Gods, and Country too ?
My Father’s harfh, my Brother buta Child,

My Sifter rivals me, my Country’s wild ;

And for its Gods, the greateft of ’em all

Infpires my Breaft, and I obey his Call.

"That great Endearments I forfake, is true,

But greater far the Hopes that I purfue :

"The Pride of havinz fav’d the Youths of Greeez,
{Each Life amore precious than our Golden Fleece ;)
"A nobler Soil by me fhall be pofleft,

I fhall fee Towns with Arts and Manners bleft ;
And, what I prize above the World befide,

Enjoy my Fafon---and when once his Bride, g
Be morethan mortal, and to Gods ally’d.

"T'hey talk of Flazards I muft firft fuftain,

Of floating Iflands juftling in the Main ;

Our tender Barque expos’d to dreadful Shocks

Of fierce Charybdis’ Gulf, and Scylla’s Rocks,
Where breaking Waves in whirling Eddies rowl,
And rav’nous Dogs that in deep Caverns howl:
Amidft thefe Terrors, while I Iye pofleft

Of him I love, and lean on Fa/on’s Breaft,

In Tempefts unconcern’d I will appear,

Or, only for my Hulband’s Safety fear.

Didft thou fay Hufband ?---canft thou fo deceive
Thy{clf fond Maid, and thy own Cheat believe ?
In vain thou itriv’ft to varnifh o’er thy Shame,
And grace thy Guilt with Wedlock’s {acred Name.
Pull oﬂ‘ the toz’ning Mafque, and oh! in time
Difcover and avoid the fatal Crime.

Ske



Book VIL. Ovin's Metamorphofis. L

She ceas’d---the Graces now, with kind Surprize,
And Virtue’s fovely Train, before her Eyes %
Prefent themfelves, and vanquifh’d Cupid flies.

She then retires to Fecare’s Shrine, that flood
Far in the Covert of a fhady Wood :
She finds the Fury of her Flames afluag’d,
But, feeing Fafon there, again they rag’d.
Bluthes and Palenefs did by Turns invade
Her tender Cheeks, and fecret Grief betray’d.
As Fire, that fleeping under Afhes lyes,
Frefh-blown, and rouz’d, does up in Blazes rife,
So flam’d the Virgin’s Breaft---
New kindled by her Lover’s fparkling Eyes.
For Chance, that Day, had with uncommon Grace
Adorrn’d the lovely Youth, and throagh his Face
Difplay’d an Air {o pleafing as might charm
A Goddefs, and a Veftal’s Bofom warm.
Her ravifh’d Eyes furvey him o’er and o’er,
As fome gay Wonder never feen before ;
Tranf{ported to the Skies fhe feems to be,
And thinks fhe gazes on a Deity.
But when he {poke, and preft her trembling Hand,
And did with tender Words her Aid demand,
With Vows, and Oaths to make her {foon his Bride,
She wept a Flood of Tears, and thus reply’d ;
I {ee my Error, yet to Ruin move,
Nor owe my Fate to Ignorance, but Love:
Your Life I'll guard, and only crave of you
To fwear once more---and to your Oath be true.
He {wears by Hecate he would all fulfl,
And by her Grandfather’s prophetick Skill,
By ev’ry thing that doubting Love coun’d prefs,
His prefent Danger, and defir’d Succef,

B 3 Sig



6 Ovin’s Metamorpkofes.  Book V 1.

~ She credits him, and kindly does produce
Enchanted Herbs, and.teaches him their Ufe :
Their myftick Names, and Virtues he admires,

And with his Booty joyfully retires.

The Dyagon’s Teeth transform’d to Men.

Impatient for the Wonders of the Day,
Aunrora drives the loit’ring Stars away.

Now Mars’s Mount the prefling People fill,
The Crowd below, the Nobles crown the Hill ;
The King himfelf high-thron’d above the reft,.
With iv’ry Scepter, -and in Purple dreft.

Forthwith the brafs-hoof’d Bulls are fet at large,
Whofe furious Noftrils fulph’rous Flame difcharge: :
The blafted Herbage by their Breath expires;

As Forges rumble with exceflive Fires,

And Furnaces with fiercer Fury glow,

‘When Water on the panting Mafs ye throw ;

With fuch a Noife, from their convulfive Breaft,
Thro’ bellowing Throats, - the firuggling Vapour preft.

Yet jafm marches up without Concern,

While on th’ advent’rous Youth the Monfters turn.

Their glaring Eyes, and, eager to engage,

Brandifh their Steel-tipt Horns in threat’ning Rage :

With brazen Hoofs they beat the Ground, and choak

The ambient Air with, Clouds of Duft and Smoak :

Each gazing Grecian for his Champion fhakes,

While bold Advances he fecurely makes

Thro’ findging Blafts ; fuch Wonders Magick Art

Can work, when Love confpires, and plays his Part,

The paflive Savages like Statues ftand,

While he their Dew—laps firoaks Wlth {foothing Hand ;
To



Book VIIL Ovip’s Metamorphofes. i

To unknown Yokes their brawny Necks they yield,

And, like tame Oxen, plow the wond’ring Field.

The Colchians ftare ; the Grecians thout, and raife

Their Champion’s Courage with infpiring Pr a1{'e.
Embolden’d now, on freth Attempts he goes,

With Serpent’s Teeth the fertile Furrows fows 3

The Glebe, fermenting with inchanted Juice,

Makes the Snake’s Teeth a human Crop produce.

For as an Infan¢, Pris’ner to the Womb,

. Contented {leeps, 'till to Perfe&tion come,

Then does the Cell’s obfcure Confinement {corn,

He tofles, throbs, and prefles to be born ;

So from the lab’tring Earth no fingle Bitth,

But a whole T'roop of lufty Youths rufh for th;

And, what’s more ftrange, with'martial Fury warm d

And for Encounter all compleatly arm’d 3

In Rank and File, as they were fow’d, they ftand,

Impatient for the Signal of Command.

No Foe but the Emonian Youth appears;

At him they level their Steel-pointed Spears ; .

His frighted Friends, who triumph’d juft before, -

With Peals of Sighs his defp’rate'Cafe deplore :-

And where fuch hardy Warriors are'afraid,

What muft-the tender, andenamour’d'Maid ?

Her Spirits fink, the Blood her Cheek ‘forfook-;:

She fears, who for his Safety undertook :

She knew the Virtue of the Spells fhe gave,

She knew the Force, and knew her Lover brave s:

But what’s a fingle Champion to an Hoft?

Yet {corning thus to {fee him tamely loft, -

Her ftrong Referve of fecret Arts fhe brings,

And laft, her never-failing Song fhe fings. .

Py Wonders



8  Ovi’s Metamorphofes.  Book VII

Wonders enfue ; among his gazing Foes

Themafly Fragment of 2 Rock he throws ;

'This Charm in civil War engag’d them all ;

By mutual Wounds thofe Earth-born Brothers fall.
The Grests, tranfported with the ftrange Suceefs,

Leap from their Seats the Congu’ror to carefs ;

Commend, and kifs, and clafp him in their Arms :

So would the kind Contriver of the Charms;

But her, who felt the tendereft Concern,

Honour condemns in {ecret Flames to burn;

Committed to a double Guard of Fame,

Aw'd by a Virgin’s, and a Princefs’ Name.

But Thoughts are free, and Fancy unconfin’d,

She kiffes, courts, and hugs him in her Mind ;

To fav’ring Pow’rs her filent Thanks fhe gives,

By whofe Indulgence her lov’d Hero lives.

Oxne Labour more remains, and, tho’ the laft,
In Danger far furmounting all the paft;
"That Enterprize by Fates in ftore was kept,
'To make the Dragon fleep that never flept,
Whofe Creft thoots dreadful Luftre ; from his Jaws
A triple Tire of forked Stings he draws,
With Fangs, and Wings of a prodigious Size :
Such was the Guardian of the Golden Prize.
Yet him, befprinkled with Zethear Dew,
The fair Inchantrefs into Slumber threw ;
And then, to fix him, thrice fhe did repeat
The Rhyme, that makes the raging Winds retreat ;
In ftormy Seas can halcyon Seafons make,
- Tuarn rapid Streams into a ftanding Lake ;
While the {oft Gueft his drowfy Eye-lids feals,
Th’ unguarded Golden Fleece the Stranger ftcals ;

' Proud



Book VII.  Ovip’s Metanorphofcs.
Proud to poffefs the Purchafe of his Toil,
Proud of his Royal Bride, the richer Spoil 5
To Sea both Prize, and Patronefs he bore,
And lands triumphant on his native Shore..

Old Esox reftor’d to Youth.

_TEmonian Matrons, who their Abfence mourn’d,
Rejoice to fee their profp’rous Sons return’d :
Rich curling Fumes of Incenfe feaft the Skies,
An Hecatomb of voted Vi&ims dies,

With gilded Horns, and Garlands on their Head,.
And all the Pomp of Death, to th’ Altar led..
Congratulating Bowls go brifkly round,.
"Triumphant Shouts in louder Mufick drown’d.
Amidft thefe Revels, why that Cloud of Care

On Fafon’s Brow? (to whom the largeft Share

Of Mirth was due)-----His. Father was not there.
A /on was abfent, once the Young and Brave,

Now crufh’d with Years, and bending to the Grave.

At laft withdrawn, and by the Crowd unfeen,
Prefling her Hand, (with ftarting Sighs between)
He fupplicates his kind, and fkilful Queen.

O Patronefs | Preferver of my Life!
(Dear when my Miftrefs, and much dearer Wife).
Your Favours to {fo vaft 2 Sum amount,
*Tis paft the Pow’r of Numbers to recounts
Or cou’d they be to Computation brought,.
"The Hiftory would a Romance be thought:
And vet, unlefs you add one Favour more,
Greater than all that you conferr’d before,
But not too hard for Love and Magick Skill,.

}_‘

Your paft are thrown away, and Fafon’s wretched ftill.
i3 The



10 OviD’s Metamorphofes.  Book Vi

The Morning of my Life is juft begun,
But my declining Father’s Race is run ;
- From my large Stock retrench the long Arrears,
And add ’em to expiring Z/on’s Years. .
Thus fpake the gen’rous Youth, and wept the reft,
Mov’d with the Piety of his Requeft,
To his ag’d Sire fuch filial Duty thown,
So diff’rent from her Treatment of her own,
But #il] endeav’ring her Remorfe to hide,
She check’d her rifing Sighs, and thus reply’d.
How cou’d the Thought of fuch inhuman Wrong
Eicape (faid fhe) from pious Fafon’s Tongue ?
Does the whole World another Jafon bear,
Whofe Life Medea can to yours prefer ?
Or cou’d I with fo dire a Change difpenfe,
Hecate will never join in that Offence :
Unjuft is the Requeft you make, and I
In Kindnefs your Petition fhall deny ;
Yet fhe that grants not what you do implore,
Shall yet effay to give her Fafon more ;
Find Means t’encreafe the Stock of Zfon’s Years,
‘Without Retrenchment of your Life’s Arrears ;
Provided that the Triple Goddefs join
A firong Confed’rate in my bold Defign.
Thus was her Enterprize refolv’d ; but #ill
Three tedious Nights are wanting to fulfil
"The circling Crefcents of th’ encreafing Moon 3
fI‘hen, in the Height of her no®urnal Noon,
Medea feals from Court; her Ankles bare,
Her Garments clofely girt, but loofe her Hair;
Thus fally’d like a folitary Sprite,
She traverfes the Terrors of the Night,



Book VIL.  Ovip’s Metamorphofes. . B
Men, Beafts, and Birds in foft Repofe they charm’d,

No boift’rous Wind the Mountain-Woods alarm’d ; -

Nor did thofe Walks of Love, the Myrtle-Trees,

Of am’rous Zephir hear the whifp’ring Breeze;

All Elements chain’d in una&ive Reft,

No Senfe but what the twinkling Stars expreft ;

To them (that only wak’d) fhe rears her Arms,

And thus commences her myfterious Charms.

She turn’d her thrice about, as oft fhe threw
On her pale Trefles the nofturnal Dew ;
Then yelling thrice a moft enormous Sound,
Her bare Knee bended on the flinty Ground,
O Night (faid the) thou Confident and Guide g
Of Secrets, fuch as Darkne{s ought to hide ;
Ve Stars and Moon, that when the Sun retires,
Support his Empire with fucceeding Fires ;
And thou, great Hecate, Friend to my Defign ;
Songs, mutt’ring Spells, your magick Forces join 3
And thou, O Earth, the Magazine that yields
TheMidnight Sorcerer Drugs ; Skies, Mountains, Fieldss
Ye wat’ry Pow’rs of Fountain, Stream, and Lake; 9.
Ye Sylvan Gods, and Gods of Night, awake, }
And gen’roufly your Parts in my Adventure take. j

Oft by your Aid fiwift Currents I have led
Thro’ wand’ring Banks, back to their Fountain Head g
Transform’d the Profpe& of the briny Deep,
Made {leeping Billows rave, and raving Billows fleep;
Made Clouds; or Sunfhine; Tempefts rife,-or fall;
And ftubborn lawlefs Winds obey my Call :
Vith mutter’d Words difarm’d the Viper’s Jaw;
Up by the Roots vaft Qaks, and Rocks con’d draw,

Al
: TAl-
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12 Ovip’s Metamorphofes.  Book VIL.

Make Forefts dance, and trembling Mountains come,
Like Malefa&ors, to receive their Doom ; }
Earth groan, and frighted Ghofts forfake their Tomb.
‘Thee, Cynthia, my refiftlefs Rhymes drew down,
When tinkling Cymbals ftrove my Voice to drown 3
Nor ftronger 77zan could their Force i uftain,

In full Career compell’d to ftop his Wain :

Nor could durora’s Virgin Blufh avail,

With pois’nous Herbs I turn’d her Rofes pale ;

The Fury of the fiery Bulls I broke, .
Their ftubborn Necks fubmitting to my Yoke ;

And when the Sons of Earth with Fury burn’d,
Their hoftile Rage upon themfelves Iturn’d;

The Brothers made with mutual Wounds to bleed,
And by their fatal Strife my Lover freed ;

And, while the Dragon flept, to diftant Greece,
Thro’ cheated Guards, convey’d the Golden Fleece.
But now to bolder A&ion I proceed,

Of fuch prevailing Juices now have need,

That wither’d Years back to their Bloom can bring,
And in dead Winter raife a fecond Spring.

And you’ll perform’t----

You will; for lo! the Stars, with fparkling Fires,
Prefage a5 bright Succefs to my Defires :

And now another happy Omen fee !

A Chariot drawn by Dragons waits for me.

With thefe laft Words fhe leaps into the Wain,
Stroaks the Snakes Necks, and thakes the Golden Rejn 3
That Signal giv’n, they mount her to the Skies,

And now beneath her fruitful Tempe lies, }
Whofe Stories fhe ranfacks, then to Crete fhe flies,
"There Oy, Pelion, Othrys, Pindus, all

To the fair Ravifher, a Booty fall ;

Ackal bl

The
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The Tribute of their Verdure the collects,
Nor proud Ofmpus® Height his Plants proteéts.
Some by the Roots fhe plucks; the tender Tops
Of others with her culling Sickle crops.
Nor could the Plunder of the Hills {uffice,
Down to the humble Vales, and Meads fhe flies £
Apidanus, Amphryfus, the next Rape
Suftain, nor could Enipeus’ Bank efcape ;
Thro’ Beebe’s Marih, and thro’ the Border rang’d
Whofe Pafture Glaucus to a Triton chang’d.

Now the Ninth Day, and Ninth fucceflive Night,
Had wonder’d at the reftlefs Rover’s Flight ;
Mean-while her Dragons, fed with no Repait,

But her exhaling Simples od’rous Blaft, : %
‘T'heir tarnifh’d Scales, and wrinkled Skins had caft,

At laft return’d before her Palace Gate,

Quitting her Chariot, on the ground the {ate, }
The Sky her only Canopy of State.

All Converfation with her Sex the fled,

Shun’d the Carefles of the Nuptial Bed :

Two Altars next of Grafly T'urf fhe rears,

This Hecate’s Name, that Yourd’s Infeription bears 3

With Foret-Boughs, and Vervain thefe fhe crown’d g

Then delves a double T'rench in lower Ground,

And fiicks a black-fleec’d Ram, that ready ftood,

And drench’d the Ditches with devoted Blood:

New Wine the pours, and Milk from th’ Udder warm,

With myftick Murmurs to compleat the Charm,

And fubterranean Deities alarm. }

T'o the ftern King of Ghofts fhe next apply’d,

And gentle Proferpine, his ravifh’d Bride,

T'hat for old AZfon with the Laws of Fate

They would difpenfe, and lengthen his fhort Date s
Thus
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Thus with repeated Pray’rs the long affails

Th’ infernal T'yrant, and at laft prevails ;.

Then calls to have decrepit .Z/on brought,

And ftupifies him with 2 fleeping Draught;

On Earth his Body, like a Corpfe, extends,

Then charges Fa/on and his waiting Friends:

To quit the Place, that no unhallow’d Eye

Into her Art’s forbidden Secrets pry.

This done, th’ Inchantrefs, with her Locks unbound',, .

About her Altars trips a frantick Round;

Piece-meal the confecrated Woods fhe {plits,

And dips the Splinters in the bloody Pits,

Then hurls ’em on the Piles ; the fleeping Sire

She luftrates thrice, with Sulphur, Water, Fire.

In a large Cauldron now the Med’cine boils, -

Compounded of her late-colleGted Spoils,

Blending into the Mefh the various Pow/’ss

Of Wonder-working Juices, Roots, and Flow’rs ; -

With Gems 1’ th’ Eaftern Ocean’s Cell refin’d,

And fuch as ebbing Tides had left behind ;

'To them the Midnight’s pearly Dew fhe flings,

A Screech-Owl’s Carcafe, and ill-boding Wings ;

Nor could the Wizard Wolf’s warm Entrails {cape,

(That Wolf who counterfeits a human Shape)

Then, from the Bottom of her conj’ring Bag,

Snakes Skins, and Liver of a long-liv’d Stag ;

Laft a Crow’s Head to fuch an Age arriv’d,

‘That he had now nine Centuries furviv’d ;

Thefe, and with thefe a thoufand more that grew

In fundry Soils, into her Pot fhe threw ;

Then with a wither’d Olive-Bough fhe rakes

The bubbling Broth; the Bough frefh Verdure takes 3
Green,
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. Green Leaves at firft the perifh’d Plant {urround,
Which ‘the next Minute with ripe Fruit were crown’d,
The foaming Jnices now the Brink o’er-fiwell ;
The barren Heath, where-€’er the Liquor fell,
Sprang out with vernal Grafs, and all the Pride
Of blooming May—When this Medea {py’d,
She cuts her Patient’s Throat: th’ exhanfted Blood
Recruiting with her new enchanted Flood ;
While at his Mouth, and thro’ his op’ning Wound,
A double Inlet her Infufion found ;
His feeble Frame refumes a youthful Air,
A glofly Brown his hoary Beard and Hair.
The meagre Palenefs from his Afpe& fled,
And in its Room {prang up a florid Red ;
Thro’ all his Limbs a youthful Vigour flies,
- His empty’d Art’ries {well with frefh Supplies : §
Gazing Spe&ators {carce believe their Byes,
But £ /on 1s the moft farpriz’d to find
A happy Change in Body and in Mind ;
In Senfe and Conftitution the fame Man,
As when his fortieth a&ive Vear began.

Bacchus, who from the Clouds this Wender view’d, ?
Medea’s Method inftantly purfu’d, }
And his indulgent Nurfe’s Youth renew’d,

The Death of Prrias.

Thus far obliging Love employ’d her Art,,
But now Revenge muft a& a tragick Part ;
Medea feigns a mortal Quarre] bred
Betwixt her, and the Partner of her Bed.
On this pretence to Pelias’ Court fhe flies,
Who languifhing with Age and Sicknefs lies :

His
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His guiltlefs Daughters, with inveigling Wiles,
And well-diflembled Friendfhip, fhe beguiles +
The ftrange Atchievements of her Art fhe tells,
With E/or’s Cure, and long on that fhe dwells,
*Till them to firm Perfwafion fhe has won,

The fame for their old Father may be done :
For him they court her to employ her Skill,
And put upon the Cure what Price fhe will.

At firft fhe’s mute, and with a grave Pretence
Of Difficulty, holds ’em in Sufpence ;

Then promifes, and bids ’em, from the Fold
Chufe out a Ram, the moft infirm and old;
That fo by Fa& their Doubts may be remov’d,
And firft on him the Operation prov’d.

A wreath-horn’d Ram is brought, fo far o’er-grown:
With Years, his Age was to that Age unknown ;
Of Senfe too dull the piercing Point to feel,
And fcarce fufficient Blood to ftain the Steel.

His Carcafe fhe into a Cauldron threw,

With Drugs whofe vital Qualities fhe knew ;

His Limbs grew lefs, he cafts his Horns, and Years,
And tender Bleatings ftrike their wond’ring Ears.
Then inftantly leaps forth a fritking Lamb,

T'hat feeks (too young to graze) a fuckling Dam..
The Sifters, thus confirm’d with the Succefs,

Her Promife with renew’d Entreaty prefs ;

To countenance the Cheat, three Nights and Days
Before Experiment th’ Inchantrefs ftays ;

Then into limpid Water, from the Springs,
Weeds, and Ingredients of no Force fhe flings ;
With antique Ceremonies for Pretence
Andrambling Rhymes without a Word of Senfe.

Mean-
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Mean-while the King with all his Guards lay bound
In Magick Sleep, fcarce that of Death {o found:
" The Daughters now are by the Sorc’refs led
Into his Chamber, and furround his Bed.
Your Father’s Health’s concern’d, and can ye ftay » °
Unnat’ral Nymphs, why this unkind Delay ?
Unfheath your Swords, difmifs his lifelefs Blood,
And I'll recruit it with a vital Flood : :
Your Father’s Life and Health 1s in your Hand,
And can ye thus like idle Gazers ftand ?
Unlefs you are of common Senfe bereft,
If yet one Spark of Piety is left,
Difpatch a Father’s Cure, and difengage
The Monarch from his toilfome Load of Age:
Come ——drench your Weapons in his putrid Gore:
T'is Charity to wound, when wounding will reftore.
Thus urg’d, the poor deluded Maids proceed, 3
Betray’d by Zeal, to an inhumane Deed,
And, in Compaflion, make a Father bleed. J
Yes, the who had the kindeft, tend’reft Heart,
Is foremoft to perform the bloody Part.
Yet, tho’ to a& the Butchery betray’d,
They could not bear to fee the Wounds they made
With Looks averted, backward they advance,
Then ftrike, and ftab, and leave the Blows to Chance,
Waking in Confternation, he eflays
(Weltring in Blood) his feeble Arms to raife :
Environ’d with fo many Swords — From whence
This barb’rous Ufage? what is my Offence?
What fatal Fury, what infernal Charm,

*Gainft a kind Father does his Daughters arm ?
Hearing his Voice, as Thunder-ftruck they ftopt
Their Refolution, and their Weapons dropt :
3 A‘IL’ { :l 2a
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Medea then the mortal Blow beftows,
And that perform’d, the tragick Scene to clofe, %
His Corpfe into the boiling Cauldron throws.

Then, dreading the Revenge that muft enfue,
High mounted on her Dragon-Coach fhe flew ;
And in her ftately Progrefs thro® the Skies, 3 ‘
Beneath her thady Pelion firt the {pies, s
With Orbrys, that above the Clouds did rife 5 J
With {kilful Chiron’s Cave, and neighb’ring Ground,
For old Cerambus’ firange Efcape renown’d ; }
By Nymphs deliver’d, when the World was drown’d; |
Who him with unexpeéted Wings {upply’d,
When delug’d Hills a fafe Retreat deny’d.
Eolian Pitans on her Left Hand
She faw, and there the ftatu’d Dragon ftand 3
With Ida’s Grove, where Bacchus, to difguife
His Son’s bold Theft, and to fecure the Prize,,
Made the floln Steer 2 Stag to reprefent ;
Cocytus’ Father’s fandy Monument ;
And Fields that held the murder’d Sire’s Remains,,
Where howling Mera frights the ftartled Plains,
Euryphilss’ high Town, with Tow’rs defac’d
By Hercules, and Matrons more difgrac’d
With {prouting Horns, in fignal Punifhment,
From Funo, or refenting Penus fent.
Then Rbodes, which Phabus did fo dearly prize,
And Fowe no lefs feverely did chaftize; - ;
For he the Wizard Native’s pois’ning Sight,
That us’d the Farmer’s hopeful Crops to blight, g
In Rage o’erwhelm’d with everlafting Night.
Cartheia’s ancient Walls come next in view,
Where once the Sire alinoft a Statue grew

With
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With Wonder, which a firange Event did move,

His Daughter turn’d into a Turtle-Dove.

Then Hyrie's Lake, and Temp?’s Field o’er-ram,

Fam’d for the Boy who there became a Swan; _

For there enamour’d Phylius, like a Slave, ,

Perform’d what Tafks his Paramour would crave,

For Prefents he had Mountain-Vultures caught,

And from the Defart a tame Lion brought;

Then a wild Bull commanded to fubdue,

The conquer’d Savage by the Horns he drew s

But, mock’d fo oft, the Treatment he difdains,

And from the craving Boy this Prize detains.

Then thus in Choler the refenting Lad ;

Won’t you deliver him ?—You’ll with you had;

Nor fooner faid, bat, in a peevifh Mood,

Leapt from the Precipice on which he ftood : Ve

The Standers-by were ftruck with frefh Surprize, . Y

Inftead of falling, to behold him rife

A fnowy Swan, and foaring to the Skies.
But dearly the rath Prank hisMother coft,

Who ignorantly gave her Son for loft;

For his Misfortune wept, till {he became

A Lake, and fiill renown’d with Hyrie’s Name.
Thence to Latona’s Hle, where once were {een,

Transform’d to Birds, a Monarch, and bis Queen.

Far off fhe faw how old Cephifus mourn’d

His Son, into a Secele by Phazbus turn’d ;

And where, aftonifh’d at a ftranger Sight,

EBumelus gaz’d on his wing’d Daughter’s Flight.
Aitolian Plewron The did mext {urvey, '

Where Sons a Mother’s Murder did efiay, %

But fudden Plumes the Matron bore away. i

n
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On her Right Hand, Cyllene, a fair Soil, S
Fair, *till Menephron there the beauteous Hill §
Attempted with foul Inceft to defile.
Her barnefs’d Dragons now dire& fhe drives
For Carinth, and at Corinth fhe arrives ;
Where, if what old Tradition tells, be true,
“In former Ages Men from Mufhrooms grew.
But here Medea finds her Bed fupply’d,
During her Abfence, by another Bride ;
And hopelefs to recover her loft Game,
She fets both Bride and Palace in a Flame.
Nor could a Rival’s Death her Wrath affwage,
Nor ftopt at Creon’s Family her Rage:
She murders her own Infants, in Defpight
To faithlefs Fa/on, and in Fafion's Sight ;
Yet e’er his Sword could reach her, up fhe fprings,
Securely mounted on her Dragon’s Wings,

The Story of Acrus.

From hence to 4thens fhe direfts her F light,,
Where Phineus, fo renown’d for doing Right
Where Periphas, and Polyphemon’s Neece,
Soaring with fudden Plumes amaz’d the Towns of Greeces
Here Zgeus {o engaging fhe addreft,
That firft he treats her like 2 Royal Gueft;
Then takes the Sorc’refs for his wedded Wife :
The only Blemifh of his prudent Life.
Mean-while his Son, from A&ions of Renown,
Arrives at Court, but to his Sire unknown,
Medea, to difpatch a dang’rous Heir,
(She knew him) did a pois’nous Draught prepare ;
Drawn
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Drawn from a Drug, was long referv’d in ftore
For defp’rate Ufes, from the Scythian Shore;
That from the Echydnezan Monfter’s jaws
Deriv’d its Origin, and this the Caufe.
Thro’ a dark Cave a craggy Paflage lies,
To ours, afcending from the nether Skies; ;
Thro’ which, by Strength of Hand, 4/cides drew
Chain’d Cerberus, who lagg’d, and reftive grew, E
With his blear’d Eyes our brighter Day to view.
Thrice he repeated his enormous Yell,
With which he {cares the Ghofts, and ftartles Hell ;
At laft outrageous (tho’ compell’dto yield)
He fheds his Foam in Fury on the Field ;
Which, with its own, and Ranknefs of the Ground,
Produc’d a Weed, by Sorcerers renown’d, }
The ftrongeft Conftitution to confound ;
Call’d Aconite, becaufe it can unlock
All Bars, and force its Paffage thro’ a Rock.
The pious Father, by her Wheedles won,
Prefents this deadly Potion to his Son ; '
Who, with the fame Affurance takes the Cup,
And to the Monarch’s Health had drankit up,
But in the very Inftant he apply’d
The Goblet to his Lips, old Zigeus {py’d }
The iv’ry hilted Sword that grac’d his Side.
"That certain Signal of his Son he knew,
Ard fnatch’d the Bowl away ; the Sword he drew,
Refolv’d, for fuch a Son’s endanger’d Life,
To facrifice the moft perfidious Wife.
Revenge is {wift, but her more aftive Charms
A Whirlwind rais’d, that fnatch’d her from his Arms.
While

(%3
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‘While conjur’d Clouds their bafiled Senfe furprize,
She vanifhes from their deluded Eyes,
And thro’ the Hurricane triumphant flies. }
~ The gen’rous King, altho’ o’er-joy’d to find
His Son was fafe, yet bearing ftill in mind . }
"The Mifchief by his treach’rous Queen defign’d ;
The Horrour of the Deed, and then how near
"The Danger drew, he ftands congeal’d with Fear,
But {oon that Fear into Devotion turns,
With grateful Incenfe ev’ry Altar burns ;
Proud Vi&ims, and unconicious of their Fate,
Stalk to the Temple, there to die in fiate.
In Aihens never had a Day beex found
For Mirth, like that grand Feftival, renown’d.
Promifcuoudly the Peers and People dine;
Promifcuoudly their thankful Voices join
In Songs of Wit, fublim’d by fpritely Wine.
“To lift'ning Spheres their joint Applaufe they raife,
And thus refound their matchlefs 7%¢/eus’ Praife.
Great Thefens ! Thee the Marathonian Plain
Admires, and wears with Pride the noble Stain }
Of the dire Monfter’s Blood, by valiant 7 hefeus {lain.
That now Cromyon’s Swains in fafety fow,
And reap their fertile Field, to Thee they owe.
By Thee th’ infefted Epidaurian Coalt
Was clear’d, and now can a free Commerce boatft.
“The Traveller his Journey can purfue,
With Pleafure the late dreadful Valley view, ' }
And cry, Here Thefeus the grand Robber flew.
€ephyfus’ Flood cries to his refcu’d Shore,
The mercilefs Procruffes 1s no more.
In Peace, Eleufis, Ceres’ Rites renew,
Since T hefeus’ Sword the fierce Cercyon {lew.
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By him the Tort’rer. Siuis was deftroy’d, :
Of Strength (but Strength to barb’rous Ufe employ’d)
That Tops of talleft Pines to Earth could bend,

And thus in Pieces wretched Captives rend.

Inhuman S¢yroz now has breath’d his laft,

And now Alcatho’s Roads fecurely paft;

By Thejens flain, and thrown into the Deep:
But Earth nor Sea his fcatter’d Bones wou’d keep,
Which, after floating long, a Rock became,
Still infamous with Seyron’s hated Name.

When Fame to count thy A&s and Years proceeds,
Thy Years éppear,but Cyphers to thy Deeds.

For Thee, brave Youth, as for our Common-wealth,
We pray ; and drink, in yours, the Publick Health.
Your Praife the Senate, and Plebeians fing, ]

Vith your lov’d Name the Court, and Cottage ring.
You make our Shepherds and our Sailors glad,

And not a Houfe in this vaft. City’s fad. <

But mortal Blifs will never come fincere,
Pleafure may lead, but Grief brings up the Rear
While for his Son’s Arrival, rev’ling Joy
_/Egez;:, and all his Subjeés does employ;
While they for only coftly Feafts prepare,
His neighb’ring Monarch, Minos, threatens War :
Weak in Land-Forces, nor by Sea more ftrong,
But pow’rful in a deep refented Wrong
For a Son’s Murder, arm’d.with pious Rage ;
Yet prudently before he would engage,
To raife Auxiliaries refolv’d to fail,
And with the pow’rful Princes to prevail,

Firlk Anaphe, then proud Afypalza gains,
By Prefents that, and this by Threats obtains

Low-
4
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Low Mjycone, Cymolus, chalky Soil,
- Tall Cythnos, Scyros, flat Seriphos’ Ile ;

Paros, with marble Cliffs afar difplay’d ;
Impregnable Sithonia 5 yet betray’d }
To a weak Foe by a2 Gold-admiring Maid,

Who, chang’d into a Daw of {able Hue,
Still hoards .up Gold, and hides it from the View.
But as thefe Iflands chearfully combine,
Others refufe t’embark in his Defign.
Now Leftward with an eafy Sail he bore,
And profp’rous Paflage to OEnspia’s Shore ;
OEnopia once, but now Zgina call’d,
And with his Royal Mother’s Name inftall’d
By AZacus, under whofe Reign did {pring
"The Myrmidons, and now their reigning King.
Down to the Port, amidft the Rabble, run
The Princes of the Blood; with Telamon, §
Peleus the next, and Phocus the third Son :
Then AZacus, altho’ oppreft with Years,
- To afk the Caufe of their Approach appears.
That Queftion does the Grofiar’s Grief renew,
And Sighs from his afflited Bofom drew ;
Yet after a fhort folemn Refpite made,
The Ruler of the hundred Cities faid 3
Afi:ft our Arms, rais’d for a murder’d Son,
In this religious War no Rifque you’ll run :
Revenge the Dead — for who refufe to give
Reft to their Urns, unworthy are to live.
What you requeft, thus Facus replies,
Not I, but Truth and common Faith denjes :
Athens and we have long been fworn Allies - %
Our Leagues are fix’d, confed’rate are our Pow’rs,
And who declare themfelves Their Foes, are Ours.

Minos
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Minos rejoins, Your League thall dearly coft §
(Yet, mindful how much fafer ’twas to boatt,

Than there to wafte his Forces, and his Fame,
Before in Field with his grand Foe he came)

Parts without Blows —— Nor long had left the Shore,
E’re into Port another Navy bore,

With Cephalus, and all his jolly Crew ;

Th®> Zacides their old Acquaintance knew :.

The Princes bid him welcomeé, and in State
Condu& the Hero to their Palace Gate ;

Who ent’ring, feem’d the charming Mein to wear,
As when in Youth he paid his Vifit there. i
In his. Right Hand an Olive-Branch he holds,

And, Salutation paft, the Chief uniolds

His Embafly from the Athenian State, -

‘Their mutual Friendfhip, Leagues of ancient Date ;
Their common Danger, ev'ry thing con’d wake
Concern, and his Addrefs {uccelsful make :
Strength’ning his Plea with all the Charms of Senfe,
And thofe, with all the Charms of Eloquence.

Then thus the King : Like Suitors do you ftand
For that Afliftance which you may command ?
Athenians, all our lifted Forces ufe,

(They’re fuch as no bold Service will refufe ;)

And when y’ave drawn them off, the Gods be prais’d,
Frefh Legions can within our Ifle be rais’d :
So ftock’d with People, that we can prepare
Both for domeftic, and for diftant War,
Qurs, or our Friends Infulters to chaftize.

Long may ye flourith thus, the Prince replies.
Strange Tranfport {eiz’d me as I pafs’d along,
‘"o meet {o many Troops, and all fo young,

Vor. IL. C As
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As if your Army did of T'wins confift ;

Yet amongft them my late Acquaintance mifs’d :

Ev’n all that to your Palace did refort,

‘When firft you entertain’d me at your Court ;

And cannot guefs the Caufe from whence cou’d fpring

So vaft a Change—Then thus the fighing King :
Uluftrious Gueft, to my ftrange Tale attend,

Of fad Beginning, but a joyful End :. ‘

The whole to a vaft Hiftory wou’d fwell,

1 fhall but half, and that confus’dly, tell.

That Race whom fo deferv’dly you admir’d,

Are all into their filent Tombs retir’d ;

They fell ; and falling, how they fhook my State,

"Thought may conceive, but Words can ne’er relate.

The Story of Ants chang’d to Men.

By Mr..STONESTREET.

A dreadful Plague from angry Funo came,
To fcourge the Land, that bore her Rival’s Name ;
Before her fatal Anger was reveal’d,
And teeming Malice lay as yet conceal’d,
All Remedies we try, all Med’cinés ufe,
Which Nature cou’d fupply, or Art produce;
'Th’ unconquer’d Foe derides the vain Defign,
And Art, and Nature foil’d, declare the Caufe Divine,
At firft we only felt th’ oppreflive Weight
Of gloomy Clouds, then teeming with our Fate, }
And lab’ring to difcharge unaflive Heat :

But €’re four Moons alternate Changes knew, i
With deadly Blafts the fatal Sowth-avind blew, %
Infetted all the Air, and poifon’d as it flew. -

Qur
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Our Fountains too a dire InfeGtion yield,
For Crowds of Vipers creep along the Field,
And with polluted Gore, and baneful Steams,
"Taint all the Lakes, and venom all the Streams.
The young Difeafe with milder Force began,
And rag’d on Birds, and Beafls, excufing Man.
The lab’ring Oxen fall before the'Plow,
Th’ unhappy Plow-men ftare, and wonder how :
"The tabid Sheep, with fickly Bleatings, pines ;
Its Wool decreafing, as its Strength declines:
'The Warlike Steed, by inward Foes compell’d,
Negle@s his Honours, and deferts the Field ;
Unnerv’d, and languid, feeks a bafe Retreat, -
And at the Manger groans, but wifh’d a nobler Fate :
The Stags forget their Speed, the Boars their Rage,
Nor can the Bears the ftronger Herds engage :
A gen’ral Faintnefs does invade ’em all,
And in the Woods, and Fields, promifcuouily they fall,
The Air receives the Stench, and (ftrange to {ay)
The rav’nous Birds and Beafts avoid the Prey:
Th’ offenfive Bodies rot upon the Ground,
And fpread the dire Contagion all around.
But now the Plague, grown to a larger Size,
Riots on Man, and fcorns a meaner Prize.
Intefline Heats begin the CiviliWar, :
And Flufhings firft the latent Flame declare, }
And Breath infpir’d, which feem’d like fiery Air.

Their black dry Tongues are {fwell’d, and {carce can
move, -

And fhort thick Sighs from panting Lungs are drove.

They gape for Air, with flatt’ring Hopes t’abate

"Their raging Flames, but that augments their Heat.
Cz No
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No Bed, no Cov’ring can the Wretches bear,
But on the Ground, expos’d to open Air, %
"They lye, and hope to find a pleafing Coolnefs there.
The fuff’ring Earth, with that Oppreflion curft,
Returns the Heat which they imparted firft.

In vain Phyficians would beftow their Aid,

Vain all their Art, and ufelefs all their Trade;
And they, ev’n they, who fleeting Life recall,
Feel the fame Pow’rs, and undiftinguifh’d fall.
If any proves fo daring to attend

His fick Companion, or his darling Fiiend,

Th’ officious Wretch fucks in contagious Breath,
- And with his Friend does {ympathize in Death.

And now the Care and Hopes of Life arc paft,
"They pleafe their Fancies, .and indulge their Tafte ;
At Brooks and Streams, regardlefs of their Shame,
Each Sex, promifcuons, ftrives to quench their Flame ;
Nor do they flrive in vain to quench it there,

For Thirft, -and Life at once extinguifh’d are.
"Thus in the Brooks the dying Bodies fink,
But heedlefs ftill the rafh Survivors drink.
So much uneafy Down the Wretches hate,
They flystheir Beds, to ftruggle with their Fate ;
But if decaying Strength forbids to rife,
‘The Viciim crawls and rouls, ’till on the Ground he lies.
\?\ach fhuns his Bed, as each wou’d fhun his Tomb,
And thinks th’ InfeGion only lodg’d at home.

Here one, with fainting Steps, does flowly creep
O’er Heaps of Dead, and ftrait augments the Heap ;
Another, while his Strength ‘and Tongue prevail’d,

Bewails his Friend, and falls himfelf bewail’d :

Y

This
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This with imploring Looks furveys the Skies,

The laft dear Office of his clofing Eyes, %
But finds the Heav’ns implacable, and dies.

What now, ah! what employ’d my troubled Mind
But only Hopes my Subjets Fate to find. '
What Place foe’er my weeping Eyes furvey,

There in lamented Heaps the Vulgar lay ;. ;
As Acorns {catter when the Winds prevail,
Or mellow Fruit from fhaken Branches fall..

You fee that Dome which rears its Front fo high=
"Tis facred to the Monarch of the Sky = od
How many there, with unregarded Tears,

And fruitlefs Vows, fent up {uccelslefs Pray’rs?
There Fathers for expiring Sons implor’d,
And there the Wife bewail’d her gafping Lord ;

With pious Off rings they’d appeafe the Skies, z
But they, e’re yet th” attoning Vapours rife, S
Before the Altars fall, them{elves a Sacrifice:

They fall, while yet their Hands the Gums contain,
The Gums furviving, but their Off’rers {lain.

The deftin’d Ox, with holy Garlands crown’d,
Prevents the Blow, and feels th’ expeted Wound ¢
When I my felf invok’d the Pow’rs Divine,

To drive the fatal Peft from Me and Mine ;
When now the Prieft with Hands uplifted flood;
Prepar’d to ftrike, and fhed the {acred Blood,
The Gods themfelves the mortal Stroke beftow,
The Vi&im falls, but T'hey impart the Blow:
Scarce was the Knife with the pale Purple ftain’d, .
And no Prefages cow’d be then obtain’d, %
From putrid Entrails, where th’ Infeftion reign’d.

€3 Death
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Death ftalk’d around with fuch refiftlefs Sway, o
- The Temples of the Gods his Foree obey,
And Suppliants feel his Stroke, while yet they pray. J
Go now, faid he, your Deities implore _
For fruitlefs Aid, for I defie their Pow’r,
. Then with a curft malicious Joy furvey’d
The very Altars, ftain’d with Trophies of the Dead.
The reft grown mad, and frantick with Defpair,
Urge their own Fate, and {o prevent the Fear.
Strange Madnefs that, when Death purfu’d {o faft,
I” anticipate the Blow with impious Hafte.
No decent Honours to their Urns are paid,
Nor cou’d the Graves receive the num’rous Dead 3
For, or they lay unbury’d on the Ground,
Or unadorn’d a needy Fun’ral found :
All Rev’rence paft, the fainting Wretches fight
For Fun’ral Piles'which were another’s Right.
Unmourn’d they fall: for, who furviv’d to mourn ?
And Sires, and Mothers unlamerited burn :
Parents, and Sons faftain an equal Fate,
And wand’ring Ghofts their kindred Shadows nieet,
The Dead a larger Space of Ground require,
Nor are the Trees fufficient for the Fire.
Defpairing under Grief’s oppreffive Weight,
And funk by thefe tempeftuous Blafts of Fate,
O Fove, faid 1, if common F ame fays true,
If e’er Zgina gave thofe Joys to you,
If ¢’er you lay enclos’d in her Embrace,
Fond of her Charms, and eager to poflefs ;
O Father, if you do not yet difclaim
Paternal Care, nor yet difown the Name;
Grant
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Grant my Petitions, and with Speed reftore

My Subje&s num’rous as they were before,

Or make me Partner of the Fate they bore.

I fpoke, and glorious Lightning fhone around,
And rattling Thunder gavea profp’rous Sound ;
So let it be, and may thefe Omens prove

A Pledge, faid I, of your returning Love.

By chance a rev’rend Oak was near the Place,

Sacred to Fowe, and of Dodona’s Race,

Where frugal Ants laid up their Winter Meat,

Whofe little Bodies bear a mighty Weight:

We faw them march along and hide their Store,

And much admir’d their Number, and their Pow’r ; %
Admir’d at firft, but after envy’d more.

Full of Amazement, thus to Fowve I pray’d,

O grant, fince thus my Subjefs are decay’d, %
As many Subje@s to fupply the Dead.

I pray’d, and ftrange Convulfions mov’d the Oak,
Which murmur’d, tho’ by ambient Winds unfhook :
My trembling Hands, and fiff-ereGted Hair,
Expreft all Tokens of uncommon Fear ;

Yet both the Earth and facred Oak I kift,

And fcarce cow’d hope, yet ftill I hop’d the beft ;

For Wretches, whatfoe’er the Fates divine,

Expound all Omens to their own Defign.

But now ’twas Night, when ev’n Diftraltion wears
A pleafing Look, and Dreams beguile our Cares.
Lo! the fame Oak appears before my Eyes,

Nor alter’d in his Shape, nor former Size;
As many Ants the num’rous Branches bear,
The fame their Labour, and their frugal Care;
The Branches too a like Commotion found,
And thook th’ induftrious Creatures on the Ground,
C 4 Who,
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Who, by degrees (what’s fcarce to be beli’ev"d):
A nobler Form, and larger Bulk receiv’d,

And on the Earth walk’d an unufual Pace,.
With manly Strides, and an ere@ed Face;
‘Their num’rous Legs, and former Colour loft,
The Infeéts con’d a Human Figure boaft.

And to the unperforming Gods comphm

And call their Promife, and Pretences, vain.

Yet in my Court T heard the murm’ ring Voice

Of Strangers, and a mixt uncommon Noife:

But I fufpe@ed all was ftill a Dream,

"Till Telamon to my Apartment came,

Op’ning the Door with an impetuous Hafte,

O come, faid he, and'fee your Faith and Hopes furpaﬁ v
I follow, and,. confus’d with Wonder, view

"Thofe fhapes which my Prefaging Slumbers drew :

I faw, and own’d, and call’d them Subjets ; they
Confeft my Pow’r, fubmiffive to my Sway.

'To Fowe, Reftorer of my Race decay’d,

My Vows were firlh with due Oblations paid;

I then divide with animpartial Hand

My empty City, and my ruin’d Land,

To give the New-born Youth an equal Share,

And call them Myrmidons, from what they were.

You faw their Perfons, and they ftill retain

The Thrift of Ants, though now transform’d to Men,
A frugal People, and inur’d to Sweat,

Lab’ring to gain, and keeping what they get.

Thefe, equal both in Strength and Years, fhall join
Their willing Aid, and follow your Defign,

With the firlt Southern Gale that fhall prefent

To fill your Sails, and favour your Intent. 'The

"I wake, and waking find my ‘Cares again, %
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 Continw'd by Mr. TATE.

With {uch Difcourfe they entertain the Day ; :
The Ev’ning paft in Banquets, Sport, and Play: = @
Then, having crown’d the Night with fweet Repofe,.
Aurora (with the Wind at Eaft) arofe.. S
Now Pallas’ Sons to Cephalus vefort,. :

And Cephalus with Pallas’ Sons to Court, :

~ To the King’s Levee 5 him Sleep’s filken Chain,
And pleafing Dreams, beyond his Hour detain ;
But then the Princes of the Blood, in State,
Expe&, and meet ’em at the Palace Gate.

T'he Story of CEPHALUS and PROCRIS.

To th’ inmoft Courts the Grecian Youths were led,
And plac’d by Phocys on a Tyrian Bed ;
Who, foon obferving Cephalus to hold
A Dart of unknown Wood, but arm’d with Gold 3
None better loves (faid he) the Huntfman’s Sport,.
Or does more.often to the Woods refort;;
Yet I that Jav’lin’s Stem with Wonder view,
Too brown for Box, too fmooth a Grain for Yew.
I cannot guefs the Tree; but never Art
Did form, or Eyes behold fo fair a Dart!
The Gueit then interrupts him----"T'wou’d produce
Still greater Wonder, if you knew its Ufe.
It never fails to ftrike the Game, and then
Comes bloody back into your Hand again.
Then Phocus each Particular defires,
And th’ Author of the wond’rous Gift enquires.
To which the Owner thus, with weeping Eves,
And. Sorrow for his Wife’s fad Fate, replies :

G 5 e el
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"This Weapon here (O Prince!) can you believe

This Dart the Caufe for which T fo much grieve ?

And fhall continue to grieve on, ’till Fate

Aftord fach wretched Life no longer Date.

Would I this fatal Gift had ne’er enjoy’d,

This fatal Gift my tender Wife deftroy’d :

Procris her Name, ally’d in Charms and Blood

"T'o fair Orythia éourted by a God.

Her Father feal’d my Hopes with Rites Divine,

But firmer Love before had made her mine.

Men call’d me bleft, and bleft I was indeed.

"The fecond Month our Nuptials did fucceed :

When (as upon Hymettus’ dewy Head,

For Mountain Stags my Net betimes I {pread)

Aurara {py’d, and ravith’d me away,

With Rev’rence to the Goddefs, I maft fay,

Againlt my Will, for Procris had my Heart,

Nor wou’d her Tmage from my Thoughts depart.

At laft, in Rage fhe cry’d, Ingrateful Boy,

Go to your Procris, take your fatal Joy;

And {o difmifs’d me: Mufing, as I went,

What thofe Expreflions of the Goddefs meant,

A thoufand jealous Fears poflefs me now,

Left Procris had prophan’d her Nuptial Vow :

Her Youth and Charms did to my Fancy paint

A lewd Adult’refs, but her Life a Saint.

Yet I was abfent long, the Goddefs too

‘Taught me how far a Womin cou’d be true.

Aurora’s Treatment much Sufpicion bred ;

Befides, who truly love, ev’n Shadows dread.

I frait impatient for the Trial gréw,

What Courtflip Back’d with richelt Gifts cou’d do.

N Aurora’s
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Aurora’s Envy aided my Defign,

And lent me Features far unlike to mine.

In this Difguife to my own Houfe I came,

But all was chafte, no confcious Sign of Blame:
With thoufand Arts I fcarce Admittance found,
And then beheld her weeping on the Ground

For her loft Hufband ; hardly I retain’d

My Purpofe, fcarce the wifh’d Embrace refrain’d.
‘How charming was her Grief! Then, Phocus, guels
What killing Beauties waited on her Drefs.

Her conftant Anfwer, when my Suit I preft,
Forbear, my Lord’s dear Image guards this Breaft ;
Where-e’er he is, whatever Caufe detains,
Whoe’er has his, my Heart unmov’d remains.
What greater Proofs of Truth than thefe cou’d be ?
Yet I perfift, and urge my Deftiny.

At length, fhe found, when my own Form return’d,
Her jealous Lover there, whofe Lofs fhe mourn’d.
Enrag’d with my Safpicion, {wift as Wind,

She fled at once from me and all Mankind ;

And fo became, her Purpofe to retain,

A Nymph, and Huntrefs in Diana’s Train :
Forfaken thus, I found my Flames encreafe,
Iown’d my Folly, and I{u’d for Peace.

It was a Fault, but not of Guilt, to move

Such Punifhment, a Fault of too much Loves
Thus I retriev’d her to my longing Arms,

And many happy Days poflefs’d her Charms.
But with herfelf fhe kindly did confer,

What Gifts the Goddefs had beftow’d on her;
The fleeteft Greyhound, with thislovely Dart, .
And I of both have Wonders to impart.

Co6 Near
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Near Thebes a favage Beaft, of Race unknown,
Laid wafte the Field, and bore the Vineyards down ;
The Swains fled from him, and with one Confent
Our Grecian Youth to chafe the Monfter went 3
. More f{wift than Lightning he the Toils furpaft,
And in his Courfe Spears, Men, and T'rees o’ercaft.
We flipt our Dogs, and laft my Lelaps too,

When none of all the mortal Race wou’d do

He long before was ftruggling from my Hands,
And, e’re we cou’d unloofe him, broke his Bands.
That Minute where he was, we cou’d not find,
And only faw the Duft he left behind.

I climb’d a neighb’ring Hill to view the Chace,
- While in the Plain they held an equal Race ;

The Savage now feems caught, and now by Force
To quit himfelf, nor holds the fame frait Courfe ;
But running counter, from the Foe withdraws,
And with fhort Turning cheats his gaping Jaws: _
Which he retrieves, and fill {o clofely prett,
You’d fear at ev’ry Stretch he were poflefs’d ;

Yet for the Gripe his Fangs in vain prepare ;

The Game thoots from him, and he chops the Air,
To caft my. Jav’lin then I took my Stand ;

But as the Thongs were fitting to my Hand,,
While to the Valley I o’erlook’d the Wood,
Before my Eyes two Marble Statues flood 5

That, as purfu’d appearing at full Stretch,

This barking after, and at point to catch :

Some God their Courfe did with this Wonder grace,
That neither might be conquer’d in the Chace,

A fudden Silence here his Tongue {uppreft,

He here ftops fhort, and fain wow’d wave the reft,

The
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The eager Prince then urg’d him to impart ]

The Fortune that attended on the Dart.”

Firft then (faid he) paft Joys let me relate,

For Blifs was the Foundation of m’y Fate.

No Language can thofe happy Hours exprefs,

Did from our Nuptials me, and Procris blefs': *

The kindeft Pair! What more cou’d Heav’n confer ¥

For fhe was all to me, and I to her. giavy

Had Jove made Love, great Fowe had been defpis’d 5

And I my Procris more than Peuus priz’d =

Thus while no other Joy we did afpire,

We grew at laft one Soul, and one Defire.

Forth to the Woods I went at Break of Day,

(The conftant Pradtice of my Youth) for Prey

Nor yet for Servant, Horfe, or Dog, did call,

I found this fingle Dart to ferve for all.

With Shuohter tir'd, I{ought the cooler Shade,

And Winds that from the Mountains pierc’d the Glade:

Come, gentle Air, (fo was Iwont to fay)

Come, gentle Air, {weet Aura come away.

This always was the Burden of my Song ;

Come ’fwage my Flames, fweet dura come along.

Thou always art moft welcome to my Breaft;

I faint ; approach, thou deareft, kindeft Gueft!

Thefe Blandifhments, and more than thefe, I faid,

(By Fate to unfufpeéted Ruin led)

Thou art my Joy, for thy dear Sake I love

Each defart Hill, and folitary Grove ;

‘When (faint with Labour) I Refrefhment need,

For Cordials on thy fragrant Breath I feed.

At laft a wand’ring Swain in Hearing came,

And cheated with the Sound of A4xra’s Name,

j;

He
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He thought I had fome Aflignation made ;

’ And to my Procris’ Bar the News convey’d.
Great Love is fooneft with Sufpicion fir’d :

She {fwoon’d, and with the Tale almoft expir’d.

Ah! wretched Heart ! (fhe cry’d) ah! faithlefs Man!

And then to curfe th’ imagin’d Nymph began :
Yet oft the doubts, oft hopes fhe is deceiv’d,
And chides herfelf, that ever fhe believ’d

Her Lord to {uch Injuftice coun’d proceed,

>T111 the herfelf were Witnefs of the Deed.
Next Morn I to the Woods again repair,

And, weary with the Chace, invoke the Air;
Approach, dear dura, and my Bofom chear:
At which a mournful Sound did ftrike my Ear

Yet I proceeded, ’till the Thicket by,

With ruftling Noife and Motion, drew my Eye :
I thought fome Beaft of Prey was fhelter’d there,

And to my Covert threw my certain Spear ;

From whence a tender Sigh my Soul did wound,

Ah me! itcry’d, and did like Procris found.

Procris was there, too well the Voice I knew,

And to the Place with headlong Horror flew ;

Where I beheld her gafping on the Ground,

In vain attempting from the deadly Wound

To draw the Dart, her Love’s dear fatal Gift!

My guilty Arms had {carce the Strength to lift

The beauteous Load ; my Silks, and Hair I tore

(If poffible) to ftanch the prefling Gore;

For Pity beg’d her keep her flitting Breath,

And not to leave me guilty of her Death.

While I intreat fhe fainted faft away,

And thefe few Words had only Sirength to fay:
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By all the facred Bonds of plighted Love,

By all your Rev’rence to the Pow’rs above,

By all that made me charming once appear,

By all the T'ruth for which you held me dear,

And laft by Love, the Caufe through which I bleed,

Let Aura never to my Bed {ucceed.

I then perceiv’d the Error of our Fate,

And told it her, but found and told too late!

I felt her lower to my Bofom fall,

And while her Eyes had any Sight at all,

On mine fhe fix’d them ; in her Pangs ftill preft

My Hand, and figh’d her Soul into my Breaft ;

Yet, being undeceiv’d, refign’d her Breath

Methought more chearfully, and fmil’d in Death.
With fuch Concern the weeping Hero told

This Tale, that none who heard him cou’d withhold

From melting into fympathizing Tears,.

"Till Zacus with his two Sons appears ;

Whom he commits, with their new-levy’d Bands,

To Fortune’s, and {fo brave a Gen’ral’s Hands.

The End of the Seventh Book.
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METAMORPHOSES.
BiO'O K " VIIE

Tranflated by Mr. DRYDEN and Otbers.

The Story af Nisus and ScyLLA.

By Mr. CROXALL.
OW fhone the Morning Star in bright

Array,
¥/ 'To vanquifh Night, and ufherin the Day ¢
> The Wind veers Southward, and moift

Clouds arife,

That blot with Shades the Blue Meridian Skies.
Cephalus feels with Joy the kindly Gales,
His new Allies unfurl the {welling Sails;
Steady their Courfe, they cleave the yielding Main,
And, with a Wifh, th’ intended Harbour gain.

Mean«
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. Mean-while King Iinos, on the Af:zc/e Strand,
'Dxfplays his martial Skill, and waftes the Land.
His Army lies encampt upon the Plains,
Befare Alcathoi’s Walls, where Nifus reigns ;
On whofe grey Head a Lock of Purple Hue,
The Strength, and Fortune of his Kingdom, grew.
Six Moons were gone, and paft, when ftill from far-
Viétoria hover’d o’er the doubtful War.
So long, to beth inclin’d, th’ impartial Maid
Between em both her equal Wings difplay’d.
High on the Walls, by waéu voctal made,
A Turret of the Palace rais’d its Head ; _
And where the God his tuneful Harp refign’d,
The Sound within the Stones ftill lay enfhrin’d &
Hither the Daughter of the Purple King
Afcended oft, to hear its Mufick ring ;
And, ftriking with a Pebble, wou’d releafe
Th’ enchanted Notes, in Times of happy Peace..
But now, from thence, the curious Maid beheld
Rough Feats of Arms, and Combats of the Field :
And, fince the Siege was long, had learnt the Name:
Of ev’ry Chief, his Charater, and Fame ;
'Their Arms, their Horfe, and Quiver the defcry’d,,
Nor cou’d the Drefs of War the Warriour hide.
Europa’s Son fhe knew above the reft,
And more, than well became a Virgin Breaft:
In vain the crefted Morion veils his Face,
She thinks it adds a more peculiar Grace:
His ample Shield, emboft with burnifh’d Gold,
Still makes the Bearer lovelier to behold :
When the tough Jav’lin, with a Whirl, he fends,
His, Strength and Skill the fighing Maid commends 3
Oz,
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Or, when he firains to draw the circling Bow,

And his fine Limbs a manly Potture thow,
Compar’d with Phabus, he performs o well,

 Let her be Judge, and Minos fhall excell.

But when the Helm put off, difplay’d to Sight,
And fet his-Features in an.open Light;

When, vaulting to his Seat, his Steed he preit,
Caparifon’d in Gold, and richly dreft;

Himfelf in Scarlet 'fumptuouﬂy array’d,

New Paflions rife, and fire the frantick Maid.
O happy Spear! fhe cries, that feels his Touch;
Nay, ev’n the Reins he holds are bleft too much.
Oh! were it lawful, fhe cou’d wing her Way
‘Thro’ the ftern hoftile T'roops without Difmay ;
Or throw her Body to the diftant Ground,

And in the Cretans happy Camp be found.
Wou’d Minos but defire it! fhe’d expofe

Her native Country to her Country’s Foes ;
Unbar the Gates, the Town with Flames infeft,.
Or any thing that Minos thou’d requett.

And as fhe fat, and pleas’d her longing Sight,
Viewing the King’s Pavilion veil’d with White,
Shouw’d Joy, or Grief, fhe faid, poflefs my Breaft,
To fee my Country by a War oppreft ?

P'm in Sufpence! For, tho’ ’tis Grief to know

I love a Man that is declar’d my Foe ;

Yet, in my own Defpite, I muit approve

That lucky War, which brought the Man I love.
Yet, were I tender’d as a Pledge of Peace,

The Cruslties of War might quickly ceafe.

‘Oh! with what Joy I’d wear the Chains he gave !
A patient Hoftage, and a willing Slave,

Thou
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" ‘Thou lovely Obje&t! if the Nymph that bare
Thy charming Perfon, -were but half {o fair ;
Well might a God her Virgin Bloom defire,
And with a Rape indulge his amerous Fire.

Oh! had I Wings to glide along the Air,

To his dear T'ent I’d fly, and fettle there :
There tell my Quality, confefs my Flame,

And grant him any Dowry that he’d name,

All, all I’d give; only my native Land,

My deareft Country, fhou’d excepted ftand.
- For, perifh Love, and all expeéted Joys,

E’re with fo bafe a Thought my Soul complies.
Yet, oft the V anquifh’d fome Advantage find,
When conquer’d by a noble, gen’rous Mind.
Brave Minos juftly has the War begun,

Fir’d- with Refentment for his murder’d Son :
The righteous Gods a righteous Caufe regard,
And will with Vi€tory his Arms reward :

“We muft be conquer’d ; and the Captive’s Fate
Will furely feize us, tho’ it feize us late.

Why then fhou’d Love be idle, and neglet
What Mars, by Arms and Perils, will effet ?
Oh! Prince, Tdie, with anxious Fear oppreft,
Leftfome rath Hand thou’d wound my Charmer’s Breaft :
For, if they faw, no barb’rous Mind cou’d dare
Againit that lovely Form to raife a Spear.

But I’m refolv’d, and fix’d in this Decree,

. My Father’s Country fhall my Dowry be.
Thus I prevent the Lofs of Life and Blood,
And, in Effe&, the Afion muft be good.
Vain Refolution ! for, at ev’ry Gate
The trufty Centinels, fucceflive; wait:

‘The
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The Keys my Father keeps; ah! there’s my Grief;
’Tis he obftruéts all Hopes of my Relief.

Gods ! that this hated Light I’d never feen !

Ory all my Life, without a Father been!

But Gods we all may be; for thofe that dare,
Are Gods, and Fortune’s chiefeft Favours fhare.
The ruling Pow’rs a lazy Pray’r deteft,

The bold Adventurer fucceeds the beft.

What other Maid, infpir’d with fuch a Flame,
But wou’d take Courage, and abandon Shame ¢
But wou’d, tho’ Ruin fthou’d enfue, remove
Whate’er oppos’d, and clear’d the Way to Love ?
This, fhall another’s feeble Paflion dare ?

While I fit tame, and languifh in Defpair:

No; for tho’ Fire and Sword befere me lay,
Impatient Love thro’ both fhou’d force its Way.
Yet I have no fuch Enemies to fear,

My fole Obftruction is my Father’s Hair ;

His Purple Lock my fanguine Hope deftroys,
And clouds the Profpe& of my rifing Joys.

