POEMS

WILLIAM DRUMMOND.



THE

LIFE OF WILLIAM DRUMMOND,

BY MR. CHALMERS.

Tnu elegant and irigenious poet, a descendant of the ancient family of the Drummonds
of Camock, and the son of sir John'Drummond of Hawthomden, was born, probably at
Hawthornden, his father’s seat in Scotland, on the thirteenth of December, 1585. He
received his school education at Edinburgh, and afterwards studied at the university of
that city, where he took the degree of master of arts. At the age of twenty-one he went
to France, in compliance with his father’s views, and attended lectures on the civil law,
a subjeet on which he left sufficient documents to prove that his judgment and proﬁeency
were uncommon. The president Lockhart, to whom these manuscripts were commu-
nicated, declared, that if Mr. Drummond had followed the practice of the law, “he
might have made the best figure of any lawyer in his time.”

Afler a residence abroad of nearly four years, he returned to Scotland in 1610, in which
year his father died. Instead, however, of prosecuting the study of the law as was ex-
pected, he thought himself sufficiently rich in the possession of his paternal estate, and
devoted his time to the perusal of the ancient classics, and the cultivation of his poetical
genius. Whether he had composed or communicated any pieces to his friends before
this period, is uncertain. It was afier a recovery from a dangerous illness that he wrote
a prose rhapsody, entitled Cypress Grove, and about the same time his Flowers of Zion,
or Spiritual Poems, which with the Cypress Grove were printed at Edinburgh in 16283, 4to
A part of his Sonnets, it is said, weve published as early as 1616.

During his residence at Hawthornden, he courted a young lady of the name of
Cwmningham, with whom ke was about to have been united when she was saatched from
him by a violent fever. To dissipate his grief, which every object and every thought in
this retirement contributed to revive, he travelled on the continent for about eight years,
visiting Germany, France and Italy, which at that time comprised all that was interesting
in polished society and study to a man of curiosity and taste. During this time he invi-

ed his memory and imagination, by studying the various models of original poetry,
mand eollected a valuable set of Greek and Latin authors, with some of which he enriched
the college library of Edinburgh, and others were reposited at Hawthornden, The books
and mpanuscripts which he gave to Edinburgh were arranged in a catalogue printed in 1627.
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and introduced 'by a Latin preface from his pen, on the advantage and honour of
libraries, which at that time were considered rather as accidental collections than ne-
cessary institutions. ‘

On his return to Scotland he found the nation distracted by political and religions dis-
putes which.combined with the same causes in England to bring on a civil war. Bat why
these should oblige him, immediately on his retum, to quit his paternal seat, we know not.
The author of his life, prefixed to the folio edition of his works in 1711, merely inform
us, that having found bis native conntry in a state of anarelry and eonfusion, e retired to
the seat of his brother-in-law, sir Jahn Scot of Scotstarvet, a man of letters, and probably
of congenial sentiments on public affdirs. During his stay with this gentleman he wrote
his History of the Five James's, Kings of Scotland, a work so inconsistent with liberal
notions of civil policy as to have added very little to his reputation, although when first
published, a few years after his death, and when political opinions ran in extremes, it wss
probably not without its admirers,

It is uncertain at what time be was epabled to egjoy his retirement at Hawthornden, bat
it appears that he was there in his forty-fifth year when he married Elizabeth Logm,
(grand-daughter of sir Robert Logan, of the house of Restelrig,) in whom he fancied 1
resemblance to his first mistress. About two years before this event, he repaired bn
heuse, and placed the following inscription on it, Divino munere Guliclmas Dyrwe-
mondus ab Hawthornden, Jocanis Equiti aurati flius, ut homesto olio gwicsceret, sl
ef successoribus instawravit. 1638, :

Durieg the civil war his attachment to the king and chwrch induced him to write many’

pieces in support of ihe establishment, which involved him with the revolutiouary party,
who ot only called him to a severe account, but competipd him to farnish his quota of
men and arms to fight againat the cause which he espoused. It is said that “ his estate
lying in three different counties, he had not occasion to send one whole map, but halves’
snd quarters and suclrlike fractions; upon which he wrete extempore the following verses
to his majesty ;
Of all these forces raised agaiust the king, o
°T is my strange hap not one whole mau to bring,
Yrom divers parishes, yet divars men,
But all in balfs and quarters ; great king, then,
In balfs and quarters if they come 'gainst thee,
In halfs snd quarters send them back to me,
Or, N
In legs and srms, send thou them back to me. .

His grief for the murder of bis royal master is said to bave been so great 25 to sheetiif
his days. He died on the 4th of December 1640, in the sixty-fourth year of his age, nil™:
was interred in his own aisle, in the church of Lesswade, near to his honse of Hi :
He left two sons and @ daughter, William who was koighted ia Charles ILds reigtd
Robert ; and Elizabeth, who was married to Dr. Henderson, 8 pbysician of Edinbungl. *

His character hys descended to us without blemish, Unembitiops of riches er =
he appears to have projected the life of a retired seholar, from which he was
only by the commotiens that robbed his country of its tranquillity. Xe was highly
.complished in ancient and modern langages, and in the amusements which became 2 mes
of his rank. Amgng bis intimate friends, and leamed contemporaries, be seoms to hase
1
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been mostly connected with the earl of Stirling, and the celebrated English poets, Dray-
too and Ben Jonson. The latter, as already noticed in his life, paid him a visit at Haw-
thamden, apd commupicated to him witbout reserve, mamy particulars of his life and
opinions, which Drummand committed to writing, with a sketch of Jonson’s character
and habits which has not been thought very liberal. This charge -of illiberality, how-
ever, iy considerably lessened when we reflect that Drummound appears to have had uo
intention of publishing what he had collected from Jonson, and that the manuscript did .
not appear uotil many years after he was beyond all censure or praise.

An edition of Drummond’s poems was printed at London, 1656 octavo, with a pre-
face by Phillips, which is here retained, The Edinburgh edition in folio, 1711, includes
the whole of his works both in verse and prose, his poetical papers, familiar letters and
the History of the Jameses ; with an account of his life which, however unsatisfactory, is
all that cam now be relied on’. A recent edition of his poems was printed at Loadon
in 1791, but somewhat differently arranged from that of 1656. A more correct ar-
rangement is still wanting, if bis numerous admirers shall succeed in procuring that at-
teation of which he bas been hitherto deprived,

As a poet be ranks among the first reformers of versification, and in elegance, hag-

mony, and delicacy of feeling is so superior to his contemporaries that the neglect with

which be has been treated would appear unaccountable, if we did not consider that it js
bat of late the public attention has been drawn to the more ancient English poets. Mr.
Headly, however, Mr. Neve the ingenious author of Cursory Remarks on some of the
ncient English poets, Dt. Warton, Mr. Pinkerton, Mr. Park and other crities of un-
Juestionable taste have lately expatiated on his merit with so much zeal and ability, that
he is no longer in danger of being overlooked, unless by those superficial readers who are
tontent with what is new and fashionable, and profess to be amateurs of an art of which
they know neither the history nor the principles.

¢ He inherited,” says his Iast encomiast, “ a native poetic genius, but vitiated by the
alse taste which prevailed in his age,—a fondness for the conceits of the Italian poets,
Petrarch and Marino, and their imitators among the French, Ronsard, Bellai, and Du
3artas. Yet many of his sonnets contain simple and natural thoughts clothed in great
reanty of expmdon. His poem entitled Forth Feasting, which attracted the envy as
vell as the praise of Ben Jonson, is superior, in harmony of numbers, to any of the com-
)ositions of .the contemporary poets of England ; and is, in its subject, one of the most
legant panegyrics that ever were addressed byapoettoa prince. In prose writing,
he merits of Drummond are as unequal as they are in poetry. When an imitator, he is
arsh, turgid, affected and unnatural ; as in his History of the Five Jameses, which, though
sdicious in the arrangment of the matter, and abounding in excellent political and moral
miiments, is barbarous and uncouth in its style, from an affectation of imitating partly
% manner of Livy, and partly that of Tacitus. Thus, there is a ‘perpetual departure
'om ordinary construction, and frequently a violation of the anhsh idiom. In others
f his prose compositions, where he followed his own taste, as in the Ircne and Cypress-
lrove, and particularly in the former, there is a remarkable purity and' ease of expres-'
sa, and often a very high tone of eloquence. The Irene, written in 1638, is a per-
msive to civil union, and the accommodation of those fatal differences between the king

3 Mr. G.Chalmers is of opinion thst the Jearned Roddunan amisted in preparing this edition. Chal-
ere’s Life of Ruddiman, p. 53. C.
VOL. V. Tt
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and the people, then verging to a crisis: it is a model of a popular address; asd &
lowing for its pushing too far the doctrine of passive obedience, bears equal evidence
the political sagacity, copious historical information, and great moral "worth and bese-
volence of its author.” As the neglect of one age is sometimes repaid by the extrim
gant commendations of another, perhaps this temperate, judicious and elegant characte
of Drummond copied from Lord Woodhouselee’s Life of Kaimes, will be found mor
consistent with the spirit of true criticism than some of those empassioned sketches a
which judgment has less share,

There is one poem, mow added to his other works, of a very different kind. Itis e
fitled Pelemo-Middinia, or the Baitle of the Dunghill, a rare example of barlesque,
and the first muecaronic poem by a pative of Great Britain. A cepy of it was published

* by bishop Gibeon, when a young man, at Oxford in 1691, 4to. with Latin notes”; bat
the text, probably from Mr. Gibson’s being unacquainted with the Scotch language, &
less correct than that of any copyy that has fallen in the way of the present editor, whe

- has therefore preferred the elegant edition printed by Messrs, Foulis of Glasgow i
1768. The humour of this piece is 30 remote from the characteristics of his polishel
mind and serious muse, that it may be regarded as a very singular curiosity. It appean
to me to be the fragment of a larger poem which the author wrote for the amusemest
of his friends, but was not anxious to preserve. Mr. Gilchrist conjectures that it wa
written when Drummond was on a visit, to his brother-in-law at Scotstarvet, and that &
alludes to some rustic dispute well known at the time.

* Sse a curious paper on this editiony by Mr. Gilchrist, in the Cemgura Literaria, vol. iii. p. 308 €&



PHILLIPS'S PREFACE

TO THE

EDITION OF 1656. *

TO THE READER.

INGENIOUS READER,

To say that these poemsare the effects of a genias, the most polits and verdant that ever the Seottislt
mtion produced, althongh it be 1 commendation not to be rejected, (for it is well known, that that
country bath afforded many rare and admirable wits) yet it is not the highest that may be given him ;
for should I affirm that neither Tasso, nor Guarini, nor any of the most nest and refined spirits of Italy,
ner even the choicest of our English poets, can challenge to themselves any advantages above him, it
eould not be judged any attribute superioar to what ke deserves; nor shall I thinke it any arrogance
to maintain, that smong all the severall fancies, that in these times have exercised the most nice and
curious judgements, there hath not come forth any thing that deserves to be welcomed into the world
with greater estimation and applanse: and though ke hath not had the fortwne to be 50 genemlly
famed abroad, as many others, perhaps, of lesse esteeme, yet this is a consideration that cannot at all
diminish, but rather advance bis credit; for by breaking forth of obscurity he will attract the higher
sdmiration, and, like the Sun emerging from a cloud, appeareat length with so much the more forcible -
myes. Had there been nothing extant of him bat his History of Scotland, consider but the langnage,
wow florid sand ornate it is; consider the order, and the prudent conduct of his story, and you will
raoke him in the number of the best writers,and compare bim even with Thaanus himselfe. Neither
» he lesse happy in his verse than prose : for here are all those graces met together that conduce any
bing toward the making up of & compleat and perfect poet, a decent and becomming majesty, a brave
ad admirable height, and a wit s0 flowing, that Jove himselfe never drenke nectar that sparkled
vith'a more spritly lustre. Should I dwell any longer (itigenuous reader) apon the commendation of
kis incomparable anthor, I should injare thee, by forestalling the freedome of thy owne judgement,
»d him, by attempting a vain designe, since there is nothing can s0 well set bim forth as his own
rorks; besides the losse of time, which is bat trified away so long as thon art detained from pervsing
he poems themselves,
E. PHILLIPY,



POEMS

or

WILLIAM DRUMMOND.

THE FIRST PART.

Co- SONNETS.
i —
1. BSONNET.

IN my first prime, when cbildish bumours fed
My wanton wit, ere I did know the bliss
Lies in a Joving eye, or amorous kiss,

Or with what sighs a Jover warms his bed ;

By the sweet Thespian sisters’ errour led,

1 bad cpove mind to read, than lov'd to write,
And so to praise a perfect red and white;

But (God wot) knew not what was in my head.
Love smil’d to see me take so great delight,

To taro those antiques of the age of gold,

\nd that I might more mystenes behold,

e set 00 fair & volume to my sight,

“hat I Bphemerides laid aside,

Had on this blushing book my death to read.

toil of sprite, which are s0 dearly bought,
of few, or none are sought ; :
is oothing lighter than vain praise.
beauty’s like the purple flow’r,
ene mom oft birth and death affords;
ve & jasting is of mimd’s accords,
and will bring under resson’s power:
- t 1 list, this all csnnot me move, -
slas, 1 bosh-must write ad Jove.

§FEq E%B
i;séggi ,
L

;

i1 sommr

Y= who so coriously do paint your though
Enlight’ning ev'ry line it such s guise, *
That they seem rather to have fall’n from skies,
Than of a humas haod by mortal draughts:
A S0 e o vy ]

if his life at every sigh would 3
Love here blindfolded sfands withp:;:v’md dart,
There Hope looks pale, Despair with flaming. oyes:
Of my rade pencil look not for such art,
My wit [ find too little to devise
80 high conceptions to express my smaxt H
And some say love is feign'd that’s too too wise.
These troubled words and lines confus'd you find
Are like unto their model, my sick mind.

———

IV. SONNET.

Az me, and | am now the man whose Muse
In happier times was wont to laugh at Love,
And those who suffer’d that blind boy’s abuse,
The noble gifts ware given them from dbove,
What metamarphose strange is this I prove ?
Myself now scarce | find myself to be,

And think oo fable Circe’s tyranoy, -
And all the tales are told of Jove:
Virtue bath tangbt with ber philosophy
My mind noto a better course to.move:
Resson may chide her fuil, and oft
Affection’s power; but-what is that to me,
Who ever think, and never think on aught

But thatbright eherubin which thralls my thought ?
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How that vast Heaven entitled First is roll’d,

If any glancing towers beyond it be,

And people living in eteruity,

Or essence pure that doth this all uphold+

‘What motion have those fixed sparks of gold,

"The wand'ring carbuncles which shine from high,
By sprites, or bodies cross-ways in the eky,

If they be tum'd, and mortal things bebold :

How San posts heaven about, how night’s pale queen
With borrow’d beams looks on this hanging round;
What cause fair Iris bath, and moosters seen

In air’s large fields of light and seas profound,

Did bold my wand’ring thoughts; when thy sweet
‘Bade me leave all, apd only thivk on thee. {oye

V1. SONNET.

Fam is my yeke, thougb grievous be my pains,
Sweet are my wounds, although they deeply smart,
My bit is gold, though shorten’d be the reins,
My bondage brave, though I may not depart;
Although I bumn, the fire which doth impart
Those flames, 80 sweet reviving forca contains,
That, like Arabia’s bird, my wasted heart,
Made quick by death, more live!y still remains.
I joy, though oft my waking eyes spend tears,

I never want delight, even wben | groan, ~
Best ‘companied when most | am alone,

A Heaven of hopes | have midst Hells of fears :
Thus every way contentment strange I find
But most in her raje besuty, my rare mind,

Vii. SONNET.

¥awwer not, fair Heavens, of your two glorious lights,
Which though most bright, yet see not when they
And shining, cannot show their beams divine [sbine,
Both in one place, but part by days and nights,

_ . “Earth, vaunt not of those treasures ye enshrine,

Held unly dear, because hid from our sights,
Your pure and burnish’d gpld, your diamonds fine,
Snow-passing ivory that the eye deligbts.

Nor seas, of those dear wares are in you found
Vaunt not, rich pearl, red coral, which do stir

A found desire in fools to plunge your ground ;

.~ These all more fair are to be had in her:

Pearl, ivory, coral, diamond, suns, gold,
Teeth, neck, lips, heapt, eyes, hair are to behold.

VIIL. SONNET.

Waan Nature now had wonderfully wrought

All Auristella’s parts, except ber eyes,

To make those twins two lamps in beauty’s skies,
She couneel of ber starry senate sought.

Mars snd Apolio first did her advise,

To wrap in colour black those comets bright,
That Love bim so might soberly disguise,’

And un; ived wound at every sight.

Chaste Phasbe spake for purest azure dyes;

But Jove and Venus green about the light,

To frame thought best, as bringing most delight,
That to pin’d hearts hope might for aye arise :
Nature, all said, a paradise of green seen.

"[ To the south pole from these six signs

[
There plac’d to make all Jove which bave them

DRUMMOND’S POEMS. R

IX. SONMWET.
Now while the Night her sable veil hath spread,
And sileatly ber resty coach doth roll,
Rousing with her from Thetis' azure bed,
Those starry nymphs which dance about the pole;
While Cynthia, in purest cypress clad,
The Latmian shepherd in a trance descries,
And looking pale from height of all the skies,
She dyes ber beauties in a blushing red 3
While sleep, in triumph, ciosed hath all eyes,
And birds and beasts a silence sweet do keep,
And Porteas’ monstrous people in the deep,
The winds and waves, hush’d up, to rest eatice;
1 wake, I turn, I weep oppress’d with pain,
Perplex’d in the meandess of my brain. . .

X. SONNET. - . -

Sczer, silence’ child, sweet father of soft rest,
Prince whose approach peace to all mortals brings,
Indifferent host to shepberds and to kings,

Sole comforter of minds which are oppress'd;

Lo, by thy charming rod, ail breathing things

Lie slumb’ring, with forgetfuloess possessl,

And yet o’re me to spread thy drowsy wings
Thou spar'st, alas! who cannot be thy guest.
Since | am thine, O come, but with that face

‘To inward light, which thou art wont to show,
With feigned solace ease a true felt woe ;

Or if, deaf god, thou do deny that grace,

Come as thou wilt, and what thou wilt bequeath, -
[ long to kiss the image of my death. *

N
XI. SONNET.

. .
Parx Moon, who with thy cold and silver shine
Mak’st sweet the horror of the dreadful night,
Delighting the weak eye with smiles divioe,”
Which Pheebus dazzles with his too much light ;
Bright queen of the First Heaven, if in thy shrine
By turning oft, and Heaven’s eternal might,
Thou hadst not yet that once sweet fire of thise,
Endemion, forgot, and lovers’ plight:

If cause like thine may pity breed in thee,

And pity somewhat else to it obtaia, 4

Since thou hast power of dreams as well ‘as he
That bolds the golden rod and moral chain;
Now while she sleeps, in doleful guise her show
These tears, and the black map of all my ‘woe..

*

XIL SONNET.

Laur of Heaven’s crystal hall that brings thehoun,
Eye-dazzler, who makes the ugly night .
At thy approach fly to her shumb’ry

And fills the world with wooder and delight;
Life of all lives, death-giver by thy flight

of
Gddﬂnilhddltheshmvithsiherbri‘t—"‘
Who Moon enamels, Apeties of the Slowers :

Ab from those wat'ry plains thy golden hedd
Raise up, and bring the 50 long lingring mom; ~
A grave, nay Hell, I find become this bed,
This bed so grievously where T am toen:

But wo is me though thou now brought the dry,
Day shall but serve more sotrows to display. -
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It was the time when to our northern pole
The brightest famp of Heaven begins to roll,
‘When Earth more wanton in new robes appeareth,
And scorning skies her flowers in rainbows beareth,
On which the air moist diamouds doth bequeath, ,
Which quake to feel the kissing Zephyrs’ breath ;
When birds from shady groves theirloveforthwarble,
And sea-like Heaven looks like smoothest marble,
When I in simple conrse, free from all cares
Par from the muddy world’s enslaving snares,
By Ora's Sow'ry banks alone did wander;
Jra, that sports her Jike to old Meander,
A flood more worthy fame and lasting praise
Mban that so high whieh Phaeton’s fall did raise ;
3y whose pure moving glass the milk-white lilies
Do dregs their tresses and the daffodilies ;
Nbere Ora with a wood is crown'd about,
And (seems) forgets the way how to come out,
A place therg is, where a delicious fountain
springs from theswellingbreast of a proud mountaia,
Whose falling streams the quiet caverns wound,
\nd make the echoes shrill resound that sound.
he laurel there the shining chanael graces,
lhe palm her love with longstretch’d armsembraces,
e poplar spreads her branches to the sky,
\od hides from sight that azure canopy. {nourish,
The strcams the trees, the trees their leaven still
'bat pluce grave Winter finds not without flourish.
f living eyes Elysian fields could see,
“his little Arden might Elysium be.
Mt did Diana there herself repose,
ind Mars the Acidalian queen eoclose,
‘be mymphsoft here their basketsbring with fiow’rs,
ind anadems weave for their urs ;
‘he satyrs inn those sbades are heard to languish,
iasd make the shepherds partners of their anguish,
'be shepberds whe in barks of tender frees
lo grave their loves, disdains, and jealonsies ;
Pbich Phillis, when thereby her flocks she feedeth,
fith pity uow, anon with laughter readeth.
Near to this place where Sun in midst of day
b highest top of Heaven his coach did stay,
nd (as advising) on his career g
s all along that mom he had advanced
lis panting steeds along those fields of light,
[ost princely looking from that glerions height :
Then most the grashoppers are heard in meadows,
nd loftiest pines or small, or bave no shadows:
.was my hap, O wofal hap! to bide
fhere thickest shades me from all rays did hide,
1 & fair arbour, ‘twas some sylvan’s chamber,
Thoee ceiling spread was with the locks of amber
fuew dloom’d sycamores,ficor wrought withflow’rs,
fore sweet and rich than thoee i princes’ bow’rs.
ere Adon hlush’d, and Clitis, all amazed,
sok’d pale, with him who in the fountain gazged ;
he amaranthos smil’d, snd that sweet boy
Thich sometime was the god of Delos’ joy -
he-brave carnation, speckled pink here shin’d,
be violet her fainting head declin’d
meath a sleepy chasbow, all of gold
be marigold her leaves did here unfold.
Now while that, ravish’d with delight and wonder,
alf ju s trance 1 lay those arches under,
be season, silence, place, began t’ eatice,
yes’ drowsy lids to bring night on their skies,
"hich softly having stolen themselves together
dke evening clouds) me plac’d I wot not whither.

SONNETS, ‘&c. PART L - 647

As cowards leave the fort which they should keep,

My senses one by oke gave place to sleep,

Who followed with a troop of golden slumbers,

Thrust from my quiet braio all base encumbers,

And tbrice me touching with his rod of gold,

A heaven of visions in my temples roll'd,

To countervail those pleasures were bereft me,

Thus in his silent prison clu’d he left me.
Methought through all the neighbouy woods &

Of choristers, more sweet than lute or voice, [noise.

{ For those harmonious sounds to Jove are given

By the swift touches of the nine-string’d heaven,

Such airs, and nothing else) did wound mine ear,

No soul bat would become all ear to hear:

And whilst I list'ning lay, O lovely wonder !

[ saw a pleasant myrtle cleave asunder;

A myrtle great with birth, from whose rent womh

Three naked nymphs more white than snow forth
come.

For nymphs they seem’d: aboat theirheavealy faces

In waves of gold floated their curling tresses ;

About their arms, their arms more white than milk,

They blushing armlets wore of crimson-silk,

The were such that by Scamander

Appeared to the Pyrygian Alexander:

Aglaia and her sisters such perchance

Be, when about some sagred spring they dance,

But searec the grove their naked beauties graced, -

And on the verdure had each other traced,

- When to the flood they ran, the fiood in robes

Of carling crystal their breasts’ ivory globes

Did all about encircle, yet took pleasure

To show white snows throughout her liquid azure, _
Look bow Prometheus’ man when heavenly fire

First gave him breath, day’s brandon did admire,

And wonder'd at this world’s amph’theatre :

So gaz’d 1 on those new guests of the water.

All three were fair, yet one excell’d as far

The rest as Pheebus doth the Cyprian star,

Or diamonds, small gems, or gems do other,

Or pearls that shining shell is call’d their mother.
Her hair, more bright than are the morning’s

beams,

Hung in a golden shower above the streatms,

And dangling sought her forehead for to cover,

Which seen did straight a sky of milk discover,

With two fair brows, Love’s bows, which never bend

But that a golden arrow forth they send :

Beneath the which two burning planets glancing

Flash'd fames of love, for Love there still is dancing,

Her either cheek resembled Liushing morn,

Or roses gules in field of lilies borne ;

*Twixt which an ivory wall so feir is raised, .

That it is but abased when it ’s praised.

Her lips like rows of coral soft did swell,

And th’ one like th® other only doth excel:

The Tyrian fish looks pale, pale look the roses,

The rubies pale, when mouth sweet cherry closes,

Her chin like silyer Pbaebe did appear

Dark in the midst to make the rest more clear:

Her neck seem’d fram’d by curious Phidias master,

Most smooth, most white, a piece of alabaster,

Two foaming billows Sow’d upon her breast,

Which did their top with coral red increst: .

There all about as brooks them sport at leisare,

With circling branches veins did swell in azure:

Within those crooks are only found those isles

Which fortanate the dreaming old world stiles,

The rest the streams did hide, byt as a lily

Sunk in s crystal’s fair transparent belly.
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1, who yet lramian weakness did not koow,
(For yet I had not feit that archer’s bow,
Nor coald I think that from the coldest water
The winged youngling burning flames couald scatter)
On every part my vagabonding sight
Did cast, and drown mine eyes in sweet delight.
O wondrous thing,”said 1, that beauty ’s nam’d !
Now I perceive | heretofore heve dream’d,
And never found in all my ﬁying days
Joy unto this, which only merits praise.
My pleasures have been pains, my comforts crosees,
My treasure poverty, my gains but losses.
O precious sight! which none doth else descry
Except the burning Sun, and quivering I
And yet, O dear-bought ug‘htl O would for ever
1 might enjoy you, or had joy’d you never!
O happy flood! if 50 ye might abide,
Yet ever glory of this moment’a pride,
Adjure your rillets all for to behold her,
And in their crystal arms to come and fold her:
And since ye may not long this hliss embrace,
Draw thousand portraits of her on your face,
Portraits which in my heart be more apparent,
Jf like to yours my breast but were transparent.
() that I were, whbile she doth in you play,
A dolphin, to transport her to the sea!
To nooe of all those gods 1 would her render,
From Thule to Inde though 1 should with her

wander.

Oh! what is this? the more I fix mine eye,
Mine eye the more new wonders doth espy,
The more | spy, the more in uncouth fashion
My soul is ravish’d in a pleasant ion.

¢ But look not eyes”-—As more | woold have said,
A sound of rattling wheels me all dismay’d,
And 'l'-hb the sound forth from the trembling

ushes,

W’lth nom-hke course a sumptuous chariot rusbes,
A chariot all of gold, the wheels were gold,
The nails, and axle gold on which it roll’d:
The upmost part a scarlet veil did cover,
More rich than Dande's lap spread with her lover.
In midst of it, in a triumphant chair,
A lady sate miraculously fair,
‘Whose pensive conntenance, and looks of honour,
Do more allure the mind tbat thinketh gn her,
Than tbe most wanton face, and amorous eyes,
That Amathus or flow'ry Paphos sees ;
A crew of virgins inade a ring about her,
The diamond she, they séem the gold without her.
Such Thetis is, when to the billows’ roar
With mermaids nice she danceth on the shore :
80 in a sable night the Sun’s bright sister

* Among the lesser twinkling lights doth glister.

Fair yokes of ermilines, whose colours pass
The whitest snows on aged Grampius® face,
More swift than Venos’ birds this chariot guided
To the astonish’d bank, where as it bided:
But long it did not bide, when poor those streams
{Ab me!) it made, transporting those rich gema,
And by that burden lighter, swiftly drived
Till as methought it at a tow’r arrived :

Upon a rock of crystal shining clear
With diamonds wrought this castle did appear,
Whose rising spires of gold so high them reared,
That, Atlas-like, it seem’d the Heaven they beared.
Amidst which heights on arches did arise
(Arches which gilt flames brandish to the skies)
Of sparkling topazes, proud, gorgeous, ample, -
(Like to a little Heaven) a sacred temple.
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The walls no windows have, vay all the nll ¥

Is but one window, night there doth not fall

Mom'hulhOSnntom'wlﬁ declineth,

Than in our zenith when at noon he shineth,

Tro flaming hills the pessage strait defend

Which to this radicat buildmg doth ascend,

Upon whose arching tops ou a pilaster

A port stands open, raised in love’s disaster

For none tbat nervow bridge and gats can pass,

Who bave their faces seen in Venus®

If those within but to come forth do ventare,

That stately place again they never enter.

The precinct’s strengthen'd with a ditch of fears,

In which doth swell a lake of inky years

Ofmaddmglovus,whoMQMr-o-nng.

And thicken e’en the air with piteous grossing.

This hold to brave the skies the Dest’nies fram'd,

And then the fort of Chastity s nam’d.

The queen of the third Heaven once, to appal it,

The god of Thrace here brought, whooudd -t
thrail it ;

For which he vow’d ne’er arms more to put on,

And on Riphean hills was heard to groan

Here Psyche’s lover harls his darts at randan,

Which all for nought him serve, as doth his
brandon.

What grievous agony did invade my wind,
Whaea in that place my hope I saw confin'd,
Where with high tow’ring thonghts 1 only rearh’d

her,
Which did burn ap their wings when they qpruc'l
Methought I sat me by a ¢
And night and day the hyacinth there read ;
And that bewailing nightingales did borrow
Pluints of my plaint, and sorrows of my sosrow.
My food was wormwood, mine own tears vy drisk,
My rest, on death and sad mishaps to thiok.
And for such thoughts to have my heart enlarged,
And ease mine eyes with briny tribute charged,
Over a brook | laid my pining face:
But then the brook, as griev'd at my disgrace,
A face me show’d so pin’d, sad, overclouded,
That &t the sight afraid mime eyes them shroonded.
This is thy guerdon, Love, this is the game,
In end which to thy servanis doth remain. {me,
More would [ say; when fear made sleep to lesve
And of thase fatal shudows did bereave me ;
But ah, alas ! instead to dream of love,
Andwoeu,lnowthemmeﬂectdndpuvv
For what unto my troubled bruin was piﬁd.
Awak’d I found that time and place presented.

——

XIV. SONNET.

Axn buming thoughts, now let me take some res,
And your tumultuous broils swhile appenase :

Is ’t not enough, stars, fortune, love molest

Me all at once, but ye must too diaplesse ?

Let bope (though false) yet lodge within oxy beemt,
My high attempt (though dangerous) yet prais:
What though [trece not right Heaveo's steepy wagn,
It doth suffice my fall doth make me hlest.

1 do not doat on days, I fear not death,

So that my life be good, I wish’t mot long;
Intmmndhnﬁonthcwddly’m
And when Hearen lists, recal thia \
Men bat like visions are, time all doth clain,
He lives who dies to wmahthnl-me.

thia bowrrow'd el
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XV. SONNET.

Taar ¥arned Grecian who did so excel

In knowledge passing sense, that he is nam’d

Of all the after world divime, doth tell

That all the time when first oar souls are fram’d,
Ere in these mansiows blind they come to dwell,
They live bright rays of that eternal light,

And others see, know, love, in Heaven’s great height,
Not toil'd with aught *gainst redson to rebel,

Jt is most frue, for straight at the first sight

My mind me told that in some other place

It elsewhere saw th’ idea of that face,

And fov'd a love of heavenly pure delight.

What wonder now ! feel so fair a flame,

Since | her lov'd ere on this Earth she came?

XVL SONNET.

Noz Are, nor Mincius, nor stately Tiber,
Sebethus, nor the flood into whose streams

He fell who burnt the world with borrow’d beams,
Gold-rolling Tagus, Munda, famous Iber, [Seine,
Sorgue, Rhone, Loire, Garron, nor proud-banked
Peneus, Phasis, Xanthus, humble Ladon,

Nor she whose nymphs excel herloved Adon,

Fair Tamesis, nor Ister large, nor Rhine,
Eaphrates, Tigris, [ndus, Hermus, Gange,

Pearly Hydaspes, serpent-like Meander,

The flood which robbed Hero of Leander,

Nile that so far his hidden head doth range,

Harve ever had 50 rare a caase of praisc,

As Ora where this northern phenix stays,

XVIL SONNET.’

Fo besr my plaints, fair river crystalline,

Thou ih a silent slumber seem’st to stay ;
Delicious flowers, lily and columbine,

e bow your heads when I my woes display ;
?orests, in you the myrtle, palm and hay, '

1ave had compassion, list’ning to my groais;
Fhe winds with sighs bave solemniz’d my moans
Mong leaves, which whisper’d what they could not

say;
“be caves, the rocks, the hills, the sylvans® thrones,
As if even pity did in them appear)
Jave at my sorrow rent their ruthless stones :
tach thing I find hath sense except my dear,
V¥V ho doth not think I love, or will not know
Ay grief, perchance delighting in my woe.

XVIIL SONNET.

wrrsy brook, in whose clear crystal I my eyes
[awve oft seen great in labour of their tears;
aamell’d bank, whose shining gravel bears

Thaese sad charsctares of my miseries; [spheres,
[igh woods, whose mountain-tops menace the
7ibd citizens, Amphions of the trees,

ou gloomy groves at hottest uoons which freeze,
bty siam shades which Phosbus never clears;

ast solitary mountsins, pieasant plains,
oabuoider’d teads that oceansways you reach ;
il ks, dales, spriogs, all whom my sad cry constrains
> take part of my plaints, and’learn woe’s speech,
#41 that remorseless fair e’er pity show ?

¥ gmrece now auswer, if ye aoght know : No.
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JXIX. SONNET.

‘Wrrn flaming boras the Bull now brings the year,
Melt do the mountains, roliing ficods of snow,

The silver rivers in snooth channels flow,

The late bare woods green anadems do wear ;

The nightingale, forgetting winter’s woe,

Calls up the lazy morn her notes to hesr;

Spread arethose flow'rs which names of princes bear,
Some red, some azure, white, and golden grow.
Here lows 8 heifer, there bewailing strays

A barmless Jamb, not far a stag rebounds ;

The shepherds sing to grazing flocks sweet lays,
And all about the echoing air ressunds. :
Hills, dales, woods, floods, ev’ry thing dofh change,
But she in rigour, } in love am strange.

XX. SONNET.

Taar I 30 dlenderly set forth my mind,
Writing 1 know not what in ragged rhymes,
O’ercharg’d with brase in these 5o golden times,
When others tow’r 30 high, I'm Jeft behind:

I crave not Pheebus leave his sacred cell,

To bind my brows with fresh Aonianbays;
But leav’t to those, who, tuning sweetest lays,
By Tempe sit, or Aganippe’s well ;

Nor yet to Venus’ tree do I aspire,

Since she for whom I might affect that praise,
My best attempts with cruel words gainsays,
And I seek not that others me admire.

Of weeping myrrh the crown is which I crave,
With a sad cypress to adom my grave,

XXI. MADRIGAL

Wagx as she smiles I find

More light before mine eyes,

Than when the Sun from Inde

Brings to our world a flow'ry paradise: =~
But when she gently weep:,y

And pours forth pearly showers,

On cheeks fair blushing flowers,

A sweet melancholy my senses keeps ;

Both feed 30 my disease,

So much both do me please,

That oft I doubt, which more my heart doth barn,
Love to behold her smile, or pity mourn.

"XXII. SONNET..

Mv tears may well Namidian lions tame,

And pity breed into the hardest heart .
That ever Pyrrba did to maid impart,

When she them first of blushing roeks did frame,
Ab, eyes, which only serve to *wail my smart,
How long will you my inward woes proclaim ?
May 't not suffice you bear a weeping part

Ali night, at day but you must do the same ?
Cease, idle sighs, to spend your storms in viiin,
And these sweet silent thickets to molest,
Contain you in the priton of my breast,

You do not ease but aggravate my pain;

Or if burst forth you mast, that tempest move
In sight of her whom I 30 dearly love,
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XXUL SONNET.

Yau restiess seas, appease your roaring waves,
And you, who raise huge mountains in that plain,
Air’s your hideous sounds contain,
* And listen to the plaints my grief doth canse.
Eternal lights! though sdamantine laws

Of destinies to move still you ordain,

Tarm hither sll your eyes, your axles pause,
And wonder st the torments I sustain,

Sad Earth, if thou, made dull by my disgrace,
Be not as senseless, ask those powers above

Why they so crost a wretch brought on thy face,
Fram’d for misbap, the anchorite of love;

And bid them (that no more SEtoss may burn)
To Erimanth’ or Rhodope me turn. .

XXIV. SONNET.

I crost with all mishaps be my poor life,

1f cne short day I never spent in mirth,

If my sp'rit with itself holds Jasting strife,

If sorrows death is but new sorrows birth;

If this vain world be but a mournful stage,

Where slave-born man plays to the laughing stars,
If youth be toes’d with love, with weakness age,

If koowledge serves to hold our thoughts in ward,
If time can clos¢ the hundred mouths of Fame,
And make what's long since past, like that's to be,
If virtoe only be au idle name,

If being born I was but born to die;

Why seek I to proloag these loathsome days?

The fairest rose in shortest time decays.

XXV. SONNET.

Aus, other beauties howsoe’er they shine

In halrs more bright than is the golden ore,

Or cheeks more fair than fairest eglantine,

Or bands like bers that comes the Sun before :
Match’d with that heavenly hue, and shape divine,
With thosedear stars which my weak thoughts adore,
Look but as shadows, or if they be more,

1t is in this, tbat they are like to thine.

Who sees those eyes, their force that dotb not prove;
‘Who gazeth on the dimple of that chin,

And finds not Venus' son entrepch'd therein,

Or hath not sense, or knows not what is love.

To see thec had Narcissus had the grace,

He would have died with wond'ring on thy face. .

. " XXVI. SEXTAIN.

Tuz Heaven doth not contain so many stars,

Nor levell'd lie so many leaves in woods,

‘When Autumn and cold Boreas sound their wars;

S0 many waves have not the ocean floods,

_ As my tom mind hath tormeuts all the night,
_And heart spends sighg,whenPheebusbrings the Jight.

Why was 1 made a partner of the li

‘Who, crost in birth, by bad aspect of stars,
Have never since had happy day or night 2
Why was not I a liver in the woods,

Ox citizen of Thetis’ crystal floods,

But fram’d & man for love and fortune'’s wars 2
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I look each day when death showld end the wars,
Uncivil wars *twixt sense und reason’s light ;

My pains | count to mountains, meads and fioods,
And of my sorrow partners make the stars ;

All desolate | haant the fearful woods,

When I should give myseif to rest at night.

With watchful eyes I ne’er behold the night,

Mother of peace, (but ah to me of wars)

And Cynthia queen-like shining through the weads,

Bntltnig:tthme lamps come in my thought whose
ight

My jodgment dazzled, passing brightest stars,

And then my eyes in-islg themselves with fioods.

Turn to the springs again first shall the foods,
Clear shall the San the sad and gloomy night,
To dance about the pole crase shail the stars,
The elements renew their ancient wars
Shall first, and be depriv'd of place and light,
Ere I find rest in city, fields; or woods.

End these my days, ye jnmates of the woods,
Take this my life, ye deep and raging floods;
Sun, never rise to clear me with tby light,
Horrour and darkness, keep a lasting night,
Consume me, care, with thy intestine wars,

And stay your influence o’er me, ye bright stars,

In vain the stars, th’ inhabitants o’ th* woods,

Care, horroyr, wars 1 call, and raging floods,
For all have sworn to night shall dim my sight.-

XXVIL. SONNET.

O wacexp blush empurpling cheeks, pure skies
Withcrimson wings which spread thee like the mom;
O bashful look, sent from those shining eycs, .
Which though slid down onEarth doth Heaven adom;q
O tongue, in which most luscious nectar Des, .
That can at once both bless and make forlorn ;

Dear cora] lip, which beauty beautifies, R
That trembling stood before her words were bora ;
And you her words; words ? no, but golden chains, i
Which did insisve my ears, ensnare my soul, ‘
Wise image of her mind, mind that contains
A power all power of senses to coutroal :

8o sweetly you from love dissuade do me,
That I Jove more, if more my lovecanbe. * '

XXVIIL. SONNET.

Sounp boarse, sad lute, true witaess of my woe,
And styive no more 10 ease self-chosen pain

With soul-enchanting sounds, your accents straim
Unto those tears incsssantly which fow. N
Sad treble, weep, and you, dull basses, show

Your master’s sorrow in a doleful strais ; -

Let never joyful hand upon you go,

Nor coocert keep but when you do complain.

Fly Phasbus’ reys, abbor the irksome light ;
Woods' solitaty shades for thee are best,

Or the black hosrours of the blackest night,

When all the world save thou and.I do rest:

Then sound, sad lute, and bear & mouming

part,
Thou Hell canst move, though pot & woman’s esrt,
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~XXIX. SONNET.

[x vainT-baunt the cold and silver springs, *

To quench the fever baming in my veins,

In vain (love's pilgrim) mountains, dales and plains
| over-rum, vain help long absence brings.

[n.vain, my friends, your counsel me covstrains
Fo fly, and place my thoughts on other things;
Ab, like the bird that fir’d hath ber wings,

The more I move the greater are my pains.
Desire, (alas) desire a Zeuxis new,

“rom th’ grient borrowing gald, from western skies
Teavenly cinuabar sets before my eyes

o every place, her bair, swest Iook and hue:

[bat fiy, run, rest I, all doth prove but vain,

My life lies in those eyes which have me slain.

XXX, BONNET.

e soft, fair Forth, and make a crystal plain,
2ut your white Jocks, and on your foamy face

it not a wrinkle be, when you embrace

The boat that Earth’s perfections doth contain.
¥inds wonder, and through wond’ring hold yonr
Jr if that ye your hearts cannot restrain  [pace;
*rom sending sighs, feeling a lover’s case,

ligh, and in ber fair hair yourselves enchain.

Ir take these sighs which absence makes arise
rom my oppressed breast, and fill the sails,

r some sweet breath new brought from paradise :
[he floods do smile, love o’er the winds prevgils,
ind yet huge waves arise; the cause is this,

e ocean strives with Forth the boat to kiss,

XXXI. SONNET.

lavust nat, ewest soul, those curled waves of guld
Vith geatle tides that on your temples flow,

Jor temples spread with flakes of vn-gm snow,

{or snow of cheeks with Tyrian grain'enroil’d ;
‘rust oot thosgshining Jights which wrought my woe,
Vhen first [ did their azure rays behold,

lor voice, whose sounds move strange effests do show
‘aan of the Thracian ha have been told :

ook to this dying lily, tose,

dark bryacinth, of late whose blushing beams

Sade all the nelghbounng herbs and grass rejoice,
imd-think how little is *twixt life’s extremes ;

‘e cruel tyrant that did kill those Sow’rs

hall’ once, ah me! not spare that spring of yours.

