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THE

LIFE OF CHARLES COTTON.

-BY MR, CHALMERS,

THis poet was the son of Charles Cotton, esq.* of Beresford, in Staffordshire, a
" man of considerable fortune and high accomplishments. Lord Clarendon says, he
* had all those qualities which in youth raise men to the reputation of being fine
gentlemen : such a pleasantness and gaiety of humour, such a sweetness and gentlenesg
of nature, and such a civility and delightfulness in conversation, that no man in the
court, or out of it, appeared a more accomplirhed person: all these extraordinary
qualifications being supported by as extraordinary a clearness of courage, and fear-
lessness of spirit, of which he gave too often manifestation. Some unhappy suits in
law, and waste of his fortune in those suits, made some impression upon - his mind;
which being improved by domestic afflictions, and those indulgencies to himself which °
naturally attend those afflictions, rendered his age less reverenced than his youth had
been; and gave his best friends cause to have wished that. he had not lived so long®.”
~ His son, who inherited many of these characteristics, was born on the 28th of
April, 1630, and educated at the university of Cambridge, where he had for his
tutor Mr. Ralph Rawson, whom he celebrates in the translation of an ode of Johannes
Secundus. At the university he is said to have studied the Greek and Roman classics
with distinguished success, and to have become a perfect master of the French and
Italian: languages. It does not appear, however, that he took any degree, or studied
with a view to any learned profession; but after his residence at Cambridge, travelled
into France and other parts of the continent. On his return, he resided during the
greater part of his life at the family seat at Beresford.

In 1656, when he was in his twenty-sixth year, he married Isabella, daughter of
sir Thomas Hutchinson, knight, of Owthorp, in the county of Nottingham, a distant
relation, and took her home to his father’s house, as he had no other establishment.
On his father’s death, in 1658, he succeeded to the family estate, encumbered by

those imprudencies noticed by lord Cla.rendon, from which it does not appear that he
was ever able to relieve it.

' Who was the son of sir George Cotton, of Hampshire, and married the only child of sir John
Stanhppe, of Elvaston, by his first wife, Olive, heiress of Edward Beresford, esq. of Beresford. —
‘Topographer, vol. HI. Suppl. 35. C.

2 Continuation of the Life of Lord Clarenden. The other particulars of Cotton’s life are taken from

- the Biog. Brit. and from sir John Hawkins’ sccopnt of hun prefixed to the Second Part of the Complete
Angler. C
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From this time, almost all we have of his life is comprized in 2 list of his variom
publications, which were chiefly translations from the Freuch, or imitations of the
writers of that nation. In 1663, he published Mons. de Vaix’s Moral Philosopby of
the Stoics, in compliance, sir John Hawkins thinks, with the will of his father, who
was accustomed to give him themes and authors for the exercise of his judgment and
Jearning. In 16635, be translated the Horace of Corneille for the amasement of his
sister, who, in 1670, consented that it should be printed. In this attempt he suffered
little by being preceded by sir William Lower, and followed by Mrs. Catherine
Phiflips. In 1670, he published a translation of the Life of the Duke of d’ Espernon;
and about the same time, his affairs being much embarrassed, he obtained a captain’s
commission in the army, and went over to Ireland. Some adventures he met with
on this occasion gave rise to his first burlesque poem, entitled A Voyage to Ireland,
in three cantos. Of his more serious progress in the army, or when, or why be left
it, we have no account. ° ‘

In 1674, be published the translation of the Fair One of Tunis, a French novel;
and of the Commentaries of Blaise de Montluc, marshal of France: and in 1675,
The Planter’s Manual, befng instructions for cultivating all corts of fruit trees. In
1678 appeared his most celebrated burlesque performance, entitled Scarronides, or
Virgil Travestie: a Mock Poem, on the First and Fourth Books of Virgil’s ZEneis, in
-English Burlesque.” To this was aftcrwards added, * Burlesque upon Burlesque, or
the Scoffer scoffed: being some of Lucian’s Dialogues newly put into English
fustian.” .