Whilft thus fhe {poke, amid the thick’ning Air
Night {upervenes; the greateft Nurfe of Care:
And, as the Goddefs {fpreads her fable Wings,
The Virgin’s Fears decay, -and Courage {prings.
The Hour was come, when Man’s o’er-labour’d Breaft
Surceas’d its Care, by downy Sleep pofleft:

All Things now hafh’d, Seyllz with filent T'read
Urg’d her Approach to Nifus’ Royal Bed :
There, of the fatal Lock (accurfed Theft!)
She her-unwitting Father’s Head bereft.
In fafe Pofleflion of her impious Prey,
Qut at a Poftern Gate fhe takes her Way. 4
4 Em-
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Embolden’d by the Merit of the Deed,
She traverfes the adverfe Camp with Speed,
>Till Minos’ Tent fhe reach’d : The righteous King
$he thus befpoke, who fhiver’d at the Thing.
Behold th’ Effect of Love’s refiftlefs Sway !
I, Nifus’ Royal Seed, to thee betray
My Country, and my Gods. For this ftrange Talk,
Minos, no other Boon but Thee [ afk.
This Purple Lock, a Pledge of Love, receive ;
No worthlefs Prefent, fince in it I give
My Father’s Head.----Mov’d at a Crime {o new,
And with Abhorrence fill’d, back Minos drew,
~ Nor touch’d th’ unhallow’d Gift; but thus exclaim’d,
(With Mein indignant, and with Eyes inflam’d)
Perdition feize thee, thou, thy Kind’s Difgrace !
May thy devoted Carcafe find no Place
In Earth, or Air, or Sca, by all out-caft!
.Shall Mines, with fo foul a Monfter, blaft
His Cretan World, where cradled Fowe was nur?
Forbid it Heav’n !----away, thou moft accurft !
And now Alcathe?, fits Lord exchang’d,
Was under Mizos’ Domination rang’d.
While the moft equal King his Careapplies
T'o curb the Conquer’d, and new Laws devife,
‘The Fleet, by his Command, with hoifted Sails,
And ready Oars, iavites the murm’ring Gales.
At length the Cretan Hero Anchor weigh’d,
Repaying, with Negle&, th’ abandon’d Maid.
Deaf to her Cries, he furrows up the Main :
In vain fhe prays, folicits him in vain,
And now fhe furious grows in wild Defpair,
‘She wrings her Hands, and throws aloft her Hair.
Where
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Where run’ft thou ? (thus fhe vents her deep Diftrefs)
Why fhun’ft thou her that crown’d thee with Succefs?
Her, whofe fond Love to thee cou’d facrifice ’
Her Country, and her Parent, facred Ties!
Can nor my Love, nor proffer’d Prefents find
A Paffage to thy Heart, and make thee kind ?
Can nothing move thy Pity? O Ingrate, i
Can’ft thou behold my loft, forlorn Eftate,
And not be foften’d? Can’ft thou throw off One
' Who has no Refuge left but Thee alone ?
Where fhall I feek for Comfort? whither fly ?
My native Country does in Afhes lye :
Or were’t not fo, my Treafon bars me there,
And bids me wander. Shall I next repair
To awrong’d Father, by my Guilt undone 3--..
Me all Mankind defervedly will fhun. .
I, outof all the World, myfelf have thrown,
To purchafe an Accefs to Creze alone ;
Which, fince refus’d, ungen’rous Man, give o’er
To boaft thy Race ; Europa never bore
A Thing fo favage. 'Thee fome Tygrefs bred,
On the bleak Sy»#’s inhofpitable Bed ;
Or where Charybdis pours its rapid Tide
Tempeftuous. Thou art not to Fowe ally’d ;
Nor did the King of Gods thy Mother meet
Beneath a Bull’s forg’d Shape, and bear to Cree.
'That Fable of thy glorious Birth is feign’d ;
Some wild outrageous Bull thy Dam fuftain’d,
O Father Nifus, now my Death behold 5
Exult, O City, by my Bafenefs {old :
Minos, obdurate, hasaveng’d ye all ;
But ’twere more juft by thofe I wrong’d to fall :
VoL Tk D Far
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For why fhoud’ft thou, who only didft fubdue

By my offending, my Offence purfue ?

\Well art thou matcht to one whofe am’rous Flame

Too fiercely rag’d, for Human-kind to tame ;

One who, 'within a wooden Heifer thruft,

Courted 4 low’ring Bull’s miftaken Luft;

And, from whofe Monfter-teeming Womb, the Earth

Receiv’d, what?m&;‘h-it mourn’d, a bi-form Birth.

But what avails‘my Plaints ? - the whiftling Wind,

Which bears him far away, leaves them behind.

Well weigh’d Pafiphaé, when fhe prefer’d

A Bull to thee, more bratifh than the Herd.

But ah ! Time preffes, and the labour’d Oars

T'o Diftance drive the Fleet, and lofe the lefs’ning Shores,

'Think not, u’ngrateful Man, the liquid Way

And threat’ning Billows fhall inforce my Stay.

7’11 follow thee in Spite : My Arms 'l throw

Around thy Oars, or grafp thy crooked Prow,

And drag thro’ drenching Seas. Her cager Tongue

Had hardly clos’d the Speech, when forth fhe {prung

And proy’d the Deep. - Cupid with added Force

Recruits each Nerve; and 2ids her wat’ry Courfe.

Soon fhe the Ship attains, unwelcome Guett ;

And, as*with clofe Embrace its Sides fhe preft,

A Hawk from upper Air came pouring down ;

('Twas Nifus cleft the Sky with Wings new grown.)

At Scylla’s Head his horny Bill he aims ;

She, fearful of the Blow, the Ship difclaims,

Quitting her Hold : And yet fhe fell not far,

But wond’ring, finds herfelf fuftain’d in Air.

Chang’d to a Lark, fhe mottled Pinions fhook,

And, from the ravifhi’d Lock, the Name of Ciris took.
7‘[‘/

3
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The Labyrinth.

Now Minos, landed on the Creran Shore,
Performs his Vows to Fove’s prote&ing Pow’r 3
A hundred Bullocks of the largeft Breed,
With Flowrets crown’d, before his Altar bleed :
While Trophies of the Vanquifh’d, brought from far,
Adorn the Palace with the Spoﬂs of War,
Mean-while the Monfter of a human Beaft,
His Family’s Reproach, and Stain, increas’d.
His double Kind the Rumour {wiftly {pread,
And evidenc’d the Mother’s beaftly Deed.
When Mines, willing to conceal the Shame
That {prung from the Reports of tatling Fame,
Refolves a dark Inclofure to provide,
And, far from Sight, the two-form’d Creature hide.
Great Dedalus of Athens was the Man
That made the Draught, and form’d the wondrous Plan;
Where Rooms within themfelves encircled lye,
With various Windings, to deceive the Eye.
As {oft Meander’s wanton Current plays,
When thro’ the Phrygian Fields it loofely firays ;
Backward and forward rolls the dimpl’d Tide,
Seeming, atonce, two different Ways to glide :
While circling Streams their former Banks f{urvey,
And Waters paft fucceeding Waters fee :
Now floating to the Sea with downward Courfe,
Now pointing upward to its ancient Source.
Such was the Work, f{o intricate the Place,
That {carce the Workman all its T'urns cou’d trace;
And Dedalus was puzzled how to find
The {ecret Ways of what himfelf defign’d.

D 2 Thefe
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Thefe private Walls the Minotaure include,
Who twice was glutted with Arhenian Blood :
But the third Tribute more fuccefsful prov’d,
Slew the foul Monfter, and the Plague remov’d.
When Thefeus, aided by the Virgin’s Art,

Had trac’d the guiding Thread thro’ ev’ry Part,
He tock the gentle Maid, that fet him free,
And, bound for Dias, cut the briny Sea,
"There, quickly cloy’d, ungrateful, and unkind,
Left his fair Confort in the Ifle behind.

Whom Bacchus faw, and ftraining in his Arms
Her rifled Bloom, and violated Charms,
Refolves, for this, the dear engaging Dame
Shou’d fhine for ever in the Rolls of Fame ;
And bids her Crown among the Stars be plac’d,
‘With an eternal Conftellation grac’d.

The golden Circlet mounts ; and, as it flies,

Its Diamonds twinkle in the diftant Skies;
There, in their priftine Form, the gemmy Rays
Between Alcides, and the Dragon blaze.

The Story of DaEDALUS and Icarus.

In tedious Exile now too long detain’d,
Dzdalus languifh’d for his native Land :
The Sea foreclos’d his Flight; yet thus he faid ;
Tho’ Earth and Water in Subjeétion laid,
O cruel Minos, thy Dominions be,
We’ll go thro’ Air; for fure the Air is free.
Then to new Arts his cunning Thought applies,
And to improve the Work of Nature cries.
A Row of Quills in gradual Order plac’d,
Rife by Degrees in Length from firft to laft;

As
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As on a Cliff th’ afcending Thicket grows,
- Or, different Reeds the rural Pipe compofe.
Along the Middle runs a Twine of Flax,
The bottom Stems are join’d by pliant Wax.
Thus, well compact, a hollow Bending brings,
The fine Compofure into real Wings.
His Boy, young lcarus, thatnear him ftood,
Unthinking of his Fate, with Smiles purfu’d
The floating Feathers, which the moving Air
Bore loofely from the Ground, and wafted here and there.
Or with the Wax impertinently play’d,
And with his childifh Tricks the great Defign delay’d.
The final Mafter-ftrqke at laft impos’d, :
And now, the neat Machine compleatly clos’d ;
Firting his Pinions on, a Flight he tries,
And hung felf-balanc’d in the beaten Skies.
Then thus inftru&s his Child ; My Boy, take Care
"T'o wing your Courfe along the middle Air;
If low, the Surges wet your flagging Plumes ;
If high, the Sun the melting Wax confumes «
Steer between both : Nor to the Northern Skies,
Nor South Orion turn your giddy Eyes;
But follow me: Let me before you lay
Rules for the Flight, and mark the pathlefs Way.
Then teaching, with a fond Concern, his Son,
He took the untry’d Wings, and fix’d ’em on;
But fix’d with trembling Hands; and as he fpeaks,
The Tears roll gently down his aged Cheeks.
Then kifs’d, and in his Arms embrac’d him faft,
But knew not this Embrace muft be the laft.
And mounting upward, as he wings his Flight,
Back on his Charge he turns his aching Sight;
D73 As
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As Parent Birds, when firft their callow Care
Leave the high Neft to tempt the liquid Air.
Then chears him on, and oft, with fatal Art,
Reminds the Stripling to perform his Part.
Thefe, as the Angler at the filent Brook,
Or Mountain-Shepherd leaning on his Crook,
Or gaping Plowman, from the Vale defcries,
They ftare, and view ’em with religious Eyes,
And ftrait conclude ’em Gods; fince none, but they,
"T'hre’ their own azure Skies cou’d find a Way,
Now Delos, Paros on the left are feen,
And Samos, favour'd by Fowe’s hanghty Queen;
Upon the right, the Ifle Lebynthos nam’d, :
And fair Calymne for its Honey fam’d.
When now the Boy, whofe childifh Thoughts afpire
To loftier Aims, and make him ramble high’r,
Grown wild, and wanton, more embolden’d flies
Far from his Guide, and foars among the Skies.
The foft'ning Wax, that felt a nearer Sun,
Diffolv’d apace, and foon began to run.
'The Youth in vain his melting Pinions fhakes,
His Peathers gone, no longer Air he takes :
Oh! Father, Father, as he ftrove to cry,
Down to the Sea he tumbled from on high,
And found his Fate ; yet ftill fubfifts by Fame,
Among thofe Waters that retain his Name,
The Father, now no more a Father, crigs,
Ho ! Irarus ! where are you? as he flies ;
Where fhall I feek my Boy ? he cries again,
And faw his Feathers fcatter’d on the Main.
Then curs’d his Art, and fun’ral Rites conferr’d ;
Naming the Country from the Youth interr’d.

A Par
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A Partridge, from a neighb’ring Stump, beheld
The Sire his monumental Marble build ;
Who, with peculiar Call, and flutt’ring Wing, '
Chirpt joyful, and malicious feem’d to fing:
The only Bird of all its Kind, and late
Transform’d in Pity to a feather’d State : %
From whence, O Dedalus, thy Guilt we date.
His Sifter’s Son, when now twelve Years were pafl,
Was, with his Uncle, as a Scholar plac’ds;
The unfufpecting Mother faw his Parts,
And Genius fitted for the fineft Arts.
"This foon appear’d; for when the {piny Bone
In Fifhes Backs was by the Stripling known,
A rare Invention thence he learnt to draw, _
Fil’d Teeth in Ir’n, and made the grating Saw.
He was the firt, that from a Knob of Brafs ,
Made two ftrait Arms with widening Stretch to pafs;
That, while one ftood upon the Center’s Place,
The other round it drew a circling Space. |
Dedalus envy’d this, and from the Top
Of fair Minerwa’s Temple let him drop ;
Feigning, that, as helean’d upon the Tow’r,
Carelefs he ftoop’d too much, and tumbled o’er.

The Goddefs, who th’ Ingenious fill befriends,

On this Occafion her Afliftance lends ;-
‘His Arms with Feathers, as he fell, fhe veils,

And in the Air a new-made Bird he fails.

The Quicknefs of his Genius, once {o fleet,

Still in his Wings remains, and in his Feet :

Still, tho’ transform’d, his ancient Name he keeps,
And with low Flight the new-fhorn Stubble {weeps,
Declines the lofty Trees, and thinks it beft

To brood in Hedge-rows o’er its humble Neft ;

D 4 And,
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And, in Remembrance of the former 111,

Avoids the Heights, and Precipices fill.

" Atlength, fatigi’d with long laborious Flights,

On fair Sicilia’s Plains the Artift lights ;

Where Cocalus the King, that:gave him Aid,

Was, for his Kindnefs, with Efteem repaid.

Athers nomore her doleful Tribute fent,

‘That Hard{hip gallant Thefers did prevent ;

Their Temples hung with Garlands, they adore

flach friendly God, but moft Miuerwa’s Pow’r

T'o Her, to Fove, to All, their Altars fmoke,

They each with Victims, and Perfumes invoke.
Now talking Fame, thro’ every Greciar Town,

Had {pread, immortal Zhe/eus, thy Renown.

From him the neighb’ring Nations in Diftrefs,

In fuppliant Terms implore a kind Redrefs.

The Story of MIELEAGER and ATALANTA.

By Mr. DrRYDEN,

From him the Caledonians fought Relief;
Though valiant Meleagrus was their Chief.
"The Caufe, a Boar, who ravag’d far and near:
Of Cynthia’s Wrath, th’ avenging Minifter.
For Oeneus with Autumnal Plenty blefs’d,
By Gifts to Heav’n his Gratitude exprefs’d :
Cull’d Sheafs, to Ceres; to Lyzus, Wine;
To Pan, and Pales, offer’d Sheep and Kine ; }
And Fat of Olives, to Minerwva’s Shrine.
Beginning from the rural Gods, his Hand
Was lib’ral to the Pow’rs of high Command :
: Each



Book VIII. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. ~ 57

Each Deity in ev’ry Kind was blefs’d,
T3l at Digna’s Fane th’ invidious Honour ceas’d. .
Wrath touches ev’n the Gods; the Queen of Night,
Fir'd with Difdain, and jealous of her Right,
Unhonour’d though I am, at leaft, faid fhe,
Not.unreveng’d that impious Act fhall be.
Swift as the Word, fhe {ped the Boar away,.
With Charge on thofe devoted Fields to prey.
No larger Bulls th’ Egyptian Paftures feed,
And none {o large Sicilian Meadows breed :
His Eye-balls glare with Fire {uffus’d with Blood ;
His Neck fhoots up a thick-fet thorny Wood ;
His briftled Back a Trench impal’d appears,
And ftands erefted, like a Field of Spears;
Froth fills his Chaps, he fends a grunting Sound,
And part he churns, and part befoams the Ground.,.
For Tufks with Indian Elephants he ftrove,
And Fowve’s own Thunder from his Mouth he drove.
He burns the Leaves ; the {corching Blaft invades
The tender Corn, and fhrivels up the Blades:
Or fuff 'ring not their yellow Beards to rear,
He tramples down the Spikes, and intercepts the Year..
In vain the Barns expett their promis’d Load,
Nor Barns at home, nor Recks are heap’d abroad @
In vain the Hinds the Threfhing-Floor prepare,
And exercife their Flails in empty Air.
With Olives ever-green the Ground is firow’d,
And Grapes ungather’d fhed their gen’rous Blood.
Amid the Fold he rages,. nor. the Sheep
Their Shepherds, nor the Grooms their Bulls can keep.
From TFields to Walls the frighted Rabble ran,
Nor think themfelves fecure within the Town:
2 3 "Till
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*Till Melmgro:, and his chofen Crew,

Contemn the Danger, and the Praife purfue.

Fair Leda’s Twins (in time to Stars decreed)

One fought on Foot, one curb’d the fiery Steed ;
Then iffu’d forth fam’d Fa/on after thefe,

Who mann’d the foremoft Ship that fail’d the Seass
Then Thefeus join’d with bold Perithous came ;

A fingle Concord in a double Name :

The Theftian Sons, Idas, who fwiftly ran,

And Ceneus, once a Woman, now a Man.

Lynceus, with Eagle’s Eyes, and Lion"s Heart ;
Leucippus, with his never-erring Dart ;

Acaftus, Phileus, Phanix, Telamon,

Echion, Lelix, and Eurytion,

Achilles’ Father, and great Plocus’ Son ;

Dryas the fierce, and Hippafus the firong ;

With twice old Io/as, and Neffor then but young.
Lacrtes altive, and Ancwus bold ;

Mop/us the Sage, who future Things foretold ; A }
And t’other Seer, yet by his Wife * unfold.

A thoufand others of immortal Fame;

Among the reft, fair Atalanta came,

Grace of the Woods : A Diamond Buckle bound
Her Veft behind, that elfe had flow’d upon the Ground,
And fhew’d her bufkin’d Legs ; her Head was bare,
But for her native Ornament of Hair;

‘Which in a fimple Knot was ty’d above,

Sweet Negligence! unheeded Bait of Love!

Her {ounding Quiver, on her Shoulder ty’d,

One Hand a Dart, and one a Bow fupply’d.

* Ampbiarus,
Such
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Such was her Face, as in a Nymph difplay’d )
A fair fierce Boy, orin a Boy betray’d »iinaiis s %
The bluthing Beauties of a modeft Maid.

The Caledonian Chief at once the Dame

Beheld, at once his Heart receiv’d the Flame,

With Heav'ns averfe. O happy Youth, he cry’d
For whom thy Fates referve {o fair a Bride! - :
He figh’d, and had no Leifure more to fay 5 y
His Honour call’d his Eyes another Way, A %
And forc’d him to purfue the now-negleted Prey.

There ftood a Foreft an a, Mountain’s Brow,
Which overlook’d the fhaded Plains below.
No founding Ax prefum’d thofe Trees to hife s
Coeval with the World, a venerable Sight.
The Heroes there arriv’d, fome fpread around -
The Toils; fome fearch the Footfteps on the Ground: %
Some from the Chains the faithful Dogs unbound.
Of Aftion eager, and intent in Thought,
The Chiefs their honourable Danger fought:
A Vzlley ftood below ; the common Drain
Of Waters from above, and falling Rain:
The Bottom was a moift, and marfhy Ground,
Whofe Edges were with bending Oziers crown’d :
The knotty Bulrufh next in order ftood,
And all within of Reeds a trembling Wood.

From hence the Boar was rous’d, and {fprung amainy
Like Lightning fudden, on the Warrior Train ;
Beats down the Trees before him 5 fhakes the Ground. 1%
The Foreft echoes to the crackling Sound ; %
Shout the fierce Youth, and Clamours ring around.
All flood with their portended Spears prepar’d, !
With broad Steel Heads the brandifh’d Weapons olar’d.
D6 The
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The Beaft impetuous with his Tutks afide
Deals glancing Wounds ; the fearful Dogs divide : }.
All fpend their Mouths aloof, but none abide.
Echion threw the firft, but mifs’d his Mark,
And ftuck-his Bow-fpear on 2 Maple’s Bark.
Then' Fafon ; and his Javelin feem’d to take,
But fail’d with Over-force, and whiz’d above his Back.
Mop/us was next; but e’er he threw, addrefs’d
To Phabus, thus: O Patron, help thy Prieft :
If I adore, and ever have ador’d
Thy Pow’r divine, thy prefent Aid afford ;
That I may reach the Beaft. The God allow’d
His Pray’r, and fmiling, gave him what he couw’d :
Hereach’d the Savage, but no Blood he drew :
Dian unarm’d the Javelin, as it fAew.
'This chaf’d the Boar, his Noftrils Flames expire,
And his red Eye-balls roil with living Fire.
YWhirl’d from a Sling, or from an Engine thrown,
Amid the Foes, fo flies a mighty Stone,
As fiew the Beak : The left Wing put to Flight,
The Chiefs o’erborn, he puthes on the right.
Eupalamos and Pelagon he laid
In Duft, and next to Death, but for their Fellows Aid.
Oncfimus far’d worfe, prepar’d to fly,
The fatal Fang drove deep within his Thigh,
And cut the Nerves : The Nerves no more {uftain
/The Bulk ; the Bulk unprop’d, falls headlong on the
Heftor had fail’d the Fail of Troy to {ee, [ Plain,
But leaning en his Lance, he vaulted on a Tree ;
Then gath’sing up his Feet, look’d down with Fear,
And thought his monftrous Foe was ftill too near.
Againft a-Stump his ‘Tulk the Monfer grinds,
.And in the faarpen’d Edge new Vigour finds ;
Then,
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Then, trufting to his Arms, young Orbrys found,
And ranch’d his Hips with one continu’d Wound.

Now Leda’s Twins, the future Stars, appear;
White were their Habits, white their Horfes were :
Confpicuous both, and beth in A& to throw,

Their trembling Lances brandifh’d at the Foe:

Nor had they mifs’d ; but he to Thickets fied,
Conceal’d from aiming Spears, not pervious to the Steed.
But Zelamon rufh’d in, and hap’d to meet

A rifing Root, that held his faftned Feet;

So down he fell, whom, fprawling on the Ground,
His Brother from the wooden Gyves unbound.

Mean-time the Virgin-Huntre{s was not flow
T’expel the Shaft from her contralted Bow :
Reneath his Ear the faftned Arrow ftood,
And from the Wound appear’d the trickling Blood.
She bluth’d for Joy : But Meleagros rais’d
His Voice with loud Applaufe, and the fair Archer
He was the firft to fee, and firft to thow [prais’d.
His Friends the Marks of the fuccefsful Blow.
Nor fhall thy Valour want the Praifes due,
He faid ; a virtuous Envy feiz’d the Crew.
They fhout; the Shouting animates their Hearts,
And all at once employ their thronging Darts-:
But out of Order thrown, in Airthey join,
And Multitude makes fruftrate the Defign.
With both his Hands the proud Auzceus takes,
And flourifhes his double-biting Ax :
Then forward to his Fate, he took a Stride
Before the reft, and to his Fellows cry’d,
Give place, and mark the Diff’rence if you can,
Between a Woman Warrior, and a Man ;

The
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The Boar is doom’d ; nor though Diana lend

Her Aid, Diana can her Beaft defend.

Thus boafted he ; then ftretch’d, on Tiptoe ftood,
Secure to make his empty Promife good.

' But the more wary Beaft prevents the Blow,

And upward rips the Groin of his audacious Fae.
Anceeus falls ; his Bowels from the Wound

Ruth out, and clotted Blood diftains the Ground.

Perithous, no {fmall Portion of the War,
Prefs’d on, and fhook his Lance: To whom from far
Thus Thefeus cry’d; O ftay, my better Part,
My more than Miftrefs ; of my Heart, the Heart,
The ftrong may fight aloof: Anceus try’d
His Force too near, and by prefuming dy’d :
He faid, and while he fpake, his Javelin threw,
Hifiing in Air th’ unerring Weapon flew ;
But on an Arm of Oak, that ftood betwixt
The Mark{man and the Mark, his Lance he fixt.
Once more bold Fa/fon threw, but fail’d to wound E

The Boar, and flew an undeferving Hound,
And thro’ the Dog the Dart was nail’d to Ground.

Two Spears from Meleager’s Hand were {ent,

With equal Force, but various in th’ Event:
The firft was fix’d in Earth, the {fecond ftood
On the Boar’s briftled Back, and deeply drank his Blood.
Now while the tortur’d Savage turns around,
And flings about his Foam, impatient of the Wound,
The Wound’s great Author clofe at Hand provokes
His Rage, and plies him with redoubled Strokes ;
Wheels, as he wheels ; and with his pointed Dart
Explores the neareft Paflage to his Heart.
Quick, and more quick he {pins in giddy Gires,
Then falls, and in much Foam his Soul expires.

This
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This A& with Shouts Heav’n-high the friendly Band
Applaud, and ftrain in their’s the Vi&or’s Hand.
Then all approach the flain with vaft Surprize,
Admire on what a Breadth of Earth he lies,
And f{carce fecure, reach out their Spears afar,
And blood their Points, to prove their Partner,’h1p of War.

But he, the conqu’ring Chief, his Foot imprefs’d
On the ftrong Neck of that deftru@ive Beaft;
And gazing on the Nymph with ardent Eyes,
Accept, faid he, fair Nonacrine, my Prize,
And, though inferior, fuffer me to join
My Labours, and my Part of Praife, with thine:
At this prefents her with the tufky Head
And Chine, with rifing Briftles roughly {pread.
Glad fhe receiv’d the Gift; and feem’d to take
With double Pleafure, for the Giver’s Sake.
The reft were feiz’d with fullen Difcontent,
And a deaf Murmur through the Squadron went
All envy’d ; but the Theflyan Brethren thow’d
The leaft Refpe&, and thus they vent their Spleen aloud:
Lay down thofe honour’d Spoils, nor think to fhare,
Weak Woman as thou art, the Prize of War:
Ours is the Title, thine a foreign Claim,
Since ﬂf[/mg7 us from our Lmeacrc came,
'T'ruft not thy Beauty ; but reftore the Prize,
Which ke, befotted on that Face, and Eyes,
Would rend from us: At this, enflam’d with Spite,
From her they fnatch the Gift, from him the Giver’s

Right.

But foon th’ impatient Prince his Fauchion drew,
And cry’d, Ye Robbers of another’s Due,
Now learn the Diff rence, at your proper Coft,
Betwixt true Valour, and an empty Boaft.

At
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At this advanc’d, and fudden as the Word,

In proud Plexippus’ Bofom plung’d the Sword :
Toxeus amaz’d, and with Amazement {low,

Or to revenge, or ward the coming Blow,

Stood doubting ; and while doubting thus he flood,
Receiv’d the Steel bath’d in his Brother’s Blood.

Pleas’d with the firft, unknown the fecond News ;
Althza to the Temples pays their Dues
For her Son’s Conqueft; when at length appear ’
Her grifly Brethren ftretch’d upon the Bier: %
Pale at the fudden Sight, fhe chang’d her Cheer,
And with her Cheer her Robes ; but hearing tell
The Caufe, the Manner, and by whom they fell,
"T'was Grief no more, or Grief and Rage were one
Within her Soul; at laft ’twas Rage alone ;
Which burning upwards in Succeffion, dries
The Tears, that ftood confid’ring in her Eyes.

There lay a2 Log unlighted on the Hearth,
When fhe was lab’ring in the Throws of Birth
For th’ unborn Chief; the fatal Sifters came,
And rais’d it up, and tofs’d it on the Flame:
'Then on the Rock a fcanty Meafure place
Of vital Flax, and turn’d the Wheel apace;
And turning fung, To this red Brand and thec,
O new-born Babe, we give an equal Deftiny ;
So vanifh’d out of View. 'The frighted Dame
Sprung hafty from her Bed, and quench’d the Flame:
The Log, in fecret lock’d, flie kept with Care,
And that, while thus preferv’d, preferv’d her Heir.
This Brand fhe now produc’d; and firft fhe firows
The Hearth with Heaps of Chips, and after blows ;

SR .
Thrice

P O D S P EE pw——— .
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Thrice heav’d her Hand,and heav’d,fhethrice reprefs’d:
The Sifter and the Mother long conteft, %
Two doubtful Titles, in one tender Breaft:
And now her Eyes, and Cheeks with Fury glow,
Now pale her Cheeks, her Eyes with Pity flow:
Now low’ring Looks prefage approaching Storms,
And now prevailing Love her Face reforms:
Refolv’d, fhe doubts again; the Tears fhe dry’d
With burning Rage, are by new Tears fupply’d ; :
And as a Ship, which Winds and Waves affail,
Now with the Current drives, now with the Gale, }
Both oppofite, and neither long prevail :
She feels a double Force, by Turns obeys
Th’ imperious Tempeft, and th’ impetuous Seas:
So fares Althea’s Mind, fhe firft relents
With Pity, of that Pity then repents :
Sifter, and Mother long the Scales divide,
But the Beam nodded on the Sifter’s Side.
Sometimes fhe foftly figh’d, then roar’d aloud;
But Sighs were ftifled in the Cries of Blood.

'The pious, impious Wretch at length decreed,
To pleafe her Brother’s Ghoft, her Son fhould bleed:
And when the fan’ral Flames began to rife,
Receive, fhe faid, a Sifter’s Sacrifice ;
A Mother’s Bowels burn: High in her Hand,
Thus while {he fpoke, fhe held the fatal Brand ;
Then thrice before the kindled Pile the bow’d,
And the three Furies thrice invok’d aloud :
Come, come, revenging Sifters, come, and view
A Sifter paying her dead Brother’s Due:
A Crime I punifh, and a Crime commit ;..
But Blood for Blood, and Death for Death 1s fit:

(Great
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Great Crimes muft be with greater Crimes repaid,
And fecond Fun’rals on the former laid.
Let the whole Houfhold in one Ruin fall,
And may Diana’s Curfe o’ertake us all.
Shall Fate to happy Oenus fill allow
One Son, while The/tius frands depriv’d of two ? }
Beﬁchﬂn@eIoﬁ,than()neunpunﬂhkigo.
Take then, dear Ghofts, (while yet admitted new
In Hell you wait my Duty) take your Due :
A coftly Off’ring on your Tomb is laid,
When with my Blood the Price of yours is paid.
Ah! whither am ILhurry’d ? Ah! forgive,
Ye Shades, and let your Sifter’s Iffue live ;
A Mother cannot give him Death ; tho’ he
Deferves it, he deferves it not from me.
Then fhall th’ unpunifh’d Wretch infult the Slain,
Triumphant live, nor only live, but reign ?
While you, thin Shades, the Sport of Winds, are toft
O’er dreary Plains, or tread the burning Coaft.
I cannot, cannot bear; ’tis paft, ’tis done ;
Perifh this impious, this detefted Son :
Perifh his Sire, and perifh I withal ;
And let the Houfe’s Heir, and the hop’d Kingdom fall.
Where 1s the Mother fled, her pious Love,
And where the Pains with which ten Months I firove !
Ah! had’ft thou dy’d, my Son, in Infant Years,
Thy little Herfe had been bedew’d with Tears.
Thou liv’ft by me ; to me thy Breath refign ;
Mine is the Merit, the Demerit thine,
Thy Life by double Title I require ;
Once giv’n at Birth,and once preferv’d from Fire.
One Murder pay, or add one Murder more,

And me to them who fell by thee reftore,
I would,
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I would, butcannot: My Son’s Image ftands
Before my Sight ; and now their angry Hands
My Brothers hold, and Vengeance thefe exalt;
This pleads Compafiion, and repents the Falt.

He pleads in vain, and I pronounce his Doom :
My Brothers, though unjuftly, fhall o’ercome.
But having paid their injur’d Ghofts their Due,
My Son requires my Death, and mine fhall his purfue.

At this, for the lait time, fhe lifts her Hand,
Averts her Eyes, and, half unwilling, drops the Brand.
The Brand, amid the flaming Fewel thrown, ‘
Or drew, or feem’d to draw, a dying Groan;

The Fires themfelves but faintly lick’d their Prey,

-~

Then loath’d their impious Food, and would have thrunk

Juft then the Hero caft a doleful Cry, [away.

" And in thofe abfent Flames began to fry:

The blind Contagion rag’d within his Veins ;
But he with manly Patience bore his Pains:

He fear’d not Fate, but only griev’d to die
Without an honeft Wound, and by a Death fo dry.
Happy Anczus, thrice aloud he cry’d,

With what becoming Fate in Arms he dy’d!
Then call’d his Brothers, Sifters, Sire around,
And her, to whom his Nuptial Vows were bound,
Perhaps his Mother ; a long Sigh fhe drew,

And his Voice failing, took his laft Adieu.

For as the Flames augment, and as they ftay

At their full Height, then languifh to decay,
They rife and fink by Fits ; at laft they foar

In one bright Blaze, and then defcend no more :
Juft fo his inward Heats, at height, impair,

>Till the laft burning Breath fhoots out the Soul in Air.
: Now
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All Ages, all Degrees.unfluice their Eyes, [and Cries,
And Heav’n, and Earth refound with Murmurs,Groans,
Matrons and Maidens beat their Breafts, and tear
Their Habits, and root up their fcatter’d Hair
The wretched Father, Father now no more,
With Sorrow funk, lies proftrate on the F loor,
Deforms his hoary Locks with Duft cbicene,
And curfes Age, and loaths a Life prolong’d with Pain,
By Steel her ftubborn Soul his Mother freed,
And punifh’d on herfelf her impious Deed.
Had I a hundred Tongues, a Wit o large
As could their hundred Offices difcharge ;
Had Phabus all his Helicon beftow’d
In all the Streams infpiring, all the God ;
Thofe Tongues, that Wit, thofe Streams, that God in vain
Would offer to defcribe his Sifter’s Pain -
They beat their Breafts with many a Lruizing Blow,
"Till they turn livid, and corrupt the Snow.
The Corps they cherifh, while the Corps remains,
And exercife, and rab with fruitlefs Pains ;
And when to fun’ral Flames ’tis born away,
They kifs the Bed on which the Body lay:
And when thofe fun’ral Flames no longer burn,
(The Duft compos’d within a pious Urn)
Ev’n in that Urn their Brother they confefs,
And hug it in their Arms, and to their Bofoms prefs.
His Tomb is rais’d ; then, firetch’d along the Ground,
Thofe living Monuments his Tomb furround :
Ev’n to his Name, infcrib’d, their Tears they pay,
"Till Tears, and Kifles wear his Name away.
But Cynthia now had all her Fury fpent,
Not with lefs Ruin than a Race content :

Now lofty Calidon in Ruins lies : }

Excepting
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Excepting Gorge?, perifh’d all the Seed,

And * her whom Heav’n for Hercules decreed. *

Satiate at laft, no longer fhe purfu’d

The weepiag Sifters ; but with Wings endu’d,

And horny Beaks, and fent to flitin Air;

Who yearly round the Tomb in feather’d Flocks repair,

The Transformation of the NA1aDs.
By Mr. VERNON.

7 hefeus mean-while acquiting well his Share
In the bold Chace confed’rate ike a War,
To Athens’ lofty Tow’rs his March ordain’d,
By Pallas lov’d, and where Erectheus reign’d.
But Achelous ftop’d him on the Way,
By Rains a Deluge, and conftrain’d his Stay.

O fam’d for glorious Deeds, and great by Blood,
Reft here, fays he, nor truft the rapid Flood ;
It {olid Oaks has from its Margin tore,
And rocky Fragments down 1ts Current bore, %
"The Murmur hoarfe, and terrible the Roar.
Oft have I feen Herds with their fhelt’ring Fold
Forc’d from the Banks, and in the Torrent roll’d ;
Nor Strength the bulky Steer from Ruin freed,
Nor matchlefs Swiftnefs fav’d the racing Steed.
In Qatara&ts when the diffolving Snow
Falls from the Hills, and floods the Plains below ;
Tofs’d by the Eddies with a giddy Round,
Strong Youths are in the fucking Whirlpools drown’d.
>Tis beflt with mein Safety to abide,
"Till ufual Bounds reftrain the ebbing Tide, §
And the low Waters in their Channel glide.

# De‘jar.im,

Thefeus
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Thefeus perfuaded, in Compliance bow’d ;
So kind an Offer, and Advice {o good,
O Achelous, cannot be refus’d ;
P’ll ufe them both, faid he; and both he us’d.
The Grot he enter’d, Pumice built the Hall,
And Tophi made the Ruftick of the Wall 5
The Floor, foft Mofs, an humid Carpet fpread,
And various Shells the chequer’d Roof inlaid.
"T'was now the Hour when the declining Sun
‘T'wo Thirds had of  his daily Journey run ;
At the fpread Table Zhefeus took his Place,
Next his Companions in the daring Chace ;
Perithous here, there elder Lelex lay,
His Locks betraying Age with fprinkled Grey,
Acharnia’s River-God difpos’d the reft, }
Grac’d with the equal Honour of the Feaft,
Elate with Joy, and proud of fuch a Guett.
The Nymphs were Waiters, and with naked Feet
In order ferv’d the Courfes of the Meat.
The Banquet done, delicious Wine they brought,
Of one tranfparent Gem the Cup was wrought.
Then the great Hero of this gallant Train,
Surveying far the Profpe& of the Main ;
What is that Land, fays he, the Waves embrace ?
(And with his Finger pointed at the Place )
Is it one parted Ifle which ftands alone ?
How nam’d ? and yet methinks it feems not ore.
To whom the watry God made this Reply ; .
Tis not one Ifle, but five; diftin&t they lye; {
"Tis Diftance which deceives the cheated Eye.
But that Diana’s A& may {eem lefs firange,
Thefe once prond Naiads were, before their Change.
"T'was



Book VIII. . Ovin’s Metamorphofes. 71

>Thas on a Day more {olemn than the reft,

Ten Bullocks flain, a Sacrificial Feaft:

The rural Gods' of all the Region near

They bid to dance, and taffe the hallow’d Cheer.
Me they forgot: Affronted with the Slight,

My Rage, and Stream {well’d to the greateft Height ;
And with the Torrent of my flooding Store,

Large Woods from Woods, and Fields from Fields T'tore,
Ihe guﬂty Nymphs, Oh! then, rememb’ring me,

I, with their Country, wafh’d into the Sea;

And joining Waters with the focial Main,

Rent the grofs Land, and {plit the firm Champagne.
Since, the Fc/)m['{/es, remote from Shore

Are view’d as many Ifles, as Ny mphs before.

PeriMELE furn’d into an Iflond.

But yonder far, lo, yonder does appear
An Ile, a Part for me for ever dear
From that (it Sailors Perimele name)
I doating, forc’d by Rape a Virgin’s Fame.
Hippodamas’s I >afion grew fo ftrong,
Gall’d with th’ \bufe, and fretted at the \Vrong,
He caft his pregnant Daughter from a Roclk:
I fpread my Waves beneath, and broke the Shock ;
And as her fivimming Weight my Stream convey s
I fwd for Help Divine, and thus I pray Ui
O pow’rful Thou, whofe Trident does command
The Realm of Waters, which furround the Land ;
We facred Rivers, wherefoe’er begun,
End in thy Lot, and to thy Empire run.
With Favour hear, and help with prefent Aid;
Her whom I bear ’twas guilty I betray’d. B

et
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Yet if her Father had been Juﬁ or mild,
He would have been lefs impious to his Child ;
In her, have pity’d Force in the Abufe ;
In me, admitted Love for my Excufe.
O let Relief for her hard Cafe be found,
Her, whom Paternal Rage expell’d from Ground,
Her, whom Paternal Rage relentlefs drown’d.
Grant her fome Place, or change her to a Place,
Which Imay ever clafp with my Embrace.

His nodding Head the Sea’s great Ruler bent,
And all his Waters thook with his Affent.
The Nymph fill fwam, tho’ with the Fright difiref,
I felt her Heart leap trembling in her Breaft;
But hardning {oon, whilft I her Pulfe explore,
A crufting Earth cas’d her fiff Body o’er ;
And as Accretions of new-cleaving Soil
Inlarg’d the Mafs, the Nymph became an Ifle.

The Story of Baucis and PrirLzmon.

By Mr. DrRYDEN,
Thus Achelous ends: His Audience hear

With Admiration, and admiring, fear
The Pow’rs of Heav’n ; except Ixion’s Son,
Who laugh’d at all the Gods, believ’d in none.
He fhook his impious head, and thus replies.
Thefe Legends are no more than pious Lies :
You attribute too much to Heav’nly Sway,
To think they give us Forms, and take away.

The reft of better Minds, their Senfe declar’d
Againft this Do&rine, and with Horror heard.
"Then Lelex rofe, an old experienc’d Man,
And thus with fober Gravity began ;

Heav’'n’s
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Heav’n’s Pow’r is infinite : Earth, Air, and Sea,
The Manufatture Mafs, the making Pow’r obey :
By Proof to clear your Doubt ; In Phrygian Ground
Two neighb’ring T'rees, with Walls encompafs’d round,
Stand on a mod’rate Rife, with Wonder thown,
One a hard Oak, a fofter Linden one:
Ifaw the Place, and them, by Pittheus fent
To Phrygian Realms ; my ‘Grandfire’s Government,
Not far from thence is feen a Lake, the Haunt
Of Coots, and of the fithing Cormorant :
Here Fowe with Hermes came ; but in Difguife
Of mortal Men conceal’d their Deities ;
One laid afide his Thunder, one his Rod ;
And many toilfome Steps together trod :
For Harbour at a thoufand Doors they knock’d,
Not one of all the thoufand but was lock’d.
At laft an hofpitable Houfe they found,
A homely Shed ; the Roof not far from Ground,
Wasthatch’d with Reeds, and Straw, together bound. }
There Baucis and Philemon liv’d, and there
Had liv’d long marry’d, and a happy Pair:
Now old in Love, though little was their Store,
Inur’d to Want, their Poverty they bore,
Nor aim’d at Wealth, profefling to be poor,
For Matfter, or for Servant here to call,
Was all alike, where only T'wo were All.
Command was none, where equal Love was paid,
Or rather both commanded, both obey’d.
From lofty Roofs the Gods repuls’d before,
Now ftooping, enter’d through the little Door:
"The Man (their hearty Welcome firft exprefs’d)
A common Settle drew for either Gueft,
Inviting each his weary Limbs to reft, %
Vovr. II, ’ E But
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But ere they fat, officious Baucis lays
Two Cufhions ftufi’d with Straw, the Seat to raife ;
Coarfe, but the beft fhe had; then rakes the Load
Of Afhes from the Hearth, and fpreads abroad
The living Coals ; and, left they fhould expire,
With Leaves, and Bark, fhe feeds her Infant Fire :
it fmoaks ; and then with trembling Breath fhe blows,
’TiJl in a chearful Blaze the Flames arofe.
With Bruthwood, and with-Chips fhe firengthens thefe,
And adds at laft the Boughs of rotten T'rees.
'The Fire thus form’d, fhe fets the Kettle on,
{Like burnifh’d Gold the little Seether thone)
Next took the Coleworts which her Hufband got
From his own Ground, (a {fmall well-water’d Spot ;)
She ftripp’d the Stalks of all their Leaves ; the beft
She cull’d, and them with handy Care fhe dreft.
High o’er the Hearth a Chine of Bacon hung ;
Good old Pkifemon feiz’d it with a Prong,
And from the footy Rafter drew it down,
Then cut a Slice; but fcarce enough for one;
Yet a large Portion of a little Store,
Which for their Sakes alone he wifh’d were more.
This in the Pot he plung’d without Delay,
To tame the Flefh, and drain the Salt away.
The Time between, before the Fire they fat,
And fhorten’d the Delay by pleafing Chat.

A Beam there was, on which a Beechen Pail
Hung by the Handle, on a driven Nail:
This fill’d with Water, gently warm’d, they fet
Before their Guedts ; in this they bath’d their Fect ; }
And after with clean Towels dry’d their Sweat.
This done, the Hoft produc’d the genial Bed,
Sallow the Feet, the Borders, and the Sted, %

Which with no coftly Coverlet they fpread. &
ut
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But coarfe old Garments'; yet fuch Robes as thefe
They laid alone, at Feafts, on Holidays. :
The good old Houfewife, tucking up her Gown,
The Table fets ; th’invited Gods lie down. -

The Trivet-Table of a’Foot was lame,

A Blot which prudent Baucis overcame,

Who thrufts beneath the limping Leg a Sherd,

So was the mended Board exatly rear’d :

‘Then rubb’d it o’er with newly gather’d Mint,
A wholefom Herb, that breath’d a grateful Scent.
Pallas began the Feaft, where firft was feen

The party-colour’d Olive, Black, and Green:
Autumnal Cornels next in orderferv’d,

In Lees of Wine well pickled,’ and preferv’d.

A Garden-Sallad was the third Supply,

Of Endive, Radifhes, and Succory : .
‘Then Curds, and Cream, the Flow’r of Country Fare,
And new-laid Eggs, which Baucis’ bufy Care g
Turn’d by a gentle Fire, and roafted rare.

All thefe in Earthen Ware were ferv’d to Board
And next in place, an Earthen Pitcher ftor’d, = - .
With Liquor of the beft the Cottage could afford.
T'his was the Table’s Ornament and Pride,

With Figures wrought : Like Pages at his Side

Stood Beechen Bowls ; and thefe were fhining clean,
Varnifh’d with Wax without, dnd lin’d within.

By this the boiling Kettle had prepar’d,

And to the Table fent the fmoaking Lard ;

On which with eager Appetite they dine,

A fav’ry Bit, that ferv’d to relith Wine':

The Wine itfelf was {uiting to the ref,

Suill workingin the Muft, and lately prefs’d.

E 2 The
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The {econd Courfe fucceeds like that before,
Plums, Apples, Nuts, and of their wintry Store
Dry Figs, and Grapes, :and wrinkled Dates were fet
In Canifters, «t’enlarge the little Treat:

All thefe a Milk-white Honey Comb furround,
‘Which in the midft the Country Banquet crown’d :
But the kind Hofts their Entertainment grace
‘With hearty Welcome, and an open Face:

In all they did, you might difcern with Eafe,

A willing Mind, and a Defire to pleafe.

Mean-time the Beechen Bowls went round, and flill,

"Though often empty’d, were obferv’d to fill;

Ti11’d witheut Hands, and of their own Accord

Ran withaut Eeet, irand .danc’d about the Board.
Devotion {eiz’d tHe Pair, to {ee the Feaft

A¥ith Wine, and of no common Grape, increas’d ;
And up they held their Hands, and fell.to Pray’r,
Excufing, as they could; ‘their Country Fare.

¢ One Goofe.they had, (’twas all they.could allow)
A wakefal «Centry, and on Duty now, %
Whom to.the Gods for-Sacrifice they vow.:

Fler with malicious Zeal the Couple view’d ;

‘She ran for life, ‘and.limping they purfu’d:

Full well the Fowl percéiv’d their bad Intent,
And'would not make her Mafter’s Compliment;

But perfecuted, to the Pow’rs the flies,

And clofe between the Legs of Fowe fhe lies:

‘He with a gracious; Ear the Suppliant heard,

And {av’d her Life ; then what he has declar’d,

And own’d the God. 'The Neighbourhood, {aid he,
Shall juftly perifh for Impiety :

You ftand. alone exempted ; but obey

MWith Speed, and follow. where.we lead the Way::

5 Leave
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Leave thefe accurs’d ; and to the Mountain’s Height -
Afcend ; nor once look bacszud to your I hght
They hafte, and.what their tardy Feet deny’d,

The trufty Staff (their better Leg) fupply’d.

An Arrow’s Flight they wanted to the Top,

And there fecure, but {pent with Travel, ftop;

T'hen turn their now no more. forb1dden Eyes 38

Loft in a Lake the floated Level lies:.

A watry Defart covers all the Plains,

Their Cot alone, as in an Ifle, rer’r’iains;. A

Wondring, with weeping Eyes, while?t’hey~deplox'c"

Their Neighbours Fate, and Country now no more,

Their little Shed, fcarce large enough for two, :

Seems, from the Glound 1ncreas’d in Hught 'md BulL
. to grow. : %

- A ftately Temple' fhoots within'the Sk1es, ;

"The Crotchets of their Cot in Columns rife s -

The Pavement polifh’d Marble they behold, -

The Gates with Sculpture gr ac’d ‘the Splres and g ites

of Gold. -

Then thus the Site' of Gods, w1th Lool 5 feren,,

Speak thy Defire, thou only Juft of Men'; !

And thou, O Woman, only worthy found

To be with fuch a Man in Marriage bound.

A while they whifper ; then, to Fove addxcfa d,
Philemon thus prefers their joint Requeft: = :
We crave to ferve before your facred Shrine,”

And offer at your Altars Rites divine :
And fince not any A&ion of our L1fe ;
Has been poltuted with domeftick’ Strife ;
We beg one Hour of Death; that neither the
With Widow’s Tears may live to bury g2 ¢
E3 ] 0if WS AT NGy,
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Nor weepmg I, with wither’d Arms may bear
My breathlefs Baucis to the Sepulchre.
The Godheads fign ‘their Suit. 'They run their Race,

In the fame Tenour allth’ appomted Space :

"Then, when their Hour was come, while they relate
"Thefe paft Adventures at the Temple Gate,

Old Baucis is by old Philenon feen |

Sprouting with {udden Leaves of fprightly Green:
Cld Baucis look’d where old Philemon ftood,

And faw his lengthen’d Arms a fprouting Wood :
INew Roots their faften’d Feet begin to bind,

Their Bodies fliffen in a rifing Rind :

‘Then, ere the Bark above their Shoulders grew,
They give, and take at once their laft Adieu.
At once, Farewell, O faithful Spoufe, they faid ;

At once th’ incroaching Rinds their clofing Lips invade.
Ev’n yet, an ancient Zyancan fhows

A fpreading Oak,, that near a Linden grows }

"The Nughbourhood confirm the Prodigy,

(Jrave Men, not vain of Tongue, orlike to lie.

1 faw myfelf the Garlands on their Boughs,

And Tablets hung for Gifts of granted Vows ;

And off’ring frefher up, with pious Pray’r,

"The Good, faid I, are God’s peculiar Care,

And fuch as honour Heav n, ﬂnll heav’nly Honour

thare. :

Co;z/z'mid by M. 'VeErNoN.
Tbe- Changes of ProTEUS.

He ceas’d in his Relation to proceed,
Whilft all admir’d the Author, and the Deed ;
But Thefeus moft, inquifitive to know

From Gods what wond’rous Alterations grow.
Whom
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Whom thus the Calydonian Stream addrels’d,

Rais’d high to fpeak, the Couch his Elbow prefs’d.
Some, when transform’d, fix in the lafting Change ;
Some with more Right, thro’ various Figures range.
Proteus, thus large thy Privilege was found,

Thou Inmate of the Seas, which Farth {urround.
Sometimes a blooming Youth you grac’d the Shore;
Oft a fierce Lion, or a furious Boar :

With glif’ring Spires now feem’d-an hiffing gnaks,
The bold would tremble in his Hands to take:

With Horns afflum’d a Bull ; fometimes you prov 4
A Tree by Roots, a Stone by Weight unmov’d :
Sometimes two wav'ring Contraries became,
Flow’d down in Water, or afpir’d in Flame.

The Story of ERISICHTHON.

In various Shapes thus to deceive the Eyes,
Without a fettled Stint of her Difguife,
Rath Erifichthon’s Daughter had the Pow’r,
And brought it to Autolicus in Dow’r.
Her Atheift Sire the {lighted Gods defy’d,
And ritual Honours to their Shrines deny’d.
_As Fame reports, his Hand an Ax fuftain’d,
Which Ceres’ confecrated Grove prophan’d;
Which durft the venerable Gloom invade,
And violate with Light the awful Shade.
An ancient Qak in-the dark Center ftood,
The Covert’s Glory, and itfelf a Wood :
Garlands embrac’d its Shaft, and from the Boughs
Hung Tablets, Monuments of profp’rous Vows.
In the cool Dufk its unpierc’d Verdure {pread,
The Dryads oft their hallow’d Dances led ;

E 4 And
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And oft, when round their gaging Arms theycaft,
Full fifteen Ells it meafur’d in the Waift ;

Its Height all under Standards did furpafs,

As they afpir'd above the humbler Grafs,

"Thefe Motives, which would gentler Minds reftrain s
Could not make Zriope’s bold Son abftain s
He fternly ‘charg’d his Slaves with ftrict Deécree,
To fell with gathing Steel the facred Tree.
But whilft they, ling’ring, his Commands delay’d,
He fnatch’d an Ax, and thus blafpheming faid ;
Was this no Qak, nor Ceres’ favourite Care,
But Ceres” felf, 'this Arm, unaw’d, fhou’d dare -
Its leafy Honours in the Duft to fpread, =~
And level with the Barth its airy Head.
He {poke, and as he pois’d a flanting Stroke,
Sighs heav’d, and ‘Tremblings thook the frighted Oal ;
Its Leaves look’d fickly, pale its Acorns grew,
And its long Branches {weat a chilly Dew.
But when his impious Hand a Wound beftow’d,
Elood from the mangled Bark in Currents flow’d,
When a devoted Bull of mighty Size,
A finning Nation’s grand Atonement, dies ;
With fuch a Plenty from the {pouting Veins,
A crimfon Stream the turfy Altars ftains,

The Wonder all amaz’d ; yet one more bold,
The Fa&t diffuading, ftrove his Ax to hold,
But the Thefalian, obftinately bent,
'I'oo proud to change, too harden’d to repent,
On his kind Monitor, his Eyes, which burn’d
With Rage, and with his Eyes his Weapon turn’d ;
Take the Reward, fays he, of pious Dread :
"Then with a Blow lopp’d off his parted Head.

Neo
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No longer check’d, the Wretch his Crime purfu’d,
Doubled his Strokes, and Sacrilege renew’d ;-
‘When from the g.r,oaning\Tmn‘k'a Voice wag heard,
A Dryad I, by Ceres’ Love preferr’d,
Within the Circle of this clafping Rind" 1
Coéval grew, and now in:Rﬁih'j_éiﬁ’-d ; ¥
But inftant Vengeance fhall ‘thy- Sin "P“ffqé’; %
And Death is chear’d with- this ISrop%x’qtick_VieW.- '

At laft the Oak with Cords enforc’d to bow, v
Strain’d from the Top, and fap’d wji%h‘WOﬁﬁds" below,
The humbler Wood, Partaker of i‘t’s»Fa,t’e,‘ e

Crofh’d with its Fall, and fhiverd with its Weight.
The Grove deftroy’d, the Slftf:rD};yac{Jrmoan,1

Griev’d at its Lofs, and frighted at-their gwn.: ;. |

Strait, Suppliants for Revenge 10, Ceres; 80 v s £1v12 2

In fable Weeds, expreflive of theit Woerr . 4. fis] b A
The beauteous Goddefs with 2 graceful Adr;., b -0 42

Bow’d in Confent, and nodded to their Pray’r. ©

The awful Motion fhook the fruitful Groupdsty L5500

And wav’d the Fields with golden Harvefts crown’d,

Soon fhe contriv’d in hér projedting Mind ! :

A Plague fevere, and piteous in its' Kind,’ -

(If Plagues for Crimes of fuch prefumptaous Height

Could Pity in the foftet Breaft create.) o

With pinching Want, and Hunger’s keeneft Smart,

To tear his Vitals, ‘and" corrode his" Heart. ("

But fince her near ‘Approach by Fate’s deny’d

To Famine, and broad Climes their Pow’ts divide,'"

A Nymph, the Mountain’s Ranger, fhe addrefs’d,

And thus refolv’d, her high Commands exprefs’d, :

>

Fi" .:‘:J;x’g-*[\!
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ik 'TbetheﬁrzptiOﬂ of Famine.

Where frozen Scythia’s utmoft Bound is plac’d,
A Defart lies, a melancholy Wafte :
I[n yellow Crops there Nature never {mil’d,
No fruitfyl Tree to thade the barren Wild.
There ﬂgggillhv qud its icy Station makes,
There Palenefs frights, and aguifh T rembling fhakes,
Of pining Famine this the fated Seat,
'To whom my Orders in thefe Words repeat :
Bidvh.er'r this ;Mifcr‘e'g.n:t with her fharpeft Pains
Chaftife, ‘and fheath herfelf into his Veins ;
Be unfubdu’d by Plenty’s baffied Store,
Rejet my Empire; dnd defeat my Pow’r.
And left the Diftance, and the tedious Way,
Should with the Toil, and long Fatigue difmay,
Afcend my Chariot, ‘and convey’d on high,
Guide the rein’d f)r‘agbns thro’ ‘the parting Sky.
The Nymph,. accepting of the granted Carr,
Sprung to the Seat, and pofted: thro’ the Air;
Nor ftopp’d ’till fhe to 2 bleak Mountain came
Of wond’rous Height, and Caucafus its Name.
There 10 a ftony Field the Fiend fhe found,
Herbs gnawing, and Roots {cratching from the Ground,
Her Elfelock Hair in matted Lrefles grew,, :
Sunk were her Eyes, and pale her ghattly Hue,
Wan were her Lipsh,/ andfoul with clammy Glew., }
Her Throat was furr’d, her Guts appear’d within
With fnaky Crawlings thro’ her Parchment Skin.
Her jutting Hips feem’d ftarting from their Place,
And for a Belly was a I?elly’s Space,

-—

-
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Her Dugs hung dangling fronr her craggy Spine
Loofe to her Breaft, and faften’d to hqx; Chine.
Her Joints protuberant by Leannefs growi,
Confumption {unk the Flefh, and rais’d the.Bone.
Her Knees large Orbits bunch’d to monftrous Size,
And Ancles to undue Proportion rife. g
 This Plague the Nymph, not daring to draw near,
At Diftance hail’d, and greeted from afan.
And tho’ fhe told her Charge without Delay,'
"T'ho’ her Arrival late, and fhort her Stay,
_ She felt keen Famine, or fhe feem’d to feel,
Invade her Blood, and on hér Vitals fteal.
She turn’d, from the Infe&ion to remove,
And back to Thefaly the Serpents drove.
The Fiend obey’d the Goddefs’s Command,
(Tho’ their Effetts in Oppofition ftand)
She cut her Way, fupported by the Wind,
And reach’d the Manfion by the Nymph affign’d,
'T'was Night,’ when entring E rifichthon’s Room,
Diffolv’d in Sleep, and thoughtlefs of his Doom,
She clafp’d his Limbs, by impious Labour tir’d,
With battith Wings, but her whole felf infpir'd;
Breath’d on his Throat and Cheft a tainting Blaft,
And in his Veins infus’d an endlefs Faft.
The Tafk difpatch’d, away the Fury flies
From plenteous Regions, and from rip'ning Skies 3
To her cld barren North fhe wings her Speed,
And Cottages diftrefs’d with pinching Need.
Still Slumbers Erijichthon’s Senfes drown,
And footh his Fancy with their fofteft Down.
He dreams of Viands delicate to €at,
And revels on imaginary Meat.
EO6 Che
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Chaws with his working Mouth, but chaws in vain,

And tires his grinding Teeth with fruitlefs Pain 3
Deludes his Throat with vifionary Fare,
Feafts on the Wind, and banquets on the Air.

The Morning came, the Night, and Slumbers paft,

But fill the furious Pangs of Hunger laft ;

The cank’rous Rage fiill gnaws with griping Pains,

Stings in his Throat, and in his Bowels reigns.

Strait he requires, impatient in Demand,
 Provifions from the Air, the Seas, the Land.
But tho’ the Land, Air, Seas, Provifions grant,
Starves at full Tables, and complains of Want.
What to a People might in Dole be paid,

Or vi&ual Cities for a long Blockade,

Could not his wolfith Appetite affwage,

For glutting Nourifhment increas’d its Rage,
As Rivers pour’d from ev’ry diftant Shore,
The Sea infatiate drinks, and thirfts for more ;
Or as the Fire, which all Materials burns,

And wafted Forefls into Afhes turns,

Grows more voracious, as the more it preys,

Recruits dilate the Flame, and {pread the Blaze:

So impious Erifichthon’s Hunger raves,

Receives Refrethments, and Refrefhments craves,
Food raifes a Defire for Food, and Meat

Is but a new Provocative to eat.

He grows more empty,l as the more fupply’d,
And endlefs Cramming but extends the Void.

The
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The Transformations of ERISICHTHON'S
:  Daughter.

Now Riches hoarded by paternal Care =
Were {unk, the!Glutton fivallowing up the Heir:
Yet the devouring Flame noStores abate; :
Nor lefs his Huhger grew with his Bftate. . 1
One Daughtér left,| as left his keen Defire,l -
A Daughter 'worthy of a better Sire: :
Her too he fold; fpent Nature 'to fuftain ;- |
She fcorn’d a Lord with generous Difdain,
And flying, fpread her Hands upon the Main.. 2
Then pray’d ;- Grant, Thou, 1 Bondage may efcapes
And with my Liberty reward thy Rapes
Repay my Virgin Treafure with thy Aid. 5
(*Twas Neptune who deflower’d the beauteous Maid.)
The God was mov’d, at what the Fair had {u’d,
When fhe fo lately by ber Maiter view'd

In her known Figure, on a fudden took. - b i
A Fifher’s Habit, and a manly Look. (
To whom her Owner hafted to enquires , i/ 1)

O thou, faid he, whofe Baits hide treach’rous Wite s
Whofe Art can. manage, and experieﬁc’d Skill- .
The taper Angle, and the bobbing Quill,

So may the Sea be ruffled with no Storm,

But {mooth with Calms, ‘as you the Truth inform
So your Deceit may no fhy Fifhes feel,

*Till firack, and faften’d on the bearded Steel. .
Did not you ftanding view upon the Strand,

A wand’ring Maid ? I'm fure I faw her ftand ;

Her
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Her Hair diforder’d, and her homely Drefs
Betray’d her Want, and witnefs’d her Diftrefs.

Me heedlefs, fhe reply’d, whoe’er you are,
Excufe, atten/tive to another Care.
I fettled on the Deep my fteady Eye ;
Fix’d on my Float, and bent on my Emp]oy
And that you may not doubt what I impart,
So may the Ocean’s God affift my Art,
If on the Beach fince I my Sport purfu’d,
Or Man, or Woman but myfelf I view’d.
Back o’er the Sands, deluded; he withdrey,
Whiltt fhe for her old Form put off her new.

Her Sire her fhifttng Pow’r to Change perceiv’d,
And various Chapmen by her Sale deceiv’d.
A Fowl with fpangled Plumes, a brinded Steer,
Sometimes a crefted Mare, or antler’d Deer:
Sold for a Price, fhe parted, to maintain
Her ftarving Parent with dithoneft Gain.

At laft all Means, as all Proviﬁons, fail’d ;
For the Difeafe by Remedies prevail’d’;
His Mufcles with a furious Bite he tore,
Gorg’d his own tatter’d Flefh, and gulph’d his Gore,
Wounds were his Feaft, his Life to Life a Prey,
Supporting Nature by its own Decay.

But foreign Stories why fhou’d I relate ?
I too myfelf can to new Forms trandlate,
Tho’ the Variety’s not unconfin’d,
But fix’d in Number, and reftrain’d in Kiad :
For often I this prefent Shape retain,
Oft curl a Snake the Volumes of my Train,
Sometimes my Strength into my Horns transferr’ d,
A Bull I march, the Captain of the Herd,

But
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But whilft T once thofe goring Weapons wore,
Vaft wrefting Force one from my Forehead tore.
I.o, my maim’d Brows the Injury ftill own:

He ceas’d ; his Words concluding with a Groan,

The FEnd of the Eighth Book
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BOO K HIX:

Tranflated by Mr. DRYDEN and Others.

The Story of Acnerolis and HERCULES.

By Mr. G avx.

o) Hefeus requefts the God to tell his Woes,
) &% Whence his maim’d Brow, and whence
‘ his Groans arofe :

N2 Whence thusthe Calydonian Stream reply’d,
With Twining Reeds his carelefs Trefles ty’d,
Ungrateful 1s the Tale; for who can bear, :
When conquer’d, to rehearfe the fhameful War?
Yet I’ll the melancholy Story trace ; ,

So great a Conqu’ror foftens the Difgrace :

Nor was it ftill fo mean the Prize to yield,

As great, and glorious to difpute the Field,

Ferhaps
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‘Perhaps you’ve heard of Deianira’s Name,
. Forall the Country fpoke her Beauty’s Fame.
Long was the Nymph by num’rous Suitors woo’d,
- Each with Addrefs his envy’d Hopes pur{u’d :
I join’d the loving Band; ‘to gain the Fair,
Reveal’d my Paflion to her Father’s Ear.
"Their vain Pretenfions all the reft refign,
Alcides only ftrove to equal mine ;
He boafts his Birth from 7owe, recounts his Spoils,,
His Step-dame’s Hate fubdu’d, and finifh’d Toils.

Can Mortals then, (faid I) with Gods compare ?
Behold a God ; mine is the wat’ry Care:
Through your wide Realms I take my mazy Way,
Branch into Streams, and o’er the Region ftray :
No foreign Gueft your Daughter’s Charms adores,,
But one who rifes in your native Shores.
Let not his Punifhment your Pity move ;
Is Funo’s Hate an Argument for Love?
Though you your Life from fair 4lemena drew,
Fove's a feign’d Father, or by Fraud a true.
Chufe then ; confefs thy Mother’s Honour loft,
Or thy Defcent from Fowe no longer boaft.

While thus I fpoke, he look’d with ftern Difdain,
Nor could the Sallies of his Wrath reftrain,
Which thus break forth. This Arm decides our Right 3
‘Vanquith in Words, be mine the Prize in Fight.

Bold he rufh’d on. My Honour to maintain,

I fling my verdant Garments on the Plain,

My Arms ftretch forth, my pliant Limbs prepare,
And with bent Hands expe¢t the furious War :
-O’er my fleek Skin now gather’d Duft he throws,

And yellow Sand his mighty Muicles ftrows. ,
Oft
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'Oft he my Neck, and nimble Legs affails,

‘He feems to gra{p me, butas often fails.

FEach Part he now invades with eager Hand ;

Safe in my Bulk, immoveable I ftand.