XXXII. BONNET.

% mind’s pure glass when I myself behold,

nd Yively see how my best days are spent,
Mdoudsofureaboumyhudmnlld
Pbat coming ill, which I cannot prevent;

Iy eourse begun Uwearied do repent,

nd would embrace what reason oft hath told,

at scarce thos think I, when love hath cont!bll’d
il the best reasons reason could mvent. - “
bough sure I know my labdur’s end is gnef

he more I strive that I the more shall pine,’

hat ondy death shall be my last relief: ~*

et when [ think upon that face divine,

ike one with arrow shot, in laughter's place,

laugre my beart, I joy in my disgraée, -
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XXXIIL. SONNET.

Dzax chorister, who from those shadows sends,
Ere that the blushing morn dare show her light,
Such sad lamenting strains, that night attends
iBecome all ear), stars stay to hear thy plight ;

f one whose grief even reach of thought transcends,
Who ne’er (not in a dream) did taste delight,
May thee importune who like case pretends,

And seems to joy in woe, in woe’s despite;

Tell me (s0 may thou fortune milder try,

And long long sing !) for wbat thou thus complains,
Since winter's gone, and Suo in dappled sky
Enamour’d smiles on woods and flow’ry plains ?
The bird, as if my questions did her move,

With tremhling wings sigh’d forth, “Ilove, 1love,”

VXXXIV. SONNEY.

O caurs beauty, sweetness inhumane,

That night and day contends with my desire,

And seeks my hope to kill, not queach my fire,
By death, not balm, to ease my pleasant pain! .
Though ye my thoughts tread down which would
Aud bound my bliss, do not, alas! disdain [aspire,
That I your matchless worth and grace -dmne.
And for their cause these torments sharp sustain.
Let great Empedocies vaunt of his death

Found in the midst of those Sicilian flames,

And Phaeton that Heaven him reft of breath,

And Deedal’s son who nam’d the Samiru streams:
Their haps I not envy ; my peaise shall be,

That the most fair that lives mov’d mc to die.

/ XXXV. SONNET.

Tz H: hills, Ceraunus’ snow,

Or Arimaspus (cruel) first thee bred ;

The Caspian tigers with their milk thee fed,

And Payns did homan blood on thee bulow
Fierce Orithyas’ lover in thy bed

Thee lull’d asleep, wheve he enrag’d doth blow ;
Thou didst not drink the ioods which here do flow,
But tears, or those by icy Tanais’ head.

Sith thoa disdains my love, neglects my grief,
Laughs at my groans, and still affects my death:
Of thee nor Heaven I'le seek no more relief,

Nor longer entertain this loathsome breath ;

But yield unto my stars, that thou may’st prove

‘What loss thou hast in losing such a love.

XXXVI. SONG. .
Puasus, arise, -
And paint the sable skies
With azure, white, and redt
Rouse Memnon’s mother from her Tython’s bed,
That she thy career may with roses spread,
The nightingales thy coming each whore sing,
Make an eternal spring.
Give life to this dark world which lieth dead.
Spread forth thy golden hair
In larger locks than thou wast wnt before,
And emperor-like decore
With disdem of peari thy temples fair:
Chase heunce the ugly night,
Which serves but to make dear thy-glorious light.
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This is that hnppy morn,

That day, long-wished day,

Of all my life %0 dark,

(If cruel stars have not my min sworn,

And fates my hopes betray)

Which (pmdy white) deserves

An everlasting diamond should it mark.
This is the morn should bring unto this grove
My love, to hear, and recompense my love.
Fair king, who all es,

But show thy blushing beams,

And thou two sweeter eyes

Shalt see than these which by Peneus® streams, .
Did once thy heart surprise:

“Nay, suns whith shine as clear

As thou wheu two thou didst v Rome appear.
Now, Flors, deck thyeelf in fairest guise.

If that ye winds would hear

A voice surpassiog far Ampbion's lyve,

Your furious chiding stay,

Let Zephyr oaly breathe,

And, with her tremes play,

Hissing sometimes those purple poets of desth.
The winds all silent are,

‘And Phoebus in his chair

Easaffroning sea and air,

Makes vanish every star:

Night like a drunkard reels
Beyondthehdh.tolbnnhuhmngﬁeda.
The fields with low'rs are deck'd in every hus,
The clouds with ovient gold spangle their blae:
Here is the pleasant place,

And nothing wanting is, save she, nias !

XXXVH. SONNKT.

'WhHo hath nat seen ioto ber saffron bed

The morning’ goddess mildly her repose,

Or her of-whose pure blood first sprang the rose
LalPd in a slumber by a myrtle shade?

‘Who hath not seen that sleeping white and red
Makes Phesbe Jook 50 pale, which she did closc
Jn that lonian hill to ease her woes,

Which only lives by her dear kimes fed ?

Come but and soe my lady sweetly sleep,

The sighing rubies of those heavenly lips,

The Cypids which hreasis golden apples keep,
Those eyes which shine in midst of their eclipse:
And he them all shall see, perbaps and prove
She waking but persuades, now forceth k}ve.

XXXVTH. BONNET.

Sxz Cytherea's birds, that milk-white pair

On yonder leafy myrtle-tree which groas,

And waken with their kisses in the air

TH ehamsoar’d asphyrs murmuring one by oney
If thou but sense hadst like Pygmalion’s stone,
Or hedst not seen Medusa’s snaky beir, { fair,
Love’s lessons thou might'st learn ; and leamn, sweet
To summer’s heat ere that thy spring be grown,
Aud if those kissing lovers seem but cold,

Look haw that elm this ivy doth embrace,

And binds and clesps with mauy & wantoo fold,
And, courting tleep, o'ershadows all the place ;
Nay, nemtouy.dnrtue, we ahall put pest,
In sign whereof, lo, in each leaf a heart !
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XXXIX. SONNET.

Tuz Sun is fair when he with crimson crown,

And Saming rubies, leaves his eastern bed ;

Pair i Thaumantias i her crystal gown,

When clouds engemm’d show azure, green, and red.
To western worlds when wearied day goes dows,
And fvom Heaven's windowseach star shows herhead,
Earth's silent daughter, Night, is fair though brows;
Fair is the Moon, thoogh in Love's livery clad.
The spring is fair when it doth paint April,

Fair ave the meads, the woods, the Boods sre fair;
Pair looketh Ceres with her yellow bair,

And apple’s-queen when rose-cheek’d she doth smile.
That Heaven, and earth, and seas are fair, is true,
Yet true, that all not please so much as yva.

XL. MADRIGAL.

Lixe the Tdalian queen

Her hair about lier eyne,

And neck, on breasts ripe apples to be seem,
At first glance of the morn -

In Cyprus’ gardens gathering those fair flowers
Which of her blood were born,

1 saw, but fainting saw my paramours.

The Graces naked danc’d about the place,
The winds and trees amoe’d

With silence on her gaz'd,

The flowers did smile like those upon her face;
And as their aspin stalks those singers bind,
That she might rend my case,

I wish*d to be a byacinth in her hand.

XLL SONNET.

Turex is she gone? O fool and coward 1!
O good occasion lost, ne'er to be found !
What fatal chains have my dull senses bosad, °
When best they might, that did not fortume try?
Here is the fainting gram where she did ¥e,
With roses bere sbe stellified the ground ;
She fix’d her eyes an this yet smiling pood,
Nor time, nor place seemn’d aught for to demy.
‘Too long, too long, Respect, I do embrace
Your oounsel {ull of threats and sharp disdain.
Disdain in herneetbunenhve-ophee.
And though come there, must straight retire sgaim:
Henceforth, Respect, farewel! I 've beard it told,
Who lives in love can never be too bold.

XLII. SONNET.

Whuar cruel star into this world sne bromght ?
What gloowmy day did dawn to give me laght ?
Whet unkind hand to nurse me (uphn)mh.
And would not Jeave me in eternal night ?

What thing 0 dear as [ hath emence

The elements dry, humid, heavy, light,
The-smallest living things which Natare wrenght
Be freed of woe if they bave small delight.

Ah only [ abandon'd to despair,

Nail’d {o my tormocnts in pale Horrour’s shade,
Like wand’ring clouds see all my a:-ﬁuhl. |
And ill on nll with hours my life impair: :
neﬂamndl’onune,wbnhm'db-l
Stay in one mansion fix’d to cause e moumn.
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XLHI, SONNET. XLVIL. MADRIGAL
Dean eye, which deign’st on this sad monument, | Sweer rose, whence is this hae
e sable scroll of my mishaps to view, Which doth all hues excet ?
Fhough it with mourning Muses’ tears be speat, | Whence this most fragrast smell ?

And darkly drawn, which is not feign’d, hut true;

f thou not dazzled with a heavenly bue,

And comely feature, didst not yet lament,

But happy lives unto thyself content,

> let not Love thee to his laws subdue;

w00k on the woeful shipwreck of my youth,

\nd fet my ruins thee for beacon serve,

7o shua this rock Capbarean of untruth,

}ind serve no God which doth his churchmen starve:
is kingdom’s but of plaiuts, his guerdon tears ;

Vhat he gives more is jealousies and fears.

XLIV. MADRIGAL

‘o the delightful green

) you, fair radiant eine,

«t each black yield beneath the stury arch, ’
iyes, burnish’d Heavens of love,

fnople lamps of Jove, [parch,
lave all thuse hearts which with your flames you
Fwo burning suns you prove ;

L11 other eyes, compar’d with you, dear lights,
ire Hells, or if not Hells, yet dumpish nights,

‘he Heavens (if we their glass

"he sea believe) are green, not perfect blue;

"hey all make fair whatever fair yet was,

ind they are fair because they look like you.

XLV. SONNET.

{ysrus, sister nymphs which haunt this crystal
rook, -

wnd happy in these floating bowers abide,

Vhere trembling roofs of trees from Sun you hide,
Vhich make Idean woods in every crook ;
Vhether ye garfands for your locks provide,

)r pearly letters seek in sandy book,

) oount your loves when Thetis was a bride,

ift up your golden beads and on me look.

lead in mine eyes my agonizing cares,

ind what ye read, recount to her again:
sirnymphs, say all these streamsarebut my tears;
md, if she ask you how they sweet remasin,

‘ell, that the bitt’rest tears which eyes can poar,
Vhen shed for her, can be no longer sour.

XLVI. SONNET.

uz whose fair flowers no automn makes decay,
Vhose hue ccelestial, earthly hues doth staim,

mo & pleasant odoriferous plain

#d walk alone to brave the pride of May.

nd whilst through flow’ry lists she made her way,
hat proudly smil’d her sight to entertain,

0, unawares where Love did hid remsin
hespnd,mdsongbtwmnkeofhmherprey
or which of golden locks a fairest hair

b bind the boy she took, but he, afraid,

t her appreach sprang swiftly in the air, -

nd, mounting fu!mm reach, look’d back and said,
'Why shouldst thou (sweet) me seek in chains to
ith in thy eyes I daily am confia’d ?” [bind

And whence this form and gracimg grace ia you ?

Tn fair Pwetana’s fields perhaps you grew,

Or Hyhla’s hills you bred,

Or odoriferous Enna’s plains you fed,

Or Tmoluos, or where boar yoang Adon slew ;

Or hatb the queen of love you dyed of new

In that dear blood, which makes you look so ved ?
No, none of those, but cause more high you bliss’d,

My lady’s breast you bore, ber lips yor kiss'd.

XLVIIL. MADRIGAL,

On this cold world of ours,

Flow'r of the seasons, scason of the flow’r,

Sun of the Sun, sweet Spring,

Such hot and bumning days why dost thou bnng?
Is it because those high eternal pow’rs

Flash down that fire, this world environiog ?

Or that now Phasbus keeps his sister’s sphere?
Or doth some Phaeton

Inflame the sea and air?

Or, rather, is 't not usher of the year,

Or that last day among the flow’rs alone
Unmask’d thou saw’st my fair ?

And whilst thou on her gaz’d she did thee bnrn,
And to thy brother Summer doth thee turn.

XLIX. SONNET.

Dzax wood, and you sweet solitary place,

Where ! estranged from the vulgar live, -
Contented more with what your shades me give, °
Than if I bad what Thetis doth embrace :

What snaky eye, grown jealous of my paoce,
Now from your silent horrours woald me drive,
‘When Sun advancing in his glorious race
Beyond the Twims, doth near our pole arvive ?
What sweet delight a quiet life affords,

And what it is to be from free,

Far from the madding worldling’s hoarse discords,
Sweet flow'ry place, I first did learn of thee.
Ah'! if 1 were mine own, your dear resorts .

I would net cbange with princes’ stateliest courts,

L. SONNET.

As! who oan see those fruite of Paradise,
Coslestial ohervies which so sweetly swell,
That sweetness’ self confin’d there scems lo dweb,’
And all those sweetest parts sbout

Ah! ‘who can see, and fesl nol-meeurpm
His barden'd heart? For me, alas, too well

I know their force, and how they do excel:
Now through desice [ burn, and wow I freese ;
I die (dear life) unless to me be given

As many kisees as the spnng hathi flow’rs,

Or there be silver drops in Iris’ show’rs, -

Or stars there be in all-ewbracing Heaven ;
And if displeas’d ye of the ureteh complain,

Ye shall have lsave to take them back again.
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LI, SONNET.

Is ’t not enough (ah me!) me thus to see

Like some Heaven-banish’d ghost still wailing go,
A shadow which your rays do only show;

To vex me more, unless ye bid me die,

What counld {e worse allot unto your foe ?

Bat die will I, 50 ye will not deny ’
That grace to me which mortal foes ev'n try,
To choose what sort of death shall end my woe.
Once did I find, that whiles yon did me Kkiss,
Ye gave my pantiug soul so sweet a touch,
That balf [ swoon’d in midst of all my bliss ;

I do but crave my death’s wound may be such :
For though by grief I die not and annoy,

Is 't not enough to die through too much joy ?.

D ——

LII. MADRIGAL.
Umnarry light,
"Do not approach to bring the woeful day
When I must bid for aye
Farewel to her, and live in endless plight.
Fair Moon with gentle beams,
The sight who never mars, [stars,
Clear long-heaven’s sable vault, and you, bright
Your golden locks long view in earth’s pure streams ;
Let Phoebus never rise .
To dim your watchful eyes.
Prolong, alas, prolong my short delight ;
And if ye can, make an etcrnal night.

LIII. SONNET.

Wrrn grief in beart, and tears in swelling eyes,
When I to-her bad given a sad farewel,
Close sealed with a kiss, and dew which fell
On my else moisten’d face from beauty’s skies ;
So strange amazement did my mind surprise,
That at each pace I fainting turn’d again,
Like one whom a o
Not feeling bonour’s bit, nor reasod's rein:
Bat when. flerce stars to part me did constrain,
‘With back-cast looks, I both envy’d and bleso'd
The happy walls and place did her contain,
Until my eyes that fiying object miss’d :

. So wailing parted Ganymede the fair,
‘When eagle’s talons bore bim through the air.

LIV. SEXTAIN.

Srru geue is my delight and only pleasure,

The last of all my bopes, the cbeerful San

That clear'd my life’s dark sphere, Nature's sweet
N treasure,

More dear to me than all beneath the Moon ;
What vesteth pow, but that upon this mountain

I weep, till Heaven transform me to a fonatain ?

Fresh, fair, delicious, crystal, pearly fountain,

On whose smooth face to look she oft took plessure,

Tell me (30 may thy streams long cheer this moun-
tain,

So serpsnt ne’er thee stain, nor scorch thee Sou,

So may with wat'ry beams thee kiss the BMoon!)

Dost thou not mown to- waat so fair a treasure.

DRUMMUND'S POEMS.

While she here gaz'd on thee, rich Tagas’ treasare
Thou neededst uct eavy, aor yet the fountain,

In which that bhunter saw the naked Moon ; ]
Absence hath robh'd thee of thy wealth and pleasare,
And I remain, like marigold, of San .
Depriv'd, that dies by shadow of some mountaio.

Nymphs of the forests, nymphs who oo this thoun-
tain

Are wont to dance, showiug your beauty’s treasure
To goat-feet sylvans, and the wond ring Sum,
When as you gather Sow'rs about this fountais,
Bid her farewel who placed here her

And sing her praises to the stars and Moon.

Among the lesser lights as is the Moon, fan;
Blushing through maffiing clonds on Latnsos mows-
Or when she views her silver locks for plessure

In Thetis’ streams, proud of so gay a treasure:
Such was my fair, when she sate by this foontain
With other aymphs, to shun the amorous San.

As is our Earth in absence of the Sun,

Or when of Sun deprived is the Moon ;

As is without a verdaat sbade a fountaim,

Or, witnting grass, a mead, a vale, 2 mountse;
Such is my state, bereft of my dear treasure,
To know whose only worth, was all my pleaswre.

Ne'er think of pleasure, heart ; eyes, dnm_&es-;
Tears be your treasure, which the wand’ring Mooa
Shall see you shed by mountain, vale and formtain

LV. SONNET.

Wirpow, some time which served for a spbere -
To that dear planet of my heart, whese light
Made often blush the glorious queen of nigit,
While she in thee move beanteous did 5
What mourning weeds, aln,ddlhoumal?
How loathsome to wy eyes is thy sad sight'
How poorly look’st thou, with what heavy cheer,
Since sets tbat Sun which made thee shine so bright*
Unhappy now thee close ; for, as of late

To wond’ring eyes thou wert a paradisc,
Bereft of her who made thee fortunats,

A gulf thou art, whence clouds of sighs arise :
But unto noge %0 noisome as to me,

Who hourly sees my murder'd joys in thea. '

LVL SONNET.

How many times night's silent queen her face
Hath hid, how oft with stars in silver mask,

In Heaven's great ball, she hath begun ber task,
And cheer'd-the waking eye in lower place ;
How oft the Sun hath made, by Heaven®s swift race,
The happy lover to forsake the bresst

Of bis dear Jady, wishing in the west }
His golden coach to run hed larger space,

I ever count and tell, since I, alas !

Did bid farewel to my heart's dearest guest ;
The miles 1 number, and in mind I chase

The floods and mountaine hold me from my rest
But wo is we, long eount and count may 1,

Exe [ see her whose absence makes me die
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LVIl. BONNET.

Or death some tell, some of the cruel pain
‘Which that bad craftsman in his work did try,
When (a uew mounster) flames once did constrain
A human corpse to yield a bellowing cry.

Some tell of those in burning beds who lie,
Because they durst in the Phlegrean plain

The mighty ruler of the skies defy,

And siege those crystal tow’rs which all contain.
Another coumts of Phlegethon's bot floods,

The souls which drink Ixion’s endless smart,
And bis who feeds a witlture with his heart.

One tells of spectres in enchanted woods :

Of all those pains th’ extremest who would prove,
Let him be absent and but burn in love.

. LVIII. SORNNET.
Ham, precieus hair, which Midas’ hand did strain,
Part of the wreath of gold that cruwns those brows
‘Which winter’s whitest white in whiteness stain,
And [ily by Eridan’s bank that grows:
Hair, (fatal present !) which first caus’d my woes,
‘When loose ye baug like Danae’s golden rain,
Sweet nets which sweetly do all hearts enchain,
Strings, I:(i)eadly strings, with which Love bends bis

ws:

" How are yo hither come? Tell me, O hair!
Dear armelet, for what thus were ye givea ?
1 know, a badge of I you wear,

- Yet, bair, for you O that I were a Heaven!

Like Berenice's locks, that ye might shine

(Bat brighter far) about this arm of mine.

LIX. SONNET.

Ans these tire flow’ry banks ? Is this the mead
‘Where she was wont to pass the pleasant hours
‘Was *t here her eyes exhal’d mine eyes’ salt show’rs,
And oo her lap did lay my wearied head ?

Is this the goodly elm did us o’erspread,

‘Whose tender rind, cut forth in curious flow’rs

By that white hand, contains those flames of ours
Is this the murmuring spring us mosick made ?
Deflourish’'d mead, where is your heavenly hue ?
Aund bank, that Arras did you late adorn ?

How look’st thon, elm, all witber’d aund forlorn !
Only, sweet spring, nought alter’d seems in you.
Bat while here chang’d each other thing appears,
To salt your streams take of mine eyes theve tears.

—

LX. SONNET.

Arxxrs, here she stay’d, among these pines,

Sweet hermitress, she did all alone repair ;

Here did she spread the treasure of her hair,

More rich than that brought from the Colchian
mines: :

Here sate she by these musked eglantines;

The happy ow'rs seem yet the print to bear;

Her voice did sweeten here thy sugar'd lines,

To which winds, tiees, beasts, birds, did lend an ear.

655

She bere me first perceiv’d, and here a mom

Of bright camations did o'erspread her face ;

Here did she sigh, bere first my hopes were bomn,
Here first I got a pledge of promis’d grace :
Butah! whatserves’t t’ have been made happy so,
Sith passed pleasures double but new woe ?

s
LXI. SONNET.

Pracz me where angry Titan burng the Moor,

And thirsty Africk fiery monsters brings,

Or where the new-born phenix spreads her wings,
And troope of wond’ring birds ber flight adore:
Place me by Gange or Inde’s enamell’d shore,
Where smiling Heavens on Earth cause double

springs ;
Place me where Neptone’s choir of syrens sings,
Or where made hoarse through cold he feaves to

roar:
Place me where Fortune doth her darlings crown,
A wonder or a spark in Envy’s eye; s
Or you, outrageous Fates, upon me
Till Pity wailing see disaster’d me ;
Affection’s print my mind so deep doth prove,
I mey forget myself~=but not my love.

.

LXIL MADRIGAI:.

Taz ivory, coral, gold,

Of hreast, of lip, of hair,

So lively Sleep doth show to inward sight,
That *wake I think I bold

No shadow, but my fair:

Myself 5o to deceive

With long-shut eyes I shun the irksome light.
Such pleasure here I have

Delighting in false gleams,

If Death Slecp’s brother be,

And souls bereft of sense have 50 sweet dreams,
How could I wish thus still to dream and die !

IXUL SONNET.

Fauz, who with golden wings abroad doth range

Where Pheebus leaves the night or brings the day;

Fame, in one place who restless dost not stay

Till thou hast flow’d from Atlas unto Gange:

Fame, enemy to Time, that stiil doth change,

And iu his changing course would make decay

What here below he findeth in bis way,

Even making Virtue to herself look strange :

Duughter of Heaven ! now all thy trumpets sound,

Raise up thy head unto the highest sky, *

With wonder blaze the gifts in her are found ;

And when she from this mortal giobe shall fly,

In thy wide mouth keep long, keep long her
pame;

So thou by ber, she by thee live shall, Fame.



656

DRUMMOND'S POEMS,

THE SECOND PART.

L SONNET.

Or mortal glory O soon darken’d ray!

O winged joys of man, more swift than wind!

O fond desires, which iu our fancies stray !

O trait’rous hopes, which do oar judgments blind !
Lo, in a flash that light is gone away,

Which dazzle did each eye, delight each mind,
And with that Sun, from whence it came, combin’d,
Now makes more radiant Heaven’s eternal day.
Let Beauty now bedew her cheeks with tears,

Let widow'd Music oaly roar and groan,

Poor Virtue, get thee wings and mountthe spheres,
For dwelling piace on Earth for thee is none:
Death hath thy temple raz'd, Love’s empire foil’d,
‘The world of honour, worth, and sweetness spoil’d.

II. SONNET.

‘Tuosz eyes, those sparkhing sapphires of delight,
‘Which thousand thousand hearts did set on fire,
Of which that eye of Heaven which brings the light
Oft jealous, staid amaz’d them to admire :

That living snow, those crimson roses bright,
Those those rubies which inflamn’d desire,
Those locks of gold, that purple fair of Tyre,

Are wrapt (ah me t) up In eternal night.

What hast thou more to vaunt of, wretched world,
Sith she who caused all thy bliss is gone?

Thy ever-burning lamps, rounds ever whorl'd,
Cannot unto thee model such a one: -

Or if they would such beauty bring on Earth,
They should be forc’d again to give her birth.

IIl. SONNET.

O raTs, conjur'd to pour your worst on me!

O rigoroos rigour which doth all confound !

With cruel hands ye have cot down the tree,

And fnfit with leaves have scatter’d on the groond.
A little space of earth my love doth boumd;

That beauty, which did raise it %o the sky,
Tura'd in disdained dust, now low doth lie,

Deaf to my pisints, and senseless of my wound.
Ah! did I Five for this ? ah! did I love ?

And was °t fur this (fleroe powers) sbe did excel,
That ere she well the sweets of life did prove,

She should (too dear a guest) with darkness dwell ?
Weak influence of Heaven! what fair is wrought,
Palls in the prime, and passeth like a thought.

IV. SONNET.

O worut life! life ? no, hut living death,

Fruil boat of crystal in & rocky sea,

A gem expos’d to fortune’s stormy breath,
Which kept with pain, with terrour doth decay:
The false delights, true woes thou dost beguesth
My ali-appalied mind so do affray,

That [ those envy which are laid o earth,

And pity those who run thy dreadful way.
Whes did mine eyes behold ane cheerful mom ?
When had my tossed soul owe night of rest?
When did not angry stars my designs scora ?
0! now I find what is for mortals best:

Even, since our voyage shameful is, and short,
Soon to strike sail, and perish in the port.

e ——

V.. SONNET.

DrssoLvz, my eyes, your globes in briny streams,
And with a cloud of sorrow dim your sight,

The San’s bright sun is set, of Jate whose beams
Gave lustre to your day, day to your mght.

My voice, now cleave the earth with anathems,
Roar forth a challenge in the world’s despite,

Till that disguised grief is her delight,

That life a slamber is of fearful dreams ;

And, woful mind, abhor to think of joy ;

My senses all, from comforts all you hide,

Accept no object hut of black annoy, [wide:
Tears, plaints, sighs, mourning weeds, graves gaping
I bave nought left to wish ; my hopes ace dead,
And all with ber beneath a marble laid.

VI. SONNET.

Sweer soul, which in the April of thy years,
For to eurich the Heaven mad'st poor this roand, |
And now, with flaming rays of glory crown’d, -
Most blest abides above the sphere of spheres;

If beavenly laws, alas! have not thee bound

From looking to this globe that all up-bears,

If ruth and pity theve-above be found,

O deigu to lend a look unto these tears:

Do not disdain (dear ghost) this sacrifice;

Asd though I raise not pillars to thy praise,

My off’rings take, let this for me suffice,

My heart a living pyramid I °ll raise:

And whilst kings’ tombs with laurels flourish grees,
Thine sball with myrtles and these fiow’rs be seen.

il B .
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. VII. SONNET.

. Swerr Spring, thou com’st with all thy goodly train,
Thy head with flames, thy mantle bright with flow’rs,
‘The zephyrs carl the green locks of the plain,

The clouds for joy in pearls weep down their show'rs.

Sweet Spring, thou com'st—but, ah! my pleasant
hours,

Aod happy days, with thee come not again §

The sad memorials only of my pain .

o with thee come, which turn my sweets to sours.

Thou art the same which still thou wert before

Delicious, lusty, amiable, fair;

But she whose breath embalm’d thy wholesome air

Is goue; nor gold, nor gems can her restore.

Neglected virtue, seasons go and come,

When thine forgot lie closed in a tomb.

VIll. SONNET.

Waat doth it serve to see the Sun’s bright face,
Aud skies enamell’d with the Indian gold ?

Or the Moon in a fierce chariot roll’d,

Awnd all the glory of that starry place ?

What doth it serve Earth’s beauty to behold,

The mountain’s pride, the meadow’s flow’ry grace,
The comeliness of forests old,

The sport of loods which would themselvesembrace?
What doth it serve to hear the sylvans® songs,
The cheerfol thrush, the nightingale’s sad strains,
Which in dark shades seems to deplore my wrongs?
For what doth gerve all that this world countains,
Since she, for whom those once to me were dear,
Can bave po part of them now with me here ?

IX. MADRIGAL.

Ten life, which seems so fair,

Is like a bubble blown up in the air,

By sporting children’s breath,

Who chase it every where,

And strive who can most motion it bequeath.
And though it sometimes seem of its own might
Like to an eye of gold to be fix'd there,

And firm to hover in that empty beight,
That ouly is because it is so light.

But in that pomp it doth not long appear;
For when ’°t is most admired,'in a thought,
Becaose it erst was nonght, it turns to nought.

X. BONNET.

My late, be as thou wert when thou didst grow
With thy green mother in some shady grove,
When immelodious winds but made thee move,
And birds their ramage did on thee bestow.

Simce that dear voice which did thy sounds approve,
Which wont in such harmonious strains to flow,

ts veft from Farth to tune those spheres above,

W hat art thou but a harbinger of woe ?

'y pleasing Botes be pleasing notes no mare,
Bat orphans’ wailings to the fainting ear,

Zach stroke a sigh, each sound draws forth a tear,
Zox which be sileut as in woods before:

»r i#f that any hand to touch thee deign,

Jke widow'd turtle still her loss complain.

VOL. V.

PART II. 657

XL SONNET.

An-! handherchief, sad present of my dear, -
Gift miserable, which doth now remain

The only guerdon of my belpless pain;

When I thee got thou showd'st my state too clear,
I never since have ceased to complain ;

1 since the badge of grief did ever wear;

Joy in my face durst never since appear;

Care was the food which did me entertain.

But since that thou art mine, O do not grieve,
That I this tribute pay thee for mine eine,

And that I (this short time I am to live)
Launder thy silken figures in this brine;

No, [ mait yet ev’n beg of thee the grace,

That in my grave thou deign to shroud my face.

XII. MADRIGAL.

Thees, happier far than I, '
Which have the grace to heave your beads so high,
And overlook those plains;

Grow till your branches kise that lofty sky

_Which her swest self contains.

There make her know my endless love, and pains,
And how these tears which from mine eyes do full,
Help'd you to rise so tall :

Tell her, as once 1 for her sake lov’d breath,

So for her sake I now court ling’ring death.

XIIL. SONG.

Sap Damon being come

To that for-ever lamentable tomb,

Which those eternal powers that all controul,
Unto bis living soul

A melancholy prison hath prescrib’d ;

Of colour, heat, and motion depriv’d,

In arms weak, fainting, cold,

A marble, he the marble did infold:

And baving warm it made with many a show’r
Which dimmed eyes did pour, [staidy
When grief had given bim leave, and sighs them
Thus, with a sad alas, at last he gaid 2

“ Who woald bave thought to me

The place were thou didst lie could grievous be ?
And that (dear body) loug thee having sought,
(O me!) who would have thoaght

Thee once to find it should my soul confound,
And give my heart than death a deeper wound ?
Thou didst disdain my tears,

But grieve not that this rutiful stone them beers ;
Mine eyes for nothing serve, but thee to weep,
And let that course them heep ; :
Although thou never wouldst them comfort show,
Do not repins, they have part of thy woe.

“ Ah wretch! too late [ fiad

How virtue's glorious titles prove but wind ;

For if that virtue could release from desth,

Thou yet enjoy’d hadst breath:

For if she ere appear'd to mortal eine,

It was in thy fair shape that she was scen.

But O! if I was made .

For thee, with thee why too am I not dead ?
Vu ~
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‘Why do cntrageous Fates, which dimm’d thy sight,
Let me see hateful light ?

They without me made death thee surprise,
Tyrants (no doubt) that they might kill me twice.

% O grief! and could one day

Have force such excellence to take away ?
Could a swift-flying moment, ah ! deface
Those matchless gifts, that grace,

Which art and nature had in thee combin’d
To make thy body paragon thy mind? -~
Hath all pass’d like a cloud,

And doth eternal silence now them shroud ?

Is that, so much admir'd, now nought but dust,
Of which a stone hath trust ?

O change! O cruel change! thou to our sight
Show’st the Fates’ rigoar equal to their might !

¢ When thou from Earth didst pass,

Sweet uymph, perfection’s mirror broken was,
And this of late so glorious world of oars,

Like the meadows without flowers,

Or ring of a rich gem which blind appear'd,
Or starless night, or Cyathia nothing clear'd.
Love when he saw thee die

Entomb’d him in the lid of either eye,

And left his torch within thy sacred urn,
There for a lamp to burn:

‘Wortb, honour, pleasure, with thy life expir’d,
Death, since grown sweet, begins to be desir'd.

“ Whilst thou to us wert given, .

The Earth ber Venus had as well as Heaven:
Nay, and her suns, which burnt as eany hearts,
As he the eastern parts;

Brightsuns, which,forc'd to leave these hemispheres,
Benighted set into a sea of tears.

Ah ! Death, who shall thee fiee,

Since the most mighty are o’rethrown by thee?
Thou st the crow, the nightingale dost kill,
And triumph’st at thy will:

But give thou cannat such another blow,
Because Earth cannot such another show,

% O bitter sweets of love! ‘

How better is ’t at all you not to prove,

Than when we do your pleasures most possess
To find them thus made less!

O! that the cause which doth consume our joy
Would the remembrance of it tvo destroy !
‘What doth this life bestow,

But flow’rs on thorns which grow ?

‘Which though they sometimes blandish soft delight,
Yet afterwards us smite ;

And if the rising Sun them fair doth see,

That planet setting doth bebold them die,

“ This world is madea Hell,

Depriv’d of all that in it did excel.

O Pan! O Pan! winter is fall’'n in May,

Turn’d is to night our day.

Forsake thy pipe, a sceptre take to thee,

Thy locks disgayland, thou black Jove shalt be.
The flocks do leave the meads,

And, loathing three-leav'd grass, hold up their heads;
The streams not glide now with a gentle roar,
Nor birds sing as before ;

Hills stand with clouds like mourners veil’d inblack,
Aud owls upon oar roofs foretel our wreck,

DRUMMOND’S POEMS.

“ That Zephyr every vear

So soon was heard to sigh in forests here,

It was for her, that, wrapt in gowns of green,
Meads were 5o early seen:

That in the saddest montbs oft sang the mearls,
It was for her: for her trees dropt forth pearis.
That proud and stately courts

Did envy these our shades and calm resorts,

It was for her : and she is gone, O woe!
Woods cut again do grow,

Bud doth the rose, and daisy, winter done,
But we once dead do no more see the San.

“ Whose name shall now make ring .
The echoes? of whom shall the nymphets sing ?
Whose heavenly voice, whose soul-invading strams,

 Shall fill with joy the plains?

What hair, what eyes, can make the morn in emt
Weep that a fairer riseth in the west ?

Fair Sun, post still away, :

No musick here is left thy course to stay.

Sweet Hybla swarms, with wormwood fill your bow'rs,
Gone is the flower of flow’rs: . )
Blush no more rose, nor lily pale remain,
Dead is that beauty which yours late did stain.

¢ Ah me! to wail my plight

Why have not I as many eyes as night ;

Or as that shepherd wbich Jove's love did keep,
That I still, sull may weep ?

But though I had, my tears unto my cross
Were not yet equal, nor grief to my loss.

Yet of you briny show’rs

Which I here pour, may spriog as many flow’rs,
As come of those which fell from Helen’s eyes;
And when ye do arise,

May every leaf in sable letters bear

The doleful cause for which ye spring up bere.”

XIV. MADRIGAL

5:: beauty and the li;:m

life’s and beauty’s far paragon,

O tears! O grief! hungat a feeble thread,

To which pale Atropos had set ber knife.

The soul with mauy a grosn

Had left each cutward part,

And now did take his last leave of the heart;
Nought else did waut save death for to be dead:
When the sad company about her bed

Seeing death iovade her lips, her cheeks, ber ey,
Cried “ Ah! and can death enter paradise?”

XV. SONNET.

O! rris not to me, bright lamp of day,

That in the east thou show’st thy goldea face;
O! it is not to me thou leav'st that sea,

And in those azure lists beginn'st thy race.
Thou shin’st not to the dead in any place ;

And I dead from this world am past away,

Or if | seem (a shadow) yet to stay,

It is a while but to bewail my case.

My mirth is lost, my comforts are dixmay'd,
And unto sad mishaps their place do yield;
My knowledge represents a bloody field,
Where I my hopes and helps see prostrate fxid.
So plaintfu] is life’s course which I have rum,

P S —

‘That I do wish it never had begun.
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XVI. MADRIGAL

Desw Night, the ease of care,

[ntroubled seat of peace,

I'ime’s cldest child, which oft the hlind do see,
Jn this our hemisphere

¥hat makes thee now so aadly dark to be?

Jm’st thou in fuoeral pomp her grave to grace?
)r do those stars which should thy horrour clear,
n Jove's bigh hall advise,

n what part of the skies,

Vith them, or Cynthia she shall appear?

k, ah, alas! because those matchless eyes,

Thich shone so fair, below thon dost not find,
triv'st thou to make all others’ eyes look blind ?

XVII. SONNET.

ince it batb pleas’d that first and supreme Fair
‘o take that beauty to himself again,

Fhich in this world of sense not to remain,

ut to amaze was sent, and home repair;

be love which to that beauty I did bear,

Isde pure of mortal spots which did it stain,

pd endless, which even death cannot impair,
place ou bim who will it pot disdaie.

o shining eyes, no locks of curling gold,

o blushing roses on a virgin face,

o outward show, no, nor no inward

il power have my thoughts henceforth to hold:
ove here on Earth huge storms of care doth toss,
ut plac’d above exempted is from loss.

XVIIL. SONG.

'autumn was, and on our hemisphere

ir Ericine began bright to appear,

ght westward did her gemmy world decline,

W hide her lights, that greater light might shine:

1e crested bird had given alarum twice

» lazy mortals to unlock their eyes,

e owl had left to ‘plain, and from each thom

1e wing'd mausiciaos did salute the mom,

o (while she dress'd herlocksin Ganges’ streatne)

t open wide the crystal port of dreams:

hen 1, whose eyes no drowsy night could close,
soft arms did quietly repose,

d, for that Heuveus to die did me deny,

ath’s image kissed, and as desd did lie.

1y as dead, bat scarce charm’d were my cares,

d slaked scarce my sighs, scarce dried my toars,

ep scaree the ugly figures of the day

4 with bis sable pencil put away,

d left me in a still and calmy mood,

Yen by my bed methought a virgia stood,

rirgin in the blooming of her prime,

mch rare beauty measur’d be by time.

r head a garland wore of opals bright,

pat her flow'd a gown like purest light’;

re amber locks gave umbrage to her face,

rere modesty high majesty did grace; .

¢ eyes such beams sent forth, that 9ut with pain

r weaker sight their sparklings could sustain.

feigned deity which baunts the woods

jke to ber, vor syven of the floods:

:h is the golden planet of the year,

ien blwsbing it the cast be doth appesr.

Her grace did beauty, voice yet grace did pass,
Which thus through pearls and rubies broken was.
“ How long wilt thou,’” said she,* estrang’d from
Paint shadows to thyself of false annoy ; {joy,
How long thy mind with horrid shapes affright,
And in imaginary evils delight;
Esteem that loss which (well when viewd) is gain,
Or if a loss, yet not a loss to plain?
O leave thy plamtful soul more to molest,
And think that woe when shortest then is best.
If she for whom thou thus dost deaf the sky
Be dead, what then? was she not born to die?
Was she not mortal born ? If thou dost grieve
That times should be in which she should not live,
Fre e’er she was weep that day’s wheel was roll'd,,
Weep that she liv’d not in the age of gold.
For that she was pot then thou may’st deplore,
As well as that she now can be no more.
If only she had died, thou sure hadst canse
To blame the Fates, and their too iron laws.
But look how many millions her advanee,
What numbers with her enter in this dance, [stay,
With those which are to come : shall Heavens them
And th’ universe dissolve thee to obey ?
As birth, death, which so much thee doth appai,
A piece is of the life of this great all.
Strong cities die, die do high palmy reigns,
And fondling thou thus to be us'd complains !
¢ If she be dead, then she of loathsome days
Hath pass’d the line whose length bat doss bewrays,
Then she hath left this filthy stage of care,
Where pleasure seldom, woe doth still repair.
For all the pleasures which it doth contain
Not countervail tha seallest minote’s pain.
And tell me, thou who dost so much admire
This little vapous, this poor spark of fire,
Which life is call’d, what doth it thee bequeath
But some few years which hirth draws out to death ?
Which if thou parailel with lustves run,
Or those whose courses are but now begun,
In days’ great numbers they sheil less appear,
Than with the sea when natched is a tear.
But why should’st thou here longer wish to be ?
One year doth serve all Nature’s pomp to seé.
Nay, even one day, and night: this Moon,that Sun,
Those lesser fires about this round which rum,
Be but the same which under Seturn’s reign
Did the ing seasous interchain.
How oft doth life grow less by living long?
And what excelleth but what dieth young ?
For age, which all abhor, yet would embrace,
Doth make the mind as wrinkled as the face.
Then leave laments, and think thou didst not live
Laws to that firt etemal Cause to give;
But to obey those laws which he bath given,
And bow unto the just decrees of Heaven,
Which cannot ery, whetever foggy mists
Do blind men in these sublunary lists,
But whatif she for whom thou spread'stthose groans,
Arid wastes thy life’s dear torch in ruthful moans,
She for whose sake thou bat'st the joyful light,
Courts solitery shades and irksome night, [space
Doth live? Ah! (if thou camst) through tears, a
Lift thy dimm’d lights, and look upon this face;
Look if those eyes which, fool ! thou didst adore,
Shine not more bright than they were wont before.
Look if those roses death could aught impair,
Those roses which thou once saidst were so fair ;
And if these locks have lost aught of that gold,

Which once they had when thou them didst bebold,
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1live, and happy live, bot thou art dead,
And still shalt be till thou be like me made.
Alas! while we are wrapt in gowns of earth,
And, blind, here suck the air of woe beneath;
Each thing in sense’s balauces we weigh,
And but with toil and pain the truth descry.
« Above this vast and admirable frame,
This temple visible, which world we name,
Within whose walls 0 many lampe do bum,
So many arches with cross motions turn,
Where th’ elemental brothers nurse their strife,
And by intestine wars maintain their life ;
There is a world, a world of perfect bliss,
Pure, immaterial, as brighter far from this,
As that high circle which the rest enspheres
Is from this dull, ignoble vale of tears:
A world where all is found, that here is found,
But further discrepant than Heaven and ground:
It bath an earth, as hath this world of yours,
With creatures peopled, and adoru’d with flow’rs
Tt hath a ses, like sapphire girdle cast,
Which decks of the barmonious shores the waste ;
It hath pure fire, it hath delicious air,
Moon, Sun, and stars, Heavens wonderfully fair :
Flow’rs never there do fade, trees grow not old,
No creature dieth there through heat or cold ;
Sea there not tossed is, nor air made biack,
¥Fire doth not greedy feed on others’ wrack:
There Heavens be not constrain’d about to range,
For this world hath no need of any change:
Miuutes mount not to hours, nor hours to days,
Days make no montbs, but ever-blooming Mays.
* Here | remain, and hitherward do tend
All who their span of daysin virtue spend:
Whatever pleasant this low place contaivs,
b but a glance of whet above remains. i
Those who (perchauce) think there can nothing be
Beyond this wide expansion which they see,
And that nought else mounts stars’ circumference,
For that nought else is subject to their sense,
Peel such a case, as one whom some abisme
In the deep ocean kept had all his time :
Who, born and nourish’d there, cannot believe
That elsewhere aught without those waves can live:
Cannot believe that there be temples, tow’rs,
Which go beyond his caves and dampish bow’rs :
Or there be other people, manners, laws,
Than what he finds within the churlish waves:
That sweeter flow’rs do spring than grow on rocks,
Or beasts there are excel the scaly flocks:
That other elements are to be found,
Than is the water and this bail of ground.
But think that man from this abisme being brought,
Did see what curious Nature here hath wrought,
Did view the meads, the tail and shady woods,
And mark’d the hills, and the clear rolling floods;
And all the beasts which Nature forth doth bring,
The feather'd troops that fly and sweetly sing:
Observ'd the palaces, and cities fair,
Men’s fashion of life, the fire, the air,
The brighbtness of the Sun that dims his sight,
The Moon, aud splendours of the paiuted night:
‘What sudden rapture would his mind surprise !
How would he his late-dear resort despise!
How would he muse bow foolish he had been,
To think all nothing but what there was seen!
Why do we get this high and vast desire,
Unto immortal things still to aspire?
‘Why doth our mind extend it beyond time, '
4And to that bighest happiness even climb?
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For we are more than what to sense we seem,
Auad more than dust us worldlings do esteem;
We be not made for Earth though here we come,
More than the embryo for the mother’s womb:
It weeps to be made free, and we comp’ain
To leave this loathsome gaol of care and pain.