In 1681, he published The Wonders of the Peak, an original poem; which, how-
ever, proved that he had not much talent for the descriptive branch of poetry. His
next employment was a translation of Montaigne’s Essays, which was highly praised
by the marquis of Halifax, and has often been reprinted, as conveying the spirit and
sense of the original with great felicity. His style certainly approaches very closely to
the antiquated gossip of that * old prater.”

The only remaining production of our author is connected with his private history.
One of his favourite recreations was angling, which led to an intimacy between him
and honest Isaac Walton, whom he called his father. His house was situated on
the banks of the Dove, a fine trout stream, which divides the counties of Derby and
Stafford. Here he built a little fishing house dedicated to anglers, piscutoribus sa-
crum, over the door of which the initials of the names of Cotton and Walton were
united in a cypher. The interior of this house was a cube of about fifteen feet, paved
with black and white marble ; the walls wainscoted, with painted pannels represent.
ing scenes of fishing: and on the doors of the beaufet were the portraits of Cotton
and Walton. His partnership with Walton in this amusement induced him to write
Instructions how to angle for a Trout or Grayling, in a clear Stream, which have
since been published as a second part, or Supplement to Walton’s Complete Angler.

At what time his first wife died, is not recorded. His second was Mary, countess
dowager of Ardglass, widow of Wingfield, lord Cromwell, second earl of Ard-
glas *, who died in 1649. She must therefore have been considerably older than
our poet, but she had a jointure of 1500l a year, which, although it afforded him

% The Topographer, vol. iii. Sappl. 24 C.
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many comforts, was: secured from bis imprudent management. He died in the
Parish of St. James's, Westminster, in 1687, and, it would appear, in a state of
insolvency, as Elizabeth Bludworth, his principal creditor, administered to his
‘effects, his widow and children having previously renounced the administration,
‘These children were by the first wife. One of them, Mr. Beresford Cotton, pub-
lished in 1694 the Memoirs of the Sieur de Pontis, translated by his father; and
perbaps assisted in the collection of his poems which appeared in 1689*. This gen-
tleman had a company given ki in a regiment of foot raised by the earl of Derby,
for the service of king William : and one of his sisters was married to the celebrated
Dr. George Stanhope, dean of Canterbury.

The leading features of Mr. Cotton’s character may be gathered from the few cir-
cumstances we bave of his life, and from the general tendency of his works. Like-
his father, he was regardless of pecuniary concerns, a lively and agreeable companion,
a man of wit and pleasure, and frequently involved in difficulties from which he did
not always escape without some loss of character. It has been reported that on one
occasion he offnded an aunt or grandmother, by introducing, in his Virgil Travestie,
the mention of a singular ruff which she wore, and that this provoked the lady to
revoke a clause in her will by which she had bequeathed an estate to him. The lines
are supposed to be these.

And then there is a fair great ruff,
Made of a pure and costly stuff,
To wear about her highness’ neck,
Like Mrs. Cockney’s in the Peak.

But the story is probably not authentic. In his poems, we find a most affec-
tionate epitaph on his aunt Mrs. Ann Stanhope.

His fate as a poet has been very singular. The Virgil Travestie and his other
burlesque performances have been perpetuated by at least fifteen editions, while his
poems, published in 1689, in which he displays true taste and elegance, have never
been reprinted until now. The present, indecd, is but a selection, as many of his
smaller pieces abound in those indelicacies which were the reproach of the reign of
Charles 1I. In what remain, we find a strange mixture of broad humour and drollery
mixed with delicacy and tenderness of sentiment, and even with devotional poetry
of a superior cast. His Pindarics will probably not be thought unworthy of a com-
parison with those * of Cowley. His verses are often equally harmonious, while hia
thoughts are less encumbered with amplification. In his burlesque poems, Butler
appears to have been his model, but we have the Hudibrastic measure only : nothing
can be more vulgar, disgusting or licentious than his parodies on Virgil and Lucian,
That they should have been so often reprinted, marks the slow progress of the refine-
ment of public taste during the greater part of the eighteenth century : but within the
Jast thirty years it has advanced with rapidity, and Cotton is no longer tolerated. The
Travestie, indeed, even when executed with a more chaste humour than in Cotton’s
Virgil, or Bridges’ Homer, is an extravagance pernicious to true taste, and ought never
to be encouraged unless where the original is a legitimate object of ridicule.