-So when loud Storms break high, and foam and roar
Againft fome Mole that ftretches from the Shore;

The firm Foundation lafting Tempefts braves,

Defies the warring Winds, and driving Waves.

A while we breathe, then forward rufh 'amain.;
Renew the Combat, and our Ground maintain ;
Foot ftrove with Foot, I prone extend my Breaft,
Hands war with Hands, and Forehead Forehead preft.
Thus have I {een two furious Bulls engage,

Inflam’d with equal Love, and equal Rage;

Each claims the faireft Heifer of the Grove, '

And Conqueft only can decide their Love :

“The trembling Herds furvey the Fight from far, -

>Till Viftory decides th’ important War.

Three times in vain he ftrove my Joints to wreft,

To force my Hold, and throw me from his Breaft 5
The fourth he broke my Gripe, that cla{p’d him'round,
Then with new Force he ftretch’d me on the Ground ;
“Clofe to my Back the mighty Burthen clung,

As if a Mountain o’er my Limbs were flung.

Believe my Tale ; hor do I, boaftful aim

By feign’d Narration to extol my Fame.

No fooner from his Grafp I Freedom get,

Unlock’d my Arms, that flow’d with trickling Sweat,
But quick he feiz’d me, and renew’d the Strife,

As my exhaunfted Bofom pants for Life: :

My Neck he gripes, my Knee to Earth he firains 3

I fall, and bite the Sand with Shame, and Pains.

O’er-
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O’ermatch’d in Strength, to Wiles, and ArtsI take,
And flip his Hold, in Form of fpeckled Snake;
Who, when I wreath’d in Spires my Body round,
Or thow’d my forky Tongue with hifling Sound,
Smiles at my Threats ; fuch Foes my Cradle knew,
He cries, dire Snakes my Infant Hand o’erthrew ;
A Dragon’s Form might other (,onqueﬁs gam,

To warwith me you take that Shape in vain.

Art thou proportion’d to the Hydra’s Length,
Who by his Wounds receiv’d augmented Strength ?
He rais’d a hundred hifling Heads in Air;

When one Ilopt, up fprung a dreadful Pair.

By his Wounds fertile, and with Slaughter ftrong,
Singly I quell’d him, and ftretch’d dead along.
What canft thou do, a Form precarious, prone,
To roufe my Rage with Terrors not thy own ?
He faid ; and round my Neck his Hands he caft,
And with his ftraining Fingers wrung me faft ;
My Throat he tortur’d, clofe as Pincers clafp,
Invain I firove to loofe the forceful Grafp.

Thus vanquifh’d too, a third Form ftill remains,
Chang’d to a Bull, my Lowing fills the Plains.
Strait on the left his nervous Arms were thrown
Upon my brindled Neck, and tugg’d it down ;
Then deep he ftrack my Horn into the Sand,

And fell’d my Bulk among the dufty Land.

Nor yet his Fury cool’d ; ’twixt Rage and Scorn,
From my maim’d Front he tore the ftubborn Horn :
This, heap’d with Flow’rs, and Fruits, the Nazads bear,
Sacred to Plenty, and the bounteous Year.

He fpoke; when lo, abeauteous Nymph appears,
Girt like Diana’s Train, with flowing Hairs ;
The
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5]
The Horn the brings in which all Autumn’s ftor’d,
And ruddy Apples for the fecond Board.

Now Morn begins to dawn, the Sun’s bright Fire
Gilds the high Mountains, and the Youths retire;
Nor ftay’d they, ’till the troubled’ Stream fubfides,
And in its Bounds with peaceful Current glides.
But Acheloiis in his oozy Bed
Deep hides his Brow deform’d, and ruftick Head:
No real Wound the Vi&tor’s Triumph fhow’d,

But his loft Honours griev’d the wat’'ry God ;
Yet ev’n that Lofs the Willow’s Leaves o’erfpread,
And verdant Reeds, in Garlands, bind his Head.

The Death of Nessus the Centaur.

This Virgin too, thy Love, O Nefus, found,
To her alone you owe the fatal Wound.
As the ftrong Son of Jowe his Bride conveys,
Where his paternal Lands their Bulwarks raife ;
Where from. her flopy Urn, Ewenus pours
Her rapid Current, fwell’d by wintry Show’rs,
He came. The frequent Eddies whirl’d the ‘Tide,
And the deep rolling Waves all Pafs deny’d.
‘As for himfelf, he ftood unmov’d by Fears,
For now his Bridal Charge employ’d his Cares.
The ftrong-limb’d Nefas thus officious cry’d,
(For he the Shallows of the Stream had try’d)
Swim thou, Alcides, all thy Strength prepare,
On yonder Bank I’ll lodge thy nuptial Care.

Th’ Aonian Chief to Nejus trufts his Wife,
All pale, ‘and trembling for her Hero’s Life:
Cloath’d as he ftood-in the fierce Lion’s Hide,
The laden Quiver o’er his Shoulder ty’d,

(For
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(For crofs the Stream his Bow and Club were caft)
Swift he plung’d in ; Thefe Billows fhall be paft,
He faid, nor fought where fmoother Waters glide,
But ftem’d the rapid Dangers of the Tide.

The Bank he reach’d ; again the Bow he bears ;
When, hark ! his Bride’s known Voice alarms his Ears,
Neffus, to thee Icall (aloud he cries)

Vain is thy truft in Flight, be timely wife:

Thou Monfter doubly-thap’d, my Right fet frees
If thou no Rev’rence owe my Fame and me,

Yet Kindred fhould thy lawlefs Luft deny ;

Think not, perfidious Wretch, from me to fly,
Tho’ wing’d with Horfe’s Speed ; Wounds fhall purfue ;
Swift as his Words the fatal Arrow flew :

- 'The Centaur’s Back admits the feather’d Wood,
And thro’ his Breaft the barbed Weapon ftood ;
Which when, in Anguifh, thro’ the Flefh he tore,
From both the Wounds gufh’d forth the fpumy Gore
Mix’d with Lernzan Venom ; this he took,

Nor dire Revenge his dying Breaft forfook.

His Garment, in the reeking Purple dy’d,

To roufe Love’s Paflion, he prefeats the Bride,

The Death of HercuLEs.

Now a long Interval of Time fucceeds,
When the great Son of Fove’s immortal Deeds,
And Step-dame’s Hate, had fill’d Earth’s utmoft Round 3
He from OEchalia, with new Lawrels crown’d,
In Triumph was return’d. He Rites prepares,
And to the King of Gods direéts his Pray’rs ;
When Fame (who Falfehood clothes in Truth’s Difguife,

And fells her little Bulk with growing Lies)
Thy
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Thy tender Ear,' O Deianira, mov’d
That Hercules the fair Iole lov’d.
Her Love believes the Tale ; the Truth fhe fears
Of his new Paffion, and gives way to Tears.
"The flowing Tears diffus’d her wretched Grief,
Why feek I thus, from ftreaming Eyes, Relief?
She cries ; indulge not thus thefe fruitlefs Cares,
The Harlot will but triumph in thy Tears ; _
Let fomething be refolv’d, while yet there’s Time ;
My Bed not confcious of a Rival’s Crime.
In Silence fhall I maourn, or loud complain ?
Shall I feek Calydon, or here remain ?
What, tho’ ally’d to Meleager’s Fame,
I'boaft the Honours of 2 Sifter’s Name ?
My Wrongs, perhaps, now urge me to purfue
Some defp’rate Deed, by which the World thall view
How far Revenge, and Woman’s Rage can rife,
When weltring in her Blood the Harlot dies.

Thus various Paflions rul’d by Turns her Breaft,
She now refolves to fend the fatal Veft,
Dy’d with Lernwean Gore, whofe Pow’r might move
His- Soul anew, and roufe declining Love,
Nor knew fhe what her fudden Rage beftows,
When the to Lychas trufts her futyre Woes;
With foft Endearments fhe the

»

Boy commands,

T'o bear the Garment to her Hufband’s Hands,
Th’> unwitting Hero takes the Gift in Hafte,

And o’er his Shoulders Lerna’s Poifon caft,

As firlt the Fire with Frankincenfe he ftrows,

- And utters to the Gods his holy Vows ;

And on the Marble Altar’s polifh’d Frame

Pours forth the grapy Stream

; the rifing Flame
Vor. II. F

Sudden
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Sudden diffolves the fubtle pois’nous Juice,
Which taints his Blood, and all his Nerves bedews.
With qu».ted Fortitude he bore the Smart,

And not a Groan confefs’d his burning Heart.
At length his Patience was fubduv’d by Pain,

He rends the facred Altar from the Plain ;

OFEte’s wide Forefts echo with his Cries:

Now to rip off the deathful Robe he tries.
Where’er he plucks the Veft, the Skin he tears,
The mangled Mufcles, and huge Bones he bares,
(A ghaftful Sight!) or raging with his Pain,

To rend the fticking Plague he tugs in vain.

As the red Iron hiffes in the Flood,
So boils the Venom in his curdling Blood.
Now with ‘the greedy Flame his Entrails glow,
And livid Sweats down all his Body flow:;
The cracking Nerves burnt up are burft in twain,
The lurking Venom melts his {fwimming Brain.

Then, lifting both his Hands aloft, he cries,
Glut thy Revenge, dread Emprefs of the Skies;
Sate with my Death the Rancour of thy Heart,
ook down with Pleafure, and enjoy my Smart.
Or, if ¢’er Pity mov'd a hoftile Breatt,

{For here I ftand thy Enemy profeft)

Take hence this hateful Life, with Tortures torn,
Inur’d to Trouble, and to Labours born.

Death is the Gift moft welcome to my Woe,

And fuch a Gift a Step-dame may beftow.

Was it for this Bufiris was fubdw’d,

Whofe barb’rous Temples reek’d with Stranger’s Blood ?
Prefs’d in thefe Arms his Fate Anteus found,

Nor gain’d recruited Vigour from the Ground. _
g Did
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Did I not triple-form’d Gerpon fell 2
Or did I fear the triple Dog of Hell ?
Did not thefe Hands the Bull’s arm’d Forehead hold®
Are not our mighty Toils in Z/s told ? p
Do not Stymphalian Lakes proclaim thy Fame ?

And fair Parthenian Woods refound thy Name »

Who feiz’d the golden Belt of Therrmodoin 2

And who the Dragon-guarded Apples won ? | A
Could the fierce Centaur’s Strength my Force withftand,’
Or the fell Boar that {poil’d th’ Arcadian Land ?

Did not thefe Arms the Hydra’s Rage {ubdue,

Who from his Wounds to double Fury grew?

What if the Zhracian Horfes, fat with Gore,

Who human Bodies in their Mangers tore,

I faw, and with their barb’rous Lord o’erthrew @ -
What if thefe Hands Nemea’s Lion flew ? =

Did not this Neck the heav’nly Globe fuftain ?

The Female Partner of the Thunderer’s Reign
Fatigu’d, at length fufpends her harfh Commands,

Yet no Fatigue hath flack’d thefe valiant Hands,

But now new Plagues purfue me, neither Force,

Nor Arms, nor Darts can ftop their raging Courfe,
Devouring Flame thro’ my rack’d Entrails ftrays,

And on my Lungs and fhrivel’d Muf{cles preys.

Yet ftill Euryftheus breathes the vital Air, ’

What Mortal now fhall feek the Gods with Pray’r?

The Transformation of Lycuas into o Rock. ;_

‘The Hero faid ; and with the Torture ftung,
Furious o’er OEte’s lofty Hills he {prung.
Stuck with the Shaft, thus fcours the Tyger round,
And feeks the flying Author of his Wound.

¥, Now
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Now you might fee him tremblirtg, now he vents
His anguifh’d Soul in Groans, and loud Laments;
He frives to tear the clinging Veft in vain,

And with up-rooted Forefts firows the Plain ;

Now kindling into Rage, his Hand he rears,

And to his kindred Gods direéts his Pray’rs.

When Lychas, lo, he {pies; who trembling flew,
-And in a hollow Rock conceal’d from View,

Had thun’d his Wrath. Now Grief renew’d his Pain,
His Madnefs chaf’d, and thus he raves again.

Lychas, to thee alone my Fate I owe,
Who bore the Gift, the Caufe of all my Woe.
"The Youth all pale, with fhiv’ring Fear was ftung,
And vain Excufes faulter’d on his Tongue.
Alcides fnatch’d him, as with fuppliant Face
He ftrove to-clafp his Knees, and beg for Grace:
He tofs’d ‘him o’er his Head with airy Courfe,
And hurPd with more than with an Engine’s Force ;
Far o’er th’ Evbzan Main aloof he flies,
And hardens by Degrees amid the Skies.
So fhow’ry Drops, when chilly Tempefts blow,
Thicken at firlt, then whiten into Snow,
In Balls congeal’d the rolling Fleeces bound,
In folid Hail refult upon the Ground.
Thus, whirl’d with nervous Force thro’ diftant Air,
The Purple Tide forfook his Veins, with Fear;
All Moifture left his Limbs. ‘Transform’d to Stone,
In ancient Days the craggy Flint was known ;
Still in the Ezbezan Waves his Front he rears,
Still the fmall Rock in human Form appears, }

And ftill the Name of haplefs Lychas bears.

The



Book IX. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. 101

The Apotheofis of Hercures,

But now the Hero of immortal Birth
Fells OEze’s Forefts on the groaning Earth ;
A Pile he builds ; to Philo&Zetes’ Care
He leaves his deathful Inftruments of War ;
'T'o him commits thofe Arrows, which again
Shall fee the Bulwarks of the Zrgjan Reign,
The Son of Pezan lights the lofty Pyre,
High round the Structure climbs the gréedy Fire ;
Plac’d on the Top, thy nervous Shoulders {pread
With the Nemaan Spoils, thy carelefs Head
Rais’d on a knotty Club, with Look Divine,
Here thou, dread Hero, of Celeftial Line,
Wert ftretch’d at Eafe ; as when a chearful Gueft,
Wine crown’d thy Bowls, and Flow’rs thy Temples dreft.
Now on all Sides the potent Fiames afpire,
And crackle round thofe Limbs that mock the Fire.
A fudden Terror feiz’d th’ immortal Hoft,
Who thought the World’s profefs’d Defender loft.
This when the Thund’rer faw, with Siniles he cries,
"'I'is from your Fears, ye Gods, my Pleafures rife ;
Joy fwells my Breaft, that my all-ruling Hand
O’er fuch a grateful People boafts Command,
- That you my {uff’ring Progeny would aid ;
Tho’ to his Deeds this juft Refpest be paid,
Me you’ve oblig’d. Be all your Fears forborn,
'T'h’> OEtan Fires do thoa, great Hero, {corn.
Who vanquifth’d all Things, fhall fubdue the Flame,
T'hat Part alone of grofs maternal Frame
Fire fhall devour ; while what frem me he ‘drew

Shall live immortal, and its Foes fubdue ; -
Riy That,
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"That, when he’s dead, I’ll raife to Realms above ;
May all the Pow’rs the righteous A& approve.

If any God diffent, and judge too great

The {acred Honours of the heav’nly Seat,

Ev’n he fhall own his Deeds deferve the Sky,
Ev’n he relucant, fhall at length comply.

Th’ aflembled Pow’rs affent. No Frown ’till now
Had mark’d with Paffion vengeful Funo’s Brow.
Mean-while whate’er was in the Pow’r of Flame
Was all confum’d ; his Body’s nervous Frame

No more was known, of human Form bereft,
Th’ external Part of Fowe alone was left.

As an old Serpent cafts his fcaly Veft,

Wreathes in the Sun, in youthful Glory dreft;
So when A/cides mortal Mold refign’d,

His better Part'enlarg’d, and grew refin’d ;
Auguft his Vifage thone ; Almighty Fove

In his {wift Carr his honour’d Offspring drove ;
High o’er the hollow Clouds the Courfers fly,
And lodge the Hero in the ftarry Sky.

- The Transformation of GALANTHIS,

Atlas perceiv’d the Load of Heav’n’s new Gueft.
Revenge ftill rancour’d in Eury/?hens’ Breaft
Againlt Alcides’ Race, Alcmena goes
To /ole, to vent maternal Woes ;
Here fhe pours forth her Grief, recounts the Spoils
Her Son had bravely reap’d in glorious Toils.
This Iole, by Hercules’ Commands,
Hyllus had lov’d, and join’d in nuptial Bands.
Her {w elhng Womb the teeming Birth confefs’d,
To whom Alemena thus her Speech addrefs’d
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O, may the Gods prote& thee, in that Hour,

When, midft thy Throws, thou call’ft th’ [ithyian Pow’s |

May no Delays prolong thy racking Pain,

As when I {fu’d for Fand’s Aid in vain.

When now Alcides’ mighty Birth drew nigh,

And the tenth Sign roll’d forward in the Sky,

My Womb extends with fuch a mighty Load,

As Fowe the Parent of the Burthen thow’d.

I could no more th’ encreafing Smart fuftain,

My Horror kindles to recount the Pain ;

Cold chills my Limbs while I the Tale purfue,

And now methinks I feel my Pangs anew.

Seven Days and Nights amidft inceffant Throws, ;
Fatiow’? with Ills T lay, nor knew Repofe s

Whert Tifring high my Hands, in Shrieks I pray’ds
Implord the G 3ds, and call’d Luciza’s Aid.

She came, but prejudie’d, to give my Fate

A Sacrifice to vengeful Fumo’s Hate.

She hears the groaning Anguith of my Fits,

And on the Aliar at my Door fhe fits.

O’er her left Knee her craf ung Leg" e caft,

Thhen knits her Fingers clofe, and wrings them faft
This ftay’d the Birth ; in mutt’ring Verfe the pray’d,
The mutt’ring Verfe th’ unfinifh’d Birth delay’d.
Now with fierce Struggles, raging with my Pain,
At Fowe’s Ingratitude I rave in vain.

How did I with for Death! fuch GroansI {ent,
- As might have made the flinty Heart relent.

Now the Cadmeian Matrons round me prefs,.

Offer their Vows, and feek to bring Redrefs ;
Among the ‘Tne&a/z Dames Galanthis ftands,

Strong limb’d, red hair’d, and juft to my Commands :

F 4 She
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She firft perceiv’d that all thefe racking Woes

From the perfifting Hate of Juno rofe, ,

As here and there we pafs’d, by chance fhe fees
‘The feated Goddefs ; on her clofe-prefs’d Knees
Her faft-knit Hands he leans; with chearful Voice
Galanthis cries, Whoe’er thou art, rejoyce,
Congratulate the Dame, fhe lies at Reft,

At length the Gods Alemena’s Womb have blett,
Swift from her Seat the ftartled Goddefs {prings, -
No more conceal’d her Hands abroad fhe flings ;
"The Charm unloos’d, the Birth my Pangs reliev’d ;
Galanthis’ Laughter vex’d the Pow’r deceiv’d.
¥Fame fays, the Goddefs dragg’d the laughing Maid
Faft by the Hair; in vain her Force eflay’d

Her grov’ling Body from the Ground to rear ;
Chang’d to Fere-feet her fhrinking Arms appear :
Her hairy Back her former Hue retains,

‘T'he Form alone is loft; her Strength remains;
Who, {ince the Lye did from her Mouth proceed,
Shall from her pregnant Mouth bring forth her Breed;
Nor fhall fhe quit her long-{requented Home,

But haunt thofe Houfes where fhe lov’d to roam.

The Fable: of DryoPE.

By Mr. P o P E,

She faid, and for her loft Galanthis fighisy ¢
When the fair Confort of her Son replies ;
Since you a Servant’s ravith’d Form beinoan,
And kindly figh for Sorrows not your own,
Let me (if Tears and Grief permit) relate

A nearer Woe, a Sifter’s ftranger Fate.
No
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No Nymph of all Oechaloa could compare -
For beauteous Form with Dryopé the Fair;
Her tender Mother’s only Hope and Pride,
(My felf the Offspring of a fecond. Brlde) _
This Nymph, comprefs’d by him who rules the Day,
Whom Delphi, and the Delian lle obey, ,
Andramon lov’d ; and bleft in all thofe Charme
That pleas’d a God fucceeded to her Arms. .
A Lake there was, with fhelving B anks around
Whofe verdant Summit fragrant M) rtles crown’d.
Thofe Shades, unknowing of the Fates, fhe fought,

And to the Naiads flow’ry Gaslands brought ;
Her fmiling Babe (a pleafing Charge) fhe preft
Between her Arms, and nourifh’d at her Br¢aﬁ
Not diftant far a watry Lotos grows =5 :
The Spring was new, and all the verdant Boughs,
Adorn’d with Blofloms, promis’d Fruits that vye
In glowing Colours with the Zyriaz Dye.
Of thefe we cropt, to pleafe her Infant Son,
And I my felf the fame rath A& had ‘done,
But, lo! I faw (as near her Side I ftood)
The violated Blofloms drop with Blood ;
Upon the Tree I caft a frightful Look,
The trembling Tree with fudden Horror fhook,
Lotis the Ny mph (if rural’ Tales be 'true)
As from Priapas’ lawlefs Luft he flew,!
Forfook her Form; and fixing her became
A flow’ry Plant, which ftill preferves her Name. ¢ ¢
This Change unknown, aftonifh’d at the Sight,
My trembling Sifter ftrove to urge her Flights;
Yet from the Pardon of the Nymphs implor’d,
And thofe offended Sylvar Pow’rs ador’d :

Rda bt

v

ok
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But when the backward fhould have fled fhe found

- Her Rif’ning Feet were rooted to the Ground :

in vain to free her faften’d Feet fhe ftrove,

And as fhe firuggles only moves above

She feels th’ incroaching Bark ‘around her grow,

By flow Degrees, and cover all below :

Surpriz’d at this, herrtrembling Hand fhe heaves

To rend her Hair, the fhooting Leaves are feen

To rife, and thade her with a fudden Green.

The Child Aﬂépiﬁfuk, to her Bofom preft,

Perceiv’d a colder and a harder Breaft,

And found the Springs, that ne’er ’tll then deny’d

Their milky Moifture, on a fudden dry’d.

1 faw, unhappy, what I now reiate,'

And ftoed the helplefs Witnefs of thy Fate;

Embrac’d thy Boughs, the rifing Bark delay’d

There wifh’d to grow, and mingle Shade and Shade.

~ Behold jzzzz’rzz}zzon, and th’ unhappy Sire

Apply, and for their Dryope enquire ;

A {pringing Tree for Dryope they find,

And print warm Kifles on the panting Rind ;

Proftrate, with 'Tear‘s: their Kindred Plant bedew,

And clofe ;mbr,ag:fd,; 1as to the Roots they grew ;

The Face was all that/now remain’d of ithee ;

No more a Woman, nos yet quite a T'ree:

Thy Branches'hung with humid Pearls appear,

From eviry Leaf diftills a trickling Tear;

And firdit 2 Voice, while yet a' Voice remains,

Thus thro’ the trémibling Boughs in Sighs complains.
If to the W're.tch'ed any Faith be giv’n,

I fwear by all' th? unpitying Pow’rs of Heay’n,

i -

-No
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No wilful Crime this heavy Vengeance bred,

In mutual Innocence our Lives we led.

If this be falfe, let thefe new Greens decay,

Let founding Axes lop my Limbs away, g
And crackling Flames on all my Honours prey.
Now from my branching Arms this Infant bear,
Let fome kind Nurfe {upply a Mother’s: Care ;

Yet to his Mother let him oft be led, "

Sport in her Shades, and in her Shades be fed ;
Teach him, when firft his Infant Voice fhall frame
Imperfe&® Words, and lifp his Mother’s Name,

To hail this T'ree, and fay with weeping Eyes,
‘Within this Plant my haplefs Parent lies;

And when in Youth he feeks the thady Woods,

Oh, let him fly the chryftal Lakes and Floods,
Nor touch the fatal Flow’rs; but warn’d by mes
Believe a Goddefs fhrin’d in ev’ry Tree,

My Sire, my Sifter, and my Spoufe farewel!

If in your Breafts or Love, or Pity, dwell,

Prote& your Plant, nor let my Branches feel

The browzing Cattle, or the piercing Steel..
Farewel ! and fince I cannot bend to join

My Lips to yours, advance at leaft to mines

My Son, thy Mother’s parting Kifs receive,.

While yet thy Mother has a Kifs to give.

T can no more ; the creeping Rind invades

My clofing Lips, and: hides my Head in Shades 2
Remove your Hands ; the Bark fhall foon {uffice,
Without their Aid, to feal thefe dying Eyes.

She ceas’d at once to {peak, and ceas’d to bej;
And all the Nymph was loft within the Tr ce :

Yet latent Life thro’ her own Branches reign’d,.

And long the Plant a human Heat r‘eta'm’dg
F6 While
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Contind’d by Mr. Gavy.

lovavus refor’d to Yourh.

While o/ the fatal Change declares,
Alemena’s pitying Hand oft wip’d her Tears.
Grief too ftream’d down her Cheeks ; foon Sorrow flies,
And rifing Joy the trickling Moifture dries, }
Lo Iolaus ftands before their Eyes.
A Youth he ftood ; and the {oft down began
O’er his footh Chin to fpread, and promife Man.
Hebe fubmitted to her Hufband’s Pray’rs,
Inftil’d new Vigour, and reftor’d his Years.

The Prophecy of THEMIS.

Now from her Lips a folemn Oath had paft,
That Zolaus this Gift alone fhou’d tafte,
Had not juft Themis thus maturely faid,
(Which check’d her View, and aw’d the blooming Maid)
Thebes is embroil’d in War.  Capanens ftands
Invincible, but by the Thund’rer’s Hands.
Ambition fhall the guilty * Brothers fire,
Both rufh to mutual Wounds, and both expire.
The reeling Earth thall ope her gloomy Womb,
Where the t+ yet breathing Bard fhall find his Tomb.
The § Son fhall bath his Hands in Parents’ Blood,
And'in one A& be both unjuft, and good.
Of Home, and Senfe depriv’d, where-e’er he fiies,
‘The Furies, and his Mother’s Ghoft he {pies.
His Wife the fatal Bracelet fhall implore,
And Plegeus flain his Sword in Kindred Gore.
Callirkaoe

¥ Eteocles and Polinices, 4 Amphiaraus, § Alemzon,
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Callirbie fhall then with fuppliant Pray’r
Prevail on Fupiter’s relenting Ear.

Fove fhall with Youth her Infant Sons infpire,
And bid their Bofoms glow with manly Fire.

The Debate of the Gods.

When Zhemis thus with prefc1ent Voice had fpoke,
Among the Gods a various Murmur ‘broke;
Diffention rofe in each immortal Breaft,

That one thould grant, what was deny’d the reft,
Aurora for her good Spoufe complains, '
And Ceres grieves for Fafon’s freezing Veins ;
Vulcan would Ericthonius’ Years renew,

Her future Race the Care of Zenus drew,

She would #nchifes’ blooming Age reftore ;

A diff’rent Care employ’d each heav’nly Pow’r:
Thus various Int’refts did their Jars encreafe,

*Till Fowe arofe; he fpoke; their Tumults ceafe.

Is any Rev’rence to our Prefence giv’n,

Then why this Difcord *mong the Pow’rs of Heav’n ?
Who can the fettled Will of Fate fubdue?
*T'was by the Fates that Jolaus knew
A fecond Youth. The Fate’s determin’d Doom
Shall give Callirhoe’s Race a Youthful Bloom.
Arms, nor Ambition can this Pow’r obtain ;
Quell your Defires; ev’n me the Fates reftrain,
Could I their Will controul, no rolling Years
Had Aacus bent down with filver Hairs ;
"Then Rhadamanthus £ill had Youth pofTefs’d,
And Mines with eternal Bloom been blefs’d.
Fowe’s Words the Synod mov’d ; the Pow’rs give o’er,
And urge in vain unjuft Complaint no more.
Since
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Since Rhadamanthus® Veins now flowly flow’d,

" And Zacus, and Minos bore the Load ;

- Minos, who in the Flow’r of Youth, and Fame,
Made mighty Nations tremble at his Name,
Infirm with Age, the proud Miletus fears,

Vain of his Birth, and in the Strength of Years,
And now regarding all his Realms as loft,

He durft not force him from his native Coaft.
But you by choice, Miletus, fled his Reign,
And thy fwift Veflel plow’d th’ Zgear Main ;
On Aﬁ;ztic}é Shores 2 Town you frame, :
Which #till is honour’d with the Founder’s Name.
Here you Cyance knew, the beauteous Maid,

As on her * Father’s winding Banks fhe ftray’d ;
Caunus and Byblis hence their Lineage trace, -
The double Offspring of your warm Embrace.

The Paffion of Bygris.

By SterpuENn Harvey, Efqs
Let the fad Fate of wretched Byblis prove
A difmal Warning to unlawful Love; -
~ One Birth gave Being to the haplefs Pair,
But more was Caunus than a Sifter’s Care 3
Unknown fhe liv’d, for yet the gentle Fire
Rofe not in Flames, nor kindled to Defire;
’T'was thoﬁght no Sin to wonder at his Charms,,
Hang on his Neck, and languifh in his Arms;
Thus wing’d with Joy, fled the foft Hours away,,
And all the fatal Guilt on harmlefs Nature lay..
But Love (too foon from Piety declin’d)
Infenfibly deprav’d her yielding Mind.
Drefs’d:

* Meander,
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Drefs’d fhe appears, with niceft Art adorn’d,
And ev’ry Youth, but her lov’d Brother, fcorn’d;
For him alone «fhe labour’d to be fair,
And curft all Charms that might with hers compare.
“T'was fhe, and only the, muft Caunus pleafe,
Sick at her Heart, yet knew not her Difeafe :
She call’d him Lord, for Brother was a Name
Too cold, and dull for her afpiring Flame ;
And when he {poke, if Sifter he reply’d,
For Byblis change that frozen Word, the cry’d.
Yet waking #ill fhe watch’d her ftruggling Breaft,
And Love’s Approaches were in vain addrefs’d,
*Till gentle Sleep in eafy Conqueft made,
And in her {oft Embrace the Conqueror was laid, ‘
But oh too foon the pleafing Vifion fled, :
And left her bluthing on the confcious Bed: -
Ah me! (fhe cry’d) how monftrous do I feem ?
Why thefe wild Thoughts? and this inceftuous Dream?
Envy herfelf (tis true) muft own his Charms,
But what is Beauty in a Sifter’s Arms ?
Oh were I not that defpicable fhe, R
How blefs’d, how pleas’d, how happy fhow’d T be!
But unregarded now muft bear my Pain,
And but in Dreams, my Wifhes can obtain.

O Sea-born Goddefs ! with thy wanton Boy!
Was ever fuch a charming Scene of Joy ?
Such perfe& Blifs! fuch ravithing Delight!
Ne’er hid before in the kind Shades of Night.
How pleas’d my Heart! in what fiveet Raptures toft?
Ev’n Life it felf in the foft Combat loft,
While breathlefs he on my heav’d Bofom lay,
And fnatch’d the Treafures of my Soul away.

If
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If the bare Fancy fo affets my Mind,
How fhou’d I rave if to the Subftance join’d?
Oh, gentle Caunus! quit thy hated Line,
Or let thy Parents be no longer mine!
Oh that in common all things were enjoy’d,
But thofe alone who have our Hopes deftroy’d.
Were I a Princefs, thou an humble Swain,
The proudeft Kings fhou’d rival thee in vain.
It cannot be, alas! the dreadful Ill
Is fix’d by Fate, and he’s my Brother ftill.
Hear me, ye Gods! I muft have Friends in Heav’n,
For Fowve himfelf was to a Sifter giv’n:
But what are their Prerogatives above,
To the fhort Liberties of human Love?
Fantaftick Thoughts! down, down, forbidden Fires,
Or inftant Death extinguifh my Defires.
Stri& Virtue, then, with thy malicious Leave,
‘Without 2 Crime I.may a Kifs receive:
But fay thou’d I in {pight of Laws comply,
Yet cruel Caunus might himfelf deny,
No Pity take of an afflited Maid,
(For Love’s{weet Game muft be by Couples play’d.)
Yet why fhou’d Youth, and Charms like mine, defpair ?
Such Fears ne’er ftartled the Zolian Pair;
No Ties of Blood could their full Hopes deftroy,
They broke thro’ all, for the prevailing Joy:
And who can tell but Czazaus too may be
Rack’d and tormented in his Breaft for me?
Like me, to the extreameft Anguifh drove,
Like me, juft waking from a Dream of Love?
But ftay ! Oh whither wou’d my Fury run!
What Arguments I urge to be undone!

3 Away
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Away fond Byblis, quench thefe guilty Flames ;
Caunus thy Love but as a Brother ‘claims;
Yet had he firft been touch’d with Love of me,
The charming Youth .cou’d I defpairing fee?.
Opprefs’d with Grief, and dying by Difdain?
Ah no! too fure I fhou’d have eas’d his Pain!

Since then, if Caunus ask’d me, it were done;

Afking my felf, what Dangers can I'run?

But canft thou atk? and fee that Right betray’d,
From Pyriha down to thy whole Sex convey’d?
That felf-denying Gift we all enjoy,

Of wifhing to'be won, yet feeming to be coy.
Well then, for once, let a fond Miftrefs woe;
The Force of Love no Cuftom can fubdue;
This frantick Paffion he by Words fhall know,
Soft as the:melting Heart from whence they flow.
The Pencil then in her fair Hand fhe held,

By Fear difcourag’d, but by Love compell’d;

113

She writes, then blots, writes on, and blots again,

Likes it as fit, then razes it as vain:

Shame, and Affurance in her Face appear,

And a faint Hope juft yielding to Defpair;

Sifter was wrote, and blotted as a Word

Which fthe, and Caurus roo (fhe hop’d) abhorr’d ;
But now refolv’d to be no more controul’d

By fcrup’lous Virtue, thus her Grief {he told.
Thy Lover (gentle Caunus) withes thee

That Health, which thou alone canft give to me,
O charming Youth! the giftI afk beftow,

Ere thou the Name of the fond Writer know ;
To thee without a Name I: fhould be known,
Since knowing that, my Frailty I muft own.

. Yet
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Yet why thou’d I my wretched Name conceal ;
When thoufand Inftances my Flames reveal :
Wan Looks, and weeping Eyes have fpoke my Pain,
And Sighs difcharg’d from my heav’d Heart in vain;
Had I not with’d my Paffion might be feen,
What cou’d fuch Fondnefs and Embraces mean ?
Such Kiffes too! (Oh heedlefs lovely Boy)
Without a Crime no Sifter cou’d enjoy : j
Yet (tho’ extremeft Rage has rack’d my Soul,
And raging Fires in my parch’d Bofom roll)
Be Witnefs, Gods! how pioufly I firove
To rid my ‘Thoughts of this enchanting Love,
But who cou’d {cape fo fierce, and fure 2 Dart,
Aim’d at a tender, and defencelefs Heart?
Alas! what Maid cou’d fuffer, I have born,
Ere the dire Secret from my Breaft was torn;
To thee a‘helplefs vanquifh’d Wretch I come,
"Tis you alone can fave, or give my Doom;
My life, or Death this Moment you may chufe,
Yet think, Oh think, no hated Stranger fues,
No Foe; but one, alas! too near ally’d,
And withing ftill much nearer to be ty’d.
"The Forms of Decency let Age debate,
And Virtue’s Rules by their cold Morals ftate;
‘Their ebbing Joys give Leifure to enquire,
And blame thofe noble Flights our Youth infpire :
Where Nature kindly fummons let us go,
Our {prightly Years no Bonds‘in Love fhou’d know,
Shou’d feel no Check of Guilt, and fear no In;
Lovers, and Gods a& all things at their Will;
We gain one Blefling from our hated Kin,
Since our Paternal Freedom hides the Sin;

Un.
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Uncenfur’d in each other’s Arms we lye,

Think then how eafie to compleat our Joy. .

Oh, pardon and oblige a blufhing Maid,

Whofe Rage the Pride of her vain Sex betray’d;
Nor let my Tomb thus mournfully complain,
Here Byblis lies, by her lov’d Caunus {lain.

Forc’d here to end, fhe with a falling Tear
Temper’d the pliant Wax, which did the Signet bears
The curious Cypher was imprefs’d by Art,

But Love had ftamp’d one deeper in her Heart;

Her Page, a Youth of Confidence, and Skill,

(Secret as Night) ftood waiting on her Will;

Sighing (fhe cry’d) bear this, thou faithful Boy,

To my fweet Partner in eternal Joy.

Here a long Paufe her fecret Guilt confefs’d,

And when at length we would have {poke the reft, }
Half the dear Name lay bury’d in her Breaft.

Thus as he liftned to her vain Command,
Down fell the Letter from her trembling Hand,
The Omen thock’d her Soul: Yet go, the cry’d;
Can a Requeft from Byélis be deny’d ?

To the Meandrian Youth this Meflage’s born,
The half-read Lines by his fierce Rage were torn ;
Hence, hence, he cry’d, thou Pandar to her Luft,
Bear hence the Triumph of thy impious Truft:

Thy inftant Death will but divalge her Shame,
Or thy Life’s Blood fhou’d quench the guilty Flame.
Frighted, from threatning Caunxs he withdrew, -
And with the dreadful News to his loft Miftrefs flew,
The fad Repulfe [o ftruck the wounded Fair,
Her Senfe was bury’d in her wild Defpair;
Pale was her Viffage, as the ghaftly Dead ;
And her fcar’d Soul from the {iveet Manfion fled ;
Yet
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Yet with her Life renew’d, her Love returns,
And faintly thus her: cruel Fate the mourns
"Tis juft, ye Gods! was my falfe Reafon blind ?

To write a Secret of this tender kind ?

With female Craft I fhou’d at firft have ftrove,

By dubious Hints to found his diftant Love;

And try’d thofe ufeful, tho’ diffembled, Arts,

Which Women pra&tife on difdainful Hearts :

I fhou’d have watch’d whence the black Storm might rife,
Ere I had trufted the unfaithful Skies.

Now on the rolling Billows I am toit,

And with extended Sails, on the blind Shelves am Ioft,
Did not indulgent Heav'n my Doom foretell,

When from my Hand the fatal Letter fell?

What Madnefs 'feiz’d-my Soul? and urg’d me on

To take the only Courfe to be undone ?

Tcou’d my felf have told the moving Tale

With fuch alluring Grace as muft prevail ;

Then had his Eyes beheld my blufhing Fears,

My rifing Sighs, and my defcending Tears ;

Round his dear Neck thefe Arms I then had fpread,
And, if reje@ed, at his Feet been dead :

If fingly thefe had not his Thoughts inclin’d,

Yet all united would have fhock’d his Mind.
Perhaps, my carelefs Page might be in fault,

And in a lucklefs Hour the fatal Meflage brought;
Bufinefs, and worldly Thoughts might fill his Breaft,
Sometimes ev’n Love itfelf may be an irkfome Gueft -
He could not elfe have treated me with Scorn,

For Caunus was not of a Tygrefs born;

Nor Steel, nor Adamant has fenc’d his Heart ;

Like mine, ’tis naked to the burning Dart,
Away
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Away falfe Fears! he muft, he fhall be mine; '

In Death alone I will my Claim refign ;

>T'is vain to wifh my written Crime unknown, -

And for my Guilt much vainer to'atone.

Repuls’d and baffied, fiercer ftill he burns,

And Caunus with Difdain her impious Love returns,

He {faw no End of her injurious Flame,

And fled his Country to avoid the Shanie.

Forfaken Byblis, who had Hopes no more ;

Burlt outin Rage, and her icofe Robes ihe tore;

With her fair Hands fhe finote her tender Breaft,

And to the wond’ring Woild her Love confels’d ;

O’er Hills and Dales, o’er Rocks and Streams fhe flew,

Bat fill in vain did her wild Luft purfue:

Wearied at length, on the cold Earth fhe fell.

And now in Tears alone could her fad Story tell. -

Relenting Gods in Pity fix’d her there,

. And to a Fountain turn’d the weeping Fair,

The Fable of Ipuis and IANTHE.

By Mr. DRYDEN.

The Fame of this, perhaps, thro’ Greze had flown :
But Crete had newer Wonders of her own,
In Iphis chang’d; For, near the Gugffian Bounds,
(As loud Report the Miracle refounds)
At Phefius dweit a Man of honeft Blood, -
But meanly born, and not fo rich as good ; }
Efteem’d and lov’d by all the Neighbouarhood ;
Who to his Wife, before the Time aflign’d
For Child-birth came, thus bluntly {poke his Mind :
If
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If Heav’n, faid Lygdus, will vouchfafe to hear,
I have but two Petitions to prefer ; }
Short Pains for thee, for me a Son and Heir.,
Girls coft as many Throws in bringing forth ;
Befide, when born, the Titts are little worth 3
Weak pulling things, unable to fuftain
Their Share of Labour, and their Bread to gain.
- If, therefore, thou a Creature fhalt produce,
Offo great Charges, and fo little Ufe, ,
(Bear Witnefs, Heav’n, with what Reluétancy)
Her haplefs Innocence I doom to die.
He faid, and common Tears the common Grief difplay,
Of him who bad, and her who muft obey.
Yet Telethenfu fill perfifts, to find
Fit Arguments to move a Father’s Mind ;
T” extend his Withes to a larger Scope,
And in one Veflel not confine his Hope.
Lygdus continues hard : Her time drew near,
And fhe her heavy Load could fearcely bear;
When flumbring, in the latter thades of Night,
Before th’ Approaches of returning Light,
She {aw, or thought the faw, before her Bed,
A glorious T'rain, and Ifis at their Head :
Her moony Horns were on her Forehead plac’d,
And yellow Shelves her fhining Temples grac’d:
A Mitre, fora Crown, fhe wore on high ;
The Dog, and dappl’d Bull were waiting by ;
O/pris, {ought along the Banks of Nil.;
Fhe filent God ; the facred Crocodile 3
And, laft, along Proceflion moving on,
With Timbrels, that affift the lab’ring Moon.
Her Slumbers feem’d difpell’d, and, broad awake,
She hieard a Voice, that thus diftin@ly fpake.
My
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My Votary, thy Babe from Death defend,

Nor fear to fave whate’er the Gods will fend.
Delude with Art thy Hufbands dire Decree :
When Danger calls, repofe thy Truft on me:
And know thou haftnot ferv’d a thanklefs Deity.
This Promife made, with Night the Goddefs fled ;
With Joy the Woman wakes, and leaves her Bed ;
Devoutly her {potlefs Hands on high,

And prays the Pow’rs their Gift to ratifie.

Now grinding Pains proceed to bearing T hrows,
T its own Weight the Burden did difclofe.
*T'was of the beauteous Kind and brought to Light
With Secrecy, to fhun the Father’s Sight.

Th’ indulgent Mother did her Care employ,
And paft it on her Hufband for a Boy.

"The Nurfe was confcious of the Faét alone;
The Father paid his Vows as fora Son

And call’d him Iphis, by a common Name,
Which either Sex with equal Right may claim.
Iphis his Grandfire was ; the Wife was pleas’d,
Of half the Fraud by Fortune’s Favour eas’d:
The doubtful Name was us’d without Deceit,
And Truth was cover’d: with a pious Cheat.
The Habit fhew’d a Boy, theibeauteous Face
With manly Fiercenefs mingled Female Grace.

Now: thirteen Years of Age were {wiftly run,
When the fond Father thought the Time drew on
Of fettling in the world his only Son.

Tanthe was his Choice ; fowondrous fair,
Her form alone with /z4zs cou’d compare ;
A Neighbour’s Daughter of his own Degree,

And not more blefs’d with Fartune’s Goods than he.

1

They
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They foon efpous’d; for they with eafe were join’d,
Who were before contradted in'the Mind.
Their Age the fame, their Inclinations too :
And bred together, in one fchool they grew.
Thus, fatally difpofed to mutual Fires,
They felt, before they knew, the fame Defires,
Equal their Flame, unequal was their Care ;
One lov’d with Hope, one langnifh’d in Defpair,
The Maid accus’d the lingring Day alone :
For \'vhomlfhe thoughta Man, fhe thought her own,
But Zphis bends beneath a greater Grief;
As fiercely burns, but hopes for no Relief;
Ev’n her Defpair adds Fuel to her Fire ;
A Maid with Madnefs does a Majd defire,
And, {carce refraining 'Tears, Alas, faid fhe,
What Iffue of my Love remains for me !
How wild a Paflion works within my Breaft,
With what prodigious Flames am I poffeft !
Could I the Care of Providence deferve,
Heav’n muft deftroy me, if it would preferve,
And that’s my Fate, or fure it would have fent
Some ufual Evil for my Punifhment :
Not this unkindly Curfe ; to rage, and burn,
Where Nature fhews no Profpeét of Return.
Nor Cows for Cows confume with fruitlefs Fire ;
Nor Mares, when hot, their Fellow-Mares defire
"The Father of the Fold fupplies his Ewes ;
The Stag through fecret Woods his Hind purfues 3 }
And Birds forMates theMales of theirown Specieschufe.,
Her Females Nature guards from Female Flame,
And joins two Sexes to preferve the Game - ‘%
Wou’d I were nothing, ornot what I am !

Crete,
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Crete, fam’d for Monfters, wanted of her Store,
"Till my new Love produc’d one Monfter more,
The Daughter of the Sun 2 Bull defird, 5
And yetev’n then a2 Male a Female fir'd;
Her Paflion was extravagantly new,
But mine is much the madder of the two.
To things impofiible fhe was not bent,
But found the means to compafs her Intént,
"To cheat his Eyes fhe took 2 different Shape ;
Yet il fhe gain’d a Lover, and a Leap.
Shou’d:all the Wit of al] the World cdnfpire,
Show’d Dedalus afiift my wild Defire,
What Art can make me able to enjoy,
Or what can change Zanthe to a Boy ?
Extinguifh then thy Paflion, hopelefs Maid,
And recolle& thy Reafon for thy Aid.
Know what thou art, and love as Maidens ought,
And drive thefe Golden Wifhes from thy Thought,
Thou canft not hope thy fond Defires to gain ;
Where Hope is wanting, Wihes are in vain.

And yet no Guards againft our Joys confpire 3
No jealous Hufband hinders our Defire;;
My Parents are propitious to my With,
And fhe herfelf confenting to the Blifs.
All things concur to profper our Defign 3
All things to profper any Love butmine.
And yet I never can enjoy the Fair;
"Tis paft the Pow’r of Heav’n to grant my Pray’r,
Heav’n has been kind, as far as Heav’n can be;
Our Parents with our own Defires agree ;
But Nature, ftronger than the Gods above,
Refufes her Affiftance to my Love;

Vor. II, G She
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She fets the Bar that caufes all my Pain ;

One Gift refus’d, makes all their Bounty vain.
And now the happy Day is juft at hand,

To bind our Hearts in Hymen's holy Band :

Our Hearts, but not our.Bodies: Thus accurs’d,
In midft of Water I complain of Thirft.

Why com’ft thou, Funo, to thefe barren Rites,
To blefs a Bed defrauded of Delights?

But why fhow’d Hymen lift his Torch on high,
To fee two Brides in cold Embraces lye ?

Thus Love-fick Jphis her vain Paflion mourns ;
With equal Ardour fair.Janthe burns,

Invoking Hymen's Name, and Funo’s Pow’r,
To {peed the Work, and hafte the happy Hour.

She hopes, .while Telethen/a fears the Day,
And ftrives to interpofe fome new Delay :

Now feigns a Sicknefs, now is in a Fright
For this bad Omen, or that boding Sight.
But having done whate’er fhe could devife,
And empty’d all her Magazine of Lies,

The Time.approach’d ; the next enfuing Day
The fatal Secret muft to Light betray.
"Then Zelethenfa had recourfe to Pray’r ;

~8he and her Daughter with difhevel’d Hair,
Trenibling with Fear, great I/is they ador’d,
Embrac’d her Altar, and her aid implorid.

Fair Queen, who doft on fruitful Egypt fmile,
Who fway’ft the Sceptre of the Pharian Ile, }
And fev’n-fold Falls of difemboguing Ni/e,
Relieve, in this our laft Diftrefs, fhe faid,

A fuppliant Mother, and a mournful Maid.
Thou, Goddefs, thou wert prefent to my Sight;
. Reveal’d I faw thee by thy own fair Light:
I faw

A
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I faw thee in my Dream, as now I fee, |
With all thy Marks of awful Majefty : SR
The glorious Train that compafs’d thee around ;
And heard the hollow Timbrel’s holy Sound.
Thy Words I noted, which I ftill retain ; -
Let not thy facred Oracles be vain."
That Iphis lives, that I myfelfam free
From Shame, and Punifhment, Ioweto thee.
On thy Protetion all our Hopes depend.
Thy Counfel fav’d us, let thy Pow’r defend.

Her Tears purfu’d her Words ; and while fhe fpoke,
The Goddefs nodded, and her Altar fhook -
The Temple Doors as with a Bla# of Wind,
Were heard to clap ; the Lunar Horns that bind
The Brows of Z/is caft a Blaze around ;
The Trembling Timbrel made a murm’ring Sound.

Some Hopes thefe happy Omens did impart ;
Forth went the Mother with a beating Heart
Not much in Fear, nor fully fatisfy’d ;
But Zphis follow’d with a larger Stride :
The Whitenefs of her Skin forfook her Face ;
Her Looks embolden’d with an awful Grace ;
Her Features, and her Strength together grew,
And her long Hair to curling Locks withdrew.
Her fparkling Eyes with manly Vigour thone,
Big was her Voice, audacious was her Tone.
The latent Parts, at length reveal’d, began
To fhoot, and {pread, and burnifh into Man.
The Maid becomes a Youth ; no more delay
Your Vows, but look, and confidently pay.
‘Their Gifts the Parents to the Temple bear :
The Votive Tables this Infcription wear

G2 ]p/)z':



Toy  Qviv’s Metomorpbofes.  Book TX.
Iphis the Mian, has to‘the ‘Goddefs paid - '
‘The Vows, that Iphis offer’d when a Maid.

Now; whenthe Star'of Day had fhéwn his Face,
Zenus and Funowith their Prefence grace
'The Nuptial Rites, and Hywien from above
Defcending to compléat their happy Love ;
'The Gods of Mafriage lend their mutual Aid;
4And the warm ¥outh enjoys-the lovely Maid.

| The End of the Ninth Book,







=0
A

)1\




MBET LMORPHOSES..

BOOK X.

Tranflated ly Mr. DrypenN, Mr. Cons
GREVE, and Others,

The Story of Oreprrvs and EuryDICE,

By Mr.CoNGREVE, -

‘ HENCE, in his Saffron Robe, for diftant -
. Thrace, $ES

Hymen departs,thro’ Air’sunmeafur’d Space
ol By Orpbeus call’d, the Nuptial Pow’r
7 attends,

But with ill-omen’d Augury defcends ;

Nor chearful look’d the God, nor profp’rous fpoke;,
Nor blaz’d his Torch, but weptin hifling Smoke.

In vain they whirl it round, in vain they fhake,

No rapid Motion can its Flames awake.

G4 With
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With Dread thefe inaufpicious Signs were view’d,,
And foon a more difaftrous End enfu’d ;
For as the Bride, amid the Ngiad T'rain,
Ran joyful, fporting o’er the flow’ry Plain,
A venom’d Viper bit her as fhe pafs’d ;
Inftant the fell, and fudden breath’d her laft,
When long his Lofs the 7hracian had deplor’d,
Not by fuperior Pow’rs to be reftor’d H
Inflam’d by Love, and urg’d by deep Defpair,
He leaves the Realms of Light, and upper Air ;
Daring to tread the dark T enarian Road,
And tempt the Shades in their obfcure Abode ;
Thro” gliding Spe@res of th’ Interr’d to 2o,
And Phantom People of the World below :
Perfephone he feeks, and him who reigns
O’er Ghofts, and Hell’s uncomfortable Plains.
Arriv’d, he, tuning to his Voice his Strings,
Thus to the King and Queen of Shadows fings.
Ye Pow’rs, who under Earth your Realms extend, :
'T'o whom all Mortals muft one day defcend 3 |
If here *tis granted facred Truth to tell :
I come not curious to explore your Hell;
Nor come to boaft (by vain Ambition fir’d)
How Cerberus atmy Approach retir’d.
My Wife alone I feek ; for her lov’d {ake
Thefe Terrors I fupport, this Journey take.
She, lucklefs wand’ring, or by Fate mis:led,
Chanc’d on alurking Viper’s Créft to tread ;
The vengeful Beaft, enflam’d with Fury, ftarts,
And thro’ her Heel his deathful Venom darts.
Thus was fhe fnatch’d untimely to her Tomb ;

Her growing Years cut fhort, and fpringing Bloom.
' Long



Book X.  Ovin’s Metamorphofes.” 129 :

Long I my Lofs endeavour’d to fuftain,
And ftrongly ftrove, but ftrove, alas, in vains
AtlengthI yielded, won by mighty Love; -
Well known is that Omnipotence above !
But here, I doubt, his unfelt Influence fails 5
And yet a Hope within my Heart prevails, .
That here, ev’n here, he has been known, ofiold 5 -
At leaft if Truth be by Tradition told’;
If Fame of former Rapes Belief may find,
You both by Love, and Love alone, were join’d. -
Now, by the Horrors which thefe Realms furround 5 -
By the vaft Chaos of thefe Depths profound ;
By the fad Silence which eternal reigns :
Cer all the Wafte of thefe wide-ftretching Plains 3
Let me again Eurpdics veceive, = = 11+ '
Let Fate her quick-fpun Thread of Life re-weave.' .
All our Poffeflions are but Loans from you,
And foon, or late, you muftbe paid your Due 3
Hither we hafte to Human-kind’s laft Seat,
Your endlefs Empire, and our fure Retreat.
She too, when ripen’d Years fhe fhall attain, =
Muft, of avoidlefs Right, be yours again:
I but the tranfient ufe of that require, ‘
Which foon, too foon, I muftrefign entire,
But if the Deftinies refufe my Vow,
And no Remiffion of her Doom allow ;
Know, I’m determin’d to return no more ;.
So both retain, or both to Lifereftore.’

Thus, while the Bard melodio'uﬂy‘: complains,
And to his Lyre accords his vocal Strains,
The very bleodlefs Shades Attention keep,
And filent, {eem compaflionate to weeps

Ggs Ev’n
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Ev’n Tantalus his Flood unthirfty views,

Nor flies the Stream, nor he the Stream purfues ;
Jxion’s wond’ring Wheel its Whirl fufpends,
And the voracious Vultur, charm’d, attends -
No more the Belides their Toil bemoém,-

- And Sifiphus reclin’d, fits liﬁ’niﬁg on his Stone.

Then firft, (’tisfaid) by facred Verfe fubduw’d,
The Furies felt their Cheeks with Tears bedew’d
Nor could the rigid King, or Queen of Hell,
Th’ Impulfe of Pity in their Arts repell.

Now, from a Troop of Shades that laft arriv’d,
Eurydice was call'd, and ftood reviv’d :

Slow fhe advanc’d, and halting {feem’d to feel
The fatal Wound, yet painful in her Heel.
Thus he obtains the Suit fo much defir’d,
On ftri¢t Obfervance of the Terms requir’d :
For if, before he reach the Realms of Air,
He backward caft his Eyes to view the Fair,
The forfeit Grant, that Inftant, void is made,
And fhe for ever left a lifelefs Shade.

Now thro’ the noifelefs Throng their Way they bend,
And both with Pain the rugged Road afcend ;
Dark was the Path, and difficult, and fteep,

And thick with Vapours from the fmoaky Deep.

They well-nigh now had pafs’d the Bounds of Night,
And juftapproach’d the Margin of the Light,

When he, miftrufting left her Steps might ftray,

And gladfome of the Glympfe of dawning Day,

His longing Eyes, impatient, backward caft

To catch a Lover’s Look, but look’d his laft 3

For, inftantdying, fhe again defcends,

- While he to empty Air his Arms extends.

Again
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Again fhe dy’d, not yet her Lord reprov’d ;
What could fhe fay, but that too well he lov’d ;
One laft Farewell fhe {poke, which {carce he heard ;
So foon fhe drop’d, fo fudden difappear’d.
All ftunn’d he ftood, when thus his Wife he view’d
By fecond Fate, and double Death fubdu’d :
Not more Amazement by that Wretch was fhown, -
Whom Cerberus beholding, turn’d to Stone;
Nor Olenus con’d more aftonifh’d look,
When on himfelf Lethea’s Fault he took,
His beauteous Wife, who too fecure had dar’d:
Her Face to vye with Goddefles compar’d -
Oncejoin’d by Love they ftand united filk,
Turn’d to contiguous Rocks on Ida’s Hill.
Now to repafs the Szyx in vain he tries,
Charon averfe, his prefling Suit denies.
Sev’n days entire, along th’ infernal Shores,
Difconfolate, the Bard Eurydice deplores ;
Defil’d with Filth his Robe, with Tears his Cheeks; -
No Suftenance but Grief, and Cares, he feeks:
Of rigid Fate inceffant he complains,
And Hell’s inexorable Gods arraigns.
This ended, to high Rbodope he haftes,
And Hemus’ Mountam, bleak with Northern Blaffs.
And now his yearly Race the circling Sun
Had thrice compleat thro’ wat’ry Pi/ces run,
Since Orpheus fled the Face o’ Womankind,
And all foft Union with the Sex declin’d.
Whether hisill Succefs this Change had bred,
Or binding Vows made to his former Bed ;
‘Whate’er the Caufe, in vain the Nymphs coateft,
With rival Eyes to warm his frozen Breaft : '
‘ G6 For
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Forev'ry Nymf)h with Love his Lays infpir’d,
Butev’ry Nymphrepuls’d, with Grief retir’d,

A Hill there was, and on that Hill a Mead,
With Verdure thick, butdeftitute of Shade.
Where, now, the Mufes Son no fooner fings,
No fooner firikes his fweet refounding Strings,
But diftant Groves the flying Sounds receive,
And lift'ning Trees their rooted Stations leave s
‘Themfelves tranfplanting, all around they grow,
And various Shades their various Kinds beftow.
Here, tall Chaonian Oaks their Branches {pread,
While weeping Poplars there ere& their Head.
"The foodful E/culus here thoots his Leaves,

That Turf {oft Lime-tree, this fat Beach receives s
Here, brittle Hazels, Laurels here advance,

And there tough Afh to form the Hero’s Lance ;
Here filver Firs with knotlefs T'runks afcend,
‘T'here, Scarlet Oaks beneath their Acorns bend,
That Spot admits the hofpitable Plane,

On this, the Maple grows with clouded Grain ;
Here, watry Willows are with Lozus feen ;

There, Tamarifk, and Box for ever green.

With double Hue here Mirtles grace the Ground,
And Laureftines, with purple Berries crown’d.
With pliant Feet, now, Ivies this way wind,
Vines yonder rife, and Elms with Vines entwin’d
Wild Orzus now, the Pitch-tree next takes reot,
And Arbutus adorn’d with blufhing Fruit,

Then eafy-bending Palms, the Victor’s Prize,
And Pines ereft with briftly Tops arife,

For Rhea grateful ftill the Pine remains,

For 4tys fill fome Favour fhe retains ;

He
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He once in human Shape her Breaft had warm’d,
And now-is cherifh’d, to a Tree transform’d.

The Fable of CyPARISSUS,

Amid the Throng of this promifcuous Wood,
With pointed Top, the taner Cyprefs ftood ;
A Tree which once a Youth, and heav’nly fair,
Was of that Deity the darling Care,
Whofe Hand adapts, with equal Skill, the Strings
"ToBows with which he kills, and Harps to which hefings,
For heretofore, a mighty Stag was bred,
Which on the fertile Fields of Cza fed ;
In Shape and Size he all his Kind excell’d,
And to Carthean Nymphs was facred held.
His beamy Head, with Branches high difplay’d,
Afforded to itfelf an ample Shade :
His Horns were gilt, and his{fmooth Neck was grac’d
With filver Collars thick with Gems enchas’d :
A filver Bofs upon his Forehead hung,
And brazen Pendants in his Ear-rings rung,
Frequenting Houfes, he familiar grew,
And learnt by Cuftom, Natureto fubdue;
’Till by degrees, of Fear, and Wildnefs, broke,
Ev’n ftranger Hands his proffer’d Neck might ftroak,
Much ‘was the Beaft by Cza’s Youth carefs’d,
But thou, fweet Cypariffius, lov’dft him beft :
By thee, to Paftures’ freth, he oft was led,
By thee oft water’d at the Fountain’s Head:
His Horns with Garlands, now, by thee were ty’d,
And, now, thou on his Back wou’dft wanton ride ;
Now here, now there weu’dft bound along the Plains,
Ruling his tender Mouth with purple Reins.
*Twas
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"T'was when the Summer Sun, at Noon of Day,
Thro’ glowing Cancer thot his burning Ray,
’T'was then, the fav’rite Stag, in cool Retreat,
Had fought a Shelter from the fcorching Heat ;
Along the Grafs his weary Limbs he laid,
Inhaling Frefhnefs from the breezy Shade:
When Cypariffus with his pointed Dart,
Unknowing, pierc’d him to the panting Heart.
But when the Youth, {urpriz’d, his Error found,
And faw him dying of the cruel Wound,
Himfelf he would have flain thro’ defp’rate Grief.
What faid not Phabus, that might yield Relief!
To ceafe his Mourning, he the Boy defir’d,

Or mourn no more than fuch a Lofs requird.
But he, inceffant griev’d : Atlength addrefs’d
To the fuperior Pow’rs alaft Requett ;

_ Praying, in Expiation of his Crime,
‘Thenceforth to mourn to all fucceeding Time.

And now, of Blood exhaufted he appears,

Drain’d by a Torrent of continual Tears ;

"The flefhy Colour in his Body fades,

And a green Tincture all his Limbs invades s
From his fair Head, where curling Locks late hung,
A borrid Bufh with briftled Branches {prung,
Which fliff *ning by degrees, its Stem extends,
*Till to the ftarry Skies the Spire afcends.

Apollo {ad look’d on, and fighing, cry’d,
Then, be for ever, what thy Pray’r imply’d :
Bemoan’d by me, in others Grief excite ;

And ftill prefide at ev’ry Fun’ral Rite.

Con-
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Continued Zy Mr. CRoxALL.

Thus the fweet Artiftin a wondrous Shade
Of verdant Trees, which Harmony had made,
Encircled fate, with his own T riumphs crown’d,
Of liftning Birds, and Savages around.
Again the trembling Strings he dext’rous tries,
Again from Difcord makes foft Mufick rife.
Then tunes his Voice: O Mufe, from whom I {prung,
Jove be my Theme, and thou infpire my Song.
To Fove my grateful Voice I oft have rais’d,
Oft his almighty Pow’r with Pleafare prais’d.
I fung the Giants in a folemn Strain,
Blafted, and thunder-ftruck on Phlegra’s Plain,
Now be my Lyre in fofter Accents mov’d,
To fing of blooming Boys by Gods belov’d 3
And to relate what Virgins, void of Shame,
Have fuffer’d Vengeance for alawlefs Flame.
The King of Gods once felt the burning Joy,
And figh’d for lovely Ganymede of T roy :
Long was he puzzled to affume a Shape
Mot fit, and expeditious for the Rape;
A Bird’s was proper, yet he fcorns to wear
Any but That which might his Thunder bear.,
Down with his mafquerading Wings he flies,
And Dbears the little Trojan to the Skies ;
‘Where now, inRobes of heav’nly Purple dreft,
He ferves the Ne&ar at th’ Almighty’s Feaft,
To flighted Funo an unwelcome Gueft, - }

Hyacin-
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HyaciNTRUS fransform’d into a Flower.