¢ But thou, who vulgar footsteps dost not trace,
Leam to rouse up thy mind to view this place,
Aud what earth-creeping mortals most affect,
1f not at all to scom, yet to neglect :
Seek not vain shadows, which when once obtain
Are better lost than with such travel gain'd-
Thinkthat on Earth what worldiings grestoess cafl,
Is but a glorions title to live thrall:
That sceptres, diadems, and chairs of state,
Not io themselves, bt to smalt minds are great:
That those who loftiest mount do bardest light,
And deepest falls be from the highest height:
That fame an echo is, and all renown
Like to a blasted rose, ere night falls down:
And though it something were, think how thisreesd
Is but a little point which doth it bound.
O leave that love which reacheth but to dost,
And in that love eternal oply trust,
And beauty, which when once it is possest
Can only fill the soal, and make it biest.
Pale envy, jealous emulations, fears,
Sighs, plaints, remorse, here haveno place, nor tean:
False joys, vain hopes, hero be net, bate nor wrath,
What ends all love bere most augments it, death.
If such force had the dim glance of an eye,
Which but some few days afterwards did dée,
That it could make thee leave all other thimgs,
And like a taper-fly there barn thy wings;
And if a voice, of late which could but wail,
Such power bad, as through ears thy soal to stes!;
If once thou on that poorly fair couldst gaze,
What flames of love would this within thee raise?
In what a musiog maze would it thee bring,
To hear but once that chuir celestial sing ?
The fairest shapes on which thy love did seize,
Which erst did breed delight, then wouald displease;
But discords hoarse were Earth's enticing sounds,
All music but a noise, which sense confounds.
This great and burning glass which clears all eyes,
And musters with such glory in the skies;
That silver star, which with ber purer light
Makes day oft envy the eve-pleasing night ;
Those guiden letters which se brightly shine
In Heaven's great volume gorgeously divine ;
All wonders ia the sea, the earth, the air,
Be but dark pictures of that sov’reign fair,
And tongues, which still thus cry into yoar ear
(Could ye amidst world's cataracts them bear:)
¢ From fading things, fond men, 1ift your desire,
And in our beauty, his us made admire:
If we seem fair, O thiok bow fair is-he,
Of whose great fairness, shadows, steps we be.
No shadow can compare unto the face,
No step with that dear foot which did it trmee;
Your souls immortal are, then place them hente,
And do not drown them in the mist of sense =
Do not, O do uot by false pleasure’s might
Deprive them of that true and sole delight. i
That happiness ye seek is not below, ‘
Earth’s sweetest joy is but disguised woe*.™

Here did she pause, and with a mild aspeet
Did towards me those lamping twins direct.
The wonted rays ] knew, and thrice esmay’d
To answer make, thrice fault’ring tongue it
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And while upon that face 1 fed my sight,
Methought she vanish’d up to Titan’s light;
Who gilding with his rays each hill and plain,
3eem’d to have brought the golden world again.

URANIA. -
L

['rtompunic chariots, statucs, crowns of bays,
ky-threat’ning arches, the rewards of worth,
3ooks heavenly-wise in sweet harmonious lays,
¥hichb men divine unto the world set forth:
Rtates which ambitious minds, in blood, do raise,
'rom frozen Tanais unto sun-burnt Gange,
ligantic frames held wonders rarely strange,
ike spiders’ webs, are made tbe sport of days.
Jothing is constant but in constant chaoge,
Nhat 's done still is undone, and when:undone
nto some other fashion doth it range §

‘hus goes the floating world beneath the Moon:
Vherefore, my mind, above time, motion, place,
tise up, and steps unknown to nature trace.”

re

IL L

‘oo long 1 followed have my fond "dqsire,

«d too long panted on tbe ocean streams,

‘00 ) refreshment sought amidst the fire,
ursu’d those joys which to my soul are blames,
h when I bad what most I did admire,

nd seea of life’s delights the last extremes,
found all but a rose hedg’d with a brier,

. pought, a thought, a masquerade of dreams.
lenceforth on thee, my only good, 1’11 think,
or only thou canst grant what I do crave:

by nail my pen shall be ; thy blood mine ink;
by winding-sheet my paper; study, grave :

ud ill my soul forth of this body flee,

0 bope 1’1l have, but only only thee. .

oL’

o spread tbe azure canopy of Heaven, -

ad spangle it all with sparks of hurning gold.

> place this ponderous globe of Earth so even,
aat it should all, and nought should it uphold ;
‘ith motions strange, t’ indue the planets seven,
ud Jove to make o mild, and Mars so bold;

1 temper what is moist, dry, hot, and cold,

*all their jars that sweet accords are given j—
xd, to thy wisdom's nought, nought to thy might:
it that thou should’st, thy glory laid aside,

me basely in mortality to bide,

Wl die for thoee deserv'd an endless night:
wonder is s0 far above our wit,

at angels stand amaz’d to think on it.

Iv.

saT hapless hap had I for to be bom

these unhappy times, and dying days

‘this now doting world, when good decaya,
re’s quite extioct, snd virtue's held a scorn !
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When such are only priz’d by wretched ways

Who with a golden fleece them can adorn !

When avarice and lust are counted praise,

And bravest minds live, orphan-like, forlorni

Why was not I born in that golden age,

When was not kmown ? and those black arts
By which base worldlings vilely play their parts,
With horrid acts staining Earth's stately stage ?
‘Tohave been then, O Heaven! °t bad been my bliss,
But bless me now, and take me soon from this.

—
oN THR
PORTRAIT OF THE COUNTESS OF PERTH.
BONNET.

Tne goddess that in Amathus doth reign,

With silver trammels, and sapphire-colour’d eyes,
When naked from her mother’s crystal plain,

She first appear'd unto the wond’ring skies:

Or when the golden apple to obtain,

Her blushing snow amazed Ida’s trees,

Did never look in half so fair a gnise,

As she here drawn all other ages stain.

O God what besuties to inflame the soul,

And hold the hardest hearts in chains of gold !
Fair locks, sweet face, Love's stately capitol,

Pure neck which doth that heavenly frame uphold,
If Virtue would to mortal eyes appear,

To ravish sense she would your beauty wear.

SONNET.

Ir Heaven, the stars, and Nature did ber grace
With all perfections found the Moon above,

And what excelleth in this lower place,

Found place in her to breed a world of love:

If angels’ gleams sbine on her fairest face, [prove,
Which makes Heaven’s joy, on Earth, the gazer
And her bright eyes (the orbs which beaaty move)
As Phoebus dazzle in his glorious race.

What pencil paint, what colour to the sigbt

So sweet a shape can show ? the blushing morn,
The red must lend, the milky way the white,

And night the stars which her rich crown adorn;
To draw her right then, and make ail agree,

The Hearven tbe table, Zeuxis Jove must be,

OK THAT SAME DRAWN WITH A PENCIL.

"-l

SONNST. - %
WaeN with brave art the eurious painter drew
This heavenly shape, the hand wby made he bear
With golden veins that flow’r of purple hue,
Which follows on the planet of the year?
Was it to show how in our hemisphcre,
Like him she shines, nay that effects more true
Of power, and wooder do in her appear,
While he bat fiow’rs, and she doth minds subdue.
Or would he glse to virtue's glorious light
Her constant course make known, or is ’t that he
Doth parallel her bliss with Clitia's plight:
Right so, and thus, he reading in her eye
Some lover's end, to grace what be did grave,
For Cypress tree, this wourning flow's her gave.
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MADRIGAL.

My thoughts hold mortal strife,

I do detest my life,

And with lamenting cries,

Peace to my soul to bring,

Oft call that prince which here doth monarchize:
But he grim grinning m&h

Who caitiffs scorns, and the blest surprise,
Late having deckt with beauty’s rose his tomb,
Disdains to crop a weed, and will not come.

EOE————

AN ELEGY

Uro¥ TRR VICTORIOUS XING OFf SWEDEN, GUSTAVUS
ADOLPHUS.

Lixs a cold fatal sweat which uyshers death,

My thoughts hang on me; and by labouring breath,

Stopt up with sighs, my fancy big with woes

Feels two twin mountains struggle in her throws,

Of boundless sorrow th’ one, th’ other of sin ;

For less let no man call it, to begin

‘Where homour ends in great Gustavus' flame,

That still burnt out and wasted to a name,

Does barely live with us; aod when the stuff

‘Which fed it fails, the taper turns to suuff:

With this poor snuff, this airy shadow, we

Of fame and honour must contented be,

Since from the vain grasp of our wishes fled

Their glorious snbstances, now he is dead.

Speak it again, and louder, louder yet,

Else whilst we hear the sound, we shall forget

What it delivers; let hoarse Rumour cry

Till she oo many echoes multiply,

That may like numerous witnesses confute

Our unbelieviug souls, that would dispute

And doubt this truth for ever, this one way

Is left our incredulity to sway,

T’ awaken our deaf sense, and make our eary

As open and dilated as our tears; ,

That we may feel the blow, and feeling grieve

At what we would not fain, but must believe,

And in that horrid faith behold the world

From her proud height of expectation hurl'd; -

Stooping with him, as if she strove to have

No lower centre now, thap Sweden’s grave.

O! could pot all the purchas’d victories

Like to-thy fame thy flesh immortalize ?

‘Were not thy virtue nor thy valour charms

To guard thy body from those outward harms

Which could notreach thy soul? Could not thy spirit

Lend something which thy frailty could inherit,

From thy diviner part, that death nor heat,

Nor envy’s bullets e’er could penetrate?

Could not tby early trophies in stern fight

Turn from the Pole, the Daue, the Muscovite ?

‘Which were thy triumphs, seeds as pledges sown,

That. when thy honour’s harvest was ripe grown,
* With full plum’d wing thou faulcon-like could gy,

And cuff the eagle in the German sky,

Porciog his iron beak, and feathers feel

They were not proof ’gainst thy victorious steel.

Could vot all these protect thee, or prevail

To fright that coward Death, whe oft grew pale

To look thee and thy battles in the face ?

Alas! they could not; Destiny gives place

DRUMMOND’S POEMS.

To none: nor is it seen that princes’ lives
Can saved be by their prerogatives:
No more was thine ; who, clos’d in thy cold lead,
Dost from thyself"a mournful lectare read
Of man’s short-dated glory. Learn, yon kings,
You are, like him, but penetrable things;
Though you from demi-gods derive yoar birth,
You are at best but honourable earth :
And howe’er sifted from that coarser bran
Which doth compound,and knead the commoan maz,
Nothing immortal, or from earth refin’d
About you, but your office and yoar mind.
Hear then, break your false glasses, which presest
You greater than your Maker ever meant.
Make troth your mirror now, since you find all
That flatter you, confuted by his fall.
Yet since it was decreed thy life’s bright sm
Must be eclips’d ere thy full coorse was rua,
Be proud thou didst in thy black obsequies
With greater glory set than others rive :
For in thy death, as life, thou holdest one
Most just aud regular proportion.
Look how the circles drawn by compass meet
Indivisibly, joined head to feet;
And by continued points which them unite
Grow at once circular, and infinite :
So did thy fate and honour both contend
To match thy brave beginning with thine end
Therefore thou hadst, instead of passing-bells,
The drums and cannons’ thunder for thy koells;
And i the field thou didst triumpbing die,
Closing thy eyelids with a victory ;
That so by thousands that there lost their breath,
King-like thou might’st be waited on in death.
Liv'd Plutarch now, and would of Ceesar tefl
He could make none but thee his parallel,
Whose tide of glory, swelling to the brim,
Needs borrow no addition from him:
When did great Julius in any clime
Achieve so much, and in so short a time?
Or if he did, yet shalt thou in that Jand
Single for him, and unexampled stand.
When o’cr the Germans first his éagle towr'd,
What saw the legions which on them be poar'd,
But massy bodies made their swords to try,
Subjects, not for his fight, but slavery ?
In that so vast expanded piece of ground
(Now Sweden’s theatre and scorn) he found
Nothing worth Cassar’s valour, or his fear,

‘| No conqu’ring army, nor a Tilly there,

Whose strength, nor wiles, nor practice in the va
Might the fierce torrent of his triumphs bar;
But that thy winged sword twice made him yiek,
Both from his trenches beat, and from the field
Besides, the Roman thought he had done much,
Did he the banks of Rhenus only touch =

Bat thongh his march was bounded by the Rk,
Not Oder nor the Danube thee coufine.

And but thy frailty did thy fame prevent,

Thou hadst thy conquest stretch’d to such extext
Thou might'st Vienna reach, and after Spain;
From Mulda to the Baltie ocean.

Bat Death hath spaun’d thee, nor must we &ving
What here thoa hadst to fivish thy design; '
Or who shall thee sncceed as champion ‘
For liberty, and for religion. |
Thy task is done : as in a watch the sprng,
\s?gound to tlhe beigh:,f relaxes with the strint ;

thy steel nerves of conquest, from their
Ascent deelin’d, lie slackt in thy last dup.n?
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test then, trramphant soul, for ever rest,

ind, like the phenix in her spicy nest.
mbalm’d with' thine own merit, upward fiy,
Jorne in a cloud of perfume to the sky;
Vhilst, ns in deathlcss urns, each noble mind
“reasures thine ashes which are left behind.
nd if perhaps no Cassiopeian spark

Which in the north did thy first rising mark)
hine o’er thy hearse, the breath of our just praiss
hall to the firmament thy virtues raise;
“here fix and kindle them into a star,

Vhose influence may crown thy glorious war.

TEARS
oN

THE DFATR OF MELIADES',

D uravexns! then is it true that thou art goae,
\nd left this woful isle her loss to moan ;
Aceeliades, bright day-star of the west,

L comet blazing terrour to the east;

\nd neither that thy spirit so heavenly wise,

Jor body (though of earth) more pure than skies,
Jor royal stem, nor thy sweet tender age,

X cruel destinies could quench the rage?

) fading hopes! O short-while lasting joy

)f earth-born man, that one hour can destroy!
[ben even of Virtue’s spoils Death trophies rears,
\s if he gloried most in many tears.

'ore’d by hard fates, do Heavens neglect our cries?
ire stars set only to act tragedies?

Then let them do their worst, since thou art gone,
taise whom thou list to thrones, enthron’d dethrone ;
tain princely bow'rs with blood, and even to Gange,
D cypress sad, glad Hymen'’s torches change.

\h! thou hast left 40 live; and in the time

Vben scarce thou blossom’dst inthy pleasant prime:
0 falls by northern blast a virgin rose,

it half that doth her bashful bosom close;

0 a sweet flower lanzuishing decays,

‘hat late did blush when kise'd by Phoebus® rays ;
0 Phoebus mourtting the meridian’s height,

“hok’d by pale Pheebe, faints unto our sight ;
\stonish’d Nature sullen stands to see

“he life of all this all so cbang’d to be;

n gloomy gowns the stars this lovs deplore,

‘he sea with murmuring mountains beats the shore,
llack darkness reels o'er all, in thousand show’rs
‘he weeping air on earth her sorrow pours,

“hat, in a palsy, quakes to see so soon

ler lover set, and night burst forth ere noon.

If Heaven, alas! ordain’d thee young to die,
Vhy was ’t not where thou might'st thy valour try;
ind to the wond’ring world at least set forth
ome little spark of thy expocted worth ?

! The name which in these verses is given.unto
rince Henry, is that which he himself, in the
hallenges of his martial sports and wasquerades,
res wont to use; Mceliades, prince of the isles,
rbich in Anagram maketh a word most worthy of
ach a knight as he was, a knight (if time had suf-
eved his actions to answer the world’s expectation,)
aly worthy of sach a world, Milés & Dro.
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Mceliades, O that by Ister's streams,

'Mong sounding trumpets, flery twinkling gleams
Of warm vermilion swords, and cannons’ roar, .
Balls thick as rain pour’d on the Caspian shore,

| *Mongst broken spears, “mangst ringing helms and

shields, . -

Huge heaps of slaughter’d bodies *long the fields,
1o Turkish blood made red like Mars's star,
Thou endedst had thy life, and christian war;
Or as brave Bourbon, thou hadst made old Rome,
Queen of the world, thy triumph, and thy tomb !
80 Heavcu'’s fair face, to th’ unborn world, which -
A book had been of thy illostrious deeds: ([reads,
So to their nephews, aged sires had told
The high exploits perform’d by thee of old ;
Townsras'd, and rais’d, victorious, vanquish’d bands,
Fierce tyrants flying, foil’d, kill’d by thy hands:
And in rich arras virgins fair had wrought
The bays and trophies to thy country brooght :
While some new Homer, imping wings to fame,
Deaf Nilus® dwellers had made hear thy name.
That thon didst not attain these honour’s spheres,
Through want of worth it was not, but of years.
A youth more brave, pale Troy with trembling walls
Did never see, nor she whose name appals
Both Titan’s golden bow’rs, in bloody fights,
Must’ring on Mars his field, such Mars-like knights.
The Heavens had brought thee to the highest height
Of wit and courage, showing all their might
When they thee fram’d. Ah mel that what is brave
On Earth, they as their own so soon should crave !
Mceliades sweet courtly nymphs deplore,
From Thule to Hydaspes’ pearly shore, pass

‘When Forth, thy nurse, Forth where thou firstdidst
Thy tender days, (who smil’d oft on her glass,
To see thee gaze) meand’ring with her streams,
Heard thou hadst left this round, from Pheebus'
She songht to fly, but forced to retum [beams
By neighhoaring brooks, sbe set herself to mourn;
And as she rush’d her Cyclades among, [wrong.
Sbe seem’d to plain that Heaven had done her
With a hoarse plaint, Clyde down her steepy rocks,
And Tweed tbrough her green mountains clad with

flocks,

Did wound the ocean murmuring thy death;
The occan it roar'd about the earth,
And to the Mauritanian Atlas told, [rolird
Who shrunk through grief, and down his white hairs
Hugestreamsof tears, which changed were tofloods,
Wherewith he ‘drown’d the neighbour plains and
The lesser brooks, as they did bubbling go, [woods.
Did keep a consort to the public woe.
The shepherds left their flocks with downcast eyes,
’Sdaining to look up to the angry skies:
Some brake their pipes, and some in sweet-sad lays
Made senseless things amazed at thy praise.
His reed Alexis hung u a tree,
And with his tears made Doven great to be.
Mceliades sweet courtly nymphs deplore,
From Thule to Hydaspes' pearly shore.

Chaste maids, which haunt fair Aganippe’s well,
And you, in Tempe’s sacred shade who dwell,
Let fall your barps, cease tupes of joy to sing,
Dishevelled make all Parnassus ring
With anthems sad ; thy music Pheebus tarn
To doleful plaints, whilst joy itself doth mourn.
Dead is thy darling who adorn’d thy bays,
Who oft was wont to cherish thy sweet lays,
And to a trumpet raise thy amorous style,
That floating Delos envy might this isle.

N
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You, Acidalian archers, break your bows,

Your torehaquench with tearsblot beauty’unon,

Ahd bid your weeping mother yet again

A second Adon’s death, nay Mars his plain.

His eyes once were your darts ; nay, even his name,

Wherever heard, did every heart inflame.

Tagus did court his love with golden streams,

Rhine with his towns, fair Seine with all she claims,

But ah! (poor lovers) death did them betray,

And, not suspected, made their hopes his prey !

‘Tagus bewails his loss in golden streams,

Rhioe with his towns, fair Seine- with all she claims.

Meeliades sweet courtly nymphs deplore,

¥From Thule to Hydaspes' pearly shore.  [brings
Eye-pleasing meads, whose painted plain forth

White, golden, azure fow’rs, which once were kings,

‘To mourning black their shining colours dye,

Bow down their heads, while sighing zephyrs fly.

Queen of the ficlds, whose blush makes blush the

mom,

Sweet rose, a prince’s deatb in purple mourn; 41

O hyacinths, for aye your Al keep still,

.Nay, with more marks of woe your leaves now fill:
And you, O flow'r, of Helen’s tears that ’s born,
Into these liquid pearis again you tumn:

Your green locks, forests, cut; to weeping myrrbs,
To deadly cypress, and ink-dropping firs,

Your palmsand myrtleschange; from shadows dark,
Wing’d syrens, wail, and you, sad echoes, mark
The lamentabl® a¢cents of their moan,

And plain that brave Mceliades is gone.

Stay, sky, thy tarning course, and now become

A stately arch, nnto the earth his tomb :

And over it still wat’ry Iris keep,

And sad Electra's sisters, who still weep:
Mceliades sweet courtly nymphs deplore,

From Thule to Hydaspes’ pearly shore.

Dear ghost, forgive these our untimely tears,
By which our loving mind, though weak, appears:
Our loss, not thine (when we complain) we weep,
For thee the glistering walls of Heaven do keep,
Beyond the planet’s wheels, "bove highest source
Of spheres, that turns the lower in his course :
Where Sun doth never set, nor ugly Night
Ever appears ino monming garments dight :
Where Boreas’ stormy trumpet doth not sound,
Nor clouds in lightnings bursting, minds l.ltound
From cares, cold climates far, and hot denre,
Where Time’s exil’d, and ages ne’er expire;

*Mong purest spirits envu'ooed with heans,

Thou tbink'st all things below t* have been but

dreams;

And joy’st to look down to the azar'd bars

Of Heaven, powder’d with troops of streaming stars;
And in their turning temples to behold,

In silver robe the Moon, the Sun in gold ;

Like young eye-speaking lovers in a dance,

With majesty by turns retire, advance:

Thou wonder’st Earth to see bang like a ball,
Clos'd in the mighty cloister of tbis all;

And that poor men should prove so madly foud,
To toss themselves for a small spot of ground:
Nay, that they ev’n dare brave the powers above,
From this base stage of change that cannot move.
All worldly pomnp and pride thou seest arise
Like smoke, that ’s scatter’d in the empty skies,
Other high hills and forests, other tow’rs,
Amaz’d thou find'st excelling our poor bow’rs;
Courts void of flattery, of malice minds,
Pleasure which lasts, not such as reason blinds,

DRUMMOND'S POEMS. .

Thou sweeter songs dost hear, and carollings,
Whilst Heavens do dance, and choirsof angels sings,
Than muddy minds could feign ; even our aomoy
(If it approach that place) is chang’d to joy.

Rest, blessed soul, rest satiate with the sight
Of him whose beams (though dazzling) do delight;
Life of all lives, cause of each other cause ;
The sphere and centre where the mind doth pause;
Narcissus of himself, himself the well,
Lover, and beauty that doth all excel,
Rest, happy soul, and wonder in that glass,
Where seen is all that shall be, is, or was,
While shall be, is, or was, do pass away,
And nothing be, but an eternal day.
For ever rest ; t.hy praise fame will eprol
In golden nnnnls, while about the pole .
The slow Bodtes turns, or Sun doth rise
With scarlet scarf to cheer the mouming skies.
‘The virgins on thy tomb will garlands bear
Of flow’rs, and with each flow’r let fall a tear.
Mceliades sweet courtly nymphs deplore,
From Thule to Hydaspes’ pearly shore.

OF jet,
Or porhyry,
Or that white stone
Paros affords alone,
Or these, in azure dye,
‘Which seem to scorn the sky;
Here Mempbis’ wonders do not set,
Nor Artemisia’s huge frame,
That keeps so long ber lover’s name,
Make no great marble Atlas stoop with gold,
To please the vulgar eye sball it behold.
“The Muses, Phaebus, Love, bave raised of theirtears
A crystal tomb to him, through which his worth
appears- -

EPITAPH.

Stav, passenger, see where enclosed lies

The paragon of princes, fairest frame,

Time, nature, place, could show to mortal eyes,
In worth, wit, virtue, miracle of fame :

At least that part the earth of him could clzim
This marble holds (bard like the destinies: )

For as to his brave spirit, and glorious name,
The one the world, the other fills the skies.

Th’ immortal amaranthus, princely rose,

Sad violet, and that sweet Sow’r that bears

In sanguine spots the tenour of our woes,

Spread on this stone, and wash it with your tears;
Then go and tell from Gades nnto Inde,

You saw'where Earth's perfections were confin'd.

ANOTHER.

A rassiee glance, a lightning long the skies,
Which, ushering thonder, dies straight to oar sight;
A spark that doth from jarring mixtures rise,
Thus drown’d is in th’ huge depths of day and night:
Is this small trifle, life, held in such price

Of blinded wights, who ne’er judge aught lngkt H
Of Parthiau shaft so swift is not the

As life, that wastes itself, and living dies.



MADRIGALS AND EPIGRAMS. \

Ah! what is haman greatness, valour, wit?
WWhat fading beauty, riches, honour, praise ?

Wo what doth serve in golden thrones to sit,
Tbrall Earth’s vast round, triumphal arches raise?
That all 's a dream, learn in this prince’s fall,

T whom, save death, nought mortal was at all,

T

A TRANSLATION

oF
SIR JOHN SCOT’S VERSES,

BEGINNING, QUOD VITE SECTABOR rTer?

W aar course of life shonld wretched mortals take?
"2 books hard questions large contention make,
Zare dwells in houses, labour in the field ;
Fumultuous seas affrighting dangers yield.

[ox foreign lands thou never caast be blest:

If rich, thou art in fear; if poor, distress’d.

n wedlock frequent discontentments swell ;
Jnmarried persons as in deserts dwell.

Jow many troubles are with children born !
Yet he that wants them counts himself foriorn.
Young men are wanton, and of wisdom void ;
3rey hairs are cold, unfit to be employ'd.

A bo would not one of these two offers try,

Not to be born; or, being bor, to die ?

MADRIGALS AND EPIGRAMS.

THE STATUE OF MEDUSA.

Dr that Medusa strange,

Vho those that did her see in rocks did change,
To image carv’'d is this :

Aedusa’s self it is:

'or while at heat of day

l'o quench her thirst she by this spring did stay,
Ier hideous head beholding in this glass,

Ler senses fail'd, and thus transform’d she was.

THE PORTRAIT OF MARS AND VENUS.

‘arn Paphos’ wanton queen

Not drawn in wbite and red)

s truly here, as when in Volcan’s bed

he was of all Heaven’s laughing senate seen.
iaze on her hair, and eine,

Ier brows, the bows of Love,

Ier back with lilies tpreld

’e also might perceive her turn and move,
lut that she peither so will do, nor dare,

‘or fear to wakc the angry god of war.

NARCISSUS.

'Loope cannot quench my flames, ah ! in this well
Yurn, not druwn, for what I cannot tell.

DAMETA’S DREAM.

Dawmera dream’d he saw his wife at sport,
And found that sight was through the horny port.

My wanton, weep no more

The losing of your cberries;

Those, and far sweeter berries,

Your sister, in good store,

Hath in her lips and face;

Be glad, kiss her with me, and hold your peace.

ICARUS.

Wmu with audacloul wings,

I cleav'd those airy ways,

And fill'd (a monster new) with dread and felrs,
The feather'd people and their eagle kings:
Dazzled with Phesbus’ rays,

And charmed with the music of the spheres,
When quills could move no more, and force did fail,
Though down I fell from Heaven's high azure bounds;
Yet doth renown my losses coantervail,

For still the shore my brave attempt resounds.

A sea, an element doth bear my name ;

What mortal’s tomb’s so great in place or fame !

ON HIS LADY BEHOLDING HERSELRIN A MARBLE.

Wonn, wonder not, that 1

Keep in my breast engraven Lo
That angePs face hath me of rest bereaven. -
See, dead and senseless things cannot deny

To lodge so dear a guest:

Ev'o this hard marble stone

Receives the same, and foves, but cannot groan.

: TO SLEEP.
How comes it, Sleep, that thou /
Even kisses me affords !
Of her, dear her, so far who ’s absent now?
How did I hear those words,
Which rocks might move, and move the pines to bow?
Ah me! before half day
Why didst thon steal away ?

‘Return, I thine for ever will remain,

[f thou wilt bring with thee that guest again.

A PLEASANT DECRIT.

Over a crystal source

lolas laid his face,

Of purling streams to see the restless course,

But scarcé he bad o’ershadowed the place,

When in the water he a child espies,

So like himself in stature, face and eyes,

That glad he rose, aud ecried,

¢ Dear mates approach, sce whom I have descried,
The boy of whom strange stories shepherds tell,

Oft called Hylas, dwelleth in this well.””
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THE CANNON.

Wasy first the cannon from her gaping throat
Against the Heaven her roaring sulphur shot,
Jove waken’d with the noise, did ask with wonder,
‘What mortal wight bad stol’n from him bis thunder:
His crystal tow’rs he fear'd, but fire and air

So high did stay the ball fﬂm mounting there,

THAISY MATAMORPHOSIS.

Inro Briareus huge

Thais wish’d she might change

Her man, and pray’d him not there at to grudge,
Nor fondly think it strange ;

« Por if,” said she, * I might the parts dispose,
1 wish you not a hundred arms nor hands,

But hundred things like those

With which Priapus in our garden stands.”

THE QUALITY OF A KISS.

Taz kiss with so much strife

Which 1 late got, sweet heart,

Was it a sign of death, or was it life ?

Of life it could not be,

For | by it did sigh my soul in thee :

Nor was it death, death doth no joy impart.

Thou silent mnd'st, sh! what didst thou bequeath,
A dying life to me, or Jiving death ?

HIS LADY'S DOG.

\ .
Whaex her dear bosom clips

That little cur which fawns to touch her lips,
Or when it is his bap

To lie lapp’d in her lap,

;O it grows noon with me;

‘With hotter-pointed beams

1 burn, than those are which the Sun farth streams,
When piercing lightning his rays call’d may be;
And as T muse how I to those extremes

Am brought, I find no cause; except that.she,

In love’s bright zodiack having trac’d each room,
To the hot dog-star now at last is come.

AN ALMANACK.

Thts strange eclipse one says

Strange wonders doth foretel ;

But you whose wives excel,

And love to count their praise,

Shat all your gates, your hedges plant with thorns,
The Sun did threat the world this time with horns.

-t y A e ——
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THE SILE-WORM OF LOVE.

Now I resemble that sly worm on earth,

Which prone to its own barm doth take no rest:
For day and night opprest, .

1 feed on fading leaves

Of hope, which me deceives,

And thousand webs do warp within my breast:
And thus in end unto myself [ weave

A fast-shut prison, or a closer grave.

DRUMMOND’S POEMS.

DEEP IMPRESSION OF LOVE TO HIS MISTRESS.

Wuox & mad dog doth bite,

He doth in water still

That mad dog’s image see : :
Love, mad, perhaps, when he my hegrt did smite,
More to dlssemble his ill,

Transform’d himself to thee :

For thou art present ever since to me.

No spring there is, no flood, nor other place
Where 1, alas! not see tby heavenly face.

A CHAIN OF GOLD.

Axz not those locks of gold

Sufficient chains the wildest hearts to hold ?

I8 not that ivory hacd

A diamantine band,

Most sure to keep the most untemed mind,

But ye mast others find ?

O yes! why is that ‘golden one then worn ?

Thus free in chains, perhaps, Love’s chains to scom.

ON THE DEATH OF A LINNET.

Ir cruel death had ears,

Or could be pleas’d by songs,

This wing'd musician had liv'd many years,

And Nisa mine had pever wept these wrougs :
Por when it first took breath,

The Heavens their notes did unto it bequeath :
And if that Samian’s sentences be true,

Amphion in this body lived anew,

But Death, who nothing spares, and nothing hears,
As he doth kings, kill’d it, O grief! O tears!

[
LILLA’S PRAYER.

“ Love, if thou wilt once more

That [ to thee return, ;

Sweet god ! make me not burn

For quivering age, that doth speat days deplore.
Nor do thou wound my heart

For some incunstant boy,

Who joys to love, yet makes of love a toy.

But, ah ! if I must prove thy golden dart,

Of grace, O let me find

A sweet young lover with an aged mind.”

Thus Lilla pray’d, and Idas did reply,
(Whobeard) * Dear, have thy wish, for sach am L*

ARMELIN'S EPITAPH.

Near to this eglantine

Enclosed lies the milk-white Armeline
Once Cloris’ only joy,

Now only her aonay ;

Who envied was of the most happy swains
That keep their flocks in mountains, dales, or plansx
For oft she bore the wanton in her arm,

And oft her bed and basom did he warm ;
Now when unkinder fates did him destroy,
Blest dog, he had the grace,

That Cloris for him wet with tears her faycen



MADRIGALS AND EPIGRAMS.
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EPITAPH.

The bawd of justice, he who laws controll’d,

And made them fawn and frown as he got geld,
‘That Proteus of our state, whose heart and mouth
Woere farther distant than is north from sonth,
That cormorant who made himself 80 gross

On people’s ruin, and the prince’s loss,

Is gone to Hell; and though he here did evil,

He there perchaace my prove an honest deril,

A TRANSLATION.

Fierce robbers were of old

Exil'd the champaign g'round

From hamlets chas’d, i cities kill’d, or bound,
And only woods, caves, mountairs, dld them hold
But now, wben all is sold,

Woods, mountains, caves, to good men be refuge, |

And do the guiltless lodge,
And clad in purple gowns
The greatest thieves command within the towns.

EPITAPH.

Taex Death thee hath beguil’d,

Alecto’s first born c¢hild;

Then thou who thrali’d al! laws,

Now against worms cannot maintain thy cause:
Yet worms (more just than thou) now do no wrong,
Since all do wonder they thee spar'd so long ;

For though from life thou didst but lately pass,

Twelve springs are gone since thou corrupted was.

Come, citizens, erect to Death an altar,
Who keeps you from axe, fuel, timber, halter.

mo—————

A JEST.

Tn a most boly church, a holy man,

Unto a holy saint with visage wan,

And cyes like fountains, mumbled forth & prayer,
And with strange words and sighs madeblack theair.
And baving long 30 stay’d, and long long pray’d,
A thousand crosses on bimself he laid ;

And with some sacred beads hung on his arm,

His eyes, his mouth, his temples, breast did charm.
Thus not content (strange worship hath no end)
To kiss the earth at last he did pretend,

And bowing down besought with humble grace,
An aged woman neat to give some place:

She tumn'd, and tuming up her hole beneath,
Said, “ Sir, kiss here, for it is all but earth.”

PROTEUS OF MARBLE. ‘

Tuis is no work of stone, [none,
Though it seems breathless, cold, and sense hath
But that false god which keeps

The monstrous people of the raging deeps: .
Now that he doth not chaugs his shape this while,
It is thas constant more you to beguile.
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PAMPHILUS.

Somz ladies wed, some love, and some adore them,
I like their wanton sport, then care notfor them.

] APELLES ENAMOURED OF CAMPASPS, ALEXAN-
DER'S MISTRESS.

Poor painter while I sought

To counterfeit by art

The fairest frame which Natare ever mnght,
And having limn’d each part,

Except her matchless eyes:

Scarce on those suns I gaz'd, .

As hgbmmg falls from skies, ‘.

When straight my hand grew weak,my mind smsz'd,
And ere that pencil half them had express'd,
Lovehad them drawn, no, grav’dthem in my breast,

.

CAMPASPE.

O stars shall I exclaim,

Which thus my fortune change,

Or shall I else revenge

Upon myself this shame,

Inconstant monarch, or shall I thee blame
Who lets Apelles prove .
The sweet delights of Alexander’s love ?

No, stafs, myself, and thee, I all forgive,

And joy that thus | live ;

Of thee, blind king, my beauty was despis'd, !
Thou didst not know it, now being known *tis priz'd.

CORNUCOPIA,

I for one only hom,

Which Nature to him gave,

So famous is the noble uuicorn;

What praise should that man have,
Whose head a lady brave

Doth with a goodly pair at once adom?

LOVE SUFFERS NO PARASOL.

Tuose eyes, dear eyes, be spheres

Where two bright suns are roll’d,

That fair hand to behold, .

OF whitest suow appears : T,

Then while ye coyly stand 4

To hide me from those eyes,

Sweet, [ would you advise

‘To choose some other fan than that white hand 3
For if ye do, for truth most true this know,
‘Those sunsere long must needsconsume warm snow,

UNPLEASANT MUSICK.

In fields Ribaldo stray’d,

May’s tapestry to ses,

And hearing on a tree

A cuckow sing, sighd to himself, and said,

“ Lo! how, alas! even birds sit mocking me!”




668

SLEEPING BEAUTY.

O sicn, too dearly bought !

She sleeps, and though those eyes,

Which lighten Cupid’s skies,

Be clos’d, yet such 2 grace

Eavironeth that place,

‘That 1, through wonder, to grow faint am brought:
Suns, if eclips’d you have such power divine,
‘What power have [ t’ endure you when you shine?

ALCON'S K188,

‘WaaT others at their ear,

Two pearis, Camilla st her nose did wear,
‘Which Alcon, who nought saw,

(For Love is blind) robb’d with a pretty kiss ;
But having known his miss,

And felt what ore he from that mine did draw,
‘When she to come again did him desire,

He fled, and said, foul water quenched fire.

THE STATUE OF VENUS SLEEPING.

PassencEn, vex not tby mind, v
To make me mine eyes unfold ; \
‘For if thou shouldst them behold,

Thine, perbaps, they will make blind.

LAURA TO PETRARCH.

1 »aTem love a youth and childish rhyme,  [time.
Than thee, whoie verse and head are wise through

THE ROSE.

Frow’a, which of Adon’s blood

Sprang, when of that clear flood,

Which Venus wept, another white was bom,

The sweet Cynarean youth thou lively shows;
But this sharp-pointed thorn,

So proud about thy crimsou fold that grows,
What doth it represent ? [rent.
Boar’s teeth, perhaps, his milk-white flank which
O show, in one of unesteemed worth,

That both the kill’d and killer setteth forth !

A LOVER'S PRAYER. -

Nzar to a crystal spring,

With thirst and heat opprest,

Narcissa fair doth rest, [bring,
Trees, pleasant trees, which those green plains forth
Novw interlace your trembling tops ubove,

And make a canopy unto my love;

So in Heaven's highest house, when Suu appears,
Aurora may you cherish with her tears.

——

I0LAS' EPITAPH.

Hsre dear lolas lies,

Who whilst he liv’d in beauty did surpass
That boy, whose beavenly eyes

Broaoght Cypris from above,

Or him to death who look’d in wat'ry glass,
Even judge the god of love.

) DRUMMOND'S POEMS.

And if the nymph, once held of him so dear,
Dorine the fair, would here bat shed one tear,
Thou should’st in pature’s scom,

A purpie flow’r see of this marble born.

THE TROJAN HORSE.

A moxse I am, who bit,

Rein, rod, spur, do not fear ;

When [ my riders bear,

Within my womb, not on my back they sit.

No streams 1 drink, nor care for grass or corm ;
Art me a monster wrought,

All Nature’s works to scorn;

A motber I was without mother born,

In end all arm’d my father I forth brought :
What thousand shipe and champions of remown
Could nut do free, captiv’d I raz’d Troy’s town.

FOR DORUS.
»

Way, Nais, stand ye nice, S
Like to a well-wroagbt stone, )
When Dorus would you kiss ?
Deny him not that bliss,
He's but a child (old men be children twice)
‘And even a tvothless one:
And when his lips yours touch in that delight,
Ye need not fear he will those cherries bite-

LOVE VAGABONDING.

Sweet nymphs, if as ye stray

Ye find the froth-born goddess of the sea,

All blubber’d, pale, undone,

Who secks her giddy son,

That little god of love,

Whose golden shafts your chastest bosoms prove;
Who leaving all the Heavens hath run away:

If aught 10 bim that finds him she'll impaxrt,

Tell her he nightly lodgeth in my heart.

TO A RIVER.

Srru she will not that I

Show to the world my joy,

Thou, who oft mine annoy

Hast heard, dear flood, tell Thetis, if thou can,
That not a happler man

Doth breath beneath the sky.

More gweet, more white, more fair,

Lips, hands, and amber hair,

Tell, none did ever touch ;

A smaller, daintier waist

Tell, never was embrac’d ;

But peace, since sbe forbids thee tell too much.

LIDA.

. Sucn Udl, is, that who her

sees,
Through envy, or through love, straigit dies.



MADRIGALS AND EPIGRAMS.

PHRENE.

Aoran sisters, help my Phrmae's praise to tell,
Phrmae, heart of my beart, with whom the graces
dwell ;
For I surcharged am so sore that I not know
‘What first to praise of her, her breast, or neck of
snow, [eyes,
Her cheeks with roses spread, or her two m-hke
Her teeth of brightest pearl, ber lips where sweet-
ness lies: {forth,
But those so praise themselves, being to all eyes set
‘That, Muses, ye need not tosay aught of their worth;
Then her white swelling paps essay for to make
n, . [are shown;
But her white swelling paps through smallest veil
Yet she hath something else, more worthy than the

rest,
Not seen; gosing of that which lies beneath herbreast,
And mounts like fair Parmnasse, where Pegase well
doth run
Here Phreene stay’d my Museereshe had well begun.

KISSES DESIRED.

Trouon T with strange desire g

To kiss those rosy lips am set on fire,

Yet will I cease to crave

Sweet kisses in such store,

As he who long before

In thoussnds them from Lesbia did receive:
Sweetheart, but once me kiss,

Aud [ by that sweet bliss

Even swear to cease you to importune more ;
Poor ove no number is ;

Another word of me ye shall not hear

After one kies, but stiil one kiss, my dear.

DRSIRED DEATII.

drar life, while T do tonuch
“hese coral ports of bliss,
Vhich still themselves do kiss,
md sweetly me invite to do as much,

ill panting in my lips,

1y heart my life doth leave,

[0 sense my senses have,

nd inward powers do find a strange eclipse:
'hir death so heavenly well

loth 80 me please, that I

7ould never longer seek in sense to dwell,
‘that even thus 1 only could but die.

14

PU(EBE.

» for to be alone, and all the night to wander,
'aids can prove chaste, then chaste is Pheebe with-
out slander.

ANSWER.

wot, still to be alone, all night in Heavento wander,
ould make the wanton chaste, then sbe's chaste
without slander.

Kara, old Mopeus’ wife,
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THE CRUELTY OF RORA.

Warest sighing forth his wrongs, .

In sweet though doleful songs, N

Alexis soughbt to charm his Rora’s ears,

The hills were heard to monn,

To sigh eath spring appear’d, [tears,
Trees, hardest trees, through rhind distill’d their
And soft grew every stone :

But tears, nor sighs, nor songs could Rora move,
Por she rejoiced at bis plaint and love.