4 This collection was made in a very slovenly manner, several of the pieces being repeated in dif*
ferent parts of the volume. C.
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POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS.

S—h—

TO €ELIA.
ons.

Give me my heart again (fair treachery)
You ravish’d from me with a smile,
Oh ! let it in some nobler quarrel die
‘Than a poor trophy of your guile.
And faith (bright Ceelia) tell me, what should

you
Who are all falsehood, do with one so true?

Or lend me yours awhile instead of it,
‘That Iin time my skill may try,
Though ill I know it will my bosom fit,
To teach it some fidelity ;
Or that it else may teach me to begin
To be to you what you to me have been.

False and imperious Ceelia, cease to be
of a conquest is your shame,
You triamph o’er an humble enemy,
Not one you fairly overcame.
Your eyes alone might have subdu’d my
heart

‘Without the ,poor confed'racy of art.

But to the pow’r of beauty you must add
The witchcraft of a sigh and tear:
1 did admire before, but yet was made
By those to love ; they fix'd me there:
I else, as other trausient lovers do,
Had twenty lov’d ere this as well as you.

And twenty more I did intend to love,
E'’re twenty weeks are past and goue,
And at a rate o modish, as shall prove
My heart a very civil o1e :
But Ob, (false fair!) I thns resolve in vain,
Unless yoa give me back my heart again.

'_ THE EXPOSTULATION.

Havz I lov'd my fair so long,
Six Olympiads at least,
And to youth and beauty’s wrong,
On virtue's single interest,
To be at last with scorn oppress'd ?
Have I lov’d that space so true,
Without looking once awry,
Lest I might prove false to you,
To whom I vow'd fidelity,
To be repay’d with cruelty ?
Was you not, oh sweet! counfess,
Willing to be so belov'd ?
Favour gave my flame increase,
By which it still aspiriog mov'd,
And had gone out, if disapprov'd.
Whence then can this change proceed ?
Say ; or whither does it tend ?
That false heart will one day bleed,
When it has brought so true a friend
To cruel and untimely end.

SONNET.

What have I left to do but die,
Since Hope, my old companion,
That train’d me froth my infancy,
My friend, my comforter is gone ?

Oh fawning, falee, deceiving friend !
Accursed be thy flatteries,

Which treacherously did intend

I should be wretched to be wise:

And 5o I am; for being taught

To kuow thy guiles, have only wrough
My greater misery and pain: .

My misery is yet so great,

That, though I have found out the cheat

I wish for thee again in vain,
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@ THE TEMPEST.

StAwDING upon the margent of the main, .
Whilst the high boiling tide came tumbling in,
I felt my Suctuating thoughts maintain
As great an ocean, and as rude, within;
As full of waves, of depths, and broken grounds,
As that which daily laves her chalky bounds.

8oon could my sad imagiuation find
A parallel to this balf world of flood.
An ocean by my walls of earth contin'd,
And rivers in the chanuels of my blood :
Discovering man, uuhappy man, to be
Of this great frame Heaven's epitome.

There pregnant Argosies with full sails ride,
To shoot the gulphs of sorrow and despair,
Of which the love no pilet bas to guide,
But to her sea born inother steers by pray'r,

When, oh ! the hope her anchor last, undone, -

Rolls at the mercy of the regent Moon.