By Mr. OzeLL,
Pbhaoebus for Thee too, Hyacinth, defign’d
A Place among the Gods, had Fate been kind :
Yet this he gave; as oft as wintry Rains
Are paft, and vernal Breezes footh the Plains,.
From the‘gre\en Turf a purple Flow’r you rife,
And with your fragrant Breath perfume the Skies.
You when alive were Phazbus’ darling Boy ;
In you he plac’d his Heav’n, and fix’d his Joy ;
Their God the Delphic Priefts confult in vain 3
Eurotas now he loves, and Sparta’s Plain :
His Hands the Ufe of Bow and Harp. forget,
And hold the Dogs, or bear the corded Net ;
O’er hanging Cliffs {wift he purfues the Game;
Each Hour his Pleafure, each augments his Flame,
The mid-day Sun now fhone with equal Light
Between the paft and the {ucceeding Night ;
They frip, then, fmooth’d with fuppling Oyl, eflay
To pitch the rounded Quoit, their wonted Play :
A well-pois’d Difk firft hafty Phabus threw ;
It cleft the Air, and whiitled as it flew ;
It reach’d the Mark, a moft furprifing Length ;
Which {poke an equal Share of Art and Strength,
Scarce was it fall’'n, when with too eager Hand
Young Hyacinth ran to fnatch it from the Sand ;
But the curft Orb, which met a ftony Soil,
Flew in his Face with violent Recoil.
Both faint, both pale, and breathlefs now appear,

The Boy with Pain, the am’rous God with Fear, e
. e
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He ran and rais’d him bleeding from the Ground,
Chafes his cold Limbs, and wipes the fatal Wound ;
Then Herbs of nobleft Juice in vain applies ;
The Wound is mortal, and his Skill defies.
As in a water’d Garden’s blooming Walk,
When fome Tude Hand has bruis’d its tender Stalk,
A fading Lilly droops its languid Head,
And bends to Earth, its Life and Beauty fled ;
So Hyacinth, with Head reclin’d, decays,
And fickning, now no more his Charms d1fp1ays.
O thou art gone, my Boy, Apollo cry’d, 3
Defrauded of thy Youth in all its Pride!
Thou, once my Joy, art all my Sorrow now ;
And to-my guilty Hand my Grief Iowe. i
Yet from myfelf I might the Fault remove, I
Unlefs to {fport and play a Fault fhould prove, }
Unlefs it too were call’d a Fault to love.
O could I for thee, or but with thee, die!
But cruel Fates to me that Pow’r deny.
Yet on my Tongue thou fhalt for ever dwell ;
Thy Name my Lyre fhall found, my Verfe fhall tell ;
And to a Flow’r transform’d, unheard of yet,
Stamp’d on thy Leaves my Cries thou fhalt repeat.
The Time fhall come, prophetick I foreknow,
When, joyn’d to thee, a mighty * Chief fhall grow,
And with my ’Plaints his Name thy Leaf fhall fhow. g
While Phabus thus the Laws of Fate reveal’d,
Behold, the Blood which ftain’d the verdant Field
Is Blood no longer; but a Flow’r, full-blown,
Far brighter than the 7yrian Scarlet thone.
A Lilly’s Form it took ; its purple Hue

Was all that made a Diff’rence to the View.
Nor

_*" Aj aXe
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Nor ftop’d he here ; the God upon its Leaves
The {ad Expreflion of his Sorrow weaves 3
And to this Hour the mournful Purple wears
Ai, Ai, inferib’d in fun’ral Characters.
Nor are the Spartans, who fo much are fam’d
~ For Virtue, of their Hyacinth atham’d ;
But fill, with pompous Woe and folemn State,
The Hyacinthian Feafts they yearly celebrate.

The Transformations of the CEras T,
and PRoPETIDES.

Enquire of dmathus, whofe wealthy Ground -
With Veins of ev’ry Metal dees abound,
If the to her Propetides would thow
The Honour Sparta does to him allow ;.
Nor more, fhe’d fay, fuch Wretches would we grace:
Than thofe whofe crooked Horns deform’d their F ace, E
From then¢e Cerafte call’d, an impious Race ;
Before whofe Gates a rev’rend Altar ftood,
To Fove infcrib’d, the hofpitable God :
This had fome Stranger feen with Gore befmear’d,
The Blood of Lambs and Bulls it had appear’d ; }
Their flaughter’d Guefts it was ; nor Flock, nor Herd.

Venus thefe barb’rous Sacrifices view’d
With juft Abhorrence, and with Wrath purfu’d.
At firft, to punifh fuch nefarious crimes,
Their Towns fhe meant to leave, her once-lov’d climes.
But why, faid fhe, for their Offence fhould I
My dear delightful Plains and Cities fly ?
No, let the impious People, who have finn’d,
A Punifhment in Death, or Exile, find.

; If
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If Death, or Exile, too fevere be thought,

Let them in fome vile Shape bemoan their Fault.

While next her Mind a proper Form employs,

- Admonifh’d by their Horns, fhe fix’d her Choice.

Their former Creft remains upon their Heads,

And their ftrong Limbs an Ox’s Shape invades.
The blafphemous Propeetides deny’d

Worfhip of Zenus, and her Pow’r defy’d :

But foon that Pow’r they felt, the firft that fold

Their lewd Embraces to the World for Gold.

Unknowing how to blufh, and fhamelefs grown,

A {mall Tranfition changes them to Stone.

The Story of PyomaLION and the STATUE.
By Mr. DRYDEN.

Pygmalion, loathing their lafcivious Life,
Abhorr’d all Womankind, but moft a Wife
So fingle chofe to live, and fhunn’d to wed,
Well pleas’d to want a Corifort of his Bed.
Yet fearing Idlenefs, the Nurfe of I,

In Sculpture exercis’d his happy Skill 5

And carv’d in Iv’ry fuch a Maid, fo fair,

As Nature could not with his Art compare,

Were fhe to work ; but in her own Defence

Muft take her Pattern here, and copy hence.

Pleas’d with his Idol, he commends, admires,

Adores ; and, laft, the Thing ador’d defires.

A very Virgin in her Face was feen,

And, had the mov’d, a living Maid had been :

One would have thought fhe could have ftirr’d, but ftrove

With Modefty, and was afham’d to move.
Art
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Art hid with Are, fo well perform’d the Cheat,

It caught the Carver with his on Deceit -

He knows ’tis Madnefs, yet he muft adore,

And fiill, the more he knows it, loves the more,

The Flefh, or what {o feems, he touches oft,

Which feels fo {fmooth, that he believes it {oft.

Fird with this Thought, at once he ftrain’d the Breaft,

And on the Lips a burning Kifs imprefs’d. :

"Tis true, the harden’d Breaft refifts the Gripe,

And the cold Lips return a Kifs unripe :

But when, retiring back, he look’d again,

To think 1t Iv’ry was a Thought too mean;

So wou’d believe fhe kifs’d, and courting more

Again embrac’d her naked Body o’er ;

And, firaining hard the Statue, was afraid

His Hands had made 2 Dint, and hurt his Maid ;

Explor’d her Limb by Limb, and fear’d to find

So rude a Gripe had left a livid Mark behind.

With Flatt’ry now he feeks her Mind to move,

And now with Gifts, (the pow’rful Bribes of Love)

He furnifhes her Clofet firft, and £]]s

The crowded Shelves with Rarities of Shells ;

Adds Orient Pearls, which from the Conchs he drew;

And all the fparkling Stones of varioys Hue;

And Parrots, imitating Human Tongue,

" And Singing-birds in Silver Cages hung ;

And ev’ry fragrant Flow’r, and od’rous Green,

Were forted well, with Lumps of Amber laid between ;

Rich fathionable Robes her Perfon deck,

Pendants her Ears, and Pearls adorn her Neck ;

Her taper’d Fingers too with Rings are grac’d,

And an embroider’d Zone furrounds her flender Waift.
Thus
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Thus like a Queen array’d, fo richly drefs’d, :
Beauteous the thew’d, but naked fhew’d the beft,
Then, from the Floor, he rais’d a Royal Bed,
With Cov’rings of Sydonian Purple {pread.
The folemn Rites perform’d, he calls her Bride,
With Blandithments invites her to-his Side;
“And, as fhe were with vital Senfe poffe{s’d,
"Her Head did on a plumy Pillow reft.

The Fealt of Penus came, a {olemn Day,
To which the Cypriots due Devotion pay ;
With gilded Horns the Milk-white Heifers led,
Slaughter’d before the facred Altars, bled.

Pygmalien, off ’ring, firft approach’d the Shrine,
And then with Pray’rs implor’d the Pow’rs Divine,,
Almighty Gods, if all we Mortals want, | '

If all we can require, be your’s to grant;

Make this fair Statue mine, he would have faid,

But chang’d his Words for Shame ; -and only pray’d,
Give me the Likenefs of my Iv’ry Maid. i

The Golden Goddefs, prefent at the Pray g
Well knew he meant th’ inanimated Fair,
~ And gave the Sign of granting his Defire 3
For thrice in chearful Flames afcends the Fire. -
The Youth, returning to his Miftrefs, hies,
And impudent in Hope, with ardent Eyes, g
And beating Breaft, by the dear Statue lies.
He kiffes her white Lips, renews the Blifs,
And looks, and thinks they redden at the Kifs:
He thought them warm before ; nor longer ftays,
But next his Hand on her hard Bofom lays:
Hard as it was, beginning to relent,
It feem’d, the Breaft beneath his Fingers bent

3 ' He
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He felt again, his Fingers made a Print,

’Twas Flefh, but Flefh {fo firm, it rofe againft the Dint.
‘The pleafing Tafk he fails not to renew ;

Soft, and more foft at ev’ry Touch it grew;

Like pliant Wax, when chafing Hands reduce

The former Mafs to form and frame for Ufe.

He would believe, but yet is ftill in Pain,

And tries his Argument of Senfe again, g
Prefles the Pulfe, and feels the leaping Vein.
Convine’d, o’erjoy’d, his ftudy’d Thanks and Praife
‘To her, who made the Miracle, he pays:

Then Lips to Lips he join’d ; now, freed from Fear,
He found the Savour of the Kifs fincere.

At this the waken’d Image op’d her Eyes,
And-view’d at once the Light and Lover with Surprife.
The Goddefs, prefent at the Match fhe made,

So blefs’d the Bed, fuch Fruitfulnefs convey’d,
That, €’re ten Months had fharpen’d either Horn,
To crown their Blifs, a lovely Boy was born ;

Paphos his Name, who, grewn to Manhood, wall’d
‘The City Paphos, from the Founder call’d,

The Story of CINYRAS and MYRRHA.

Nor him alone produc’d the fruitful Queen ;
But Cinyras, who like his Sire had been
A happy Prince, had he not been a Sire.
Daughters, and Fathers, from my Song retire :
I fing of Horror; and, could I prevail,
You fhou’d not hear, or not believe my Tale.
Yet, if the Pleafure of my Song be {uch,
That you will hear, and credit me too much, .
Attentive liften to the laft Event,

And, with the Sin, believe the Punifhment.
Since
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" Since Nature con’d behold fo dire a Crime,

I gratulate at leaft my Native Clime, ;

That fuch a Land, which fuch a Monfter bore,

So far is diftant from our Thracian Shore.

Let Araby extol her happy Coaft,

Her Cinamon, and fweet dmomum boalt,

Her fragrant Flow’rs, her Trees with precious Tears,
Her {econd Harvefts, and her double Years; E
How can theLand be call’d foblefs’d thatMyrrbabears?
Nor all her od’rous Tears can cleanfe her Crime;
Her Plant alone deforms the happy Clime:

Cupid denies to have inflam’d thy Heart,

Difowns thy Love, and vindicates his Dart:

Some Fury gave thee thofe infernal Pains,

And fhot her venom’d Vipers in thy Veins.'

To hate thy Sire had merited a Curfe;

But fuch an impious Love deferv’d a worfe.

The neighb’ring Monarchs, by thy Beauty led,
Contend in Crowds, ambitious of thy Bed:

The World is at thy Choice ; except but one,
Except but him, thou canft not chufe, alone.

She knew it too, the miferable Maid,

E’re impious Love her better Thoughts betray’d, %
And thus within her fecret Soul fhe {aid :

Ah, Myrrha! whither would thy Wiihes tend?

Ye Gods, ye facred Laws, my Soul defend

From fuch a Crime as all Mankind deteft,

And never lodg’d before in Human Breaft !

Butis it Sin? Or makes my Mind alone

Th’ imagin’d Sin? For Nature makes it none.
What Tyrant then thefe envious Laws began,
Made not for any other Beaft but Man !
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The Father-Bull his Daughter 'Vmay'b'eﬂride 3

The Horfe may make ‘his Mother-mare Bride.
What Piety forbids the lufty Ram,

Or more falacious Goat, to rut their Dam ?

'The Hen is free to wed the Chick fhe bore,

And make a Hufband, whom fthe hatch’d before.
All Creatures élfe are of a happier Kind,

Whom nor ill-naturd Laws from ' Pleafure bind, }
Nor Thoughts of Sin‘difturb their Peace of Mind.
But Man a'Slave of his own making lives';

The Fool denies himfelf what Nature givexsf :
‘Too bufy Senates, ‘with an Over-care,

T'o make us better than our King can bear,

Have dafh’d a Spice of ‘Envy in the Laws,

And, ftraining up too'high, have fpoil’d the Caufe,
Yet fome wife Nations break their cruel Chains,
And own noLaws but thofe which Love ordains 3
Where happy Daughters with their Sires are join’d,
And Piety is doubly paid in Kind. .

O that I had been born in fuch a Clime !

Not here, where ’tis the Country makes the Crime !
But whither would my impious Fancy ftray ?

Hence Hopes, and ye forbidden Thoughts away !
His Worth deferves to kindle my Defires,

But with the Love that Daughters bear to Sires.
Then, had not Cinyras my Father been,

What hinder’d Myrrha’s Hopes to be his Queen ?
But the Perverfenefs.of my Fate is fuch,

That he’s not mine, becaufe he’s mine too much :
Our Kindred-blood debars a better Tye ;

He might be nearer, were he not {o nigh.

Eyes, and their Obje@s, never muft unite ;

Some Diftance is requir’d to help the Sight.
Fain
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Fain wou’d I travel to fome foreign Shore,

Never to fee my Native Country more, E

So I might to my felf my felf reftore;

So might my Mind thefe impious Thoughts remove,

And, ceafing to behold, might ceafe to love.

But ftay I muft, to feed my famifh’d Sight,

To talk, to kifs, and more, if more I might.

More! impious Maid ! what more can’ft thou defign ?

"To make a monftrous Mixture in thy Line, §

And break all Statutes Human and Divine !

Can’ft thou be call’d (to {ave thy wretched Life) .

"Thy Mother’s Rival, and thy Father’s Wife?

- Confound fo many facred Names in one,

Thy Brother’s Mother ! Sifter to thy Son !

And fear’ft thou not to fee th’ Infernal Bands,

TheirHeads withSnakes,withT'orches arm’d theirHands,

Full at thy Face th’ avenging Brands to bear,

And fhake the Serpents from their hifling hair ;

But thou in time th’ increafing Ill controul,

Nor firft debauch the Body by the Soul ;

Secure the facred Quiet of thy Mind,

And keep the Sané&ions Nature has defign’d.

Suppofe I fhou’d attempt, th’ Attempt were vain,

No Thoughts like mine his finlefs Soul profane;

Obfervant of the Right: and O that he

Cou’d cure my Madnefs, or be mad like me!

"Thus fhe : But Cinyras, who daily fees

A Crowd of noble Suitors at his Knees,

Among fo many, knew not whom to chufz,

Irrefolute to grant, or to refufe.

But, having told their Names, enquir’d of her

Who pleas’d her beft, and whom fhe would peefer.
Vou. II, H The
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“The bluthing Maid ftood filent with Surprize,
And on her F ather fix’d her ardent Eyes, .
And looking figh’d, and, as fhe figh’d, began
Round Tears to fhed, that {calded as they ran.
The tender Sire, who faw her blufh, and cry,
Afcrib’d it all to Maiden Modetty,
And dry’d the falling Drops, and, yet more kind,
He ﬁroak"d”h‘er Cheeks, and holy Kiffes join’d.
She felt a {fecret Venom fire her Blood,
~ And found more Pleafure than a Daughter {hou’d ;
And, afk’d again what Lover of the Crew
' She lik’d the beft, fhe anfwer’d, One like you.
Miftaking what fhe meant, her pious Will
He prais’d, and bid her {o continue fhll.
The Word of Pious heard, fhe biufh’d with Shame
Of fecret Guilt, and could not bear the Name.

*T'was now. the Mid of Night, when Slumbers clofe
Cur Eyes, .and footh our Cares with {oft Repofe ;
But no Repofe cou’d wretched Myrrha find,
.Her Body rouling as fhe roul’d her Mind :
Mad with Defire, fhe ruminates her Sin,
And withes all her Wifhes o’er again :
Now fhe defpairs, and now refolves to try;
Wou’d not, and wou’d again, fhe knows not why ;
Stops, and returns; makes,. and retralts the Vow ;
Fain wou’d begin, but underftands not how.
As when aPine is hew’d upon the Plains,
And the laft mortal Stroke alone remains,
Lab’ring in Pangs of Death, and threat’ning all,
This Way, and that, fhe nods, confid’ring where to fall ;
So Myrrba’s Mind, impell’d on either Side,
Takes ev’ry Bent, but cannot long abide ;
Irrefolute
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Irrefolute on which fhe fhou’d relie,

At laft, unfix’d in all, is only fix’d to die.

On that {fad Thought fhe refts ; refolv’d on Death,
She rifes, and prepares to choak her Breath :

Then while about the Beam her Zone fhe ties,

Dear Cinyras, farewell, fhe foftly cries ;

For thee I die, and only wifh to be . _
‘Not hated, when thou know’ft I die for thee
Pardon the Crime, in Pity to the Caufe.

This faid, about her Neck the Noofe the draws.

The Nurfe, who lay without, her faithful Guard,

T hough not the Words, the Murmurs over-heard,
And Sighs, and hollow Sounds : Surpriz’d with Fright
She ftarts, and leaves her Bed, and {prings a Lipht:s
Unlocks the Door, and, ent’ring out of Breath,

The Dying faw, and Inftruments of Death.

She fhrieks, fhe cuts the Zone with trembling Hatte,
And in her Arms her fainting Charge embrac’d.
Next (for fhe now had Leifure for her Tears)

She weeping afk’d, in thefe her blooming Years
What unforefeen Misfortune caus’d her Care,

To loath her Life, and languifh in Defpair.

The Maid, with down-caft Eyes, and mute with Grief
For Death unfinifh’d, and ill-tim’d Relief,

Stood {ullen to her Suit : The Beldame prefs’d

The more to know, and, bar’d her wither’d Breaft,
Adjur’d her, by the kindly Food fhe drew

From thofe dry’d Founts, her fecret Il to fhew.

Sad Myrrba figh’d, and turn’d her Eyes afide :

The Nurfe ftill urg’d, and wou’d not be deny’d ;
Not only promis’d Secrecy, but pray’d

She might have Leave to give her offer’d Aid.

H 2 Good-will
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Good-will, fhe faid, my want of Strength {upplies,
And Diligence fhall give what Age denies :

If ftrong Defires thy Mind to Fury move,

With Charms and Med’cines I can cure thy Love;
If envious Eyes their hurtful Rays have caft,
More pow’rful Verfe thall free thee from the Blaft;
if Heav’n offended fends thee this Difeafe,
Offended Heav’n with Pray’rs we can appeafe.
‘What then remains, that can thefe Cares procure?
Thy Houfe is flourithing, thy Fortune fure ;

Thy careful Mother yet in Health furvives,

And, tothy Comfort, thy kind Father lives.

The Virgin ftarted at her Father’s Name,

And figh’d profoundly, confcious of the Shame:
Nor yet the Nurfe her impious Love divin’d,

But yet furmis’d that Love difturb’d her Mind.
Thus thinking, fhe purfu’d her Point, and laid,
And IulP’d within her Lap, the mourning Maid ;
Then foftly footh’d her thus ; I'guefs your Grief,
You love, my Child, your Love fhall find Relief.
My long-experienc’d Age fhall be your Guide ;
Rely on that, and lay Diftruft afide ;

No Breath of Air fhall on the Secret blow,

Nor fhall (what moft you fear) your Father know.
Struck once again, as with a Thunder-clap,

The guilty Virgin bounded from her Lap,

And threw her Body proftrate on the Bed,

And, to conceal her Blufhes, hid her Head ;
There filent lay, and warn’d her with her Hand
To go: But fhe receiv’d not the Command,
Remaining fill importunate to know :

‘Then Myrrba thus 3 Or, aflk no more, or go;

I priythes
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I pr’ythee go, or ftaying {pare my Shame ;

‘What thou would’ft hear, is impious ev’n to name.

o At this, on high the Beldame holds her Hands,

And trembling both with Age and Terror ftands ;
Adjures, and falling at her Feet intreats,

- Sooths her with BMnthments and frights with Threwts
To tell the Crime intended, or difclofe }
What Part of it fhe knew, if fhe no farther knows ;
And laft, if confcious to her Counfel made,

Confirms anew the Promife of her Aid.
Now Myrrka rais’d her Head ; but, {foon opprefs’d
With Shame, reclin’d it on her Nurfe’s Breaft, é

‘Bath’d it with Tears, and firove to have confefs’d :
Twice the began, and ftopp’d ; again fhe try’d ;

The falt’ring Tongue its Office f1ill deny’d.

At laft her Veil before her Face the fpwag, 'l
And drew a Ionr* pleludmcr Slgn and faid,
O happy Mothel, in thy Marriage-bed ! j

Then groan’d, and ceas’d. The good old Woman fhook,
Stiff were her Eyes, and gha Hy was her Look ;

Her hoary Hair upright with horrour ftood,

Made (to her Grief ) more knowing than fhe wou’d.
Much fhe reproach’d, and many Things fhe f{aid,

To cure the Madnefs of th’ unhappy Maid,

In vain ; for Myrrha ftood convit of Il,

Her Reafon vanquith’d, but unchang’d her Will ;
Perverfe of Mind, unable to reply,

She ftood refolv’d, or to poffefs, or die..

At length the Fondnefs of a Nurfe prevail’d
Againft her better Senfe, and Virtue fail’d :

Enjoy, my Child, fince fuch is thy Defire,
Thy Love, fhe faid; fhe durft not fay, thy Sirey
H s Live
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Live, though unhappy, live on any Terms ;

Then with a fecond Oath her Faith confirms.
The folemn Feaft of Ceres now was near,’

When long white Linen Stoles the Matrons wear ;

Rank’d in Proceflion walk the pious T rain,

Off ’ring Firft-fruits, and Spikes of yellow Grain 3 :

For nine long Nights the Nuptial Bed they fhun,

And, fan&ifying Harveft, lie alone.

Mix’d with the Crowd, the Queen forfook her Lord,

And Ceres’s Pow’r with fecret Rites ador’d ;

The Royal Couch, now vacant for a Time,

The crafty Crone, officious in her Crime,

The firft Occafion took : The King fhe found

Eafy. with Wine, and deep in Pleafures drown’d,
Prepar’d fpr Love: The Beldame blew the Flame,
Confefs’d the Paflion, but conceal’d the Name.

Her Form fhe prais’d; the Monarch afk’d her Years ;
And fhe reply’d, The fame thy Myrrha bears.

Wine, and commended Beauty, fir’d his Thought ;
Impatient, he commands her to be brought.

Plepas’d with her Charge perform’d, the hies her home,
And gratulates the Nymph, the Tafk was overcome.
Myrrba was joy’d the welcome News to hear ;

But clog’d with Guilt, the Joy was unfincere.

So various, fo difcordant is the Mind,

That in our Will a diff ’rent Will we find.

111 the prefag’d, and yet purfu’d her Luft;

For guilty Pleafures give a double Guft.

"T'was Depth of Night. Aré&ephylax had driv’n
His lazy Wain half round the Northern Heav’n,
When Myrrka haften’d to the Crime defir’d :

The Moon beheld her firft, and firft retir’d ;

The
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The Stars amaz’d ran backward from the Sight, ;
And (fhrunk within their Sockets) loft their Light. -
Icarius firft withdraws his holy Flame:

The Virgin Sign, in Heav’n the fecond Name,

Slides down the Belt, and from her Station flies,

And Night with fable Cloads involves the Skies. -
Bold Myrrha fill purfues her black Intent;

She ftumbled thrice, (an Omen of th’ Event;) %
Thrice fhriek’d the Fun’ral Owl, yet on fhe went, ,

_ Secure of Shame, becaufe fecure of Sight ;

Ev’n bafhful Sins are impudent by Night.

Link’d Hand in Hand, th’ Accomplice, andthe Dame
Their Way exploring, to the Chamber came ¢

The Door was ope ; they blindly grope their Way,
Where dark in Bed th’expeting Monarch lay.

Thus far her Courage held, but here forfakes ;

Her faint Knees knock at ev’ry Step the makes. -

The nearer to her Crime, the mere within

She feels Remor{e, and Horror of her Sin;

Repents too late her criminal Defire,

And withes, that unknown fthe could retire.’

Her lingring thus, the Nurfe, (who fear’d Delay

The fatal Secret might atlength betray)

Pull’d forward, to compleat the Work begun,

And faid to Cinyras, Receive thy own.

Thus faying, fhe deliver’d Kind to Kind,

Accurs’d, and their devoted Bodies join’d.

The Sire, unknowing of the Crime, admits

His Bowels, and prophanes the hallow’d Sheets;

He found fhe trembled, but believ’d fhe ftrove ‘
With Maiden Modefty againft her Love, [move.%
And fought with flatt’ring Words vain Fancies to re-

H 4 Perhaps
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Perhaps he faid, My Daughter, ceafe thy Fears,
(Becaufe the Title fuited with her Years %)

And, Father, the might whifpen him again.

That Names might not be wanting to the Sin.

Full of her Sire, fhe left th’ inceftuous Bed,
And carry’d in her Womb the Crime fhe bred.
. Another, and another Night fhe came ;
For frequent Sinhad left no Senfe of Shame :
g Db Cinyras defir’d to fee her Face,
Whofe Body he had held in clofe Embrace,
And broughta Taper ; theRevealer, Light,
Expos’d both Crime, and Criminal to Sight.
Grief, Rage, Amazement, could no Speech afford,
But from the Sheath he drew th’av enging Sword ;
"The Guilty fled : The Benefit of Nighrt,
That favour’d firft the Sin, fecur’d the Flight.
Long wand’ring thro’ the fpacious Fields, fhe bent
Her Voyage to th’ Am&z'a\;z Continent ;
"Then pafs’d the Region which Pauchza join’d,
And flying, left the palmy Plains behind.
Nine Times the Moon had mew’d her Horns ; atlength
With Travel weary, unfupply’d with Strength,
And with the Burden of her Womb opprefs’d,
Sabazar Fields afford her needful Reft :
There, loathing Life, and yet of Death afraid,
In Anguifh of her Spirit, thus fhe pray’d.
Ye Pow’rs, if any fo propitious are
T’accept my Penitence, and hear my Pray’r ;
Your Judgments, I confefs, are juitly fent ;
Great Sins deferve as great a Punifhment :
Yet fince my Life the Living will profine,

And fince my Death the happy Dead will ftain, .
5 A
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A middle State your Mercy may beftow,

Betwixt the Realms abave, and thofe below

Some other Form to wretched Myrrha -g:i\"e,‘

Nor let her wholly die, nor wholly live.
The Pray’rs of Penitents are never vain;

At leaft the did her laft Requeft obtain :

For while fhe fpoke, the Ground began to vife; ' <0
And gather’d round her Feet, her Legs, and Thighs
Her Toes in Roots defcend, and fpreading wide,

A firm Foundation for the Trunk provide :

Her folid Bones convert to folid Wood,

"To Pith her Marrow and to Sap her Blood :

Her Arms are Boughs, her Fingers change their Kind,.
Her tender Skin is harden’d into Rind.

And now the rifing Tree her Womb invefts,

Now fhooting upwards ftill, invades her Breafts,

And fhades the Neck ; when weary with Delay,

She funk her Head within, and met it half the Way..
And tho’ with outward Shape fhe loft her Senfe,

With bitter Tears fhe wept her laft Offence;

And @ill fhe weeps, nor fheds her Tears in vain ;
For ftill the precious Drops her Name retain.

Mean time the mi{-begotten Infant grows,

And ripe for Birth, diftends with deadly Throes
'The fwelling Rind, with unavailing Strife,

To leave the wooden Womb, and pufhes into Life.
*T'he Mother Tree, as if opprefs’d with Pain,

Vrithes here, and there, tobreaktheBark, in vain 3
And, like a lab’ring Woman, wou’d have pray’d,
But wants a Voice to call Lacina’s Aid :

The bending Bole fends out a hollow Sound,

And trickling Tears fall thicker on the Ground.

H g The
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The mild Lucina came uncall’d, and food

Befidethe ftrugglingBoughs,and heard the groaningwood;
‘Thenreach’d her Midwife-Hand to {peed the Throes,
And fpoke the pow’rful Spells thatBabes toBirth difclofe,
'The Bark divides, the living Load to free,

And fafe delivers the Convulfive Tree.

The ready Nymphs receive the crying Child,

And wath him in the Tears the Parent Plant difiill’d.
They {wath’d him with their Scarfs ; beneath him {pread
The Ground with Herbs ; with Rofes rais’d his Head,
"T'he lovely Babe was born with ev’ry Grace,

Ev’n Envy muft have prais’d {o fair a Face :

Such was his Form, asPainters when they fhow

Their utmoft Art, on naked Loves beftow :

And that their Arms no Diff’rence might betray,

Give him a Bow, or his from Cupid take away.

Time glides along with undifcover’d Hafte,

"The Future but a Length behind the Paft ;

So fwift are Years. The Babe, whom juft before

His Grandfire got, and whom his Sifter bore ;

The Drop, the Thing; which late the T'ree inclos’d,
And late the yawning Bark to Life expos’d ;

A Babe, a Boy, a beauteous Youth appears,

And lovelier than himfelf at riper Years.

Now to the Queen of Love he gave Defires,

And, withher Pains, reveng’d his Mother’s Fires.

The Story of VENUSs and Aponis,

By Mr. EuspeN.

For Cytheréa’s Lips while Cupid preft,
He with a heedlefs Arrow raz’d her Breaft.
The
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The Goddefs felt it, and with Fury ftung,

The wanton Mifchief from her Bofom flung:.

Yet thought at firft the Danger flight, but found
The Dart too faithful, and too deep the Wound.
Fir’d with a mortal Beauty, fhe difdains

To hauntth’ Idalian Mount, or Pbrygian Plains.
She feeks not Cridos, nor her Paphian Shrines,
Nor Amathus, that teems with brazen Mines :

Fv'n Heav’nitfelf with all its Sweets unfought, -
Adonis fara fweeter Heav’n is thought.

On him the hangs, and fonds with ev’ry Art,

And never, never knows from him to part.

She, whofe foft Limbs had only been difplay’d

On rofie Beds beneath the Myrtle Shade,

Whofe pleafing Care was to improve each Grace,
And add more Charms to an unrival’d Face, -

Now buskin’d, like the Virgin Huntrefs, goes
Thro’ Woods,and pathlefs Wilds,and Mountain-Snows.
With her own tuneful Voice fhe joys to cheer |
The panting Hounts, that chace the flying Deer.
She runs the Labyrinth of fearful Hares,

But fearlefs Beafts, and dang’rous Prey forbears :
Hunts not the grinning Wolf, or foamy Boar,
And trembles at the Lion’s hungry Roar.

Thee too, Adonis, with a Lover’s Care

She warns, if warn’d thou wou’dft avoid the Snare.-
To furious Animals advance not nigh.

Fly thofe that follow, follow thofe that fly s

*Tis Chance alone muft the Survivors fave,

W hene’er brave Spirits will attempt the Brave.

O ! lovely Youth!in harmlefs Sports delight;
Provoke not Beafts, which, arm’d by Nature, fight.

Ho6 For
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For me, ifnot thyfelf, vouchfafe to fear ;

Let not thy Thirft of Glory coft me dear.

Boars know not how to fpare a blooming Age;
No fparkling Eyes can footh the Lion’s Rage.
Not all thy Charms a favage Breaft can move,
Which havefo deeply touch’d the Queen of Love.
When briftled Boars from heaten Thickets {pring,
In grinded T'usks a Thunderbolt they bring,

The daring Hunters Lions rouz’d devour,

Vattis their Fury, and as vaft their Pow’r

Curft be their tawny Race ! If thou would’ft hear
What kindled thus'my Hate, then lend an Ear -
The wond’rous Tale I will to thee unfold,

How the fell Monfters rofe from Crimes of old.
But by long Toils I faint: See! wide difplay’d,
A grateful Poplar courts us with a Shade.

The grafly Turf, beneath, fo verdant thows,

We may fecure delightfully repofe.

With her 4donjs here be Penus bleft 3

And {wift at once the Grafs and him fhe preit.
‘Then fweetly fmiling, witha raptur’d Mind,

On his lov’d Bofom fthe her Head reclin’d,

And thus began ; but mindful #ill of Blifs,
Seal’d the {oft Accents with a fofter Kifs.

Perhaps thon may’f have heard a Virgin’s Name,
Who fiill in Swiftnefs {fwifte® Youths o’ercame :
‘Wondrous ! that female Weaknefs thould outdo

A manly Strength ; the Wonder yet is true,
"Twas doubtful, if her Triumphsin the Field
Did to her Form’s triumphant Glories yield ;
Whether her Face could with more Eafe decoy,
A Crowd of Lovers, or her Feet deftroy,

For
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For once Apollo fhe implor’d to fhow

If courteous Fates a Confort would allow :

A Confort brings thy Ruin, he reply’d ;

O! learn to want the Pleafures of a Bride!

Nor fhalt thouwant them to thy wretched Coft,
And Aialanta living fhall be loft.

With fuch a ruefal Fate th’ affrighted Maid
Sought green Recefles in the wood-land Glade.
Nor fighing Suitors her Refolves could move,
She bad them fhow their Speed, to fhew their Love.
He only, who could conquerin the Race,
Might hope the conquer’d Virgin to embrace ;
Whilé he, whofe tardy Feethad lagg’d behind,
Was doom’d the fad Reward of Death to find.
Tho’ great the Prize, yet rigid the Decree,
But blind with Beauty, who can Rigour fee ?
Ev’n on thefe Laws the Fair they rafhly fought,
And Danger in Excefs of Love forgot.

There fat Hippomenes, prepar’d to blame
In Lovers fuch Extravagance of Flame.
And muft, he {aid, ‘the Blefling of a Wife
‘Be dearly purchas’d by a Risk of Life?
Butwhen he {faw the Wonders of her Face,
And her Limbs naked, {pringing to the Race,
Her Limbs, as exquifitely turn’d, as mine,
Orifa Woman thou, might vie with thine,
With lifted Hands, he cry’d, forgive the Tongue
Which durft, ye Youths, yourwell-tim’d Courage wrong,
I knew not that the Nymph, for whom you ftrove,
Deferv’d th’unbounding Tranfports of your Love.
He faw, admir’d, and thus her {potlefs Frame

¢ prais’d, and praifing, kindled his own Flame.

- A



158 Oviv’s Metamorphofes. Book X,

A Rival now to all the Youths who run,

Envious, he fears they fhould not be undone,

But why (refles he) idly thusis fhown
The Fate of others, yet untry’d my own ?

The Coward muft not on Love’s Aid depend ;
The God was ever to the Bold aFriend.
Mean-time the Virgin flies, or feems to fly,

Swift as a Scythian Arrow cleaves the Sky :

Still more and more the Youth her Charms admires,
The Race itfelf t’exalt her Charms confpires,
The golden Pinions, which her Feet adorn,

In wanton Flutt’rings by the Winds are born,
Down from her Head, the long, fair Trefles flow,
And fport with lovely Negligence below.

The waving Ribbands, which her Buskins tie,
Her fnowy Skin with waving Purple die ;

' As crimfon Veils in Palaces difplay’d,

To the white Marble lend a blufhing Shade.
Norlong he gaz’d, yet while he gaz’d, fhe gain’d
The Goal, and the victorious Wreath obtain’d.
The Vanquifh’d figh, and, as the Law decreed,
Pay the dire Forfeit, and prepare to bleed.

‘Then rofe Hippomenes, not yetafraid,
And fix’d his Eyes full on the beauteous Maid.
Where is (he cry’d) the mighty Conqueft won,
To diftance thofe, who want the Nerves to run ?
Here prove fuperior Strength, nor fhall it be
Thy Lofs of Glory, if excell’d by me.
High my Defcent, near Neptune I afpire,
For Neptune was Grand-Parent to my Sire,
From that great God the fourth myfelf [ trace,
Nor fink my Virtues yet beneath my Race,

Thoy
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Thou from Hippomenes, 0’ercome, may’{t claim
An envy’d Triumph and a deathlefs Fame.
While thus the Youth the Virgin Pow’r defies,
Silent fhe views him ftill with fofter Eyes.
Thoughts in her Breaft a doubtful Strife begin,
If ’tis not happier now to lofe, than win.
What God, aFoe to Beauty, would deftroy
The promis’d Ripenefs of this blooming Boy ?
With his Life’s Danger does he feek my Bed ?
Scarce am I half {o greatly worth, fhe faid.
Nor has his Beauty mov’d my Breaft to love,
And yet, 1 own, fuch Beauty well might move 2
Tis not his Charms, ’tis Pity would engage
My Soul to {pare the Greennefs of his Age.
What, that heroic Courage fires his Breaft,
And fhines thro’ brave Difdain of Fate confeft ?
What, that his Patronage by clofe Degrees

- Springs from th’ imperial Ruler of the Seas ?
Then add the Love which bidshim undertake
The Race, and dare to perith for my fake.

Of bloody Nuptials, heedlefs Youth, beware !
Fly, timely fly from a too barb’rous Fair.

At Pleafure chufe ; thy Love will be repaid

By a lefs foolifh, ‘and more beauteous Maid.
But why this Tendernefs, before unknown ?
Why beats, and pants my Breaft for him alone ?
His Eyes have feen his num’rous Rivals yield ;
Let him too fhare the Rigour of the Field,
Since, by their Fates untaught, his own he courts,
Aud thus with Ruin infolently fports.

Yet for what Crime fhall he his Death receive 2
Is it a Crime with me to wifh to live ? '

Shall
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Shall his kind Paffion his Deftrufion prove ?
Is this the fatal Recompence of Love ?
So faira Youth, deftroy’d, would Conqueft fhame
And Nymphs eternally deteft my Fame. :
Stll why thould Nymphs' my guiltlefs Fame upbraid ?
Did I the fond Adventurer perfuade ?
Alas ! Iwifh thou would’ft the Courfe decline,
Or that my Swiftnefs was excell’d by thine.
See ! what a Virgin Bloom adorns the Boy !
Why wilt thou run, and why thyfelf deftroy ?
Hippomenes ! O thatI ne’er had been
By thofe bright Eyes unfortunately feen !
Ah ! tempt not thus a {fwift, untimely Fate ;
Thy Life is worthy of the longeft Date.
Were I lefs wretched, did the galling Chain
Of rigid Gods not my free Choice reftrain,
By theealone I could with Joy be led
To tafte the Raptures of a Nuptial Bed.
Thus fhe difclos’d the Woman’s fecret Heart,
Young, innocent, and new to Cupid’s Dart.

Her Thoughts, her Words, her A&ions wildly rove,
With Love the burns, yetknows not that ’tis Lave.

3

Her Royal Sire now with the murm’ring Crowd
Demands the Race impatiently aloud.
Hippomenes then with true Fervour pray’d,
My bold Attempt let PVenus kindly aid.

By her {weet Pow’r I felt this am’rous Fire,
Still may fhefuccour, whom fhe did infpire.

‘A {oft, unenvious Wind, with fpeedy Care,
Wafted to Heav’n the Lover’s tender Pray’r.
Pity, ITown, foon gain’d the wifh’d Confent,
And all th’ Affiftance he implor’d 1lent.

The
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The Cypriar Lands, tho’ rich, in Richnefs yield
To that, furnam’d the Tamafenian Field.

That Field of old was added to my Shrine,

And its choice Produéts confecrated mine.

A Tree there ftands, full glorious to behold,

Gold are the Leaves, the crackling Branches Gald.
Tt chanc’d, three Applesin my Hand I bore,
Which newly from the Tree I {portive tore ;
‘Seen by the Youth alone, to him I brought

The Fruit, and when, and how to ufe it, taught.

T he Signal founding by the King’s Command,
Both ftart at once, and {weep th’ imprinted Sand.
So fwiftly mov’d their Feet, they might with Eafe,
Scarce moiften’d, skim along the glaffySeas ;

Or with 2 wondrous Levity be born

O’er yellow Harvefls of unbending Corn.

Now fav’ring Peals refound from ev’'ry Part,
 Spirit the Youth, and fire his fainting Heart.
Hippomenes ! (they cry’d) thy Life preferve,
Intenfely labour, and firetch ev’ry Nerve.

Bafe Fear alone can baffle thy Defign,

Shoot boldly onward, and*the Goal is thine.

’Tis doubtful whether Shouts, like thefe, convey’d
More Pleafures to the Youth, or to the Maid.
When a long Diftance oft the could have gain’d,
She check’d her Swiftnefs, and her Feetreftrain’d :
She figh’d, and dwelt, and languifh’d on his Face,
Then with unwilling Speed puffu’d the Race,
O’er-fpent with Heat, his Breath he faintly drew,
Parch’d was his Mouth, nor yet the Goal in view, %
And the firtt Appleon the Plain hethrew.

The Nymph ftop’d fudden at th’ unufual Sight,
Struck with the Fruit fo beautifully bright,
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Afide fhe ftarts,. the Wonder to behold,

And eager floops to catch the rolling Gold. ™
Th’obfervant Youth pa% by, and fcour’d along,

While Peals of Joy rung from th’> applauding Throng.
Unkindly the corre&s the fhort Delay,

And to redeem the Time flects fivift away,

Swift, asthe Lightning, orthe Northern W ind, ,

And far fhe leaves the panting Youth behind. .

Again he firives the flying Nymph to hold

With the Temptation of the fecond Gold :

The bright Temptation- fruitlefsly was toft, .

So {oon, alas ! fhe won.the Diftance loft. .

Now.but a little Interval of Space
Remain’cL for the Decifion of the Race,

Fair Author of the precious Gift, he faid,

Be thou, O Goddefs, Author of my Aid !

"Then of the fhining Fruit the laft he drew,

And with his full-colle&ed-Vigour threw :

The Virgin fill the longer to detain,

Threw not direttly, but a-crofs the Plain.

She feem’d a while perplex’d in dubious Thought,
If the far-diftant Apple fhould be fought :

I Iur’d her backward Mind to feize the Bait,

And to the maffie Gold gave double Weight.

My Favour to my Votary was thow’d,

Her Speed Ileflen’d, and encreas’d her Load.
Butleft, tho’ long, the rapid Race be run,

Before my longer, tedious Tale is done, }
The Youth the Goal, and fo the Virgin won.

Might I, Adonis, now not hope to fee
His grateful Thanks pour’d-out for Vi&ory 2
His pious Incenfe on my Altars laid

But he nor grateful Thanks, norIncenfe paid.
4 Enrag’d
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Enrag’d I vow’d, that with the Youth the Fair,
Forhis Contempt, fhould my keen Vengeance fhares
That fature Lovers might my Pow’y revere,
And, from their fad Examples, learn to fear,
The filent Fanes, the fanctify’d Abodes,
Of Cybel2, great Mother of the Gods,
Rais’d by Echion in 2 lonely Wood, v
And full of brown, religious‘Horr‘or ftood.
By along painful Journey faint, they chofe
Their weary Limbs here fecret to repofe.
But foon my Pow’r inflam’d the lafiful Boy,-
Carelefs of Reft he fought untimely Joy.
A hallow’d gloomy Cave, with Mofs o’er-growns
The Temple join’d, of native Pumice-ftone,
Where antique Images by Priefts were kept.
And wooden Deities fecurely {lept.
Thither the rafh Hippomenes retires,
And gives a Loofe to all his wild Defires, ' }
And the chafte Cell pollutes with wanton Fires.
The facred Statues trembled with Surprize,
The tow’ry Goddefs, blufhing, veil’d her Eyes 3
And the lewd Pair to Stygiarn Sounds had fent,
But unrevengeful feem’d that P unifhment,
A heavier Doom fuch black Prophanenc(s draws,
Their taper Figures turn t0 crooked Paws.
No more their Necks the Smoothntfs can retain,
Now cover’d fudden with a yellow Mane.
Arms change to Legs : fach finds the hard’ning Breaft
Of Rage anknown, and wond’rous Strength po{Tc{’c.
Their alter’d Looks with Fury grim appear,
And on the Ground their bru (hing Tails they bear:
They haunt the Woods : Their Voices, which before
Were mufically fweet, now hoarily roar.

Hence
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Hence Lions, dreadful to the lab’ring Swains, o
Are tam’d by Cybels, and curb’d with Reins, }
And humbly draw her Car along the Plains.

But thou, Adonss, my delightful Care,

Of thefé, and Beafls, as fierce as thefe, beware !

The Savage, which not thuns thee, timely thun, :
For by rath Prowefs fhould’f thou be undone, E
A double Ruin is contain’d in one,

Thus cautions Zenus fehool’d her fav’rite Boy ;

But youthful Heat all Cautions will deftroy.

While with yok’d Swans the Goddefs cuts the Skiss,
His faithfyl Hounds, led by the tainted Wind,
Lodg’din thick Coverts chanc’d a Boar to find.
The callow-Hero thow’d a ma’hly Heart,

And pierc’d the Savage with a fide-long Dart.

The flying Savage, wounded, turn’d again,

Wrench’d out the gory Dart, and foam’d with Pain.,
The trembling Boy by Flight his Safety fought,

And now recall’d the Lore, which Peius taught ;

- But now too late to fly the Boar he ftrove,

Who in the Groin his Tusks impetuous drove,
On the difcolour’d Grafs Adonis lay,

The Monfter trampling o’er his beauteous Prey.
Fair Cytheréa, Cyprus {carce in view,

. Heard from afar his Groans, and own’d them true, E
And turn’d her fnowy Swans, and backward flew,

But as fhe faw him gafp hislateft Breath,

And quiv’ring agonize in Pangs of Death,

Down with fwift Flight fhe plung’d, nor Rage f"orbore,‘
At once her Garments, and her Hair fhe tore.

With cruel Blows fhe beat her guiltlefs Breaft,

The Fates upbraided, and her Love confeft.
Nor
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Nor fhall they yet (the cry’d) the Whole devour
With uncontroul’d, inexorable Pow’r :

For thee, loft Youth, my Tears, and reftlefs Pain
Shallin immortal Monuments remain,

With folemn Pomp in annual Rites return’d,

Be thou forever, my ddonis, mourn’d,

Could Pluso’s Queen with jealous Fury ftorm,
And Menthé to afragrant Herb transform 2

Yet daresnot Penus with a Change furprife,

And in a Flow’r bid her fall’'n Heroe rife ?

Then on the Blood fiweet Ne&ar the beftows,
The fcented Bloodin little Bubbles rofe :

Little as rainy Drops, which flutt’ring fly,

Born by the Winds, along a low’ring Sky.
Short time enfu’d, ’till where the Blood was thed,
A Flow’rbegan torear its purple Head:

Such, as on Punick Apples is reveal’d,

Or in the filmy Rind but half conceal’d.

Still here the Fate of lovely Forms we {ee,

3o fudden fades the {weet dnimonie.

The feeble Stems, to ftormy Blafts a Prey,

Their fickly Beauties droop, and pine away.
The Winds forbid the Flow’rs to flourifh long,
Which owe to Winds their Names in Grecian Song.

The End of the Tenth Book.
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METAMORPHOSES.

BiO O K G
Tranflated by Mr. .DRYDEN (z.;m' Oz‘/aer},

The Death of ORPHEUS.

By Mr. CROXALL.
R ERE, while the Thracian Bard’s enchanting

g c’ Strain
ZE{ 6) Sooths Beafts, and Woods, and - all, the
’();) lif’ning Plain,

1‘;
ED : :
The Female Bafc/m?m/f devoutly mad,

In fhaggy Skins, like favage Creatures, clad

Warbling in Air perceiv’d his lovely Lay,

And from arifing Ground beheld him play. -

When one, the wildeft, with dithevel’d Hair,

That loofely ftream’d, and rufiled in the Air;

Soon as her frantick Eye the Lyrift {py’d,

See, fee! the Hater of our Sex, fhe cry’d.

Vor, H. I Then
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Then at his Face her miflive Javelin fent, . !
Which whiz’d along, and brufht him as it went 5
But the foft Wreathes of Ivy twifted round,
Prevent a deep Impreflion of the Wound.

Another, for a Weapon, hurls a Stone,

Which by the Sound fubdw’d as foon as thrown,
Falls at his Feet, and with a feeming Senfe
Implores his Pardon for its late Offence.

But now their frantick Rage unbounded grows,
Turns all to Madnefs, and no Meafure knows -
Yet this the Charms of Mufick might fubdue,

But that, with all its Charms, is conquer’d too;
In louder Strains their hideous Yellings rife,
And {queaking Horn-pipes eccho thro’ the Skies,
Which, in hoarfe Concert with the Drum, confound
"The moving Lyre, and ev’ry gentle Sound :
"Then ’twas the deafen’d Stones flew on with Speed,
And faw, unfooth’d, their tuneful Poet bleed.
The Birds, the Beafts, and all the Savage Crew
Which the fweet Lyrift to Attention drew,
Now, by the Female Mob’s more furious Rage,
Are driv’n, and forc’d to quit the fhady Stage,
Next their fierce Hands the Bard himfelf affail,
Nor can his Song againft their Wrath prevail :
They flock, like Birds, when in a cluftring Flight,
By Day they chafe the boding Fowl of Night,
So crouded Amphitheatres furvey
The Stag, to greedy Dogs a future Prey.
Their fleely Javelins, which foft Curls entwine
Of budding Tendrils from the leafy Vine,
For {acred Rites of mild Religion made,
Are flung promiicucus at the Poet’s Head.

Thofe
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Thofe Clods of Earth or Flints difcharge, and Thefe
Hurl prickly Branches fliver’d from the Trees.

And, left their Paffion fhou’d be unfupply’d,

The rabble Crew, by chance, at Diftance fpy’d
Where Oxen, ftraining at the heavy Yoke,

The fallow’d Field with flow Advances broke; -
Nigh which the brawny Peafants dug the Soil,
Procuring Food with long laborious Toil.

Thefe, when they faw the ranting Throng draw near,
Quitted their Tools, and fled, poffeft with Fear.
Long Spades, and Rakes of mighty Size were found,
Carelefly left upon the broken Ground.

With thefe the furious Lunaticks engage,

And firft the lab’ring Oxen feel their Rage;

Then to the Poet they return with Speed,

Whofe Fate was, paft Prevention, now decreed :

In vain he lifts his fuppliant Hands, in vain

He tries, before, his never-failing Strain.

And, from thofe facred Lips, whofe thrilling Sound
Fierce T'ygers and infenfate Rocks cou’d wound,
Ak Gods! how mdving was the mournful Sight!

To fee the flecting Soul now take its Flight.

Thee the foft Warblers of the feather’d Kind
Bewail’d ; for Thee thy favage Audience pin’d;
Thofe Rocks and Woods that oft thy Strain had led,
Mourn for their Charmer, and lament him dead ;
And drooping Trees their leafy Glories fhed., g
Naiads and Dryads with difhevel’d Hair

Promifcuous weep, and Scarfs of Sable wear ;

Noz cou’d the River-Gods conceal their Moan,

But with new Floods of Tears augment their own,

Iz2 His
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His mangled Limbs lay fcatter’d all around, ‘
His Head, and Harp a better Fortune found 3
In Hebrus Streams they gently roll’d along,

And footh’d the Waters with a mournful Song.
Soft deadly Notes the lifelefs Tongue infpire,
A doleful Tune founds from the: floating Lyre ;

"'The hollow Banks in foleran Confort mourn,

And the fad Strain in ecchoing! Groarns return.
Now with the Current to the Sea they glide,
Born by the Billows of the briny Tide ;

And driv’n where Waves round rocky Lesbos roar,

They ftrand, and lodge upon Methymna’s Shore.

But here, when landed on the foreign Soil,

A venom’d Snake, the Produ& of ‘tlie Ile

Attempté the Head, and facred Locks embru’d
With elotted Gore, and ftill frefh—dropping Blood.

' Pheabus, at laft, his kind Prote&ion gives,

And from the Fa& the greedy Monfter drives :

Whofe marbled Jaws his impious Crime atone,

Still grinning ghaftly, tho’ transform’d to Stone.

His Ghoft flies downward to the Stygian Shore,
And knows the Places it had feen before :
Among the Shadows of the pious Train
He finds Eurydice, and loves again ;
With Pleafure views the beauteous Phantom’s Charms,
And clafps her in his unfubftantial Arms.
There Side by Side they unmolefted walk,
Or pafs their blifsful Hours in pleafing Talk ;
Aft or before the Bard fecurely goes,
And, without Danger, - can review his Spoufe,

4. The
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The THRACIAN . Women tmmform d 1o
Frees:

Bécchus, refolving to revenge the Wrong, ¢
Of Orphens murder’d, on the madding Throng,
Decreed that each Accomplice Dame fhouald &aud
Fix’d by the Roots along the confcious Land.
Their wicked Feet, that late fo nimbly ran
To wreal their Malice on the guiltlels Man,
; Sudd“n with twifted Ligatures were bound,
Like Flees, deep planted in the turfy Grox.nd.
And, as the Fowler with his fubtle Gins,
His feather’d Captives by the Feet entwines,
That flutt’ring pant, and ftruggle to get loofe,
Yet only clofer draw the fatal Naofe ;
So thefe were caught; and as they ftrove in vain
To quit the Place, they but increas’d their Pain.
They flounce and toil, yet find themf{elves controll’d §
The Root, tho’ pliant, toughly keeps its Hold.
Tn vain their Toes and Feet they look to find,
For ev’n their fhapely Legs are cloath’d with Rind. .
One {mites her Thighs with a Jamenting Stroke,
And finds the Flefh transform’d to folid Oak ;
Another, with Surprize, and Grief diftreft,
Lays on above, but beats a wooden Breaft.
A rugged Bark their fofter Neck invades, . - .
Their branching Arms fhoot up delightful: Shades; -
At once they feem, and are, a real Grove,
With moffy Trunks below, and verdant Leaves above.

! : The
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The Fable of M1p as.

Nor this fuffic’d ; the God’s Difguft remains,
And he refoives to quit their hated Plains ;
"The Vineyards of Tymol ix;grofs his Care,
And, with 2 better Choir, he fixes there 3
Where the fmooth Streams of clear Pa&olus roll’d,
Then undiftinguifh’d for its Sands of Gold.
The Satyrs with the Nymphsg, his ufual Throng,
Come to falute their God, and jovial danc’d along.
Silenus only mifs’d ; for while he peel’d,
Feeble with Age, and Wine, about the Field,
‘The hoary Drunkard had forgot his Way,
And to the Phrygian Clowns became a Prey;
Who to King Midas drag the Captive God,
While on his totty Pate the Wreaths of Ivy nod.

Lfidas from Orpbens had been taught his Lore,
And knew the Rites of Bacchus long before.
He, when he faw his venerable Gueft,
In Honour of the God ordain’d a Feaft.
Ten Days in Courfe, with each continu’d Night,
Were fpent in genial Mirth, and brifk Delight :
Then on th’ Eleventh, when with brighter Ray
Phofpbir had chac’d the fading Stars away,,
The King thro’ Lydia’s Fields young Bacchus fought,
And to the God his Fofter-Father brought.
Pleas’d with the welcome Sight, he bids him foon
But name his With, and fwears to grant the Boon.
A glorious Offer! yet but ill beftow’d
On him whofe Choice {o little Judgment fhow’d.
Give me, fays he, (nor thought he afk’d too much)
"That with my Body whatfoe’er I touch,

Chang’d
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Chang’d from the Nature which it held of old,
May be converted into yellow Gold.
Fle had his Wifh ; but yet the God repin’d,
"T'o think the Fool no better Wifh could find.

But the brave King departed from the Place,
_ With Smiles of Gladnefs fparkling in his Face:
Nor could contain, but, as he took his Way,
Impatient longs to make the firt Effay.
Down from a lowly Branch a Twig he drew,
The Twig ftrait glitter’d with a golden Hue:
Ile takes a Stone, the Stone was turn’d to Gold s
A Clod he touches, and the crumbling Mold
Acknowledg’d foon the zgrcat transforming Pow'r,
In Weight and Subftance like a Mafs of Ore.
He pluck’d the Corn, and ftrait his Gralp appéars
Fill’d witl a bending Tuft of Golden Ears.
An Apple next he takes, and feems to hold
The bright He/perian vegetable Gold.
His Hand he carelefs on a Pillar lays,
With fhining Gold the fluted Pillars blaze:
And while he wafthes, as the Servants pour,
His Touch: converts the Stream to Daznae’s Show’rs

To fee thefe Miracles fo finely wrought,
Fires with tranfporting Joy his giddy Thought.
The ready Slaves prepare a:{umptuous Board,
Spread with rich Dainties for their happy Lord 3
Whofe pow’rful Hands the Bread no fooner hald,.
But its whole Subftance is transform’d to Gold:
Up to his Mouth he lifts the fav’ry Meat,
Which turns to Gold as he attempts to €at:
His Patron’s noble Juice of purple Hue,
Touch’d by his Lips, a gilded Cordial grew ;

I4 Unfit
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Unfit for Drink, and wondrous to behold,
It trickles from his Jaws a fluid Gold.

The rich poor Fool, confounded with Surprize,
Starving in all his various Plenty lies:

Sick of his With, he now detefts the Pow’r,
For which he afk’d o earneitly before ;-
Amidft his Gold with pinching Famine curft
And juftly tortur’d with an equal Thirft,

» At laft his Jhining Arms to Heav’n he rears,
And in Diftrefs, for. Refuge, flies to Pray’rs,
O Father Bacchus, ¥ have finn’d, he ery’d,
And foolifhly thy gracious Gift apply’d ;
Thy Pity now, repenting, I implore ;

Oh! may Ffeel the golden Plague no more,

The hungry Wretch, his Folly thus confegt,
Touch’d the kind Deity’s good-natur’d Breaft;
The gentle God annull’d his firft Decree,

And frem the cruel Compa& fet him free,
But then, to cleanfe him quite from further Harm,
And to dilute the Relicks of the Charm,
He bids him feek the Stream that cuts the Land
Nigh where the Tow’rs of Lydian Sardis fand ;
‘Then trace the River to the Fountain Head,
And meet it rifing from its rocky Bed ;
There, as the bubbling Tide pours forth amain,
To plunge his Body in, and wafh away the Stain,
The King inftru®ed to the Fount retires,
But with the golden Charm the Stream infpires
For while this Quality the Man forfakes,
An equal Pow’r the limpid Water takes
Informs with Veins of Gold the neighb’ring Land,
And glides along a Bed of golden Sand.

Now
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Now loathing Wealth, th’ Occafion of his Woes,
Far in the Woods he fought a calm Repofe;
In-Caves and Grottos, where the Nymphs refort, -
"And keep with Mountain Pan their Sylvan Court, -
Ah! had he left his ftupid Soul behind !

But his Condition alter’d not his Mind. ©

For where high T7molus rears his fhady Brow, .

And from his Cliffs furveys the Seas below,:: «

In his Defcent, by Sardis bounded here; |

By the fmall Confines of Hypapa there, .

Pan to the Nymphs bis frolick Ditties play’d,
Tuning his Reeds beneath the chequer’d Shade, -
The Nymphs are pleas’d, the boafting Sylvan plays, .
And fpeaks with Slight of great dpollo’s Lays. by
Tmolus was. Arbiter ; the Boafter il -

Accepts the Tryal with unequal Skill.

The venerable Judge was feated high

On his own Hill, that feem’d to touch the Sky.
Above. thé whifp’ring Trees his Head he rears,
From their encumbring Boughs to free his Rars; -,
A Wreath of Oak alone his Temples bound,
The pendant Acorns loofely dangled round. .

In me your Judge, fays he, there’s na Delay ;
Then bids the Goat-herd God begin, and play.
Pan tun’d the Pipe, and with a rural Song
Pleas’d the low Tafte of all the vulgar Throng
Such Songs a vulgar Judgment moftly pleafe,
Midas was there, and Midas judg’d with thefe.

The Mountain Sire with grave Deportment now

To Phabus turns his venerable Brow:

And, as he turns, with him the liltning Wood

In the fame Pofture of Attention flood. ol
Is The

y -
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The God his own Parnaffian Laurel crown’d,
And in a Wreath his golden Trefles bound, }
Graceful his purple Mantle fwept the Ground.
High on the Left his Iv’ry Lute he rais’d,
The Lute, embofs’d with glitt’ring Jewels, blaz’d,
In his right Hand he nicely held the Quill,
His eafy Pofture {poke 2 Mafter’s Skill,
The Strings. he touch’d with more than human Art,
‘Which pleas’d the Judge’s Ear, and footh’d his Heart ;
~ Who foon judicioufly the Palm decreed,
And to the Lute poftpon’d the {queaking Reed.

All, with Applaufe, the rightful Sentence heard,
Midzs alone diffatisfy’d appear’d ;
To him unjuttly giv’n the Judgment feems,
For Pan’s barbarick Notes he moft efteems,
The Lyrick God, who thought his untun’d Ear
Deferv’d but ill 2 human Form to wear,
Of that deprives him, and {upplies the Place
With fome more fit, and of an ampler Space :
Fix’d on his Noddle an unfeemly Pair,
Flagging, and large, and full of whitifh Hair;
Without a total Change from what he was,
Still in the Man preferves the fimple Afs.
He, to conceal the Scandal of the Deed,
A purple Turban folds about hjs Head :
Veils the Reproach from Publick View, and fears
"The laughing World would fpy his monftrous Ears,
One trufty Barber-Slave, that us’d to drefs
His Mafter’s Hair, when lengthen’d to Excefs,
The mighty Secret knew, but knew alone,
And, tho’ impatient, durft not make it known,
Reftlefs, at Jaft, a private Place he found,
‘T'hen dug a Hole, and told it to the Ground ;

In
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In a low Whifper he reveal’d the Cafe,
And coverd in the Earth,. and filent left the Place.-

In Time, of trembling Reeds a plenteous Crop'
From the confided Furrow fprouted up ;-
Which,- high advancing with the ripening Year,
Made known the Tiller, and his fruitlefs Care:
For then the ruftling Blades, and whifp’ring Wind,:
To tell th’ important Secret, both combin’d.

The Building of TRoOY.

Phabus, with full Revenge, from Tmolus flies,
Darts thro® the Air, and cleaves the liquid Skiess:
Near Hellefpont he lights, and treads the Plains
Where great Laomedon fole Monarch reigns ;
Where,. built between the two projeéting Stands,
To Panophaean Jove an Altar ftands.

Here firft afpiring Thoughts the King employ,

To found the lofty Tow’rs of futare Z7¢y.

The Work,  from Schemes magnificent begun, -

At vaft Expence was flowly carry’d on:

Which Phabus feeing, with the Trident God:

Who rules the {welling Surges with his Nod, .

Affuming each a mortal Shape, combine.

At a fet Price to finifh his Defign.

The Work was built ; the King their Price denies,

And his Injuftice backs with Perjuries.

This Neptune cou’d not brook, but drove the Main,

A mighty Deluge, o’er.the Phrygian Plain :

"T'was all a Sea; the Waters of the Deep

From ev’ry Vale the copious Harvelt fweep:;

The briny Billows overflow the Soil,

Ravage the Fields, and mock the Plowman’s Toil.
16 Nor
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Nor this appeas’d the God’s revengeful Mind,

For ftill a greater Plague remains behind;

A huge Sea-Mon#fter lodges on the Sands,
“And the King’s Daughter for his Prey demands,’
To him that {av’d the Damfel, was decreed

A Set of Horfes of the Sun’s fine Breed :

But when A/cides from the Rock unty’d

The trembling Fair, the Ranfom was deny’d.
He, in Revenge, the new-built Walls attack’d,
And the twice-perjur’d City bravely fack’d.
Zeleman aided, and in Juftice thar’d

Part of the Plunder as his due Reward:

The Princefs, refcu’d late, with all her Charms,
Hefion?, was yielded to his Arms;

For Peleus, with a Goddefs-Bride, was more
Proud of his Spoufe, than of his Birth before :
Grandfons to Fowe there might be more than One,
But he the Goddefs had enjoy’d alone.

The Story of T ETIS, and Prrevs, &c,

Fair Goddefs of the Waves, confent to wed,

Ard take fome {pritely Lover to your Bed.