A Kiss.

Hanx, happy lovers, hark,

This first and last of joys,

This sweet'ner of annoys,

This nectar of the gods,

You call a kiss, is with itself at odds ;
And half so sweet is not

In equal measure

At light of Sun, as it is in the dark:
Hark, happy lovers, hark.

KALA’S COMPLAINT, ™

Kala with fairest face,

Por whom the neighbour swains oft were nt strife,
As she to milk her snowy flock did tend,

Sigh'd with a heavy grace,

And said, “ What wretch like me doth lead ber life ?
I see not how my task shall have an end:

All day I draw these streaming dugs in fold,

All night my empty husband’s soft and cold.”

PHILLIS.

Ix petticoat of green,

Her hair aboat her eine,

Phillis, beneath an oak,

Sat milking her fair flock :

'Mongst that sweet-strained moisture (rare delight)
Her hand seem’d milk, in milk it was so white,

A WISH.

To forge to mighty Jove

The thuoderbolits ahove,

Nor on this round below

Rich Midas* skill to know,

And make all gold 1 tonch,

Do 1 desire ; it is for me too muceh:

Of all the arts practis’d beneath the sky,
1 would but Phillis’ lapidary be.

N18A.

Nisa, Palemon’s wife, him weeping told

He kept vot grammer rules, now beiug old;
For why, quoth she, position false make ye,
Putting a short thing where a long should be,
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A LOVER'S HEAVEN.

Twost stars, nay suns, which tum

So stately in their spheres,

And dazzling do not bure,

The beauty of the mom*

‘Which on these cheeks appears,

The harmoay which to that voice is given,
Makes me think you are Heaven.

If Heaven you be, O! that by powerful charms
1 Atlas were, infolded in your arms !

EPITAPH.

Tumn dear, though not respected earth doth hold
One, for his worth, whose tomb should be of gold.

BEAUTY’S IDNA.

"Wno would perfection’s fair idea see,

On pretty Cloris let him look with me;

White is her hair, her teeth white, white ber skin,
Black be her eyes, her eye-brows Cupid’s inn:
Her locks, her body, hands do long appear,

But teeth short, short her womb, and either ear,
Thegpace ‘twixtshoulders; eyesarewide, brow wide,
Strait waist, the mouth strait, and her virgin pride.
Thick are ber lips, thighs, with banks swelling there,
Her nose is small, small fingers, and her hair,

Her sugar’d mouth, her cheeks, ber nails be red,
Little her foot, breast little, and her head.

Buch Venns was, such was that flame of Troy,
Such Cloriwis, mine hope and only joy.

LALUS’ DEATH.

Amper the waves profound,

Far, far from all relief, !

The honest fisher Lalus, ah ! is drown'd,

Shut in this little skiff;

The boards of which did serve him for a bier,

8o that when he to the black world came near,
Of him no silver greedy Charon got;

For he in his own boat

Did pass that flood, by which the gods do swear.

FLOWERS OF SION:
OR,

SPIRITUAL POEMS.
——

Taiwmrnawt arches, statues crown’d with bays,
Proud obelisks, tombs of the vastest frame,
Braxzen Colosses, Atlases of fame,
And temples builded to vain deities’ praise ;
States which unsatiate minds in blood do raise,
From southern pole unto the arctic team,
And even what we write to our

Like spiders’ cauls, are made the sport of days;

[y

D'S POEMS.

All only constant is in constant change ;

What done is, is undone, and when undone,

Into some other figure doth it range ;

Thus rolls the restiess world beneath the Moos :
Wherefore, my mind, above time; motion, place,
Aspire, and steps, ot reach’d by natuare, trace-

A 000D that pever satisfies the mind, 7 oo
A beauty fading like the April show’rs,

A sweet with floods of gall that runs combiu‘’d,
A plessure passing ere in thought made ours,
A booour that more fickle is than wind,

A glory at opinion’s frown that low'rs,

A treasary which bankrupt time devoars,

A knowledge than grave ignorance more blind,
A vain delight our equals to command,

A style of greatness, in effect a dream,

A swelling thought of holding sea and land,

A servile lot, deck’d with a pompous name:
Are the strange ends we toil for here below,
Till wisest death make us onr errours know.

Liv a right shadow is;

For if it long appear,

Then is it speat, and death’s long night draws oear;
Shadows are moving, light,

And is there ought 80 muving as is Lhis ?

‘When it is most in sight,

It steals away, and pove knows how or wherve,

So near our cradles to our coffins are.

Tt A
Loox as the flow'r, which ling’ringly doth fade,
The moming’s darling late, the summer’s quers,
Spoil’d of that juice which kept it fresh and geees,
As high as it did raise, bows low the head :

Just so the pleasures of my life being dead,

Or in their contraries but only seen,

With swifter speed declines than erst it spread,
And, blasted, scarce now shows what it hath been
Thercfore, as doth the pilgrim, whom the night
Hastes darkly to imprison on his way,

Think on thy home, my soul, and think aright
Of what’s yet left thee of life’s wasting day :

Thy sun posts westward, passed is thy morn,

And twice it is not given thee to be born.

Tue weary mariner so far not flies
An howling tempest, harbour to attain ;
Nor shepherd hastes, when frays of wolves amse,
So fast to fold, to save his bleating train,
As I (wing’d with coatempt and just disdain)
Now fly the world, and what it most doth prize,
Aod sanctoary seek, free to remain
From wounds of abject times, and envy’s eyes:
'ac;hn‘:: this wo{ld did once seem sweet and fair,

ile sense’s light mind’s perspective ke pt bind ;
Now like imagin’d landscape in the air, gt blinds
And weeping rainbows, her best joys I find =
Or if aught here is had that praise should bave,
It is an obscure life and silent grave.

Or this fair volume which we world do name,
If we the sheets and leaves could turn with care,
Of him who it corvects, and did it frame,

We clear might read the art and wisdom rare,
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‘ind out his power which wildest powers doth tame,
Iis providence extending every where, B
1is justice, which proud rebels doth not spare,
n every page, no period of the same:

3ut silly we, like foolish children, rest

W ell pleas’d with colour'd vellum, leaves of gold,
?air dangling ribbands, leaving what is best,

dn the great writer’s sense ne’er taking hold ;

Ir if by chance we stay our minds on aught,

t is some picture on the margin'wrought.

ae grief was common, common were the cries,
['ears, scbs, and of that afflicted train,
Which of God’s chosen did the sum contain,
\nd Earth rebounded with them, pierc’d were skies;
ul good had left the world, each vice did reign

n the most monstrous sorts Hell could devise,

And all degrees and each estate did stain,
Jor further had to go whom to surprise ;
{'be world beneath, the prince of darkness
\nd in eack temple had himself iostall’d,
W as sacrific’d unto, by prayers call'd,
Responses gave, which, feols, they did obey ;
# hen, pitying man, God of a virgin's womb
#as born, and those fulse deities struck dumb.

lay,

-

¢ Ruxshepherds, run, wheve Bethlem blest appeans;
We bring the best of news, be not dismay’d,

\ Saviour there is born, more old than years,
umidst the rolling Heaven this Earth who stay'd ;
D & poor cottage inn’d, a virgin maid, .
\ weakling did him bear who all upbears;

Taere he in clothes is wrapp'd, in maoger laid,
F'o whom too narrow swadlings are our spheres.
Ran, shepherds, run, and solemnize his birth;
This is that night, no day, grown great with bliss,
n which the power of Satan broken is;

n Heaven be glory ; peace nnto the Earth:”
Phus singing through the air the angels swam,
ynd all the stars re-echoed the same.

' O Tu.mx the fairest day, thrice fairer night,

fight to best days, in which a sun doth rise,

X which the golden eye which clears the skies

s but a sparkling ray, a shadow light ;

\od blessed ye, iu silly pastors’ sight,

Hild creatures, in whose warm crib now lies .
That heaven-sent youngling, holy-maid-born wight,
Midst, end, beginning of our prophecies :

Nest cottage, that hath flow’rs in winter spread;
‘hough wither’d, blessed grass, that hath the grace
"o deck and be a carpet to that place.”

‘hus singing to the sounds of oaten reed,

lefore the bahe the shepherds bow’d their knees,
nd springs ran nectar, honey dropp’d from trees.

" Tur last and greatest herald of Heaven's king,
lirt with rough skins, hies to the deserts wild,
anong that savage brood the woods forth bring,
Vhich he more harmiess fonnd than man, and rild.
lis food was locnsts, and what there doth spring,
Vith boney that from virgin hives distili*d ;
urch’d body, hollow eyes, some uncouth thing
[ade him appear, loog since from Earth exil’d,
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There burst he forth. All ye whose hopes rely
On God, with me amidst these deserts moumn,
Repent, repent, and from old errours turn.”

Who listen’d to his voice, obey’d his cry ?

Only the echoes, which he made relent,

Rung from their flinty caves, ‘* Repent, repent.’’

“ Tuese eyes, dear Lord, once tapers of desire,
Frail scouts betraying what they had to keep,
Which their own heart, then others set on fire,
Their trait’rpus black before thee here oat-weep ;
These locks of blushing deeds, tue gilt attire,
‘Waves curling, wreckful shelves to shadow decp,
Rings, wedding souls to sin’s lethargic sleep,
'To touch thy sacred feet do now aspire.
In seas of care bchold a sinking bark,
By winds of sharp remorse unto thee driven:
O let me not be ritin’s aim’d-at mark ;
My faults confess'd, Lord, say they are forgiven.”
Thus sigh’d to Jesus the Bethanian fair,
His tear-wet feet still drying with her hair.

- 3

F——

1 cuanceo countries new delights to find,
But, ah ! for pleasure I did find new pain;

: Enchanting pleasure so did reason blind,

' That father’s love and words I scorn’d as vajn.
‘ For tables rich, for bed, for following train

, Of careful servants to observe my mind ;

- These herds I keep my fellows are assign'd,
My bed’s a rock, and herbs my life sustain.

' Now while 1 famine feel, fear worser harms,

' Father and Lord, I turn, thy love, yet great,

| My faults will pardon, pity mine estate.”

, This, where an aged oak had spread its arms,
Thought the lost child, while as the herds he led,
' And pin’d with hunger, on wild acorns fed.

|17 thet the world doth in amaze remain,

iTo hear in what a sad, deploring mood,

iThe pelican pours from her breast her blood,

To bring to life her younglings back again;

;How shonld we wonder at that sovereign 3
‘Who from that serpent’s sting that had us sluin,
.To save our lives, shed his life’s purple fiood,

And turn’d to endless joy onr endless pain!
Uungrateful soul, that charm’d with false delight,
Hast long, long wander’d in sin’s flow’ry path,
And didst vot think at all, or thought'st not right
‘On this thy pelican’s great love and death.  [see
Here pause, and let (though Earth it scorn) Heaven
Thee pour forth tears to him pour’d blood for thee.

I# in the east when you do there behold
Forth from his crystal bed the Sun to rise,
With rosy robes and crown of flaming gold ;

If gaging on that empress of the skies
That takes so many forms, aud those fair brands
‘W hich blazeinHeaven’s high vault, night’s watch-

ful eyes;

If seeing how .the sea’s tumuituous bands
Of bellewing billows have their conrse confin'd ;
How unsustain'd the Earth stil} stedfast stands;

Poor mortal wights, you e’er found in your mind
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A thought, that some great king did sit above,
‘Who had such laws and rites to them assign’d;
A king who fix’d the poles, made spheres to move,
All wisdom, pureness, excellency, might,
All goodness, greatness, justice, beauty, love ;—
With fear and wonder hither turn your sight,
See, see, alas ! bim now, not in that state
T hought eould forecast him into reason's light.
Now eyes with tears, now hearts with grief make

great,
Bemoan this croel death and rathful case,
If ever plaiats just woe could aggravate :
From sin and Hell to save us humaa race, |
See this great king nail’d to an abject tree,

An object of reproach acd sad dngrlce.
O unheard pity ! love in strange degree!
He his own life doth give, his blood doth shed,
Por wormlings base such worthiness to see.
Poor wights ! behold his visage pale as lead,
His head bow'd to his breast, locks sadly rent,
Like a cropp'd rose, that languishing doth fade.
Weak nature, weep ! astounish’d world, lament !
Lament, you winds! you Heaven, that all con-
tains !

And thon, my soal, let nought thy griefs relent !
‘Those hands, those sacred hands, which hold the reins
Of this great all, and kept from matual wars

The elements, bare rent for thee their veins:
Thoee feet, which once must tread on golden stars,
For thee with nails would be pierc’d through and
torn ; hars :
Por thee Heaven’s king from Hecaven himself de-
This great heart-quaking dolour wail and moum,
Ye that long since him saw by might of faith,
Ye now that are, and ye yet to be bom.
Not to behold his great Creator’s death,
The Suu from sinful eyes hath veil’d his light,
And faintly journies up Heaven’s sapphire pa:h;
And cutting from her prows her tresses bright
The Moon doth keep her Lord’s sad obsequies,
Impearling with her tears her robe of night ;
All staggering and lazy lour the skies;
The earth and elemental stages quake ; .
The long-since dead from bursted graves arise.
And can things, wanting sense, yet sorrow take,
And bear a part with him who all them wrought,
And man (though born with cries)sha!l pity lack ?
Think what had been your state, had he not brought
To these sharp pangs bimself, and priz’d so high
Your sonls, that with his life them life he bought!
What woes do yon attend, if still ye lie
Plung'd in your wonted ordures! Wretched brood!
Shall for your sake again God ever die?
O leave deluding shows, embrace true good,
He on you calls, forego sin's shameful trade ;
With prayers now seek Heaven, and not with
blood.
Let not the lambs more from their dams be bad,
Nor altars blush for sin; live every thing ;
That long time long'd-for sacrifice is made.
All that is from you crav’d by this great king
Is to believe : a pure heart incense is.
What gift, alas! cau we him mesner bring ?
Haste, sin-sick souls ! this season do not miss,
Now while remorseless time doth grant you
space,
And God invites you to your only bliss:
He who you calls will uot deny you grace,
Bat low-deep bury faults, 50 ye repént ;

« ~ Hisarms, lo! stretched ave, you to embrace.

DRUMMOND’S POEMS.

When days are done, #nd life’s small spark is spent,
80 you accept what freely here is given,
* Like brood of angels deathless, all-coutent,
*Ye shall for ever live with bim in Heaven.

Coux forth, come forth, ye blest triumpbing bands,

Pair citizens of that immortal town ;

Come see that king which all this all commeeds,

Now, overcharg'd with love, die for his own:

Look on those nails, which pierce his feet avd hands;

What a sharp diadem his brows doth crown'!

Behold his pallid face, his heavy frown,

And what a throng of thieves him mocking stands !

Come forth, ye empyrean troops, come forth,

Preserve this sacred blood that Earth adormns,

Gather those liquid roses off his thoras ;

O! to be lost they be of too much worth:

For streams, juice, balm, they are, which quench,
kills, charms,

Of God, Deatb, Hell, the wrath, the life, the barms.

Sout, whom Hell did once inthral,

He, he for thine offence

Did suffer death, who could not die at alL

O sovereign excellence !

O life of all that lives |

Eternal bounty which each good thing gives!
How could Death mount so high ?

No wit this point can reach,

Faith only doth as teach,

He died for us at all who could not die.

Lirx, to give life, deprived is of life,

And Death display’d bath ensign against Death;

So violent the rigour was of Death,

That nought could daunt it but the Life of Life:

No power bad power to thrall life’s pow'rs to death,

But willingly life down hath laid his life.

Love gave the wound which wrought this work of
death;

His bow and shafts were of the tree of life.

Now quakes the antbor of eternal death,

To find that they whom late he reft of life,

Shall fil} bis room above the lists of death;

Now all rejoice in death who hope for life.

Dead Jesus lives, who Death hath kill’d by Death;

No tomb his tomb is, but new soarce of kife.

Rige from those fragrant climes, thee now embrace;

Unto this world of ours, O haste thy race,

Fair Sun, and though contrary ways all year
Thou hold thy course, now with the higbest sharg,
Join thy biue wheels to hasten time that low'n,
And lazy minutes tum to perfect hours;

The night and death too loag a leaguc bave made,
To stow the world in horrour’s ugly shade.

Shake from thy locks a day with saffron rays

So fair, that it cutshine alf other days ;

And yet do not presume, great eye of light,

To be that which this day must make so bright.
See an eternal Sun hastes to arise ;

Not from the eastern hlushing sess or skies,

Or any stranger worlds Heaven’s concaves have,

But from the darkness of an boliow grave.
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And this is that all-powerful Sun above  [move.
Ibat crown'd thy brows with rays, first made thee
Aght's trumpeters, ye need not from your bow’rs
oclaim this day ; this the angelic pow’rs
1ave done for you: but now an opal hue
lepaints Heaven's crystal to the longing view:
iarth’s late-hid colours shine, light doth adom
he world, and, weeping joy, forth comes the morn;
18d with her, as fiom a lethargic trance
‘he breath return’d, that bodies doth advance,
Vhich two sad nights i rock lay cofin’d dead,
od with an iron guard entironed :
ife out of death, light out of darkness springs,
fom a bese jail forth comes the K'ng of k'ngs
Fhat late was mortal, thrall’d to every woe
dat lackeys Iife, or upon sense doth grow,
nmortal 1, of an etemnal stamp,
ar brighter beaming than the morning lamp.
» from a black eclipse out-peers the Sun :
sch (when her course of days have on ber rum,
1a far forest in the pearly east,
nd she berself hath horat, and spicy nest,)
be Jovely bird with youthful pens and comb,
oth sosr from out her cradle and her tomb :
> a small seed that in the earth lies hid,
od dies, reviving bursts her cloddy side,
dora’d with yellow locks anew is born,
nd doth become a mother with com;
f grains brings hundreds with it, wbich when old
arich the furrows, which do float with gold.
Hail, boly victor! greatest victor, hail !
sat Hell doth ransack, against Death prevail.
! bow thou long’d for com’s: ! With joyful cries,
e all-triumphing palatines of skies
late thy rising; Earth would joys no more
v, if thou rising didst them not restore.
silly tomb shonid not his fesh enclose,
ho did Heaven's trembliug terrasses dispose ;
» monument shonld such a jewel bold, ’
» roek, thongh ruby, diamond, and goid.
wa didst lament and pity human race,
stowing on us of thy iven grace
sre than we forfeited and Josed firm,
Eden rehels when we were accurst. -
en Earth our portion was, Barth’s juys but given,
rth, and Earth’s bliss, thou hast exchang’d with
Heaven.

what a height of good npon us streams
un the great spiendour of thy bounty’s beams!
hem we deserv’d shame, borrour, Aamres of wrath,
on bled st our wounds, and suffer didst oar death:
t Father's just.ce pleas’d, Hell, Death, o’ercome,
trinmph oow thou riseth from thy tomb,
th glories, which past sorrows countervail ;
il, holy victor! greatest victor, hail !
Hemce, hum}!hme,ud hence ye guides of

sense!

s mow reach Heaven; your weak intelligence .
3_searching pow’rs were in a flash made dim, .
learn from all eternity, that him
s Father bred, then that he here did come
® bearer’s parent) in a virgin's womb: [thom,
: then when sold, betray’d, crown’d, scourg’d with
Pd to a tree, all breathless, bloodlese, tor,
omnb’d, him risen from a grave to nd,
founds yourcunniog, turns,like moles, you blind.
ith, thou thst heretofore still barren wast,
vy didst each other birth eat up and waste,
rexious, hateful, pitiless, ugjust,
mrtial equaller of all with dust,
"OL. V.
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Stern executioner of heavealy doom,
Made fraitful, now life’s mother art become ;
A sweet relief of cares the soul molest ;
Ao burbinger to glory, peace and rest:
Put off thy mourning weeds, yield all thy gall
To daily <inning life, proud of thy fall;
Assemble all thy captives, haste (o rise,
Aud every corse, in earthquakes where it lies,
Sound from each flowry grave and rocky jail:
Hall, holy victor! greatest victor, hail ¢

The world, that wanning late and faint did lie,
Applauding to our joys, thy victory,
To a youag prite essays to turn again,
And as ere s0il’d with sin yet to remain;
Her chilling agues she begins to miss ;
All blise returning with the Lord of bliss,
With greater light, Heaven's temples opened shine ;
Momns smiling rise, evens blushing do decline,
Clouds dappled glister, boist’rous winds are calm,
Soft zephyrs do the fields with sighs embalm,
In silent calms the sea hath hush’d his roars,
And with enamour’d curls doth kiss the shores;
All-bearing Earth, like a new-married queen,
Her beauties heightens, in a gown of green
Perfumes theair, her meads are wrought with flow’rs,
In coloars various, figures, smelling, pow’rs ;
Trees wanton in the groves with leavy locks,
Here hills enamell’d stand, the vales, the rocks,
Ring peals of joy, here floods and prattling brooks,
(Stars’ liquid mirrors) with serpeating crooks,
And whispering murmurs, sound uato the main,
The golden age returned is again.
The honey people leave their golden bow’rs,
And innoceutly prey on budding flow'rs;
In gloomy shades, perch’d on the tender sprays,
The painted singers fill the air with lays:
Seas, floods, earth, air, all diversely do sound,
Yet all their diverse notes hath but one ground,
Re-echo’d here down from Heaven's azure vail;
Hail, boly victor! greatest victor, hail!

O day, on wbich Death’s adamantine chain
The Lord did break, did ransack Saun'o :’zign,
And in triumphin p his trophics rear’d,
Be thou blenpevef, ?:ccﬁ)rth still endear’d
With name of his own day, the law to grace,
Types to their substance yield, to thee give place
The old new-moons, with all festival days;
And, what above the rest deserveth praise,
The reverend sabbath: what could else they be
Thau golden heralds, telling what by thee
We should enjoy? Shades past, now shine thog

clesr,

And henceforth be thou empress of the year,
This glory of thy sister’s sex to win,
From work on thee, as other days from sin,
That mankind shall forbedr, in every place
The prince of planets warmeth in his race,
And far beyond his paths in frozen climes:
And may thou be 50 blest to out-date times,
That when Heaven's choir shall blaze inacceats loud
The many mercies of their sovereign good,
How he on thee did Sin, Death, Hell destroy,
It may be still the burthen of their joy.

Bevzatu a sible vei), and shadows deep,

Of inaccessible and dimming light, .

In silence ebon clouds more black than wight,

The world's grest Mind his secrets hid doth keep:
Xx
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Through thaose thick mists when any mortal wight *

Aspires, with halting pace, and eyes that weep

To pry, and in his mysteries to creep,

With thunders he and lightnings blests their sight.

O Sun invisible, that dost abide

Within thy bright abysmes, most fair, most dark,

‘Where with thy proper rays tbou dost thee hide,

O ever-shining, never full-seen mark,

To guide me in life’s night, thy light me show;

The more I search of thee the less I know.

Ir with such passing beauty, choice delights,

‘The Architect of this great round did frame

‘This palace visible, sbort lists of fame, -
And silly mansion but of dying wights ;

How many wonders, what amazing lights

Must that triumphing seat of glory claim,

That doth transcend all this all's vasty beights,
Of whose bright Sun, ours bere is but a beam !

O blest abode ! O bappy dwelling-place!

Where visibly th' Javisible duth reign ;

Blest people, which do see true Beauty’s face,
‘With whose far shadowsscarce he Earth doth deign:
All joy is but ahnoy, all concord strife,

Match’d with your endless hliss and happy life.

Lowa which is bere a care,

That wit and will doth mar,

Uncertain truce, and a most certain war;
A shrill tempestuous wind,

Which doth distarb the mind, .
And like wild waves all our designs commove ;
Among those powers above,

Which see their maker’s face,

It & contentment is, a quiet peace,

A plessure void of grief, a coustant rest,
Eternal joy, which nothing can molest.

Tuar space, where curled waves do now divide

From the great coutinent our happy isle,

‘Was sometime land ; and now where ships do glide,

Once with lsborions art the plough did toil :

Once those fair bounds stretch’d out so fur and wide,

‘Where towns, no shires enwall’d, endear each mile,

Were all ignoble sea and marish vile,

Where Proteus’ flocks danc’d measures to the tide:

80 age trunsforming all, still forward runs ;

No wonder though the Earth doth change her face,

New manners, pleasures new, tum with new suns,

Locks now like gold grow to an hoary grace;

Nay, min_d':l rare shape doth chanye, that lies de-
is’

K
‘Which was 30 dear of late, and highly priz'd.

This world a bunting is,

The prey, poor mav; the Nimrod fierce, is Death;
His speedy greyhounds are,

Lust, Sickness, Envy, Care;

Strife that ne'er falls amiss, .

With all those ills which haont us while we breathe,
Now, if by chance we fly

Of these the eager chace,

Old age with stealing pace

Casts on his nets, and there we panting die.
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Wav, wordlings, do ye trust frail bonouc’s dreams,
And lean to gilded glories which decay ?
Why do ye toil to registrate your names -

On icy pillars, which soon meit away 2

True hooour is pot here, that place it claims
Where black-brow'd night.dath mot exile the day,
Nor no far-shining lamp dives in the sea,

But an eternal San spreads lasting beams ;
There it attendeth yoa, where spatiess bands

Of sp'rits stand gazing on their sovereign blim,
Where years not hold it in their cank'rimg bands,
But who ooce noble, ever noble is.

Look home, lest he your weaken’d wit msake theall,
Who Eden’s foolish gard’ner erst made fall.

As are those apples, plessant to the eye,
But full of smoke within, which use to grew

Near that strange lake where God pour’d from the

sky
Huge show’rs of fiames, worse flames to overthros:
Such are their works that with a glaring show
Of humble holiness in virtue's dye
Would colour mischief, while within they glow
With coals of sin, though nove the smnoke desery.
Bad is that angel that erst'fell from Heavea;
But not 30 bad as he, nor in worse case,
Who hides a trait'rous mind with smiling face,
And with a dove’s white feathers clothes a raves.
Each sin some colour hath it to adors,
Hypocrisy Almighty God doth scosm.

Nzw doth the Sun appesr,

The mountains’ sows decay,

Crown'd with frail iow'rs forth comacs the iskmt
year;

My soul, time posts away,

And thoy, yet in that frost

Which flow’r and fruit hath lost,

As if all bere immortal were, dost stay :

For shame ! thy powers awgke,

Look to that Heaven which never night mabs
black,

And there at that immortal San’s bright rays,

Deck thee with flow'rs, which fear met rage of daps.

Tumice happy he who by some shady grewe,
Far from the clamorous workd, doth live his ows,
Though solitary, who is not alome,
But doth couverse with that etermal Jove.
O how more sweet is birds’ harmonious mems,
Or the hoarse sobbings of the widow'd dove,
Than those smooth whisp'rings mear a pringh
throne,
Which good make doubifal, do the evil approvel .
O! how more sweet is yrs' wholesome
And sighs embalm’d, which new-bom Sow'ss
fold, |
Than that applause vain honour doth bequesth] |
How sweet are streams to poison drank i geld! |
The world is full of horrours, troubles, slights:
Woods® harmless shades have only tree defighy
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Swzrr bird, that sing’st away the early hours

Of winters past, or coming, void of care,

Well pleased with delights which present are,

Pair seasons, budding sprays, sweet-smelling flow’rs:
To rocks, to springs, to Tills, from leavy bow’rs
Thou thy Creator’s goodness dost declare,

ind what dear gifts on thee he did not spare,

\ etain to human sense in sin that low’rs.

#hat soal can be 5o sick, which by thy songs
Attir'd in sweetness) sweetly is not driveh

luite to forget Earth’s turmoils, spites, and wrongs,
And lift a reverend eye and thought to Heaven?
hweet, artless songster, thou my mind dost raise
lo airs of spheres, yes, and to angels® lays.

is when it happeneth that some lovely town

Into a barbarous besieger falls,

¥ho both by sword and flame himself instals,

ind shameless it in tears and blood doth drown;
ler beauty spoil'd, her citizens made thralls,

Iis spite yet cannot 30 her all throw down,

tut that some statue, pillar of renown,

"et lurks unmaim’d within her weeping walls:

o after all the spoil, disgrace and wreck, [bin'd,
‘hat time, the world, and death, could bring com-
umidst that mass of ruins they did make,

afe and all scarless yet remains my mind :

rom this 50 high transcendent rapture springs,
hat I, all else defac'd, not envy kings.

aT us each day inure ourselves to die,

! this, and not our fears, be truly death,

bove the circles botb of hope and faith

fith fair immortal pinions to Ay}

'this be deatb, our best part to untie

3y ruining the jail) from lust and wrath,

nd every drowsy languor here beneath,

» be made deniz’d citizen of sky ;

» have more knowledge than all books coutain,
I} pleasures even surmounting wishing pow’r,
he fellowship of God’s immortal trun,

nd these that time nor force shall e'er devour:
this be death, what joy, what golden care

[ life, can with death’s ugliness compare ?

Awper the azure clear
©Of Jordan’a sacred streams,

rdan, oflabmtheoﬂlpnngdar
‘When zephyrs flow’rs unclose,
And Sun shines with new beams, -

ith grave and stately grace a nymph arose.

Upon her head she wear
awmaranths a crown;
o left hand palms, her nghtai:orch did bear ;
WUnveil’d skin’s whiteness lay,
Gold bairs in curls bang down,
es sparkled joy, more bright than star of day.

‘The flood a throne her rear’d
Of waves, most like that Heaven
kere beaming stars in glory tum enspber d:
‘The air stood calm and clear,
No sigh by winds was given,
wis left to king, herds feed, her voice to hm.
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“ World-wand’ring sorry wights,
‘Whom nothing can content .

Within these varying lists of days and nights,
Whose life, ere known amiss,
In glitt’ring griefs is spent,

Come learn,” said she, ¢ what is your choicest bliss ;

¢ From toil and pressing cares
How ye may respite find,
A sanctuary from soul-thralling snares;
A port to harbour sure,
In spite of waves and wind,
Which shall when time’s swift glassis run, endure.

* Not happy is that life
Which you as happy hold,
No, but a sea of fears, a field ofltnfc,
Charg’d on a throne to sit
With diadems of gold,
Preserv’d by force, and still observ’d by mt.

* ¢ Huge treasures to enjoy,
Of all her gems spoil Inde,
All Sere#’ silk in garments to employ,
Deliciously to feed,
The pheenix’ plumes to find
To rest upon, or deck your purple bed.

¢ Frail besuty to abuse,
And, wanton Sybarites,
On past or present touch of sense to muse 3
Never to hear of woise
But what the ear delights,
Sweet music’s charms, or charming flatterer's voice,

¢ Nor can it bliss you bring,
Hid nature’s deptha to know,
Why matter changeth whence each form doth

sprin|
Nor that your fame should nnge,
And after-worlds it blow

From Tanais to Nile, from Nile to Gange.

¢ All these have not the pow'r
To free the mind from fears,

Nor hideous horrour can ailay one hour,
When Death iu stealth doth glance,
In sickness lurks or years,

-1 And wakes the soul from out her mortal trance,

“ No, but blest life is this,
‘With chaste and pure desire
To tam unto the load-star of all bliss,
On God the mind to rest,
Bumnt up with sacred fire,
Poésessing him to be by him possest:

“ When to the balmy east

San doth his ligbt impart,
Or when he diveth in the Jowly west,

And ravisheth the day,

With spotless hand and heart, *
Him cheerfully to praise, and to him pray:

“ To heed each action %0

As ever in his sight,
More fearing doing ill than passive woe ;

Not to seem other thing

Than what ye are aright ; H
Never to do what may repentance bring :
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¢ Not to be blown with pride,
Nor mov'd at glory’s breath,
‘Which shadow-like on wings of time doth glide ;
malice to disarm,
And conquer basty wrath,
As to do good to those that work your harm:

“ To hatch no base desires,
Or gold or land to gain,

Well pleas’d with that which virtoe
To have the wit and will
Congorting in coe strain,

Than what is guod to have no higher skill :

fair acqniirel ;

¢ Never on ncighboor’s goods,
With cockatrice’s eye
To look, nor make another’s heaven your hell ;
Nor to bé beauty's thrall ;
All fruitless love to fiy,
Yet loving still a love transcendent all;

“ A love, which, while it burns
‘The soul with fairest beams,

To that Increated Suu the soul st tarns,
And makes such beauty prove,
That, if sense saw her gleams,

All lookers-on would pine and die for love.

¢ Who such a life doth live
Yon happy evert may call,
Ere ruthless Death a wished end him give;
Ard aftér then whea given,
More happy by his fall,
For humanes, Earth, enjoying angels, Heaven.

“ Swift is your mortal race,
And glassy is the Geld ;
Vast are desires not limited hy grace:
Life a weak taper is;
‘Then while it light doth yield,
Leave fiying joys, embrace this laiting bliss.”

This when the nymph had said,
She div'd within the flood,
Whose face with smiling curls long after staid ;
Then sighs did zephyrs press,
Birds sang from every wood,
And echoes rang, “ This was true happiness.”

t——

AX
HYMN ON THR FATREST FAIN.

m::.yomba:: gllovviﬁrwoutleu fires,

om the vulgsr press my mind aspires,
Wing'd with bigh thoughts, unto his pui::!:o climb,
From deep eternity, who call'd forth time;

That essence which; not mov'd, makes each thing
Uncreate beauty, all-creating love : [move,
But by 50 great an object, radiant light,
My heart apall’d, enfeebled rests my sight,
Thick clouds benight my labouring engine,

And at my high attempts my wits repine.

If thou in me this sacred heat hast wrought,

My knowledge sharpen, sarcels Jend my thought :
Grant me, Time's Father, world-containing King,
A pow’r of thes in pow'rful lays to sing ;

That as thy besuty in Earth §

! ives, H hi
It dawning may oz shadow in my Ii::;au et

s
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As far beyond the starry walls of Heaves,

As is the loftiest of the planets seven,
Sequester'd from this Earth in purest light,
Out-shining curs, as ours doth sable night,

Thou all-sufficient, omnipotent,

Thou ever glorious, most excel.ent,

God various in names, in crxsence oney

High art installed on a golden throne,
Out-stretching Heaven's wide bespangled vault,
Teanscending all the circles of our thought;

With diamantine sceptre in thy hand, [mand,
There thou giv’st laws, and dost this world coms-
This world of concords rais’d unlikely sweet,
Which like a ball lies prostrate at thy feet.

If 50 we may well say, (and what we say
Here wrapp'd in flesh, led by dim reason’s ray,
To show, by earthly beauties which we see,
That spiritual excellence that shines in thee,
Good Lord forgive) not far from thy right side,
With curled locks Youth ever do.h abide;
Rose-cheeked Youth, who garlanded with Sow'n,
Still blooming, ceaselessly unto thee pours
Immortal nectar in a cap of gold,
That by no darts of ages thou grow old;

And as ends and beginnings thee not claim,
Succemionless that thou be atil] the same.

Near to thy other side resistiess Might,

From head to foot in burnish’d armour dight,
That rings about him, with a waving brand,

- And watchful eye, great centinel doth staad ;
That neither time nor force in sught impair_
Thy workmanship, nor harm thive empire fair;
Soon to give death to all again that would

Stern Discord raive, which thou destroy’d of old;
Discord, that foe to order, nurve of war,

By which the noblest things demolish’d axe:

.| But, caitiff! sbe no treason doth devise,

When Might to nought doth bring her enterprse:
Thy all-upholding Might ber malice rens.
And her to Hell throws, boand in iron chaiss.
With locks in waves of gold, that cbb sud fiow
On ivory neck, in robes more white than soow,
Truth stedfastly before thee holds a glass,
Indent with gems, where shineth all that was,
That is, oc shall be, here ere aught was wrought
Thou knew all that thy pow’r with time forth browght
And more, things numberless which thou could
That acttally shall never being take ; [maln
Here thoubehold’st thyself, and, strange ! dostprov
\Azonce the heauty, lover, and the love.

With faces twu, like sisters, sweetly fiair,
‘Whose blossoms no rough autumo can inrpsir,
Stands Providence, and doth ber looks disperm
Through every corner of this tniverse;

Thy Providence, at once which general things
And singular doth rule, as empires kings
Without whoss eare this world Jast wonld
As ship without a master in the maim,
As chariot alone, as bodies prove
Depriv'd of souls, whereby they be, live, mow.
But who are tliey which shine thy thronesemsl
With sacred countenance and look severe?
This in one band 2 pond'rous sword doth bold,
Her left stays charg’d with balances of gold ; .
That, with brows girt with bays, sweet-smiling i
Mburahnnﬁontithnhbhh grace:
Two milk-white wings bim easily do move;
O! she thy Justice is, and this thy Love! .
By this thou brought’st this engine great to Kl

By that it fram’d in number, messurc, el
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That destine doth reward to ill and good :
But sway of Justice is by Love withstood,
Which did it not relent, and mildly stay,
This world ere now had found its f{nenl day.
What bands, encluster'd, near to these abide,

Which iuto vast infinity them hide !
Infinity that neither doth admit
Place, time, nor number to encroach on it
Here Bouoty sparkleth, here doth Beauty shine,
Simplicity, more white than gelsomine,
Mercy with open wings, aye-varied Bliss,
Glory, and Joy, that Bliss’s darling is.

Ineffable, all-pow’rful God, all
Thoa only liv'st, and each thiog lives by thee;
No joy, 0o, nor perfection to thee came
By the contriviyg of this world’s yreat frame :
Ere Sun, Moon, stars began their restless race,
Ere painted was with light Heaven's pure face,
Ere air had clouds, ere clouds wept down their

show'’rs,
Ere sea embraced earth, ere eprth bare flow'rs,
Thou happy liv'dst ; world nought to thee supply’d,
All in thyself thyself thou satisfy'd :
Of good no slender shadow doth appear,
No mge-worn track, wbich shin'd in thee not clear,
Perfection’s sum, prime cause of every cause,
Midat, end, beginning where all good doth pause:
Hence of thy substance, differing in nought,
Thou in eternity thy son forth brought ;
I'he ouly birth of thy un:-hanging mind,
Fhine image, patterv-like that ever shin'd ;
Light out of light, begotten not by will,
But nature, all and that same essence still
Which thou thyself, for thou dost nought possess
Which he hath not, in anght nor is he less
lbau thee bis great begetter ; of this light,
Bternal, double-kindled was thy spright
Eternally, who is with thee the same,
All-boly gift, ambassador, knot, flame :
ost sacred Triad, O most ho'y One |
Jnprocreate Father, ever procrea‘e Son,
Jhost breath’d from both, you were, are still, shall
‘Most blessed) Three in One, snd Oue ip Three,
acomprehensible by reachless heighg,
\nd unperceived by excessive light.
50 in onr souls three and yet one are still,
[he understanding, memory, and will;
lo (tbougb ualike) the planet of the days,
Jo soou as he was made, begat his rays,
Which are his offspring, and from both was hurl'd
e rosy Jight which consolates the world,
\nd pone forewent aoother : 30 the spring,
"he well-bead, and the stream which they forth
bring,

ire but one telf-same essence, nor in aught
Yo differ, save in order; and our thought
o chime of time discerns in them to fall,
Jut three distinctly "bide one essence all.
Jut these express not thee. Who can declare
by being? Men and angels dazzled are,
¥ho would this Eden force with wit or sense,
| cberubin shall find to bar him thence.

Great Architect, Lord of this universe,
‘bat light is blinded would thy tness pierce.
th! as a pilgrim who the Alps jozh peass,
Jr, Atlas’ temples crown’d with winter glass,
»e airy Caucasus, the Apennive,
vrenees' clifts where San doth never shiue,
Yhen he some craggy hills hath overwent,
legins to think on rest, his journey spent,
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Till mounting some tall moantain, he do find
More beights before him than be left behind :
With haiting pace so while I would me raise
To the unbounded limits of thy praise,

Some part of way I thought to have o'er-rum,
Bat now I see how scarce I have begun;
With wonders new my spirits range possest,
And wandering wayless in a maze them rest.

In these vast fields of light, ethereal plains,
Thou art attended by immonrtal trains
Of intellectual pow’rs, which thou brought'st forth
To praise thy goodness, and admire thy worth,

In aumbers passing other creatures far, .
Since most in oumber noblest ereatures are,
Which do in knowledge us not less outrun

Than Moon in light doth stars, or Moon the Sun;
Unlike, in orders rang’d and many a band,

(If beauty in disparity doth stand)

Arcbangels, angels, cherubs, seraphines,

And what withname of thrones amoogst themshines,
Large-ruling princes, dominations, pow’rs,
All-acting virtues of those flaming tow’rs :

These freed of umbrage, these of labour free,
Rest ravished with still bebolding thee;

Inflam’d with beams which sparkle from thy face,
They can no more desire, far less embrace.

Low under them, with slow and staggering pace
Thy hand-maid Nature thy great steps doth tyace,
The source of sécond causes’ golden chain,

‘That links this frame as thou it doth ordain.
Nature gaz’d on with such a curious eye,

That earthlings oft her deem'd a deity.

By Nature Jed, those bodies fair and great,

Which faint not im their course, nor change their
Unintermix’d, whichmo disorder prove, [state,
Though aye and contrary they always move,

The organs of thy providence divine,

Books ever open, sigus that clearly shine;

Time’s purpled maskers then do them advance,
As by sweet music in a measur'd dance;

Stars, host of Heaven, ye irmaments, bright flow’rs, -
Clear Jamps which overhang this stage of ours,

Ye tarn not there to deck the weeds of night,

Nor, pageant like, to please the volgar sight:
Great ecauses, snre ye must bring great effects;
But who can descant right your grave aspects ?
He only who you made decypher can °
Yournotes; Heaven's eyes, ye blind the eyes of man.

Amidst these sapphire far-extendiug heights,
The never-twinkling, ever wand’ring lights
Their fixed motions keep; one dry and cold,
Deep-leaden colour'd, slowly there is roll’d,

With rule and line for Time's steps meeting even,
In twice three lustres he but turns bis heaven.
With temperate qualities and countenauce fair,
Still mildly smiling, sweetly debonnaire,

Another cheers the world, and way doth make

In twice aix autumns through the zodiac.