’Tis my ador'd Diana, then must be .

The guid’ress to this beaten bark of mine,
3Tis she must calm and smooth this troubled sea,
And waft my hope over the vaulting brine :
Call home thy venture, Dian, then at last,

And be as mercitul as thou art chaste.

TO CELIA.
ODE. '

Whazn Ceelin roust my old day set,
Aund my young morning rise,

In beams of joy sa bright as yet
Ne'er bless'd a lover's eyes ?

My state is more advanc'd, than when
1 first attempted thee ;

I su’d to be a servant then,
But now to be made free.

I've serv’d my time faithful and true,
Expecting to be plac’d

Tn happy freedom, as my due,
To all the jova thou hast :

Il busbandry iu love is such
A scandal to love’s pow’r,

‘We ought not to mispend so much
As one poor short-liv'd bour.

Yet think not (sweet) I’m weary grown,
That 1 pretend such haste,

Since none to surfeit e’er was known,
Before he had a taste ;

My infant love could bumbly wait,
When young it scarce knew how

To plrad ; but, grown to man’s estate,
He is impatient now.

THE PICTURE.

How, Chloris, can [ e'er believe
The vows of women kind,
Since yours I faithless tind,
So faitbless, that you can refuse
To him your shadow, that to choose
You swore you could the substance give

—A

COTTON’S POEMS.

Is’t not enough that I mast ge
" Into another clime,
Where frather -footed time
May turn my hopes into despair,
My youthful dawn to bristled hair,
But that you add this tornent too ?

Perchance you fear idolatry

Would make the image prove

A woman fit for love ;
Or give it such a soul as shone
Through fond Pigmalion’s living stone,
That »o I might abandon thee.

O no ! ’twould fill my genius’ room,
My honest one, that when
Frailty would love again,
An, failing, with new objects burn,
Then, sweetest. would thy picture tarm
My wand’ring eyes to thee at home.

ELEGY.

Goes ! are yon just, and can it be
You shonld deal man his misery '
With such a liberal hand, yet spare
S0 meanly when his joys you share ?
Durst timerous mortality
Demand of this the resson why ?
The argument of all our ills
Would end in this, that ’tis your witls.
Be it so then, and since ’tis fit
We to your harsh decrees submit,
Farcyel all durable conteat,
Nothing but woe is permanent.
How strangely, in a little space,
{s my state chang’d from what it was,
When my Clorinda with her rays
Illustrated this bappy place?
When she was here, was here, slas !
How sadly sounds that, when she was !
That monarch rul’d ot under sky,
Who was so great a prince as 1:
And if who boasts most treasure be
The greatest monarch, [ was he ;
As seiz’d of her, who from her birth
Has been the treasure of the Earth:
Rut she is gone, end I no more
That mighty sovereign, but as poor,
Since stript of that my glorious trust,
As he who grovels in the dust,
Now I could quarrel Heav’n, and be
Ringleader to a mutiny,
Like tbat of the gigantic wars,
Aud hector my malignont stars;
Or, in a tamer metbod, sit
Sighiong, as though my heart would split ;
With looks dejected, arms across,
Mourning and wecping for a loss
My sweet (if kind as heretofore)
Can in two short-liv’d hours restore.
Some god then, (sure you are not all
Deaf to poor lovers when they call)
Commiserating my sad smart,
Touch fair Clorinda’s noble heart
To pity a poor safferer,
Disdains to sigh, unless for her!
Some friendly deity possess
Her generous breast with my distress L
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Yh ! tell her bow I sigh away

"he tedious hours of the day ;
lating all light that does not rise
‘rom the gay moruing of her eyes.
‘ell her that friends, which were to be
Yclcome to men in misery,

© me, I know not how, of late

\re grown to be importunate.

Iy books which once were wont to be
1y best beloved company, :

e (save a prayer-book for form)
eft to the canker or the worm.