A Son you’ll have, the Terror of the Field,

To whom in Fame and Pow’r his Sire fhall yield.
JFowe, who ador’d the Nymph with boundlefs Love, -

Did from his Breaft the dangerous Flame remove,

He knew the Fates, nor car’d to raife up One,

Whofe Fame and Greatnefs thould eclipfe his own,

On happy Peleus he beftow’d her Charms,

And blefs’d his Grandfon in the Goddefs’ Arms ;

For Proteus thus to Virgin Theris faid, %

A
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‘A filent Creek Thejalic’s Coaft can fhow; »
Two Arms project, and fhape it like a Bow ;
’Twould make a Bay, but the tranfparent Tide
Does fearce the yellow-gravell’d Bottom hide;
For the quick Eye may thro’ the liquid Wave
A firm unweedy level Beach perceive.
A Grove of fragrant Myrtle near it grows,
Whofe Boughs, tho’ thick, a beauteous Grot difclofes
The well-wrought Fabrick, to difcerning Eyes, |
Rather by Art than Nature {feems to rife.
A bridled Dolphin oft fair Thezis bore
To this her lov’d Retreat, her fav’rite Shore.
Here Peleus feiz’d her, flumbring while fhe lay,
"And urg’d his Suit with all that Love could fay :
But when he found her obitinately coy,
Refolv’d to force her, and command the Joy;
The Nymph, o’er-power’d, to Art for Succour flies
And various Shapes the ecager Youth furprize :
A Bird fhe feems, but plies her Wings in vain,
His Hands the fleeting Subftance fill detain:
A branchy Tree high in the Air fhe grew ;
About its Bark his nimble Arms he threw :
A Tyger next fhe glares with flaming Eyes;
The frighten’d Lover quits his Hold, and fliess
The Sca-Gods he with facred Rites aderes,
Then a Libation on the Gcean pours;
While the fat Entrails crackle in the Fire,
And Sheets of Smoak in fiveet Perfume afpire;
"Till Profeus rifing from his oozy Bed,
Thus to the poor defponding Lover faid : ,
No-more in anxious Thoughts your Mind employ;
For yet you fhall poflefs the dear expefied Joy,
You
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You muft once more th’ unwary Nymph furprize,
As in her cooly Grot fhe flumb’ring lies ;
Then bind her faft with unrelenting Hands,
And ftrain her tender Limbs with knotted Bands,.
Still hold her under ev’ry different Shape,
*Till tir'd fhe tries no longer to efcape.
Thus he: Then funk beneath the glafly Flood,.
And broken Accents flutter’d, where he ftood.
Bright So/ had almoft now his Journey done,,
And down the fteepy weftern Convex run ;
When the fair Nereid left the briny Wave,
And, as fhe us’d, retreated to her Cave,
He fcarce had bound her faft, when fhe arofe,.
And into various Shapes her-Body throws:
She went to move her Arms, and found ’em ty’d; :
Then with a Sigh, fome God affifts ye, cry’d,
And in her proper Shape ftood blufhing by his Side. }
About her Waift his longing Arms he flung,
_ From which Embrace the Great 4chiljes {prung.

The Transformation of DAEDALTON,.

>

Pelexs unmix’d Felicity enjoy’d ;
(Bleft in a valiant Son, and virtuous Bride)
*Till Fortune did in Blood his Hands imbrue,
And his own Brother by curft Chance he flew :
Then driv’n from Zheffaly, his native Clime,
Trachinia firlt gave Shelter to his Crime ;
Where peaceful Ceyx mildly fill’d the Throne,
And like his Sire, the Morning Planet, fhone ;
But now, unlike himfelf, bedew’d with Tears,
Mourning a Brother loft, his Brow appears.
Firft to the Town with Travel {pent, and Care,
Leleus, and his {fmall Company repair ;

5 His
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His Herds, and Flocks the while at Leifure feed,

On the rich Pafture of a neighb’ring Mead.

The Prince before the Royal prefence brought,

Shew’d by the fuppliant Olive what he fought;

Then tells his Name, and Race, and Country right,

But hides th’ unhappy Reafon of his Flight.

He begs the King fome little Town to give,

Where they may fafe his faithful Vaffals live.

Ceyx reply’d : To all my Bounty flows,

A hofpitable Realm your Suit has chofe.

Your glorious Race, and far-refounding Fame,

And Grandfire Fowe, peculiar Favours claim.

All you can with, I grant; Entreaties {pare;

My Kingdom (would ’twere worth the fharing) fhare,
Tears ftop’d his Speech: Aftonifh’d: Peleus pleads

T'o know the Caufe from whence his Grief proceeds.

The Prince reply’d : There’s none of ye but deems

This Hawk was ever fuch as now it feems;

Know ’twas a Heroe once, Dedalion nam’d

For warlike Deeds, and haughty Valour fam’d

Like me to that bright Luminary born,

Who wakes Aurora, and brings on the Morn,

His Fiercenefs ftill remains, and Love of Blood,

Now Dread of Birds, and Tyrant of the Wood.

My Make was fofter, Peace my greateft Care;

But this my Brother wholly bent on War;

Late Nations fear’d, and routed Armies fled

That Force, which now the tim’rous Pigeons dread,

A Daughter he poffefs’d, divinely fair,

And fcarcely yet had feen her Fifteenth Year;

Young Chionz: A thoufand Rivals ftrove

To win the Maid, and teach her how to love.

Phabys,
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Phabus, and Mercury by chance one Day 4
From Delphi, and Cyllene paft this Way ;
Together they the Virgin faw: Defire
At once warm’d both their Breafts with am’rous Fire,
Phebus refolv’d to wait till Clofe of Day; '
ButMercury’s hot Love brook’d no Delay ;
With his entrancing Rod the Maid he. charms,
And unrefifted revels in her Arms,
“I'was Night, and Phazbus'in a Beldam’s Drefs,
To the late rifled Beauty got Accefs.
Her Time compleat nine circling Moons had run;
To cither God fhe bore a lovely Son ;
To Mercury Autolychus the brought,
Whe turn’d to Thefts and Tricks his fubtle Thought;
Pofefs’d he was of all his Father’s Slight,
At Will made witite Iook black, and black look white.
Philammon born. to Phabus, like his Sire,
‘The Mufes lov’d, and finely firuck the Lyre, %
And made his Veice and Touch in Harmony confpire,
In vain, fond Maid, you boaf this double Birth,
The Love of Gods, ard Royal Father’s Worth,
And Fowe among your Anceftors rehearfe !
Could Bleflings fuch as thefe e’er preve a Curfe !
'To her they did, who with audacious Pride,
Vain of her own, Diana’s Charms decry’d.
Her Taunts the Goddefs with Refentment fill
My Face you like not, you fhall try my Skill,,
She faid ; and ftrait her vengeful Bow fhe firung,
And fent a Shaft that pierc’d her guilty Tongue ;
The bleeding Tongue in vain its Accents tries ;
In the red Stream her Soul reluctant fijes,
With Sorrow wild I ran to her Relief,
And try’d to mederate my Brother’s Grief,

‘ tle
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He, deaf as Rocks by frormy Surges beat,
" Loudly laments, and hears me not intreat.

When on the Fun’ral Pile he faw her laid, :
Thrice he to rufh into the Flames affay’d, . }
Thrice with officious Care by us was ftay’d.

Now, mad with Grief, away he fled amain,

Like a ﬁuhg Lleifer that refents the Pain, }
And bellowing wildly bounds along the Plais.

O’er the moft rugged Ways {o faft he ran,.

He f{eem’d a Bird already, not a Man:

‘He left us breathlefs all behind; and now

In Queft of Death had gain’d Parnaffus’ Brow:

But when from thence headlong himfelf he threw,

He fell not, but with airy Pinions flew.

Phabus in Pity chang’d him to 2 Fowl

Whofe crooked Beak and Claws the Birds controul, }
Little of Bulk, but of a warlike Soul.

A Hawk become, the feather’d Race’s Foe,

He tries to eafe his own by other’s Woe.

A Wolf turw'd into Marble.

While they aftonifh’d heard the King relate -
ThLofe Wonders of his haplefs Brother’s Fate s
The Prince’s Herd{man at the Court arrives,
And frefh Surprize to all the Audience gives.

O Peleus, Peleus! dreadful News I bear, .

He faid; and trembled as he fpoke for Fear,

The worft, affrighted Pelews bid him tell,

Whilft Cepx too grew pale with friendly Zeal.
Thus he began: When 8o/ Mid-heav’n had gain’d,
And half his Way was paft, and half remain’d,
I to the level Shore my Cattle drove, '

And let them freely in the Meadows rove. ,
Somq
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Some ftretch’d at length admire the watry Plain,
Some crop’d the Herb, fome wanton fivam the Maid.
A Temple fiands of antique Make hard by,

Where no gilt Domes, nor Marble lure the Eye;
Unpolifh’d Rafters bear its lowly Height,

Hid by a Grove, as, ancient, from the Sight. ’
Here Nereus, and the Nereids they adore ;
I learnt'it from the Man who thither bore §
His Net,. to dry iton the funny Shore.

Adjoyns a Lake, inclos’d with Willows round,,

Where fwelling Waves have overflow’d the Mound, %
And, muddy, ftagnate on the lower Ground.

From thence 2 rufshing Noife _incneaﬁng ilies,,.

Strikes the ftill Shore; and frights us with Surprize,,
Strait a huge Wolf rufh’d fiom the marfby Wood,.
His Jaws befmear’d with mingled Foam, and Blood,,
Tho’ equally the Hunger urg’d, and Rage,

His Appetite he minds not to-affwage ;

Nought: that he meets, his rabid F ury {pares,’

But the whore Herd with mad Diforder tears.

Some of our Men who ftrove to drive him thence,.
Torn by his Teeth, have dy’d in their Defence, )
The echoipg Lakes, the Sea, and Fields, and Shore,.
Impurpled bluth with: Streams of reeking Gore.

Delay is Lofs, nor have weTime for Thought;.
While yet fome few remain alive, we ought

To feize our Arms, and with confederate Force.

Try if 'we {o can ftop his bloody Courfe.

But Peleus car’d not for his ruin’d Herd ;

His Crime he call’d to Mind, and thence inferr’d;.
That Pfamath?’s Revenge this Havock made,

In Sacrifice to murder’d Phocus’ Shade..

; The
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The King commands his Servants to their Arms;

Refolv’d to go; but the loud Noife alarms

His lovely Queen, who from her Chamber flew,

And her half-plaited Hair behind her threw:

 About his Neck fhe hung with loving Fears,

And now with Words, and now with pleading Tears,

Intreated that he’d fend his Men alone,

And ftay himfelf, to fave two Lives in one.

Then Peleus: Your juft Fears, O Queen, forget;

Too much the Offer leaves me in your Debt.

No Arms againit the Monfter I thall bear,

But the Sea Nymphs appeafe with humble Pray’r.
The Citgdel’s high Turrets pierce the Sky,

With home-bound Veflels, glad, from far defery 3

This they afcend, and thence with Serrow ken

The mangled Heifers lye, and bleeding Men

Th’ inexorable Ravager they view,

~ With Blood difcolour’d, ftill the reft purfue:

There Peleus pray’d fubmiflive tow’rds the Sea,

And deprecates the Ire of injur’d P/amathe.

But deaf to all his Pray’rs the Nymph remain’d,

"Till Thetis for her Spoufe the Boon obtain’d.

Pleas’d with the Luxury, the farious Bealt,

Unftop’d, continues fill his bloody Feaft:

While yet upon a f’curdy'Bull he flew,

Chang’d by the Nymph, a Marble Block he grew.

No longer dreadful now the Wolf appears,

Bury’d in Stone, and vanifh’d like their Fears.

Vet ftill the Fates unhappy Peleus vex'd;

To the Magnefian Shore he wanders next.

Acaffus there, who rul’d the peaceful Clime,

Grants his Requeft, and expiates his Crime.

1

»3
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The Story of CEvX, and ALcvone,

By Mr. DrRyYDpEN.

Thefe Prodigies affe& the pious Prince,
But more perplex’d with thofe that happen’d {Ince,
He purpofes to feek the Clarian God,
Avoiding Delphi, his more fam’d Abode, g
Since Phlegyan Robbers made unfafe the Road.
Yet could he not from her he lov’d {o well,
The fatal Voyage, he refoly’d, conceal ; ¢
But when‘fhe faw her Lord prepar’d to part,
A deadly Cold ran fhiv’ring to her Heart; -
Her faded Checks are chang’d to boxen Hue,
And in her Eyes the Tears are ever ney.
She thrice eflay’d to fpeak; her Accents hung;.
And falt’ring dy’d unfinifh’d on her Tongue;
Or vanifh’d into Gighs : With long Delay
Her Voice return’d, and found the wonted Way,
Tell me, my Lord, fhe\faid, what Fault unknown }
Thy once belov’d Alcyone has done ?
i Whither, ah, whither, is thy Kindnefs gone!
Can /Cepx then faftain to leave his Wife,
And unconcern’d forfake the Sweets of Life?
What can thy Mind to this long Journey move ?
Or need’t thou Abfence to renew thy Love?
Yet, if thou gv’ft by Land, tho’ Grief poflefs
My Soul'ev’n then, my Fears will be the lafs,
But ah! be warn’d to fhun.the watry Way,
The Face is frightful of the ftormy Sea:
For late I faw a-drift disjointed Planks,
And empty Tombs ercéted on the Banks,

Nox
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Nor let falfe Hopes to Truft betray thy Mind,
Becaufe my Sire in Caves conftrains the Wind,
Can with a Breath their clam’rous Rage appeafe,,
They fear his Whiftle, and forfake the Seas:
Not fo; for once indulg’d, they fweep the Main ; <
Deaf to the Call, or hearing, hear in vain:
But bent on Mifchief bear the Waves before,
And not content with Seas, infult the Shore,
When Ocean, Air, and! Earth at once ingage,
And rooted Forefts fly before their Rage:
At once the clathing Clouds to Battle move, -
And Lightnings run acrofs the, Fields above:
I know them well, and mark’d their rude Comport; -
Whilg yet a Child within my Father’s Court:
In times of Tempeft they command alone,
And he but fits precarious on the Throne:
The more I know, the more my Fears augmant,

And Fedrd'dre oft prophetick of th’ Event.
But if not Fears, or Reafons will prevail,
If Fate has fix’d thee obftinate to {ail,
Go nat without thy Wife, but let me bear
My Part of Danger with an »equai Share, ‘g
And prefent, what I fuffer only fears
Then o’er the bounding Billows fhall we fly,
Secure to live together, or to die.
Thefe Reafons mov’d her warlike Huafband’s Heart,
But ft1ll he held his Purpofe to depart:
For as he.lov’d her equal to his Life,
He would not to the Seas expofe his Wife;
Nor could be wrought his Voyage to réfrain,
But {fought by Arguments to footh her Pain :
Nor thefe avail’d ; at length he lights on one,
With which {o difficult a Caufe he won:
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My Love, {o thort an Abfence ceafe to fear,
For by my Father’s holy Flame I fwear,
Before two Moons their Orb with Light adorn,
If Heav’n allow me Life, I will return.
This Promife of fo thort a Stay prevails ;
He foon equips the Ship, fupplies the Sails,
And gives the Word to launch; fhe trembling views
This Pomp of Death, and parting Tears renews :
Laft with a Kifs, fhe took a long Farewel,
Sigh’d with a fad Prefage, and fwooning fell;
While Cepx {eeks Delays, the lufty Crew,
Rais’d on their Banks, their Oars in order drew }
To their broad Breafts, the Ship with Fury flew.
The Queen recover’d, rears her humid Eyes,
And firft her Hufband on the Poop efpies,
Shaking his Hand at Diftance on the Main;
She took the Sign, and fhook her Hand again,
Still as the Ground recedes, contraéts et View -
With fharpen’d Sight, ’till fhe no longer knew
The much-lov’d Face ; that Comfort loft fupplies
With lefs, and with the Galley feeds her Eyes;
The Galley born from View by rifing Gales,
She follow’d with her Sight the flying Sails:
When ev’n the flying Sails were feen no more,
Forfaken of all Sight fhe left the Shore.
Then on her bridal Bed her Body throws,
And fought in Sleep her wearied Eyes to clofe:
Her Hufband’s Pillow, and the widow’d Part
Which once he prefs’d, renew’d the former Smart.
And now a Breeze from Shore began to blow,
The Sailors fhip their Oars, and ceafe to row ;
Then hoift their Yards a trip, and all their Sails
Let fall, to court the Wind, and catch the Gales 3
By
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By this the Veffel half her Courfe had run, '
And as much refted ’till the rifing Sun;
Both Shores were loft to Sight, when atthe Clofe
Of Day a ftiffer Gale at Eaft arofe:
‘The Sea grew white, the rolling Waves from far,
Like Heralds, firft denounce the watry War.
This {feen, the Mafter foon began to cry,
Strike, ftrike the Top-fail ; let the Main-theet fly,
And furl your Sails. The Winds repel the Sound,
And in the Speaker’s Mouth the Speech is drown’d,
Yet of their own Accord, as Danger taught
Each in his Way, officioufly they wrought;
Some ftow their Oars or ftop the leaky Sides,
Another bolder, yet the Yard beftrides,
And folds the Sails; a fourth with Labour laves
Th’ intruding Seas, and Waves ejects on Waves,
In this Confufion while their Work they ply,
The Winds augment the Winter of the Sky,
And wage inteftine Wars ; the {fuff’ring Seas
Are tofs’d, and mingled, as their Tyrants pleafe,
The Mafter would command, but in Defpair
Of Safety ftands amaz’d with ftupid Care,
Nor what to bid, or what forbid he knows,
‘Th’ ungovern’d Tempeft to fuch Fury grows:
Vain is his Force, and vainer is his Skill;
With fuch a Concourfe comes the Flood of Ill;
The Cries of Men are mix’d with rattling Shrowds ;
Seas dafh on Seas and Clouds encounter Clouds:
At once from Eaft to Weft, from Pole to Pole,
The forky Lightnings flath, the roaring Thunders roll,
Now Waves on Waves afcending fcale the Skies,
And in the Fires aBove the Water fries:

When
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When yellow Sands are fifted from below:
The glittering Billows give a golden Show :
And when the fouler Bottom fpews the Black,
The Stygian Dye the tainted Waters take :
Then frothy white appear the flatted Seas,
And change their Colour, changing their Difeafe,
1ike various Fits the Zrachim Veflel finds,
And now fublime, fhe rides upon the Winds ;
As from a lofty Summit looks from high,
And from the Clouds beholds the nether Sky ;
Now from the Depth of Hell they lift their Sight,
And at a Diftance fee {uperior Light;
'The lathing Biliows makea loud Réport,
And beat her Sides, as batt’ring Rams a Forts
Or as a Lion bounding in his. Way, ,
With Force aagmentpd bears againft his Prey, 4
Sidelong to {eize; or unapal’d with Fear,
Springs on the Toils, and rufhes on the Spear:
So Seas impell’d by Winds, with added Pow’r
Afault the Sides, and o’er the Hatches tow’r.

The Planks (their pitchy Cov’ring wafh’d away)
Now yield ; zud now a yawning Breach difplay:
The roaring Waters with a hoitile Tide
Rufh through the Ruins of her gaping Side.
Mean-time in Sheets of Rain the Sky defcends,
And Ocean {well’d with Waters upwards tends :
One rifing, falling one, the Heav’'ns and Sea
Meet at their Confines, in the middle Way :
The Sails are drunk with Show’rs, and drep with Rain,
Sweet Waters mingle with the briny Main,
No Star appears to lend his friendly Light;
Darknefs, and Tempeft make a3 double Night

Bug
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Bat flathing Fires difclofe the Deep by Turns,

And while the Lightnings blaze, the Water burns. |
Now all the Waves their {catter’d Force unite,

And as a Soldier foremoft in the Fight,
Makes way for others, and an Hoft alone
Still prefles on, and urging gains the Town;
So while th’ invading Billows come a-breatft,
The Hero Tenth advanc’d before the reft,

Sweeps all before him with impetuous Sway,
And from the Walls defcends upon the Prey ;
Part following enter, Part remain without,
With Envy hear their Fellows conqu’ring Shout,
And mount on others Backs, in hopes to fhare
The City, thus become the Seat of War.

An univerfal Cry refounds aloud;
The Sailors run in Heaps, a helplefs Crowd; -
Art fails, and Courage falls, no Succour near;
As many Waves, as many Deaths appear.
One weeps and yet defpairs of late Relief:
One cannot weep, his Fears congeal his Grief,
But ftupid, with dry Eyes expects his Fate:
One with loud Shrieks laments his loft Eftate,
And calls thofe happy whom their Fun’rals wait.

153

§

'This Wretch with Pray’rsand Vows the Gods implores,

And ev’n the Skies he cannot fee, adores.
That other on his Iriends his Thoughts beftows,
His careful Father, and his faithful Spoufe.
The covetous Worldling in his anxious Mind,
Thinks only on the Wealth he left behind. §
All Ceyx his dlcyone employs,
For her he grieves, yet in her Abfence jows :
Vou. II. K

His
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His Wife he withes, and would fill be near,
‘Not her w1th him, but withes him with her:
Now w1th laft Looks he feeks his native Shore,
W h1ch Fate has deftin’d him to fee no more;
He fought, but in the dark tempeftuous Night
He knew not whither to dire& his Sight.
So whirl the Seas, fuch Darknefs blinds the Sky,
That the black Night receives a deeper Dye.
‘The giddy Ship ran round ; the Tempeft tore
Her Maft, ‘and over-board the Rudder bore.
‘One Billow mounts, and with a {cornful Brow,
. Proud of her Conqueft gain’d, infults the Waves belows
Nor lighter falls, than if fome Giant tore
Pindus and Athos with the Freight they bore,
And tofs’d on'Seas; prefs’d with the pond’rous Blow,
Down finks the Ship within th’> Abyfs below :
Down with the Veffel fink into-the Main
‘The many, never more to rife again.
Some few on {catter’d Planks, with fruitlefs Care,
Lay hold, and fwim ; butwhile they fwim, defpair,
Ev’n he who late a Sceptre did command,
‘Now grafps a floating Fragment in his Hand;
And while he ftruggles on the ftormy Main,
Invokes his Father, and his Wife’s, in vain.
But yet his Confort is his greateft Care,
Alcyone he names amidft his Pray’r ;
Names as a Charm againft the Waves and Wind;
Moft in his Mouth, and ever in his Mind.
"Tir’d with his To1l, all Hopes of Safety patft,
From Pray’rs to Wifhes he defcends at laft;
That his dead Body, wafted to the Sands,
Might have its Burial from her friendly Hands.
As
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As oft as he can catch a Gulp of Air,

And peep above the Seas, he names the Fair;

And ev’n when plung’d beneath, on her he raves,
Murn’ring Alcyone below the Waves:

At laft a falling Billow ftops his Breath,

Breaks o’er his Head, and whelms him underneath.
Bright Lucifer unlike himfelf appears

That Night, his heav’nly Form obfcur’d with Tears,
And fince he was forbid to leave the Skies, '
He muffled with a Cloud his mournful Eyes.

Mean-time Alcyene (his Fate unknown)

Computes how many Nights he had been gone.
Obferves the waining Moon with hourly View,
"Numbers her Age, and wifhes for a new; _
Againft the promis’d 'Time provides with Care,
And haftens in the Woof the Robes he was to wear:
And for her Self employs another Loom, - %

New-drefs’d to meet her Lord returning home,

Flatt’ring her Heart with Joys, that never were to come:

She fam’d the Temples with an od’rous Flame, ,

And oft before the facred Altars came, }

To pray for him, who was an empty Name.

All Pow’rs implor’d; but far above the reft

To Funmo fhe her pious Vows addrefs’d,

Her much-loy’d Lord from Perils to proteét,

And fafe o’er Seas his Voyage to direft :

Then pray’d, that fhe might ftill poffefs his Heart,

And no pretending Rival fhare a Part;

This laft Petition heard of all her Pray’r,

The reft, difpers’d by Winds, were loft in Air.

But fhe, the Goddefs of the Nuptial Bed,

Tir’d with her vain Devotions for the Dead, ;
Kz Refolv’d
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Refolv’d the tainted Hand fhould be repell’d,
Which Incenfe offer’d, and her Altar held -

Then Iris thus befpoke ; Thou faithful Maid,

By whom thy Queen’s Commands are well convey’d,
Hafte to the Houfe of Sleep, and bid the God
Who rules the Night by Vifions with a Nod,
Prepare a Dream, in Figure, and in Form
Refembling him, who perifh’d in the Storm ;

Tlis Form before Alcyone prefent,

To make her certain of the fad Event.

Indu’d with Robes of various Hue fhe flies, _

And flying draws an Arch, (a Segment of the Skies:)
Then leaves her bending Bow, and from the Steep
Defcends, to fearch the filent Houfe of Sleep.

The Houfe of SLEE P,

Near the Cymmerians, in his dark Abode,
Deep in a Cavern dwells the drowzy God ;
Whofe gloomy Manfion nor the rifing Sun,

Nor fetting, vifits, nor the lightfome Noon ;
But lazy Vapours round the Region fly,
Perpetual Twilight and a doubtful Sky:

No crowing Cock does there his Wings difplay,
Nor with his horny Bill provoke the Day;

Nor watchful Dogs nor the more wakeful Geefe,
Difturb with nightly Noife the facred Peace ;
Nor Beaft of Nature, nor the Tame are nigh,
Nor Trees with Tempefts rock’d, nor human Cry;
But fafe Repofe without a Air of Breath

Dywells here, and an dumb Quiet next to Death.

An Arm of Lethe, with a gentle Flow
Arifing upwards from the Rock below,

The
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The Palace moats, and o’er the Pebbles creeps,
And with foft Murmurs calls the coming Sleeps.
Around its Entry nodding Poppies grow,
And all cool Simples that fweet Reft beftow :
Night from the Plants their fleepy Virtue drains,
And pn’ﬁnrr fheds it on the filent Plains :
No Door there was th’ ungunarded Houfe to Leeo,
On creaking Hinges turn’ d to break his Sleep.

But in the gloomy Court was rais’d a Bed,
Stuf’d with black Plumes, and on an Ebon-Sted :
Black was the Cov'ring tco, where lay the God,
And flept fupine, his Limbs difplay’d abroad: ;
About his Head fantaftick Vifions fly,
Which varions Images of things fupply,
And mock their Forms; the Leaves on Trees not more,
Nor bearded Ears in Fields, nor Sands upon the Shore.

The Virgin ent’ring bright, indulg’d the Day
To the brown Cave, and brufh’d the Dreams away 2
The God difturb’d with this new Glare of Light,
Caft fudden on his Face, unfeal’d his Sight,
And rais’d his tardy Head, which funk again,
And finking, on his Bofom krock’d his Chin;;
At length fhook off himfelf, and afk’d the Dame,
(And afkmor yawn’d) for what Intent fhe came.

To whom the Goddefs thus: O facred Reft,
Sweept pleafing Sleep, of all the Pow’rs the beft!
O Peace of Mind, Repairer of Decay,
Whofe Balmsrenew the Limbs to Labours of the Day, }
Care fhuns thy {foft Approach, and fallen flies away !
Adorn a Dream, exprefling human Form,
The Shape of him who {uff2r’d in the Storm,
And fend it flitting to the Zrachin Court,
The Wreck of wretched Ceyx to report :

Kj Before
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Before his Queen bid the pale Speétre #£and,

Who begs a vain Relief at Funs’s Hand.

She faid, and fcarce awake her Eyes could kecp,

Unable to fupport the Fumes of Sleep ;

But fled, returning by the Way fhe went,

And {werv’d along her Bow with {wift Afcent,
The God, uneafy ’till he ilept again,

Refolv’d at once to rid himfelf of Pain;

And, tho’ againft his Cuftom, call’d aloud,

Exciting Morpheus from the fleepy Crowd :

Morpheus, of all his num’rous Train, exprefs’d

The Shape of Man, and imitated beft;

The Walk, the Words, the Gefture could fupply,

The Habit mimick, and the Mein bely ;

Plays well, but all his A&ion is confin’d,

Extending not beyond our human Kind.

Another, Birds, and Beafts, and Dragons apes,

And dreadful Images, and Monfter Shapes :

This Demon, Zcelos, in Heav’n’s high Hall

The Gods have nam’d ; but Men Phobetor call,

A third is Phantafus, whofe A&ions rowl

On meaner Thoughts, and Things devoid of Soul ;

Earth, Fruits, and Flow’rs he reprefents in Dreams,

And folid Rocks unmov’d, and rv ining Streanis.

Thefe three to Kings and Chiefs their Scenes difplay,

The reft before th’ ignoble Commons play.

Of thefe the chofen Morpheus is difpatch’d ;

Which done, the lazy Monarch, over-watch’d,

Down from his propping Elbow drops his Head,

Diffolv’d in' Sleep, and fhrinks within his Bed.
Darkling the Demon glides, for Flight prepar’d,

So foft, that {carce his fanning Wings are heard.

To
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"Fo Trachin, fwift as Thought, the flitting Shade,

Thro? Air his momentary Journey made:

Then lays afide the Steerage of his Wings,

Forfakes his proper Form, affumes the King’s 5

And pale, as Death defpoﬁ’d of his Array,

Into the Queen’s Apartment takes his Way,

And ftands before the Bed at Dawn of Day:

Unmov’d his Eycs, and wet his Beard appears;

And thedding vain, but feeming real Tears;

"The briny Waters dropping from his Hairs,

'Fhen ftaring on her with a ghaftly Look,

And hollow Voice, he thus the Queen befpoke.
Know’it thou not me? Not yet, unhappy Wife

©r are my Features perifh’d with my Life?

Look once again, and for thy Hufband lof,

Lo all that’s left of him, thy Hufband’s Ghoft!

Thy Vows for my Return were all in vain, g

WV SN

The ftormy South o’ertook us in the Main,

And never fhalt thou fee thy living Lord again.

Bear witnefs, Heav’n, I call’d on thee in Death,_

And while I'call’d, a Billow ftop’d my Breath.

Think not, that flying Fame reports my Fate ;-

I prefent, T appear, and my own Wreck relate.

Rife, wretched Widow, rife; nor undeplor’d: :
Permit my Soul to pafs the Stygian Ford 5 ° }
But rife, prepar’din Black, to mourn-thy perifh’d Lord.

~ Thus faid the Player-God ; and adding Art

Of Voice and Gefture, {o perform’d his Part,

She thought (fo like her Love the Shade appears):
That Ceyx {pake the Words, and Ceyx fhed the Tears ;
She groan’d, her inward Soul with Grief oppreft,

She figh’d, fhe wept, and fleeping beat her Breaft;

K4 Then
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Then ftretch’d her Arms t’embrace his Body bare;
Her cla{ping Arms inclofe but empty Air:
At this, not yet awake, fhe cry’d, O ftay;
One is our Fate, and common is our Way !

So dreadful was the Dream, fo loud fhe fpoke,
That ftarting fudden up, the Slumber broke :
Then caft her Eyes around, in hope to view
Her vanith’d Lord, and find the Vifion true:
For now the Maids, who waited her Commands,
Ran in with lighted Tapers in their Hands.
Tird with the Search, not finding what fhe feeks,
With cruel Blows the pounds her blubber’d Cheeks
Then from her beaten Breaft the Linnen tare,
And cut the golden Caul that bound her Hair.
Her Nurfe demands the Caufe; with louder Cries
She profecutes her Griefs, and thus replies.

No more dleyonz; the fuffer’d Death
With her lov’d Lord, when Ceyx loft his Breath :
No Flatt’ry, no falfe Comfort, give me none,
My fhipwreck’d Cepx is for ever gone :
I faw, I faw him manifeft in View,
. His Voice, his Figure, and his Geftures kne -
His Luftre loft, and ev’ry living Grace,
Yet I retain’d the Features of his Face;
Tho’ with pale Cheeks, wet Beard, and dropping Hair,
None but my Ceyx could appear {o fair:
I would have ftrain’d him with a ftri¢t Embrace,
But thro’ my Arms he flipt, and vanifh’d from the Place:
There, ev’n juft there he flood. And as fhe fpoke,
Where laft the Speftre was fhe caft her Look:
Fain would fhe hope, and gaz’d upon the Ground,
If any printed Footfleps might be found.

Then
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Then figh’d, and faid; This I too well foreknew,
And my prophetick Fears prefag’d too true:
’Twas what I begg’d, when with a bleeding Heart
I took my Leave, and fuffer’d thee to part;
Or I to go along, or Thou to ftay, :
Never, ah never to divide our Way!
Happier for me, that all our Hours aflign’d
Together we had liv’d ; ev’n not in Death disjoin’d ¥
So had my Ceyx ftill been living here,
Or with my Ceyx I had perifh’d there:
Now I die abfent, in the vaft Profound ;
And Me, without my Self, the Seas have drown’d.
The Storms were not fo cruel : fhould I ftrive
To lengthen Life, and {uch a Grief f{urvive;
But neither will I ftrive, nor wretched Thee
In Death forfake, but keep thee Company.
If not one common Sepulchre contains
Our Bodies, or one Urn our laft Remains,
Yet Ceyx and Aleyone fhall join,
Their Names remember’ddn one common Lines
Mo farther Voice her mighty Grief affords,
For Sighs come rufhing in betwixt her Words,
And ftop’d her Tongue; bat what her Tengue deny’d, -
Soft Tears, and Groans, and dumb Complaints fupply’d.
'T'was Morning; to the Port fhe takes her way,
And ftands upon the Margin of the Sea:
That Place, that very Spot of Ground:fhe {ought,
Or thither by her Defliny was brought,
Where laft he ftood : And while fhe fadly faid,
>T'was here he left me, ling’ring here delay’d z.
His parting Kifs, and there his Anchors weigh’d: §
Thus fpeaking, while her Thoughts paft A&tions tracs,
And call to Mind, -admonifh’d by the Flace,
Ks . Shaup



202 = Oviv’s Metamorphofes. Book X3,
Sharp at her utmoft Ken flie caft her' Eyes, '
And fomewhat floating from afar deferies -
It feems a Corpfe a-drift to diftant Sight,
But at a Diftance who could judge aright »°
It wafted nearer yet, and then fhe knew,
That what before fhe but furmis’d, was true -
A Corpfe it was, but whofe it was, unknown,
Yet mov’d, howe’er, fhe made the Caufe her own,
Took the bad Omen of a fhipwreclk’d Man,
As for a Stranger wept, and thus began.
Poor Wretch, on ftormy Seas to lofe thy Life,
Unhappy thou, but more thy widow’d Wife !
At this fhe paus’d: for now the flowing Tide
Had brought the Body nearer to the Side:
The more fhe looks, the more her Fears increafe,
At nearer Sight; and fhe’s herfelf the lefs:
Now driv’n athore, and at her Feet it lies;
She knows too much in knowing whom fhe fees;
Her Hufband’s Corpfe ; at this fhe loudly fhrieks,
’T'is be, ’tis he, fthe cries, and tears her Cheeks,
Her Hair, and Veft; and ftooping to the Sands,
About his Neck fhe caft her trembling Hands.
And is it thus, O dearer than my Life,
Thus, thus return’ft Thou to thy longing Wife!
She faid, and to-the neighbouring Mole the ftrode,
(Rais’d there to break th’ Incurfions of the Flood ;)
Headlong from hence to plunge her felf fhe {prings,
But thoots along, fupported on her Wings ;
A Bird new-made, about the Banks fhe plies,
Not far from Shore, and fhort Excurfions tries ;
Nor fecks in Air her humble Flight to raife,

Content to fkim the Surface of the Seas:
Her
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~ Her Bill tho’ flender, fends a creaking Noile,

And imitates a lamentable Voice.

Now lighting where the bloodlefs Body lies,

She with a Fun’ral Note renews her Cries:

At all her Stretch, her little Wings fhe {pread,

And with her feather’d Arms embrac’d the Dead:

Then flick’ring to his palid Lips, fhe ftrove

To print a Kifs, the laft Effay of Love.
Whether the vital Touch reviv’d the Dead,.

Or that the moving Waters rais’d his Head

T meet the Kifs; the Vulgar doubt alone :-

For fure a prefent Miracle was fhown. s

The Gods their Shapes to Winter-Birds tranflatey .

But both obnoxious to their former Fate. !

Their conjugal Affe@ion fill is try’d,

And {1l the mournfal Race is multiply’d:

'They bill, they tread; Alyone comprefs’d,

Sev’n Days fits brooding.on her floating Neft:-

A wintry Queen: Her Sire at length s kind,

Calms every Storm, and hufhes ev’ry Wind ;

Prepares his Empire for his Daughter’s Eafe,-

And for his hatching Nephews fmooths the Seas.

Esacus transform’d into. a Cormorants.

Thefe fome old Man fees wanton in the Air,
And praifes the unhappy conftant Pair. : :
Then to his Friend the long-neck’d Corm’rant {hows,,
"The former Tale reviving others Woes :
*That fable Bird, he cries, which cuts the Flood .
“With flender Legs, was once of Royal Blood ;
His Anceftors from mighty 77es proceed,
"The brave Lavmedon, and Gmg‘ﬂlﬂi’ﬁ“; 4 bl gidg
: K6 {Whofs
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(Whofe Beauty tempted Fowe to fteal the Boy)
And Priam, haplefs Prince! who fell with Troy
Himfelf was Heor’s Brother, and (had Fate
But giv’n this hopeful Youth a longer Date)
Perhaps had rival’d warlike Heior’s Worth,
Tho’ on the Mother’s Side of meaner Birth ;
Fair Alyxothe?, a Country Maid,

Bare Zjacus by flealth in I/a’s Shade.

He fled the noify Town, and pompous Court,

Lov’d the lone Hills, and fimple rural Sport, }
And feldom to the City would refort.

Yet he no ruftick Clownithnefs profeft,

Nor was foft Love a Stranger to his Breaft:

The Youth had long the Nymph Hefperié woo’d,

Cft thro’ the Thicket, or the Mead purfu’d :

Her haply on her Father’s Bank he {py’d,

While fearlefs fhe her filver Trefles dry’d ;

Away fhe fled: Not Stags with half fuch Speed,
Before the prowling Wolf, fcud o’er the Mead ;

Not Ducks, when they the fafer Flood forfake,
Purfu’d by Hawks, fo {wift regain the Lake,

As falt he follow’d in the hot Career;

Defire the Lover wing’d, the Virgin Fear.

A Snake unfeen now pierc’d her heedlefs Foot ;

Quick thro’ the Veins the venom’d Juices thoot : }
She fell, and *fcap’d by Death his ficrce Parfuit:

Her lifelefs Body, frighted, he embrac’d,

And cry’d, Not this I dreaded, but thy Hafte :

O had my Love been lefs, or lefs thy Fear !

The Vi&tory, thus bought, is far too dear.
Accurfed Snake! yet I more curs’d than he !

He gave the Wound ; the Caufe was given by me,

Yo
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2
Yet none fhall fay, that unreveng’d you dy’d.
He fpoke ; then climb’d a Cliff’s o’er-hanging Side,
And, refolute, leap’d on the foaming Tide. %
Tethys receiv’d him gently on the Wave ;
The Death he fought deny’d, and Feathers gave.
Debarr’d the fureft Remedy of Grief,
And forc’d to live, he curft th’ unafk’d Relief.
Then on his airy Pinions upward’g flies,
And at a fecond Fall fuccefslefs tries ;
The downy Plume a quick Defcent denies. g
Enrag’d, he often dives beneath the Wave,
And there in vain expeéts to find a Grave.
His ceafelefs Sorrow for th’ unhappy Maid,
Meager’d his Look, and on his Spirits prey’d.
Still near the founding Deep he lives; his Name
From frequent Diving and Emerging came,

>

The End of the Eleventh Book.
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METAMORPHOSES.
B O O K  Xl.

Tran/lzzie’d by Mr. DRYDEN.

The TrROJAN War

\ R 14 M, to whom the Story was unknown,
> Asdead, deplor’d his Metamorphos’d Son:
A Cenotaph his Name, and Title kept,
And He&or round the Tomb, with all his
Brothers, wept.
This pious Office Parzs did not fhare,
Abfent alone; and Author of the War,
Which, for the Spartan Queen, the Grecians drew
T’ avenge the Rape; and 4fia to {fubdue.
A thoufand Ships were mann’d, to fail the Sea: %

Nor had their juft Refentments found Delay,

Had not the Winds, and Waves oppos’d their Way.
At
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At dulis; with United Pow’rs they meet,
But there, Crofs-winds or Calms detain’d the Fleet..
Now, while they raife an' Altar on the Shore,.
And Fowe with folemn Sacrifice adore;
A bod‘ing Sign the Priefts and People fee:
A Snake of Size immenfe afcends a Tree, '
And, in the leafie Summit, fpy’d a Neft,
Which o’er her Callow Young, a Sparrow prefs’d..
Eight were the Birds unfledg’d ; their Mother flew,
And hover’d round her Care; but ftll in view:
>Till the fierce Reptxle firft devour’d the Brood,
Then {eiz’d the fuct’ ring Dam, and drunk her Blooda
This dire Oftent, the fearful People view ;
Calchas alone, by P/azeéu: taught, foreknew '
What Heav’n decreed ; and with a {fmiling Glancey
Thus gratulatesto Greece her happy Chance. .
O drgives, we fhall conquer: Troy is ours,
But long Delays fhall firt afi&t our Pow’rs :
Nine Years of Labour, the nine Birds portend ;-
"The Tenth fhall in the Town’s Deftru@ion end:

The Serpent; who his Maw obfcene had fill’d, .
The Branches in his curl’d Embraces held:
But, as in Spires he ftood, he turn’d to Stone:
The ftony Snake retain’dithe Figure ftill his own.

Yet, not for this, the Wind-bound’ Navy w ugh’d
Slack were their Sails; and Neptune dlfobcv’d
Some thought him loth the Town fhould be deftroy’d ,.
Whofe Building had his Hands Divine employ’d :
Not fo the Seer; who knew, and known forethow’d,
"The Virgin Phabe, with- a Virgin’s Blood
Muft firft be reconcil’d : The common Caufe
Prevaild; and Pity yielded to the Laws:
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Fair Iphigenia the devoted Maid ,
Was, by the weeping Priefts, in Linnen-Robes array’d;
All mourn her Fate; but no Relief appear’d;

The Royal Vi&tim bound, the Knife already rear’d:
When that offended Pow’r, who caus’d their Woe,
Relenting ceas’d her Wrath; and ftop’d the coming Blows
A Mif before the Minifters the caft, '
And, in the Virgin’s Room, a Hind fhe plac’d.

Th’ Oblation {lain, and Phabe reconcil’d,

The Storm was hufh’d, and dimpled Ocean {mil’d s

A favourable Gale arofe from Shore,

Which to the Port defir’d, the Grecian Gallies bore,

The Houfe of F AME.

Full in the mid{t of this created Space,
Betwixt Heaw’n, Earth, and Skies, there ftands a Place,
Confining on-all three, with triple Bound ; 5 g

l}

Whence all'Things, tho’ remote, are view’d around;

And thithet bring their undulating Sound.

The Palace of loud Fame, her feat of Pow’r,

Plac’d on the Summit of a lofty Tow’r;

A thoufand winding Entries long and wide,

Receive of frefh Reports a flowing Tide.

A thoufand Crannies in the Walls are made ;

Nor Gate, nor Bars exclude the bufie Trade.

*Tis built of Brafs, the better to. diffufe

The fprcadiﬁg Sounds, and multiply the News ¢

Where Eccho’s in repeated Eccho’s play: '

A Mart for ever full, and open Night and Day.

Nor Silence is within, nor Voice exprefsy

But a deaf Noife of Sounds, that never ceafes

Canfas’d; and chiding, like the hollow Roar

OFf Tides, receding from th’ infulted Shore. cadgid
< oy 3 i
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Or like the broken Thunder heard from - far,

When Fove at diftance drives the rolling War.

The Courts are fill’d with a tumultuous Din

Of Crouds, or iffuing forth, or entring in:

A thorough-fare of News: Where fome devife

- Things never heard, fome mingle Truth with Lies;

The troubled Air with empty Sounds they beat,

Intent torhear, and eager to repeat, -

Error fits brooding. there, with added Train

Of vain Credulity, and Joys as vain ;

Sufpicion, with Sedition join’d, are néar, . [Fear.

And Rumours rais’d, and Muormurs mix'd, and Panique

Fame fits aloft, and fees the {fubje& Ground,

And Seas about, and Skies above; enquiring all around.
The Goddefs gives th’ Alarm; and foon is known

The Grecian Fleet defcending on the Town.

Fix’d on Defence, the Trojans are not {low

To guard their Shore, from an expeéted Foe.

They meet in. Fight: By Hefor’s fatal Hand

Protefilaus falls, and bites the Strand :

Which with Expence of Blood the Grecians won s

And prov’d the Strength unknown of Priam’s Son.

And to their Coft the Trojan Leaders felt

The Grecian Heroes ; and what Deaths tiey dealt.

The Stery of Cycnus.

From thefz firft Onfets, the Sigzan Shore
Was firew’d with Carcaffes, and ftain’d with Gore:
Neptunian C ygnus 'Troops of Grecks had flain;
Achilles in his Carr had fcour’d the Plain,
And clear’d the T7ojan Ranks: Where-e’r he fought,
Cygnus, or Hedor, through the Fields he fought:
Q‘guu:
30



Book XII. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. 213

Cygnus he found ; on him his Force eflay’d:
For Hefor was to the'tenth Year delay’d.
His white-main’d Steeds, that bow’d beneath the Yoke,
He chear’d to Courage, with.a gentle Stroke ;
Then urgld his fiery Chariot on the Foe;
And rifing fhook his Lance; in a& to throw.
But firft he cry’d, O Youth, be proud to bear
Thy Death, ennobled by Pelides’ Spear.
The Lance purfu’d the Voice without delay,
Nor did the whizzing Weapon mifs the way ;
But pierc’d his Cuirafs, with fuch Fury fent,
And fign’d his Bofom with a purple Dint. -
At this the Seed of Neptune : Goddefs-born,
For Ornament, not Ufe, thefe Arms are worn;
‘This Helm, and heavy Buckler, I can {pare;
As only Decorations of the War:
So Mars is arm’d for Glory, not for Need,
*Tis fomewhat -more from Nepzune to proceed,
Than from a Daughter of the Sea to {pring:
Thy Sire is- Mortal; mine is Ocean’s King.
Secure of Death, I fhou’d contemn thy Dart,
Tho’ naked; and impaflible depart.
He faid, and threw: The trembling Weapon pafs’d
Through nine Bull-hides, each under other plac’d, g
On his broad Shield; and ftuck within the laft.
Achilles wrench’d it out; and fent again
The hoftile Gift: The hoftile Gift was vain.
He try’d a third, a tough well-chofen Spear ;
Th’ inviolable Body ftood fincere,
“Though Cygnus then did no Defence provide,
But {cornful offer’d his unfhielded Side.
Not otherwife th’ impatient Hero far’d,
~Than as a Bull ingompafs’d with a Guard, -
’ Amid
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Amid the Gircus roars, provek’d from far
By fight of Scarlet, and a fanguine War :
- They quit their Ground, his bended Horns- eludey
In vain purfuing, and inwvain purfu’d.

Before to farther Fight-he wou’d advance,
He ftood confidering, and furvey’d his Lances
Doubts if he wielded not a wooden Spear
Without a Point: He look’d, the Point was there,
This is my Hand, and this my Lance, he faid ; :
By which fo many thoufand Foes are dead : }
O whither is their ufual Virtue fled 2
I had it once; and the Lyragfian Wall,
And Tenedos, confefs’d it in their Fall.
Thy Streams, Caicys, roll’d a Crimfon-Flood ;
And Thebes ran red with her own Natives’ Blood,
Twice Telephus employ’d their piercing Steel,
To wound him firft, and afterward to heal.
The Vigour df this Arm was never vain :
And that my wonted Prowefs I retain, ' g
Witnefs thefe Heaps of Slaughter on the Plain,
He faid ; and, doubtful of his former Deeds,
To fome new Tryal of his Force proceeds.
He chofe Menztes from among the reft;
At him he launch’d his Spear, and pierc’d his Breaft
On the hard Earth the Lycian knock’d his Head,
And lay fupine ; and forth the Spirit fled.

Then thus the Hero: Neither can I blame
The Hand, or Jav’lin; both are fill the fame. |
The {fame I will employ againft this Foe,
And with but with the fame Succefs to throw.
So fpoke the, Chief; and while he fpoke he threw s
The Weapon with unerring Fury flew,

5 i
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At his left Shoulder aim’d : Nor Entrance found ;
But back, as from a Rock, with {wift Rebound
Harmlefs.teturn’d: A bloody Mark appear’d,
“Which with falfe Joy the flatter’d Hero chear’d.
Wound there was none; the Blood that was in view,
‘The Lance before from flain Menztes drew.
Headlong he leaps from off his lofty Car,
And in clofe Fight on Foot renews the War.
Raging with high Difdain, repeats his Blows ;
Nor Shield, nor Armour can their Force oppofes
Huge Cantlets of his Buckler firew the Ground, ' .
And no Defence in his ber’d Arms is found,
But on his Fleth, no Wound or Blood is feen;
The Sword it felf is blunted on the Skin.
This vain Attempt the Chief no longer bears;
But round his hollow Temples and his Ears
His Buckler beats: The Son of Neptze, ftunn’d
With thefe repeated Buffets, quits his Ground;
A fickly Sweat fucceeds, and Shades of Night;
JInverted Nature fwims before his Sight:
Th’ infulting Victor prefles on -the more,
And treads the Steps the Vanquifh’d trod before,
Nor Reft, nor Refpite gives. A Stone there lay
‘Behind his trembling Foe, and {top’d his Way :
Achilles took th’ Advantage which he found,
*O’er-turn’d, and puth’d him backward on the Ground:
‘His Buckler held him under, while he pre(s’d,
With both his Knees, above his panting Breaft.
Unlac’d his Helm.: About his Chin the Twift
He ty’d ; and {oon the ftrangled Soul difmifs’d.
With eager Hafte he went to firip the Dead;
The vanifh’d Body from his Arms was fled.

His
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His Sea-God Sire, t'immortalize his Frame,
Had turn’d it to a Bird that bears his Name.

A Truce fucceeds the Labours of this Day,
And Arms fufpended with a long Delay,
While 77ojan Walls are kept with Watch and Ward;
The Greeks before their Trenches mount the Guard ;
The Feaft approach’d ; when tothe blue-ey’d Maid
His Vows for Cygnus {lain the Victor paid, }
And a white Heifer on her Altar laid.
The reeking Entrails on the Fire they threw,
And to the Gods the grateful Odour flew.
Heav’n had its Part in Sacrifice : The reft
Was broil’d, and roafted for the future Feaft.
The chief-invited Guefts were fet around !
And Hunger firft afflwag’d, the Bowls were crown’d, }
Which in deep Draughts their Cares, and Labours

drown’d.

The mellow Harp did not their Ears employ:
And mute was all the Warlike Symphony :
Difcourfe, the Food of Souls, was their Delight, -
And pleafing Chat prolong’d the Summer’s-night.
The Subjett, Deeds of Arms; and Valour fhown,
Or on the 7rojan Side, or on their own.
Of Dangers undertaken, Fame atchiev’d,
They talk’d by turns; the Talk by turns reliev’d,
What things but thefe could fierce Achilles tell,
Or what could fierce Achilles hear {o well ?
The laft great A& perform’d, of Cygnus {lain,
Did meft the Martial Audience entertain :
Wondring to find a Body free by Fate
From Steel; and which cou’d ev’n that Steel rebate:
Amaz’d, their Admiration they renew ;

And fcarce Pelides cou’d believe it true,
T e
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The Story of CENEUS.

Then Nc/z‘or thus : What once this Age has Lnown, _
In fated Cygrus, and in him.alone, . .
Thefe Eyes have feen in Cenzus long before ;
Whofe Body not a thoufand Swords cou’d bore. ,
" Ceneus, in Courage, and ip Strengthy, .excellid 5
And ftill his Othry’s with his Fame is fli’d .
But what did moft his Martial Dseds adorn, R
(Though fince he chang’d his Sex) a Woman born.
R \T)\:elly fo ftrange, and full of Fate,
His lif’ning Audience afl’d him to relate.
Achilles thus con*n:mcis their commen Sute :
O Father, firlt for Prudence ih Repute, }
Tell, with tha tEloqx ence, fo much thy ew¥n;e
What thou hatt heard, -or what -of Cezzeus knnwn-'
What was he, wheance his: Change: of Se o heguiy
What Trophies, er ’d in. Wars with thee, he won ?
Who conquf’l ’d him, and in what fatal Suife
The Youth, without a Wound, cou’qd lofe his Life?

2\"3/{:11:: then : Though tardy:Age and Time;
Tave fhrunle my Sinews, and decay’d mv‘Prime;
Thouwh much I have forgotten of may S*ore

et not exhaufted; I remen.l,c, reoreso]
Cf all that Arms ‘atchiev'd; or Peace defipn’d;
That A&ion ftill 1s frether in my IMind,
Than ought befide.  If reverend)Age canngive
To Faith a Sanltion, in my third T live,

*T'was in my fecond Cent’ry, 1 {urvey’d
Young Cenis, then a fair T}.’ré_’[ iz Waid:
G.zzis the bright, was born to high Cemmand;
A Princefs, and a Native of thy Land,

VioTiedds 43 Ditvine
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Divine Achilles; every Tongue proclaim’d
Her Beauty, and her Eyes all Hearts inflam’d.
Peleus, thy Sire, perhaps had fought her Bed,
Among the reft; but he had either led
Thy Mother then; or was by Promife ty’d ;
But fhe to him, and all, alike her Love deny’d.
It was her Fortune once to take her Way
Along the fandy Margin of the Sea:
The Pow’r of Ocean view’d her as fhe pafs’d,
And, lov’d as foon as feen, by Force embrac’d.
So Fame reports. Her Virgin-Treafure feiz’d,
And his new Joys, the Ravifher {o pleas’d,
That thus, tranfported, to the Nymph he cry’d;
Afle what thou wilt, no Pray’r fhall be deny’d.
This alfo Fame relates: The haughty Fair,
Who not the Rape ev’n of a God cou’d bear,
This Anfwer, proud, return’d; To mighty Wrongs
A mighty Recompence, of right, belongs.
Give me no more to {uffer fuch a Shame;
But change the Woman, for a better Name
One Gift for all; She faid; and while fhe fpoke,
A ftern, majeftick, manly Tone fhe took.
A Man fhe was: And as the Godhead fwore,
To Czneus turn’d; who Cznis was before.
To this the Lover adds, without Requeft,
No force of Steel fhou’d violate his Breaft.
Glad of the Gift, the new-made Warrior goes;
And arms among the Greeks, and longs for equal Foes,

The
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The Skirmifb between the CENTAURS and
LAPITHITES.

Now brave Perithous, bold Ilxion’s Son,
The Love of fair Hippodame had won.
The Cloud-begotten Race, half Men, half Beaﬁ
Invited, came to grace the Nuptial Feaft:
In a cool Cave’s Recefs the Treat was made,
‘WhofeEntrance, Trees with {preading Boughs o’er-fhade.
They fate: and fummon’d by the Bridegroom, came,
To mix with thofe, the Lapythzan Name :
Nor wanted I: The Roofs with Joy refound :
And Hymen, Io Hymen, rung around.
Rais’d Altars fhone with holy Fires ; the Bride,
Lovely herfelf {and lovely by her Side
- A Bevy of bright Nymphs, with fober Grace,)
Came glitt’ring like a Star, and took her Place.
Her Heav’nly Form beheld, all wifh’d her Joy;
And little wanted, butin vain, their Withes all employ.
For One, moft Brutal, of the Brutal Brood,
Or whether Wine, or Beauty fir’d his Blood,
Or both at once, beheld with luftful Eyes
The Bride; at once refolv’d to make his Prize.
Down went the Board; and faftning on her Hair,
He feiz’d with fudden Force the frighted Fair,
*Twas Eurytus began : His beftial Kind
His Crime purfu’d ; and each as pleas’d his Mind,
~ Or her, whom Chance prefented, took: The Feaft
An Image of a taken Town exprefs’d.
The Cave refounds with Female Shrieks; we rifs,
Mad with Revenge to make a fwift Reprife:
Lz And
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And Thefeus firft, What Phrenzy has poflefs’d,

O Eurytus he cry’d, thy brutal Breaff,

To wrong Perithous, and not him alone

But while I live, two Friends conjoin’d in one ?
To juftify his Threat, he threfts afide

The Crowd of Centauts; and redeems the Bride:

"The Monfter nought reply’d: For Words were vain,

And Deeds cou’d only Deeds unjuft maintain ;

But anfwers with his Hand, and forward pre(s’d

. With Blows redoubled, on his Face, and Breaft.

- An n.ample Goblet'ftood, ' of antick Mold,

And rough.with Figures of the tifing Gold ;

The Hero fnatch’d it up, and tofs’d in Air

Full at the Front of the fou Raviflier.

He falls; and sfalling vomits forth 2 Flood

Of Wine, and 'oam, -and Brains; ang mingled Blood.

Half roaring, and half nei ghing through the Hall,

Arms, Arnb, the double-form’d with Fury call ;

To \xreak their Brother’s Death: A“Moe edley- f‘lxght

Of D Dowls, and Tars, at firfe’ fupply the Fight,

Once Inﬁrmrn nis of Feafts; but now of Fate. 3

Wine animates their Rage, and 4rms their Hate,
Bold Anycus, from the robb’d 'V citry brings

The Chalices of Heav’n; and holy Thirgs

Of p;ﬂ( ous Weiglkt: a Sconce that hung on high,

With Tapers fill’d, folight the Szcyi iy,

‘Torn from the Cord with his unlumow d Hand

He threw amid the Las pythenn Band;

On Celadon the Ruin c]l; and left

His Face of Featare, and of Form bereft :

50, when fome brawny Sacrificer knocks,

Before an Altar led, an ofer’d Ox,
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His Eye-balls rooted out, are thrown to Ground ?\

‘His Nofe, difmantled, in his Mouth is found; .

His Jaws, Cheeks, Front, one undiftinguifh’d Wound. |
This, Belates, th’ Avenger, cou’d not brook ;

But, by the Foot, a2 Maple board he took ;

And hurl’d at 4mycus ; his Chin 1t bent -

‘Againft his Cheft, and down the Centaur fenest;

Whom f{puttring bloody Teeth, the {econd Blow

Of his drawn Sword, difpatch’d to Shades below.
Grinens was near; and caft a furious Look

On the Side-Altar, cens’d with facred Smolke,

And bright ‘with flaming Fires; The Gods, hecry 'd;

Have with their holy Trade our Hands fupply’d

Why ufe we not their Gifts? Then from the Floor

An Altar Stone he heav’d, with 4ll the Load it bore:

Altar, and Altar’s Freight together flew, :

Where thickeft throng’d the Lapythzan Crew : E

And, at once, Brot¢as and Oryus flew.

Oryus’ Mother, Mpycale, was known ,

‘Down from her Sphere to draw the lab’ring Mooni
Exadius cry’d, Unpunifh’d fhall not go :

This Fa&, if Arms are found againft the Foe.

He look’d about, where on a Pine were {pread

The votive Horns of a Stag’s branching Head:

At Grineus thefe he throws; {o juft they fly,

That the tharp Antlers ftuck in either Eye: + -

Breathlefs, and blind he fell; with Bleod befmear’d ;

His Eye-balls beaten out, hung dangling on his Beard.

Fierce Rbetus, from the Hearth a burning Brand

Selets, and whirling waves ; ’till, from his Hand,

The Fire took Flame ; then dafh’d it from the right,

On fair Charaxus’ Temples, near the Sight:

R The
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The whiftling Peft came on, and pierc’d the Bone,
And caught the yellow Hair, that thrivel’d while it fhone,
Caught, like dry Stubble fird; or like Seerwood ;
Yet from the Wound enfu’d no Purple Flood ; }
But look’d a bubbling Mafs of frying Blood.
His blazing Locks fent forth a crackling Sound ;
And hifs’d, like red hot Fr'n within the Smithy drown’d.
The wounded Warrior fhoolz his flaming Haijr, .
Then (what a Team of Forfe could hardly rear)
He heaves the Threthold Stene, but could not throw ;
The Weight itfelf forbad the threaten’d Blow; °
Which dropping from his lifted Arms, came down
Full on' Gomeses’ Head ; and crufh’d his Crown,
Nor Rbetys then retain’d his Joy; but faid
So by their Fellows may our Foes be {ped ; ‘ }
Then, with redoubled Strokes he plies his Head:
The burning Lever not deludes his Pains:
But drives the batter’d Skull within the Brains.

Thus fluth’d, the Conqueror, with Force renew’d,
Evagrus, Dryas, Corythus, purfu’d :
Firft, Corythus, with downy Cheeks, he flew ;
Whofe Fall, when fierce Evagrus had in view,
He cry’d, what Palm is from a beardlefs Prey ?
Rbztus prevents what more he had to fay;
And drove within his Mouth the fi’ry Death,
Which enter’d hifling in, and choak’d his Breath.
At Dryas next he flew : But weary Chance,
No longer wou’d the fame Succefs advance,
For while he whirl’d in fiery Circles round
The .Brand, a fharpen’d Stake ftrong Dryas found ; }
And.in the Shoulder’s Joint infli&s the Wound.

The
4
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The Weapon ftuck; which, roaring out with Pain,
He drew ; nor longer durft the Fight maintain. }
But turn’d his Back, for Fear; and fled amain,
With him fled Orneus, with like Dread poflefs’d ;
Thaumas, and Medon wounded in the Breaft ;
And Mermeros, in the late Race renown’d,
Now limping ran, and tardy with his Wound.
Phoins, and Melaneus from Fight withdrew,
And Abas maim’d, who Boars encountring flew :
And Augur Apylos, whofe Art in vain, -
From Fight diffuaded the four-footed Train, %
Now beat the Hoof with Negus on the Plain;
But to his Fellow cry’d, Be fafely flow,
Thy Death deferr’d is due to great Alcides’ Bow.
Mean-time ftrong Dryas urg’d his Chance fo well,
That Lycidas, Areos, Imbreus fell ;
All, one by one, and fighting Face to Face:
Creneus fled, to fall with more Difgrace:
For, fearful, while he look’d behind, he bore,
Betwixt his Nofe, and Front, the Blow before.
Amid the Noife, and Tumult of the Fray,
Snoring, and drunk with Wine, Aphidas lay.
Ev’n when the Bowl within his Hand he kept,
And on a Bear’s rough Hide fecurely flept.
Him Phorbas with his flying Dart transfix’d ;
Take thy next Draught, with Stygian Waters mix’d,
And fleep thy fill, the infulting Viorcry’d ;
Surpriz’d with Death unfelt, the Centaur dy’d;
The ruddy Vomit, as he breath’d his Soul,
Repafs’d his Throat, and filI’d his empty Bowl,
I faw Petreus’ Arms employ’d around
A well-groan Oak, to root it from the Ground.
Lg This
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"This way, and that, he wrench’d the fibrous Bands;

The Trunk, was like a Sappiing, in his Hands,

And flil] obey’d the Bent: While thus he ftood,

Perithous’ Dart drove on; and nail’d him to the Wood ;

Lycuts, and G b fell, by him opprefs’d :

Helops, and Distis added to the reft

A nobler Palm : Helops, through either Ear

Transfix’d, receiv’d the penetrating Spear,

This D:is faw; and, feiz’d with fudden Fright,

Leap headlong from the Hil] of fteepy height;

And crufh’d an Afh beneath, that coy’d not bear his
\"% eight.

‘The thatter’d Tree receives his Fall; and ftrikes,

Within his full-blown Paunch, the fharpen’d Spikes,

Strong Aphareus had heav’d 2 mighty Stone,

The Fragment of a Reck; and wou’d have thrown; . .

The Cubit-bone of the bold Centaur broke;

And left him maim’d nor feconded the Stroke,

Then leapt on tall Bianor’s Back: (Who bore

No mortal Burden but his own, before)

Prefs’d with his Knees hijs Sides; the double Man,

His Speed with Spurs increas’d, unwilling ran,

One Hand the Hero faften’d on his Locks ;

His other ply’d him with repeated Strokes,

'The Club rung round his Ears, and batter’d Brows;

He falls; and lafhing up his Heels, his Rider throws.
The fame Herculean Arms, Nedymnus wound e

And lay by him Lycoras on the Ground.

And Hippafus, whofe Beard his Breaft invades;

And Riphens, Haunter of the Woodland Shades:

And Zereus, us’d with Mountain-Bears to ftrive,

And from their Dens to draw th’ indignant Beafts alive.
Denoleon

But Thefeus, with a Club of harden’d Qak, }



Book XII. Ovip’s Metamorp;’aoﬁs.- 225

Demeleon cow’d not bear this hateful Sight,
Or the long\ Fortune of th’ Athenian Knightz' .
But pull’d with 211 his Force, to difengage
From Earth a Pine, the Product of an Age:
The Root ftuck faft : The broken Trunk he fent
At Thefeus ; Thefeus fruftrates his Intent,
And leaps afide by Pallas warn’d, the Blow :
To fhun: (for fo he faid; and we believ’d it fo.)¢,
Yet not in vain th’ enormous Weight was cafts s oy
Which Cranter’s Body funder’d at the Waift:
Thy Father’s *Squire, Achilles, and his Care;
Whom conquer’d in the Polopeian War,
Their King, his prefent Ruin to preveht,-
A Pledge of Peace implor’d, to Peleus {ent.