But hot and dry with faming locks and browa
Eanrig'd, this in his red pavilion glows:

Together running with like speed, if space,

Two equally in bands achieve their race;

With blushing face this oft doth bring the day,
And ushers oft to stately stars the way ;

That various in virtue, changing, light,
With his small flame impearls the vail of night.
Prince of this court, the Sun jn triumpb rides,
With the year snake-like in herself that glides,
Time’s dispensator, fair life-giving source, .
Throughsky’s twelve posts as he doth run bis course;
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Heart of this a]l, of what is known to sense,
The likest to his Maker's excellence ;
s whose diurnal motion doth appear
A shadow, no true portrait of the year.
The Moon moves lowest, silver sun of night,
Dispersing through the world her borrow’d light ;
Who in three forms her head abrosd doth range,
And only constant is in constant change.
Sad queen of silence, I ne’er sce thy face
‘To wax, or wade, or shine with a full grace,
But straight, amaz'd, on mau 1 think, ®ach day
His state who changeth, or if be find stay,
Tt is in doleful anguish, cares, and pains,
And of his labours death is all the gains.
Immortal Monarch, can so fund a thought
Lodge in my breast, as to trust thou first brought
Here in Earth’s shady cloister, wretched man,
To suck the air of wue, to spend life’s span
Midst sighs and plaints, a stranger unto mirth,
‘To give himself his death rebuking birth ?
By sense and wit of creatures made king,
By sense and wit to live their underling ?
And what is worst, have eaglets eyes to see
His own disgrace, and know an high degree
Of blies, the place, if be might thereto climb,
And not live thralled to imperious time ?
Or, dotard! shall I so from reason swegve,
To dim those lights, whicl to our uge do serve,
For thou dost not them necd, more nobly fram'd
Than us, that know their course, and have them
nam’d ?
No, I pe’er think but we did them snrpass
As far as they do asterisms of glass.
When thou us made, by treason high defil’d,
Thrust from our first estate, we live exil’d,
Wand'ring this Earth, which is of Death the lot,
Where he doth use the power which he hath got,
Indifferent uropire anto clowns aud kings,
The supreme moaarch of all mortal things,
When first this flow’ry orb was to us given,
1t but a place disvalu’d was to Heavep :
These creatures which now cur sovereigns are,
And, as to rebels, do denounce us war,
Then were our vassals; no tumultaous storm,
No thunders, earthquakes, did her form deform ;
The seas in tumbling mountains did not roar,
But like moist crystal whisper'd on the shore ;
No “.l:e" did grace her meads, por ambush’d
r
Tn azure curls beneath the sweet spring flow'r ;
The nightshade, henbane, napel, aconite,
Her bowels then not bear, with death to smite
Her guiltless brood : thy messengers of grace,
As their bigh rounds, did haunt this lower place.
O joy of jnys! with our first pareots thou
To commune then didst deign, as friends do now :
Against thee we rebell’d, and justly thus
Eacb creature rebeiled against us;
Earth, reft of what did chief in her excel,
‘To all became a jail, to most a Hell:
In time’s full {erm, untii thy Sou was given,
Who man with thee, Earth reconcil’d with Heavea.
Whale and entire, all in thyself Lhou art;
All-where diffus’d, yet of this all no part:
For infinite, io making this fair frame,
Great without quantity, is all thon came ;
And filling all, how can thy state admit,
Or place or substance to be void of it ?
Were worlds as many as the rays which stream
From day's bright lamp, or maddiag wits do dream,
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They would uot reel in anght, nor wand’ring stray,
But draw to thee, who ecould their centres stay;
Were but one bour this world disjoin'd from thee,
It in one hour to nought reduc’d should be.
For it thy shadow is; and can they last,
If sever’d from the substances them cast ?
0! ouly bless'd, and Autbor of ali bliss !
No, bliss itself, that all-where wished is ;
Efficient, exemplary, final good,
Of thine own self but only nnderstood =
Light is thy curtain: thou art Light of light;
An ever-waking eye still shining bright.
In-looking all, exempt of passive pow’r,
And cbange, in change since Death’s pale shade
doth low'r: .

All times to thee are one ; that which hath rua,
And that which is not brought yet by the Sua,
To thee are present, who dost always see
In present act, what past is, or to be
Day-livers, we rememberance do lose
Of ages worn, so wiseries us toss,
(Blind and lethargie of thy heavenly grace,
Which sin in our first parents did deface;
And even while embrions curst by justest doom)
That we neglect what goue is, or to come;
But thou in thy great archives scrolled bast,
In parts and whole, whatever yet hath past,
Since first the marble wheels of Time were roll’d,
As ever living, ncever waxing old,
Still is the same thy day and yesterday,
An undivided now, & constant aye.

O! king, whose greatness none can
Whose boundless goodness doth to all extend;
Light of all besuty, ocean without ground,
That standing, flowest; giving, dost abound ;
Rich palace, and in-deeller, ever blest,
Never not working, ever yet in rest:
What wit cannot conceive, words say of thes,
Here where we as but in a mirror see,
Shadows of shadows, atoms of thy might,
Still owely-eyed when stariog on thy light;
Grant, that, released from this earthly jail, [ved,
And freed from clouds, which here our knowlelp
In Heaves’s high temples where thy praises risg,
In sweeter notes | may hear angels smng.

Graat God, whom we with humbled thoaghts adie,
Eternal, infinite, slmighty King,
Whosee dwellings Heaven transcend, whose throm

Archangels serve, and seraphim do sing ;

Of nought who wrought ail that with wond'ring eyes

We do behold within this various round ;

Who makes the racks to rock, to stand the skiss;

At whose command clouds peals of thunder sousd:

Ah! spare us worms, weigh not how we, alas!

Evil to ourselves, against thy laws rebel ;

Wash off those spots, which still in conscience’

Though we be loath to look, we see too well.

Deserv'd revenge, Oh ! do not, do not take:

If thon revenge, who shall abide thy blow ?

Pass shall this world, this world which thog &t
make,

Which should not perish till thy trumpet blow.

What soul is found whose parent’s crinve not stams?

Or what with its own sins defil’d is Dot ?

Though Justice rigour threaten, yet her rems

Let Mercy guide, and never be forgot,

’
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Less are our faults, far, far than is thy love:

3! what can better seem thy grace divine,

Iban they, who plagues deserve, thy bounty prove>

And where thou show’r may’st vengeance, there to

Tben look and pity; pityiog, forgive [shine!

Us guilty slaves, or servants now in thrall;

Haves if alas! thou look how we do live,

Jr doiog ill, or doing nought at all ;

X an ungrateful mind the foul effect.

lat if thy gifts, waich largely heretofore

Mhou hast upon us poer’d, thou dost respect,

Ne are thy servants, oay, than servants more,

fby children; yes, and children dearly bought:

Jut what strange chance us of this lot bereaves ?

‘oor, worthless wights, how lowly are we brought!

Vhom grace ence children made, sim hath made
slaves. [break,

in bath made slaves, but let those bands grace

‘bat in our wrongs thy mercies may appear:

hy wisdom not so mean is, pow'r so weak,

Jat thousand ways they can make worlds thee fear.

O wisdom boundless! O miraculous grace!"
Irace, wisdom which make wink dim reason’s eye !
ind could Heaven’s King briug from bis placeless
hn this ignoble stage of care to die ; [place,
‘0 die our death, and with the sacred stream
) blood and water gushing from his side,
'.o'make us clean of that contagious biame,
irst on us brought by our first parent’s pride!
hus thy great love and pity, heavenly king !
ove, pity, which 50 well our loss prevent,
¥ evil itself, lo! could all goodness bring,
nd sad beginuing cheer with glad event.

' Jove and pity ! ill known of these times !

) love and pity ! careful of our need !
'bounties! which our horrid acts and crimes,
rown uumberless, contend pnear to exceed.
Iake this excessive ardour of thy love

3 warm our coldness, 50 our lives renew,
bat we from sia, sin may from us remove,
Nsdom our will, faith may our wit sabdue.
et thy pure love burn up all worldly lust,
ll’s candid poison killing our best part,
Thich makes us joy in toys, adore frail dust
wtead of thee, in temple of our heart.

Grant, when at last our souls these bodies leave,
beir loathsome shops of sin and mansions blind,
od doom before thy royal seat receive,
saviour more than judge they thes may find.

WANDERING MUSES:
. on,
THER RIVER OF PORTH FEASTING.
ING A PANEGYRIC TO THR BIGH AND MIGHTY PRINCR
JAMES, KING OF OGREAT BRITAIN, FRANCE AND IRE~
LAND.
——
T
HIS SACRED MAJESTY.

* im this storm of joy and pompous throng,

is nymph, great king, doth come to theeso near,
hat thy harmonions ears her accents hear, .
ive pardon to ber koarse and lowly song.
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Fain would she trophies to thiy virtaes rear:
But for this stately task she is not strong,
And her defects ber high attempts do wrong :
Yet as she could she makes thy worth appear,
So in & map is shown this flow'ry place;

So wrought in arras by a virgiu’s hand,

With Heaven and blazing stars doth Atlas stand;
So drawn by charcoal is Narcissus’ face :

She like the morn may be to some bright sin,
The day to perfect that's by her begun. :

"

HR
RIVER OF FORTH FEASTING.

Waar blust’ring noise now interrupts my sleeps?
‘What echoing shouts thus cleave my crystal deeps?
And seem to call me from my watry court ?
What melody, what sounds of joy and sport,
Are convey'd hither from each night-born spring ?
With what loud rumours do the mountaios ring,
Which in unusaal pomp on tip-toes stand,
And, full of wonder, overlook the land ?  [bright,
Whence come these glitt'ring throngs, these meteors
This golden peaple glancing in my sight ?
Whence doth this praise, applause, and love arise?
What load-star eastward draweth thus all eyes?
Am [ awake? Or have some dreams conspir'd .
To mock my sense with what I most desir'd ?
View [ that living face, see | those looks,
Which with delight were wont t’ amaze my brooks ?
Do 1 bebold that wortb, that man divine,
This age’s glory, by these banks of mine ?
Then find I true what long [ wish’d in vain ;
My much-beloved prince is come again.
So unto them whose zeaith is the pole,
When six black months are past, the Sun doth roll:
So after tempest to sea-toased wights,
Pair Helen’s brothers show tbeir clearing lights:
So comes Arabia’s wonder from her woods,
And far, far off is seen by Memphis’ floods ;
The feather'd sylvans, cloud-like, by her fly,
Apd with triumphing plaudits beat the sky ;
Nile marvels, Serap’s priests entranced rave,
And in Mygdonian stohe her sbape engrave ;
In lasting cedars they do mark the time
In which Apollo’s bird came to their clime.

Let mother Earth now deck'd with flow’rs be seen,
And sweet-breath'd zephyrscarl the meadowsgreen:
Let Heaven weep rubies ip a crimson show’r,

"{ Such as on lndia’s shores they use to pour:

Or with that golden storm tbe fields adorn,
Which Jove rain’d when bisblue-eyed maid was born.
May never Hours the web of day out-weave,

May never Night rise from ber sable cave!

Swell proud, my billows, faint not to declare

Your joys as ample as their causes are:

For murmurs hoarse sound like Arion’s barp,

Now delicately flat, now sweetly sharp. .
And you, my nymphs, rise from your moist repair,
Strew all your springs and grots with lilies fair:
Some swiftest-footed, get them hence, and pray
Our floods and lakes come keep this holiday ;
Whate'er beveath Albauia’s hills do run,

Which see the rising, or the setting Sun,

‘Which drinkstern Grampus’ mists, or OcheF's snows;
Stone-rolling Tay, Tine tortoise-like that flows,
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The pearly Don, the Deas, the fertile Spay,
Wild Neverne, which doth see our longest day ;
Nesse smoking sulphur, Leave with mountains
crown'd,

Strange Loumond for his ficating isles renown’d ;
‘The Irish Rian, Ken, the silver Aire,
The smky Dun, the Ore with rushy hair,
The crystal-streaming Nid, loud-bellowing Clyde,
Tweed, which no more our kingdoms shall divide;
Rank-swelling Annan, Lid with curled streams,
The Eskes, the Solway, wherethey lose their sames;
To every one proclaim our joys and feasts,
Qur triumphs ; hid all come and be our guests:
And as they meet in Neptuoe’s azure kall,
Bid them bid sea-gods keep this festival ;
This day shall by our currents be renonnd;

+ Our hills about shall still this day resound :
Nay, that our Jove mare to this day appear,
Let us with it henceforth begin our vear.

To virgins, flow'rs, to sun-burnt earth, the rain,
To mariners, fair winds amidst the main;

Cool shades to pilgrinis, which hot glances burn,
Are uot o pleasing as thy blest return,

That day, dear prince, which robb'd us of thy sight
(Day? No, but darknes:s and a dusky night)

Pid fill our breasts with s'ghs, our cves with tears,
Turn’d minates to sad months, sad months to years :
Trecs left to Aourish, meadows to bear flow'rs,
Brooks hid their heads within their sedgy bow'rs;
Fair Ceres cars’d our trees with barren frost,

.As if again she had her daughter lost :

The Muses left our groves, and for sweet songs
Sate sadly silent, or did weep their wrongs:

You know it, meads; you, murmuring woods, it

koow,

Hills, dales, and caves, copartners of their woe ;
And you it kpow, my streams, which from their cine
Oft on your glass rcceiv'd their pearly bgpe :

“ O Naiads dear !” said they, * Napus?nier!

O nymphs of trees! nymphs which ou hills repair;
Gone are those maiden glories, gone that state,
"Which nade all eyes adwire our biiss of late.”

As looks the Heaven when never star appearr,

But slow and weary shroud them in their spheres,
‘While Tithon's wife emmbosom’d by him lies,

And world doth languish in a mournful guise:

As looks a garden of its beauty spoil‘d,

As woods in winter by rough Boreas foil’d,

As portraits ras’d of colours us’d to be ;

80 look’d these abject bounds depriv'd of thee.

While as my rills enjoy’d thy royal gleams,

Yhey did not envy Tiber’s haughty streams,
Nor wealthy Tagus with his golden ore,

Nor clear Hydaspes which on pearis Joth roar,
Nar golden Gange that sees the Sun new born,
Nor Achelous with his flow'ry hom,

Nor ficods which near Elysian fields do fall :
For wby ? Thy sight did serve to them for all.
No place there is so desert, so alone,

Even from the frozen to the torrid zone,

From flaming Hecla to sreat Quincey’s lake,
Whieh thy abode could not most bappy make:
All those perfections which by bounteons Heaven
To divers worlds in divers times were given,
‘The starry senate pour’d at once on thee,
That thou exempliar might’st to others be.

Thy life was kept till the three sisters spun
Their threads of gold, and then it was begun.
With chequer'd clonds whea skies do look most fair,
Mod no disorder’d blasts disturb the air;
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When lilies do them deck in azure gowns,

And new-born roses blush with goiden crowns;
To prove how calm we under thee shouald live,
What halcyonean days thy reign should give ;
And to two Bow'ry diadems, thy right,

The Heavens thee made a partner of the light.
Scarce wast thou born, when join'd in friendly bends
Two mortal foes with other clasped bands;

With Virtue Fortanestrove, which most sbould zrace
Thy place for thee, thee for so high a place:
One vow’d thy sacred breast not to forsake,

The other, pn thee nut to turn her back ;

Aod that thon more ber love’s effects might'st feel,
For thee she left her giobe, and broke ber wheel

When, years thee vigour gave, O then, how dear
Did smother’d sparkiés in bright Sames sppesr!
Amongst the woods to force the ying bart,

To pierce the mountain-wolf with feather'd det;
See falcons cl'mb the clouds, the fox ensnare,
Out-run tbe wind-out-runniog Cadale hare;

To breathe thy fiery steed on every plaim,

And in meand'ring gyres him bring again;

The press thee making place, and vulgar thiegs,
In admiration’s air, on gory’s wings ¢

0! thou far from the common pitch didst rise,
Witb thy designs to dazzle Envy's eyes:

Thoa sought’st to know this all’s eternal sonrce,
Of ever-turning Heavend the restless courye;
Their fixed lamps, their lights, which wand 'risg ros,
Whence Moon her silver bath, his gold the Som;
If Fate there be or no, if planets can,

By fierce aspects, force the free will of man ¢
The light aspiring fire, the liquid air,

The Aaming dragens, comets with red bair,
Heaven’s tilting lances, artillery, and bow,
Loud-sounding trunspets, darts of bail and mow,
‘The roaring element, with people dumb,

The earth with what conceiv’d is in her woab,
‘What on her moves, were set unto thy sight,
Till thou didst 6nd their causes, essevce, might:
But unto nought thom so thy mind didst stram,
As 10 be read in man, and learu to reigo;

To know the weight and Atlas of a crown,

To spare the hamble, proad coes tnmble down.
When from those piercing careswhich thrones igvest,
As thorns the rose, thou, wearied, wonld”st thee rest,
With lute in band, full of celestial fire,

To the Pierian groves thou didst retire :

There, garianded with all Crania’s fow'rs,

In sweeter lays than builded Thebes’ tow'rs;

Or them which charm’d the dotphins in the ssin,
Or which did cail Earydice again ;

Thou sung’st away the hours, till fromn their sphere
Stars seem’d to shoot, thy melody to bear.

The god with golden hair, the sister maids,

Did leave their Helicon and Tempe's shades,

To see thine isle : hepe lost their native tongue,
And i thy world-divided language sung.

Who of thine after-age can count the deeds,
With alf that Fame in Time’s hyuge aumels reads ;
How by example, more than any law,

This people fierce thou didst to ness deaw;
How while the neighbour worlds, toss’d by the Fates,
So many Phaetons had in ther states,  [throues
Which tur?d to heedless flames their buormishd
Thou, as enspher’d, kept'st temperate thy zoses;
In Afric shores, the sands that ebb and flow,

Thie shady leaves on Arden’s trees that grow,

He sure may count, with all the vaves that meg
To wash the Maaritanian Atlas’ feet,
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‘hough crown’d thon wert not, nor a king by birth,
“hy worth deserves the richest crown on Earth. |
learch this half-sphere, and the antarctic ground,
¥ here are such wit and bouty to be found ?

\s into silent night, when uear the Bear

he virgio huntress shines at full most clear,

\nd strives to match her brother’s golden light,
e host of stars doth vanish in her sight ;
\rcturus dies; coot’d is the Lion's ire,

’0 buras ao more with Phaetontal fire;

drion faiots to see hiy arms grow biack,

\nd that his Aaming sword he now doth lack:

io Eurvpe’s lights, all bright in their degree,

ase all their lustre, parallel’d with thee.

3y just descent thou fromn more kings dost shine,
han many can name men in all their line:

A hat must they toil to find, and finding hold,
"hou scurnest, orient gems, and Batt’ring gold ;
Isteeming treasure surer in men's breasts,

'han when immur'd with marble, clos'd in chests:
Vo stormy passions do disturb thy mind,

Vo mists of greatnees ever could thee blind :

Who yet bath been 50 meek ? Thou life didst give
l'o them who dic repine to see thee live:

¥ hat prince by goodness hath sach kingdoms gain'd?
¥ho hath so long his people’s peace maintain’d?
heirswordg are turnd toscythes, to coulters spears,
jome giant post their antique armour bears:

Jow, wbere the wounded knight his life did bleed,
[he waaoton swain sits piping on a H

\nd where the cannon did Jove's thunder scom,
'he gandy hontsman winds his shrill-tun’d hom :
Jer green locks Ceres doth to yellow dye;

Phe pilgrim safely in the shade doth lie ;

3oth Pan and Pales careless keep their flocks ;
seas have no dangers, save the winds and rocks:
hou art this isle’s palladium ; neither can
Whiles thou dost live!) it be o’erthrown by nman.

Let others boast of blood and spoils of foes,

Tierce rapines, murders, iliads of woes ;
)f hated pomp, and trophies reared fair,
gled ensigns streaming in the air;
Jount how they make the Scythian them adore,
Mhe Gaditan, and seldier of Aurore:
Juhappy boasting ! to enlarge their bounds,
Mbat charge themselves with cares, their friends
with wounds ;
¥ho have no law to their ambitious will,
Sut, man-plagues ! born are humao blood to spill :
“hon & true victor art, sent from abovd
Vhat others strain by force to gain by love;
Norld-waud'ring Fame this praise Lo thee imparts,
70 be the only monarch of afl hearts.
"hey many fear, who are of many feard,
ind kingdoms gut by wrongs, by wrongs are tear'd ;
wch throues as blood doth raige, blood throweth
dowa ;
logualdtommaslove nntoncrmm.

Eye of our western world! Mars-flaunting king?
Vith whose renown the Earth’s seven climates ring,
“hy deeds not only claim these diadems,

"o.which Thame, Litty, Tay, subject tbeir streams:
Jat to thy virtucs rare, and gifts, is due

\ll that the planet of the year doth view ;

lure, if the world above did want a prince,

‘e world above to it would take thee hence.

That Murder, Rapine, Lust, are fled to Hell,
nd in their rooms with us the Graces dwell ;

‘hat hooour more than riches men res
hat worthiness than gold doth more t;
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That Piety unmasked shows Ker face,

That lonocency keeps with Power her place 3

That long-exil’d Astrea leaves the Heaven,

And turneth right hersword, her weights hoids even ; -
That the Saturnian worid is come lgnm.

Are wish’d effects of thy most happy Feign.

That daily, Peace, Love, Truth, delights increase,

“t And Discord, Hate, Fraud, with encumbers, cease ;

That men use strength, not to shed others’ blood,
But use their strength, now to do others good ;
That fury is enchain’d, disarmed wrath,
That, save by Nature’s band, there is no death;
That late grim foes, like bnothen, other love,
That vultures prey not on the harmless dove ;
That wolves with lambs do friendship entertain,
Are wish'd effects of thy most bappv reign.
‘That towns increase, tbat ruin'd tewmples rise,
That their wind- moving vanes do kius the skies ;
That ignorance and sloth hence ron away,
That bury’d arts now ronse them to the day ;
That Hyperion far beyond his bed
Doth sce our lions ranp, our roses spread ;
That Iber courts us, Tiber not us charms, [warms;
That Rbein with hence-brought beams his bosom
That ill doth fear, and good doth us maintain,
Are wish'd effects of thy most happy reign.

O Virtue's pattern ! glory of our times !
Sent of past days to expiate the crimes;
Great King, but better far than thon art great,
Whoimn state not he , but who b s state;
By wonder born, by wonder first install’d,
By wonder after to new kinzdoms call’d ;
Youug, kept by wonder from home-bred atarms,
Old, sar'd by wonder frum pale traitors’ harms;
To be for this thy reign, which wonders brings,
A king of wonder, wouder unto kings-
If Pict, Daue, Norman, tby smooth yoke had seen,
Pict, Dane, and Norman, had thy subjects been :
If Brutus knew the hliss thy rule doth give,
Ev’n Brutus joy would under thes to live :
For thou tby people dost so dearly love,
That they a father, more than prince, thee prove.
O daya to be desir'd ! age happy thrice !
If you your heaven-sent good could duly prize j
But we, half-palsy-sick, think never right
OF What we bold, till it "be from our sight ;
Prize only summer’s sweet and musked breath,
When arined winters threaten us with death;
In pallid sickness do esteem of health,
And by sad poverty discern of wealth:
I see an age, when after sume few years,
And revolutions of the slow-pac’d spheres, .
These days shall be *bove other far esteem’d,
And like Augustus’ paimy reign be deem’d.
The names of Arthur, fabalous Paladies,
Grav'n in Time’s surly brow in wrinkled liucs ;
Of Heuries, Edwards, famous fur their fights,
Their neighbour conquenl, orders new of knights,
Shall, by this prince’s name, be past as far
As meteors are by the Idalian star.
If grey-bair'd Proteus’ sougs the truth not miss,
And gray-bair'd Proteus oft a prophet is,
There is a land, bence distaut mauy miles,
Onut-reaching fiction and Atiaatic isles ;
Which (homelings) from tbis little world we name,
That shall emblazon with strauge rites bis fame 3
Shall rear him statues all of purest gold,
Such as men gave unto the gods of old ;
Name by him temples, palaces, and towns,
With some great river, which their fields renowas.
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Thisisthat king, who should make right each wrong,
Of whom the bards and mystic Sybils sung ;
The man long promis'd, by whose glorious reign
This isle should yet her ancient name regain,
And more of fortunate deserve the style, [smile.
Than those where heavens with double summers
Ran on, great prince! thy coorse in glory’s way,
The end the life, the evening crowns the day;
Heap worth on worth, and strongly soar above
Those heights, which made the world thee first to
love ;
Surmount thyself, and meke thine actions past
Be but as gleams or lightnings of the last ;
Let them exceed those of thy younger time,
As far as automa doth the flow'ry prime.  [eye,
Through this thy empire range, like world’s bright
That once each y=ar surveys all earth and shy;
Now giances on the slow and resty Bears,
Then turos to dry the weeping Auster’s tears ;
Hurries to both the poles, and moveth even
In the infigur'd circle of the Heaven. [sight
O! long, long haunt these bounds, which by thy
Have now regain'd their former heat and light.
Here grow green woods, here silver brooks do glide,
Here meadows stretch them out with painted pride ;
Embroid'ring all the banks, here hills aspire
To crown their heads with the ethereal fire;
Hills, bulwarks of our freedom, giant walls,
Which never friends did slight, nor sword made
thralls:
Each circling flood to Thetis tribute pays,
Men here, in health, outlive old Nestor’s days :
Grim Saturn yet amongst our rocks remains,
Bound in our caves, with many metal’d chains:
Bulls haunt our shades, like Leda’s lover, white,
Which yet ndight hreed Pasiphae delight ;
Our flocks fair fleeces bear, with which, for sport,
Endymion of old the Monn did court;
High-palmed harts amidst our forests run,
And, notimpal'd, thedeep-mouth’d houndsdo shun;
The rough-foot hare sate in our bushes shrouds,
And long-wing’d hawks do perch amidst our clouda.
The wanton wood-nymphs of the verdant spring,
Blue, golden, purple fiow’rs shall to thee bring ;
Pomona’s fruits the Panisks, Thetis’ gyrles
‘Thy Thale's amber, with the ocean pearls ;
The Tritons, herdsmen of the glassy field,
Shall give thee what far-distant shores can yield,
The Serean fleeces, Erythrean gems,
Waste Plata’s silver, gold of Peru streams,
Antarctic parrots, Zthiopian plumes,
Sabsan odours, myrrh, and sweet perfumes :
And [ myself, wrapt in a watchet gown
Of reeds and lilies, on mine head a crown,
Shall incense to thee burn, green aitars ralse,
And yearly sing due Peans to thy praise.
Ah'! why should Isis only see thee shine ?
13 not thy PForth, as well as Isis, thine ?
Though Isis vaunt she hath more wealth in store,
Let it suffice thy Forth doth love thee more:
Though she for beauty may compare yith Seine,
For swans and sea-nymphs with imperial Rheine ;
Yet, for the title may be claim’d iu thee,
Nor she, nor all the worid, can match with me.
Now when, by honour drawn, thou shait away
To her, already jealous of thy stay ;
When in her amorous arms she doth thee fold,
And dries thy dewy hairs with hers of gold,
Mouch asking of thy fare, much of thy sport,
Much of thine ahsence, long, howe’er so short,
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And chides, perbaps, thy coming to the North,
Loath oot to think on thy much-loving Forth :
0! love these bounds, where, of thy royal stem,
More than an hundred wore a disdem.

So ever gold and bays thy brows adomn,

S0 never time may see thy race out-worm ;

So of thine own still may’st thon be desir'd,

Of strangers fear'd, redoubted, and admir’d ;

8o memory thee praise, so precious hoars

May character thy name in starry flow’rs ;

So may thy high exploits at Jast make even
With Earth thy empire, glory with the Heaven'®

SPEECHES

TO
4
THE HIGH AND EXCELLENT PRINCE CHARLES,

KINC OF GREAT BRITAIN, FRANCE, AVD IRELAND,
AT 118 ENTERING HIS CITY OF EDINBURGH.

Ddinercdﬁom the Pageants the 15tk of June, 1633

AY INTENDRD
SPEECH AT THE WEST GATE.

Ir Nature could suffer rocks to move, and abandon
their natural places, this towp, founded om the
strength ‘ol rocke (now, by the all-cheering rays of
your-majesty’s presence, taking not oply motion,
but life) had, with her castle, temples, and houses,
moved toward you, and besought you to acknow-
ledge her yours, and her inbabitants your mast
humble and affectiooate subjects; and to bebeve,
how many souls are within ber circuits, so many
lives are devoted to your sacred person and erown.
And here, sir, she offers, by me, to the altar of your
glory, whole hecatombsof most happy desives, pray-
ing all things may prove prospercus unto you ; that
every virtue and heroic grace, wbich make a prince
eminent, may, with a long and blessed govern-
ment, attend you; your ki ahi
abroad with bays, at bome with olives; presenting
you, sir, (who are the strong key of this little world
of Great Britain) with these keys, which cast ap
the gates of her affection, and design you power to
open all the springs of the bearts of these ber most
loyal citizens. Yet this is almost not necessary ;
for as the rose at the far appearing of the morning
Sun displayetb and spreadeth her purples, so at the
very report of your happy return to this yoor na-
tive country, their hearts (as might be apparent, if
they counld have shined through their breasts) were
with joy and fair hopes made spacious ; nor dal
they ever, in all parts, feel & more comfortable
beat, than the glory of your preseace at this time
darteth upon them. ) .
The old forget their age, and look fresh and
young at the sight of so gracious a prince: the
young bear a part in your welcome, desiring many
years of life, that they may sesve you lomg; =it
bave more joys than tongues ; for, s the words of
other nations far go beyond and surpass the affec-
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jon of their hearts, 80 in this nation, the affection
€ their hearts is far above all they can express by
rords.  Deign then, sir, frcm the highest,of majes-
y to look down om their lowness, and embruce it ;
iccept the homage of their humble minds, uceepl
beir grateful zeal; and, for deeds, accept that
reat good-will 'hlcl! they have ever carried tothe
:igh deserts of your ancestors, and shall ever, to
rour own, god your royal race, whilst these rocks
hall be oversbadowed with buildings, these buiid-
ngs inhabited by men, and while men shsll be en-
ined either with counsel or courage, or enjoy any
sece of reason, sense, or life.

THE SPEECH OF CALEDONIA.
REPRESENTING THE KINGDOM.

laz Heavens bave heard our vows, our just deluu
Yhtained are; no higher now aspires
Jur wishing thought., since to his native clime,
he flower of princes, honour of his time,
3ncheering all our dales, hills, forests, streams,
‘As Phasbus doth the summer with his beams)
s come, and radiant to us, in his train,
The golden age aud virtaes brings again!
2rince 80 much longed for ! how thou becalm’st
Winds easeless anguish, every care embalm'st
With the sweet odours of thy presence ! Now,
n swelling tides, joys every where do flow
By thine approach; and that the world may see
F'hat unthought wonders do attend on thee,
This kingdom’s angel 1, who since that day
Tbat ruthless fate thy parent reft away,
A\ad made a star, appear’d not any where
To gratulate thy coming, come am here.
Hail ! princes’ phenix, monarch of all hearts,
Sovereign of love and justice, who imparts
More than thou canst receive! To thee this crown
s due by birth: (but more, it is thine own
By just desert; and ere another brow [Bow
['ban thine should reach the same, my floods sbould
ith hot vermilion gore, and every plain
Level the hills with carcases of slain,
[his isle become a Red Sea. Now how sweet
is it to me, when love and laws thus meet
Fo girt thy temples with this diadem,
My nurselings’ sacred fear, and dearest gem,
Nor Roman, Saxon, Pict, by sad alarms
Zould thus acquire and keep; the Heavensinarms
?rom us repel all perils ; nor by wurs
Lught bere was wo, save gaping wounds and scars:
Jar lion's climacteric now is past,
And crown’d with bays he rampeth free at last.
Here are no Serean fleeces, Peru gold,
\urora’s gems, nor wares by Tyrians sold;
Fowns swell not here with Babyionian walls,
Nor Nero's sky-resembling gold-ceil’d bails ;
ItorMemphls spires, nor Quinzaye'sarched frames,
Captiving seas, and giving lands their names :
Paith, milk-white Faith{ of ald belov'd so well,
Yet in this corner of the world doth dwell
With her pure sisters, Truth, Simplicity ;
Here banish’d Honour bears them company :
& Mars-adoring brood is here, their wesltb,
Sound minds, aud bodies of as sound a healtb ;
Walls here are men, who fence their cities more
[han Neptune, when be doth in mountaing roar,
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Doth guard this isle, or all those forts and tow’rs
Amphion’s harp rais’d about Thebes’ bow'rs.
Heaven’s arch 1a oft their roof, the pleasant shed
Of oak and plain oft serves them for a bed.

To suffer want, soft pleasure to despise,

Run over panting mountains crown’d with ice,

| Rivers o’ercome, the wastest lakes appal,

(Being to themselves, oary, steerers, ship and all)
Is their renown: a brave all-daring race,
Courageous, prudent, doth this climate grace;
Yet the firm base on which their glory stands,
In peace, true hearts; in wars, is valiant hands,
Which here, great king! they offer up to thee,
Thy worth respecting as thy pedigree:
Though it be much to come of princely stem,
More is it to dcserve a diadem.

Vouchsafe, blest people, ravish'd here with me,
To think my thoughts, and see what I do see.
A prince. all-gracious, affable, dmne,
Meek, wise, just, valiant, whose radiant shine
Of virtues, like the stars about the Pole
Gilding the night, enlight’neth every soul,
Your sceptre sways ; a prince, born in this age
To guard the innocent from tyrants’ rage ;
To make peace prosper, justice to reflow’r,
In desert hamlet, as in lordly bow'r;
A prince that, though of none he stands in awe,
Yet first subjects himself to his own law ;
Who joys in good, and still, as right directs,
His greatness measures by his good effects ;
His people’s pedestal, who rising high,
To grace this throne, makes Scotland’s name to fly
On halcyon’s wings (her glory which restores)
Beyond the ocean to Columbus’ shores :
God’s sacred picture in this man adore,
Honour his valour, zeal, his piety more
High value what you hold, him deep engrave
In your heart’s heart, from whom all good ye have;
For as Moon's spiendour from ber brother springs,
The people’s welfare streameth from their kings.
Since your love’s object doth immortal prove,
O! love this prince with an eternal love.

Pray that those crowns his ancestors did wear,
His temnples long, more orient, may bear ;
‘That good he reach by sweetness of his sway,
That ev’n his shadow may the bad affray;
That Heaven on him what he desires bestow,
That still the glory of his greatncss grow ;
That your begun felicities may last, .
That no Orion do with storms them blast ;
That victory his brave exploits attend,
Fast, west, or south, where he bis force shall bend,
Till his great deeds all former deeds surmount,
And quell the Nimrod of the Hellespont ;
That when his wall-gpent care all care becalms,
He may in peace sleep in a shade of palms;
And rearing up fair trophies, that Heaven may
Extend his life to world’s extremest day.

THE
SONG OF THE MUSES AT PARNASSUS.

Ar Ieng'th we see those eyes,

Which cheer both Earth and skies ;

Now, ancient Caledon,

Thy beauties heighten, richer Tobes put on,
And let young joys to all thy ptttlann.
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Here, could thy prince still stay,
FEach moath should tum to May;
‘We need nor star, nor sun,
Save him, to lengthen days, and joys begun:
Sorrow and night to far climes haste away.

Now majesty and love

Combin'd are from above ;

Prince never sceptve sway’d,

Lov'd subjects more, of subjects more obey’d,

Which may endure whilst Heaven’s great orbs do
move.

Joys, did you always last,

Life’s spark yoo soon wonld waste ;

Grief follows sweet delight,

As Jay is shadowed by sable night,

Yet shall remembrance keep you still, when past.

THE SPEECHES
AT THE HOROSCOPAL PAGEANT,
EY THE PLANETR
————
ENDYMION.

Rous's from the Latmian cave, where many years

That empress of the lowest of the spheres,

‘Who cheers the night, did keep me hi:, ajart

From mortal wights, to case her love-sick beart,

As young as whea she did me first cnclose,

As fresh in beauty as the momning rose,

Eodymien, that whilom kept my flocks

Upon {onia’s flow’ry hills and rocks,

And sweet lays warbling to my Cyuthia’s beams,

Out.sang the cygoets of Meander’s streams:

To whom, for guerdon, she Heaven's secret bars

Made open, taught the paths and pow’rs of stars:

By this dear lady’s strict commandement

To celcbrate this day I here am sent.

But whether is this Heaven, which stars do crown,

Or are Heaven’s flaming splendours here come
down

To beautify this nether world with me?

Sach state and glory did e'er shepherd see ?

My wits my sense mistrust, and stay amaz’d;
No eye on fairer objects ever gaz'd.

Sare this is Heaven; for ev'ry wand'ring star,
Forsaking those great orbs where whirl’d they are,
All dismal, sad aspects abandoning,

Are here met to salute some gracious kiog.

Nov is it strange if they Heaven’s height neglect;
It of undoubted worth is the effect:

Then this it is, thy presence, royal youth,

Hatb brought them here within an azinwuth,

To tell by me, their herald, crming things,

And what each fate to her stern distafF sings:
Heaven's volume to unclasp, vast pages spread,
Mysterious golden cyphers clear to read.

Hear then the augur of thy future days,

And what the starry senate of thee says;

For, what is fierm decreed in Heaven above,

In vaim on Earth strive mortals to improve,
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SATURN,

To fair hopes to give reins now it is tims
And soar as high as just desires may climbg
0 haleyonian, clear, aod happy day !
From sorry wights let sorrow fily away.
And vex antarctie climes; great Britain"s wos
Vanish, for joy now in her zenith glows.
The old Lueadian scythe-bearing sire,
Tbougheold forumefeehﬂamuof swoet do-

sire;
And many lustres at & perfect height
Shall keep thy sceptre’s majesty as bright,
And strong in power and glocy, every way,
As when thy peerless parent did it sway;
Ne'er turning wrinkled in time's endless length,
Baut one in her fint beauty, vouthful strength,
Like thy rare mind, which stedfast as the Pole
Still fixed stands, however spheres do voil.
More to enchance with favours this thy reiga,
His age of gold he shall restore agsin ;
Love, jostice, houour, innocence renew,
Men's sprights with white simplicity imdoe;
Make all to leave in plenty’s ceaseléss store
With equal shares, none wishiag 0 have wmore.
No more shall cold the ploughmen’s bopes be-

guile,
Skies shall on Earth with lovely glances smile;
Which shall, uatill'd, each flower and herb briag

forth
And lends to g’ardens tarn, of equal worth ;
Life (long) shall not be thrall’d to mortal dates:
Thus Heavens decree, so bave ardain’d tbe Fates,

JOVE.

DauicaT of Heaven ! sole honoar of the earth!

Jove (courting thine ascendant) at thy birth

Proclaimed thee a king, aud made it troe,

That to thy worth great monarch’es are doe:

He gave thee what was good, and what was grest,

What did belong to love, and what to state ;

Rare gifts, whose ardours burn the hearts of all;

Like tinder, when flint’s atoms on it fall.

The Tramontane, which thy fair course directs,

Thy counsels shall approve by their effects ;

Justice, kept low by giants, wrongs, and jers,

Thou shalt relieve, and crown with glisteringstan;

Whom nought, save law. of force, eould keep in
awe,

Thou shalt tum clients to the force of law;

Thoa arms shait brandish for thine own defence,

Wrongs to repel, and guard weak innocence,

Which to thy last effort thou shalt uphold,

As oak the ivy which it doth enfold.

All overcome, at last thyself o’ercome,

Thou shalt make passion yield to reason’s doam:

For smiles of Fortune shall not raise thy mind,

Nor shail disasters make it c'er declin‘d:

True Honour shall reside within thy court,

Sobriety and Truth there still resort ;

Keep promis’d faith, thou shalt al] treacherios

Detest, and f.wnmg parasites despive ;

Thou, otbeu to make rich, shalt not mkepw

Thyself, bat give, that thou may’st still give mere;

Thou shalt no paranymph raise to high placs,

For frizzled locks, quaint pace, or painted face:

On gorgeous reiments, womanising toys,

The works of worms, and what a moth destroyy,
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he maze of fools, thou shalt no trexsure y
‘hy charge to immortality shall teod ;

taise palaces, aud temples vaulted high;

tivers o’erarch; of hospitality

And sciences the ruin’d inns restore;

With walls and ports encircle Neptune’s shore §

o pew-found worlds thy fleets make hold their

course,

And find of Canada the unknowu source ;
People those lands which pass Arabian fields

im fragrant woods, and musk which zephyr yields.
Thoua, fear'd of none, shait not thy people fear,
Thy people’s love thy greatness shall up-rear:
3till rigour shall not shine, and mercy lower ;
What lovecan do, thou shalt not do by power ;
New and vast taxes thou shalt not extort,

Load heavy those thy bounty shoald support;
Thoa shalt not strike the hinge nor master-beam
Of thine estate, but errours in the same,

By barmless justice, graciously reform;
Delighting more in calm than roaring storm,
‘Thou shalt govern in peace, as did thy sire;
Keep safe thine own, and kingdoms new acquire
Beyond Alcides’ pillars, and those bounds
‘Where Alexaoder gain’d the eastern erowns,
“Till thou the greatest be among the greats:
‘Thus Heavens ordain, so bave decreed the Fates.

MARS.

8o of the lion ! thou of loathsome bands

Shalt free the Barth, and whate’er thee with-
stands :

Thy noble paws shall tear ; the god of Thrace

Shall be thy second ; and before thy face,

To Truth and Justice whilst tbou trophies rears,

Armies shall fall dismay’d with panic fears.

As when Aurora in sky’s azure lists

Makes shadows vanish, doth disperse the mists,

And in a twinkling with ber opal light

Night's borrours checketh, putting stars to flight :

More tn inflame thee to this noble task,

‘To thee he here resigns his sword and casqae.

A wall of fiying castles, armed pines,

Shall bridge thy sea; like Heaven with steel that
hiney

8|

‘To aid Earth's tenants by fonl yokes opprest,
And fill with fears the great king of the west:

Yo thee already Victory displays

Her garlands twin'd with olive, cak, and bays;
Thy triumphs finish shall all old debates:

‘Thus Heavens decree, so have ordain’d the Fates.

SUN.

Waarte, wisdom, glory, pleasure, stoutest hearts,
Religion, laws, Hyperion imparts

To thy just reign, which shall far, far surpass

Of emperors, kings, the best that ever was:

Look how he dims the stars; thy glories’ rays

So darken shall the lustre of these days :

For in fair Virtoe’s zodiac thou sbalt run,

And in the Heaven of worthies be the Sun.

No more contemu’d shall hapless Leaming lie ;
The maids of Pindus sball be raised bigh;

For bay and ivy which their brows eavoll’d,

Thou shalt ’em deck with gems and shining gold;
Thou opea shalt Parnassus’ crystal gates;

Thus Heavens ordain, so do decree the fates.

6ss

VERUS,

{ Tae Acidalish queen amidst thy bays

Shall twine her myrties, grant thee pleasant deys §
She did make clear thy house, and, with ber light,
Of churlish stars put back the dismal spight;

The Hymenean bed fair brood shall grace,

Which on the Earth coutinue shall their race;
While Flora's treasure shall the meads endear;
While sweet Pomoba rose-cbeek'd fruits shall bear;
While Phoehus’ beams her hrother's emulatcs:
Thus Heavens decree, 50 have ordain’d the Fates.

.

MERCURY.

GazaT Atlas’ nephew shall the works of peace,
The spriugs of plenty, tillage, trade, increase ;

-And arts, in time’s gulphs lost, again restore

To their perfection; nay, find inany more,

More perfect artists ; Cyclops in their forge

Shall mould those brazeon Typhons, which disgorge
From their bard bowels metal, lame, and smoke,
Muffling the air up in a sable cloke.

Geryons, barpies, dragons, sphinges strange,
Wheel, where in #pacious gires the fume doth range;
The sea shrinks at the blow, shake doth the ground,
The world’s vast chambers doth the sound rebound ;
The Stygian porter leaveth off to bark,

Black Jove, sppall’d, doth shroud him in the dark;
Many a Typhis, in adventures toes'd,

By new-found skill shall many a maiden const
With thy sail-winged A  find out,

Which, like the Sun, shall run the Earth about;
And far beyond his paths score wavy ways,

To Cathay’s lands by Hyperhorean seas ;

He shall endue thee, both in peace and war,

With wisdom, which than stremgth is better far ;
Wealth, honour,arms, and artsshall gracethy statess
Thus Heavens ordain, so do decree the Fates.