{y atudy’s grief, my pleasure care,

Y Joys are woe, my despair,
ears are my driok, dmigl:p:y food,
nd my companion’s dlitude.

Night too, which Heav’n ordain’d to be
[an’s chiefest friend’s my enemy.
7hean she her sable curtain spreads,
he whole creation make their beds,
nd every thing on Earth is bless’d
7ith gentle and refreshing rest ;
mt wretched I, more pensive made
'y the addition of that shade,

m left aJone, with sorrow roar

'he grief 1did but sigh before ;

nd tears, which, check’d by shame and light,
o only drop by day, by night

No longer aw’d by uice respects,)

Jash eut in ficods and cataracts.

I} Jife, ah love, why isitso!

'0 me is measur'd out by woe,

Vhilet she, who is that life’s great light,
‘onceals htr glories from my sight.

ay, fair Clorinda, why should he,

Vho is thy virtue’s creature, be

fore wretched than the rest of men,
Vho love and are belov'd again ?

know my passion, rot desert,
las giv’n me int'rest in a heart,
ruer than ever man d,
nd in that knowledge 1 am bless'd :
"et even thence proceeds my care,

‘bat makes your absence hard to bear ;
'or were you cruel, I should be
Had to avoid your cruelty;

jut happy io an eqnal flame,

, Sweetest, thus impatient am.

‘hen since your presence can restore
fy heart the joy it had before ;
ince lib’ral Heaven never gave
'0 woman such a pow’r to save ;

‘ractise that sovereign pow’r on one
fust live or die for you alone.

TAKING LEAVE OF CHLORIS.

Jen sighs as if she would restore

‘he life she took away before ;

1 if she did recant my doom,

nd sweetly would reprieve me home:

ach hope to one condemn’d appears

'rom every whisper that he hears :
But what do such vain hopes avail,
If those sweet sighs compose a gale,
To drive me hence, and swell my sail ?

lee, seo, she weeps ! who would not swear
hat love descended in that tesr,
Yoasting him of his wounded prize
bus in the bleeding of her eyes ?
VOL VL

Or that those tears with just pretence
Would quench tlie fire that came from thence ?
But oh ! they are (which sttikes me dead)
Chrystal her frozen heart has bred,
Neither in love nor pity shed.
Thus of my merit jealous grown,
My bappiness I dare not own;
But wretchedly her favours wear,
Blind to my self, unjust to her
Whose sighs and tears dt least discovett
She pities, if not loves her lover:
And more betrays the tyrant’s skill,
Than any blemish in her will,
That thus laments whom she doth kille
Pity still (sweet) my dying state,
My fiame may sure pretend to that,
Since it was only unto thee
I gave my life and liberty s
Howe’er my life’s misfortune’s laid,

_| By love I'm pity’s object made.

Pity me then, and if thou hear
I’m dead, drop such another tear,
And I am paid my full arrear.

SONG.

Fie, pretty Doris! weep no more,
Damoa is doubtless safe on shore,
Despite of wind and wave;
The life is fate-free that you cherish,
And ’tis unlike he now shoald perish
You once thought fit to save.

Dry (sweet) at last, those twins of light,
Which whilst eclips’d, with us tis night,
And all of us are blind :

The tears that you so freely shed,

Ave both too precious for the dead,

And for the quick too kind.

Fie, pretty Doris! sigh no more,

Ibe gods your Damon will restore,
From rocks and quicksands free 3
Your wishes will secure his way,

And doubtless he for whom you pray,
May laugh st destiny.

Still then those tempests of your breast,
And set_that pretty heart at rest,
The man will soon return ;
Those sighs for Heav’n are only fit,
Arabian gums are not 30 sweet,
Nor off’rings when they burn.
On him you lavish grief in vain,
Can’t be lamented, nor complain,
Whilst you continue true :
That man’s disaster is above,

And needs no pity, that does love,
And is belov’d by you.