Thy Sire, with grieving Eyes, beheld his Fates
And cry’d, Not long, lov’d Crantor, fhalt thou wait
Thy vow’d Revenge. At once he {aid, and threw
His Afhen-Spear; which quiver'd, as it flew;:
With all his Force, and all his Soul apply’d;

The fharp Point enter’d in the Centaur’s Side:
Both Hands, to wrench it out, the Monfter join'd;
And wrench’d it out ; but left the Steel behind ;
Stuck in his Lungs it ftood : Inrag’d he rears
His Hoofs, and down to Ground thy Father bears.
Thus trampled under Foot, his Shield defends ' '
His Head ; his other Hand the Liance portends.
Ev'n while ‘he lay extended on the Duft, #.0
He fped the Centaur, with one fingle Thruft. :
Two more his Lance before transfix’d from far;-’
And two, his Sword had flain; in-clofer War.
To thefe was added Dorylas, who fpread ¢
A Bull’s two goring!Hoias atound his Hedd,

L g With
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With thefe he pufh’d; in Blood already dy’d,
Him fearlefs, I approach’d ; and thus defy’d :
Now, Monfter, now, by Proof it fhall appear.
Whether thy Horns are fharper, or my Spear,
At this, I threw: For want of other Ward,
He lifted up his Hand, his Front to guard.
His Hand it pafs’d; and fix’d it to his Brow:
Loud Shouts of ours attend the lucky Blow.

Him Peleus finifh’d, with a fecond Wound,
Which thro’ the Navel pierc’d: He reel’d around;

And dragg’d his dangling Bowels on the Ground.
Trod what he drag’d ; and what he trod, he crufh’d :
And to his Mother-Earth, with empty Belly, rufh’d,

The Story of CyLLarvus and HyLonoME.

Nor cou’d thy Form, O Cyllarus, foreflow
Thy Fate; (if Form to Monfters Men allow :)
Juft bloom’d thy Beard: Thy Beard of golden Hue:
"Thy Locks, in golden Waves, about thy Shoulders flews
Sprightly thy Look : Thy Shapes in ev’ry Part
So clean, as might inftruét the Sculptor’s Art ;
As far as Man extended : Where began
The Beaft, the Beaft was equal to the Man.
Add but a Horfe’s Head and Neck ; and he,
O Cayftor, was a Courfer worthy thee.
So was his Back proportion’d for the Seat :
" So rofe his brawny Cheft; fo {wiftly mov’d his Feet,
Coal-black his Colour, but like Jett it fhone;
His Legs, and flowing Tail were white alone.
Belov’d by many Maidens of his Kind ;
But Fair Hyloname poflefs’d his Mind ;

Hy[ln
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Hylonome, for Features, and for Face,
Excelling all the Nymphs of double Race:
Nor lefs her Blandifhments, than Beauty, move;
At once both loving, and confefling Love.
For him fhe drefs’d: For him, with Female Care
She comb’d, and fet in Curls, her auborn Hair.
Of Rofes, Violets, and Lillies mix’d,
And Sprigs of flowing Rofemary betwixt,
She form’d the Chaplet, that adorn’d her Front :
In Waters of the Pegajwan Fount,
And in the Streams that from the Fountain play,
She wafh’d her Face; and bath’d her twice a-day.
The Scarf of Furs, that hung below her Side,
Was Ermin, or the Panther’s fpotted Pride;
Spoils of no common Beaft : With equal Flame
They lov’d: Their Silvan Pleafures were the fame:
All Day they hunted: And when Day expir’d,
Together to fome fhady Cave retird:
Invited to the Nuptials, both repair:
And, Side by Side, they both engage in War,

Uncertain from what Hand, a flying Dart
At Cyllarus was fent; which pierc’d his Heart,
The Jav’lin drawn from out the mortal Wound,
He faints with ftagg’ring Steps ; and feeks the Ground:
The Fair within her Arms receiv’d his Fall,
And firove his wand’ring Spirits to recall :
And while her Hand the ftreaming Blood oppos’d,
Join’d Face to Face, his Lips with hers fhe clos’d.
Stifled with Kifles, a fweet Death he dies;
She fills the Fields with undiftinguifh’d Cries 3
At lealt her Words were in her Clamour drown’d ;
For my ftunn’d Ears seceiv’d no vocal Sound.

L6 In
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In madnefs of her Grief, fhe feiz’d the Dart .

New-drawn, and reeking from her Lover’s Heart ;

To her bare Bofom the tharp Point apply’d ;

And wounded fell ; and falling by his Side, }

Embrac’d him in her Arms; and thus embracing dy’d.
Ev’n ftill methinks, I fee Phwocomes ;

Strange was his Habit, and as odd his Drefs.

Six Lions Hides with Thongs together faft,

His upper Part defended to his Wailft :

And where Man ended, the continued Veft,

Spread on his Back, the Houfs and T'rappings of a Beaft,

A Stump too heavy for a Team to draw,

(It feems a Fable, tho’ the Fa& I faw;)

He threw at Pholon; the defcending Blow

Divides the Skull, and cleaves his Head in two.

'The Brains, from Nofe, and Mouth, and‘either Ear,

Caime iffuing out, as through a Cullander

The curdled Miltk ; or from the Prefs the Whey,

Driv’n down by Weight above, is drain’d away.
But him, while ftooping: down to{poil the Slain,

Pierc’d through the Paunch, T tumbled on the Plain.

Then Chthonyus, and Teleboas T ilew : :

A Fork the former arm’d.; a Dart his Fellow threw,

'The Jav’lin wounded me ; (behold the Scar,

Then was my Time to feek the Trojaz War;

Then I was Heor’s Match in apen Field ;

But he was then unbern ; at leaft a Child:

Now, I am nothing.). I forbear to tell

By Pz:rz'pl'mzz‘a} how Pyretus fell;

The Centaur by the Knight: Nor will I ftay

On Amphix, or what Deaths he dealt that Day:

What Honour, with a pointlefs Lance, he won,

Stuck in the Front of a Four-footed Man.
What
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What Fame young Macareus obtain’d in Fight :
Or dwell on Nefus, now return’d from Flight.
How Prophet Mop/us not alone divin’d,

Whofe Valour equal’d his forfeeing Mind.

CENEuUs transform’'d toan EAcLE,

Already Ceneus, with'his conquering Hand,
Had flaughter’d five the boldeft of their Band.
Pyrachmus, Helymus, dntimachus,

Bromus the Brave, and ftronger Stzphelus,
Their Names I number’d, and remember well,
No Trace remaining, by what Wounds they fell.

Laitreus, the bulk?’ft of the double Race,
Whom the {poil’d Arms of flain Halefus grace,
Jn Years retaining ftill his Youthful Might,
Though his black Hairs were inter{pers’d with White,
Betwixt th’ imbattled Ranks began to prance,
Proud of his Helm, and Macedonian Lance ;
And rode the Ring around ; that either Hoaft
Might hear him, while -he made this empty Boatt,
And from a Strumpet fhall we fuffer Shame ?
For Cenis ftill, not Ceneus, is thy Name:
-And {ill the Native Seftnefs of thy Kind
Prevails ; and leaves the Woman in thy Mind;
Remember what thou wert ;, what Price was paid
To change thy Sex ;. tomake thee not a Maid :
And but a Man in fhew:: Goy card and fpin ;
And leave the Bufinefs of the War to Men.

While thus the Boafter exercis’d his Pride,
The fatal Spear of Ceneus reach’d his Side:
Juft in the mixture of the Kinds it ran;
Betwixt the nether Beaft, and upper Man:

The
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The Monfter mad with Rage, and ftung with Smart,
His Lance direted at the Hero’s Heart:

It ftruck ; but bounded from his harden’d Breaft,
Like Hail from Tiles, which the {fafe Houfe inveft.
Nor feem’d the Stroke with more effet to come,
Than a fmall Pebble falling on'a Drum. L

He next his Fauchion try’d, in clofer Fight;

But the keen Fauchion had no Pow’r to bite.

He thruft; the blunted Point return’d again:

Since downright Blows, he cry’d, and Thrufts are vain,
I’ll prove his Side; in ftrong Embraces held

He prov’d his Side; his Side the Sword repell’d :

His hollow Belly eccho’d to the Stroke,

Untouch’d his Body, as a folid Rock; %
Aim’d at his Neck at laft, the Blade in Shivers broke.

. Th’ Impafiive Knight ftood Idle, to deride g
His Rage, and offer’d oft his naked Side:

At leligih, Now Monfter, in thy turn, he cry’d,

Try thou the Strengthof Ceneus: At the Word

He thruft: and in his Shoulder plung’d the Sword.
Then writh’d his Hand ; and as he drove it down,
Deep in his Brealt made many Wounds in one.

The Centaurs faw, inrag’d, th’ unhop’d Succefs;

And rufhing on in Crowds, together prefs ;

At him, and him alone, their Darts they threw :
Repuls’d they from his fated Body flew.

Amaz’d they ftood ; *till Monichus began,

O Shame, a Nation conquer’d by a Man!

A Woman-Man! yet more a Man 1s He,

Than all our Race, and What He was, are We.
Now, what avail our Nerves ? th” united Force,

Of two the firongeft Creaturcs, Man and Hoxfe ;
Nor
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Nor Goddefs-born ; nor of Ixion’s Seed

We feem ; (a Lover built for Funo’s Bed ;) /
Matfter’d by this half Man. Whole Mountains throw
With Woods at once, and bury him below.

This only way remains. Nor need we doubt

"T'o choak the Soul within ; though not to force it out :
Heap Weights, inftead of Wounds. He chanc’d to fee
Where Southern Storms had rooted up a Tree ;
This, rais’d from Earth, againft the Foe he threw;
Th’ Example thewn, his Fellow-Brutes purfue.
With Foreft-loads the Warrior they invade; -
Othrys, and Pelion foon were void of Shade; }
And fpreading Groves were naked Mountains made.

- Prefs’d with the Burden, Cenews pants for Breath ;
And on his Shoulders bears the Wooden Death.

~ To heave th’ intolerable Weight he tries ;

At length it rofe above his Mouth and Eyes :

Yet ftill he heaves; and, ftruggling with Defpair,
Shakes all afide, and gains a gulp of Air:

A fhort Relief, which but prolongs his Pain

He faints by Fits; and then refpires again :

At laft, the Burden only nods above,

As when an Earthquake ftirs th’> Zdzan Grove,
Doubtful his Death : He fuffocated feem’d,

To moft; but otherwife our Mop/us deem’d.

Who faid he faw a yellow Bird arife

From out the Piles, and cleave the liquid Skies:
Ifaw it too, with golden Feathers bright;

Nor €’er before beheld {o firange a Sight.

Whom Mopfus viewing, as it foar’d around

Our Troop, and heard the Pinions rattling Sound,

All hail, he cry’d, thy Country’s Grace and Love !
Once firft of Men below, now firft of Birds above.

Its
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Its Author to the Story gave Belief:

For us, our Courage was increas’d by Grief:
Afham’d to fee a fingle Man purfu’d

With odds, to fink beneath a Multitade,

We pulh’d the Foe: and forc’d to fhameful Flight,‘
Part fell, and Part efcap’d by Favour of the Night.

The Fate of PERICLYM ENOS.

This Tale, by Nefor told, did much difpleafe
T lepolemus, the Seed of Hercules :
For often he had heard his Father fay,
That he himfelf was prefent at the Fray; }
And more than fhar'd the Glories of the Day.
Old Chronicle, he {aid, among the reft,
You might have nam’d Alcides at the lealt :
Is he not worth your Praife ? The Pylian Prince
Sigh’d erc he fpoke; then made his proud Defence.
My former Woes in long Oblivion drown’d,
I wou'd have loft; but you renew the Wound:
Better to pafs-him o’er than to relate
The Caufe I have your mighty Sire to hate.
His Fame has fill’d the World, and reach’d the Sky;
(Which, Oh, I wifh, with Truth, I cou’d deny!)
We praife not Hedor 3 though his Name, we know,
Is great in Arms; ’tis hard to praife a Foe.
He, your great Father, levell’d to the Ground
Meffenia’s Tow’rs: Nor better Fortune found
Elis, and Pylos ; Thata neighb’ring State,
And This my own: Both guiltlefs of their Fate.
To-pafs the redt, twelve, wanting one, he flew ;
My Brethren, who their Birth from Neleus drew,
- All
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All Youths of early Promife, had they liv'd;

By him they perifh’d: I alone furviv’d.

The reft were eafie Conqueft : Bat the Fate

OFf Periclymenos, is wondrous to relate.

T'o him, our common Grandfire of the Main

Had giv’ntochangehis Form, and chang’d, refumeagain.

Vary’d at Pledfure, every Shape.he try’d;

And in all Beafts, Alcides ftill defy’d:

Vanquifh’d on Earth, at length he {oar’d above;

Chang’d to the Bird, that bears the Bolt of Fove:

The new-diffembled Eagle, now endu’d

With Beak, and Pounces, Hercules purfu’d,

And cuff’d his manly Cheeks, and tore his Face

Then, fafe retir'd, and tour’d in empty fpace.

Alcides bore not long his flying Foe ;

But bending his inevitable Bow, =

Reach’d h1m in A1r, fufpended as he I’cood

And in his Pinion. fix’d the feather’d Wood.

Light was the Wound ; but in the Sinew hung

The Point, and his difabled Wing unftrung. '

He wheel’d in Air, and firetch’d his Vans in vain ;

His Vans no longer cou’d his Flight fuftain:

For while one gather’d Wind, one unfupply’d

Hung drooping down, nor pvls’d his other Side.

He fell: The Shaft that {lightly was imprefs’d,

Now from his heavy Fall with weight inereas’d,

Drove through his Neck, aflant; he fp_umé. the Ground,

And the Soul iffues through the Weazon’s Wound.
Now, brave Commander of the Rbodian Seas,

What Praife is due from me to Hercules?

Silence is all the Vengeance I decree

For my flain Brothers; but ’tis Pedce with thee.
Thus
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Thus with a flowing Tongue old Nefor {poke :
Then, to full Bowls each other they provoke: -
At length with Wearinefs, and Wine opprefs’d,
They rife from Table; and withdraw to Reit.

The Death of ACHILLES.
The Sire of Cygnus, Monarch of the Main, }

Mean-time, laments his Son, in Battle {lain,
And vows the Victor’s Death ; nor vows in vain.
For nine long Years the fmother’d Pain he bore;
(Achilles was not ripe for Fate before:)
Then when he {faw the promis’d Hour was near,
He thus befpoke the God that guides the Year.
Immortal Offspring of my Brother Fowe;
My brighteft Nephew, and whom beft I love,
Whofe Hands were join’d with mine, to raife the Wall
Of tott’ring 7oy, now nodding to her-Fall;.
Doft thou not mourn our Pow’r employ’d in vain 3
And the Defenders of our City flain ?
To pafs the reft, could noble Hefor lie
Unpity’d, drag’d around his Native Troy?
And yet the Murd’rer lives: Himfelf by far
A greater Plague, than all the wafteful War:
He lives; the proud Pelides lives, to boaft
Our Town deftroy’d, our common Labour loft.
O, could I meet him! But I with too late:
To prove my Trident is not in his Fate!
But let him try (for that’s allow’d) thy Dart,
And pierce his only penetrable Part.

Apollo bows to the fuperior Throne;
And to his Uncle’s Anger, adds his own.
Then in a Cloud involv’d, he takes his Flight,

Where Greeks and Trojans mix’d in mortal Fight ;
Axnd
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And found out Paris, lurking where he ftood,
- And ftain’d his Arrows with Plebeian Blood :
Phabus to him alone the God confefs’d,
Then to the recreant Knight, he thus addrefs’d.
Doit thou not blufh, to fpend thy Shafts in vain
On a degenerate, and ignoble Train ?
If Fame, or better Vengeance be thy Care,
There aim : And, with one Arrow, end the War.
Hefaid; and fhew’d from far the blazing Shield
And Sword, which, but Achilles, none could wield ;
And how he mov’d a God, and mow’d the ftanding
Field.
The Deity himfelf dire&ts aright
Th’ invenom’d Shaft; and wings the fatal Flight,
Thus fell the foremoft of the Grecian Name ;
And He, the bafe Adult’rer, boafts the Fame,
A Spe&acle to glad the Trojan Train;
And pleafe old Priam, after Hector flain.
If by a Female Hand he had forefeen
He was to die, his With had rather been }
TheLance, and double Ax of the fair Warriour Queen. Jj
And now the Terror of the 7rsjan Field,
The Grecian Honour, Ornament, and Shield,
High on a Pile, th’ Unconquer’d Chief is plac’d,
The God that arm’d him firft, confum’d at laft.
Of all the mighty Men, the {mall Remains
A little Urn, and fcarcely fill’d, contains,
Yet great in Homer, fill Achilles lives;
And equal to himfelf, himfelf furvives.
His Buckler owns its former Lord; and brings
New caufe of Strife, betwixt contending Kings;
Who worthi’ft after him, his Sword to wield,

Or wear his Armour, or fuftain his Shield.
Ev'n
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Ev’n Diomede fat mute, with down-caft Eyes;
Confcious of waiited Worth to win the Prizes
Nor Menelaus prefum’d thefe Arms to claim,

Nor He the King of Men, a greater Name.
'T'wo Rivals only rofe : Laertes’ Son,

And the vaft Bulk of Ajax Telamon :

‘T'he King who cherifh’d each with equal Love,
And from himfelf ali Envy wou’d remove,

Left both to be determin’d by the Laws ;

And to the Grecian Chiefs transferr’d the Caufe.

The End of the Twelfth. Book.
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METAMORPHOSES,
B30 50 K X

Tranflated by Mr. DRYDEN, and Others,

The Speeches of Ajax and ULvyssks,
By Mr, DrrYos

Jt HE Chiefs were fet; the Soldiers crown’d
' the Field : '

|8l To thefe the Mafter of the Seven-fold
1Sl Shield |
Upftarted fierce: And kindled with Difdains
Eager to {peak, unable to contain
His boiling Rage, he rowl’d his Eyes around
The Shore, and Grecian Gallies hall’d a-ground,
Then ftretching out his Hands, O Fowve, he cry’d,
Muft then our Caufe before the Fleet be try’d?
And dares Uly/es for the Prize contend,
In fight of what he durft notonce defend ?

Bug
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But bafely fled that memorable Day,

When I from Heor’s Hands redeem’d the flaming Prey.
So much ’tis fafer at the noifie Bar

With Words to flourifh, than engage in War.
By diff’rent Methods “wve maintain our Right,
Nor am I made to talk, nor he to fight.

In bloody Fields I labour to be great ;

Lis Arms are a {mooth Tongue, and foft Deceit ;
Nor need I fpeak my Deeds, for thofe you fee,
'The Sun, and Day arc Witneffes for me.
Let him who ﬁwhts unfeen, relate his own,

And vouch the filent Stars, and confcious Moon.
Great 1s the Prize demanded, T confefs,

But {uch an abje& Rival makes it lefs;

That Gift, thafe Honours, he but hop’d to gain,
Can leave no room for Ajax to be vain :
Lofing-he wins, becaufe his Name will be
Ennobled by Defeat who durft contend with me.
Were my known ‘Valour queftion’d, yet my Blood
Without that Plea wou ’d makc my Title good :
My Sire was T elambr, whofe Alms, cmploy d
With Hercules, thefe 77{]&)2 Walls d“flOy’d

And who before with Fafon {fent from Greece,

In the firft Ship brought home ‘the Golden Fleece
Great Telamon from _Eacus derives

¥iis Birth (th’ Inquifitor of guilty Lives

Tn Shades below ; where Sifjphis, whofe Son
This Thief is thought, rolls up the reftlefs heavy Stone
Juft A acus, the i\mfr of Gods above

Begot : Thus A,ar is the third from Fove.

Nor fhow’d I feck Advantage from 'my Line,

[ 1lefs (/’cm//fr )1t was mix’d with thine:
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As next of Kin, Achilles’ Arms I claim ;

This Fellow would ingraft a Foreign Name

Upon our Stock, and the Sifphian Seed

By Fraud, and Theft afferts his Father’s Breed :

Then muft I lofe thefe Arms, becaufe I came

To fight uncall’d, a voluntary Name,

Nor fhunn’d the Caufe, but offer’d you my Aid?
While he long lurking was to War betray’d :

Forc’d to the Field he came, but in the Rear; .«
And feign’d Diftration to conceal his Fear :

’Till one more cunning caught him in the Snare:

(Il1 for himfelf) and dragg’d him into War.

Now let a Hero’s Arms a Coward veft,

And he who fhunn’d all Honours, gain the beft:

And let me ftand excluded from my Right,

Robb’d of my Kinfman’s Arms,who firftappear’din Fight,
Better for us, at home had he remain’d,

Had it been true the Madnefs which he feign’d,

Or {o believ’d ; the lefs had been our Shame,

The lefs his counfell’d Crime, which brands the Greciaz
Nor Philoétetes had been left inclos’d [Name ;
In a bare Ifle, to Wants and Pains expos’d,

Where to the Rocks, with folitary Groans,

His Suff’rings, and our Bafenefs he bemoans :

And wifhes (fo may Heav’n his With fulfill)

The due Reward to him, who caus’d his Ill,

Now he, with us to 770y’s Deftru&ion {worn,

Our Brother of the War, by whom are born

Alcides’ Arrows, pentin narrow Bounds, :

With Cold and Hunger pinch’d, and pain’d withWounds,
To find him Food and Cloathing; muft-employ-
Againft the Birds the Shafts due to the Fate of Trop, - 4

Vour. II, M Yet
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Yet flill he lives, and lives from Treafon free,
Becaufe he left Ulyfes” Company ;

Poor Palamede might wifh, {o void of Aid,

Rather. to have been left, than {o to Death betray’d.
"The Coward bore the Man immortal Spight,

‘Who fham’d him out of Madnefs into Fight:

Nor daring otherwife to vent his Hate,

Accus’d him firlt of Treafon to the State;

‘And then for Proof produc’d the golden Sto;e,
Himf{elf had hidden in his Tent before :

"Thus:of two Champioens he depriv’d our Hoft,

By Exile one, and one by Treafon loft.

Thus fights Uly/es, thus his Fame extends,

A formidable Man, but to his Friends:

Great, for what Greatnefs is in Words, and Sound,
Ev’n faithful Nefor lefs in both is found :

But that he might without a Rival reign,

He left this faithful Neffor on the Plain ;

Forfook his Friend ev’n at his utmoft Need,

Who tir’d, and tardy with his wounded Steed,
Cry’d out for Aid, and call’d him by his Name ;
But Cowardice has neither Ears nor Shame ;
"Thus fled the good old Man, bereft of Aid,
And, for as much as Jay in him, betray’d :
That this is not a Fable forg’d by me,

Like one of his, an Ulyflean Lie,

I vouch ev’n Diomede, who tho’ his Friend,
Cannot that A& excufe, much lefs defend :

‘He call’d him back aloud, and tax’d his Fears

And fure enough he heard, but durft not hear.

The Gods with equal Eyes on Mortals look,

He juftly was forfaken, who forfook :
' Warted
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Wanted that Succour, he refus’d to lend,

Found ev’ry Fellow {uch another Friend ;

No wonder, if he roar’d that all might hear ;

His Elocution was increas’d by Fear :

I heard, Iran, I found him out of Breath,

Pale, trembling, and half dead with fear of Death,

Though he had judg’d himfelf by his own Laws,

And ftood condemn’d, I help’d the common Caufe s

With my broad Buckler hid him from the Foe ;

(Ev’n the Shield trembled as he lay below;)

And from impending Fate the Coward freed ;

Good Heav’n forgive me for fo bada Deed !

If full he will perfiit, and urge the Strife,

Firft let him give me back his forfeit Life

Let him return to that opprobrious Field ;

Again créep under my protefting Shield :*

Let him lie wounded, let the Foe be near,

And let his quiv’ring Heart confefs his Fear ;

There put him in the very Jaws of Fate;

And let him plead his Caufe in that Eftate :

And yet when fnatch’d from Death, when from below

My lifted Shield I loos’d, and let him go ;

Good Heav’ns, how light he rofe, ‘with what a bound

He {prung from Barth, forgetful of his Wound;

How frefh, how eager then his Feet to ply 5 *

Who had not Strength to ftand, had Speed to fly !
Hector came on, and brought the Gods albng;

Fear feiz’d alike the feeble, and the ftrong :

Each Greek was an U{M’é;; fuch a Dread

Th’ Approach, and ev’n the Sound of Hesor bred :

Him, flefh’d with Slaughter, and with Conqueft crown’d, -

I met, and overturn’d him to the Ground ;

Mz When
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When after, matchlefs as he deem’d in Might,
#e challeng’d all our Hoft to fingle Fight ;
All Eyes were fix’d onme:” The Lots were thrown ;
But for your Champion I was with’d alone :
“Your Vows were heard ; we fought, and neither yield s -
et I return’d unvanquifh’d from the Field.
With Fowe to Friend, th’infulting T7ojar came,
And menac’d us with Force, our Fleet with Flame.
Was it the Strength of this Tongue-valiant Lord,
In that black Hour, that {fav’d you from the Sword?
Or was my Breaft expos’d alone, to brave
A thoufand Swords, athoufand Ships to fave?
The Hopes of your return! And can you yield,
For a {av’d Fleet, lefs than a fingle Shield ?
Think it no Boaft, O Grecians, if I deem
Thefe arms want djax, more than 4jax them:
Dr, I with them an equal Honour fhare ;
They honour’d to beworn, and I to wear.
Will he compare my Courage with his Sleight ?
As well he may compare the Day with Night.
Nightisindeed the Province of his Reign:
Vet all his dark Exploits no more contain }
Than a Spy taken, and a Sleeper flain ;
A Prieft made Pris’ner, Pallas made a Prey:
But none of all thefe Aéions done by Day : }
Norought of thefe was done, and Diomede away.
If on fuch petty Merits you confer
Bo vaft a Prize, let each his Portion fhare;
Make a juft Dividend ; and if not all,
The greater Part to Diomede will fall.
But why for Jthacis fuch Arms as thofe,
Who naked, and by Night invades his Foes ?
The
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The glitt’ring Helm by Moonlight will proclaim.
The latent Robber, and prevent his Game :.
Nor cou’d he held his tott’ring Head upright
Beneath that Morion, or fuftain the Weight ;
Nor that right Arm cou’d tofs the beamy Lance ;-
Much lefs the left that ampler-Shield advance ;
Pond’rous. with precious Weight,. and rough with Cofit
Of the round World in rifing Gold embois’d.
" That Orb would ill become his Hand to wield,
And look as for the Gold he ftole the Shield ;
Which, fhou’d your Error on:the Wretch beftow-
Yt would not frighten, butallurethe Foe:
Why afks he, what avails him not.in Fight,
And wou’d but cumber, and retard his Flight, .
In which hisonly Excellence is plac’d ?
You give him Death, thatintercept his Hafte::
Add, that his own is yet a Maiden-Shield, .
Nor the leaft Dint has fuffer’d in the Field, .
Guiltlefs of Fight: Mine batter’d, hew’d, and bor’d,.
Worn out of Service, muft forfake his Lord.
‘What farther need of Words our Right to fcan ?:
My Arguments are Deeds, let A&ion {peak the Mana
Since from a Champijon’s Arms the.Strife arofe,
Go caft the glorious Prize amid the Foes ;-
Then fend us to redeem both Arms, and Shield,
Andlet him wear, who wins ’em 1in the Field,

He faid : - A Murmur from a Multitude,
Or fomewhat like a ftifled Shout, enfu’d : .
*Till from his Seat arofe Laertes’ Son; ..
Look’d down awhile, and paus’d, e’er he begun -
Then, to th’ expe@ting Audience, .rais’d. his Look .
And not without prepar’d Attention fpoke ;

M 3 Sofy
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Soft was his Tone, and fober was his Face;

Adtion his Words, and Words his A&ions grace. .
If Heav’n, my Lords, had heard our common Pray’t,

Thefe Arms had caus’d no Quarrel for an Heir

Still great Achilles had his own poilefs’d,

And we with great dohilles bad been blefs’d ;

But fince hard Fate, and Heav’n’s fevere Decree,

Have ravifh’d him away from youn, and me,

(At this he figh’d, and wip’d his Eves, and drew,

Or feem’d to draw, fome Drops of kindly Dew)

Who better can fucceed dehilles loft,

Than He, who gave Lebilles to your Hoft?

This only I requeft, that neither Hg: \

May gain, by being what he feems to be,

A ftupid Thing ; norl may lofe the Prize,

By having Senfe, which Heav’n to him denies ;

Since great or {mall, the Talent I enjoy’d

Was ever in the common Caufe employ’d ;

Nor let my Wit, and wonted Eloquence,

Which often hasbeen us’d in your Defence,

And inmy own, this only tire be brought

T'o bear againft my felf, and deem’d a Fault,

Make not a Crime, where Nature made it none ;

For ev’ry Man may freely ufe his own.

The Deeds of long-defcended Anceftors

Are but by Grace of Imputation curs,

Theirs in Effe&t ; but fince he draws his Line

From Fowe, and feemsto plead a Right Divine;

From Fowe, like him, I claim my Pedigree :

And am defcended ii the {fame Degree :

My Sire Laertes was Areefius’ Heir,

Areefius was the Son of Fupiter :
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_ No Parricide, no banifh’d Man, is known
In all my Line: Let him excufe his own.
Hermes ennobles too my Mother’s Side,,
By both my Parents to the Gods ally’d..
But notbecaufe that on the Female Part
My blood is better, dare I claim Defert,
Or that my Sire from Parricideis free 3
Butjudge by Merit betwixt Him and Me
"The Prize be to the beft; pravided yet
That 4jax fora while his Kin forget, -
And his great Sire, and greater Uncle’s Name,
To fortify by them his feeble Claim :
Be Kindred and Relation laid afide,
And Honour’s Caufe by Laws of Honour try’d..
For if he plead Proximity of Blood; ;
That empty Title is with Bafe withftood.
Peleus, the Hero’s Sire, more nigh than he,
And Pyrrhus, his undoubted Progeny,
Inherit firft thefe Trophies of the Field :. {
*T'o S¢yros, or to Pthio, fend the Shield.::.
And Teucer hasan Uncle’s Right ; yet he
Waves his Pretenfions, not contends with me.
Then fince the Caufe on pure Defert is plac’d,.
Whence fhall T take my rife, what reckon laft?
I not prefume on ev'ry A&t to dwelly g
But take thefe few, in order as they fell.
Thetis, who knew the Fates, apply’d her Care
To keep Achilles in Difguife from War ;-
And ’dll the threatning Influence was paft,
A Woman’s Habit on the Hero caft:-
All Eyes were cozen’d by the borrow’d Vef,
And djax (never wifer than the reit)
M 4 Found'
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Found no Pelides there : At length I came | .
With proffer’d Wares to this pretended Dame ;
She, not difcover’d by her Mien, or Voice,
Betray’d her Manhood by her manly Choice
And while on Female ‘Toys her Fellows look,
Grafp’d in her Warlike Hand, a Javelin fhook; }
Whom, by this A& reveal’d, I thus befpoke :
O Goddefs-born! refift not Heav’n’s Decree,
The Fall of ILum is referv’d for thee ;
Then feiz’d him, and _produc’d in open Light,
Sent bluthing to ‘the Field the fatal Knight,
Mine then are all his AQions of the War ;
Great Telephus was conquer’d by my Spear,
And after cur’d: Tome the Thedans owe,
Leflos, and Tenedss, their Overthrow ;
Cyros and Cylia : Not on all to dwell,
By me Lyraefus, and ftrong Chry/a fell :
And fince I fent the Man who Hedor flew,
"To me the noble Heor’s Death is due
Thofe Arms I put into his living Hand,
Thofe Arms, Pelides dead, I now demand.

When Greece was injur’d in the Spartan Prince,
And met at 4ulis to avenge th> Offence,
>T'was adead Calm, or adverfe Blafts, that reign’d,
And in the Port the Wind-bound Fleet detain’d :
Bad figns were feen, and Oracles {evere
Were daily thunder’d in our Gen’ral’s Ear ;
"That by his Daughter’s Blood we muft appeafe
Diana’s kindled Wrath, and free the Seas.
AffeCtion, Int’reft, Fame, his Heart affail’d :
But foon the Father o’er the King prevail’d :
Bold, on himfelf he took the pious Crime,

As angry with the Gods, as they with him, I
! w
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No Subjeét cow’d fuftain their Sov’reign’s Look,..
>Till-this hard Enterprize I undertoolk :
I only durft th’ Imperial Pow’r controul,’
And undermin’d the Parent in his Souls;
Forc’d him ¢ exert the King for common Good, -
And pay our Ranfom with his Daughter’s Blood.
Never was Caufe more difficult to plead,
Than wherethe Judge againft himfelf decreed : -
Yet this I won by dint of Arguments . 3
The Wrongs his injur’d Brother anderwent, - %
"And his own Office, fham’d him-to-confent.

'Twas harder yet to move the Mother’s Mind,
And to this heavy Tafk was I defign’d :
Reafons. againft her Love I knew were VAt 365
I circumvented whom I could not gain :
Had 4jax been employ’d, our ﬂacL.en’d Sails”
Had ftill at Aulis waited happy Gales, -

Arriv'd at 770y, your Choice was fix’d oni me,
A fearlefs Envoy, fit fora bold Embafiy.: .
Secure, I enter’d through the hoitile Court,
Glitt’ring with Steel, and crowded with Refort:
There, in the midft of Arms, I plead our Canle, s
Urge the foul Rape, and violated Laws; -
Accufe the Foes, as Authors of the Strife,
Reproach the Ravither, demand the Wife.
Priam, Antenors and the wifer few, .
I mov’d ;. but Pa#is, and his lawlefs Crew -
Scarce held their Hands, and lifted Swords ;: but ftood &
In a& to quench their impious Thirft of Blood :
This Menelaus kinows 3 expos’d to fhare
With me the rough Preludium .of the War. .

Endlefs it were to tell, what I have done,
In Arms, or Council, fince the Siege begun 3.

M35, The :
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‘The firft Encounter’s paft, the Foe repell’d, '
They fkulk’d within the Town,. we kept the Field.
War feem’d afleep for nine lbng Years; at length
Both Sides refolv’d to puth, we try’d our Strength.
Now what did 4jox, while our Arms took Breath,
Vers’d only in the grofs mechanic Trade of Death ?

If yourequire my Deeds, with ambufh’d Arms -

I trapp’d the Foe, or tir’d with falfe Alarms;

Secur’d the Ships, drew Lines along the Plain,

The Fainting chear’d, chaftis’d the Rebel-train,
Provided Forage, our{pent Arms renew’d ; [purfu’d
Employ’d at home, or fent abroad, the common Caufe

The King, deludedin a Dream by Fowe,

Defpair’d to take the Town, and order’d to remove.
What Subject durft arraign the Pow’r Supream,
Producing Fowe to jultify his Dream ?

‘Ajax might wifh the Soldiers to retain

From fhameful Flight, but Wifhes were in vain ;
Aswanting of Effeét had been his Words,.

Such as of Courfe his thundring Tongue affords,

But did this Boafter threaten, did he pray,

Or by his own Example urge their Stay ? g
None, none of thefe: but ran himfelf away.

I{aw him run, and was atham’d to fee;

Who ply’d his Feet fo faft to get aboard, as He ?

Then {peeding through the Place, I made a ftand,
Andloucly cry’d, O bafe degenerate Band, }
To leave a Town already in your Hand !

After fo long Expence of Blood, for Fame,

To'bring home nothing, but perpetual Shame !

Thefe Words, or what I have forgotten fince,

(For Grief infpir'd me then with Eloquence)
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Reduc’d their Minds; they leave the crowded Port,

And to their late forfaken Camp refort :

Difmay’d the Council met : This man was there,.

But mute, and not recover’d of his Fear:

Therfites tax’d the King, and loudly rail’d,

But his wide opening Mouth with Blows I feal’d.

Then, rifing, I excite their Souls to Fame,

And kindle fleeping Virtue into Plames i

From thence, whatever he perform’d in Fight

Is juftly mine, who drew him back from Flight.
Which of the Grecian Chiefs conforts'with Thee #

But Diomede defires my Company,

And fill communicateshis Praife with me,

As guided by a God, fecure he goes,

Arm’d with my Fellowfhip, amid the Foes:

And fure no little Merit I may boatk, )

Whom {uch a Man fele@s from fuch an Hoaft s

Unforc’d by Lots I went without affright,

o dare with him the Dangers of the Night s

On the fame Errand fent, we met the Spy

Of He&or, double-tongu’d, and us’d o hies

Him I difpatch’d, but not ’till undermin’d,. :

I drew him firft to tell, what treacl’rous Froy ‘defign’d =

My Tafk perform’d, with Praife I had retir’d,

But not content with this, to greater Praife afpir’d :

Invaded Rhefus, and his Thracian Crew,

And him, and his, in their own Strength I flew 3.

Return’d a Vicor, all niy Vows compleat,

With the King’s Chariot, in his Royal Seat:.

Refufe me now his Arms, witofe fiery Steeds

Were promis’d to the Spy for his No&urnal Deeds:

Yet let dull Ajax bear away my Right,

When all his Days out-balance this one Night;
M 6 ' Ner
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Nor fought I Darkling ftill : The Sun beheld
With flaughter’d Lycians when I firew’d the Field $
You faw, and counted as I pafs’d along,

Alaftor, Chromius, Ceranus the Strong,

Aleander, Prytanis, and Halius,

Neomon, Charopes, and Emomus ;

Coon, Cherfidamas ; and five befide,

Men of obfcure Defcent, but Courage try’d :

All thefe this Hand laid breathlefs on the Ground ;
Nor want I Proofs of manya manly Wound :

All honeft, all before: Believe not me ;

Words may deceive, buat credit what you fee.

At this he bar’d his Breaft, and fhow’d his Scars,
As of a furrow’d Field, well plow’d with Wars ;
Nor is this Part unexercis’d, faid he ;

That Giant-bulk of his from Wounds is free :
Safe in his Shield he fears no Foe to try,

And better manages his Blood, than I:

But this avails me not; our Boafter ftrove

Not with our Foes alone, but partial Fowe,,

To fave the Fleet: thisI confefs is true,

(Nor will I take from any Man his due :) }
But thus affuming all, he robs from you.

Some part of Honour to your fhare will fall,

He did the beft indeed, but did not all.

Patrocles in Ackhilles’ Arms, and thought

The Chief he feem’d, with equal Ardour fought ;
Preferv’d the Fleet, repell’d the raging Fire,

And forc’d the fearful Trojans to retire.

But djax boafts, that he was only thought
A Match for Hefor, who the Combat fought:

Sure he forgets the King, the Chiefs and Me:
All were as eager for the Fight as He:
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He but the ninth, and not by publick Voice,
Or ours preferr’d, was only Fortune’s Choice :
‘They fought; nor can our Hero boaft th’ Event,
For Hedor from the Field unwounded went,
Why am I forc’d to name that fatal Day,
That fnatch’d the Prop and Pride of Greece away ?
I faw Pelides fink, with pious Grief,
And ranin vain, alas! to his Relief;; ‘
For the brave Soul was fled : Full of my Friend
Irufh’d amid the War, his Relicks to defend
Nor ceas’d my Toil, ’till I redeem’d the Prey,
And, loaded with Achilles, march’d away :
Thofe Arms which on thefe Shoulders then I bore,
’T1is juft you to thefe Shoulders fhould reftore.
You feeI want not Nerves, who could fuftain
The pond’rous Ruins of fo great a Man :
Or if in others equal Force you find,
None is endu’d with a more grateful Mind.
Did Zhetis then, ambitious in her Care,
Thefe Arms thuslabour’d for her Son prepare ; %
That 4jax after him the heav’nly Gift fhou’d wear!
For that dult Soul to ftare with ftupid Eyes,
On the learn’d unintelligible Prize!
What are to him the Sculptures of the Shield,
Heav’n’s Planets, Earth, and Ocean’s watry Field?
The Pleiads, Hyads; lefs, and greater Bear,
Undipp’d in Seas; Orion’s angry Star ;
Two diff’ring Cities, grav’d on either Hand ;
Would he wear Arms he cannot underftand ?
Befide, what wife Objeétions he prepares
Againft my late Acceflion to the Wars ?
Does not the Fool perceive his Argument
s with more Force againft 4chilles bent ?

For



255  Ovip’s Mastamorphofes.  Book XIIL
For if diffembling 'be {o great a Crime,
The Fault is common, and the fame in him :
And if hetaxes both of long Delay,
My Guilt is lefs, who fooner came away,
His pious Mother, anxious for his Life,
Detain’d her Son ; and me, my pious Wife.
To them the Blofloms of our Youth were due,
Our.riper Manhood we referv’d for you.
But grant me guilty, ’tis not much my Care,
When with {o great a Man my Guilt I thare:
My Wit to War the matchlefs Hero brought,
But by this Fool I never had been caught.

Nor need I wonder, that on me he threw
Such foul Afperfions, when he fpares notyou:
If Palumede unjuitly fell by me,
Your Honour fuffer’d in th’ unjuft Decree :
I but accus’d, you doom’d: And yet he dy’d,
Convinc’d of Treafon, and was fairly try’d :
You heard not he was falfe ; your Eyes beheld
The T'raitor manifeft ; the Bribe reveal’d.

"That Philottetes 1s on Lemnos left,
Wounded, forlorn, of human Aid bereft,
Is not my Crime, or not my Crimealone;
Defend your Juftice, for the Fa&’s your own :
’Tis true, th’ Advice was mine; that ftaying there -
He might his weary Limbs with Reft repair, }
Froma ]o'ng Voyage free, and from a longer War,
He took.the Counfel, and he lives atleaft;
'Th’ Event declares I counfell’d for the beft:
Though Faith is all in Minifters of State ;
For who can promife to be fortunate ?
Now fince his Arrows at the Fate of Z7oy,
Do not my Wit, or weak Addrefs, employ ;
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Send djax there; with his petfuafive Senfe, '« :
To mollifie the Man, ‘and draw him thence's:
But Xanthus thall run backward;  fda fand -
A leaflefs Mountain ; and the Grecian Band
Shall fight for Troy ; if, when my Councils fail,
The Wit of heavy 4jax can prevail. ‘
Hard Philoftetes, exercife thy Spleen
Againft thy Fellows, and the King of Men ;"
Curfe my devoted Head, above the reft, .
And with in Arms to meet me Breait to Breaft :
Yet I the dang’rous Tafk will undertake,
And either die my felf, or bring thee back.
Nor doubt the {ame Succefs, as when before
"The Phrygian Prophet to thefe Tents I bore,
Surpriz’d by Night, and forc’d him to declare
In what was plac’d the Fortune of the War, :
Heav’n’s dark Decrees, and Anfwers to difplay,
And how to take the Town, and where the Secret lay ¢
Yet this I compafs’d, and from 7oy convey’d
The fatal Image of their Guardian-Maid ; £
"That Work was mine ; for Pallas, though our Friend,
Vet while the was in 7 ray, did 77y defend.
Now what has .4jax done, or whatdefign’d ?
A noify Nothing, and an empty Wind.
If hebe what he promifesin Shew,
Why was I fent, and why fear’d he to go?
Our boafting Champion thought the Tafk not light
To pafs the Guards, commit himfeif to Night;
Not only through a hoftile Town to pafs,
But fcale, with fteep Afcent, the facred Place;
With wand’ring Steps to fearch the Cittadel,
And from the Priefts their Patronefs to fteal:

1 IThen
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Then through furrounding Foes to force my way,
And bearin Triumph home the heav’nly Prey ;
Which had I not, 4ax in vain had held,

Before that monft’rous Bulk, his fev’nfold Shield. .
That Night to conquer 770y I might be faid,
When 7oy was liable to Conqueft made.

Why point’ft thou to my Partner of the War?"
Tylides had indeed a worthy Share

In all my Toil, and Praife; but when thy Might
Our Ships protected, did’ft thou fingly fight ? -
All join’d, and thou of many wert but one; .

I afk’d no Friend, nor had, but him alone :

Who, had he not been well affur’d, that Art, .
And Condu&t were of War the better Part, -

And more avail’d than Strength, my valiant Friend -
Had urg’d a better Right, than Ajax can pretend ;
As good at leaft Eurypilus my claim,

And the more mod’rate Ajax of the Name :

'The CretanKing, and his brave Charioteer,

And Menelaus bold with Sword, and Spear ;

All thefe had been my Rivals in the Shield,

And yet all thefe to my Pretenfions yield.

Thy boift’rous Hands are then of ufe, when I
With this diretting Head thofe Hands apply.
Brawn without Brain is thine : My prudent Care
Forefees, provides, adminifters the War :

Thy Province is to Fight; but when fhall be

The time to Fight, the King confults with me:
No Dram of Judgment with thy Forceis join’d :
Thy Body isof Profit, and my Mind.

By how much more the Ship her Safety owes

To him who fteers, than him that only rows ;
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By how much more the Captain merits Praife,
Than he who fights, and fighting but obeys ;

By fomuch greater is my Worth than thine,
Who canft but exccute, what I defign.

What gain’ft thou, brutal Man, if I confefs
Thy Strength fuperior, when thy Witis lefs ?
Mind is the Man: I claim my whole Defert,
From the Mind’s Vigour, and th’ immortal Part.

Butyou, O Grecian Chiefs, reward my Care,

Be grateful to your Watchman of the War:
For all my Labours in fo long a {pace,

Sure I may'plead a Title to your Grace:
Enter the Town, I then unbarr’d the Gates,
When I remov’d their tutelary Fates. A
By all our common Hopes, if Hopes they be
Which I have now reduc’d to Certainty;
By falling 770y, by yonder tott’ring Tow’rs,
And by their taken Gods, which now are ours;
Or if there yeta farther Tafk remains,

To be perform’d by Prudence, or by Pains ;

If yet fome deTp’rate A&ion refts behind,

That afks high Condu&, and a dauntlefs Mind ;
If ought be wanting to the 7¥ojaz Doom,
Which none but I can manage, and o’ercome,
Award, thofe ArmslI atk, by your Decree:

Or give to this, what you refufe to me.

He ceas’d: And ceafing with Refpe& he bow’d,
And with his Hand at once the fatal Statue fhow’d.
Heav’n, Airand Ocean rung, with loud Applanfe,
And by the gen’ral Vote he gain’d his Caufe. :
Thus Condu& won the Prize, when Courage fail’d,
And Eloquence o’er brutal Force prevail’d.

The
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The Death of A J A x.

He who cou’d often, and alone, withftand
The Foe, the Fire, and Jowe’s own partial Hand,
Now cannot his unmafter’d Grief fuftain,
But yields to Rage, to Madnefs, and Difdain ;
Then fmtchmg out his Fauchion, Thou, faid He,
Art mine; Ulyfes lays no Claim to Thee.
O often try’d, and ever-trufty Sword,
Now do thy laft kind Office to thy Lord:
’Tis Ajax who requefts thy Aid, to thow
None but himfelf, himfelf cou’d overthrow 3 »
He faid, and with fo good a2 Will to die,
Did to his Breaft the fatal Point apply,
It found his Heart, a Way *till then unknown,
Where never Weapon enter’d, but his own.
No Hands cou’d force it thence, fo fix’d it ftood,
"Till out itrufh’d, expell’d by Streams of fpouting Bloods
The fruitful Blood produc’d a Flow’r, which grew
On a green Stem ; and of a Purple Hue: }-
Like his, whom unaware Apollo flew :
Infcrib’d in both, the Letters are the fame,
But thofe exprefs the Gricef, and thefe the Name.

The Story of PoLyXENA and HE cuBa,

By Mr. TEMPLE STANYAN,

The Vi&or with full Sails for Lemnos ftood,
(Once ftain’d by Matrons with their Hufbands Blood)
Thence Great Alcides’ fatal Shafts to bear,

Affign’d to Philoétetes’ fecret Care,
: Thefe
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Thefe with their Guardian to the Greeks convey’d,

Their ten Years Toil with wifh’d Succefs repaid.

With Trop old Priam falls: his Queen furvives;

*Till all her Woes compleat, transform’d fhe grieves -

In borrow’d Sounds, nor with an human Face,

Barking tremendous o’er the Plains of Zhrace.

Still Z/ium’s Flames their pointed Columns raife,

And the red Hellsfpont refleéts'the Blaze.

Shed on Fowe’s Altar are the poor Remains

Of Blood, sthich trickl’d from old Priam’s Veins. -

Caffandra lifts her Hands to Heav’n in vain, - :

Drag’d by her facred Hair; the trembling Train

Of Matrons to their burning Temples fly :

There to their Gods for kind Protettionicry 5 -

'And to their Statues cling ’till forc’d away,

The Victor Greeks bear th’ invidious Prey. |

From thofe high Tow’rs 4/lyanax is thrown,

Whence he was wont with Pleafure to look down, ‘

When oft-his Mother with a fond Delight . ‘

Pointed to viéw his Father’s Rage in Fight, ' }

To win Renown; and guard his Country’s Right. :
The Winds now call to Sea; ‘brifk Northern Gales

Sing in the Shrowds, and court the fpreading Sails.

Farewel, dear Trop, the captive Matrons cry ;

Yes, We muft leave Our long-lov’d native Sky.

Then proftrate on the Shore they kifs the Sand,

And qeit the {moking Ruins of the Tiapds . 1

Laft Hecuba on board, fad Sight! appears;

Found wecping o’er her Childrens Sepulchtes :

. Drag’d by Ulys from her flaughter’d Sons,

V7hilft yet fhe grafpt their Tombs, and kift their moul-

Yet Hector’s Afhes from his Urn the bore, [dring Bones.

And in her Bofom ‘the fad Relique wore™ '
: Then
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Then {catter’d on his Tomb her hoary Hairs,
A poor Oblation mingled with her Tears.
Oppos’d to Lllium lye the Thracian Plains,
Where Polymnefior fafe in Plenty reigns.
King Priam to his Care commits his Son,
Young Polydore, the chance of War to fhun.
A wife Precaution! had not Gold, confign’d
For the Child’s Ufe, debauch’d the Tyrant’s Mind.
When finking 770y to its laft Period drew,
With impious Hands his Royal Charge he flew 3 -
Then in the Seathe lifelefs Coarfe is thrown ;.
As with the Body he the Guilt could drown.

The Greeks now riding on the Thracian Shore,
*Till kinder Gales invite, their Veflels moor.
Here the wide-op’ning Earth to fudden View
Difclos’d Achilles, Great as when he drew
The vital Air, but fierce with proud Difdain,

As when he fought Brifeis to regain ;

When ftern Debate, and rath injurious Strife
Unfheath’d his Sword, to reach drrides’ Life.
And will ye go? he faid, Isthen the Name

Of the once Great Achilles loft to Fame ?

Yet ftay, ungrateful Grecks; nor let me fue-
In vain for Honours to my Manes due ;

For this juft End, Polyxena I doom

With Vi&tim-Rites to grace my {lighted Tomb.

The Phautom {poke; the ready Greeks obey’d,
And to the Tomb led the devoted Maid-
Snatch’d from her Mother, who with pious Care
Cherifh’d this laft Relief of her Defpair.
Superior to her Sex, the fearlefs Maid
Approach’d the Altar, and around furvey’d .

: The
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The cruel Rites, and confecrated Knife,

Which Pyirrbus pointed at her guiltlefs Life;

Then, as with ftern Amaze intent he ftood,

¢ Now ftrike, he faid ; now {pill my gen’rous Blood ; -
¢¢ Deep in my Breaft, or Throat, your Dagger fheath, -
<¢ Whilft thus I ftand prepar’d to meet my Death, -
< For Life, on Terms of Slav’ry, I defpife: 5

¢ Yet fure no God approves this Sacrifice.

“¢ O! cou’d I but conceal this dire Event .

s¢ From my fad Mother, I thould die content.

¢ Yet fhould {ke not with Tears my Death deplora,

¢¢ Since her own wretched Life demands them more,

¢ But let not the rude Touch of Man pollute

¢ A virgin-Vi€tim; ’tis a modeft Suit.

<¢ It beit will pleafe, whoe’er demands my Blood,

¢ That I untainted reach the Szygian Flood. .

‘¢ Yet let one fhort, laft, dying Prayer be heard 3

¢¢ 'T'o Priam’s Daughter pay this laft Regard ;

*Tis Priam’s Daughter, not a Captive, fues;

¢¢ Do not the Rites of Sepulture refufe

<¢ To my affli¢ted Mother, I implore,

¢ Free without Ranfom my dead Corpfe reftores = -

€< Nor barter me for Gain, when I am cold ; 7 |

s¢ But be her Tears the Price, IfI am fold ; }

% Time was fhe could have ranfom’d me with Gold., ®
Thus has the pray’d, one common Show’r of Tears

Burft forth, and ftream’d from ev’ry Eye but hers,

Ev’n the Prieft wept, and with a rude Remorfe

Plung’d in her Heart the Steel’s refiftlefs Force. -

Her flacken’d Limbs funk gently to the Ground,

Dauntlefs her Looks, unalter’d by the Wound,

And as fhe fell, fhe ftrove with decent Pride

To hide, what fuits a Virgin’s Care to hide,

(41

The
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The Trojan Matrons the pale Corpfereceive,
And the whole flaughter’d Race of Priam grieve:
Sad they recount the long difaftrous Tale;
" Then with frefh Tears, Thee, Royal Maid, bewail;
Thy widow’d Mother too, who flourifh’d late
The Royal Pride of 4/fia’s happier State :
A Captive Lot now to Uly/és born;
Whom yet the Victor would reject with Scorn,
Were the not Heczor’s Mother :  He&Zor’s Fame
Scarce can a Mafter for his Mother claim!
With firi& Embrace the lifelefs Coarfe fhe view’d :
And‘her freth Grief that Flood of Tears renew’d,
With which.fhe lately mourn’d {fo many dead ;
Tears for her Country, Sons, and Hufband fhed.
Withethe thick guthing Stream ' the bath’d the Wound ;
Kifs’d her pale Lips; then weltring on the Ground,
With' wonted Rage her frantic Bofom tore ;
Sweeping her Hair amidft the clotted Gore ; §
Whilft her fad Accents thus her Lofs deplore.
<¢ Behold a Mother’s laft dear Pledge of Woe |
¢ Yes, ’tis the laft I have to {uffer now.
4¢ Thou, my Polyxena, my Ills muft crown :
¢ Already in thy Fate, [ feel my own.
« "T'is thus, left haply of my numerous Seed,
¢ One fhould unflaughter’d fall, even Thou muft bleed +
¢¢. And yet I hop’d thy Sex had béen thy Guard ;
¢¢ But neither has thy tender Sex been fpar’d.
«¢ The {ame Achilles, by whofe deadly Hate
«« Thy. Brothers fell, urg’d thy untimely Fate!
s¢ The fame dchilles, whofe deftrutive Rage
* Laid wafte my Realms, has robb’d my childifh Age.
¢¢ When Paris’ Shafts with Phzbus’ certain Aid
¢ At length had pierc’d this dreaded Chief, I faid,

¢« Secure
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Secure of future Ills, He can no more:

But fee, he ftill purfues me as before.

With Rage rekindled his dead Afhes burn ;

And his yet murd’ring Ghoft my wretched Houfe mui’c
This Tyrant’s Luft of Slaughter Thave fed [mourn,
With large Supplies from my too-fruitful Bed,

Trop’s Tow’rs lye walte; and the wide Ruin ends |
The Publick Woe ; but Me freth Woe attends,

Troy ftill furvives me ; to none but me;

And from 1its Ills I never muft be free.

I, who fo late had Power, and Wealth, and Eafé,
Blefs’d with my Hufband, and a large Encreafe,
Muft now in Poverty an Exile mourn ;

Ev’n from the Tombs of my dead Offspring torn s -
Giv’'n to Penzlope, who prond of Spoil,

Allots me to the Loom’s ungrateful Toil j

Points to her Dames, and crys with {corning Mem -
See Hector’s Mother, and Great Prigm’s Queen.!
And Thou, my Child, fole Hope of all that’s loft,
Thou now art flain, to {ooth this hoftile Ghoft,

Yes, my Child falls an Off’ring to my Foe:

Then what am I, who ftill furvive this Woe ?

Say, cruel Gods! forwhat new Scenes of Death
Muft a poor aged Wretch prolong this hated Breath 3
Troy fal’n, towhom could Priam happy feem:?

Yet was he {o; and happy muft I deem - :
His Death; for O! my Child, he faw not thine;
When he his Life did with his Z7ey refign: -

Yet fure due Obfequies thy Tomb might graces
And thou fhalt {leep amidft thy kingly Race.

Alas! my Child, fuch Fortune does not wait

Our Suffering Houfe in this abandon’d State,

LR &
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¢ A foreign Grave, and thy poor Mother’s Tears
¢ Are all the Honours that attend thy Herfe,
¢¢ All now is loft {—Yet no; One Comfort more
¢¢ Of Life remains, my much-lov’d Polydore,
¢¢ My youngeft Hope: Here on this Coaft he lives,
¢¢ Nurs’d by the Guardian-King, he ftill furvives,
¢ Then let me haften to the cleanfing Flood,
¢ And wath away thefe Stains of guiltlefs Blood.

Strait to the Shore her feeble Steps repair
With limping Pace, and torn difhevell’d Hair
Silver’d with Age. ¢ Give me an Urn, fhe cry’d,
¢ To bear back Water from this {welling Tide ;
When on the Banks her Son in ghaftly Hue
Tranfix’d with Zhracian Arrows firikes her View.
The Matrons thriek’d ; her big-fwoln Grief furpaft
The Pow’r of Utterance ; fhe ftood aghaft;
She had nor Speech, nor Tears to give Relief;
Excefs of Woe fupprefs’d the rifing Grief.
Lgfelefs as Stone, on Earth fhe fix’d her Eyes:
And then look’d up to Heav’n with wild Surprife.
Now fhe contemplates o’er with fad Delight
Her Son’s pale Vifage; then her aking Sight
Dwells on his Wounds : She varys thus by turns,
*Till with colle¢ted Rage at length fhe burns,
Wild as the Mother-Lion, when among
The Haunts of Prey fhe {eeks her ravifh’d Young :
Swift flies the Ravifher ; fhe marks his Trace,
And by the Print dire&s her anxious Chace.
So Hecuba with mingled Grief, and Rage
Purfues the King, regardlefs of her Age.
‘She greets the Murd’rer with diffembled Joy
Of fecret Treafure hoarded for her Boy.

The
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The {pecious Tale th’ unwary King betray’d.

Fir’d with the Hopes of Prey: ¢ Give quick, he faid
*“ With {oftenticing Speech, the promis’d Store:

‘¢ Whate’er you give, you give to Polydore.

¢ Your Son, by the immortal Gods I {wear,

¢¢ Shall this with all your former Bounty fhare.

She ftands attentive to his foothing Lyes,

And darts avenging Horror from her Eyes.

Then full Refentment fires her boiling Blood :

She {prings upon him, ’midft the Captive Crowd:
(Her thirft of Vengeance want of Strength fupplies:)
Faftens her forky Fingers in his Eyes ;

Tears out the rooted Balls ; her Rage purfues,

And in the hollow Orbs her Hand imbrews.

The Thracians, fir'd at this inhuman Scene,

With Darts, and Stones affail the frantick Queen.

She {narls, and growls, nor in an human Tone 5
“Then bites impatient at the bounding Stone ;
Extends her Jaws, as the her Voice would raife %

5

To keen Inve@ives in her wonted Phrafe;
But barks, and thence the yelping Brute betrays.
Still a fad Monument the Place remains,
And from this Monftrous Change its Name obtains
Where fhe, in long Remembrance of her Ills,
With plaintive Howling the wide Defart fills.
Greeks, Trojans, Friends, and Foes, and Gods above
Her num’rous Wrongs to juft Compaflion move.
Ev’'n Funo’s {el§ forgets her ancient Hate,
~And owns, fhe had deferv’d a milder Fate.

VY axskl, N &)
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The Funeral of M E M NoON.
: By Mr.CROX AL L.

Vet bright Aurora, partial as fhe was

To 7oy, and thofe that lov’d the 77sjan Caufey
Nor Z7oy, nor Heczba can now bemoan,
" But weeps a fad Misfortune, more her own.

Her Offspring Memnon, by Achilles {lain,

She faw extended on the Phrygiar Plain:

Shefaw, and ftrait the Purple Beams, that grace
The rofy Morning, vanifh’d from her Face;

A deadly Pale her wonted Bloom invades,

And veils the lowring Skies with mournful Shades.
But when his Limbs upon the Pile were laid,

The laft kind Duty that by Friends is paid,

His Mother to the Skies direéts her Flight,

Nor could fuftain to view the doleful Sight:

But frantick, with her loofe negleéted Hair,
Haftens to Fove, and falls a Suppliant there.

O King of Heav’n, O Father of the Skies,

The weeping Goddefs paffionately cries,

‘Tho’ I the meaneft of Immortals am,

And feweft Temples celebrate my Fame,

Yet ftill a Goddefs, I prefume to come

Within the Verge of Your Etherial Dome:

Yet ftill may plead fome Merit, if my Light
"With Purple Dawn controuls the Pow’rs of Night
If from a Female Hand, that Virtue {prings,
Which to the Gods, and Men fuch Pleafure brings.
Yet I nor Honours feek, nor Rites Divine,

Nor for more Altars, or more Fanes repite ;
3 Oht
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Oh! that fuch Trifles were the only Caufe,
From whence Aurora’s Mind its Anguifh draws!
For Memnor loft, my deareft only Child,
With weightier Grief' my heavy Heart is fill’d 5
My Warrior Son! that liv’d but half his Time,
Niptin the Bud, and blafted in his Prime;
Who for his Uncle early took the Field,
And by Achilles’ fatal Spear was kill’d. :
To whom but Fowe thou’d I for Succour come ?
For Fowealone con’d fix his cruel Doom.
O Sov’reign of the Gods, accept my Pray’r,
Grant my Requeft, and footh a Mother’s Care;
On the Deceas’d fome folemn Boon beffow,
To expiate the Lofs, and eafe my Woe.

Jove, witha Nod, comply’d with her Defire;
Around the Body flam’d the Fun’ral Fire;
The Pile decreas’d, that lately feem’d fo high,
And Sheets of Smoak roll’d upward to the Sky s
As humid Vapours from a marfhy Bog,.
Rife by degrees, condenfing into Fog,
That intercept the Sun’s enlivening Ray,
And with a Cloud infect the chearful Day.
The{ooty Athes wafted by the Air,
Whirl round,.and thicken in a'Body there ;
Then take a Form, which their own Heat, and Fire
With adtive Life, and Energy anfpire,
Its Lightnefs makes it feem to fly,  and foon
It {kims on real Wings, that are its own ;
A real Bird, it beats the breezy Wind,
Mix’d witha thoufand Sifters of the Kind,
That, from the fame Formation newly fprung,
Up-born aloft on plumy Pinions' hung.

N = Thrice
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Thrice round the Pile advanc’d the circling Throng,

Thrice, with their ngs, a whizzing Confort rung.

In the fourth Flight their Squadron they divide,

Rank’d in two diff’rent Troops, on either Side:

Then two, and two, infpir’d with martial Rage,

From either Troop in equal Pairs engage,

Each Combatant with Beak, and Pounces prefs’d,

In wrathful Ire, his Adverfary’s Breaft ;

Each falls a Vi&tim, to preferve the Fame

Of that great Hero, whence their Being came.

From him their Courage, and their Name they take,

And, as they liv’d, they die for Memnon’s fake,

Punétual to Time, whence each revolving Year,

In freth Array the Champion Birds appear;

Again, prepar’diwith vengeful Minds, they come

To bleed, in Honour of the Soldier’s Tomb,
Therefore in others it appear’d not ftrange,

To grieve for Hecuba’s unhappy Change :

But poor Aurora had enough to do

With her own Lofs, to mind another’s Woe

Who f1ll in Tears, her tender Nature fhews,

Befprinkling all the World with pearly Dews,

The VovyAacEe of ENE as.

By Mr. CATcCcoOTT.

Troy thus deftroy’d, ’twas ftill deny’d by Fate,
The Hopes of 770y fhould perith with the Stage.
His Sire, the Son of Cyzheréa bore,

And Houfhold Gods from burning I/ium’s Shore,
The pious Prince (a double Duty paid)
Each facred Burthen thro’ the Flames convey’d.