THE MOON.

O mow the fair queen with the golden maids,
The sun of night, thy happy fortunes aids!
Though tarban'd princes for a badge her wear,
To them she wains, to'thee woald fall appear;
Her hand-maid Thetis daily walks the round
About thy Delos, that no force it wound ;”

Then when thou left’st it, and abroad didst stray,
Dear pilgrim, she did strew with flowers thy way;
And, turning foreign force and counsel vain,

Thy guard and gurde retwrn’d thee home again;
To thee she kingdoms, years, bliss did diviue,
Quailing Medusa’s grim snakes with her shine.
Beneath thy reign Discord (fell mischief’s forge,
The bane of people, state and kingdom’s scourge,)
Pale Envy (with the cockatrice’s eye,

Which seeing kills, but seen doth forthwith die,)
Malice, Deceit, Rebellion, Impadence,

Beyond the Garamants shall pack them hence,
With every monster that thy glory bates:

Thus Heavens decree, 50 have ordain’d the Fates

ENDYMION.

Twar heretofore to thy hercic mind
Hopes did not answer as they wore design'd,
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O do not think it strange: times were not come,
And these fair stars had not pronounc’d their doom.
The Destinies did on that day attend,

‘When on this northern region thou shouldst lend
Thy cheerful presence, and, charg’d with renown,
Set on thy brows the Caledonian crown.

Thy virtues now thy just desive shall grace,

Stern cbadce shall change, and to desert give place.
Let this be known to all the Pates admit

To théir grave counsel, and to every wit

That courts Heaven’s mside: this let Sybils kmow,
And those mad Corybants who dance and glow
On Dindimus' high tops with frautic fire :

Let this be knowu to all Apollo’s choir,

And people: let it not be h'd from you,

What mountains noise, and Boods proclaim astrue,
Wherever fame abroad his praise shall ring,

Al shall observe, and serve this hlessed king.

The end of king Charles's entertainment
at Edinbargh, 1633,

A
PASTORAL ELEGY
ON THE DRATH OFSIR WILLIAM ALEXANDER.

Insweetest prime and blooming of his age,

Dear Alcon, ravish’d from this mortal stage,

The shepherds mourn’d, as they him lov'd before.
Amoung the rout, him Idmon did deplore;

Idmon, who, whether Sun in east did rise,

Or dive in west, pour’d torrents from his eyes

Of liquid crystal; under hawthorn shade,

At last to trees and flocks this plaint he made:

- % Alcon! delight of Heaven, desire of Earth,

Off-spring of Pheebus, and the Muses® birth,

The Graces® darling, Adon of our plains, .

Flame of the fairest nymphs the Marth sustains!

What pow'r of thee hath us bereft ? what fate,

By thy untimely fall, would ruinate

Our hopes? O Death! what treasure in one hour

Hast thou dispersed ! bow dost thou devour

What we on Earth hold dearest! All things good,

Too envious Heavens, bow blast ye in the bud !

The corn the greedy reapers cut oot down

Before the fields with golden ears it crown ;

Nor doth the verdant fruits the gardenex pull;

But thou art cropt before thy years were full.
With thee, sweet youth! the glories of our flelds

Vanish away, and what contentments yields.

The lakes their silver look, the woods their shades,

The springs their crystal want, their verdure meads,

The years their early seasous, cheerful days;

Hills gloomy stand, now desolate of rays:

Their amorous whispers zepbyrs not us bring,

Nor do air'’s choristers salute the spring;

The freezing winds oar gardens do defiow’r.

Ah Destinies, and you whom skies embow’r,

To bis fair spoils bis spright again yet give,

And, like another phenix, make him live ! [Ms,

The herbs, though cut, sprout fragrant from their

And make with crimson biush our anadems :

The San, when in the west he doth decline,

Heaven's brightest tapers at his funerals shine ;

His face, when wash’d in the Atlantic seas,

Revives, and cheers the welkin with new rays:
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Why should oot he, since of more pure a frme,
Return to us again, and be the same {
But, wretch! what wish [? to the winds | send

"These plaints and pray’rs: Destinies caumot lead

Thee more of time, nor Heavens consent will thas
Thou leave their starry world to dwell with vs;
Yet shall they not thee keep amidst their spheres
Without these lamentations and tears.
Thou wast all virtue, coartesy, and worth ;
And, as Sun's light is in the Moon set forth,
World's supreme excellence in thee did shipe :
Nor, though echped oow, shalt thou deckine,
But in our memories live, while dolphins streams
Shall haunt, while eaglets stare on Titan's beams,
Whilst swans upon their crystal towbs shai sing,
Whilst violets with purple paint the spriug.
A gentler shepherd flocks did never feed
On Albion’s hills, nur sing to caten reed.
While what she foand inthee my Muse would blaze,
Grief doth distract her, and cut short thry praise.
How oft have we, environ’d by the throng
Of tedious swains, the cooler shades among,
Contemn’d Earth's glow-worm greatness, snd the
Of Fortune scomed, deeming it disgrace  [chsce
To court inconstancy ! How oft have we
Some Chloris' name grav'n in each 'iTh tree;
And, finding favours fading, the pext day
What we had carv’d we did deface away.
Woful remembrance! Nor time nor place
Of thy sbodement shadows any trace ;
But there to me thou shin'st: late glad denires,
And ye once roses, how are ye tarn’d briars!
Contentinents passed, and of pleasares chief,
Now are ye frightful horrours, hells of grief!
When from thy native soil love had thee driven,
(Thy safe return prefigurating) a Heaven
Of flattering bopes did iv my fancy move ;
Thenhttledmmmgnlbonldmm
These groves will L, these loved -ooth,
These orchards rich with fruits, with fish thes

floods,

My Alcon will returs, and ance again
His chosen exiles he will entestain ;
The populous city bolds him, amoqst hanss
Of some fierce Oy Circe’s stronger charms.
“ These banks,” said I, * he visit will, and streams;
‘These silent shades, ne'er kiss’d by courting bessw.
Far, far, off I will meet him, and I first
Shall him approaching know, and first be blest
With his aspect ; I first shall hear his voice,
Him find the same he parted, and rejoice
To learn his passed perils; know the sports -
Of foreign shepherds, fawns, and fairy courts.
No pleasure like the fields, an happy state
The swains enjoy, secure from what thely hate:
Free of proud cares they innocently spend
The day, nor do black thoughts their ease offend ;
Wise Nature’s darlings, they live in the world
Perplexing not themselves how it is hurl’d.
These hillocks Pheebus loves, Ceres these plaims,
These shades the Sylvans ; and bere Pales straiss
Milkin the pails; the maids which haunt the springs
{{hneeon these pastures; be::hdAmmm sings:

esperian gardens, Tempe's es, are heve,
Or what the eastern Indepfnd'sthiddeu.
Come then, desr youth ! the wood-nymphs twise

thee houghs

With rose and Ky to impale thy brows.”
Thus ignorant I mus’d, not conscious yet
Of what by Death was done, and ruthless Fute:
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Amidst these trances Fame thy loes doth sound,

And through my ears gives to my heart a wound.

With stretch’d-out arms I soaght thee to embrace,

But clasp'd, amaz'd, a coffin in thy place;

A coffin, of our joys which had the trust, [dust!

Which told that thou wert come, but chang'd to

Scarce, evn whea felt, could I believe this wrack,

Nor that thy time and glory Heavens would break.

Now, since I cannot see my Alcon’s face,

And find nor vows nor prayers to bave place

With guilty stars, this mountain shall become

To me a sacred altar, and a tomb

Fo famous Alcon. Here, as days, moaths, years

Do circling glide, I sacrifice will tears ;

Here spend my remoant time, exil’d from mirth,

Till Death at last torn monarch of my earth,
Shepherds on Forth, and you by Doven rocks,

Which use to sing and sport, and keep your flocks,

Pay tr bute here of tears! ye never had

To aggravate yoi'r moans a cause more sad :

Avnd to their sorrows hither bring your mands,

Charged with sweetest low’rs, and with pure hands;

Fair nympbs, the blushing hyacinth and rose

Spread on the place his relics doth enclose;

Weave garlands to his inemory, aod put

Over his hearse a verse ih cypress cut :

Virtue did.die, goodoess but barm did give,

After the noble Alcon ceas'd to live:

Friendship an earthquake suffer’'d; losing him

Love's brightest coostellation turned dim.

e

MISCELLANIES.

————
A PASTORAL SONG.
PHILLIS AND DAMON.

>ute. Saxrsno, dost thou love me well ?
Jaum. Better than wesk words can tell.
>miL. Like to what, good shepherd, say?
Dan. Like to thee, fair cruel May.
>uiz. O how strange these words I find ¢

Yet to satisfy my mind,

Shepherd, without mocking me,

Have I any love from thee?

Like to what, good shepherd, say ?
dam. Like to thee, fair cruel May.
uir  Better aoswer had it been,

To eay thon lov’st, me as thine eyne.
Jan. Wois me! these I Jove not,

For by them love entrance got.

At that time they did behold,

Thy sweet face and locks of gold.
"ust. Like to what, dear shepherd, say ?
Jam. Like to thee, fair cruel May.
‘mir. Once, dear shepherd, spesk more plain,

And I shall not ask again;

Say, to end this gentle strife,

Dost thou love me as thy life ?
daxs. No, for it is turn’d a slave

‘To sad anooys, and what I have

Of life by love’s strouger force

Is *veft, and I ’m but a dead corse.
wie. Like to what, shepherd, say ?
‘am. Like to thee, fair cruel May.

Gs7

Paie. Leam I pray this, like to thee,
And say, [-love as I do me.
Dau. Alas! I do not love myself,
For I ’m split on beauty’s shelf.
Prir. Like to what, good shepherd, say ?
Dan. Like to thee, fair cruel May.

Atz good bath left this age, all tracks of sbame :
Mercy is banished, and pity dead ;

Justice, from whence it came, to Heav’n is fled ;
Religion, maimd, is thought an idle name.
Faith to distrust aod malice hath giv'n place;
Envy, with poison'd teeth, bath friendship torn;
Renowned knowledge is a is'd scorn ;

Now evil ’t is, all evil not t’ embrace.

There is no life, save under servile bands ;

To make desert a vassal to their crimes,
Ambition with avarice joios hands

O erer shameful, O most shameless times |

Save that San’s light we see, of good here teil,
This Earth we court so much were very Hell,

Doty then the world go thus, doth all thas move ?
Is this the justice which on Earth we find?

Is this that irm decree which all doth bind?

Are these your influences, pow’rs above?

Those sonls which vice’s moody mists most blind,
Blind Fortune, blindly, most their friend doth prove;
And they who thee, poor ido] virtue! love,

Ply like a feather toss’d by storm and wind.

Ah! if a providence doth sway this ali, .
Why should best minds groan under most distress
Or why sbonld pride bumility make thrall,

And injuries the innocent oppress ?

Heav'ns! hinder, stop this fate; or grant a time
Whea good may have, as well as bad, their prime.

A REPLY.

!w do in good delight,

at s0v'reigw justiee ever doth rewand ;

And though sometime it smite,

Yet it doth them regard :

For ev'n amidst their grief

They find a strong relief,

And death itself can work them no despite,
Again, in evil wbo joy,

And do in it grow old,

Io midst of mirth are charg’d with sin's annoy,
Which is in conscience scroll’d ;

And when their life’s frail thread is cut by time,
YThey punishment find equal to each crime,

Loox how in May the rose,

At sulphur’s azore fumes,

Jn a short ber crimson bluh doth lose,
Aund, all amaz'd, a pallid white assumes.

8o time out best consumes,

And what was pride buros borrour

And what was pride tupns in our glam

S oty
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T0 A SWALLOW
BUILDING NEAR THE $TATUE OF MEDEBA.

Foxp Progme, chattering wretch,

That is Medea ! there

W.lt thou thy younglings hateh?

Wili she keep thine, her own who could not spare?
Lear from her frantic face

To seek some fitter place.

‘What other may’st thou hope for, what desire,
Save Stygian spells, wounds, poison, iron, fire ?

VENUS ARMED.

To practice new alarms

In Jove's great court above,

The wanton queen of love

Of sleeping Mars pat on the horrid arms ;

Where gasing in & glass

To see what thing sbe was,

To mock and scoff the blue-eyed maid did move;

Who said, “ Sweet queen, thus should you have
~ been dight

When Vulcan took you napping with your knight.”

THE BOAR'S HEAD.

Auiper a pleasant green

‘Which Sun did seldom see,

Where play’d Anchises with the Cyprian queen,
‘The head of a wild boar hung on a tree:

And, driven by Zephyrs’ breath,

Did fall, and wound the lovely youth beneath ;
On whom yet scaree appears -

8o much of blood as Venus’ eyes shed tears,
Bat, ever as she wept, her anthem was,

“ Change, cruel change, alas!

My Adon, whilst thou liv’d, was by thee slain ;
Now dead, this lever must theu kill again?”

————

T0 AN OWL.

Awcararuus, tell me,

S0 may night’s curtain long time cover thee,

So ivy ever may

From irksome light keep thy chamber and bed ;
And, in Mooa’s liv'ry clad,

80 may'st thou scorn the choristers of day—
‘When plaining thou dost stay °

Near to the sacred window of wry dear,

Dost ever thou her hear : .

To wake, and steal swift hours from drowsy sleep ?
And, when she wakes, doth e’er a stolen sigh creep
Into thy listening ear?

If that deaf god doth yet ber careiess keep,

hbudermmyg-f"iththm%
Till by thy sbrieks she think on my distress.

|

DRUMMOND'S POEMS.

DAPHNIS.

Now Daphnis’ arms did grow i

I slender branches; and ber braided bair,
Which like guld waves did flow,

In leafy twigs was stretched in the air; .

The grace of either foot

Transform’d was to a root;

A tender bark enwraps her body fair.

He who did cause her ill

Sore wailing stood, and from his biubbes’d eyne
Did show’ns of tears upea the rind distil,

Which, water'd thus, did bud and turn more grees.

O deep despair! O beart-appalling grief!
When that doth woe increase should bring relicf.

THE BEAR OF LOVE.

I woods and dcscrt bounds -
A beast abroad doth roam;

So loving sweetness and the honey-comb,

It doth despise the arms of bees and wounds:

L by like pleasure led,

To prove what Heav’ns did place

Of sweet on your fair face,

Whilst therewith I am fed,

Rest careless (bear of love) of bellich smart,
And bow thoge eyes aflict and wound my bearl.

FIVE SONNETS FOR GALATEA

Srtazenon, in vain thoo bring’st thry rhymes and songs,
Deck'd with grave Pmdar’sold and wither'd Sow™rs;
In rain thou court’st the fair Enropa’s wroogs,
And ber whom Jove deceiv’d in golden show’rs.
Thou bast stept never onder myrtie's sbed ;

Or, if that passios bath thy soul oppress‘d,

It is but for some Grecian mistress

Of such old sighs thou dost discharge thy breast ;-
How can true love with fables hold a place ?

Thou who with fables dost set forth thy love,

Thy love a pretty fable needs must prove:

Thou suest for grace, in scorn mere to disgrace.

1 cannot think thoan yert charm®d by my looks,
Ono! thou Jsarn’st thy love in lovers' books.

1L

No more with eandid words infect mine esrs;
Tell me no more how that you pine in anguish ;
When sound you sleep, no more say that yom lan-
guish ;
No move in sweet despite say you spend tears.
‘Who bath such bollow eyes as not to see,
How those that are hair-brain’d boast of Apolla,
And bold give out the Muses do them follow,
Though in love’s Librasy, yet no lovers be.
1f we, poor souls ! least r but them show,
That straight in wanton lines abroad is blez'd ;
Their names doth soar on our fame’s overthrow;
Mark'd is our lightness, whilst their wits are
In sileat thoughts who can no secret cover,
Has may, sy we, but not well, be a Jover,

i
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MISCELLANIES.

I

= who with curious numbers, sweetest art,
rmme Dedal nets our besaty to surprise,
Calling strange castles builded in the akies,
And tales of Cupid's bow and Cupid’s dart;
Well, bowsoe’er ye act your feigned smart,
Wiolesting quiet ears with tragic cries,

yoa accuse our chastity’s best part,
Yam’d cruelty, ye seem not ha¥f too wise ;
Fea, ye yourselves it deom most worthy praise,
3emuty’s best guard ; that dragon, which doth keep
Aesperisn fruit, the spur in you does raise,
hat Delias wit that otherways may sieep:
['o_cruel nymphs your lines do fame afford,
M many pitiful, not cos poor word. .

Iv.

w it be love, to wake out all the night,
And wstchful eyes drive out in dewy moans,
And, when the Sun brings to the worid his light,
['o waste the day in tears and bitter groans;
£ it be love, to dim weak reason's beam
#ith clouds of strange desire, and make the mind
n_hellish agonies a Heav'n to dream,
Wil seeking comforts where hut griefs we find ;
€ it be tove, to stain with wanton thought
\ spotless chastity, and make it try
ove furious lames than his whose cunning wrought
Fhat brazen bull, where be intomb’d did fry;
Phen sure is love the causer of such woes,
e ye our lovers, or our mortal foes,

—_—

V..

\wn would you then shake off Love’s ;ol‘n chain,
Vith which it is best freedom to be bouund ?
\nd, cruel! do you seek to heal the wound
f love, which hath such sweet and pleasant pain?
\l} that is subject unto Natare’s reign :
n skies above, or on this lower roand,
Vhen it its loog and far-sooght end hath found,
Joth in decadens fall and stack remain.
lebold the Moon, how gay her face doth grow
‘11 she kiss all the Sun, then doth degay !
‘ee how the seas tamuituouply do flow
1 they embrace lov’d banks, then post away:
o is 't with love: uniess you love me still,
» do not think I ’ll yield unto your will!

SONNET. :
Jany’s charming sleep, son of the sable night,
lrother to death, in silent born,
Jestroy my languish eve the day be light,
Vith dark forg,ettinf of my care’y returmn ;
nd let the day be long enough to mourn
‘be shipyreck of my ill-adventur'd youth ;
et wat'ry eyes suffice to wail their scom,
Vithout the troubles of the night’s untruth.
‘ease, dreams, fond jmage of my fond desires!
‘o model forth the passions of to morrow;
€t never rising Sun approve your tears,
' add more grief to aggrarate my sorrow:
kill let me sleep, ing clouds in vain,

689

TO THAUMANTIA, SINGING.

Is it not too, too much

Thou late didst to me prove

A basilisk of love, ’

And didst my wits bewitch ? o

Unless, to cause more harm, '

Made syren too theu with thy voice me charm?
Ah! though thon so my reason didst controul,
That to thy looks I counld not prove a mole;

Yet dg me not that y . .
4As not to let me turn asp to thy song.

SEh————

UPON A GLASS,”. '

4
I thon wouldst see thresds purer than the gold,
Where love his weslith doth show, '

But take this glass, and thy fair hair behold.

If whitepess thou wouldst see more white thansnow,
And regd on wonder’s book, -

Take but this glass, and qn thy forehead look.
Wouldst thou in winter see a crimson rose,

Whose thorns do hurt each heart ?

Look but in glass how thy sweet lips do close.
Wouldst thou see glaneu which all good impast,
Or meteors divine

But take this glass, and gaze upon thine eyne.
No-—planets, rose, snow, gold, cannot compare
With you, dear eyes, lips, brows, and amber hair

————

OF A BEE.

Ay an sudacious knight, s
Come with some foe to fight,

His sword doth brandish, makes his srmour ringg
So this proud bee, at home perhaps a king,

Did buzzing fiy about,

And, tyrant, after thy fair lip did sting.

O champion strange as stout !

Who hast by nature fomnd

Sharparms, and trumpet shrill, to sound and wound,

OF THE SAME.

O 1o not kill that bes

That thus hath wounded thee !

Sweet, it was no despite,

But hue did him deceive:

Por when thy lips did closs,

He deemed them a rose.

What wouldst thou further crave?

He wanting wit, and blinded with delight,

Wauld fain bave kiss'd, but mad with joy did bite,

OF A KISS,

An! of that cruel bee

Thy lips have suck’d too much ;
For when they mine did touch,
I found that both they hurt and sweeten'd me:
This by the sting they have, .

And that they of the honey do receive:

Dear kiss ! ¢lse by what art

embracing
od never wake to feel the day’s disdain,
YOL. V. '

Couldst thou st onceboth plexse and wound mybeart?
Yy .
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IDMON TO VENUS,;

Ir, Acidalin’s queen,

Thou quench 0 me thy torch,

And with thesame Thaumaantia’s heart shalt acoreh,
Each year a myrtle tree

Here 1 do vow t0 consecraie to thee :

And when the meads grow green,

I will of sweetest flowers

Weave thousaad garlands to adorn thy bow’rs.

Sr————

A LOVER'S PLAINT.

I midst of silent night,

‘When men, birds, beasts, do rect,

With love and fear posvest,

To Heav'n, and Flare, 1 count wy heary plight.
Aguin, with roseate wings

When morn peeps forth, and Philomela sings,
Then, void of all relief,

Do | renew my grief;

Day follows night, night day, whilst still 1

That Heaven is deaf, Flore carcless of my

HIS FIRERRAND.

Lsaw, page, that slender torch,

And in this gloomny night

Let only shine the light

Of Love’s hot brandon, which my heart doth scorch:
A sigh, or blast of wind,

My tears, or drope of rain,

May that at once make blind ;

Whilst this like Ztne burning shall remain.

. ]
DAPHNIS VOW.

Wazs Sun doth bring the day

From the Hesperian ses,

Or Moon her conch doth voll

Above the northern pole,

‘When serpents cannot biss,

And Jovers shall not kiss,

Then may it be, but in no time till then,
That Dapbnis can forget his Orienne.

m ’
STATUE OF VENUS SLEEPING.

Barax not my sweet

repose,
Thou, whom free will, or chance, bringsto this place, |.

Let lids these tomets close,

O do not seek to see their shining grace:

For when mine eyes thou seest, they thine will blind,
And thou shalt part, but leave thy heart bebind,

ANTHEAS GIFT.

Tan virgin lock of hair

To ldmon Anthea gives,

Idmon, for whom she lives,

Though oft she mix his hopes with cold despair:
This now; but, absent if he constant prove,
With gm. more dear she vows to moet his love,

70 THADMANTIA.

I shall the elm he,bzlom:tbcm,

Come, let us tesch new billing to the dove:

Nay, to augment oar blins,

Let souls ¢’em other kiss.

Let love a workman be, -

Undo, distemper, sad his cuwing prove,

Of kisses three make one, of one make thres:
Though Meon, Sun, stars, be bedies far mors bright,
Let them not vaupt they match us in delight.

e
A LOVER'S DAY AND NIGHT.

Bucar meteor of day, N ¢

For me m'l‘hehs’hov‘u‘hb?weiﬁy,
Night, to this flow'ry

Ne’er show for me thy star-embroidered robe,
My pight, my day, do vot proceed from yos,

| But hang on Mirs's brow :

' For when she low’rs, and hides from me her eyes,
'Midst clearest day [ find black night arise;
When smiling she again thase twins doth tarn,
In midst of night I find noon’s torch to bura.

F Lo ]

TRE STATUE OF ADONE.

| Wasn Venus, ’longst that phm,
| This Parian Adon saw, [lav,
' She sigh’d, and said, « W'hntpov r breaks Destine’s
. World-mourned boy, apd makes thee live agaim 1*
" Then with stretch’d sems she ran him to eafoldr
. Bat when she did behold

' The boer, whose saowy tusks did threaten m
- Foar clossd up ber breath.
‘Who can but grant then that these stomes dolh'c.

| Sith this bred love, and that & wound did give ?

B N

g CLORUS TO A GROVE.

- Orp oak, and you thick grove,

. I ever shall you love,

' With these sweet-smelling briers:

For briers, oak, grove, ye crowned my desires,

When underyeath your sbade
. 1left my woe, and Flore her maidenhead.
-=
A COUPEET ENCOMIASTIC.
Lon, Cypm, P’bchus, will l‘eed deck, andeu-. {
Thy healt, bmn;mmthﬂm 'l&.d'n.
renown. {

—ptt

ANOYHER.

“Tar Muenot-mqf U, il-lostred, rhywres .
Muketheethemrus;‘n of oy-times,




MIPSCELLANIES,

UPON 4 BAY TREE

NOT LONG SINCE; GROWING IN THE EVINS OF
VIRGIL'S TOMB.

Taoex stones which ooce had trust

Of Maro’s satred dust, .

‘Which now of their first beauty spoil’d are seen,
That they due praise not want,

Togiorious and remain,

A Delian tree (fair Nature’s only plant) .
Now courts and shadows with her tresses green:
Sing o Pean, ye of Pheebus® train ; .
Though envy, av’rice, time, your tombs throw down,
With maiden Iaurels Nature will them crown.

S—

FLORAS FLOWER.

Vs doth love the rose;

\pollo those dear flow’rs

# hicH were his paramours ;

he gueen of sable skies

‘he subtile lanaries:

jat Plore likes node of those} -

or fair to her no flow’r seeims sive the lily;
od why ? Because one lettet turns it P—-—.

MELAMPUSS EPITAPH.

i that 4 dog couk:nh;ve

e good Melampas :

1y, be had more than what in beasts we crave,
r he could play the brave;

»d oftén, like a Thraso stern, go mad :

ud if ye had not seen, bat heard him bark,

r would have sworn he was your parish clerk,

THE HAPPINESS OF A FLEA.

»w happier is that flea,

hich in thy breast doth play,
an tbat pied butterfly

sich courts the flamne, and in the semie doth die!
at hath a light delight,

» fool ! contented only with a sight;

yen this doth sport, and swell with dearest food,
3, if he die, he knight-like dies in blood.

\‘/

OF THE SAME.

wm flea! then thou didit die;

.by so fair a hand, ) )

¢ thus to die was destine to command:
u didst die, yet didst try

wer's Jast delight, .
rault on virgin plains, her kiss and bite :
m diedst, yet hait thy tomb
ween those paps, O dear unid stately
s happier far, more blest,’

wphetiix buming-in his spicy neit.

¢
yoom 3

LINA’S VIRGINITY.

Wiro Lina weddeth, shall most happy be;
For he a maid shall find,
Though maiden none be she,

- | A girl or boy beneath her waist confin’d:

And thongh bright Ceres’ locks be never shorn,
He shall be sure this year to a2k’ no corn.

SppE————
LOVE NAKED.

Axp weuld ye; lovers, know
Why Love doth naked go ?
Fond, ish, chmgelgg lad'!
Late whilst Thaumantia’s vaice .
He wond’ring heard, it made him 8o rejoice,
That he o'erjoy’d ran mad :
And in a frantic fit threw clothes away,
And since from lip and lap hers cannot stray.
Ste—————

NIOBE.
WasTen’n Niobe I am;
tet wretches read my case, .
ot such who with a tear ne’er wet their face

en daughters of me came,
And soss as many, which one fatal day,
Orb’d mother! took away.
Thus reft by Heavens onjuast, .
Grief turn’d me stove, stone too doth me entomb;
Which if thon dost mistrust,
Of this hard rock but ope the flinty womb,
And here thoa shalt fiod marble, and vo dast,

A
N

t

CHANGE OF LOVE.

Onwce did I weep and groan,
Drink tears, draw loathed breath,
And all for love of one .
Who did affect my death:

But now, thanks to disdain !

Ilive refiev’d of pain.

Tor sighs 1 singing go,

I burmn not as before—no, no, no, no !

——
WILD BEAUTY.

Iy all but ice thou be,

How doet thou thos me burn?

Or how at fire which thou dost raise in mre, .
Sith ice, thyself in streams dost thou not turn?
Bat rather, plattfol case! :
Of ice art marble made, to my disgrace.

O miracle of Jove, not heard tilt now'!

Cold ice doth burn, and hard by fire doth grow.

s v

CONBTANT LOFE.

Trux makes great states decay,
Time doth May's pomp disgrace,
Time draws deep furrows in the fairest face,

Time wisdom, force; répown; doth take away ;
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Time doth consume the years,
Time changes works in Heaven’s etermal spheres ;
Yet this fierce tyrant, which doth all devoar,

To lessen love in me shall have no pow’s.

SES——

i TO CHLORIS.

Sex, cht&i:. how the clouds

Tilt in the hzure lists ;

And now with Stygian mists

Each horved hill his giant forebead shrouds.
Jove thund’reth in the air;

The air, grewn great with rain

Now seems to bring Deucafion’s days again:
1 see thee quake: come, let us home repair;
Come, bide thee in mine arms,

If not for love, yet to shun greater harms,

THYRSIS IN DISPRAISE OF BEAUTY.

Tgar which so much the doatiog world doth prize,
Fond ladies’ only care, and sole delight,

" Soon-fading beauty, which of hues doth rise,

Js but an abject let of Nature’s might;

Most woful wretch, whom shining hair and eyes
Lead to Love’s duageon, traitor'd by a sight,
Most woful! for he might with grester ease
Hell’s portals enter and pale Death appease.

As in delicious meads beneath the flow’rs,
And the most wholesoms herbs that-‘May can show,

. In crystal curis the speckled serpent low’rs;

As In the apple, which most fair doth grow,
The rotten worm is clos’d, whicb it devours;
As in gilt caps, with Gnoesian wine which flow,
Oft pbison pompously doth hide its soars ;

8o lewdness, falsehood, mischief them advance,
Clad with the pleasant rays of beauty’s glance.

Good thence is chas’d where beauty doth appear;
Mild lowliness, with pity, from it fly;

Where besuty reigus, as in their proper sphere,
Iugratitude, disdain, pride, all descry;

The flow’r and fruit, which virtue’s tree should bear,
With her bad shadow beauty maketh dig: ¢ -
Beauty a monster is, a monster burl’d

FProm angry Heaven, to scourge this lower world,

As fruits which are unripe, and sour of taste,

To be coofect’d more fit than sweet we prove;
For sweet, in spite of care, themselves will waste,
‘When they long kept the appetite do move:

Bo, in the swestness of his nectar, Love

The foul confects, and seasons of his feast :

Sour is far better, which we sweet may make,
Than gweet, which sweeter sweetness will not take.

Foul may my lady be; and may her nose,

A Tenerif, give umbrage to her chin;

May her gay mouth, which she no time may close,
8o wide be, that the Moon may turn therein:

May eyes and teeth be made conform to those ;
Eyes set by cbance and white, teeth black and thin:
May all that seen is, and is hid from sight, :
Like unto these rare parts be framed right,

DRUMMOND’S POEMS.

I shall not feur thus, though she stray alome,
That others her pursug, egtice, admire ;

And, though she sometime counterfeit a groas,
1 shall not thiok her beart feels uncouth fire ;
1 shall not style her ruthless to my moan,
Nor proud, disdainful, wsyward to desire:
Her thoughts with mine will hold an equal Ene; , ~
I shall be hers, and she shall all be mine. -

EURYMEDON'S PR OF MIRA.
G of the monntains, glory'of our plains !
Rare miracle of nature, and of love !
Sweet Atlas, who all beauty’s Heavens sostains,
No, beauty’s Heaven, where all her wonders move;
The Sup, from east to west who all doth see, ’
On this low globe sees nothing like to thee.
One phenix only liv’d ere thou wast born,
And Earth but did one queen of love admire,
Three Graces only did the world adorn,
But thrice three Muses sung to Phoebus’ lyrei J
Two phenixes be now, love’s queens are two,
Four Graces, Muses ten, all made by you.

For those perfections which the bounteons Heaven
To divers worlds in divers times assign’d,

With thousands more, to thee at once were given,
Thy body fair, more fair they made the mind :
And, that thy like oo age should more bebold,
When thou wast fran’d, they after break the monlid.

Sweet are the blushes on thy face which shine,
Sweet are the flames which sparkle from thine eyes,
Sweet are his torments who.z thee doth pine,
Most sweet his death for thee who sweetly dies;
For, if he die, he dies not by ammoy,

But too mucb sweetness and abandant joy.

What are my slender lays to show thy worth !
How can base words a thing so high make knows?
So wooden globes bright stars to us set forth,

So in g crystal is Sun’s beauty showu :

More of thy praises if tiny Muse should write,
More love and pity must the same indite,

THAUMANTIA.
AT THE DEPARTUBE OF IDMON.

Fan Diau, from the height

Of Heaven's first orb wbo chear'st this lower place,
Hide now from me thy light ; : .
And, pitying my case,’

Spread with a scarf of clouds thy blushing face.
Come with your dolefal songs,

Night’s sable birds, which plain when others sleep;
Come, solemnize my wrongs,

And concert to me keep,

Sith Heaven, Earth, Hell, are et to canse me weep.
This grief yet I could bear,

If now by absence I were only pin'd;

But, ah! worse evil I fear;

Men abeent prove unkind, .
Aud change, unconstant like the Moon, their mind.
If thought had so much pow'r |
Of thy departure, that it could me slay ; :
How will that ugly bour f
My fecble sense dismay, ‘
“Farewel, sweet heart,” when I shail hear thee sy} |
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Year life ! sith thou must go

"ake all my joy and eomfurt ‘hence with thee;

\nd Jeave with me thy woe,

Which, until I thee see,

{or time, nor place, nor change shall take from me.

ERYCINE
AT THE DRPARTURE OF ALEXfS.

* Awp wilt thou then, Alexis mine, depart,

\nd leave these flow'ry meads and crystal streams,
Theye hills as green as great with gold and gems,
Nhich court thee with rich treasure in each part:
shall nothing hold thee? not my loyal heart,
That bursts to lose the comforts of thy beams ?
Nor yet this pipe, which wildest satyrs tames ?
Vor lambkins wailing, nor old Dorus’ smart ?

) ruthiess shepherd ! forests strange among
#hat canst thou else bnt fearful dnngmﬁnd?
But, ah! not thou, but honour, doth me wrong ;
J cruel honour! tyrant of the mind.”

[his said sad Erycine, and all the flowers
‘mpearicd as she went with eyes’ salt showers.

COMPARISON

OF HIS THOUGHTS TO PRARLY, | .
W rm opening shells in seas, on heavenly dew

\ shining oyster lusciously doth feed ; ’
\nd then the birth of that etherial seed

thows, when conceiv’d, if skies Jook dark orblne~
lo do my thoughts, celestial twina ! of yon,

M whose aspect they first begin and breed,

¥ hen they came forth to light, demonstrate true
f ye then smil’d, or low’r'd in mourning weed.
dearls then are orient fram'd, and fair in form, -
f Heavens in their conceptions do look clear;
3ut if they thuander or do threat a storm,

lhey sadly dark and cloudy do appear:

Right so my thoughts, and s0o my notesdo change;
iweet, if ye smile, and hoarse, if ye look strange.

'

ALL CHANGETH. ~

/

* Tux angry wiuds not aye

do cuff the rearing deep;

\nd, though Heavens often weep,
fet do they smile for joy when comes dismay ;
frosts do not ever kill the pleasant flow’rs ;

\nd love bath sweets wheén gone are all the sours.”
This said a shepherd, closing.in his arms

fis dear, who blush’d to feel love’s new alarms.

SILENUS TO KING MIDAS.

Fux greatest gift that from their lofty thrones
'he all-governing pow’rs to man can give,
s, that he never breathe; or, breathing once,
A suckling end his days, and leave to live ;
For then he neither knows the woe nor joy
f life, nor fears the Stygian lake’s annoy.

693
TO HIS AMOROUS TIOUGHT.

Sweer wanton thought, who art of beauty, bor,
And who on beauty feed’st, and sweet delu'e,
Like taper fly, still circling, and still tum

About that fiame, that all ¢0 much admire,

" .| That heavenly fair which doth ont-blush the morn,

Those ivory hands, those threads of golden wire,
Thou still surroundest, yet dar’st not aspire ;
Sure thou dost well that place not to come near,
Nor see the majesty of that fair court ;

For if thon saw’st what wonders there resort,
The pure intelligence that moves that sphere,
Like souls ascending to those joys above,

Back never wouldst thou turn, nor thence remove.
What ean we hope for more ; what more enjoy ?
Since fairest things thus soonest have their end,
And as on bodies shadows do attend,

Soon all our bliss is follow’d with annoy :

Yet she’s not dead, she lives wbere she did love ;
Her memory on Earth, her soul sbove.

PHILLIS .
ON THE DEATH OF HER SPARROW,

Au! if ye ask, my friends, why this salt show'r
My blubber’d eyes uron this paper ponr?
Gone is my spa he whom I did train,
Aund tarn'd so wwnd by a cat is slain: '
No more with trembling wings shall he attend
His watchful mistress. Would my life could end !
No more shall I him hear chirp pretty lays ;
Have I not cause to loath my tedious days ?

A Dedalus he was to catch a fly ;
Nor wrath nor rancour men in him could spy.
To touch or wrong his tail if any dar’d,
He pinch'd their fingers, and against them warr'd:
Then might that crest be seen shake up and down,
Which fixed was unto his little crown;
Like Hector’s, Troy's strong bulwark, when in ire
Heugodtonttbeerecimﬂeetonh.
But ab, alas! a cat this prey espies,
Then with a leap did thus our joys surprise.
Ondoubtedly this bird was kill’d by treason,
Or otherwise bad of that fend had reason. -
Thus was Achilles by weak Paris sluin,
And stout Camilla fell by Arues vain;
So that false horse, which Pallas rais’d *gainst Troy,

‘King Priam and that city did destroy.

Thou, now whose heart s big with this frail glory,
Shalt not live long to tell thy bonour’s story.

If auy knowledge resteth after death -

In ghosts of birds, when they have lelt to bm!.hc,
My darling’s ghost shall know in lower place

The vengeance falling on the cattish race.

For never cat nor catling 1 shall find,

But mew shall they in Pluto’s pallee blind.

Ye, who with gaudy wings, and bodies light;

Do dint the air, tarn hitherwards your flight;

To my sad tears comply these notes of yours,
Unto his idol bring an harv'st of flow’rs;

Let him accept from us, as most divine

Sabaan incense, milk, food; sweetest wine ;

And on a stone let us these words engrave:

¢ Pilgrim the body of a sparrow brave

Iu a fierce glutt’nous cat’s womb clos’d remaine,
Whose ghost now graceth the Elysian plains.”
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PORTRAIT OF THE .COUNTESS OF PERTH.
SONNET.

Wi with brave act the carious painter drew
This heavenly shape, the band why made he bear,
With golden veina, that flow’r of purple hue,
Which follows on the planet of the year ?

Was it to show bow iu qur hemisphere

Like him she shines? nay, that effects more true
Of pow'r and woader do in her appesr,

While he but flow’rs, and she doth minds subdue?
Or would he else to virtue'’s glorious light

Her constant course make known ? or is ‘t that he
Doth parailel her blise with Clitra’s plight ?

Right so; and thus he reading in her eye

Some lover’s end, to grace what he did grave,

For cypress tree this mourniug flow’r he gave.

MADRIGAL,

IPlight be not beguil’d,

And eyes right play their part,

This flow'r is not of art, but fairest Nature's child ;
And though, when Titan’s from our world exil'd,
She doth not look, her leaves, his loss to moan,
To wonder Earth finds now more suns than ope.

EPIGRAMS.

e —

L

Tux Scottish kirk the Eoglish cAurch do name;
The English church the Scots a kirk do call;

Kirk and not charch, church and not kirk, O shame!
Your kappa turn in chi, or perish all.

Assemblies meet, post bishops to the ocourt :’

If these two pations fight, ’tis strangers’ sport.

11, :
Acarnst the knq, sir,-now why would you fight?
Forsooth, because he dubb’d me not a knight.
And ye, my lords, why srm ye 'gainst king Charles?
Because of lords he would not make ur earls.
Earls, why do ye lead forth these warlike bands?
Because we will not quit the church’s lands.
Most holy churchinen, what is your intent ?
The king our stipends largely did augment.
Commons ta tumnult thus why are you driven?
Priests us persuade it is the way to Heaven.
Are these just cause of war; good people, grant?
Ho! Pluader! thou ne’er swore our covenant.

Give me a thousand covenants; I'll subscrive
Them all, and more, if more ye can coatrive

Of rage and malice; and let every one

Black treason bear, not bare rebellion,

L'l not he mock'd, hiss'd, plunder'd, beaish’d henec, | Th
For more years standmg for a ¥¥#% prince,

His castles are all taken, and his crown,

His sword, and sceptre, eusigns of renown,

With that lieutenant Fame did so extol ;

And captives carxied to the capital.

DRUMMOND'S POEMS. )

I'll pot die martyr for a mtllm

"Tis *nough to be confessor for a.king-

Will this you give contentment, honest. men?
['ve written rebels—pox upon the pen !

nr

Tux king a negative voice mast justly hth,
Since the kirk bath found oat a negative faith.

Iv.

In one voted for the king ;

The crowd &d murmur be might for it smast;
His voioe a; being hieard, was no sach thing;
For that which was mistaken was & fart.

Y.
Borp Scots, at Barmnockburn ye kill’d yoar hg,
Then did in parliament approve the fact ;
And would yé Charles to such « nonplos brmg.
To autherize rebellion by an act ?
Well what ye crave who but granted may be!
But, if he do *t, cause swaddle him for a baby.

. VI,

A REFLY.
Swapotap is the baby, and almost two yeans
(His swaddling tithe) did neither cry mor stir;
Bat star'd, smil'd, did lie still, void of all fears,
And sleep’d, though barked at by every cur:
Yea, had pot wak’d, if Lealy, that hoarse aorse,
Had not him hardly rock’d—old wives him cane!

VIL
Tae king nor band nor bost bad him to follow,
Of all his subjects; they were given to thee,
Lesly. Wbonthegmmt?gylpollo, [Re.
The emperor thou ; some Ve SCATCE seems

Gouldlttboupnlllorrls, as we do bishops, down,
Small distance were betwéen thee and s cromn,

——tb—

vin.
Waxx lately Pym descended into Hell,
Eve he the cups of Lethe did carouee,
What place that was, he called load to tell;
To whom a devil—** This is the Lower Hoose.”

. E>9
TRE STATUE OF ALCIDES.

Froma, upon a time,
Naked Alcides’ statne did behold
And with delight admired each nn rous limb;
Ouly one fault, dbe said, could be of % told:
For, by right symmetry,

The craftsman bad him wrong'd ;
To such tall joitts & taller ciub bekng'd—
The clab hung by his thigh.
To whbich the statoary did
* Fair nymph, in ancieat days, ywr"' byﬁt
Were not 30 hugely vast aé now they are.”



EPIGRAMS.

X.

IxeaT lies they tall, preach our church cannot err;
238 lies, who say the king’s not head of her;
reat lies, who cry we may shed other’s blood,
238 lies, who swear dumb bishops are not good ;
Jreat lies they vent, say we for God do fight,

g8 lies, who guess the king does nothing right ;
Ireat lies and less lies all our aims descry;

‘o pulpits some, to camp the rest apply.

- XI.
A SPRECH

T THR KING'S ENTRY INTO TAE TOWN OF LINLITHOOW;
PRONOUNCED BY MR. JAMARY WISRMAK, SCHOOLMASTER
THEAR, INCLOSED IX A PLASTER MADE IN THE FIGURE
OF A LIOW,

Mrice, royal sir, here [ do you beseech, .
Vho art a lion, to hear s lion’s speech.