P

ON MY PRETTY MARTEN.

Cowme, my pretty little Muse,
Your assistance 1 must use,
And you must assist me too
Better than you use to do,
Or the subject we disgrace
Has oblig’d us mony ways.
Pretty Matty is our theme,

Of all others the supreme ;

23 ’ ]
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Sbonld we study for't a year,
Could we choose a prettier ?
Little Mat, whose pretty play
Does divert us ev'ry day,

‘Whose caresses are 50 kind,
Sweet, and free, and undesignd,
Meekness is not ;nore disarming,
Youth and modesty more charming ;
Nor from aoy ill intent

Nuns or doves more innocent :
And for beauty, Nature too

_ Here would show what she could do;

Finer creature ne'er was seen,
Half so pretty, half so clean.

Eyes as round and black as sloe,
Teeth as white as morning snow ;
Breath as sweet as blowing roses,
When the morn their leaves discloses,
Or, what sweeter you'll allow,
Breath of Vestals when they vow,
Or, that yet doth sweeter prove,
Sighs of maids who die for love.
Next his feet my praise commands,

Which methinks we should call hands,

For s0 fluely they are shap'd,
And for any use so apt,
Nothing can 30 dext’rous be,
Nor fine handed near as he.
‘These, without though black as jet,
Within sre soft and supple yet
As virgin’s palm, where man’s deceit
Seal of promise never sst.
Back and belly soft as down, .
Sleeps which peace of conscience crown,
Or the whispers love reveal,
Or the kisses lovers steal :
And of sach a rich perfume,’
As, to say | dare presume,
Will out-ravish and out-wear
That of th’ fulsome milliner.
Tail so bushy and so loog, .
(Which ¢’ omit would do him wrong)
As the proudest she of all
Proudly would he fann’d withal.
Having given thus the shape
Of this pretty little ape,
To his virtues next I come,
Which amount to such a sum,
As not only well may pass
Both my poetry and dress
To set forth as I should do't,
But arithmetic to boot.
Valour is the ground of all -
That we mortals virtues call;
And the little cavalier,
That I do present you here, .
Has of that so great a share,
He might lead the world to war.
‘What the beasts of greater size
Tremble at, he does despise,
And is g0 compos’d of heart,
Drums nor guns can make him start:
Noises which make others quake,
Serve his courage to awake.
Libyan lions make their feasts
Of subdu’d plebeian beasts,
And Hyrcanian tigers prey
Still on creatures Jess than they,
Or less arm'd ; the Russian bears
Of tamer beasts make massacres.
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. Irish wolves devour the dams,

English foxes prey on lambs.

These are all effects of course,

Not of valour, but of force ;

Bat my Matty does not want

Heart t’ attack an elephant.

Yet bis natare is so sweet,

Mice may nibble at his feet,

And may pass as if unseen,

If they spare his magazine.

Constancy, a virtue then

In this age scarce known to men,

Or to womankind at least,

In this pretty little beast

To the world might be restor'd,

And my Matty be ador’d.

Chaste he is as turtle doves,

That abhor aduit’rate loves ;

True to friendship and to love,

Nothing can his virtue move,

But his faith in either giv'n,

Seems as if "twere seal’d in Heaven.

Of all brutes to him alone

Justice is, aad favour known.

Nor is Matty’s excellence

Merely circumscrib’d by sense,

He for judgnent what to do,

Knows both good and evil too,

But is with such virtue blest,

That he chooses still the best,

And wants nothing of a wit

But a tongue to utter it:

Yet with that we may dispense,

Por his sign3 are eloquence.

Then for fashion and for mieq,

Matty’s fit to court a queen 3

All his motions graceful are,

And ail courts outshine as far

As our courtiers Peakish clowns,

Or those Peaknils northern lodns,

Which sbould ladies see, they sure

Other beasts would ne’er endure ;

Then no more they would make suit

For an ugly pissing-coat

Rammish cat, nor make a pet

Of a bawdy mamoset.