With
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With young A/canius, and this only Prize,
Of Heaps of Wealth, he from Antandros flzes ;
But ftruck with Horror, left the Z/racian Shore,
Stain’d with the Blood of murder’d Polydore.
The Delian Hle receives the banifh’d Train,
Driv’n by kind Gales, and favour’d by the Main.
Here plous Anius, Prieft, and Monarch reign’d,
And either Charge, with equal Care fuftain’d,
His Subje&s rul’d, to Phabus Homage pay’d,
His God obeying, and by thofe obey’d.
The Prieft difplays his Hofpitable Gate,
And thows the Riches of his Church and State,
The facred Shrubs, which eas’d Lazona’s Pain,
The Palm, and Olive, and the votive Fane.
Here grateful Flames with fuming Incenfe fed,
And mingled Wine, ambrofial Odours fhed ;
Of flaughter’d Steers the crackling Entrails burn’d :
And then the Strangers to the Court return’d.
On beds of Tap’firy plac’d aloft, they dine
With Ceres’ Gift, and flowing Bowls of Wine ;
When thus Anchifes {poke, amidft the Feaft,
Say, mitred Monarch, Phabus’ chofen Prieft,
Or (¢’er from T7oy by cruel Fate expell’d)
When firft mine Eyes thefe facred Walls beheld,
A Son, and twice two Daughters crown’d thy Blifs ?
Or errs my Mem’ry, and I judge amifs ?
The Royal Prophet thook his hoary Head,
With fnowy Fillets bound, and fighing, faid:
Thy Mem’ry errs not, Prince ; Thou faw’ft me then,
The happy Father of fo large a Train;
Behold me now,- (fuch Turns of Chance befall-
‘The Race of Man!) almoft bereft of all.
3 For
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For (ah!) what Comfort can my Son beftow,

What Help afford, to mitigate my Woe!

While far from hence, in 4ndrss’ Ile he reigns,

(From him fo nam’d) and there my Place fuftains,

Him Delius Praefcience gave; the twice-born God

A Boon more wond’rous on the Maids beftow’d.

Whate’er they touch’d, he gave them to tranfmute,

(A gift paft Credit, and above their Suit,) }

To Ceres, Bacchus, and Minerva’s Fruit,

How greattheir Value, and how rich their Ufe,

Whofe only Touch fuch Treafures could produce !
The dire Deftroyer of the Trojan Reign,

Fierce Agamemnon, {uch aPrize to gain,

(A Proof we alfo were.defign’d by Fate

To feel the Tempeft, that o’crturn’d your State)

With Force fuperior, and a Ruffian Crew,

From thefe weak Arms, the helplefs Virgins drew :

And fternly bad them ufe the Grant Divine,

T'o keep the Fleet in Corn, and Oil, and Wine.

Each, as they could, efcap’d : Two ftreve to gain

Eubeea’s Ifle, and Two their Brother’s Reign.

The Soldier follows, and demands the Dames;

If held by Force, immediate War proclaims.

Fear conquer’d Nature in their Brother’s Mind,

And gave them up to Punifhment affign’d.

¥orgive the Deed ; nor Heftor’s Arm was there,

Nor thine, Zneas, to maintain the War ;

Whofe only Force upheld }/lour 1lium’s Tow’rs,

For ten long Years, againft the Grecian Pow’rs.

Prepar’d to bind their Captive Arms in Bands,

"T'o Heav’n they rear’d their yet unfetter’d Hands :

Help, Bacchas, Author of the Gift, they pray’d:

The Gift’s great Author gave immediate Aid; .
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If fuch Deftru&ion of their human Frame

By Ways {o wond’rous, may deferve the Name;

Nor could I hear, nor can I now relate

Exa&®, themanner of their alter’d State ;

But this in gen’ral of my Lofs I knew, :

Transform’d to Doves, on milky Plumes they flew, }

Such as on Jd«’s Mount thy Confort’s Chariot drew.
With fuch Difcourfe, they entertain’d the Fealt;

* Then rofe from Table, and withdrew to Reft.

The following Morn, ere So/was {een to fhine,

Th’ inquiring 7rojans fought the facred Shrine ;

The Myftick Pow’r commands them to explore

Their ancient Mother, and a Kindred Shore,

Attending to the Sea, the gen’rous Prince

Difmifs’d his Guefts with rich Munificence:

In old Auchifes’ Hand a Sceptre plac’d,

A Veft, and Quiver young Afcanius grac’d,

His Sire, a Cup; which from th’ Aonian Coaft,

Ifmenian Therfes fent his Royal Holt.

Alcon of Myle made what Zher/es fent,

And carv’d thereon this ample Argument.

A Town with {fev’n diftinguifh’d Gates was fhewn,
Which {poke its Name, and made the City known
Before it, Piles, and Tombs, and rifing Flames,
The Rites of Death, and Quires of morning Dames,
Who bar’d their Breafts, and gave their Hair to flow,
"The Signs of Grief, and Marks of publick Wae.
Their Fountains dry’d, the weeping Naiads mourn’d,
The Trees flood bare, with fearing Cankers burn’d 3
No Herbage cloath’d the Ground, aragged Flock
Of Goats half-famifh’d, lick’d the naked Rock ;
Of manly Courage, and with Mind ferene,

Orion’s Daughters in the Town were feen ;

N 4 One

oo 19
o
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One heav’d her Cheft to meet the lifted Knife,

One plung’d the Poyniard thro’ the Seat of Life,
Their Country’s Victims ; mourns the refeu’d State,
The Bodies burns, and celebrates their Fate,

To fave the Failure of th’ Illuftrious Line,

From the pale Athes rofe, of Form Divine,

T'wo gen’rous Youths ; thefe, Fame Gorone calls,
Who join the Pomp, and mourn their Mother’s Falls.
Thefe burnifh’d Figures form’d of antique Mold,

Shone on the Brafs, with rifing Sculpture bold ; %
A Wreath of gilt deanthus round the Brim was roll’d..
Nor lefs Expence the Trojen Gifts exprefs’d ;
A faming Cenfer for the Royal Prieft,
A Chalice, and a Crown of Princely Cof,
With ruddy Gold, and fparkling Gemsembofs’d.
Iow hoifting Sail, to Creze the Trojans ftood,
Themfelves remembring {prung from Zeucer’s Blood ;
Buat Heav’n forbids, and peftilential Fowe
From noxious Skies the wand’ring Navy drove.
Her hundred Cities left, from Creze they bore,
-And fought the deftin’d Land, Aufonia’s Shore ;
But tofs’d by Storms at either Strophas lay,
"Till fcar’d by Harpies from the faithlefs Bay.
Then paffing onward with a profp’rous Wind,
Left fly Ulyffes’ {pacious Realms behind ;
Ambracia’s State, in former Ages known :
The Strife of Gods, the Judge transform’d to Stone
They faw ; for A&ian Phabus fince renown’d,
Who Cz/ar’s Arms with Naval Conqueft crown’d ;
Next pafs’d Dodona, wont of old to boaft
Her vocal Foreft ; and Chéonia’s Coaft,
Where King Molsffus’ Sons on Wings afpir’d,
And faw fecure the harmlefs Fewel fird.
Now
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Now to Pheacia’s happy Ile they came,
For fertile Orchards known to early Fame ;
Epirus paft, they next beheld wieh Joy
A fecond Iliam, and fiftitious Troy s
Here Trojan Helenus the Sceptre {way’d,
Who fhow’d their Fate, and Myftick Truths difplay’d.
By him confirm’d, Sici/a’s Ile they reach’d,
Whofe Sides to Sea three Promontories firetch’d ;
Pachynos to the ftormy South is plac’d, (3
On Lylibeum blows the gentle Weft,
Peloro’s Cliffs the Northern Bear {urvey,
Who rolls above, and dreads to touch the Sea,
By this they fteer, and favour’d by the Tide,
Secure by Night in Zancle’s Harbour ride.
Here cruel Scy/la guards the rocky Shore,
And there the Waves of loud Charybdis roar :
This fucks, and vomits Ships, and Bodies drown’d 3
And rav’nous Dogs the Wemb of that furround,
In Face a Virgin ; and (if ought be true
By Bards recorded) once a Virgin too.
A Train of Youthsin vain defird her Bed 5 -
By Sea-Nymps lov’d, to Nymphs of Seas fhe fled 5
The Maid to thefe, with Female Pride, difplziy’d
Their bafled Courtfhip, and their Love betray’d.
When Galatea thus befpoke the Fair,
(But firft fhe figh’d) while S¢y//a comb’d her Hair;
You, lovely Maid, a gen’rous Race purfues,
Whom fafe you may (as now youdo) refufe;
To me, tho’ pow’rful in a num’rous T rain
Of Sifters, fprung from Gods, who rule the Main,
My native Seas could fcarce a Refuge prove,
Tq fhun the Fury of the Cyclop’s Love,

Neg Tears
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"Fears choak’d her Utt’rance here ; the pity’ng Maid
With Marble Fingers wip’d them off, and faid ;
My deareft Goddefs, let thy Scylla know,
(Fer I am faithful) whence thefe Sorrows fow.
. The Maid’s Intreaties o’er the Nymph prevail,
Who thus to S¢yl/a tells the mournful Tale.

The Story of Acis, PoryPHEMUS,
“and GALATEA.

By 4r. DrRYDEN,

Acis, the lovely Youth, whofe Lofs I mourn,
From Faunus, and the Nymph Symethis born,
Was both his Parents’ Pleafure ; but, to me
Was all that Love could make a Lover be.

The Gods our Minds in mutual Bands did join :
I was his only Joy, and he was mine.

Now fixteen Summers the fweet Youth had feen 4
And doubtful Down began to fhade his Chin:
When Polyphemus firft difturb’d our Joy ;

And lov’d me fiercely, as I lov’d the Boy.

Afk not which Pafion in my Soul was high’r,
My laft Averfion, or my firlt Defire:

Nor this the greater was, nor that the lefs

Both were alike, for both werein Excefs.

Thee, Venus, thee, both Heav’n, and Earth obey ;
Immenfe thy Pow’r, and boundlefs is thy Sway.’
The Cyclops, who defy’d th’ Atherial Throne,
And thought no Thunderlouder than his own,
T'he Terror of the Woods, and wilder far

"Than Wolves in Plains, or Bears in Forefls are,

TH in~
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Th’ inhuman Hoft, who made his bloody Feafts
On mangl’d Members of his butcher’d Guefts,
Vet felt the force of Love, and fierce Defire,
And burnt for me, with unrelenting Fire. ;
Forgot his Caverns, and his woolly Care, }
Affum’d the Softnefs of a Lover’s Air;
And comb’d, with Teeth of Rakes, his rugged Hair.
~ Now with a crooked Scythe his Beard he fleeks s
And mows the ftubborn Stubble of his Cheeks :
Now in the Cryftal Stream he looks, to try
His Simagres, and rowls his glaring Eye.
His Craelty, and Thirft of Blood are loft;
And Ships f{ecurely fail along the Coaft.

The Prophet Zelemus (arriv’d by chance
Where Zna’s Summits to the Seas advance,
Who mark’d the Traés of every Bird that flew,
And fure Prefages from their flying drew)
Foretold the Cyclops, that Ulyfes’ Hand
In his broad Eye fhou’d thruft a flaming Brand.
The Giant, with a {cornful Grin, reply’d,
Vain Augur, thou haft falfely prophefy’d ;
Already Love his flaming Brand has toit;
Looking on two fair Eyes, my Sight I loit,
Thus, warn’d in vain, with ftalking Pace he firode,
And ftamp’d the Margin of the briny Flood
With heavy Steps; and weary, fought agen
The cool Retirement of his gloomy Den,

A Promontory, fharp’ning by degrees,
Endsina Wedge, and overlooks the Seas :
On either Side, below, the Water flows:
This airy Walk the Giant Lover chofe.
Here on the midft he fate; his Flocks unled,
Theis Shepherd follow’d, and fecurely fed.

N 6 ‘ A
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~ A Pine fo burly, and of Length fo vaft,
That failing Ships, requir’d it for a Maf,
He weilded for a Staf, his Steps to guide :
But laid it by, his Whiftle while he try’d.
A hundred Reeds of a prodigious Growth, ’
Scarce madea Pipe, proportion’d to his Mouth:
Which when he ‘gave it Wind, the Rocks around,
And wat'ry Plains, the dréadful Hifs refoind, , |
I heard the Ruffian-Shepherd rudely blow,
Where, ina hollow Carve, I fat below ;
On Acis’ Bofom I my Head reclin’d :
And fill preferve the Poem in my Mind.
Ch lovely Galetea, whiter far

“Than falling Snows, and rifing Lillies are;
More flow’ry than the Meads, as Cryftal bright: -
" Erett as Alders, and of equal Height :
More wanton than a Kid, more {leek thy Skin,
‘Than Orient Shells, that on the Shores are feen.
Than Apples fairer, when the Boughs they lade;
Pleafing, as Winter Suns, or Summer Shade -
More grateful to the Sight, than goodly Plains :
And fofter to the Touch, than Down of Swans ;
Or Curds new turn’d; and fweetérto the Tafte
Than fwelling Grapes, that to the' Vintage hafte
More clear than Ice, or running Streams, ‘that ftray
‘Through Garden Plots, but ah ! more fwift than they,
- Yet, Galotea, hatder to be broke ; ¥

Thaa Bullocks, unreclaim’d, to bear the Yoke,
Arnd far more flubborn, than the knotted Oak ;
Like {fliding Streams, impofiible to hold;
Like them, fallacious, like their Fountains, cold.
More warping, ‘than the Willow, to decline
My warm Embrace, more brittle, than the Vine;

Immoveable
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Immoveable, and fixt in thy Difdain:

Rough, as thefe Rocks, and of a harder Grain,
‘More violent, than is the rifing Flood :

And the prais’d Peacock is not half {o proud.
Fierce as the Fire, and fharp as Thiftles are,
And more outrageous, than a Mother-Bear:
Deaf, as the Billows, to the Vows I make;

And more revengeful, than a trodden Snake,
In Swiftnefs fleeter, than the flying Hind,

Or driven Tempefts, or the driving Wind.

All other Faults, with Patience I can bear;

But Swiftnefs is the Vice I only fear.

Yet if you knew me well, you wou’d not thun

My Love, but to my wifh’d Embraces run :
“Wou’d languifh in your Turn, and court my Stay ;
‘And much repent of your unwife Delay.

By Nature’s Hand ; a fpacious pleafing Shade:
Which neither Heat can pierce, nor Cold invade.
My Garden fill’d with Fruits you may behold,
And Grapes in Clufters, imitating Gold ;

Some bluthing Bunches of a Purple Hue :

And thefe, and thofe, are all referv’d for you.
Red Strawberries, in Shades, expefing ftand,
Proud to be gather’d by fo white a Hand.,
Autumnal Cornels latter Fruit provide,

And Plumbs, to tempt you, turn their glofly Side=
‘Not thofe of common Kinds; but {fuch alone,

As in Phzacian Orchards might have grown :
Nor Cheftnuts fhall be wanting to your Food,
Nor Garden-Fruits, nor Wildings of the Wood ;
The laden Boughs for you alone thall bear; '
And your’s fhall be the Produét of the Year.

My Palace, in the living Rock, is made }

The
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"The Flocks you fee are all my own ; befide
The reft that Woods, and winding Vallies hide 5 §
And thofe that folded in the Caves abide.

Ask not the Number of my growing Store ;

Who knows how many, knows he has no more,
Nor will I praife my Cattle; truft not-me,

But judge your felf, and pafs your own Decree :
Behold their fwelling Dugs; the fweepy Weight
Of Ewes, that fink beneath the Milky Freight 3

In the warm Folds their tender Lambkins lye;
Apart from Kids, that-call with human Cry.
New Milk in Nut-brown Bowls is duely ferv’d
For daily Drink ; the reft for Cheefe referv’d.

Nor are thefe Houthold Dainties all my Store :
"T'he Fields, and Forefts will afford us more 3 }
The Deer, the Hair, the Goats, the Savage Boar.
All Sorts of Ven’fon.; and of Birds the beft :

A pair of Turtles taken from the Neft.

I walk’d the Mountains, and two Cubs I found,
(Whofe Dams had left them on the naked Ground,)
So like, thatno Diftinétion could be feen :

So pretty, they were Prefents for a Queen ;

And {o they fhall; T took them both away ;

And keep, to be Companions of your Play..

Oh raife, fair Nymph, your Beauteous Face above
The Waves ; nor fcorn my Prefents, and my Love.
Come, Galatea, come, and view my Face;

I late beheld it, in the watry Glafs; }
And found it lovelier, than I fear’d it was.
Survey my tow’ring Stature, and my Size :
Not Fowe, the Fove you dream, that rules the Skies,
Bears fuch a Bulk, oris fo largely fpread :
My Locks (the plenteous Harveft of my Head)

Hang
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Hang o’cr my manly Face; and dangling down,
As with a fhady Grove, my Shoulders crown.
Nor think, becaufe my Limbs and Body bear
A thick-fet Underwood of briftling Hair,
My Shade deform’d; what fouler Sight can be
Than the bald Branches of a leaflefs Tree?
Foul is the Steed without a flowing Mane :
And Birds, without their Feathers, and their Trains
Wool decks the Sheep; and Man receives a Grace
From bufhy Limbs, and from 2 Bearded Face.
My Forehead with a fingle Eye is fill’d,
Round, as a Ball, and ample, as a Shield.
The glorious Lamp of Heav’n, the radiant Sun,
Ts Nature’s Eye; and fhe’s content with one.
Add, that my Father fways your Seas, and I,
Like you, am of the watry Family.
I make you his, in making you my own;
You I adore: and kneel to you alone:
Fove, with his Fabled Thunder, Idefpife,
And only fear the Lightning of your Eyes.
Frown not, fair Nymph; yet I could bear to be
Difdain’d, if others were difdain’d with me:
But to repulfe the Gyclops, and prefer
The Love of Acis, (Heav’ns!) Icannot bear.
But let the Stripling pleafe himf{elf ; nay more,
Pleafe you, tho’ that’s the Thing I moft abhor;
"The Boy fhall find, if e’er we cope in Fight,
Thefe Giant Limbs, endu’d with Giant Might.
His living Bowels from his Belly torn,
And fcatter’d Limbs fhall on the Flood be born ¢
Thy Flood, ungrateful Nymph; and Fate fhall find,
That Way for thee, and eis to be join’d,
For
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For oh! I burn with Love, and thy Difdain
Augments at once my Paflion and my Pain.
Tranflated Ztza Flames within my Heart,
And thou, Inhuman, wilt not eafe my Smart.
Lamenting thus in vain, he rofe, and firode
With furious Paces to the neighb’ring Wood :
Reftlefs his Feet, diftratted was his Walk ;
Mad were his Motions, and confus’d his Talk.
Mad, as the vanquifh’d Bull, when forc’d to yield
His lovely Miftrefs, and forfake the Field.
Thus far unfeen Ifaw : when fatal Chance,
His Looks direéting, with a fudden Glance,
Acis and I were to his Sight betray’d ;
Where, nought fufpetting, we fecurely play’d.
From his wide Mouth a bellowing Cry he caft,
Ifee, I fee; but this fhall be your laft:
A Roar {o loud made £ tzna to rebound :
And all the Cyclops labour’d in the Sound.
Affrighted with his monftrous Voice, I fled,
And in the Neighbouring Ocean plung’d my Head. }
Poor Acis turn’d his Back, and Help, he cry’d,
Help, Galatea, help, my Parent Gods,
And take me dying to your deep Abodes.
The Cyclops follow’d ; but he fent before
A Rib, which from the living Rock he tore :
Though but an Angle reach’d him of the Stone,
The mighty Fragment was enough alone,
To crufh all Acis 5 ’twas too late to fave,
But what the Fates allow’d to give, I gave :
That Acis to his Lineage fhould return ;
And rowl, among the river Gods, his Urn.
Straight iffu’d from the Stone a Stream of Blood ;
Which loft the Purple, mingling with the Flood,
Then,,



Book XIII. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. 281

Then, like a troubled Torrent, it appear’d :

The Torrent too, in little Space, was clear’d ;

The Stone was cleft, and through the yawning Chink
New Reeds arofe, on the new River’s Brink.

The Rock, from out its hollow Womb, difclos’d

A Sound like Water in its Courfe oppos’d,

When, (wond’rous to behold) full in the Flood,

Up ftarts a Youth, and Navel high he ftood.

Horns from his Temples rife ; and'either Horn
Thick Wreaths of Reeds, (his Native Growth) adorn.
Were not his Stature taller than before,

His Bulk augmented, and his Beauty more,

His Colour Blue; with Acis he might pafs:

And Aeis chang’d into a Stream he was,

‘But mine no more ; he rowls along the Plains

With rapid Motion, and his Name retains.

Tbe Story of GLavcUS and ScyLLA.

By Mr. Row E.

Here ceas’d the Nymph; the fair Affembly broke,
The Sea-green Nercids to the Waves betook :
While Seylla, fearful of the wide-{pread Main,
Swift to the fafer Shore returns again.
There o’er the fandy Margin, unarray’d,
With printlefs Footfteps flies the bounding Maid ;
Or in fome winding Creek’s fecure Retreat
She baths herweary Limbs,and fhuns theNoonday’sHeat.
Her Glaucus {aw, as o’er the Deep he rode,
Mew to the Seas, and late receiv’d a God.
He {aw, and languaifh’d for the Virgin’s Love,
With many an artful Blandithment he ftrove %

Her Flight to hindey, and her Fears remove.
T The
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-The more. he fues, the more the wings her Flight,
And nimbly gains a neighb’ring Mountain’s Height.
Steep faelving to the Margin of the Flood, ‘
A neighb’ring Mountain bare, and woodlefs ftood ;
Here, by the Place fecur’d, her Steps the ftay’d,
And, trembling fiill, her Lover’s Form furvey’d.
His Shape, his Hue, her troubled Senfe appall,
And dropping Locks that o’er his Shoulders fall ;
She fees his Face Divine, and Manly Brow,

End in a Fifh’s wreathed Thail below :

She fees, and doubts within her anxious Mind,
Whether he came of God, or Monfter Kind.

This Glazews foon perceiv’d; And, Oh! forbear,
(His Hand fupporting on a Rock lay near) }
Forbear, he cry’d, fond Maid, this needlefs Fear,
Nor Fith am I, nor Monfter of the Main,

But equal with the wat'ty Gods I reign ;

Nor Proteus, nor Palemen me excel,

Nor he whofe Breath infpires the founding Shell,
My Birth, ’tis true, I owe to mortal Race,

And I my felf but late a Mortal was ;

Ev’n then in Seas, and Seas alone, I joy’d;

The Seas my Hours, and all my Cares employ’d,

In Methes now the twinkling Prey I drew;

Now fkilfully the flender Line I threw, §
And filent fat the moving Float to view.

Nor far from Shore, their lies a verdant Mead,
With Herbage half, and half with Water {pread :
There, nor the horned Heifers browfing ftray,

Nor thaggy Kids, nor wanton Lambkins play ;
There, nor the founding Bees their Nettar cull,

Nor Rural Swains their genial Chaplets pull,
Nor
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Nor Flocks, nor Herds, nor Mowers haunt the Place,

To crop the Flow’rs, or cut the buthy Grafs :

Thither, fure firft of living Race came I

And fat by chance, my dropping Nets to dry.

My fcaly Prize, in Order all difplay’d,

By Number on the Greenfword there I lay’d,

My Captives, whom or in my Nets I took,

Or hung unwary on-my wily Hook.

Strange to behold ! yet what avails a Lie?

I faw ’em bite the Grafs, as I fat by ;

Then {udden darting o’er the verdant Plain,

They fpread their Finns, as in their native Main :

I paus’d, with Wonder firuck, while all my Prey

Left their new Mafter, and regain’d the Sea,

Amaz’d, within-my fecret Self I fought,

What God, what Herb the Miracle had wrought:

But fure no Herbs have Pow’r like this, T cry’d;

And frait I pluck’d fome neighb’ring Herbs, and try’ds

Scarce had 1'bit, and prov’d the wond’rous Tafte,

When firong Convulfions fhook my troubled Breaft ;

I felt my Heart grow fond of fomething ftrange, :

And my whole Natare lab’ring with a Change.

Reftlefs I grew, and ev’ry Place forfook,

And ftill upon the Seas I bent my Look.

Farewel for ever! Farewel, Land! Ifaid;

And plung’d amidft the Waves my finking Head.

The gentle Pow’rs, who that low Empire keep,

Receiv’d me as a Brother of the Deep;

To Tethys, and to Ocean old, they pray

To purge my mortal Earthy Parts away.

The watry Parents to their Suit agreed,

And thrice nine Times a fecret Charm they read ;
Then
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Then with Luftrations purify my lebs,

And bid me bathe beneath a hundred Streams :

A hundred Streams from various Fountains run,

And on my Head at once come ruthing' down.

Thus far each Paflage I remember well, :

And faithfully thus far the Tale I tell;

But then Oblivion dark, on all my Senfes fell. }

Again at Jength my Thought reviving came,

When I no longer found myfelf the fame ;

Then firft this fea-green Beard I felt to grow,

And thefe large Honours on my {preading Brow ;

My long- dcfcendmg Locks the Billows fweep,

And my broad Shoulders cleave the yielding Deep ;

My Fithy Tail, my Arms of Azure Hue,

And ev’ry Part divinely chang’d, I view.

But what avail thefe ufelefs Honours now ?

What Joys can Immortality beftow ? ¢

What, tho’ our Nereids all my Form approve ?

What boots it, while fair Scy/la fcorns my Love ?
Thaus far the God; and more he wou’d have {aid ;

When from his Prefence flew the ruthlefs Maid.

Stung with Repulfe, in fuch difdainful fort,

He {eeks Titanian, Circe’s horrid Court.

The End of the Thirteenih Book.
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OV I Dy
METAMORPHOSES.
B-O 'O K" XIV.

Tranflated by Sir Samver GarTtH, M,D.

The Transformation of SCYLL A,

OW Glaucus, with a Lover’s Hafte, bounds
o’er

The {welling Waves, and feeks the Lariaw
Shore. -

" Mefena,. Rhegium, and the batren Coaft

Of flaming &na, to his Sight are loft

At length he gains the Tyrrhene Seas, and views

The Hills where baneful Philters Circe brews ;

Monfters, in various Forms, around her prefs ;

As thus the God falutes the Sorcerefs :

O Circe, be indulgent to my Grief,
And give a Love-fick Deity Relief.
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Too well the mighty Power of PlantsI know,
To thofe my Figure, and new Fate I owe.
Againft Meffena, on th’ Aufonian Coalft,
I Scylla view’d, and from that Hour was loft.
In tend’reft Sounds I fu’d ; but fill the Fair
Was deaf to Vows, and pitylefs to Pray’r.
If Numbers can avail, exert their Pow’r ;
Or Energy of Plants, if Plants have more,
I afk no Cure; let but the Virgin pine
With dying Pangs, or Agonies, like mine.
No longer Circe could her Flame difguife,
But to the fuppliant God Marine, replies:
When Maids are coy, have manlier Aims in view 3
' Leave thofethat Fly, butthofe that Like, purfue,
If Love can be by kind Compliance won ;
See, at your Feet, the Daughter of the Sun.
Sooner, faid Glaucus, fhall the Afh remove
From Mountains, and the fwelling Surges love ;
Or humble Sea-weed to the Hills repair;
E’er I think any but my Scy//a fair.
Strait Circe reddens with a guilty Shame,
And vows Revenge for herrejected F lame.
Fierce Liking oft a Spight as fierce creates ;
For Love refus’d, without Averfion, hates.
To hurt her haplefs Rival fhe proceeds ;
And by the Fall of Scylla, Glaucus bleeds.
Some fafcinating Bev’rage now fhe brews ;
Compos’d of Drugs, and baneful Juice.
At Rbegium fhe arrives ; the Ocean braves,
And treads with unwet Feet the boiling Waves.
Upon the Beach a winding Bay there- lies,
Shelter’d from Seas, and fhaded from the Skies: ’
This
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"This Station Sc¢yllz chofe; a foft Retreat

From chilling Winds, and raging Cancer’s Heat.

The vengeful Sorc’refs vifits this Recefs ;

Her Charm infufes, and infeéts the Place.

Soon as the Nymph wades in, her nether Parts

Turn into Dogs ; then at herfelf fhe ftarts.

A ghaftly Horror in her Eyes appears ;

But yet fhe knows not, who it is fhe fears ;

In vain fhe offers from herfelf to run,

And drags about her what fhe ftrives to fhun.-
Opprefs’d with Grief the pitying God appears:

And f{wells the rifing Surges with his Tears ;

From the detefted Sorcerefs he flies ;

Her Art reviles, and her Addrefs denies :

Whillt haplefs Scylla, chang’d to Rocks, decrees

Deftru&ion to thofe Barques, that beat the Seas,

The Voyage of AENE AS continued.

He bulg’d the Pride of fam’d Uly/es’ Fleet,
But good Zneas ’{cap’d the Fate he met.
As to the Latian Shore the 7rojan ftood,
And cut with well-tim’d Oars the foaming Flood ;
He weather’d fell Charyédis : Bat ere-long

289

The Skies were darken’d, and the Tempeft firong.

Then to the Lybian Coaft he firetches o’er ;
And makes at length the Carthaginian Shore,
Here Dido, with an hofpitable Care,
Into her Heart receives the Wanderer.
From her kind Arms th’ ungrateful Hero flies;
The injur’d Queen looks on with dying Eyes,
Then to her Folly falls a Sacrifice.

Vat. H, G
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Aneas now fets Sail, and plying gains

Fair Eryx, where his Friend 4ceffes reigns :

Firft to his Sire does Fun’ral Rites decree,

Then gives the Signsl next, and ftands to Sea ;

QOut-runs the tlands where Zolcano’s roar ;

Gets clear of Syrens, and their faithlefs Shore :

But lofes Palinurus in the Way ;

"U'hen makes Inarime, and Prochyta.

The Transformation of CERCOPIANS

into Apes.

The Gallies now by Pythecu/a pafs;
'he Name is from the Natives of the Place.
"The Father of the Gods, déteﬁing Lyes,
Oft, with Abhorrence, heard their Perjuries.
Th’ abandon’d Race, transform’d to Beafts, began
"T'o mimick the Impertinence of Man.
¥lat-nos’d, and furrow’d, with Grimace they grin;
And look, to what they were, too near akin;
Merry in-Make, and bufy to no End;
This Moment they divert, the next offend:
So much this Species of their paft retains ;
Tho’ loft the Language, yet the Noife remains,

HNEAS defeends to Hell.

Now, on his Right, he leaves Parthenope :
¥is Left, Mi/enus jutting in the Sea:
Arrives at Cuma, and with Awe furvey’d
The Grotto of the venerable Maid :
Begs Leave through black Awernus to retire;
And view the muc‘l lov’d Manes of his Sire.
Straight
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Straight the divining Virgin rais’d her Eyes :
And, foaming with a holy Rage, replies :
O thou, whofe Worth thy wond’rous Works proclaim ;
The Flames, thy Piety ; the World, thy Fame;
Tho’ great be thy Requeft, yet fhalt thou fee
Th’ Elyfran Fields, th’infernal Monarchy :
Thy Parent’s Shade: This Arm thy Steps fhall guide ;
To fuppliant Virtue nothing is deny’d.
She fpoke, and pointing to the golden Bough,
Which in th’> Awernian Grove refulgent grew,
Seize that, fhe bids; he liftens to the Maid ;
Then views the mournful Manfions of the Dead :
The Shade of Great Anchifes, and the Place
By Fates determin’d to the Trojan Race.
As back to upper Light the Hero came,
He thus falutes the vifionary Dame.
O, whether fome propitious Deity,
Orlov’d by thofe bright Rulers of the Sky !
With grateful Incenfe I fhall ftile you one,
And deem no Godhead greater than your own.
*T'was you reftor’d me from the Realms of Night,
And gave me to behold the Fields of Light :
To feel the Breezes of congenial Air;
And Nature’s bleft Benevolence to fhare.

The Story of the S1B YL L.

I am no Deity, reply’d the Dame,
But Mortal, and religious Rites difclaim.
Yet had avoided Death’s tyrannick Sway,
Had I confented to the God of Day.
With Promifes he fought my Love, and faid,
Have all you with, my fair Cumean Maid.
Oz I pauns’d
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I paus’d; then pointing to a-Heap of Sand,
For ev’ry Graih,, Ato,!ive,_a,Year..demand.
But ah! unmindful of th’ Effe& of Time,
Forgot to covenant for Youth, .and Prime. -
The {miling Bloom, I boafted once, is gone,
And feeble Age with lagging Limbs creeps on,
Sev’n Cent’ries have I liv’d ; three more fulfil
The Period of the Years to finith fill.
Who'll think, that Phebus, dreft in Youth Divine,
Had once believld his Luftre lefs than mine ?
This wither’d Frame (fo Fates have will’d) fhall wafte
To nothing, but Prophetic Words, at laft.
'T'he §ibyll mounting now from nether Skies,
And the fam’d [/ian Prince, at Cuma rife.
He fail’d, and near the Place.to Anchor came,
Since call’d Cajem from his Nurfe’s Name.
Here did the lucklefs Macareus, a Friend
To wife Ulyfes, his long Labours end.
Here, wandring, Achemenides he meets,

And, fudden, thus his late Aflociate greets.
Whencecameyon here,O Friend,and whither bound?
All gave you loft on far Cyclopear Ground ; ’ %

A Gree#’s at lalt aboard a Zrojan found.

The Adventures of ACHEMENIDES,

Thus Achemenides — With Thanks I name
Aineas, and his Piety proclaim.
I ’fcap’d the Cyclogs thro’ the Hero’s Aid,
Elfe in his Maw my mangled Limbs had laid,
When firft your Navy under Sail he found,
He rav’d, till Ziselabour’d with the Sound.
Raging,
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Xaging, ‘he ftalk’d along the Mountain’s Side,
And vented Clouds'of Breath at ev’ry Stride. .
His Staff a Mountain Ath; and in the Clouds
Oft, as he walks, his grifly Front he fhrowds;
Eyelefs he grop’d about with vengefal Hafte,
And jaftled Promontories, as he pafs’d.
Then heav’d a Rock’s high' Summit to the Maixn,
And bellow’d, like fome burfting Hurri¢ane.

Oh! cow’d I feize Ulyfis in his Flight, -
How unlamented were my Lofs of Sight!"
Thefe Jaws fhould piece-meal tear éach‘"panting Vein,
Grind ev’ry crackling Bone, and pound his Brain.
As thus he rav’d, my Joints with Horror thook ;
The Tide of Blood my chilling Heart forfook.
I faw him once difgorge huge Morfels, raw,
Of Wretches undigefted in his Maw. i ¢
From the pale breathlefs T'runks whole Limbs he tore,
His Beard all clotted with o’erflowing Gore.
My anxious Hours I pafs’d in Caves; my Food
- Was Foreft Fruits, and Wildings of the Wood.
At length a Sail I wafted, and aboard
My Fortune found an hofpitable Lord.

Now in retarn, your own Adventures tell,
And what fince firft you put to Sea befell.

The Adventures of MACAREUS.

Then Macareus —— There reign’d a Prince of Fame
O’er Tufcan Seas, and _Zolus his Nawe.,
A Largefs to Ulyffes he confign’d,
And in a Steer’s tough Hide inclos’d a Wind, -
Nine Days before the {welling Gale we ran;
The tenth, to make the meeting Land, began:

O3 When
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When riow the merry Mariners, to find

Imagin’d Wealth within, the Bag unbind. |
Forthwith out-rufh’d a Guft, which backwards bore
Our Gallies to the Leffrigonian Shore, }
Whofe Crown ntipates the T'yrant wore.

Some few commiffion’d were with Speed to treat ;

We to his Court repair, his Guards we meet.

Two friendly Flight preferv’d ; the Third was doom’ d
To-be by thofe curs’d Cannib ﬂs confum’d.
Inhumanly our haplefs Friends they treat ;

Our Men they murder, and deftroy our F IC(.\.

In Time the wife Ulyfjes bore away,

And drop’d his Anchor in yon faithlefs Bay.

The Thoughts of Perils paft we ftill retain,

And fearto land, ’till Lots appoint the Men.

Polites true, Elpenor giv’n to Wine,

Eurylochus, myfelf, the Lots aflign’d.

Defign’d for Dangers, and refolv’d to dare,

"To Circe’s fatal Palace we repair,

The Enchantments of C 1R C E,

Before the {pacious Front, -a Herd we find
Of Beatfts, the fierceft of the favage Kind.
Our trembling Steps with Blandifhments they meet, .
And fawn, unlike their Species, at our Feet,
Within upon a fumptuous Throne of State,
On golden Columns rais’d th’ Enchantrefs fate,
Rich was her Robe, and amiable her Mein,
Her Afpet awful, and fhe look’d a Queen.
Her Maids not mind the Loom, nor houfhold Care,
Nor wage in Needle-work a S¢ythian War,

But
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But cull in Cannifters difaftrous Flow’rs,
And Plants from haunted Heaths, and fairy Bow’rs, }.
With Brazen Sickles reap at Planetary Hours.
Each Dofe the Goddefs weighs with watchful Eye ;
So nice her Artinimpious Pharmacy!
Ent’ring fhe greets us with a gracious Look,
And Airs, that future Amity befpoke.
Her ready Nymphs ferve up a rich Repait ;
The Bowl fhe dafhes firft, then gives to tafte.
Quick, toourown Undoing, we comply ;
Her Pow’r we prove, and thew the Sorcery.

Soon, in a Length of Face, our Head extends ;
Our Chine ftiff Briftles bears, and forward bends’s
A Breadth of Brawn new burnifhes our Neck ;
Anon we grunt, as we begin to {peak.
Alone Eurylochus refus’d to tafte,
Nor to a Beaft obfcene the Man debas’d.
Hither Ulyjjes haftes ({fo Fates command)
And bears the pow’rful Moly in his Hand 3
Unftheaths his Scymitar, aflaults the Dame,
Preferves his Species, and remains the {ame,
The Nuptial Rite this Qutrage ftrait attends s,
The Dow’r defir’d is his tranfigur’d Friends.
f'he Incantation backward fhe repeats,
Inverts her Rod, and what fhe did defeats..

And now our Skin grows fmooth, our Shape uprights
Our Arms ftretch up, our cloven Feet unite.
With Tears our weeping Gen’ral: we embrace ;
Hang on his Neck, and melt upon his Face,
Twelve Silver Moons in Circe’s Court we ftay,.
Whilit there they wadte th’ unwilling Hours away.

0O 4 *Twas
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"Twas here I {py’d a Youth in Parian Stone;

His Head a Pecker bore'; the Caufe unknown

To Paffengers. A Nymph of Circe’s Train

The Myfry thus attempted to explain,

T/}e"Simy of Prcus and Canens,

Pieus, who once th’> dufonian Sceptre held,
Could rein the Steed, ‘and fit him for the Field,
So like he was to what you fee, that ftill
We doubt if real, or the Sculptor’s Skill.

The Graces in the finifh’d Piece, 'you find,

Are but the Copy of his fairer Mind.

Four Lufires {carce the Royal Youth could name,
“Till ev’ry Love-fick Nymph confefs’d a Flame.
Oft for his Love the Mountain Dryads {u’d,

And ev’ry Silver Sifter of the Flood :

Thofe of Numicus, Albuia, and thofe

Where Almo creeps, and hafty Nar o’erflows ¢
‘Where fedgy Anio glides thro’ fmiling Meads,
Where fhady Farfar ruftles in the Reeds : _
And thofe that love the Lakes, and Homage owe
To the chafte Goddefs of the Silver Bow.

In vain each Nymph her brighteft Charms puts oty
‘His Heart no Sov’reign would obey, but one:
She whom Zenilia, on Mount Palasine,

"T'o Fanus bore, the faireft of her Line.

Nor did her Face alone her Charms confefs,

Her Voice was ravithing, and pleas’d no lefs.
When-e’er fhe fung, fo melting were her Strains,
The Flocks unfed {feem’d lif’ning on the Plains ;
The Rivers would ftand fill, the Cedars bend ;
And Birds negle& their Pinions to attend ;

The
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The Savage Kind in Foreft-Wilds.grow tame
And Canensy from her heav’nly Voice, her Name. -

Hymen had now in fome ill-fated Hour -

Their Hands united, as their Hearts before. -
‘Whilft their {foft Moments in Delights they wafte,
And each new Day was dearer than the paft;
Picuswould fometimes o’er the Forefts rove,

And mingle Sports with Intervals of Love.
It chanc’d, as once the foaming Boar he chac’d,
His Jewels fparkling én his Tyréan Veft, -
Lafcivious Circe well the Youth {furvey’d,

As fimpling on the flow’ry Hills fhe ftray’d,

Her withing Eyes their filent Meflage tell,

And from her Lap the verdant Mifchief fell,

As fhe attempts at Words, his Courfer {prings
O’er Hills and Lawns, and ev’h a Wifh outwings. -

Thou fhalt not ’fcape me fo, pronounc’d the Dame,
If Plants have Pow’r, and Spells be not a Name.
She faid---and forthwith form’d a Boar of Air,
That fought the Covert with diffembled Fear.,
Swift to the T'hicket Picus wings his Way
On Foot, to chafe the vifionary Prey. -

Now fhe invokes the Daughters of thé Night,
Does noxious Juices {mear, and Charms recite ;
Such as can veil the Moon’s more feeble Fire,

Or thade the Golden Luftre of her Sire.
In filthy Fogs {he hides the chearful Noon ;'
The Guard at Diftance, and the Youth alone,
By thofe fair Eyes, fhe cries, and ev’ry Grace
That finith all the Wonders of your Face,
Oh! I conjure thee, hear a Queen complain;
Nor let the Sun’s foft Lineage {ue in vain,
(@ 2 Whee
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Who-¢’er thou art, reply’d the King, forbear,
None can my Paffion with my Cauens fhare.
She firft my ev’ry tender With pofleft,

And found the foft Approaches to my Breaft,
In Nuptials bleft, each loofe Defire we thun,
NorTime can end, what Innocence begun.

Think not, fhe cry’d, to faunter out a Life
Of Form, with that domeftic Drudge, 'a Wife;
My juft Revenge, dull Fool, ere-long fhall fhow
What Ills we Women, if refus’d, can do: }
Think me a Woman, and a Lover too.

From dear fuccefsful Spight we hope for Eafe,
Nor fail to punifh, where we fail to pleafe.

Now twice to Eaft fhe turns, as oft to Wett;

‘"Thrice waves her Wand, asoft a2 Charm expreft.

Oun thé loft Youth her magic Pow’r fhe tries ;

Aloft he {fprings and wonders how he flics.

On painted Plumes the Woods he feeks, and il
The Monarch Oak he pierces with his Bill.
"Thus chang’d, no more o’er Latiog Lands he reigns ;
Of Picus nothing but the Name remains.

‘The Winds from drifling Jampa now purge the Air,
I hc Mift fubfides, the fprmng Skies are fair :

Fhe Court their Sovereign feek with Arms in Hand,
They threaten Circe, and their Lord demand.

Quick fhe inyokes the Spirits of the Air,
And twilight Elves, that on.dun Wings repadir %
T'o Charnels, and th’ unhallow’d Sepulchre.

Mow, firange to tell, the Plants fiveat Drops of Bhood,
The T'rees are tofs’d from Forefts where they food ;
Blue Serpents o’er the tainted Herbage flide,

Pale glaring Spetres on the ZE1her ride ;

Degs
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Dogs howl, Earth yawns, rent Rocks forfake their Beds, .
And from the Quarries heave their ftubborn Heads.
The fad Spetators, ftiffen’d with their Fear }
She fees, and fuddenev’ry Limb the {mears;
Then each of favage Beafts the Figure bears.

The Sun did now. to-Weftern Waves retire, .
In Tides to temper his bright World of Fire,.
Canens laments her Royal Hufband’s Stay ;
11l fuits fond Love with Abfence; or Delay..
Where fhe commands, her ready People runs:
She wills, retra&s; bids, and forbids anon..
Reftlefs in Mind, anddying with Defpair,.
Her Breafts fhe beats,. and tears er flowing Hair,.
Six Days, and Nights, the wanders on, as Chance.
Dire&@s, without or Sleep,. or Suftenance..
Tiber at laft beholds the weeping Fair;
Her feeble Limbs no more the Mourner bear:;
Stretch’d on his Banks, fhe to the Flood complains,,
And faintly tunes her Voice to dying Strains.
The fick’ning Swan thus hangs her filver Wings,
And, as the droops, her Elegy fhe fings.
Ere long-{ad Cazens waftes to Air; whilft Fame:
The Place fill honours with her haplefs Name..

Here did the tender T'alé of Picusceafe,
Above Belief the Wonder, I confefs.
Again we {ail; but-more Difafters meet,
Foretold by Circe, to our {uff’ring Fleet..
Myfelf unable further Woes to bear,
Declin’d the Voyage, and am refug'd here..

Q6 ENEA
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ENEAS arrives in ITaLy.

hus Macareus---Now with a pious Aim
Had good Z#neas rais’d a fun’ral Flame, }
In Honour of his hoary Nurfe’s Name,
Her Epitaph he fix’d; and fetting Sail,
Cajeta left, and catch’d at ev’ry Gale.
He fteer’d at Diftance from the faithlefs Shore
Where the falfe Goddefs reigns with fatal Pow’r ;
And fought thofe grateful Groves that thade the Plain,
Where Tyber rouls majeftick to the Main, }
And fattens, as he runs, the fair Campain.
His kindred Gods the Hero’s Withes crown
With fair Lawinia, and Laetinus’ Throne : }
But not without a War the Prize he won.
Drawn up in bright Array the Battle ftands
Zurnus with Arms his promis’d Wife demands,
Hetrurians, Latians equal Fortune fhare ;
And doubtful long appears the Face of War.
Both Pow’rs from nelghb’ung Princes feck Supplies,
And Embaffies appoint for new Allies.
Aineas, for Relief,” Evander moves ;
His Quarrel he afferts, his Caufe approves.
The bold Rutilians, with an equal Speed,
Sage Venelus difpatch to Diomede.
The King, late Griefs revolving in his Mind,
Thefe Ruafons for Neutrality aflign’d.
Shall I, of one poor dotal Town pofieft,
My People thin, my wretched Country wafte ;
An exil’d Prince, and on a fhaking Throne;
Or rifk my Patron’s Subjes, or my own ?
You’ll grieve the Harfhnefs of our Hap to hear;
Nor can I tell the Tale without a Tear,

Tie
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The Adventures of DIOMEDE S,

After fam’d Ilium was by Argives won, ‘
And Flames had finifh’d what the Sword begun,

Pallas, incens’d, purfu’d us to the Main, .
In Vengeance of her violated Fane:

Alone Oiléus.forc’d the Trojan Maid,
Yet all were punifh’d for the brutal Deed.
A Storm begins, the raging Waves run high,
The Clouds look heavy, and benight the Sky ;
Red Sheets of Light’ning o’er the Seas are fpread,
Our Tackling yields, and Wrecks at laft fucceed.
’Tis tedious our difaft’rous State to tell ;-
Ev’n Priam wou’d have pity’d what befell.
Yet Pallas {av’d me from the fwallowing Main ;
At home new Wrongs to meet, as Fates ordain.
Chac’d from my Country, I once more repeat
All Suff’rings Seas could give, or War compleat,
For Venus, mindful of her Wound,. decreed
Still new Calamities fhould paft fucceed.
Agmon, impatient thro’ fucceflive Ills,
With Fury, Love’s bright Goddefs thus reviles :«x
"Thefe Plagues in {pight to Diomede are fent;
. 'The Crime is his, but ours the Punifthment.
Let each, my Friends, her puny Spleen defpife,
And dare that haughty Harlot of the Skies,

The reft of Adgmon’s Infolence complain,

And of Irreverence the Wretch arralgx\
About to anfwer, his blafpheming Throat

Contralls, and fhrieks in fome difdainful Note,
‘T'o his new Skin a Fleece of Feather clings,
Hides his late Arms, and lengthens into Wings.
The
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The lower Features of his Face extend,

Warp into Horn,. and in a Beak defcend.

Some more experience Agnox’'s Deftiny,.

And wheeling in the Air, like Swans they fly

Thefe thin Remains to Daunus’ RealmsI bring,,

And here Ireign, a poor precarious King.

The Transformation of A PP ULUS

Thus Diomedes. Venulus withdraws:;-

Unfped the Service of the common Caufe..

Puteol; he pafles, and furvey’d.

A Cave long honour’d for its-awful-Shade.

Here trembling Reeds exclude the piercing Ray- ;
Here Streams in gentle Falls thro> Windings ftray, }
And with a paffing Breath cool Zephyrs play. :
The Goat-herd God frequents the filent Place, .

As once the Wood-Nymphs of the Sylvan Race..

'Till Appulns with-a dithoneft Air,

And grofs Behaviour, banifh’d thence the Fair..

The bold Buffoon, when-e’er they-tread the Greens,
Their. Motion mimicks, but with Geft obfcene.

Loofe Language oft he utters; but ere-long

A Bark in filmy Net-work binds his Tongue.

Thus chang’d, a bafe wild Olive he remains;

The Shrub the Coarfenc{s of the Clowa retains..

The Trojan Ships transform’d to Sea-
MNymphs..

Mean-while the Lazians all their Pow’r-prepare,
’Gainft Fortune, and the Foe to pufh the War.
With Phrygian Blood the floating Fields they ftain ;-
But, fhort of Succours, ftill.contend in vain,
5 Turnus



Book XIV. Ovip’s Metamorphofes. 303

T urnus remarks the Zrojan Fleet ill mann’d,.
Unguarded, and at Anchor near the Strand ;

He thought; and ftrait a lighted Brand he bore,

And Fire invades what ’{cap’d the Waves before.

The Billows from the kindling Prow retire ;
Pitch, Rofin, Searwood on red Wings afpire, %
And Zulcan on the Seas exerts his' Attribute of Fire,

This when the Mother of the Gods beheld,

Her tow’ry Crown fhe fhook, and ftood reveal’d ;
Her brindled Lions rein’d unveil’d her Head,
- And hov’ring o’er her favour’d Fleet, fhe faid :

Ceafe Turnus, and the heav’nly Pow’rs refpe&,
Nor dare to violate, what I protect. .'a""

Thefe Gallies, once fair Trees on Ia"a ftood,
And gave their Shade to each defcending God,
Nor fhall confume ; irrevocable Fate

Allots their Being no determin’d Date.

Strait Peals of Thunder Heav’n’s high Arches rend,
The Hail-ftones leap, the Show’rs in Spouts defcend,
The Winds with widen’d Throats the Signal give ;
The Cables break, the fmoaking Veflels drive.

Now, wondrous, as they beat the foaming Flood,
The Timber {oftens into Flefh, and Blood ;

The Yards and Oars new Arms and Legs defign ;
A Trunk the Hull; the flender Keel, a Spine;
The Prow a female Face; and by degrees

The Gallies rife green Daughters of the Seas.
Sometimes on Coral Beds they fit in State, =

Or wanton on the Waves they fear’d of late.
The Barks that beat the Seas are ftill their Care,
Them{clves remembering what of late they were;
To fave a Trgjan Sail in Throngs they prefs,

But fmile to fee Alcinous in Diftrefs,

Unable
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Unable were thofe Wonders to deter V

The Latians from their unfuccefsful War.

Both Sides for doubtful Viéory contend ;

And on their Courage, and their Gods depend,

Nor bright Lawinia, nor Latinus’ Crown,

‘Warm' their great Souls to War, like fair Renown, -

Venusat laft beholds her Godlike Son :

Triumphant, and the Field of Battle won ; -

Brave Tarnus flain, ftrong 4rdea but a Name,

And bury’d in fierce Deluges of Flame. .

Her Tow’rs, that boafted once a Sov’reign Sway

The Fate of fancy’d Grandeur now betray.

A famifh’d Heron from the Afhes {prings,

And béats the Ruin with difaftrons Wings.

Calamities of Towns diftreft fhefeigns,

And oft, with woful Shrieks, of War complaing, .

The De,ﬁmlion of ANE A S,

Now had Zneas, as ordain’d by Fate,

Surviv’d the Period of Sazurnia’s Hate:

And by a fure irrevocable Doom,

_Fix’d the immortal Majefty of Rome.

Fit for the Station of his kindred Stars,

His Mother Goddefs thus her Suit prefers.
Almighty Arbiter, whofe pow’rful Nod

Shakes diftant Earth, and bows our own Abode;- ;

To thy great Progeny indulgent be,

And rank the Goddefs-born a Deity.

Already has he veiw’d, with mortal Eyes,

Thy Brother’s Kingdoms of the nether Skies.
Forthwith a Conclave of the Godhead meets,

Where Funo in the fhining Senate fits,
' Res
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Remorfe for paft Revenge the Goddefs feels ;

Then thund’rifig Fowvs th’ Almighty Mandate feals ;-
Allots the Prince of his Celeftial Line

An Apoz‘/yeof:, and Rites Divine,

The cryftal Manfions eccho with Applaufe, :
And, with her Graces, Love’s bright Queen withdraws.s 5
Shoots in a Blaze of Light aloﬁcr the Skies,

And, born by Turtles, to Laurentum flies.

Alights, where thro’ the Reeds Numicius frays,
And to the Seas his watry Tribute pays.

The God fhe fupplicates to wath away ¥

The Parts more grofs, and-fubje& to Decay, - }
And cleanfe the Goddefs-born from Seminal Allay.
The horned Flood with glad Attention ftands,

Then bids his Streams obey their Sire’s Commandss

His better Parts by Luftral Waves refin’d,

More pure, and nearer to therial Mind ;
With Gums of fragrant Scent the Goddefs ftrews,
And on his Features breathes ambrofial Dews.
Thus deify’d, new Honours Rome decrees, -
Shrines, Feftivals ; and ftyles him Indzges.

The Line of the LaT1an Kings.

Afcanius now the Latian Sceptre {ways 3
The Albaz Nation Sylvius next obeys.
Then young Latinus : Next an Alba came,
The Grace, and Guadrdian of the 4/baz Name.
Then Epitus ; then gentle Capys reign’d ;
Then Capetis the regal Pow’r fuftain’d.
Next he who perifh’d on the Zu/can Flood,’

And honour’d with his Name the River God,
Now
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Now haughty Remulus begun his Reign,

Who fell by Thunder he afpir'd to feign..

Meek dcrete fucceeded to the Crown s ._
From Peace endeavoaring, more than Arms, Renown, }
Ta Aventinus well refign’d his Throne.
‘The Mount on, which he rul’d preferves his Name,
And Procas wore the .chéal,Diadem.\

The Story of VERTUMNUS and Pomora.

A.Hama-Dryad flourifh’d in thefe Days,
Her Name Pomona,. from her Woodland Race.
In Garden Culture none could fo excel,
Or form the pliant Souls of Plants fo well 5
Or to the Fruit more gen’rous Flavours lend,
Or teach the Trees with nobler Loads to bend.
The Nymph frequented not the flatt’ring Stream,
Nor Meads, the Subjectofa Virgin’s Dream ;
But to fuch Joys her Nurs’ry did prefer,.
Alone to tend her vegetable Care..
A Pruning-hook the.carry’d in her Hand,
And taught the Stragglers to obey Command ;
Left the licentious, and unthrifty Bough,.
"The too-indulgent Parent fHould ando.
She fhows, how Stocks invite to their Embrace-
A Graft, and naturalize a foreign Race
T'o mend: the Salvage Teint; and in.its Stead
Adopt new MNature, and a nobler Breed.
Now hourly fhe obferves her-growing Care.
And guards their Non-age from the bleaker Air:
Then opes her ftreaming Sluices, to fupply

With flowing Draughts her thirfty Family.
Long
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Long had fhe labour’d to continue free- - :

From Chains of Love, and nuptial Tyranny

‘And 1n her Orchard’s {fmall Extent 1mmur’d

Her vow’d Virginity fhe ftill fecur’d.

Oft would loofe Pan, and all the luftful Train

Of Satyrs, tempt her Innocence in vain. : :

Silenus, that old Dotard, own’d a Flame ; :

And he that frights the Thieves with Stratagem g

Of Sword, and fomething elfe too grofs to name.

Pertumnus too purfue’d the Maid no lefs;

But, with his Rivals, thar’d a Tike Succefs,

To gain Accefs a thoufand Ways he tries ;

Oft, in the Hind, the Lover would difguife.

The heedlefs Lout comes fhambling on, and feems

Juft fweating from the Labour of his Teams.

‘I'hen, from the Harveft, of the mimick Swain

Seems bending with a Load of bearded Grain,

Sometimes a Dreffer of the Vine he feigns,

And lawlefs Tendrils to their Bounds reftrains,

Sometimes his Sword a Soldier fhews; his Rod,

An Angler ;- ftill {o various is the God.

Now, in a Forehead-Cloth, fome Crone he feems,

A Staff fupplying the Defe& of Limbs; -

Admittance thus he gains; admires the Store

Of faireft Fruit; the fair Poffeffor more;

"Then gree#s her with aKifs: Th’ unpractis’d Dame

Admir’d a Grandame kifs’d with fuch a Flame.

Now, feated by her,-he beholds a Vine’

Around an Elm in am’rous Foldings twine.

If that fair Elm, he cry’d, alone fhould ftand,

No Grapes would glow with Gold, and tempt the Hand;

Or 1f that Vine wnhout her Elm fhould grow,

*I'would creep a poor negle@ed Shrub below.

4
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o
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Be then, fair Nymph, by thefe Examples led ;
Nor thun, for fancy’d Fears, the Nuptial Bed.
Not fhe for whom the Lapithites took Arms,

Nor Sparta’s Queen, could boaft fuch heavenly Charms.
And if you would on Woman’s Faith rely,

None can your Choice direét {o well as L.

Tho’ old, {o much Pomona I adore,

Scarce does the bright Pertumnus love her more.
>Tis your fair felf alonehis Breaft infpires

With fofteft Withes and unfoil’d Defires.

Then fly all vulgar Followers, and prove
The*God of Seafons only worth your Love:

On my Afurance well you may repofe;
Vertumnus {carce Vertumnus better knows.

True to-his Choice, all loofer Flames he flies ;
Nor for new Faces fafhionably dies.

The Charms of Youth, and ev’ry fmiling Grace
Bloom in his Features, and the God confefs.
Befides, he puts onev’ry Shape at Eafe ;

But thofe the moft, that beft Pomona pleafe.

Still to oblige heris her Lover’s Aim ;

Their Likings and Averfions are the fame.

Nor the fair Fruit your burthen’d Branches bear;
Nor all the youthful Produét of the Year,

Could bribe his Choice; yourfelf alone can prove
A fit Reward for {o refin’d a Love.

Relent, fair Nymph, and with a kind Regret,
Think ’tis Vertumnus weeping at your Feet.

A Tale attend, thro’ Cyprus known, to prove
How Penus once reveng’d neglectee Love.
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The Story of Ipnis and ANAXARETE,

Iphis, of vulgar Birth, by Chance had view’d

Yair Araxarete of Teucer’s Blood.

Not long had he beheld the Royal Dame,

Ere the bright Sparkle kindled into Flame,

Oft did he ftruggle with ajuft Defpair,

Unfix’d to ask, unable to forbear.

But Love who flatters ftill his own Difeafe,

Hopes all Things will fucceed, he knows will pleafe,
Where-e’er the Fair One haunts, he hovers there;
And feeks her Confident with Sighs, and Pray’r;
Or Letters he conveys, that feldom prove
Succefslefs Meffengers in Suits of Love.

Now fhiv’ring at her Gates the Wretch appears, =3
And Myrtle Garlands on the Columns rears, %
Wet with a Deluge of unbidden Tears.

"The Nymph more hard than Rocks, more deafthan Seas,
Derides his Pray’rs; infults his Agonies ;

Arraigns of Infolence th’ afpiring Swain

' And takes a cruel Pleafure in his Pain.

Refolv’d at laft to finifh his Defparr,

e thus upbraids th’ inexorable Fair. :

O dnaxarere, at laft fofget

"The Licence of a Paflion indifcreet.

Now triumph, fince a welcome Sacrifice

Your Slave prepares, to offer to your Eyes,
My Life, without Relu&ance, I refign;

That Prefent beft can pleafe a Pride like thine.,
But, O! forbear to blaft a Flame fo bright,
Doom’d never to expire, but with the Light.

And
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And you, great Pow’rs, do Juftice to my Name ;

The Hours, you take from Life, reftore to Fame.
Theno’erthe Pofts, once hung with Wreaths, he throwa

The ready Cord, and fits the fatal Noofe ;

For Death prepares; and bounding from above,

At once the Wretch concludes his Life, and Love.
Ere-long the People gather, and the Dead

Is to his mourning Mother’s Arms convey’d.

Firft, like fome ghaftly Statue, fhe appears;

Then bathes the breathlefs Corfe in Seas of Tears,

And gives it to the Pile ; now as the Throng

Proceed in fad Solemnity along,

T'o view the pafing Pomp, the cruel Fair

Haftes, and beholds her breathlefs Lover there,

. Struck with the Sight, inanimate fhe feems;

Set are her Eyes, and motionlefs her Limbs :

Her Features without Fire, her Colour gone,

And like her Heart, fhe hardens into Stone.

In Salamis the Statue ftill is feen,

In the fam’d Temple of the Cyprian Queen.

Warn’d by the Tale, ‘no longer then difdain,

O Nymph belov’d, to eafe a Lover’s Pain.

So may the Frofts in Spring your Blofloms {pare,

And Winds their rude Autumnal Rage forbear.
'The Story oft Vertumnus urg’d in vain,

But then affTum’d his heav’nly Form again.

Such Looks, and Luftre the bright Youth adorn,

As when with Rays glad Phabus paints the Morn,

The Sight fo warms the fair admiring Maid,

Like Snow fhe melts : So foon can Youth perfuade.

Confent, on eager Wings, fucceeds Defire ;

And both the Lovers glow with mutual Fire,

The
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The Liatian Line continued.

Now Procas yielding to the Fates, his Son
Mild Numitor {ucceeded to the Crown.
But falfe dmulins, with a lawlefs Pow’r,
At length depos’d his Brother Numitor.
Then 7Za’s valiant Iffue, with the Sword,
Her Parent re-inthron’d, the rightfal Lord.
Next Romulus to people Rome contrives ;
The joyous T'ime of Pales’ Feafts arrives ; }
He gives the Word to feize the Szbine Wives.
The Sires cm:ag’d take Arms, by Zatius led,
Bold to revenge their violated Bed.
A Fort there was, not yet unknown to Fame,
Call’d the Zarpeian, its Commander’s Name.
This by the falfe Tarpeia was betray’d,
But Death well recompens’d the treach’rous Maid.
The Foe on this new-bought Succefs relies,
And filent, march ; the City to furprize.
Saturnia’s Arts with Sabine Arms combine
But Zenus countermines the vain Defign ;
Intreats the Nymphs that o’er the Springs prefide,
Which near the Fane of hoary Fanus glide,
To fend their Succours ; ev’ry Urn they drain,
To fop the Sabines Progrefs, but in vain.

The Naiads now more Stratagems effay ;
And kindling Sulphur to each Source convey,
The Floods ferment, hot Exhalations rife,
"Till from the {calding Ford the Army fligs.
Soon Remulus appears in fhinipg Arms,
And to the War the Roman Legions warms,

Vor,II P The
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The Battle rages, and the Field is fpread

With nothing, but the Dying, and the*Dead.

Both Sides confent to treat without Delay,

And their two Chiefs at once the Sceptre {way.

But Zatius by Lawvinian Fury flain ;

Great Romulus continu’d long to reign.

The Affumption of RomuLUS,

Now Warrior Mars his burnifh’d Helm puts on,
And thus addrefles Heav’n’s Imperial Throne.
Since the inferior World is now become
One Vaffal Globe, and Colony to Roe,
This Grace, O Jove, for Romulus I claim,
Admit him to the Skies, from whence he came,
Long haft thou promis’d an Atherial State
"To Mars’s Lineage ; and thy Word is Fate.
The Sire, that rules the Thunder, with a Nod,
Declar’d the Fiat, and difmifs’d the God.
Soon as the Pow’r Armipotent {furvey’d
The flathing Skies, the Signal he obey’d ;
And leaning on his Lance, he mounts his Carr,
' His fiery Courfers lafhlng thro’ the Air.
Mount Palatine he gains, and finds his Son
Good Laws enacting on a peaceful Throne;
The Scales of heav’nly Juftice holding high,
With fteady Hand, and a difcerning Eye.
Then vaults upon his Carr, and to the Spheres,
Swift, as a flying Shalft, Rome’s Founder bears,
The Parts more pure, in rifing are refin’d,
The grofs, and perifhable lag behind.
His Shrine in purple Veftments ftands in View 3

He looks a God, and is Quirinus DOWe =
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The Affumption 0_/:' HersiLiA.