L miracle; for, since the days of Asop,

o lioa till these times his voice dar’d raise up

lo such & majesty: then, king of men,

fhe King of beasts to thee from his den ;
Nho, thoagh he now enclosed be in plaster,
Vhen he was free, was Lithgow’s wise schoolmaster.

XIL
\ courrar maid Amazon-like did ride,
lo sit more sure, with leg on either side:
ier mother whohenpnd,undthutereloq
Rae should just penance suffer for that wrong;
‘or when time should en her more years bestow,
[hat horse’s hair between her thighs would grow. -
lcarce winter twice was casne, as was ber told,
Fheu she found ali to frizsale there with gold ;
Vhicb fit made her afraid, then torn’d ber sick,
ind forc’d her keep ber bed almost a week.
it last ber mother calls, whe scarce for laughter
Jould hear the plessant story of ber daughter;
Sut, that this phrensy should no more her vex,
tbe swore thus bearded were their weaker sex ;
¥hich when denied,  Think not,” said she, ““Iscom;
lehold the place, poor fool, where thou wast bor,””
he girl that seeing cried, now void of pain,
' Ah! mother, you have ridden on the mane [

XIIL.
lop's judgments seldom use to cease, unless
‘he sins which them procur’d men do coufess.
Jur cries are Baal’s our fasting vain;
Jur pray’rs not heard, nor answes’d us again:
ill perjury, wrong, rebellion, be coufest,
'hmknotonpnce,nortobefnedofput.

XIV.

fan king gives yearly to his senste gold ;
N¥bo can deny but justice then is sold ?

Xv.

Irax Rixus hes, a novice in the laws,
Nho *plains he came to Hell without a cause.

695

 THE CHARACTER
OF AN ANTI-COVENANTER, OR MALIGNANT.

‘Wourp you know these royal knaves,
Of freemen would tum us slaves;

Who our uniou do defame

With rebellion’s wicked name ?

Read these verses, and ye Il spring ‘em
Then on gibbets straight cause hing 'em.

They complain of sin and folly;

In these timos so passing holy,
They their sabstance will nut give,
Libertines that we may live.

Hold those subjects too, too wantom,
Under an old king dare canton.

Neglect they do our circar tables,
Scorn our sacts and laws as fables ;

Of our battles talk bot meekly,

With four sermons pleas’d are woekly ;
Swear king Charles is neither papist,
Armipian, Latheran, or n.heist.

But that in his chambahpny‘

‘Which are pour’d ’midst sighs and tears,
To avert God’s fearful wrath,
Threat’ning os with blood und death;
Persuade they would the mult:tude,

This king too holy is and good.

They avouch we'll weep and groan

When hundred kings we serve for one;
That each shire but blood affords,

To serve th’ ambition of young lords ;
Whose debts ere now had been redoubled,
If the state had not been troubled.

Slow tbey are gur oath to swear,
Slower for it arms to bear:

They do concord love, and peace,
Woald our enemies embrace,
Turn men proselytes by the word,
Not by musket, pike, and sword.

They swear that for religion’s sake
We may not massacre, burn, sack:
That the beginning of these pleas,
Sprang from the ill-sped A B Cs,
For servants that it is not weil
Aguinst their masters to rebel.

That that devotion is but slight,

Doth force men first to lwear, then fight
That our confession is indeed

Not the apostolic creed;

Which of negations we contrive,

Which Turk end Jew may both subscrive.

That monies should men’s daughters marry,
They ou frantic war miscarry.

Whilst dear the soldiers they pay,

At last who will snatch all away.

And, as times turn worse and worse,
Catechise us by the purse.

That debts are paid with Lold stern looks;
That merchants pray on their *compt books ;
That Justice dumb and sullen frowns,

To see in croslets hang'd her gowns;

That * ordinary theme

Is *gainst roonarchy to declaim.



696 DRUMMOND'S POEMS.

That, since leagues we ’gan to swear,
Vice did ne’er 5o black appear ;,
Oppression, bloodshed, ne'er more rife,
Foul jars between the man and wife;
Religion 50 contemn’d was never,
‘Whilst all are raging in a fever,

They tell by devils, and some sad chance,
That that detested league of France,
Which cost s0 many thonsand lives,

And two kings, by religious knives,

Is amongst us, though few descry;

Though they speak truth, yet my they lie.

He who'says that night is night,

That cripple folk walk not upright,
That the owls into the spring

Do ot sightingales out-sing,

That the seas we may not plough,
Ropes make of the rainy bow,

That tHe foxes keep not sheep,

That men vlhng do not sleep,

That all’s not goid doth gold appear—
Believe him oot, nlthough he swear.

To such syrens stop your ear,
Their societies forbear.
Ye may be tossed like & wave,
z:.yymdecuve,
s they may make of you;
- Mhutheumthnn'l‘ukorlev.

Wereitnot a dsngemul thmg.
Should we again obey the king;
Lords lose should sovereignty,
Soldiers hast back to Germany ;
Justice should in our towns remain,
Poor men possess their own again ;
Brougbt oat of Hell that word of plunder,
More terrible than dervil, or thunder,
Should with the covenant fly away,
And charity amongst us stay ;
Peace and plenty should us nourish,
True religion *mongst us flourish ?

‘When you find these lying fellows,
Take and flower with them the geliows.
©n others you may too lay hold,

In purse or chest, if they have gold.
‘Who wise or rich are in this nation,
Malignants are by protestation.

'THE FIVE SENSES.
1. SEEING.

Fnou such a face, whose excellence
May captivate my sovereign's sense,
And make him (Phabus like) his throne,
Resigu to somne young Phagton,
‘Whoee skillew and unstayed hand
May prove the ruin of the land,
Unless great Jove, down from the sky,
Beholding Earth’s calamity,
Strike with his hand that cumot err
The proud nlurpm;h
And cure, though bus gneve, our woe—
From such a face as can work s0,

thou ’st a beiug,
Bless my sovereign md his seeing.

« HRARING.
Pnon;utspmpbzumdﬂaﬂermgm
From baady tales and beastly songs,

From after-supper suits, that fear

A parliament or council’s ear ;
FmSp-md:munes,Mmy'umﬂ
The country’s peace, the gospel’s sound ;
meJob’iMseﬁimdl.Mm!dentiee
My sovereign from Heavea's paradise ;
From prophets such as Achab’s were,
Whose fiatterings sooth my sovereign’s ear;
His frowns more than his Maker’s fearing,
Bk-ny sovereign and his hearing.

Ii. TANTING.

Piour all fruit that is forbidden,
Such for which old Eve was chidden;
From bread of labours, sweat and toil ;
From the poor widow’s meal and oil ;
From blood of innocents oft wrangled
From their estates, and from that’s strangled ;
Fiom the candid poison’d baits

Of Jesuits, and their deceits ;

Italian -Ihdn,komuhdrup,

The milk of Babel’s whore’s dugs;
From wine that can destroy the beain ;
And from the dangerous figs of Spain ;
At all banquets, and all feasting,

Bless my sovereign and his tasting.

IV. PRELING.

Frowu prick of conscience, such a sting'
As slays the soul, Heav’n bless tha king ;
From such 2 bribe as may withdraw
His thougbts from equity or law ;

From such a smooth and beardless chin
As may provoke or tempt to sin;
anehahnd,vbaclnupdnmy
Mymerugnlendoutoftheny,

From things polluted and unclean,

From all things beastly and checene ;
From that may set his soul a reeling,

Bless my sovereign and his feeling.

V. SMELLING. ’ .
Weezs myrrh and frankincense are throwm,
The altar’s bailt to gods unknown,

O let my sovereign never dwell ;

Such damn'd perfumes are fit for Hell.
Let 0o such scent his nostrils stain ;
From smells that poison can the brain
Heav’ns still e him. Next I crave,
Thou wilt be pleas’d, great God! to save
My sov’reign from a Ganymede,

Whose whorish breath bath pow’r to lead
His excellence which way it list—

O let such lips be never kiss'd !

From a breath so far excelling,

Bless my sovereign and his smelling.

THE ABSTRACT.
SERING.

Arp now, just God, I bumbly pray,
That thou wilt take the slime away




HRARING. ..

wen let him hear, good God, the sounds
s well of men as of his hounds.

TASTE.

vz him a taste, and truly too;
f what his subjects undergo.

FEELING ARD SMELLING.
Irvs him o feeling of their woes,
nd then no doubt his royal noss
Fill quickly smell the rascals forth,
Vhose black deeds have eclips’d his worth:
‘hey found, and scourged for their offences,

leavens bless my sovereign and his senses.

EPITAPHS.

i

ON A DRUNKARD.

Non amaranths nor roses do bequeath

Joto this bearse, but tamarists and wine;
?orthatsamethirst, though dead, yet doth him pine,
#hich made him so carcuse while he drew breath,

—
ON ONE NAMED MARGARRT.

'n shells and gold pearis are not kept alove,

A Margsaret here lies beneath a stone;

A Margaret that did excel in worth

All those rich gewts the Indies both send forth;

W ho, had she liv'd when good was lov’d of men,
Had made the Graces four, the Muses ten;

And forc’d those bappy times her days that claim’d,
From her, to be the Age of Pearl still nam’d ;

fhe was the richest jewel of her kind,

Jrac’d with more lustre than she left behind,

All goodness, virtue, bounty ; and could cheer
The saddest minds ; now Nature knowing here
How things but shown, then hidden, are lov’d best,
[his Margaret "shrin’d in this marble chest.

ON A YOUN@ LADY.

[t beaaty fair, which death in dust did tum,
And clos’d 20 soon within a coffin sad,

Did pass like lightning, like the thunder burn,

1o little life, so much of worth it lad.

Heav’ns, but toshow theirmight, heremade it shine ;
And, when admir’d, then in the world's disdain,
Jtears! O grief! did call it back again,

iest Earth'should vaunt she kept what was divine.
What cap we hope for more, what more egjoy,
lith fairest things thus soonest have their end ;

\nd, as on bodies shadows do attend,

Jith all our bliss is follow'd with annoy ?

the is not dead, she lives where she did love,

Ter memory oa Earth, her soul abave.
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ARETINUS'S EPITAPH.

Hzxaz Aretine lies, most bitter gall,
Who whilst he liv’d spoke evil of all;
Only.of God the arraot Soot
Noughtmd,buuhnheknewlnmnot.

t—

VERSES ON THE LATE WILLIAM EARL OF
. PEMBROKE.

Tax doubtful fears of change s0 fright my mind,
Though raised to the highest joy in love,

As in this slippery state more grief I ﬁnd

Than they who never such s bliss did prove ;
But fed with ling’ring hopes of future gain,
Dream not what ’tis to doubt a loser’s paig

Desire a safer harboar is than fear,

And not to rise less danger than to fall ;
The want of jewels we far better bear,
Than, s0 at once to lose them all:
Unsatisfied bopes time may repair,
‘When ruin’d faith must finish in despair.

Alas! ye look but up the hill on ma,
Which shows to you a fair and smooth asceat ;

‘| The precipice behind ye cannot see,

On which bigh fortanes are too pronely bent :

If there I slip, what former joy or bliss

Can heal the bruise of such a fall as this? N
) | 1y

A REPLY.

Wiao love enjoys, and placed hath bis mind
Where fairer virtues fairest beauties grace ;

Then in himself such store of worth doth find,
That he deserves to find 80 good a place;

To chifling fears how can he be set forth

Whose fears condemn his own, doubt others’ worth?

Desire, as flames of zes), fear, borrours mests,
They rise who fall of falling never prov'd.
Who is so dainty, satiate with sweets,

To murmur when the banquet is remov'd ?
The fairest hopes time in the bud destroys,
When sweet are memories of ruin’d joys

It is no hill, but Heaven where you remain; -
Aund whom desert advanced hath so high -
To reach the guerdon of his burning pein,
Must not repioe to fall, and falling die :
Hishopes are crown'd. What years of tediousbreath
Can them compare with such a happy death? =~ -

UPON THE DEATH QF JOHN EARL OF LAUDER-
DALE.

Or those rare worthies who adorn’d our north, °
And shone like constellations, thou alone
Remainedst last,great Maitland! charg’d with worth,
Second, in virtue’s theatre, to none.
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But findiug all ecceotric in our times, -
Religion into superstition tum’d,

Justice silenc'd, exiled, or in-om'd;

Truth, faith, and charity reputed crimes;
The young mean destinate.by sword to fall,
And trophies of their conatry’s spoils to rear;
Strange laws the ag’d and prudent to appal,
And forc'd sad yokes of tyranny to bear;

And for no great nor virtuous minds a room—
Disdaining life, thou shroud’st into thy tomb.

When misdevotion every where shall take place,
And lofty orators, in thund’ring terms,

Shall move you/ people, to arise in arms,

And churghes hillow’d policy deface;

When you shall but one general sepulchre

(As Averroes did one general soul)

On high, on low, on good, oo bad confer,

And your dull predecessors rites controul—

Ah ! spare this moument, great guests ! it koeps
Three great justiciars, whom true worth did rpise ;
The Muses’ darlings, whose loss Pheebus weeps;
Best men’s delight, the glory of their daya. .

More we would say, but fesr, and stand in awe
To tarn idolaters, and break your law.

Do not repine, bless'd soul, that humble wits

Do make thy worth the matter of their verse:
No high-strain'd Muse our times and sorrows fits ;
And we do sigh, not sing, to crown thy hearse.
The wisest prince e’er manag’d Britain’s state
Did not disdain, in numbers clear and brave,
The virtues of thy sire to celebrate,

And fix a rich memorial on his grave,

Thou didst deserve o less; and here in jet,
Gold, touch, brass, porphyry, or Parian stone,
That by a prince’s hand no lines are set

For thee—the cause is, now this land hath none.
Sach giant moods our parity forth brings,

‘We all will nothing be, or all be kings.

ON THIE DEATH OF A NOBLEMAN IN SCOTLAND,
BURIED AT AITHEN.

Amu,::’y pearly coronet let fall ;
Clad in sad robes, upon thy temples set
The woeping cypress, or the sable jet.

Mourn this thy nurseling’s loss, a loes which all
Apallo's choir bemoans, which many years
€annot repair, nor influence of spheres.

Ah! when shalt thou find shepherd like to him,
Who made thy banks more famous by his worth,
Thao all those gems thyrocks and streams send forth?

His splendour others glow-worm light did dime:,
Sprung of an sucient and a virtuous race,
He virtue more than many did embrace.

He fram’d to mildness thy balf-barbarous swaios;
The good man’s refuge, of the bad the fright,
Unpaerallell’'d in friendship, world's delight.!

For bospitality along thy plains
Yar-fam'd s p.umf and a patteru fair
Of piety ; the Muses’ chief repair;

Most debonnaire, ic courtesy sapweme ;

Lov'd of the mean, and booourd by the great ;
Ne'er dash’d by fortune, nor cast down by fate;
To present and to afier times a theme.

Aithen, thy tears pour on this silent grave,

And drop them in thy alabaster cave,

And Nicbe’s imagery here become ;

And whea thou hast distilied here a tomb,

I Enchase in it thy pearls, and let it bear,

“ Aithen’s best gep and bonour sheim'd lias hese.”

Famz, register of time,

Write in thy scroll, that I,

Of wisdom lover, and sweet poesy,

Was cropped in my prime ; i
And ripe in worth, thoogh grem in yesss, did din

Jusrice, Truth, Pesce and Hospitality,
Friendship, and Love being resolved to die,

In these lewd times, have chosen here to have
With jnst, trae, pious their grave ;

Them cherished he 50 much, 50 much did grace,
That they on Earth would chuse none other place.

Whrex Death, to deck his trophies, stopt thy breath,
Rare ornament sad glory of these parts!

All with moist eyes might say, and rothfal hearts,
That things immortal vassal’d weve to Death.
What in parts on many shard we see,
From Nature, gracious Heaven, or Fortuue flow
To make a master-piece of worth below,

Heaven, Nature, Fortane gave in gross to thee.

In honour, bounty, tich—iu valenr, wit,

In courtesy ; born of an ancient race ;

With bays in war, with olives erown'd i peace;
Match’d great with offspring for great actiens fit.
No rust of times, vor cbange, thy virtue wan
With times to change; whentruth, faith,love,decayd,
In this new age, like fate thou fixed staid,

Of the first world an all-substantial man.

As erst this kingdom given was to thy sire,

The prince his daughter trusted to thy eare,

And wel the credit of a gem s0 rare

Thy loyalty and merit did require. -

Years cannot wrong thy worth, that now sppests
By others set as diamonds among peards : ‘
A queen’s dear foster, father to three earls,
Enough oo Earth to triwmph are o’er years.

Life a sea voyage is, death is the haven,

And freight with hoooar there thou hast arriv'd ;
Which thousandssecking, have on rocks been drives-
That good adorns thy grave which with thee kivd
For a frail life, which here thou didst enjoy,

Thou now a Jasting hast, freed of avnoy.

0 THE
ORSEQUIRS OF THE BLEMED FRINCE JANES.
| KING OF GRRAT RRITADN. :
Lzt holy Darvid, Solomon the wise,
That king whose breast Egeris did inflame,
Aagustus, Helea’s son, great i all eyea,
Do homage low to thy mausolean frane 5
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Ind bow hefore-thy laurel’s anadem ;

«t all those sacred swans, which to the skies

3y never-dying lays bave rais’d their name,

rom north to south, where Sun doth set and rise.
teligion, orpban’d, waileth o’er thy uru;

‘ustice weeps out her eyes, now truly blind ;

"o Niobes the remuant virtues turn;

'ame but to blaze thy glories stays behind |

' th* world, which late was golden by thy breath,
s iron turn’d, and horrid by thy death.

'orp wight, who dream’st of greatness, glory, state;
ind worlds of pleasures, honours, dost devise;
\wake, learn how that here thou art not grest

for glorious: by this mooument tum wise.

Jne it enshrineth sprung of ancient.stem,

ind (if that blood nobjlity can wake)

rom which some kiogs have not disdain’d to take
‘heir prond ‘descent, a rare and matchless gem.

| beauty here it bolds by full assurance,

Mhan which no blooming rose was more refin’d,
Yor morning’s blush more radiant ever shin'd ;
\h! too, 00 like to mom and rose at last |

¢t bolds her who in wit’s ascendant far

Jid years and sex transcend ; to whom the Heaven
dore virtue than to all this age had given;

Tor virtue meteor turn’d, when she a star.

‘air mirth, sweet conversation, modesty,

\nd what those kings of nuwbers did conceive

by Muses nine, and Graces move thap three,

de clos'd within the compass of this graye.

"hus death all earthly glories doth confound,
o1 how much woeth a little dust doth bound.

‘Fan from these banks exiled be all joys,
lontentments, pleasures, music (care’s relief) !
‘ears,sighs,plaints, horrours,frightments,sad annoys,
nvest these mounitains, fill all hearts with grief.

‘Here, nightingales and turtles, vent your mosps;
unpheisian shepherd, here come feed thy flock,
nd read thy hyacinth amidst our groans ;.

fain, Echo, thy Narcissus from our rocks, -

' Lost have our meads their beauty, hills their gems,
har brooks their crystal, groves their pJeasant shades
*he fairest flow’r of all our anadems

Yeath cropped hath ; the Leshia chaste is dead 17

hus sightd the Tyne, then shrunk beneath his um;
nd meads, brooks, rivems, hills, about did moam.

‘mx flow’r of virgips, in her prime of years,

ly ruthless destinies i¢ ta’en away,

ud rap’d from Earth, poor Earth! before this day
Vhich ne’er was rightly nam’d a vale of tears.

leauty to Hegven is fled, sw
fo more appears ; she w! onjqus sounds
Yid ravish sense, and charm mind’s deepest wounds,

imbalm’d with many a tear now low doth lie!

'airhopes now vanish’d are. She would have grac’d
:lprince'n marriage-bed! but, lo! in Heaven

est paramours to her were to be given!
he liv'd an sngel, now is with them plac*d.
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Virtue is but & name abstractly trimm’d,
Interpreting what she was in effeot ;

A shadow from her frame which did reflect,

A portrait by her excellences limm’d.

Thou whom free-willor chance hath hither bronght,
And read'st, here lies a braoch of Maitlaud’s stesn,
And Seyton’s offspring ; know that either nape
Designs all worth yet reach'd by human thought.

Tombs elsewhere use life to tbeir guests to give,
These ashes can frail monuments make live,

ANOTHER ON THE SAME SUBJECT.

Lixx to the garden’s eye, the flow’r of flow'rs,
With parple pomp that dazzle doth the sight ;
Or, as among the lesser gems of night,

The usher of the planet of the hours; .
Sweet maid, thou shinedst on this world of o

Of al} perfections having trac’d the height ;
Thioe outward frame was fair, fair inward pow’rs,
A sapphire lantbom, and an incense light.

Hence the enamour’d Heaven, as too, too good
On Earth’s all-thorny soil long to abide,
Transplanted to their fields so rare a bud,

Where from thy Sun po cloud thee now can hide.
Earth moan’d her loss, and wish’d she had the grace
Not to have known, or known thee longer space.

Harp laws of mortal life! .
To which made thralls we come without consent,
Like tapers, lighted to be early spent,

Our griefs are always rife,

When joys hut hajting march, and swiftly gy,
Like shadows in the eye :

The shadow doth oot yield unto the Bun,

Baut joys and life do waste e’en when begun.

Wrram the closure of this parrow grave

Lie all those graces & good wife could have:
Bat on this marble they shall not be read,
For then the living envy would the dead.

Trx daughter of a king of princely parts,
In beauty eminent, in virtues chief ;

Loadstar of love, and loadstone of all hearts,
Her friends’ and husbaud's only joy, now grief;
Is here pent up within a marble frame,

Whose parallel po times, no climates ¢laim.

Vrnszs freil records are to keep a

Or raise from dust mea to & life of fame ;

The sport and spoil of ignorance; but far
More frail the frames of touch and marble are,
Which envy, avarice, time, ere long confound,
Or misdevotion equals with the ground. )
Virtue alone doth last, frees man from death ;
And, though despis’d, and scorned here

Stands grav’n in angels’ diamantine ralls,

And blazed in the courts above the poles.
Thou wast fair virtue’s temple, they did dwell,
And live ador'd in thee ; nought did excel,
But what thou either didst possess or love,
The Graces’ darling, and the maids of Jove;
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Coarted by Famse for bounties, which the Heaven

Gave thee in great; which, if in parcels given,

Too many such we happy sure might call ;

How happy then wast thou, who enjoy’dst them all?

A whiter soal pe’er body did invest,

. And now, sequester’d, cannot be but blest ;

Earob’d in glory, midst those hierarchies

Of that immortal people of the skies,

Bright saints and angels, there from cares made free,

Nought doth becloud thy sovereign good from thee.

Thou smil’st at Earth’s confusions and jars,

And how for Centaurs’ children we wage wars:

Like boney flies, whose rage whole swarms consumes,

Till dust thrown on them makes them veil their
plames,

Thy friends to thee a monument would raise,

And limn thy virtues; but dull grief thy praise

Breaks in the entrance, and our task proves vain;

‘What duty writes, that woe blots out again:

Yet love a pyramid of sighs thee rears,

And doth embalm thee with farewels and tears.

ROSE.

Taovor marble porphyry, and mourning touch,
May praisethese spoils, yet can they not too much ;
For beauty last, and this stone doth close,
Once Earth's delight, Heaven’s care, a purest rose.
And, reader, shouldst thou but let fall a tear
Upon it, other flow’rs shall here sppear,

Sad violets and hyacinths, which grow

With marks of grief, a public loss to show. -

Relenting eye, which deignest to this stone

To lend 2 look, behold here laid in one,

The living and the dead interr’d ; for dead

The tuartle in its mate is; and she flod

From earth, her choos’d this place of grief
To bound thoughts, a small and sad relief.
His is this monument, for hers no art

Could frame ; a pyramid rais’d of his heart.

Instead of epitaphs and siry praise,

This monument a lady chaste did raise

To her lord’s living fame ; and after death

Her body doth unto this place bequeath,

To rest with his, till God's shrill trumpet sound,
Though time he life, notime her love could bound.

TO SIR WILLIAM ALEXANDER.
WITH THE AUTHOR’S EPTTAPH.

Taouvcr 1 have twice been at the doors of Death,
And twice found shut those gates which ever mourn,
This but a lightaing is, truce ta’en to breathe,
For late-born sorrows augur fleet returm.

Amidst thy sacred cares, and courtly teils,
Alexis, when thou shait hear wand'ring fame
Te)i,' Death hatb triumph’d o’er my mortal spoils,
And that on Earth I am but a sad nsme; -.

If thou e’er held me dear, by all our love,

By all that bliss, those joys Heaven here us gave,
1 conjure thee, and by the maids of Jove,

To grave this short remembrance on my grave :

« Here Damon lies, whose sougs did sometime
The murmuring Esk :—may roses shade the place.”

DRUMMOND'S POEMS.

DIVINE POEMS.

—————
A TRANMLATION.

An, silly soul! what wilt thou say

When he, whom Earth and Heaven obey,
Comes man to judge in the last day ?
When he a reason asks, why grace

And goodness thou wouldst not embrace,
Bat steps of vanity didst trace !

That day of terrour, vengeance, ire,

Now to prevent thoa shouldst desire,

And to thy God in haste retire.

With wat'ry eyes, and sigh-swoll’n beart,
O beg, beg in his love a part,

Whilst conscience with remorse doth smart.
That dreaded day of wrath aud shame

In flames shall tum this world’s huge frame,

As sacred prophets do proclaim,

O with what grief shall earthlings groan
When that great judge, set on his throne,
Examines strictly every one!

Shrill-soumnding trumpets through the air
Shall from dark sepuichres each where
Force wretched mortals to appear.

Nature and Death amaz’d remain

To find their dead arise agsin,

And process with their judge maintain.
Display’d then epen books shall lie,
Which all those secret crimes descry
For which the guilty world must die.

The Judge enthron’d, whom bribes not gaim,
The closest crimes appear shall plain,
And none unpunisbed remain,

O! who then pity shall poor me ?
Orx who mine advocate shall be ?
When scarce the justest pass shall free.

All wholly boly, dreadful King,
Who fresly life to thine dost bring,
Of mercy save me, mercy's spring |

Then, sweet Jesu, call to mind
How of thy pains I was the end,
And favour let me that day find.

In search of me thou, full of pain,
Didst sweat blood, death on tross sustain:
Let not these suffl’rings be in vain.

Thou supreme Judge, most just and wise,
Purge me from goilt, which on me lies,
Before that day of thine assize.

Charg'd with remorse, 10! here 1 groan,
Sin makes my face a blush take on ;

[ Ah! spere me, prostrate at thy tbrone,

Who Mary Magdalen didst spare,
And lend’st the thief on cross thine esr,
Show me fair hopes I should not fear.

My prayers impesfect are and weak,
Bat worthy of thy grace them make,
And save me from Hell’s burning lake.
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Ju that great day, at thy right hand,

irant [ amongst thy sheep may stand,

iequester’d from the goatish band.

Vhen that the reprobates are all

‘o everlasting flames made thrall,

> to thy chosen, Lord, me call!

“hat 1 one of thy company,

With those whom thou dost justify, .

ay live blest in eternity. I

Sp———— .
SONNETS, | | {

l'oo long I follow’d have my fond

\nd too Iong painted on the ocean st LK

l'oo long refreshment sought dmidst the fire,

2ursu’d those joys which to my soal sre blsmes.

Lh! when [ had what most I did admire,

\nd seen of life’s delights the last extremes,
found all but a rose hedg’d with a hrier,

\ nought, & thought, a masquerade of dreams.

1enceforth on thee, my only good, 1’1l think ;

Tor only thou canst grant what I do crave;

“hy nail my pea shall be ; thy blood, mine ink;

"hy winding-sheel, my paper; study, grave:

\nd, till my soul forth of this body flee,

To hope Il have but only, only thee,

i’

[T

()t

{0 spread the azure canopy of Hea: .‘

ind spangle it all with sparks of burning gold ;

o pince this pond’rous globs of Earth 30 even,

Cbat it should. all, and nought should it upbeld;

With motions strange t’ endne the planets seven,

ind Jove to make 0 mild, and Mars so bold ;

‘o temper what is Dwist, dry, hot, and cold,

) all their jars that sweet accords are given ;

«ord, tothy wisdom’s nought, nought to thy might:

3ut that thou shouldst, thy glory laid aside,

Jome basely in mortality to 'bide,

ind die for those deserv’d an endless night;

\.wonder is, so far above our wit, .

“hat angels stand amaz'd to think opit, , *
y . IR |

¥uar hapless hap had I for to be b& e
n these unhappy times, and dying dayy
X this now doting world, when good decays,
ove's quite extinct, and virtue’s held a scorn!
Fhen such are quly priz’d by wretched ways,
Who with a golden fleece them can adorn;
Vhen avarice and lust are counted praise,
ind bravest minds live, orphan like, forloru !
Vhy was not I born in that golden age,
Vhen gold was not yet known, and those black arts
}y which base worldlings vilely play their parts,
Vith botrid acts staining Earth’s stately stage ?
‘o have been then, O Heaven! *thad been my bliss;
lat bless me now, and take me soon frqm this.

. f—
STREA in this time ' .
low doth not live,.buat is fled up to Heaven ;
Ir if she live, it is Dot without crime -
hat she doth use her power,
nd she is no miore virgin, but a whore;
Thore, prostitute for gold : T
or the doth never hold her balance even ;
xnd when her sword is roll'd,
he bad, injurious, false, she not o’erthrows,
jut on the innocent lets fall her blows. :
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Whaat serves it to be good ? Goodness by thee,
The holy-wise is thought a fool to be; -

For thee, the man to tempersnce inclin’d

Is held but of a base and abject mind ;

The continent is thought, for thee, but cold ¢
Who yet was good, that ever died old? |

The pitiful, who others fears to kill,

Is kill’d himself, and goodness doth him ill ;
The meek and humble man who cannot brave,
By thee is to some giant’s brood made slave.
Poor Goodness, thine thou to such wrongsset’st forth,
That, OV I fear me, thou art nothing worth.
And when [ look to Earth, and not to Heaven,
Ere I were turned dove, I would be rayen.

Spee—

“ Bawmr portals of the sky,
Emboss’d with sparkling stars;
Doors of eternity,
With diamantine bars,
Your arras rich uphoid §
Loose all your bolts and springs,
Ope wide your leaves of gold ; .
L That in your roofs may come the King of kings,

¢ Scarf’d in a rosy cloud,
He doth ascend the air;
Straight doth the Moon him shroud
With her resplendent hair:
The next encrystall’d light
Submits to him its beams ;
And he doth trace the height
Of that fair lamp which flames of beauty streams.

# He towers those golden bounds
He did to Sun bequeath ;
The higher wand’ring rounds
Are found his feet beneath :
The milky-way comnes near,
Heaven's axle seems to bend,
Above each tarning sphere
That, rob’d in glory, Heaven's King may ascend.

“ O Well-spring of this all !
Thy Father's image vive §
Word, that from nought did call
What is, doth reason, live!
The soul’s eternal food,
Earth’s joy, delight of Heaven,
All truth, love, beauty, good,
To thee, to thee, be praises ever given,

# What was dismarshall’d late
In this thy noble frame,
And lost the prime estate,
Hath re-obtain’d the same,
Is now most perfect seen ;
Streams, which diverted were
(And, troubled, stray’d unclean) ’
.From their first source, by thee homs tumed are.

By thee, that blemish old
Of Eden’s leprous prince,
Which on his race took hold,
And him exil’d from thence,
Now put away is far;
With sword, in ireful guise,
No cherub more shall bar

Poor man the entrance into Papdi-e.'
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“ By thee, those spirits pure,
First cbildren of the light,
Now fized stand, snd sbre,
In their eternal right ;
Now human companies
Renew theie ruin’d wall ;
Fall’'n man, as thou mak'st rise,
Thou giv'st to angels, that they shall wot full.

“ By thee, that prince of sin,
That doth with mischief swell,
Hath lost what he did win,
And shall endungeon’d dwell ;
His spoils are made the prey,
His fanes are sack’d and torn,
His aitars raz'd away,
And what sdor’d was late, now lies a'scorn.

4 These mansions pure and clear,
Which are not made by hands,
‘Which once by bim *joy’d were,
And his, the in not stain’d, bands,
Now forfet’d, di
And headlong from theni thrown,
Shall Adam’s beirs make blest,
By thee, their great , made their own.

“ 0! Well-spting of this all1
Thy Father’s image vive;
‘Word, that from nought did call
‘What is, doth reason, live!
Whose work is but to will ;
God’s co-eternal son,
Great banisher of ill,
By none bat thee could these grentdeedlbe done.

_5¢ Now each ethereal gate
To bim hath open’d been;
And Glory's ng'lu state
His pnlwe enters in:
Now come is this High Priest
In the most boly place,
Not without blood addrest,
With glory Heaven, the Earthto crown with gtace.

“ Stars, which all eyes were late,
And did with wonder burn,
His name to celebrate,
In flaming toagues them tom §
Their orby crystals move
More active than before,
And entheate from above,
Their sovereign peince faud, glotify, adore.

# The choirs of happy souls,
Wak’d with that music sweet,
‘Whose descant care contiouls,
Their Lord in triumph weet ;
The spotless sp’rits of light
His trophies do extol, .
And, arch’d in lqn.dmu bright,
Greet their great Vietor in his capitoh

“0 lory of the Hesven !
O sole delight of Earth !
To thee all power be given;
God’s uncreated birth ;
Of mankind loyer true,
- Eadurer of his wrong,
‘Who dost the world renew,
Still be thou our salvation, and our song.?
Prom top of Olivet such notes did rise,
‘When man’s Redeemer did transcond the skies.

DRUMMOND'S PORMS.

Morz oft thah omce Death = it ear,
“ Grave what thoa hear'st in dismond snd geld ;
Iam that monarch whom all monarchs fear,
Who have mdnutbelrfu- stretch’d pride oproll’d.
All, all is mine béneath Moon's silver sphere;

And nought, save virtue, can my power withhold:
This, not believ’d, experiéice true thee told,

- By danger late when I to thee came néat.

. As bugbear then my visage 1 &d strow,
51bntdmyhamm&ourig\tuen"h'nmh.
'And 2 more sscred path of liviog take:

'Now still walk armed for my ruthless blow ;
iﬁmhaennghﬁwmmhnem
And live each day, as if it were thy last.™

! - 'THE SHADOW OF THE JUDCWEWY.

those boundless bounds, where stars do move,
ceifing of the crystal round above,
Aod rainbow-sparkling arch of diamond ‘clear,
i¢h crowns the azure of each undersphere,
{In & rich mansion, radiant with light,
'To which the San is scarce a taper bright,
‘Which, though a body, ybt so pure is fram’d,
'That almost spiritoal it may be nam’d,
Where bliss a eth, and a lasting May,
All pleasures heightening, fourisheth for aye,
The King of Ages dwells, About his throne,
Like to those beams day’s golden lasmp hath om,
Angelic splendours glance, more swift than sught

With other noble people o!the light,
As eaglets in the San, delight their sight ;
Heaven’s ancient denigens, pure active powers,
Which, fmed of death, thntm high embewtérs, -
Etheml evel\-oaaqmg bands,
Blest subjects, acting what their king> contmmands;
Sweet choristers, by whase melodious strains
Skies dance, and Earth untir'd their brawl sastaine.
Mixed among whose ssored legions deer,
The spotless souls of humanes do appear,
Divesting bodies which did cares divest,
And there live bappy in etemnal rest.

Hither, surcharg’ with grief, fraught with annoy,
ghd spectacle into that place of joy !)

er hair disorder'd, dangling o'er her face,
Which had' of pllhd violets the grace 3
The crimson mantle, wont her to adorn,
Cast loose wbout, and in large pieces tom;
Sighs breathing forth, and from her heavy eyne,

g Almi&her cheeks distilling crystal brine,

dowhward to her ivory breast was driven,
And had bedew’d the milky-way of Heavq:,
Came Piety at her left hand near by,
A wiiling woman bare ber company,
Whoee tender babes her snowy neck did clip,
And now bang on ber pap, now-by her lip:

.| Flamesglanc'd herhead above, which tnce did ghow;

But late ook pdle, & podr and rafhfol show !
-She, sobbiag, shrunk the-throue of God before,
And thus began her case'to him deplore:
“ Forlom, wretdid, desolate! to whoms shoubd I

My refuge bave, betow or in the-sky,

But unto thee? Ses, al-bebolling King,

That servant, no, that datling thow didst biing
On Earth; Jost'man to save from Hell’s abime,

anmwnﬁhamun;
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Nho made thy narha-s0 truly be implor'd,
\nd by the reverend:sonl 50 long ador'd, .
Jer ish'd now ses from these lower bounds ;

Fhen (vagnbooding) temples ber receiv'd,
Nhere my poor celis afforded what she crav'd;
But now thy temples raz’d arve, human blood
[bose places staims, late where thy altars stood
limes are so borrid, to implore thy name

Fhat it is held now on-the Earth & blame,

Now doth the werrior, with hisdart and sword,
Writo laws in bicod, and vent them-for thry word :
Religion, faith iwgr to make

\ll have, all fuith, religion quite o’erthrown!
Men swicm, lawiess live; nwst woful-case !
Men no move men, a God-contemuing reee,”

Scarce had she said, when, from the netber world
‘Like to a lightuing through. the welkin hari'd,
That scores with fismes the way, and every eye
With terrour dazeles arit swimmath by)

Jame Justice; to whom angels did make place,.
\nd Tyruth her flying footsteps straight did trave.
der sword was lost, the precious weights she bare
Mheir beam bad torn, seales rodely: braised were:
rom off ber hend was reft her goldea crown;

2 rags her veil was rent, and d gowng
ler taar-wet jocks o'er her face, which made
jetwoen ber and the Mighty King e shade;

‘ust wrath' bad raig’d ber colour; (like the mory

! ing clouds mojst embryos to bs bovn)

) which, she taking lewve, with hexrt swoll'n great,
Mbus strove to "plain before the throae of state.

* Ia not the Barth thy workmanship, great Hing?
Jidst thor not ali-this all from nonght once bring
lo this rich besnty, which dothi:ow it shine ;
Jestowing on each creature of thine
lome shadow of thy boonty.? Is not mae
My vassal; plae’d to speod his life’s short span
l'o do thee humage } And'thea didst net thoa
| queen install me there, to whom should bow
Dy Barti’s indwelioes, and to this effect
ut in vy hand thy sword? O high neglect!
low wretched emvthings, to thy grest disgrace,
Yerverted bave my pow'r, and do deface
Al reverent tracts of justice; now the Earth
s bat 2 frame of shame, a foneral hearth,

Vhere every virtue hath consumed been,

ind nought (no, not their dust) rests to.Be seea:
ong hath it me-abhorr'd, long chased me;
Ixpell’d ut 1ast, here L have fied to thee,

ind fortliwith rather woald to Hell repsir,

‘han Earth, since jasticer exeeute is-there,
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All live on Earth by spoil, the host His guest

| Betrays ; the man of her lies in his bremst

: Is not assur'd ; the son the father’s death

1 Attempts; and kindred kindred reave of breath
| By lurking means, of such age few makes sick,

: | Snce Hell disgory’d: her baneful arsenic.

| Whom murders, fool assassinates défile, -
| Most who the harmiess insocents beguile,
| Who most can ravage, rob, ransack,.llaspheme;
! Is held most virtaous, beth'a wortby’snasee ;
: So on-embolden'd umlice they rely,
; That, mmdding, thy great puissance they defy:
| Exst man resombled tay portrait, soil'd by smoke”
iNow like thy creature hardiy doth e look..
Old Nature here (she pomted wherd there stbod-
‘An aged Jady in'a heavy mood) .
Doth bresk her staff, denying homan race
:To come of her, things born to herdisgvace !
. The dove the dove, the swan doth Jove the swam}
Noaght 5o relentless unto man as man.
O! if thou mad’st this worid, govern'st it all,
Deserved vengeance cn the Earth'let fall:
The period of her standing perfect is;
Her hour-giass not a mivute short doth miss.
The end, O Lord, is come; then let no more
Mischief still trinnaph, bad the goed devoyr;
Bat of thy word since constant, true thoo art,
Give guod their guerdon, wicked doe desert.”’

Sbe said: throaghoat the shining palace went
A murmaur soft, sach as afar is seat
By musked zephyrs’ sighe along the main;
Or when they curl some flow’ry lew and plain:
One was their thought, coe their intention, will;
Norcould they err, Truth there residing stills
All, mov'd with zeal, as one with cries did pray,
% Hasten, O Lord! O hasten the lsst day!”