Nay, the squirrel, though it is

Pretty’st cieature next to this,

Would henceforward be discarded,

And in woods live unregarded.

Here sweet beauty is a creature

Purposely ordain’d by Nature,

Both for cleanness aud for shape

Worthy a fair lady’s lap. ) ’
Live long, my pretty little boy,

Thy master’s darling, lady’s joy,

Aud when fate will no more forbear

To lay bis hands on him and her,

E’en then let fate my Matty spare,

And when thou dy’st then turn a star.

THE NEW YEAR.

TO UR. W. T,

Hark, the cock:crows, and yen bright star,
Tells us the day bimself’s aot.far; -
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ind see where, breaking from the night,
e gilds the western bills with light.
With him old Janus does appear,
?eeping into the future year

With such a look as seems to say -
The prospect is not good that way.
[hus do we rise ill sights to see,

Jnd >gainst ourselves to prophesy,
When the prophetic fear of things

\ more tormenting mischief brings,
More full of soul-tormeating gall
Man direst mischiefs can befall.

Bat stay! but stay ! methinks my sight,
3etter inform’d by clearer light,
Discerns sereneness in that brow,
That all contracted seem’d but now :
lis reverse face may show distaste,
\nd frown upon the ills are past; -
3at that which this way looks is clear,
\nd smiles upon the new-born year.
ie looks too from a place 8o bigh,
"he yeasr lies open to his eye,

\nd all the moments open are

'o the exact discoverer ;

et more and more he smiles upon
The happy revolutign.

¥hy should we then suspect or fear
“he influences of a year

lo smiles upon us the first morm, -
ind speaks us good %0 soon as born ?

Pox on’t! the last was ill.enough,
This cannot but make better proof ;
r at the worst, as we brush’d through
"he last, why so we may this too;
ind then the next in reason should
3e superexcellently good :

Tor the worst ills we daily see,

fave no more perpetuity

“han the best fortunes that do fall;
Vhich aleo bring us wherewithal
onger their heing to support,

‘ban those do of the other sort ;

ind who has one good year in three,
ind yet repines at destiny,

\ppears ingrateful in the case,

ind merits not the good be has.

Then let us welcome the new guest,
Vith lusty brimmers of the best; -
dirth always should good fortune meet,
nd renders e’en disaster sweet :

md though the princess turn her back,
£t us but line ourselves with sack,

Ve better shall by far hold out,. -

ill the pext year she face about.

.

THE JOYS OF MARRIAGE.

How uneasy is his life
‘Who is troubled with a wife !
Be she ne'er so fair or comely,
Be she ne’er so foul or homely,
Be she ne’er so young and toward,
Be she ne’er so old and froward,
Be she kind with arms enfolding,
Be she cross and always scolding,
ﬁ:be blithe or melancholy,