Ere-long the Goddefs of the Nuptial Bed,
With Pity mov’d, fends Jrzs in her Stead }
To fad Herfilia—-—~Thus the Meteor Maid : ——
 Chafte Relict! in bright Truth to Heav’n ally’d,
The Sabines Glory, and the Sex’s Pride;
Honour’d on Earth, and worthy of the Love
Of fuch a Spouf'e, as now refides above,
Some Refpite to thy killing Griefs afford ;
And if thou would’ft once more behold {hy Lord,
Retire to yon fleep Mount, with Groves o’er-{pread,
Which with an awful Gloom his Temple thade.
With Fear the modeft Matron lifts her Eyes,
_ And to the bright Embaffadrefs replies: ~——e
O Goddefs, yet to mortal Eyes unknown,
But fure thy various Charms confefs thee one:
O quick to Romulus thy Votrefs bear, ?.
With Looks of Love he’ll fmile away my Care:
In what-¢’er Orb he fhines, my Heav’n is there, $
‘Then haftes with Zi/s to the holy Grove,
And up the Mount Quirinal as they move,
A lambent Flame glides downward thro’ the Afr,
And brightens with a Blaze Her/ilia’s Hair.
Together on the bounding Ray they rife,
Anc thoot a Gleam of Light along the Skies.
With op’ning Arms Quirinus met his Bride,
Now Ora nam’d, and prefs’d her to his Side,

The End of the Fourteenth Book,
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Tranflated by Mr. DrRYDEN, and Others.

Th PYyTHAGOREAN PHILOSOPHY.

By Mr. DRYDEN.

RN KING is fought to guide the growing
State,
o Oneable to fupport the Pubhck Weight
229 And fill the Throne where Romulus had
~ {ate. '
Renown, which oft befpeaks the Pablick Voice,
Had recommended Nuza to their Choice.
A peaceful, pious Prince ; who, not content
To know the Sabine Rites, his Study bent
To cultivate his Mind; to learn the Laws
Of Nature, and explore their hidden Caufe.
P4 Urg’d
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Urg’d by this Care, his Country he forfook,

And to Crotona thence his Journey took.

Arriv'd, he firft enquir'd the Founder’s Name

Of this new Colony; and whence he came,
Then thus a Senior of the Place replies,

(Well read, and curious of Antiquities)

{ s faid, dlcides hither took his Way

From Spain, and drove along his conquer’d Prey ;
‘Then, leaving in the Fields his grazing Cows,

He fought himfelf fome hofpitable Houfe -

Good Croton entertain’d his Godlike Gueft ;

While he repair’d his wearied Limbs with Reft,

The Hero, thence departing, blefs’d the Place ;
And here, ke faid, in Time’s revolving Race,

A rifing Town fhall take its Name from thee,
Revolving Time fulfil’d the Prophecy :

For Myfeelos, the jufteft Man on Earth,

Alemon’s Son, at Argos had his Birth :

Him Hercules, arm’d with his Club of Oak,
O’erthadow’d in a Dream, and thus befpoke :

Go, leave thy native Soil, and make Abode,

Where Afaris rowls down his rapid Flood ; }
He faid ; and Sleep forfook him, and the God.
Trembling he wak’d, and rofe with anxious Heart ;
His Country Laws forbad him to depart :

What thouw’d he do? "Twas Death to g0 away,

And the God menac’d, if he dard to ftay.

All Day he doubted, and when Night came on,
Sleep, and the fame forewarning Dream, begin :
Once more the God ftood threatening o’er his Head;
With added Curfes if he difobey’d.

Twice warn’d, he ftudy’d Flight ; but wou’d convey,

At once, his Perfon, and his Wealth away ¢
Thus
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Thus while he linger’d, his Defign was heard
A fpeedy Procefs form’d, and Death declar’d,
Witnefs there needed none of his Offence;
Againft himfelf the Wretch was Evidence:
Condemn’d, and deftitute of human Aid,
T him, for whom he fuffer’d, thus he pray’d.

O Pow’r, who haft deferv’d in Heav’n a Throne,
Not giv’n, but by thy Labours made thy own,
Pity thy Suppliant, and prote& his Caufe,
Whom thou haft made obnoxious to the Laws.

A Cuftom was of old, and ftill remains,
Which Life, or Death by Suffrages ordains:
White Stones, and Black within an Urn are cait.
The firlt abfolve, but Fate is in the laft,
The Judges to the common Urn bequeath
Their Votes, and drop the fable Signs of Death ;
The Box receives all Black, but, pour’d from thence,
The Stones came candid forth ; the Hue of Innocence.
Thus Alemonides his Safety won,
Preferv’d from Death by dlcumena’s Son :
Then to his Kinfman-God his Vows he pays,
And cuts with profp’rous Gales th? Jonian Seas:
He leaves 7 arentum favour’d by the Wind,
And Thurine Bays, and Zemifes, behind ;
Soft Sybaris, and all the Capes that ftand
Along the Shore, he makes in Sight of Land ;
Still doubling, and ftill coafting, ’till he found
The Mouth of %/faris, and promis’d Ground;
Then {aw, where, on the Margin of the Flood,
The Tomb that held the Bones of Croton ftood :
Here, by the God’s Command, he built, and wall’d
The Place predicted ; and Crofona call’d,

LN Thus
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Thus Fame, fiom Time to Time, delivers down
The fure Tradition of th’ Jtzlian Town.
Here dwelt the Mandivine, whom Szos bore,
But now Self-banifh’d from his native Shore,
Becaufe he hated Tyrants, nor cou’d bear
The Chains, which none but fervile Souls will wear,
He, tho’ from Heav’n remote, to Heav’n cou’d move,
With Strength of Mind, and tread th’ Abyfs above ;
And penetrate, with hisinterior Light,
Thoie upper Depths, which Nature hid from Sight:
And what he had obferv’d, and learnt from thence,
Lov’d in familiar Language to difpenfe.
The Crowd with filent Admiration ftand,
And heard him, as they heard their God’s Command ;
While he difcours’d of Heav’n’s myfterious Laws,
The World’s Original, and Natare’s Caufe ;
And what was God ; and why the fleecy Snows
In Silence fell, and rattling Winds arofe ;
What fhook the ftedfaft Earth, and whence begun
The Dance of Planets round the radiant Sun - s
If Thunder was the Voice of angry Fowe,
Or Clouds, with Nitre pregnant, burft above:
Of thefe, and Things beyond the common Reach,
He fpoke, and charm’d his Audience with his Speech,
He firft the Tafte of Fleth from Tables drove,
And argu’d well, 1f Arguments cou’d move.
O Mortals, from your Fellow’s Blood abftain,
Nor taint your Bodies with a Food profane :
While Corn, and Pulfe by Nature are beftow’d,
And planted Orchards bend their willing Load ;
‘While labour’d Gardens wholefome Herbs produce,
And teeming Vines afford their gen’rous Juice ;

Nor
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Nor tardier Fruits of cruder Kind are loft,
But tam’d with Fire, or mellow’d by the Froft;
While Kine to Pails diftended Udders bring,

- And Bees their Honéy redolent of Spring;

While Earth not only can your Needs {fupply,
But, lavifh of her Store, provides for Luxury 3
A guiltlefs Feaft adminifters with Eafe,
And without Blood is prodigal to pleafe.
Wild Beafts their Maws with their {lain Brethren fill 5
And yet not all, for fome refufe to kall ; '
Sheep, Goats, and Oxen, and the nobler Steed,
On Browze, and Corn, and flow’ry Meadows, feeds
Bears, Tigers, Wolves, the Lion’s angry Brood,
Whom Heav’n endu’d with Principles of Blood,,
He wifely funder’d from the reft, to yell
In Forefts, and in lonely Caves to dwell;
Where ftronger Beafts opprefs the Weak by Might;.
And all in Prey, and purple Fealfts delight. *
O impious Ufe! to Nature’s Laws oppos’d,.
Where Bowels are in other Bowels clos’d,
Where fatten’d by their Fellow’s Fat, they thrives:
Maintain’d by Murder, and by Death they live.
’Tis then for nought, that Mother Earth provides.
The Stores of all fhe fhows, and allfhe hides, .
If Men with flethy Morfels muft be fed,.
And chew with bloody Teeth the breathing Bread s
What elfe is this, but to devour our Guefts,
And barb’roully renew Cyclopean Feafts &
We, by deftroying Life, our Life fuftain;
And gorge th’ ungodly Maw with Meats obfcenes.
Not fo the Golden Age, who fed on Fruit,
Nor durft with bloody Meals their Mouths pollute.
P o6 Then
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Then Birds in airy Space might fafely move,
And tim’rous Hares on Heath {ecurely rove:
Nor needed Fith the guileful Hooks to fear,
For all was peaceful ; and that Peace fincere,
Whoever was the Wretch, (and curs’d be he)
Thatenvy’d firt our Food’s Simplicity,
Th’ Effay of bloody Feafts on Brutes began,
And after forg’d a Sword to murder Man.
Had he the fharpen’d Steel alone employ’d
On Beafts of Prey, that other Beafts deftroy’d,
Or Man invaded with their Fangs and Paws,
This had been juftified by Nature’s Laws,
And Self-defence : But who did Feafts begin
Of Flefh, he ftretch’d Neceflity to Sin.
To kill Man-killers, Man has lawful Pow’r,
But not th’ extended Licence, to.devour.

Iif Habits gather by unfeen Degrees,
As Brooks make Rivers, Rivers run to Seas.
The Sow, with her broad Snout, for rooting up,
Th’ intrufted Seed, was judg’d to fpoil the Crop, }
And intercept the fweating Farmer’s Hope:
The covetous Churl, of anforgiving Kind,
The Goat came next in Order to be try’d :
Th’ Offender to the bloody Prieft refign’d :
Her Hunger was no Plea: For that fhe dy’d.
The Goat had cropt the Tendrils of the Vine : g
In Vengeance, Laity and Clergy join,
Where one had loft his Profit, one his Wine.
Here was, at leaft, fome Shadow of Offence;;
The Sheep was facrific’d on no Pretence, %
But meek, and unrefifting Innocence.
A patient, ufeful Creature, born to bear

Thewarm,and woolly Fleece, that cloath’d her Murderer;
And
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And daily to give down the Milk fhe bred,
A Tribute for the Grafs on which fhe fed.
Living, both Food and Raiment fhe {upplies,
And is of leaft Advantage when fhe dies.
How did the toiling Ox his Death deferve,
A downright fimple Drudge, and born to ferve?
O Tyrant! with what Juftice canft thou hope
The Promife of the Year, a plenteous Crop ;
When thou deftroy’ft thy lab’ring Steer, who tith'd,
And plough’d with Pains, thy elfe ungrateful Field ?
From his yet reeking Neck, to draw the Yoke,
That Neck, with which the {urly Clods he broke ;'
And to the Hatchet yield thy Husbandman,
Who finith’d Autumn, and the Spring began!
Nor this alone! but Heav’n it{elf to bribe,
We to the Gods our impious Aéts afcribe :
PFirft recompence with Death their Creatures Toil 5
Then call the Blefs’d above to fhare the Spoil :
The faireft Vi&tim muft the Pow’rs appeafe,
{So fatal ’tis fometimes too much to pleafe!)
A purple Fillet his broad Brows adorns,
With éow"ry Garlands crown’d, and gilded Horns :
- He hears the murd’rous Pray’r the Prieft prefers,
But underftands not, ’tis his Doom he hears:
Beholds the Meal betwixt his Temples caft,
(The Frait and Produ& of his Labours paft ;)
And in the Water views perhaps the Knife
Uplifted, to deprive him of his Life;
Then broken up alive, his Entrails {ees
Torn out, for Priefts t’ infpet the Gods decrees.
From whence, O mortal Men, this Guft of Blood
~ Have you deriv’d, and interdicted Food ¢
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Be taught by me this dire Delight to {hun,
Warn’d by my Precepts, by my Prattice won :
And when you eat the well-deferving Beaft,
Think, on the Lab’rour of your Field you feaft.

Now fince the God infpires me to proceed,
Be that, whate’er infpiring Pow’r, obey’d.
For I will fing of mighty Myfteries,
Of Truths conceal’d before, from human Eyes,' }
Dark Oracles unveil, and open all the Skies.
Pleas’d as I am towalk along the Sphere
Of fhining Stars, and travel with the Year,
To leave the heavy Earth, and {cale the Height
Of Atlas, who fupports the heav’nly Weight ;
To look from upper Light, and thence furvey
Miftaken Mortals wand’ring from the Way,
And wanting Wifdom, fearful for the State
Of future Things, and trembling at their Fate!

- Thofe I would teach ; and by right Reafon bring

To think of Death, as but an idle Thing,
Why thus affrighted at an empty Name,
A Dream of Darknefs, and fictitious Flame ?
Vain Themes of Wit, which but in Poems pafs,
And Fables of a World, that never was!
What feels the Body, when the Soul expires,
By Time corrupted, or confum’d by Fires ?
Nor dies the Spirit, but new Life repeats
In other Forms, and only changes Seats.

Ev’n I, who thefe myfterious Truths declare,
Was once Euphorbus in the Trojan War ;
My Name, and Lineage I remember well,
And how in Fight by Sparta’s King I fell,
In Argive Funo’s Fane I late beheld
My Buckler hung on high, and own my former Shield.

4 Then
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Then, Death, fo call’d, is but old Matter drefs’d

In fome new Figure, and a vary’d Veft: :
Thus all Things are but alter’d, nothing dies ;
And here, and there th’ unbody’d Spirit flies,
By Time, or Force, or Sicknefs difpoffeft,
And lodges, where it lights, in Man or Beaft ;
Or hunts without, ’till ready Limbs it find,
And attuates thofe according to their Kind;
From Tenement to Terementis tofs’d,
The Soul is fill the fame, the Figure only loft:
And, as the foften’d Wax new Seals receives,
'This Face aflumes, and that Impreflion leaves ;
Now call’d by one, now by another Name ;
The Form is only chang’d, the Wax is ftill the {fame:
So Death, fo call’d, can but the Form deface ;
Th’ immortal Soul flies out in empty Space, - }
To feek her Fortune in fome other Place,

Then let not Piety be put to Flight,
To pleafe the Tafte of Glutton Appetite ;
But {uffer inmate Souls fecure to dwell,
Left from their Seats your Parent you expel 3
With rapid Hunger feed upon your Kind,
Or from a Beatft diflodge a Brother Mind.

And fince, like 7yphis parting from the Shore,
In ample Seas I fail, and Depths untry’d before,
This let me further add, "That Nature knows
No ftedfaft Station, but, or ebbs, or flows :
Ever in Motion; fhe defiroys her old,

And caft new Figures, in another Mould.

Ev’n Times are in perpetual Flux, and run,
Like Rivers from their Fountain, rowling on,
For Time, no more than Streams, is at a Stay 3

The flying Houris ever on her Way :
And



e

328 . Oviv’s Metamorphofes. Book XV,

And as the Fountain ftill fupplies her Store,
The Wave behind impels the Wave before ;

~ Thus 1in fucceffive Courfe the Minutes run,
And urge their Predeceflor Minutes on,

Till moving ever new : For former Things
Are fet afide, like abdicated Kings:

And every Moment alters what is done,

And innovates fome A&, ’till then unknown,

Darknefs we {ee emerges into Light,
And fhining Suns defcend to fable Night ;
Ev’n Heav’n itfelf receives another Dye,
When weary’d Animals in Slumbers lie
Of Midnight Eafe : Another, when the Gray
Of Morn preludes the Splendor of the Day.
"T'he Disk of Phazbus, when he climbs on high,
Appears at firft but as a bloodfhot Eye ;
And when his Chariot downwards drives to Bed,
His Ball is with the {fame Suffufion red ;
But mounted high in his Meridian Race
All bright he fhines, and with a better Face :
For there, pure Particles of Zther flow,
Far from th’ Infeion of the World below.

Nor equal Light th’ unequal Moon adorns,
Or in-her waxing, or her waning Horns,
For ev’ry Day fhe wanes, her Face islefs;
But gath’ring into Globe, the fattens at Increafe.

How the four Seafons in four Forms appear,
Refembling human Life in ev’ry Shape they wear?
Spring firft, like Infancy, fhoots out her Head, }

Perceiv’it thou not the Procefs of the Year, }

With milky Juice requiring to be fed :
Helplefs, tho’ frefh, and wanting to be led.
The
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The green Stem grbws in Stature, and in Size,
But only feeds withHope the Farmer’s Eyes ;
"Then laughs the childith Year with Flowrets crown’d,
And lavifhly perfumes the Fields around,
Bat no fubftantial Nourithment receives ;
Infirm the Stalks, unfolid are the Leaves.
Proceeding onward whence the Year began,
The Summel grows adult, and ripens into Man,
This Seafon, as in Men, is moft replete
With kindly Moifture, and prolifick Heat.
Autumn f{ucceeds, a fober tepid Age,
Not froze with Fear, nor boiling into Rage
More than mature, and tendlng to decay,
When our brown Locks repine to mix with adious ggay.

Laft, Winter creeps along with tardy Pace,
Sour is his Front, and furrow’d is his Face;
His Scalp if not dithonour’d quite of Hair,
“Theragged Fleece is thin ; and thin is worfe than bare,

Ev’n our own Bodies daily Change receive,
f Some Part of what was their’s before, they leave ;
Nor are to- day, what Yefterday they were;
Nor the whole Same to-morrow will appear.
Time was, when we were fow’d, and juft began,
From fome few fruitful Drops, the Promife of a Man:
Then Nature’s Hand (fermented as it was)
Moulded to Shape the foft, coagulated Mafs ;
Aud when thelittle Man was fully form’d,
The breathlefs Embryo with a Spirit warm’d ;
But when the Mother’s Throws begin to come,
The Creature, pent within the narrow Room,
Breaks his blind Prifon, pufhing to repair
His ftifled Breath, and draw the living Air;
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Caft on the Margin of the World he lies,

A helplefs Babe, but by Inftiné& he cries.

He next eflays to walk, but downward prefs’d

On four Feet imitates his Brother Beaft :

By flow Degrees he gathers from the Ground

His Legs, and tothe rowling Chair is bound ;

Then walks alone; a Horfeman now become,

. He rides a Stick, and travels round the Room.

In time he vaunts among his youthful Peers,
Strong-bon’d, and firung with Nerves, in Pride of Years,
He runs with Mettle his firft merry Stage,

- Maintains the next, abated of his Rage, }
But manages his Strength, and {pares his Age.

Heavy the third, and fiff, he finks apace,

And tho’ tis down Hill all, but creepsalong the Races
Now faplefs on the Verge of Death he ftands,

- Contemplating his former Féet and Hands ;

And, M:lo-like, his flacken’d Sinews fees, .
And wither’d Arms, once fit to cope with Hercules, E
Unable now to thuke, much lefs to tear the T'rees.

So Helen wept, when her too faithful Glafs
Refletted on her Eyes the Ruins of her Face :
Wond’ring, what Charms her Ravifhers cou’d {py,

To force her twice, or ev’n but once t’ enjoy !

Thy Teeth, devouring Time, thine, envious Age,

On Things below fill exercife your Rage:
With venom’d Grinders you corrupt your Meat,
And then, at lingring Meals, the Morfels eat.

Nor thofe, which Elements we call, abide,
Nor to this Figure, nor to thatare ty’d ;

For this eternal World 1s faid, of old,

But four prolifick Principles to hold,
' “our
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Four different Bodies ;’ two to Heav’n afcend,
And other two down to the Center tend :
Fire firft with Wings expanded mounts on high,
Pure, void of Weight; and dwellsin upper Sky 3
Then Air, becaufe unclog’d in empty Space,
' Flies after Fire, and claims the fecond Place :
But weighty Water, as her Nature guides,
Lieson the Lap of Earth ; and Mother Earth fubfidess

All Things are mix’d of thefe, which all contain,
And into thefe are all refolv’d again : :
Earth rarifies to Dew ; expanded more,

The {ubtil Dew in Air begins to foar ;
Spreads, as fhe flies, and weary of her Name

Extenuates fill, and changes into Flame ;

“hus having by Degrees Perfe&tion won,
Reftlefs they foon antwift the Web, they {pun,
And Fire begins to lofe her radiant Hue,
Mix’d with grofs Air, and Air defcends to Dew 3
And Dew condenfing, does her Form forego,
And finks, a heavyLump ot Earth below.

Thus are their Figures never at a Stand,
But chang’d by Nature’s innovating Hand ;
All Things are alter’d, nothing is deitroy’d,
"The fhifted Scene for fome new Show employ’d,
Then, to be born, is to begin to be
Some other Thing we were not formerly :

And what we call todie, is not t'appear,

Or be the Thing, that formerly we were.
Thofe very Elements, which we partake

Alive, when dead fome other Bodies make :
Tranflated grow, have Senfe, or can difcourfe 3

But Death on deathlefs Subftance has no Force.
That
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That Forms are chang’d, I grant ; that nothing cay,
Continue in the Figureit began.
"The golden Age to Silver. was debas’d
To Copper that; our Metal came at laft.

The Face of Places, and their Forms, decay 3

And that is {folid Earth, thatonce was Sea -

Seas in their Turn retreating from the Shore,

Make folid Land, what Ocean was before ;

And farfrom 8trands are Shells of Fifhes found,
And rufty Anchors fix’d on' Mountain-Ground : -
And what were Fields before, now wafh’d and wora
By falling Floods from high, to Valleys turn,

And crumbling #ill defcend to level Lands 3

And Lakes, and trembling Bogs, are barren Sands,
And the parch’d Defart floats in Streams unknown 3
Wond’ring to drink of Waters not her own.

Here Nature living Fountains opes; and there
Seals up the Wombs, where living Fountains were 3
Or Earthquakes fop their ancient Courfe, and bring
Diverted Streams to feed a diftant Spring.

So Licus, {wallow’d up, is feen no more,

But far from thence knocks out another Door.,
Thus Erafinusdives ; and blind in Earth

Runs on, and gropes his Way to fecond Birth,
Starts up in Argos’ Meads, and fhakes his Locks
Around the Ficlds, and fattens all the Flocks.
So My/us by another Way is led, i |
And, grown a River, now difdains his Head :
Forgets his humble Birth, his Name forfakes,

And the proud Titleof Caicus takes.

Large dmenane, impure with yellow Sands,

Runs rapid often, and as often ftands, e
' nd

»
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And here he threats the drunken Fields to drown :

And there his Dugs deny to give their Liquor down.

- Anigros once did wholefome Draughts afford,
But now his deadly Waters are abhorr’d :

Since, hurt by Hercules, as Fame refounds,

The Centaurs in his Current wafh’d their Wounds,
The Streams of Hypanis are fweet no more, <
But brackifh lofe the Tafte they had before. (q 943
/f;zz‘z’jéz, Pharos, Tyre, in Seas were. pent, ‘
Once Iiles, but now increafe the Continent 3

While the Leucadian Coaft, main Land before,

By ruthing Seas is {fever’d from the Shore.
S0 Zancle to th’ Italian Earth was ty’d,

And Men once walk’d, where Ships at Anchor ride,
’Till Neptune overlook’d the narrow Way,
And in Difdain pour’d in the conqu’ring Sea.

Two Cities that adorn’d th’ Aechaian Ground,

Buris and Helice, no more are found,
‘But whelm’d beneath a Lake, are funk and drown’d 5

And Boatfmen through the Cryftal Water thow, .
To wond’ring Paflengers,  the Walls below.
- Near 7rezen ftands a Hill, expos’d in Air
“To Winter-winds, of leafy Shadows bare :
This once was level Ground : But (ftrange to tell)
‘Th’ included Vapours, that in Caverns dwell,
Lab’ring with Cholick Pangs, and clofe confin’d,
In vain fought Iffue for the rumbling Wind: :
Yet ftill they heav’d for Vent, and heaving ftill
Inlarg’d the Concave, and fhot upithe Hill ;
As Breath extends a Bladder, or the Skins
Of Goats are blown t'inclofe the hoarded Wines
The Mountain yet retains a Mountain’s Face,
And gather’d Rubbith heals the hollow Space. o
£



¢

834 | Ovip’s Metamorphofes. Book XV.

Of many Wonders, which I heard, or knew,
Retrenching moﬁ I will relate but few :
What are not Sprmgs with Qualities oppos’d,
Fndu’d at Seafons, and at Seafons loft ?
Thrice in a Day thine, 4mmon, change their Form,
Cold at high Noon, at Morn, and Evening warm:
Thine, Athaman, willkindle Wood, if thrown
On the pil’d Earth, and in the waning Moon.
"The 7 bracians have a Stream, if any try
The Tafte, his harden’d Bowels petrify ;
‘W hate’er it touches, it converts to Stones,
And makes a Marble Pavement, where it runs.

Crathis, and Sybarisher Sifter Flood,
That flide through' our Calabriarn Neighbour Wood,
With Gold, and Amber dye the fhining Hair,
And thither Yquth refort : « for who would not be Fair 7}

But firanger Virtues yetin Streams we find,

Some change notonly Bodies, but the Mind :
Who has not heard of Salmacisobfcene,

Whofe Waters into Women foften Men ?

Or _Zthiopian Lakes, which turn the Brain

To Madnefs, or in heavy Slzep conftrain ?
Clytorian Streams the Love of Wine expel,

(Such is the Virtue of th’ abltemious Well.)
Whether the colder Nymph that rules the Flood
Extinguifhies, and balks the drunken God ;

Or that Melampus ({fo have {fome aflur’d)

When the mad Pratides with Charms he cur’d,
And pow’rful Herbs, both Charms, and Simples caf
Into the fober Spring, where ftill their Virtues laft.

Unlike Effe&ts Lynceftiswill produce ;
Who drinkshis Waters, tho’ with mod’rate Ufe,

Reels
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Reels as with Wine, and fees with double Sight:
His Heels too heavy, and his Head toolight.
Ladon, once Pheneos, an Arcadiar Stream,
(Ambiguous in th’ Effe&s, as in the Name)

By Day is wholefome Bev’rage ; butis thought
By Night infected, and a deadly Draught.

Thus running Rivers, and the ftanding Lake,
Now of thefe Virtues, now of thofe partake ;
Time was (and all Things Time, and Fate obey)
When faft Ortigia floated on the Sea :
Such were CyaneanUles, when Typhis freer’d
Betwixt their Streigh's, and their Collifion fear’d ;
They fwam, where now they fit ; and firmly join’d
Secure of rooting up, refiftthe Wind. |
" Nor Ztna vomiting {ulphureous Fire
Will ever belch ; for Sulphure will expire,
(The Veins exhaunfted of the liquid Store :)
Time was,fhe caft no Flames ;in Time will caft no more.

For whether.Earth’san Animal, and Air
Imbibes; her Lungs with Coolnefs to repair,
And what the fucks remits ; fhe ftill requires
Inlets for Air, and Outlets for her Fires ;

‘When tortur’d with convulfive Fits fhe thakes,

That Motion choaks the Vent, ’till otherVent fhe makess
Or when the Winds in hollow Caves are clos’d,

And fubtil Spirits find that Way oppos’d,

They tofs up Flints in Air; ‘the Flints that hide

The Seeds of Fire, thustofs’d in Air, collide,
Kindling the Sulphur, ’till the Fewel {pent

The Cave is cool’d, and the fierce Winds relent,

Or whether Sulphur, catching Fire, feedson

Its untuous Parts, ’till all the Matter gone

The
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The Flames nomore afcend ; for Earth fupplies
The Fat that feeds them ; and when Earth denies
‘ThatFood, by length of Time confum’d, the Fire
Famifh’d for want ofFewel muft expire.

A Race of Men there are, as Fame has told,
Who fhiv’ring fuffer Hyperborean Cold,
Till nine Tlmes bathing in Minerva’s Lake,
Soft Feathers, to defend their naked Sides, they take,
Tisfaid, the Scythian Wives (believe who will)
Transform themfelves to Birds by Magick Skill;
Smear’d over with an Oil of wond’rous Might,
That adds new Pinions to their a iry Flight.

But this by fure Experiment we know,
Thatliving . reatures from Corruption grow :
Hide in a hollow Pit a flaughter’d Steer,
Bees from his putrid Bowels will appear ;
Who, like their Palents, haunt the Fields, and brmc
'Their Honey-Harveft home, and hope another Sprmcr
The Warlike-Steed is multiply’d, we find,
To Walps; and Hornets of the Warrior Kind.
Cut from a Crab his crooked Claws, and hide
The reft in Earth, a Scorpion thence will glide,
* And fhoot his Sﬁng, his Tail in Circles tofs’d
Refers the Limbs his backward Father loft :
And Worms, that ftretch on Leaves their filmy Loom,
Crawl from their Bags, and Butterflies become.
- Ev’n Slime begets the Frog’s loquacious Race :
Short of their Feet atfirft, in little Space
With Arms, and Legs endu’d, long Leaps they take
Rais’d on their hinder Part, and fwim the Lake,
And Waves repel : For Nature gives their Kind,
To that Intent, aLength of Legs behind. 4,
B r c
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The Cubs ofBears a hvmg Lump appear,.
‘When whelp’d, and no.determin’d Figure wear.
Their Mother licks’em into Shape,. and gives
As much of Form, as the ner"elfrecewes.
The Grubs from their fexangular Abode
Crawlout unfinifh’d, like the Magoot’s Brood :
Trunks without Timbs ; *till Time at leifure brings
The Thighs‘they wanted, and thelr tardy Wings,

The Bird who draws the Carr of ?um vain N
‘Of her crown’d Head, and of her Starry. Train; .. - -
And he that bears th’Artillery of Fove, '
The ftrong-pounc’d Eagle, andthe billing Dove ;

And all the feather’d IGnd, who cou’d fuppofe
(But that from Sight, the {fureft Senfe, he knows) }
T {hey from th’includedYolk,not ambient White, arofe.

Thereare, who think the Marrow ofa Man,
‘Which in the Spme, while he was hwro ran;

When dead, the Pith corrupted will beCOme
A Snake, andhifs within the hollow Tomb.

All thefe receive their Birth from other Things ;
But ffom himfelf the Phanix only fprings :
Self-born, begotten by the Parent Flame |
In which he burn’d, Another, and'the Same;
Who not by Corn, or Herbs his Life {aftains,
But the fweet Effence of dnmomum drains :

And watches the rich Gums Zrabia bears,
While yetin tender Dew they drop their Tears,
He (his five Centuries of Life fulfill’d)

His Neit on O"Lken Boughs begins to build,

Or tremblmg Tops of Palm, and firft he draws
'The Plan with his broad Bill, and crodked Cla\vs,
Nature’s Artificers ; on this the Pile

Is form’d,  and rifes round, then with the Spoil

Vior: dl. € of
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Of Caffia, Cinnamon, and Stems of Nard,
(For Softnefs ftrew’d beneath) his Fun’ral Bed is rear’d.:
Fun’ral and Bridal both ; and all around
The Borders with corruptlefs Myrrh are crown’d,
On this incumbent ; ’till ztherial Flame
Firft catches, then confumes the coftly Frame ;
Confumes him too, as on the Pile he lies ;
He liv’d on Odours, and in Odours dies.
An Infant Phenix from the former {prings,
Eis Father’s Heir, and from his tender Wings
Shakes off his Parent Duft, his Method he purfues,
And the fame Leafe of Life on the fame Terms renewss
When grown to Manhood he begins his Reign,
And with fiff Pinions can his Flight fuftain,
He lightens ofits Load the Tree, that bore
His Father’s Royal Sepulchre before,
And hisown Cradle : This (with pious Care
Plac’d on his Back) he cuts the buxome Air,
Seeks the Sun’s City, and his {acred.Church,
And decently lays down his. Burden in the Porch.
A Wonder more amazing wou’d we find ?
Th Hyrz’na thewsit, of a double Kind,
Varying the Sexes in alternate Years,
In one begets, and in another bears.
The thin Camelion, fed with Air, receives
The Colour of the Thing to which he cleaves.

Iudia when conquer’d, on the conqu’ring God
For planted Vines the tharp-ey’d Lynx-beftow’d,
Whofe Urine, fhed before it touches Earth,
Congealsin Air, and gives to Gems their Birth.
So Coral foft, and white in Ocean’s Bed,
Comes harden’d up in Air, and glows withRed.

Al}
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All changing Species fhould my Song recite ;
Before I ceas’d, wou’d changethe Day to Night.
.Nations, and Empires lourifh, and decay,

By turnscommand, and in their turns obey ;

Time foftens hardy People, Time again

Hardens to War a foft, unwarlike Train.
Thus 7oy for ten long Years her Foes withftood,
And dailybleeding bore th’ Expence of Blood :
Now for thick Streets it fhows an empty Space,

Or only fil’d with "Tombs of her own perifh’d Race,
Herfelf becomes the Sepulchre of what fhe was. §

Mycene, Sparta, Thebes of mighty Fame,

Are vanifh’d out of Subftance into Name.

And Dardan Rome that juft begins to rife,

On 7Ziber’s Banks, in Time fhall mate<he Skies -
Widening her Bounds, and working on her Way ;
Ev’nnow fhe meditates Imperial Sway :

Yet this is Change, but the by changing thrives,
Like Moons new-born, andin her Cradle ftrives

To fill her Infant-Horns 5 an Hour fhall come,
When the round World fhall be contain’d in Rome.

For thus old Saws foretel, and Helenus

Anchifes’ drooping Son enliven’d thus ;

When I/iumnow was in a finking State ;

And he was doubtful of his future Fate 3 <

O Goddefs-born, with thy hard Fortune ftrive,

Troy never can be loft, and thou alive. ‘

Thy Paffage thou fhalt free through Fire, and Sword,
And 770y in Foreign Lands fhall be reftor’d.

In happier Fields arifing Town I fee :
Greater than whate’er was, or is, or €’er fhall be: }

AndHeav’nyetowes theWorld aRace deriv’dfrom Thee.
Q.2 Sages
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Sages, and. Chlefs, of other Lineage born,
The City fhall extend, extended fhall adorn :
But from Julus he muft draw his Breath,
By whom thy Rome thall rule the conquer’d Earth :
Whom Heav’n will lend Mankind on Earth to reign,
And late require the precious Pledge again,
This Helenus to sfrcst Fneas told,
Which I retain, €’er Gnce 1 other Mould
My Soul was cloath’d ; and now rejoice to view
My country Wall 5"\’30“1 t, and 770y reviv’d anew,
Rais’d by the Fall, decreed oy Lofs to Gaing
Enflav’d but to be free, and ¢ conquer’d but to reign.
"'T'is time my hard-mouth’d Courfers to controul,
Apt to run Riot, and tranfgrefs the Goal :
And therefore 1conclude, Whatever lies,.
In Earth, orflies.in Air, or fills the'Skies,
All fuffer C""ﬁhge; and we, that are of Soul
And Body mix’d, areMembers of the whole,
Then when our Sires, or Grandfires, fhall forfake
The Forms of Mes, and brutal Figures take,
Thus hous’d fecurely let their Splrlts reft,
Nor violate thy Father in the Beatt,
Thy Friend, thy Brother, any of thy Kin,
If none of thefe, yet there’sa Man within.:
O {pareto make a Zhycffean Meal,
T’inclefe his Body, and hisSoul expel.
Il Cuftoms by degrees to Habits rife,
11 Elabits foon become exalted Vice :
What more Advance can Mortals make in Sin
So near Perfe&ion, who with Blood begin ?
Deaf to the Calf, that lies beneath -the Knife., ]
Leoks up, and from her Butcher begsher Life:

Deaf
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All Methods to plocure thy Mercy tries,
And imitates in vain thy Children’s Cries.
Where will he ftop, who feeds with Houthold Bread,
T'hen eats the Poultry, which before he fed ? :
Let plough thy Steers ; that when Lhey lofe LherrBreath
T'o Nature, not to thee, thev may 1mpute Lheu Deatn.
Let Goats for Food their loaded Udders lend,
And Sheep from Winter cold thy Sides defend ;
Butneither Sprm oes, Nets, nor Snares emnlf)) p
And be no more ngenious to def ftroy.
Free asin Air, let Birds on Earth remain,
Norlet infidious Glue their Wi ings conftrain ;
Nor opening Hounds the tr embling Stag affright
Nor purple Feathers intercept his I*hoht
Nor Hooks conceal’d in Baits for Fifh prepa;e,
Nor Lines to heave ’em twinkling up in Air.

‘Take notaway the Life you cannot give,
For all Things have an equal Right to live.
Kill noxious Creatures, where ’tis Sin to fave 3
This only juft Prercgative we have :
But nourith Life with vegetable Food,:
And fhun the facrilegious Tafte of Blood.

Thefe Precepts by the Samion Sage were taught,
Which God-like Numa to the Sn/}z/ze.f broucrht
And thence transferr’d to Rome, by Gift hlS own 3
A willing People, and an offer’d Throne.
O happy Monarch, fent by Heav’n to blefs
A Savage Nation with {oft ArtsofPeace,
To teach Religion, Rapine to reftrain,
Give Laws to Luft, and Sacrifice ordain :
Himfelf a Saint, a Goddefs was his Bride,.
And all the Mufes o’er his A&s prefide.

QU3 The

Deaf to the harmlefs Kid, that ere- -he dies, g

X}
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The Story of HirpoLyTus,
By Mr. Carcorr.

Advanc’din Years he dy’d ; one common Date
His Reign concluded, and his Mortal State.
Th>r Tears Plebeians, and Patricians fhed,.

And pious Matrons wept their Monarch dead..

His mournful Wife, her Sorrows to bewail,

Withdrew from Rome, and fought th’ Arician Vale.
Hid in thick Woods, fhe made inceflant Moans,
Difturbing Cynthia’s facred Rites with Groans.

How oft the Nymphs, who rul’d the Wood and Lake:
Reprov’d her Tears, and Words of Comfort fpake !
How oft (in vain) the Son of Thefeus faid,

Thy ftormy Sorrows be with Patience laid ;

Nor are thy Fortunes to be wept alone

Weizhothers Woes, and learn to bear thine own 3.

Je mine an Inftance to affwage thy Grief:

Would mine were none ! - yet mine may bring Relief,

You’ve heard, perhaps, in Converfation told,
What once befel Hippolytus of old ;

'To Death by Thefeus’ eafy Faith betray’d,

And caught in Snares his wicked Step-dame laid..
'The wendrous Tale your Credit fcarce may claim,
Yet (ftrange to fay) in me behold the fame,

Whom luftful Phedra oft had prefs’d in vain,
With impious Joys, my Father’s Bed to ftain ;
"Till feiz’d with Fear, or by Revenge infpir’d,,
She charg’d on me the Crimes herfelf defir’d..
Expell’d by 7he/eus, from his Home I fled

- With Heaps of Curfes on my guiltlefs Head. 4
| o
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Forlorn, I fought Pitthéan Trazen’s Land,

And drove my Chariot o’er Corinthus’ Strand 3

When from the Surface of the level Main

A Billow rifing, heav’d above the Plain ;

Rolling, and gath’ring; ’till fo high it {well’d,

A Mountain’s Height th’enormous Mafs excell’d ;
Then bellowing, burft ; when from the Summit cleav’d,
A horned Bull his ample Cheft upheav’d,

His Mouth, and Noftrils, Storms of briny Rain,
Expiring, blew. Dread Horror feiz’d my Train.

I ftood unmov’d. My Father’s cruel Doom

Claim’d all my Soul, nor Fearcould find a Room.
Amaz’d, awhile my trembling Courfers ftood

With prick’d-up Ears, contemplating the Flood ;
Then ftarting fudden, from the dreadful View,
Atonce, like Lightning, from the Seas they flew, ;
And o’er the craggy Rocks the rattling Chariot drew.
In vain to ftop the hot-mouth’d Steeds I try’d,

And bending backward all my Strength apply’d ;
The frothy Foamin driving Flakes diftains

The Bits, and Bridles, and bedews the Reins.

But tho’ as yet untan’d they ran, atlength

Their heady Raze had tir'd beneath my Strength,
When in the Spokes, a Stump intangling, tore

The fhatter’d Wheel, and from its Axle bore. '
The Shock impetuous toft me from the Seat,

Caught in the Reins beneath my Horfe’s Feet.

My reeking Guts drag’d out alive, around

The jagged Stump, my trembling Nerves were wounnd
Then firetch’d the well-knit Limbs, in Pieces hal’d,
Part ftuck behind, and part the Chariot trail’d ;

>Till, midft my cracking Joints, and breaking BoneS
I breath’d away my weary’d Soul in Groans,

Q4 No
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No Part diﬁiﬂgﬁi'ﬂl’d_frdm the reft was fountd-, '
But all my Parts an univerfal Wound. B

Now fay, felf-tortur’d Nymph, can you compare

Our Griefs as equal, or in Juftice dare ?

I {aw befides the darkfome Realms of Woe, i
And bath’d my Wounds in fmoking Streams below..
There I had ftaid, nor fecond Life enjoy’d, VR
But Paan’s Son his wondrous Art imploy’d. .

To Light reftor’d, by medicinal Skill,

In Spight of Fate, and rigid Pluto’s Will;
Th’invidions Objeé to preferve from View,

A mifty Cloud around me Cyathia threw 2

£ind left my Sight thould ftir my Foes to, Rage, . .
She ftamp’d my Vilage with the Marks of Age. il &
My former Hue was chang’d, and for it fhown

AcSet of Features, and a Face unknown.

A-while the Goddefs ftood in doubt,. or Crete,

Or Delos’ 1fle, to chufe for my Retreat,

. Delos and Crete refusid, this Wood fhe chofe, :
Bade me my former lucklefs Name depofe, }
Which kept alive the Mem’ry of my Woes ;

Then faid, Immortal Life be thine; and thou,
Hippolytus once call’d; be Zirdius now.,

Here then a God, but of th’inferior Race,

1 ferve my Goddefs, and attend her Chace.

Ycrr14' transformed to o Fountain.

But others Woeswere ufelefs to appeafe
Egeria’s Grief, or fet her Mind at eafe,
Beneath the Hill, all comfortlefs fhe laid,
"The dropping Tears her Eyes inceflant fhed,
Tt
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"Till pltyl"lg P/m:ue‘ eas’d her pions Woe,
Thaw’d to a Spnnc, whofe Streams fol ev er fow.
The Nymphs, and Virbius, like Amazement “filld, -
As feiz’d the Swains, who Tyrrhene FUITOWs 111l’d,
When heaving up,: 2 Clod. wasfeen toroll, - -
~ Untouch’d, felf—mov d, and big with human. Soul
The {preading Mafs in former Shape depos’d, .
Began to fhoot, and Arms and Legs difclos’d,
*Till form’d a perfetMan, the living Mold :
Op’d its new Mouth, and future [‘rmhsﬂretold
And Tages nam’d by Natives. of the Place,.,
Taught Arts prophetic to the 7u/can Rﬂc,;
Or fuch as once by Romulus was thown,
Who faw his Lance with {prouting Leaves o’er- SI‘OW"I,
When fix’d in Earththe Point beganto fhoot,
And growing downward turn’d a ﬁbrous Ract1?
While fpread aloft the branching Arms dlfplay R
Q’er wondring Crowds, an unexpefted Shade. :

The Story of C1 P PUS.
By Sir- SAMUEL G ARTH, M) :Dé;

Oras when Cippes in the Culrent view 2d
The thooting Horns that on his Forehead {‘tood
His Temples firfthe feels, and with {urprize
His Touch confirms th’ Aflurance of his Eyes,
Streight to the Skies his horned Front he rears,..

And to the Gods dire&s thefe pious Pray’rs.:

If this Portent be profp’rous, O decree /
*T'o Rome th’ Event ; 1if otherwife, to me. = .. £
An Altar then of Turf he haftes to raife,... .

Rich Gums in fragrant Exhalations blazey

Q.5 The
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The panting Entrails crackle as they fry,
And boding Fumes pronounce a Myftery.
Soon as the Augur faw the Holy Fire,

And Viétims with prefaging Signs expire,

"To Cippus then he turns his Eyes with fpeed,
And views the horny Honours of his Head :
Then ¢ry’d, Hail Conqueror ! thy Call obey,
Thofe Omens I behold prefage thy Sway.

Rome waits thy Nod, unwilling to be free,

And owns thy Sov’reign Pow’r as Fate’s Decree,

He faid — and Cippus, flarting atth’ Event,
Spoke in thefe Words his pious Difcontent.

Far hence, ye Gods, this Execration fend,
And the great Race of Romulus defend.
Better that Iin Exile live abhorr’d,
‘Thane’er the Capitol thow’d ftyle me Lord.
"This fpoke, he hides with Leaves his omen’d Head,
Then prays, the Senate next convenes, and faid,
If Augurs can forefee, a Wretchis come,
Defign’d by Deftiny the Bane of Rome.
"Two Horns (moft ftrange to tell) his Temples crown ;
If e’er he pafsthe Walls, and gain the Town,
Your Laws are forfeit, thatill-fated Hour;
And Liberty muft yield to lawlefs Pow’r.
Your Gates he might have enter’d ; but this Arm
Seiz’d the Uforper, and with-held the Harm.
Hafte, find the Monfter out, and let him be
Condemn’d to all the Senate can decree;
Or ty’d in Chains, orinto Exile thrown ;
Or by the Tyrant’s Death prevent your own.
"fhe Crowd {uech Murmurs utter as they ftand,

As {welling Surgesbreaking on the Strand :
©Or
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Or as when gath’ring Gales {weep o’er the Grove,

And their tall Heads the bending Cedars move.

Each with Confufion gaz’d, and then began

To feel his Fellow’s Brows, and find the Man,

Cippus then fhakes his Garland off, and cries,

The Wretch you want, Iofferto your Eyes.

The Anxious Throng look’d down, and {ad in Thought,
All wifh’d they had not found the Sign they fought.

In hafte with Laurel Wreaths his Head they bind ;
Such Honour to fuch Virtue was affign’d.

Then thus the Senate — Hear, O Cippus, hear ;'

So God-likeis thy tutelary Care,

That fince in Rome thyfelf forbids thy Stay,

For thy Abode thofe Acres we convey -

The Plough-fhare can furround, theLabour of aDay.
In Deathlefs Records thou fhalt ftand inroll’d,

And Rome’s rich Pofts fhall fhine with Horns of Gold.

The Oceafion-of ASCULAPIUS being
brought 10 RoME.

By Mr. WELSTED. .

Melodious Maids of Pindus, whoinfpire
The flowing Strains, and tune the vocal Lyre ;-
Tradition’s Secrets are unlock’d to you,

O1d Tales revive, and Ages paft renew ;

You, who can hidden Caufes beft expound,
Say, whence the Ifle, which T iber flows around,
Its Altarswith a heav’nly Stranger grac’d,

And in our Shrines the God of Phyfic plac’ds

Q.6 A
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A wafting Plague infe@ted Latium’s Skies; :
Pale, bloodlefs Looks were feen, with ghattly Eyes ;
The dire Difeafe’s Marks each Vifage wore,
And the pure Blood was chang’d to putrid Gore:
In vain were human Remedies apply’d ;
In vain the Pow’r of heals g Herbs was try’d :
Weary’d with Death, they feek Celeftial Aid,
And vifit Phezbuys in his Delphic Shade s
In the World’s Centre facred Delphos ftands,
And gives its Oracles to'diftant Lands -
Here they implore the God, with fervent Vows,
His falutary Pow’r to interpofe, }
And end a great afflicted City’s Woes. =
"The holy Temple fudden Tremors prov’d ;
The Laurel-grove and all its Quivers mov’d ;
In hollow Sounds the Prieftefs, thus, began,
And thro’ each Bofom' thrilling Horrors ran.
¢ TR’ Affiftance, Roman, which you here implore,
¢ Seek from ‘another, and a nearer Shore ;
¢ Relief muft be implor’d, and Succour won,
¢ Not from Apollo, but Apell’s Son ;
My Son to Latium born, fhall bring Redrefs :
¢ Go with good Omens, and expeét Saccefs.
Vhen thefe clear Oracles the Senate knew 3
"The facred Tripod’s Counfels they purfue,
Depute a pious and a chofen Band,
Who fail to Epidaurus’ neighb’ring Land :
Before the Grecian Elders when they flood,
They pray ’em to befrow the healing God :
¢ Ordain’d was he to fave Aufonia’s State;
¢ So promis’d Delphi, and unerring Fate.
Opinions various their Debates enlarge :
Some plead to yield to Rome the facred Charge;
Others
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Others, tenacious$ of then Country’s W ealth,
Refufe to grant the Pow r, who f"u’lrdS it’s Health.

I
N
o

While'dubious they remain’d, the wafting Light
Withdrew before the growing Shades of Night’;
"Thick Darknefs now obfcur’d the dufky Skies :
Now, Roman, clos’d in Sleep were mortal yes,
When Health’s aufpicious God 2 appears to thee,
And thy glad Breanis his Form celeftial fee':

In his 1eft Hand," a rural Staff pr eferr’d,

His Right is feen-to’ftrok¢ his décent Beard.

< Dlﬁmfs, feud he, ‘with Mildnefs all divine,

¢ Difmifs your Fears; I come, and leave my Shrine;
¢ This Serpent view, that with ambitious Pl'ay

¢ My Staff encircles, mark him ev’ i Way;

¢ His Form, tho’ larger, nobler, ri affume,

¢ And chang’d, as Gods ‘hould be, bung A1d to Rame,
Here fled the Vifion, and the Vifion’s Flight

Was follow’d by the chearful Dawn of Light.

Now was the Morn with blufhing' Streaks o erfpread
And all the ftarry Fires of Heab’n were fled; = =
The Chiefs perplex’d, “and fill’d’ with douLtful Cn‘e,
To their Prote&or’s fumptaous Roofs repﬂur,” ' '
By orenume Signs 1mp1ore him to exprefs, _
W'n'lt Seats he deigns to chufe, what Land toblels:
Scarce their ?{”cendmg Pray’rs had reach’d the Sky;
L>, the Serpentine God, ere&ted high'!

Fore-running Hiflings his A{ppro( c"l confell;
Bright fhone his golden Scales, and wav’d his .tOva Creft

The trembling Altar his Appearance fpoke;
'The Marble Floor, and glittering Cieling {hook ;
The Doors were rock’d ; the Statue {gem’d to nod,

And all the Fabric own’d ‘tlre prefent God :
6 His
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His radiant Cheft he taught aloft torife,
And round the Temple caft his flaming Eyes :
Struck was th’ aftonith’d Crowd ; the holy Prieft,
His Temples with white Bands of Ribbon dreft, }
With rev’rent Awe the Power divine confeft!
The God! the God! he cries; all Tongues be ftil] !
Each confcious Breaft devouteft Ardour £11!
O Beauteous! O Divine! aflift our Cares,
And be propitious to thy Vot’ries Prayers !
All with confenting Hearts, and pious Fear,
The Words repeat, the Deity revere :
The Romans in their holy Worfhip join’d,
With filent Awe, and Purity of Mind;
Gracious to them, his Creft is {feen to nod,
And, as an Earneft of his Care, the God,
Thrice hiffing, vibrates thrice his forked Tongue ;
And now the {mooth Defcent he glides along :
Still on the ancient Seats he bends his Eyes,
In which his Statue breathes, his Altars rife ;
His long-lov’d Shrine with kind Concern he leaves,
And to forfake th’ accuftom’d Manfion grieves :
At length, his fweeping Bulk in State is borne
Thro’ the throng’d Streets,which fcatter’d Flowers adorn -
Thro’ many a Fold he winds his mazy Courfe,
And gains the Port and Moles, which break the Ocean’s
Force.
*Twas here he made a Stand, and having view’d.
The pious Train, who his laft Steps purfu’d,
Seem’d to difmifs their Zeal with gracious Eyes,
While Gleams of Pleafure in his Afpe& rife,
And now the Latian Veflel he afcends ;
Beneath the weighty God the Veffel bends .+

The
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The Latins on the Strand great Fowe appeafe,
Their Cables ufe and plough the yielding Seas:
The high-rear’d Serpent from the Stern difplays
His gorgeous Form, and the blue Deep furveys;
The Ship is wafted on with gentle Gales, ‘
And o’er the calm lonian {fmoothly fails ;
On the fixth Morn th’ Izalian Coaflts they gain,
And touch Lacinia, grac’d with Fund’s Fane ;
Now fair Calabria to the Sight is loft,
And all the Cities on her fruitful Coatt;
"They pafs at length the rough Sicilian Shore,
* The Brutian Soil, rich with metallic Ore,
The famous Ifles, where Zolus was King,
And Pz/tus blooming with eternal Spring :
Minerwa’s Cape they leave, and Capre’s Ifle,
Campania, on whofe Hills the Vineyards {mile,
The City which Alcides’ Spoils adorn,
Naples, for foft Delight and Pleafure born ;
Fair Stabia, with Cumean Sibyls Seats,
And Baia’s tepid Baths, and green Retreats ;
Linternum next they reach, where balmy Gums
Dittil from maftic Trees, and fpread Perfumes:
Caieta, from the Nurfe {fo nam’d, for whom
With pious Care AZneas rais’d a Tomb,
Vulturn, whofe Whirlpools {uck the numerous Sands
And Trachas, and Minturne’s marfhy Lands,
And Formia’s Coatt is left, and Circe’s Plain,
Which yet remembers her énchanting Reign;
To Antium, laft, his Courfe the Pilot guides ;
Here, while the anchor’d Veflel {afely rides,
(For now the ruffied Deep portends a Storm)

The {piry God unfolds his fpheric Form, :
Thro’
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Thro’ large Indentings draws his lubric Train,

And feeks the Refuge of 4pollo’s Fane;

The Fane is fituate on the yellow Shore: :

When the Sea fmil’d, and the Winds rage no more,

He leaves his Father’s hofpitable Lands,

And furrows, with his rattling Scales, the Sands -

Along the Coaft; atlength the Ship regains, .

And fails to T7bur, and Lawizum’s Plains.

Here mingling Crowds to meet their Patron came,,-

Ev’n the chafte Guardians of the 7¢/#a/ Flame,

From every Part tumultuous they repair,

And joyful Acclamations rend the Air:

Along the flow’ry Banks, on either Side,

Where the tall Ship floats on the fwelling Tide,

Difpos’d in" decent Order Altars rife,

And crackling Incenfe, as it mounts the Skies,

The Air with Sweéts refrefhes ; while the Knife,

Warm with the Vi&im’s Blood, lets out the ﬁreaming
ey '

The Wortd’s great Miftrefs, Rome, receives him now 3
©On the Maft’s Top reclin’d he waves his Brow,
And from that Height furveys the great Abodes,
And Manfions, worthy of refiding Gods. '
The Land, a narrow Neck, itfelf extends,

Round which his Courfe the Stream divided bends ;
The Stream’s two Armsy on either Side, are feen,
Stretch’d out in equal Length; the Land between.
The Ifle {o call’d from hence derives it’s Name :
Twas here the falutary Serpent came ;

Nor {ooner has he left the Latian Pine,

But he aflumes again his Form divine,,

And now no more the drooping City mourns,,

Joy 1s again reftor’d, and Health returns.
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:

y g Dezﬁmimz of JULIUS Cl8,5 A Ry

But /E/eculapins was a foreign Power ¢
Tn his own City Czfar we adore:
Him Arms, and Artsaliké renown’d beheld
In Peace confbicuouns, dreadfuliin thé Field';:
His rapid Conqueft, and {wift-finifh’d Wars,
The Hero juftly fix’d among/the Stars; '
Yet is his Progeny his greateft Fame =
The Son immortal makes the Father’s Name.
The Sea-girt Briions, by his Courage tam’d,
For their high rocky Cliffs, and Fiercenefs fam’d ;|
His dreadful Navies, which victorious rode " - .-,
O’er Nile’s affrighted Waves and.feven fourc’d Flood
Numidia, and the {pacious Realms regain’d §.
Where Cinyphis or-flows; or Fuba reign’d 3
The Powers of titled Mithridates broke,
And Pontus added to the Roman Yokes;
Triumphal Shows decreéd, for Conquefts wony
For Conquefts which the Triumph ftill outfhone;
Thefe are great Deeds ; yet lefs than to bave giv’n
The World a Lord, in whom, propitious Heav’n,,
When yowdecreed the Sov’reign Rule to place,
You bleft with lavih Bounty human Race.

Now left {fo great-a Prince might {feem to rife
Of mortal Stem; his Sire muft reach the Skies ;-
The beauteous Goddefs, that Auneas bore,
Forefaw it, and forefeeing did deplore ;
For well fhe knew her Hero’s Fate was nigh,
Devoted by confpiring Arms todie.
Trembling, and pale, to every God, fhe cry d
Behold, what deep and fubtle Arts are try’d,
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To end the laft, the only Branch that {prings
From my liilus, andthe Dardan Kings !
How bent they are ! How defp’rate to deftroy-
All that is left me of unhappy Trop 7
Am I alone by Fate ordain’d to know
Uninterrupted Care, and endléfs Woe!'
Now from Tydides’ Spear I feel'the Wound :
Now Zlium’s Fow’rs the hoftile Flames furround :-
Z7oy laid in Duft, my exil’d Son I mourn,
Thro’ angry Seas, and raging Billows born ;
O’er the wide Deep his wand’ring Courfe he bends ;-
Now to the fullen Shades of Styx-defcends,
With Zurnus driv’n at laft fierce Wars to wage,
Or rather with unpitying: Fuzs’s Rage.
But why record I now my antient Woes ?
Senfe of paft Ills-in prefent Fears I lofe ;
On me their Points the impious Daggers throw3
Forbid it, Gods, repel the direful Blow :
If by curs’d Weapons Numa’s Prieft expires,
No longer fhall ye burn, ye Veftal Fires.

While fuch Complainings Cypria’s Grief difclofe,.
In each celeftial Breaft Compaffion rofe ;
Not Geds can alter Fate’s refiftlefs Will ;
Yet they foretold by Signs th> approaching T1l.
Dreadful were heard, among the Clouds, Alarms
Of ecchoing Trumpets, and of clathing Arms;
‘The Sun’s pale Image gave {o faint a Light,
That the {fad Earth was almoft veil’d in Night;
The Z'ther’s Face with fiery Meteors glow’d ;
With Storms of Hail were mingled Drops of Blood
A dufky Hue the Morning Star o’er{pread,
And the:Moon’s Orb was ftain’d with Spots of Réd ; -

In
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In every Place portentous Shrieks were heard,
The fatal Warnings of th’ infernal Bird';:

In ev’ry Place the Marble melts to Tearss

While in the Groves, rever'd thro’ Length-of Years,,
Boding, and awful Sounds the Ear invade ;-

And folemn Mufic warbles.thro’ the Shade ;.

No Vi&im. can atone the impious Age,

No Sacrifice the wrathful Gods affwage ;

Dire Wars and civit Eury threat the State;

And every Omen points out Cefar’s Fate :
Around each hallow’d Shrine, and facred Dome,.
Night-howling Dogs difturb the peaceful Gloom ;-
Their filent Seats the wand’ring Shades forfake,
And fearful Tremblings the rock’d City fhake.

Yet could not, by thefe Prodigies, be broke

The plotted Charm, or {taid the fatal Stroke ;
Their Swords th’ Affaflins in the Temple draw;
Their murth’ring Hands nor Gods nor Temples awe 3.
This facred Place their bloody Weapons ftain,
And Virtue falls, before the Altars flain.

>Twas now fair (ypria, with her Woes opprefts.
In raging Anguifh {mote her heav’nly Breaft;
Wild with diftracting Fears, the Goddefs try’d:
Her Hero in th’ etherial Cloud to hide,

The Cloud, which youthful Paris did conceal,
When Menelaus arg’d the threatning Steel ;
~ The Cloud, which once deceiv’d Tydides’ Sight,.
And fav’d Zneas in th’ unequal Fight. V

When Fowe—In vain, fair Daughter, you aflay

To o’er-rule Deftiny’s unconquer’d Sway :
Your Doubts to banifh, enter Faze’s Abode s

A Privilege to heav’nly Powers allowdd ;-

There
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There fhall you fee the Records grav’d, in Length,

On Ir’n and folid Brafs, with mighty Strength ;

Which Heav’n’s and Earth’s Concuflion fhall endure,,
Maugre all Shocks, eternal and fecure :
There, on perennial Adamant defign’d,

The various Fortunes of your Race you’ll find -
Well I have mark’d ‘em, and will now relate
To thee the fettled Laws of future Fate.

He, Goddefs, *for whofe Death the Fates you blame,
Has finifh’d his deternin’d Courfe with Fame :

To thee ’tis giv’n at Iength, that he thall thige
Among the Gods, and grace the worfhip’d Shrine z
His Son tg all his Greatnefs fhall be Heir,

And worthily fucceed to Empire’s Care :

Ourfelf will lead his Wars, refolv’d to aid

"The brave Avenger of his Father’s Shade :

To him its Freedom Mutina thall owe,

And Deciys his aufpicious Conduét know ;

His dreadful Powers thall thake Pharfalia’s Plain,
And drench in Gore Philippi’s Fields again :

A mighty‘Leader, in Sicilia’s Flood, .

Great Pompey’s warlike Son,. thall be fubdu’d :
gypt’s foft Queen, adorn’d with fatal Charms,
Shall mourn her Soldier’s.unfuccefsful Arms -

Too late thall ind her {welling Hopes are vain,

And know, that Rome o’er Memphis ftill muf reign :
What name I 4fic, or Nil’s hidden Head ?

Far as-both.Oceans roll, his Power fhall {pread :
All the known Earth to him fhall Homage. pay,
And the Seas own his univerfal Sway :

When cruel War no more difturbs Mankind ;
Lo civil Studies fhall he bend his Mind,

—

With
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‘With equal Juftice guardian Laws ordain, :
‘And by his great Example Vice reftrain ;.

“Where will his Bounty or his Goodnefs end ?

"To Times unborn his gen’rous Views extend 3

The Virtues of his Heir our Praife engage,

And promife Bleflings to the coming Age:

Late fhall he in his Kindred Orbs be plac’d, -

With Pylian Years, and-crowded Honours grac’d,
Mean-time, your Hero’s fleeting: Spirit bear,

Frefh from his Wounds, and change it to a Star

So fhall great Fulius Rites divine aﬂ'ume,

And from the Skies eterndl {mile on Rome.

This fpoke;-the Goddefs to the Senate flew ;
Where, her fair Form conceal’d from mortal View,
Her Ge/ar’s heavenly Part the made her Care,
Nor left the recent Soul to wafte to Air ; ]
But bore it upwards to its native Skies:

Glowing with new-born Fites the faw it rifes
Forth {pringing from het Bofom up it flew,
And kindled, as it foar’d; a Comet grew :
Above the Lunar Sphere it took its Flight,
And fhot behind it a long Trail of Light.

The Reign of AUGUSTUS, wbz ch
Ov 1D flourifbed.

Thus rais’d, his glorious Off-{pring 7zzlz'zu view’ds
Beneficently ‘great, and {cattering Good, ;
Deeds, that his own furpafs’d, with Joy beheld,

And his large Heart dilates to be excell’d.
What tho’ this Prince refufes to receive
'Thé Preference, which his jufter Subjects give
Fame
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Fame uncontroll’d, that no Reftraint obeys,

‘The Homage, fhunn’d by modeft Virtue, pays, }

And proves difloyal only in his Praife.

‘Tho’ great his Sire, him greater we proclaim -

So Atreus yields to dgamemnon’s Fame;

Achilles {o fuperior Honours won,

And Peleus muft fubmitto Peleus’ Son 5

Examples yet more noble to difclofe,

So Saturn was eclips’d, when Fove to Empire rofey

Fowe rules the Heav’ns, the Earth Auguftus fways ;

Each claims a Monarch’s, and a Father’s Praife.
Celeftials, who for Rome your Cares employ 3

Ye Gods, who guarded the Remains of 77y ;

Ye native Gods, here born, and fix’d by Fate

LQuirinus, Founder of the Roman State ;

‘O Parent Mars, from whom'Quirinus {prung ;

Chafte 7effa, Cz/ar’s Houthould Gods among,

Moft {facred held ; domeftic Phazbus, thou,

“To whom with 7e/fa chafte alike we bow ;

‘Great Guardian of the high Zarpeian Rock;;

And all ye Pow’rs whom Poets may invoke;

O grant, that Day may claim our Sorrows late,

When lov’d Auguftus fhall fubmit to Fate,

Vifit thofe Seats, where Gods and Heroes dwell,

And leave, in Tears, the World he rul’d {fo ‘well !

The PorT concludes.

'The Work is finith’d, which not dreads the Rage
Of Tempefts, Fire, or War, or wafting Age ;
Come, foon or late, Death’s undetermin’d Day,
This mortal Being only can decay ;
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My nobler.Part, my Fame, fhall reach the Skies,
And to late Times with blooming Honours rife:
“Whate’er th’ unbounded Roman Power obeys,

All Climes and Nations fhall record my Praifes
If ’tis allow’d to-Poets to divine,

+One Half of round Eternity is mine,

FARELT (e R LT
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