Look how a generous prince, when he doth hear
\Some loving city, and to hitn mest dear,
Which wont with gifts and shows bim entertain
‘(And, as a father’s, did obey his reign,)
A rout of slaves and rascal foes to wrack,
Her buildings overthrow, ber riches sack,
Feels vengeful filmes within his'bosom hum,
‘And a just rage all respects overturn:
80 seeing Barth, of angels once the imm,
Mansions of saints, deflower’d all.by sim,
'And quite confus'd, by wretches here beneath,
The world'a great Severeign moved was to wrath,:
Tbrice did he romse himwelf, thrico from his face
Flames sparkle did-throughout the heavenly place;
The stars, thoagh fixed, in their rounds did quake;
The Earth, and earth-embracing ses, did shake:
Carmel and' Hisnus felt it; Athos’ tops
:?ghted shrink ; and near the Pthiops;

as, the Pyrenees, the Apenuine,

And lofty.Gramplus, whieli witht snow doth shine:
Thea to the synod of the sp'rits he swore,
Man’s care 'should end; and time should be nomore,
By his own veif he swore of perfect worth,
Straight to perform his word sent sngels forth,

There lies anisiand, where the radiant Son,
When he dotb to the northern tropics run,
Of six long moneths makes one tedious day ;
And when throngh southern signs be holds his way,
Six moneths turneth in one loathsome night,
(Nigtrt neither here is fair, nor day hot-bright,
But balf white, and half more) where, sadly clear,
8till coldly gfance the beams of either Bear—
The frosty Groen-land. On the lonely shore
The ocean in mowntains hoarse doth roar,
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And over-tambling, tambling over rocks,
Cast various rainbows, which in froth he chokes:
Gulpbs all abont are shrunk most ltnngcly steep,
Than Nilus’ cataracts more vast and
To the wild land beneath to meake a shade,
A mountain lifteth vp his crested head :
His locks are icicles, his brows are snow;
Yet from his burning boweis deep below,
Comets, far-laming pyramids, are driven,
And whymoteon,btheeopofﬂnm
No-umma- here the jovely gras forth brings,
Nor trees, 0o, not the y cypreas springs.
Cave-loving Echo, daughter of the air,
By human voice was never waken'd here :
Jnstead of night’s black bird, and plaintful owl,
Infernal furies here do yell and howl.
A mouth yswus ia this height so hlack, obscure
With vapours, that no eye it can endare :
Great Etna’s caverns never yet did make
Sach sable damps, though they be hideous hlack ;
Stern horrours here eternally do dwell,
And this 'gulf destine for a gate to Hell :
Forth froth this place of dread, &rt.h to appal,
‘Three furies rushed at the angel’s call.
One with long tresses doth her visage mask,
Her temples clouding in a borrid cask ;
Her right hand swings & brandoa in the air,
‘Which flames snd terrour hurleth every where;
Pood’rous with darts, her lef doth bear a shield,
‘Where Gorgon's head Jooks grim in sable field
Her eyes hiaze fire and blood, each hair ’stills blood,
Blood thrills from either pap, and where she stood
Blood’s liquid coral sprang her foet beneath;
‘Where she doth stretch her arm is blood and death.
Her Stygisn bead no sooner she uprears,
‘When Earth of swords,helms, IWI'IIghtlppun
'Fo be deliver’d; and from out her womb,
In flame-wing’d thunders, artillery doth come ;
Floods’ silver streams do take a blushing dye;
The plains with breathlesa bodies buried lie ;
‘Rage, wrong, rape, sacrilege, do ber attend,
Fear, discord, wrack, and woes which have no end:
Town ig by town, and prince by prince withstood §
Earth turns ai hideous shamble, a lske of blood.
The next, with eyes sunk hotlow in her brum,
Lean face, suarl’d hair, with black and empty veins,
Her dry’d-up bones scarce cover'd with ber skin,
Bewraying that strsnge structure bailt within ;
Thigh-bellyless, most ghastly to the sight,
A wasted skeleton resembleth right.
Where she doth roem in air faint do the birds,
Yawn do earth’s ruthless brood and harmless berds,
The wood’s wild forragers do howi and roer,
The bumid swimmers die along the shore :
Tu towns, the living do the dead up eat,
Then die themselves, alas ! and, waiting meat,
Mothers not spare the birth of their own wombs,
But torn those nests of |ife to fatal tombs.
Lnt did 3 saffron-colonr’d bag come out,
With agoomb'd bair, brows bgnded all about
With dusky clouds, in ragged meutle clad,
Her breath with stioking fumes the air bespte.d ;
In either hand she held a whip, whose wires )
Stili'd ronon, blaz'd with Phiegethontal fires.
Relentless, she each state, s¢x, age, defiles,
Earthstreams with gom.bumvnhqvemdbcih;
‘Where she repairs, towns do in deserts tum,
The living bave no pause the dead to mourn;
The friend, ah ! dares not lock the dyiog eyes
Of his belov'd; the wife the husband fligs;

Men basilisks to men prove, and by breath,
Than lead or steel, bring worse and swifter desth:
No cypress, obsequies, no tomb they have ;
The sad Heaven mostly serves them flor a grave.
These over Earth tumultoously do rem,
South, north, from rising to the setting Som ;
They sometime part, yet, than the winds morefieet,
Forthwith together in one place they meet.
Great Quinray, ye it know, Susania’s pride,
And yon where stately Tiber's stremsns do glide;
Memphis, Parthenope, ye too it know,
And where Euripus’ seven-fold tide doth flow :
Ye know it, empresses, ou Thames, Rhone, Seine;
Andye,hn-l' ecns, by Tagus, Deaube, Rbine;
Though they do scour the Earth,roam far and lnrge,
Not thus content, the angels leaye their charge :
We of her wreck these siender signs may name,
By greater they the judgment do prociain.
This centre’s centre with a mighty blow
One bruiseth, whose crack’d concaves Joudey Jow,
And rumble, than if all th’ astillery
On&rthdnchr;’duto-oewmnd:ety.
Hermﬁm-hkn,hermmth_l
Tum topay-turvy, of beights making plain:
Towns them ingulf ; nndhmwhueto-alddn-d
Now nought remaineth but a waste of sand:
With turning eddies seas sink under grousd,
'And in their fioating depth are valleys found ;
Lntevhuumthfounym'n.mtﬂﬁdm-,
Now fishy bottoms shine, and mossy caves.
The mariner casts an amazed eye
On his'wing’d firs, which bedded he finds lie,
Yet can he see no shore ; but whilst he thinks,
Whathdmmththugecm&nh,
The sireams rush back again with storming tide,
And now bis ships on crystal mountains glde,
Till they be hurPd far beyond seas and hope,
.And settle on some hill or palace top ;

"Or, by triumphant surges over-driven,
Shw&t&htbarmh,nndthubehtbeﬂar-.
sky’ldoudyublumbpnm,'nhlghs
Of armed squadrons, justling steeds and knighw,

With shining crosses, judge, and

Avraigned criminals to howl and groaa, [shine

And plaints sent forth are beard : new worlds seen

With other suns and moons, false stars decline,

And dive in seas ; red comets warm the air,

And blaze, as other worlds were judged there,

O&mtheheavuﬂybo&adoduphee,

Make Sup his sister’s straoger steps to trace;

Beyond the course of spheres he drives his coach,

And near the cold Arctarus doth approach ;

The Scythian amaz'd is at such beams,

The Mauritanian (0 see icy streams ;

The shadow, which erewhile tura’d to the west,

Now wheels about, then reeleth to the east:

New stars above the eighth Heaven sparkle clesr,

Mars chops with Saturn, Jove claims Mars's sphere;

Shrunk nearer Earth, all hiacken’d now and brows,

In-madk of weeping clouds appears the Moon.

Thete gre no seasons, sutumn, sammer, sprieg,

All are stem winter, snd no birth forth bring :

Redtwthelky’lbluecurh.moethsglote,

As to propine the judge with purple robe.
Atﬂm.mmnc‘d.mth-dlndeumqu.
Earty’s pilgrims stare on those strange prodigies:

The star-gaxer this round finds truly move

In parts aod whole, yet by no skill can prove

The firmamexnt’sstay'd firmness. They which dream

An everiastingoess in warld’s vast frame,
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‘hink well some region where they dwellmay wrack,
3ut that the whole nor time nor force can shske ;
fet, frantic, muse to see Heaven's stately lights,
ske druokards, wayless reel amidst their heights.
jach as do nations govern, and command
Tasts of the sea and emperies of land,
tepine to see their countries overthrown,
\nd find no foe their fury to make known:
' Alas!" they say, ** what boots our toils and pains,
) care on Earth is this the furthest galns ?
o riches now can bribe our angry fate ;
» no! to blast oor pride the Heavens do threat :
p dast now must our greatness buried lie,
Tet s it comfort with the world to die.”
\s more and more the warning signs inorease,
Wild dread deprives lost Adam’s race of peace;
‘rom out their grand-dame Earth theyfain would 8y,
Jut whitber know not, Heavens are far and high:
tach wruld bewail and mourn his own distress;
Jat public eries do private tears snppress :
ameats, plaints, shrieks of woe, disturb all ears,
\nd fear is equal to the pain it fears.

Amidst this mass of cruelty and slights,
“his galley, fult of God-despising wights,
Phis jail of sin and shame, this filthy stage,
Vbere all act folly, misery, and rage ;
\midst those throngs of old prepar'd for Hell,
‘hose numbers which no Archimede can tell,
\ gilly crew did lurk, & barmiess rout,
Wand’ring the Earth, which God liad chosen out
T'o live with him, (few roses which did blow
\mong those weeds Earth’s garden overgrow,
\ dew of gold still'd on earth’s sandy mine,
imall diamonds in world's rough rocks which shine,)
3y purple tyrants which pursu'd and chas’d,
ivid recluses, in ly islands plac’d;
)r did the mountains haunt, and forests wild, [mild;
WNhich they than towns more harmless found and
#bere many an hymn they, to their Maker’s praise,
leach’d groves and rooks, which did resound their

lays.

VYor sword, nor famine, nor plague poisoning air,
Yor prodigies appearing every where,
Nor all the sad disorder of this all,
“ould this small bandful of the world appal ;
Bat as the flow’r, which during winter’s cold
Rans to the root, and lurks in sap uproll'd,
30 s0on as the great planet of the year
Begins the Twios’ dear mansion to clear,
Lifts up its fragrant head, and to the field
A spring of beauty and delight doth yield :
lo at those signs and apparitions strange,
Their thoughts, looks, gestures, did begin to change;
Joy makes their hands to clap, their bearts to dance,
In voice tarns music, in their eyes doth glance.

4 Whatcan,"saythey, * these changeselse portend,
Of this great frame, save the approaching end !
Past are the signs, all is perform’d of old,

Which the Almighty’s heralds us foretold.
Heaven now no loager shall of God’s great power
A turning temple be, but fixed tower;
Barn shall this mortal mass.amidst the air,
Of divine justice turn’d a trophy fair;
Near is the last of days, whose light embalms
Past griefs, and all our stormy cares becalmsa.
O happy day! O cheerful, holy day |
Which night’s sad sables shall not take away !
Farewel complaints, and ye yet doubtful thought
Crown now your hopes with comforts long time
sought ; !
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Wip'd from our eyes now shall be every tear,

Sighs stopt, since our salvation s 30 near.

Whit loog we long’d for, God st last hath given,

Earth'’s chosen bands to join with those of Heaven.

Now noble souls a guerdon just shall find,

And rest and glory be in one combin’d ;

Now, movre than in a mirror, by these eyne,

Even face to face, our Maker shall be seen.

O welcome wonder of the soul and |ith {

O welcome object of all true delight !

Thy triumphs and return we did expect,

Of all past toils to reap the dear effect:

Since thou art just, perform thy boly word ;

O come still hop'd for, come Jong wish’d for, Lord.
While thus they pray, the Heavens in flames ap

As if they shew fire’s elemental sphere; [pear-

The Earth seems in the Sun, the welkin gone;

Wonder all bushes; straight the gir doth groan |

With trumpets, which thrice louder sounds do yield

Than deaf’ning thunders in the airy fleld.

Created nature at the clangour quakes;

Immur'd with flames, Earth in & palsy shakes,

And from her womb the dust in several beaps

Takes life, and mnst’reth into human shapes:

Hell bursts, and the foul prisoners there bound

Come howling to the day, with serpents crowa’d.

Millions of angels in the lofty height,

Clad in pure gold, and the electre bright,

Ushering the way still where the Judge should move,

In radiant reinbows vault the skies above ;

Which quickly open, like a curtain driven,

And beaming glory shows the King of Heaven.
‘What Persian prince, Assyrian most renown’d,
What Scythiaa with conquering squadrbns crown'd,

Ent’ring a breached city, where conspire .
Fire to dry blood, and blood: to quench out fire;
Where cutted carcasses’ quick members reel,
And by their ruin blunt the reeking steel,
Resembleth now the ever-living King ?
What face of Troy which doth with yelling ring,
And Grecian flames transported in the air;
What dreadful spectacle of Carthage fair;
What picture of rich Corinth’s tragic wrack,
Or of Numantia the hideous sack ;
Or these together shown, the image, face,
Can represent of Earth, and plaintful case,
Which must lie smoking in the world’s vast womb,
And to itself both foel be and tomb ?
Near to that sweet and odoriferous clime,
Where the all-cheering emperor of time
Makes spring the cassia, nard, and fregrant balms,
And every hill and collin crowns with palms ;
Where incense sweats, where weeps the precious
And cedars overtop the pine and fir: [myrTh,
Near where the aged phenix, tird of breath,
Doth build her nest, and takes new life in death ;
A valley into wide and open fields
Farit extendeth * % * ¥ # &
The rest is wanting.
———
- HYMNS.
- . . N L -

Saviova of mankind ! Man Emanael !

Who sinless died for sin, who vanquish'd _Hel_l,
The first fruits of the grave, whose life did give
Light to our darkuess, in whose death we live~
O strengthen thou my faith, correct my will,

 That mino may thine obey: protect me stil},
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50 that the latter death may not devour

My soul seal’d with thy seal; 20 in the hour

Wh_ntbal':.'hmbodyunaiﬂedthymb,

gzqmﬂyjulg’d)ng!wimjudgelhﬂtme,
Judge the world with justice; by that sign

1 may be known and entertain’d for thine.

1L

Huim, whom the earth, the sea, and sky
Worship, adore, and magnify,

And doth this threefold engine steer,
Mary's pure closet now doth bear:

Whom Sun and Moon, and creatures all,
Serving at times, obey his call,

Pouring from Heaven his sacred grace,
P b’ virgin's bowels bath ta’en place,

Mother most blest by such a dower,
Whase Maker, Lord of highest power,
‘Who this wide world in hand contains,
In thy womb’s ark himself restrains.

Blest by a2 memage from Heavea
Fertile with Holy Ghost fall fraught,
Of pations the desired King,

‘Within thy sacred womb doth spring.

Lord, may thy glory still endure,

Who born wast of a virgin pure;

The Father’s and the Sp'rit’s love,
Which endless worids may not remove.

IIL

Jzsu, our prayers with mildness hear,
art the crown which virgins decks,
Whom a pure maid did breed and bear,
The sole example of her sex.

Thou feeding there wbere lilies spring,

While round about the virgins dance,
Thy spoase dost to glory bring,

And them with high rewards advance.
The virgins follow in thy ways
M« thou dost

y trace thy steps with sougs of praise,

And ip sweet hymne thy glory lb('::
Cause thy protecting grace, we.pray,

In all our senses to abound,

Keeping from them all barms which may

Our souls with foul corruption wound.

Praise, honoar, strength, and gl
To God the Pather, aod the Son,®
And to the holy Paraclete
While time lasts, and when time is done,

.

Bauion Creator of the stars,
Eternal Light of faithful eyes,
Christ, whose redemption none debars,
Do not our humble prayers despise,

‘Who for the btate of thankind grievd,
That it by death 'd should be,
Hast the diseased worid reliev'd,
And given the guilty remedy.

When th* evening of the world drew pear,
Thou as a bridegroom deign’st to come
Out of the wedding chamber dear,
Thy virgin mother’s purest womb :

To the strong force of whose high reiga
All knees are bow'd with gesture low,
Creatures which Heav’n oo Earth contain
With rev’rence their subjection show.

O holy Lord ! we thee desire,

Praise, honour, strength, and glory gresat,
To God the Father, and the Son,

And to the holy Puraclete,
Whilst time lasts, and when time is dose.

HYMN FOR SUNDAY.

O »srewr Creator of the light,

Who bringing forth the light of days,
With the first work of splendour bright
. The world didst to beginning raise ;

Who morn with evening join’d in one
Commandedst should be call’d the day -
The foul confusion now is gone ;
O hear us when with tears we peuy :

Lest that the mind, with fears full fraogbt,
Should lose best life’s eternal gains,
While it hath no immortal thought,
But is enwrapt in sinful chamos.

O may it beat the inmost sky,
AnX the reward of life possess !

May we from hurtful actions fly,
And purge away all wickedness !

Dear Father, grant what we eotreat,
And only Son, who like pow’r hast,

Together with the Paraclete,
Reiguing whiist times and ages last.

HYMN FOR MONDAY.

Garat Maker of the Heavens wide,
‘Who, lest things mix’d shou'd all confound,
The floods and waters didst divide, i
And didst appoint the Heav'ns their boand ;

Ordering where heav'aly things shall stay,
Where streams shall ran on earthly soil,
That waters may the flames allay,
Lest they the globe of Earth shoald spail.

Sweet Lord, into our minds jefuse
The gift of everiasting grace,
That no old faalts which we did use

_ May with now frauds our souls deface.
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May our true faith obtain the light,

And soch clear beams oar hearts possess,
That it vain things way benish quite,

And that no it oppress.
Dear Father, grant what we entreat, &c.

HYMN POR TUESDAY.

Gazar Maker of man’s earthly realm,
Who didst the ground from waters ulc

Which did the troubled land o’erwhelm,
And it inmovable didst make ;

That there young plants might fitly upnng.
While it with plden flow'rs attird
Might forth ripe fruit in plenty bring,
And yield sweet frait by all desir'd:

With fragrant greenness of thy grace,
Our blasted souls of wounds release,

‘That tears foul sins away may chase,
And in the mind bad motions cease.

May it obey thy heav’nly voice,
And vever drawing near to ill,

T* abound in goodoess may rejoice,
And may no mortal sin falfil.

Dear Father, &kc.

HYMN FOR WEDNESDAY.

O morv God of heav'nly frame,
Who mak’st the pole's wide centre bright,
And paint’st the same with shining flame,
Adoming it with beauteous light ;

Who framing, on the fourtb of days,
The fiery chariot of the Sun,

Appoint’st the Moon her changing rays,
And orbs in which tbe planets run;

That thou might’st by = certain bound
*Twizt night and day division make;*

And that some sure sign might be found
To show when months beginning take ;

Men’s hearts with bght.wme splendour bless,
‘Wipe from their minds spots,
Dissolve the bond of guiltiness,
Throw down the heaps of sinful blots.

Dear Father, &c.

nmn—t

HYMN POR THURSDAY.

O cop, whose forces far extend,

‘Who creatures which from waters spring
Beck to the flood dost panly send,

And up to th’ air dost partly bring ;

Some in the waters div'd,
Some playing in the Heav'ns sbove,
That natures from one stock deriv’d
May thus to several dwellings move :

Upom thy servants grace bestow,
Whose souls thy bloody waters clear,

“That they no sinful falls may know,
Nor heavy grief of death msy bear;

That sin no soal opprest may thrall,

That none be lifted high with pride,
That minds cast downwards do not fall,
. Nor raised up may backward slide.

Dear Father, &c.

HYMN FOR FRIDAY.

Gon, from whose work mankind did spring,
‘Who all in rule dost only keep
Bidding the dry land forth to brmg
All kind of beasts which om it creep;

‘Who bast made subject to man’s hand
Great bodies of each mighty tbing,

That, taking life from thy ecmmand,

They might in order serve their King;

From wus thy servants, Lord, expel

Those errours which uncleanness breeds,
Which either in our manners dwell,

Or mix themselves amoong our deeds,
Give the rewards of joyful life ;

The plenteous gifts of grace increase;
Dissolve the cruel bonds of strife ;

Knit fast the happy league of peace.
Dear Father, &c.

HYMN FOR SATURDAY.
O anrrry! O blessed light !
O Unity, most principal!
The flery Sun now leaves our sight ;
Cause in our hearts thy beams to fall:

Let us with songs of praise divine
At morn snd evening thee implore 3
And let our glory, bow'd to thine,
Thee glorify for evermore.

To God the Father glory great,

And glory to his only Som, .
And to the holy Paraclete,

Both now, and still while ages run.

HYMN UPON THE NATIVITY.
Carnist, whose redemption all doth free, .

be,
Didst spring from him by means unknown ;

'l‘hou his clear bnghtne.-, thou his Light,

everlasting hope of
Ohlerva the pray’rs which in thy sight
Thy servants through the world let fall.

Didst whilom take the natural kind,
Born of the Virgin undefil’'d.

This mnch the present day makes known,
Punmguwmtnfuuyur.
That thou from thy high Father’s throns

Te world’s sole safety didst appear.
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The highest Heaven, the earth, and seas,
And all that is within them found,
Because be sent thee us to ease,
With mirthful songs bis praise resound.

We also, vho redeemed are

With thy pure blood from sinfu] state,
For this thy birth-day will prepere

New hymns this feast to celebrate.

Glory, O Lord, be given to thee,
Whom the unspotted Virgin bore;
And glory to thee, Father, be,
And th’ Holy Ghost, for evermore.

HYMN UPON THE INNOCENTS.

Hair you, sweet babes ! that are the flow'rs,
Whom, when you life begin to taste,

The enemy of Christ devours,
As whirlwinds down the roses cast:

First sacrifice to Christ you went,
Of offer'd lambs a tender sort;
With palms and crowns, you innocent,
Before the sacred altar sport,

UPON THE SUNDAYS IN LENT.

AYMN.

0 uxxcrrue Creator, hear
Our pray’rs to thee devoutly beut,
‘Which we popr forth with many a tear
n this most holy fast of Lent.

Thou mildest searcher of each heart,

Who know’st the weakness of our strength,
‘To us forgiving grace impart,

Since we return to thee at length. *

Much have we sinned, to our shame ;
But spare us, who our sins confess ;
And, for the glory of thy name,
To our sick souls afford redress.

Grant that the flesh may be 30 pin'd
By means of outward abstinence,

As that the sober watchful mind
May fast from spots of all offence,

Grant this, O blessed Trinity !
Pure Unity, to this incline—
That the effects of fasts may be
A grateful recompense fur thine,

ON THE ASCENSION DAY,

O Jesu, who our souls dost save,
Ou whom our love and hopes depend ;
God from whom ali things being have,
Man when the world drew to an end ;

What clemency thee v-nq-uilh‘d %0,
Upon thee our foul crimes to take,
And cruel death to undergo,
That thou from death gs free might make ?

Let thine own goodness to thee bend,

That thou our sins may'st put to flight ;
Spare us—and, as our wishes tend,

O satisfy us with thy sight |

May’st thou our joyful pleasures be,
Who shall be our expected gain ;
And let our glory be in thee,
While any ages shall remain.

HYMN FOR WHITSUNDAY.

Craaronr, Holy Ghost, descend ;

Visit our minds with thy bri,ght flame ;
Aond thy celestial grace extend
*To fill the hearts which thou didst frame =

Who Paraclete art said to be,

Gift which the highest God bestows ;
Fountain of life, fire, charity,

Ointment whence ghoitly bleming floers.

Thy sevenfold grace thou down dost send,
Of God’s right hand thou finger art;
Thou, by the Father promised,
Unto our mouths dost speech impert.

In our dull senses kindle light ;
Infuse thy love into our hearts ;

Reforming with perpetual light
Th’ infirmities of Gkshly parts.

Far from our dwelling drive our foe,
And quickly peace unto us bring ;
Be thou our guide, before to go,
That we may shun each burtful thing.

Be pleased to instruct our mind,
To know the Father aund the Son §
The Spirit, who them both duth bind,
Let us believe while ages run.

To God the Father glory great,

And to the Son, who from the dead
Argee, and to the

Beyond all time imagined.

ON THE
TRANSFIGURATION OF OUR LORD,
THE SIXTH OF AUGUST.

A HYNE.

AL yon that seek Christ, let your sight
Up to the height directed be,

For there you may the sign most brigh
Of everlasting glory see. ’

A radiant light we there bebold,
Endless, unbounded, I6Rty, bigh ;
Than Heaven ot that rude heap more old
Whereia the world confus'd did lie.
The Geutiles this great prince embrace;
The Jews obey this king's command,
Promis’d to Abraham and his race
A blessing while the world shall stand.
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y mouths of propbets free from lyes,
Who seal the witness which they bear,
lis Father bidding testifies
That we should him believe and hear.

flory, O Lord, be given to thee,

Who bast appear’d upou this day ; ,
nd glory to the Father be,

And to the Holy Ghost, for aye.

ON THE
'EAST OF ST. MICHAEL THE ARCHANGEL

‘o thee, O Christ ! thy ¥ather’s light, .
ife, virtue, which our heart inspires,

n presence of thine angels bright,

Ve sing with voice and with desires:

Jurselves we mutaally invite,

"o melody with answering choirs.

Vith revereace we these soldiers Pnile,
¥Vho vear the heavenly throne abide ;
ind chiefly him whom God duth raise,
{is strong celestial bost to guide—
dichael, who by his power Jismays

\nd beateth down the Devil’s pride.

PETER,
APTER THE DENLAL OF HI$ MASTER.

Lixs to the solitary pelican,

The shady groves, 1 haunt, and deserts wild,
Amongst wood’s burgesses; from sight of man,
Prom Earth’s delight, from mine own self exil'd.
But that remorse, whbich with my fall began,
Releoteth not, nor is by change turn’d mild;

But rends my soul, and, like a famish'd child,
Remews its cries, though nurse does what she can.
Lpook how the shrieking bird that courts the night
In min’d wall doth lurk, and gloomy place :

Jf Sun, of Moon, of stars, [ shun the light,

Vot knowing where to stay, what to embrace:
How to Heaven's lights should 1 lift these of mine,
3ith I depied him who made them shine !

ON THE VIRGIN MARY.

Taz woful Mary, 'midst a blabber’d band
Df weeping virgins, near unto the tree
Where God death suffer’d, man from death to free,
Like to a plaintful nightingale did stand,
Which sees ber younglings reft before her eyes,
And hath nought else to guard them, save her cries:

Love thither had her brought, and misbelief
Df these sad news, whick charg’d ber mind to fears;
But now her eyes, more wretched than her tears,
Bear witness (ah, too true !) of feared grief :
Her doubts made certain did her hopes destroy,
Abandoning her soul to biack annoy.

Long fixing downcast eycs on earth, at last
She longing them did raise (O torturing sight !)
To view what they did shun, their sole deligbt
Imbru'd in his own blood, and naked plac’d
Yo sinful eyes; naked, save that black veil
Which Heaven hirn shrouded with, that did bewail.

It was not pity, pain, grief, did possess
The wmother, but an agony more strange:
Cheeks’ roses in pale lilies straight did change;
Her sp'rits, as if she bled his blood, turn’d less;
When she him saw, woe did all words deny,
And grief her only suffer'd sigh, O my!

¢ O my dear Lord and Son !”? then she begao;

“ Immortal birth, thougb of a mortal bom; -

Eternal bounty, which doth Heav’n adom;
Without a mother, God ; a father, man!

Ah! whbat hast thou deserv'd? what hast thon

done,
Thus to be treat? Woe’s me, my son, my son !

“ Who bruis'd thy face, the glory of this all?
Who eyes engor'd, load-stars to paradise ?

| Who, as thou wert a trimmed sacrifice,

Did with that cruel crown thy brows impale ?
Who rais’d thee, whom so oft the angels serv’d,
Between those thieves who that foul death deserv'd

«“ Was it for this thou bred wast in my womb ?
Mioe arms a cradle serv’d thee to repose ?
My milk thee fed, as moming dew the rvee?
Did 1 thee keep till this sad time should come,
That wretched men should nail thee to a tree,
And 1 a wituess of thy pangs must be ?

“ 1t is not long, the way's bestrew’d with flow’rs,
With shouts toechoing Heav’'ns and mountains roll’d,
Since, as in triumph, 1 tbee did behold .

In royal pomp q')pmch proud Sion’s tow’rs :

, what a change! Who did thee then embrace,
Now at thee shake their heads, inconstant race!

¢ Eternal Father! from whose piercing eye
Hid nought is found that in this all is form’d,
Deign to vouchsafe a look unto this round,

This round, the stage of » sad tragedy:
Look but if tby dear pledge thou bere canst know,
On an unhappy tree a shameful show !

“ Ah! look if this be he, Almighty King,
Before Heav'ns spangicd were with stars of gold,
Ere world a ceoter had it to uphold,

Whom from eternity thou forth didst bring ;
Witb virtue, form, and light who did adorn
Sky’s radiant globes—see where he hangs a scorn!

¢ Did all my prayers tend to this ? Is this
The promise that celestial herald made
At Nazareth, when full of joy he sid,

I happy was, and from thee did me bless ?
How am | blest ? No, most unhappy 1
Of all the mothers underveath the sky.

“ How true and of choice oracles the choice
‘Was that blest Hebrew, whose dear eyes in peace
Mild death did close ere they saw this disgrace,

When he forespake with more than ange!’s voice;
The Son should (malice sign) be set apart,

Then that a sword should pierce the mother's heart !

¢ But whitber dost thou go, life of my soul ?
O stay a little till I die with thee !
And do I live thee languishing to see?

And cannot grief frail laws of life controul ?
If grief prove weak, come, cruel squadrons, kill
The mother, spare the Son, he knows no ill : -
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¢« He knows no ill ; those pangs, bass mes, are
To me, and all the world, save him alone; [due
But now he doth-not heat my bitter moan ;
Too late I cry, too fate I plaints renew:
Pale are his lips, down doth his head decline,
Dim turn those eyes once wogt so bright to shine,

s The Heavens wijich in their mansions constaut
‘move, -,
That4hey may not seem guilty of this critne,

Benighttd bave the golden,eye of time. ~ [prove,
Ungratafull Basth, canst .thou such shame ap-

. And seem unmov’d, this done upom thy face

Rarth trembled then, and she did hald her peace.
COMPLAINT OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Tat mothorstood, with grief confounded, °
Near the cross; her tears abounded,

While her dear son hanged was,
Throngh whese goul hey sighs forth wenting,
Sadly mourning and Jamenting,

Sharpest point of swortls did pass :

O how 12d and how distrew’d
‘Was the mother, ever-blew'd,

Who God’s only Son forth brought !
She in gtief and woes did languish,
Quaking to behold what anguish
" To her noble Son was wrought.

DEDICATION OF A CHURCH. -

Jarusarzm, thet place divine,
The vision of sweet peace is nam’d,
In Heaven her glorious turrets shine,
Her walls of living stooes are fram’d ;
‘While angels guard her on each side,
Fit company for such & bride.

She, deck’d in new attire from Heaven,
Her wedding chamber now descends,
Prepar’d in marriage to be given
To Christ, cu whom her joy depends.
Her walls wherewith she is eocloe’d,
And streets, are of pure gold compos’d.

The gates, adorn’d with pearls most bright,
The way to hidden glory show;
And thither, by the blessed might
Of faith in Jesus’ merits, go
All these who are oo Earth distrem'd,
Because they have Christ's name profess’d.

These stones the workmen dress and beat,
Before they throughly polish’d are;

Then each is in his seat
Establisk’d by the builder’s care,

In this fair frame to stand for ever,

80 join'd that them no force can sever.

To God, who sits in highest seat,
Glory and given be;
To Father, Som, and Paraclete,
‘Who reign in equal dignity ;
‘Whose boundiess pow'r we still adore,
And sing their praise for evermore.

DRUMMOND’S POEMS.

b SONNETS AND MADRIGALS.

-

————————
H

- SONNET.

Lxr Fortune triumph now, and 1o sing, {
Sith [ must fall beneath this load of care 3 .
Let her w 1 prize of ev’ry thing "
Now wicked trophies in her temple rear.

Sbe who bigh palmy empires doth not spare,

And tramples in the dust the proudest king 5

Let her vaunt how my bliss she did wpair,

To what low ebb she now my Sow doth briag:

Let her count how (a new Ixion) me

She in her wheel did turm; how high or low 1
I never stood, but more to tortar’d be.

Weep soul, weep plaintful soul, thy sorvows know ;
Weep, of thy tears till a black river swell,
Which may Cocytus be to this thy Hell,

SONNET.

O wiexT, clear night, O dark and gloomy day!
O wocful waking! O spul-pleasing sleep !

O sweet conceits which fu my brains did creep! "
Yet sour conceits which went so s00m away. !
A sleep 1 bad move than poor words can sey ;

For, clos’d in arms, methought I did thee keep, F
A sorry wretch plung’d in misfortunes deep.

Am I not wak’d, when light doth lyes bewray ?

O that that night had ever still been biack ! 4
O that that day bad never yet begun ! ‘
And you, mine eyes, would ye no tinee saw san ! .
To have your sun in such & zodiac:
Lo, what is good of life is but = dream,
When sorTow is & never ebbing stream.

SONNET. q

grievous is my pain, su peinful life,

hat oft | find me in the arms of death;

Bat, breath belf gone, that tyrant called Death,
Who othbrs kills, restoreth me to life:

For while I thiok how woe shal end with life,
And that I quiet peace shall *joy by death,

That thought ev’n doth o’erpow’r the pains of deth,
And call me home again to loathed life:

Thus doth mine evil transcend both life and death,
While no death is 50 bad as is my life,

Nor no life such which doth not end by death,
And Protean changes tum my death and life:

O happy thase who in their birth find death,
Sith bat to languish Heaven affordeth life.

— |
SONNET. |
Iwn:tbenight,yatdoﬁo‘ndaymehib, :
The Pandionian birds I tire with mosxs; i
The echoes even are wearied with my groams,
Since abeence did me from my biiss divide. !

=13
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Zach dream, exch toy, my reason doth affright ;
\nd when remembrance reads the curious scroit
Df past contentments caused By her sight,
Then bitter anguish doth invade my soul,
M hile thus 1 live ectipsed of ber light.
D me ! what better am I than the mole?
Dv those whose wénith is the only pole, -
N hose hemisphere is hid with so long night
hve‘tbltinenthhemthc_yhopeiormn;
" pine, and find mine éndless night heguy.

. . e

MADRIGAL.

>oox turtle, thow bemoans -

The loss of thy dear love, N

And I for mine send forth these smoaking groans.
Juhappy widow'd dove !

While all about do sing,

at the root, thon on the branch-above, .
Zven weary with our mosss the gandy spring ;
rettba.cnrph'am'edonotqe;ndinvdn,
lith sighing zephyrs answer us again.

SONNET,

\s, in s dusky and tempesthous night,

\ stay is wout to spread her locks of gold,

And ‘while ber pleasaut rays abroad are roli'd,
lome spiteful cloud doth rob us of her sight:
?air soul, in this black age sb shin’d thou bright,
\nd made all eyes with wooder thee behold §
fill ngly Death, depriving us of light,

n his grim misty arms thee did enfold.

Mho more shall vaunt true beauty here to see ?
Nhat hope doth more in any heart remain,
[hat such perfectiobs shall his reason rein,

f beanty, with thee bomn, too died with thee ?
Norld, plain no more of Love, nor count his harms;
Nith his pale trophies Death has hung his arms.

MADRIGAL

¥Ras not henoeforth death,
lith after this departure yet 1 breathe.
4t rocks, and seas, and wind,
Their highest treasons show;
£t sky and earth combin'd
itrive (iftbeycn)wend my life and woe §
lith grief cannot, me nothing ¢an o’erthrow;
Jr, if that aught can cause my fatal lot,
t will be whea I hear 1 am forgot.

MADRIGAL.

‘mrrons, which bounding dive

‘hrough Neptune's liquid plain,

Vhen as ye shall arrive

Vith tilting tides where silver Ora plays,
«d to your king his wat'ry tribute pays,
‘ell bow | dying live,

nd burn in midst of all the coldest main.
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TNTER VITARVAM BT NEBERNAM.

Nyurnaz, quis colitishighissima monte Fifaea,

Seu vos Piticawema tenent, sep Crelia crofta, . -
Sive Aunstrate domus, ubi n-tﬁaddocm in undis,
Codlineusque ingens, ubiPlencca et Sketta pererrant.
Per tostam, et scopulis Lobster moni 'in' odis
Creepat, et in mediis ludit Whitenius undis :

Et vos Skipperii, soliti qui per maté om
Valde procul lanchare foris, iterumque redire,
Linqguite skellatas botas, shippasque picatas,
Whistlantesque simul fechumontc bloodaam,
Fechtam terribilem, qusm |averat omnis
Banda Deum,quoque Nympharum Cockelshelearum
Maia ubi sheepifeda, atque ubi Solgoagifera Bassa
Swellant in pelago, ¢um Sol bootatus Edenum .
Postabat radbis madidis et shouribus stris, -

vas8ssnase asactrscense

tecraerensas vesvsesrensernntnassMenasanesans Moveseaniveasees
Quo viso ad fechtse noisam cecidere volucres -
Ad tervam, cecidere grues, plish plashque deders
Solgoose in pelago prope littora Bruntiliana ;
Sea-sutor cbstupuit, summique in margine saxi
Scartavit preelustre caput, wingasque flapavit ;
Quodque magis, alte volitans Heronius ipse
Ingemioans clig clag mediis shitavit in undis.

N a principio Storiam tellabimus omwem,
Mackreliam ingentem turbam Vitarva per
Neberne marchare fecit, et dixit ad itios,
“ [te hodie armati greppis, dryvate caballos
Nebernse per crofta, atque ipsas ante fenestras.
Quod si forte ipsa Neberna venerit extra,
Warrantabo omnes, et vos bene defendebo.”
_ Hic aderant Geordy Akinhedius, et little Johnus,
Et Jamy Richsus, et stout Michel Hendersonus,
Qui jolly tryppas ante alios dansare solebat,
Et bobbare beoe, et lassas kissare benaeas;
Duncan Olyphautus, valde stalvartus, et ejus
Filius eldestus jolyboyus, atque oldmoudus,
Qui pleagham longo guddo dryvare solebat;
Et Rob Gib wantouus homo, atque Oliver Hutchin,
Et ploucky-fac’d Watty Strang, atque in-kneed Al-

sinder Atken [nium,
Et Willy Dick heavy-arstus homo, pigerrimus om-
Qui tulit in pileo magnum rubrumque favorem,
Valde lethus pugnare, sed bune Corngrevius heros
Noutheadum vocavit, atque illum forcit ad arma.
Insuper hic aderant Tom. Taylor, et Hen. Wat-
sonus,

Et Tomy Gilcbristus, et fool Jocky Robinsonus
Andrew Alshenderus, et Jamy Tomsonus, et unus
Norland-boraus homo, valde valde Anticovenanter,
Nomine Gordonus, valde blackmoudus, et alter
(Deil stick it ignoro nomen) slavry beardius homo
Qui pottas dightavit, et assas jecerat extra.

Denique pre reliquis Geordeum affatur, et inquit,
Georde mi formape, inter stoutissimus ompes,
Huc ades et crook-saddelos, hemm:  creilesq
Brechemmesque simul ompes bindato jumentis ;
Amblentemque meum naggum, fattumque meriti
Cursorem, et reliquos trottantes sumito averos.
In cartis yokkato omnes, extrahito muckam
Crofta per et riggas, atque ipsas ante fenestras
Nebern, et aliquid siu ipsa contra loquatur,
In sydis ta pone manus, et dicito fart jade.

Nec mors, formannus cunctos flankavit averos,

Workmannosque ad workam omnes vocavit, et illi
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Extemplo cartas beae fillavere jigantes:
Whistlavere viri, workhorsosque ordine swieros
Drivavere foras, donec iterumque iterumque
Fartavere omnes, et sic turba horrida mustrat,
Haud aliter quam si cum multis Spinola troupis
Proudus ad Ostendam marchaaset fortiter urbem.
Interea ante alios Dux Piper Laius heros '
Praecedens, magnamque gerens cumburdine pypam
Incipit Harlai conctis sonare batellam.
Tunc Neberna furens yettam ipsa egressa, vidensque
Muck-cartas trausire viam, valde angria facta
Non tulit affrontam tantam, verum, agmine facto,
Convocat extemplo Barowmannos atque Ladsscs,
Jackmaonumque, Hiremannos, Pleaghdrivsters at-
que Pleaghmannos,
Tamlantesque simul reekoso ex kitchine boyos,
Hunc qui distiferas tersit cam dishclouty dishas,
Huoc qui gruelias scivit bene lickcere plettas,
Et saltpannifumos, et widebricatos fisheros,
Hellmosque etiam salteros duxit ab antris,
Coalheughos nigri girnantes more Divelli,
Lifeghardamque sibi s@vas vocat improba. lassas,
Maggeam magis doctam milkare cowsas,
Et doctam sweepare fi , et sternere beddas,
Queque uovit spinnare, et longas ducere threedas;
Nensmem, claves bene quse keepaverat omoes,
Yellantemgue Elpen, longobardamque Anapellam,
Fartantemque simul Gyllam, gliedamque Katzam
Egregie indutam blacko caput sooty clouto ;
Mammepamque simul vetulam, qu sciverat apte
Infantam teperas biande oscularier arsas ;
Quasque lanam cardare solet greasy-fiogria Betty.

Tum demum hungrseos veatres Neberna gruelis
Farsit, et guttas rawsuinibas implet amaris,
Pustea newbarme ingentem dedit omaibus haustam,
Staggravere omnes, grandesque ad sydera riftas
‘Barmifumi attollunt, et sic ad preelia marcbant.
Nec mora, marchavit foras longo ordine turma,
Ipsa prior Neberna suis stout facta ribaldis,
Rustzum manibus gestans furibunda guleum:
Tandem Mackreilios vocat ad pell-mellia fiaidos.
% [te, ait, uglmi Fellows, si quis modo posthac
Muckifer has nostras tentet crossare fenestras,
Juro quod ego ejus longum extrahabo thrapelium,
Et totam rivabo faciem, luggasque guleo boc
Bx capite cuttabo furox, totumque videbo
Heartbloodom fluere in terram.” Sic verba finivit.
Obstupuit Vitarva dia dirtBuida, sed inde
Couragium accipiens, Muckreilios ordine cunctos
Middini in medio faciem turnare coegit.

O qualem primo fleuram gustasees in ipso
lhtugli onsetto ! Pugnat Muckreilius Hevos
Fortiter, et Muckam per posteriora cadentem
In creilibus shoolare ardet.  Sic dirta volavit.

O quale hoc burly burly fuit, si forte vidisees
Pypantes arsas, et flavo sanguine breeckas )
Dripantes, bominumgue heartas ad preelia faintas !

DRUMMOND'S POEMS,

O qualis firy fary fuit, namque alteri nemo
Ne vel footbreddum yerds yieldare volebat,
Stout erat an:bb quidem; vahleque hardhessta ca- -
terva ! ot

‘| Tum vero e medio Muckdryvster prosilit omes

Gallauntseus homo, et greppam minstur in ipsam
Nebernam, (quoniam misere scaldaverat ommes)
Dirtavitque totam peticotam gutture thicko,
Pearlineasque <jus skirtas, silkamque gownaam,
Vasquineamque rabram Mucksherda begariavit.
Et tung ille fuit valde faintheartus, et ivit
Valde procul, metuens shottam woundumque pro-
fundum.
Sed nec valde procul foerat revengia ig illam ;
Extemplo Gilleea ferox invasit; et ejos-
In faciem girpavit atrox, et Tigrids-facta
Bublentem grippans berdam, sic dixit ad iltum :
Vade domum, filtheee nequam, aut te iotericiabo.
Tunc cum gerculeo magnam fecit Gilly whip-
pum,
Ingentemque manu sherdam levavit, et ommem
Gallantwi hominis gashbeardam besmeariavit;
Sume tibi hoc, inquit, sneezing valde operativum,
Pro premio, Swingere, tao ; tum denigoe Seido
Ingeatem Gilly wamphra dedit, validamque ne-
. vellam,
Ingeminatque iterum, donec his fecerit ignem
Ambobus fogere ex oculis ; sic Gylla triamphat.
Obstupuit bombaizdus homo, backumque repeste
Tarnavit velati nasus bloodasset ; et O fy!
Ter quater exclamat, et 3 quam frede neezavit !
Disjurtiumque omne evormuit valde hungries bomo,
Lausavitque supra atque infrs, miserabile visa,
Et luggas necko imponexs, sic cacurrit absens ;
Non audens gimpare iteram, ne worsa talimet.
Ha:c Neberna videns yellavit turpia verba,
Et fy, fy! exclamat, prope nunc victoria losta est.
Nec mora, terribilem fillavit dira canooem,
Elatisque hippis magno cam murmure fartam
Barytonam emisit, veluti Monsmegga cracawet.
Tum vero quackarunt bostes, flightamque repeate
Sumpserunt, retroepexit Jackmannus, et ipse
Sheepheadus metuit sonitumque ictumgae baleti.
Quod si king Spanius, Pbilippas nomine, septesr
Hisce consimiles habuisset forte cananes
Batterare Sluissam, Sluissam dungasset in assam.
Aut si tot magnus Lodovicus forte dedisset
[bgentes fartas ad meenia Moittalbana,
Ipsam continuo townam dungasset in yerdam :
Exin Corngrevius, wracco ommis tendere videes,
Counsiliumque meam si non accipitis, inquit,
Palchras scartabo facies, et vos worriabo -
Sed needlo per seustram broddatos, inque privatas
Partes stobbatus, greitans, lookansque grivate,
Barlafumel clamat, et dixit, O Deus ! O God!
Quid multis ? sic fraya fuit, sic guisa peracta est,
Una nec interea spillata est droppa cruocis.

END OF VOL. V.
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