e she wit or have she folly,

Be she wary, be she squand’ring,
Be she staid, or be she wand’ring,
Be she constant, be she fickle,
Be she fire, or be she ickle,
Be she pious or ungodly,-
Be she chaste or what sounds oddly :
Lastly, be she good or evil, : _
Be she saint, or be she devil ;
Yet uneasy is his life,
Who is marry’d to a wife. .
1f fair, she’s subject to temptation
If foul, herself’s solicitation, :
If young and sweet, spe is too tender,
If old and cross, no man can mend her,
If too too kind, she’s over clinging,
If a true scold, she’s ever ringing, =~ |
If blithe, find fiddles, or y’ undo Ref,
If sad, then call a casuist to her, )
If a wit, she’ll still be jeering,
If a fool, she’s ever fieering,
If too wary, then she’ll shrew thee,
If too lavish, she’ll undo thee,
If staid, she’ll mope a yesr together,
-If gadding, then to London with her,
If true, she’ll think you don't deserve her,
If false, a thousand will not serve her,
If lustfull, send her to a spittle, '
1f cold, she is for one too littley *~ '
If she be of th’ reformation, -
Thy house will be a convocation, *
If & libertine, then watch it, : '
At the window thou may’st catch it,
If chaste, her pride will still importune,
° 1f a whore, thou know'st thy fortune :
So uneasy is his life -
Who is marry’d to a wife.
These are all-extremes 1 kaow
But all womankind is so,
And the golden mien to none
Of that cluven race is known §
Or to one if kuown it be,
Yet tuat one’s unknown to me.
Some Ulyssean traveller
May perhaps have gone so far,
As U have found (iu spite of Nature)
Such an admirable creature.
If a voyager there be
Has made that discovery,
He the fam'd Odcombiad gravels,
And may rest to write his travels.
But alus! there’s no such woman,
The calamity is comwion,
The first rib did bring ig ruin,
And the rest have siice been doing,
Some by one way, some another,
‘Womau stjll is mischief’s mother,
And yet cannot man forbear,
Though it éost hiin ne’er so dear.
Yet with me ’tis out of season
To complain thus without reason, .
Since the best and sweetest faic ..
Is allotted to my share :
But alas! I love her so
. That my love creates my woe;
For if she be out of humour,
Straight displeas’d I do presume her,
And would give the world to know
What it is offends herso:

00
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Or if she be discontented,
m, ho':‘;m 1 then tormented !
am y to persuade ber
That 1 have unhappy made lier:
But if sick, I then am dying,
Meat and med’cine both defying :
80 uneasy is his life
W% is marry’d to a wife,
hat are then the marriage joys
That make such 3 mighty noise ?
All’s enclos’d in ope short sentence,
Little pleasure, great repentance ;
Yet it is s0 sweet a pleasure,
To repent we scarce bave leisure,
Till the pleasure wholly fails,
Save sometimes by intervals :
But those intervals again,
Are 30 full of deadly pain,
That the pleasure we have got,
Is in conscience too dear bought.

Pux on’t! would womankind be free,
‘What needed this solemnity,

This foolish way of coupling %0,

That ali the world (forsooth) must know ?
And yet the naked truth to say,

They are 80 perfect grown that way,

That if’t ouly be for pleasure

You would marry, take good leisure,
Since none can ever want supplies

For matural necesities ;

Withoat exposing of his life

‘To the great trouble of a wife.

Why theu all the great paios taking ?
Why the sighing ? why the waking ?
Why the riding? why the running ?
‘Why the artifice and cunning ?

Why the whining ! why the crying 2
Why pretending to be dying ?

Why all this clutter to get wives,
To make us weary of our lives,

If fruition we profess
To be the only bappiness,
How much bappier then is he,
Who with the industrious bre
Preys upon the several sweets
Of the various fiow’rs he meets,
Than he who with less delight
Dulls on one bis appetite ?

Oh ’tis pleasant to be free !
‘The sweetest Miss is liberty ;
And though who with oune sweet is bless'd
May reap the sweets of all the rest.
In her alone, who fair and true,
As love is all for which we sue,
Whose several graces may supply
The plice of full varicty,
And whose true kindness or address
Sums up the all of bappiuess;
Yet ’tis better live aiune,
Free 10 all than ty'd to one,
Since uneasy is his life
Who is marry'd tu a wife,

ODE
TO LOvs.

Gurat Love, | thank thee, now thon bast
Paid me for sll my sufi’rings past,

And wounded me with Nature's pride,
For whom more ’tis to die
Scorn’d and , than enjoy

All beauty in the world beside.

A beauty above all pretence,
Whose very are recomp
The regent of my heart is crown’d,
And now the sorrows and the woe,
My youth and folly belp’d me to,
Are buried in tbis friendly wom d.

Led by my folly or my fate,

I lov’d before I knew not what,

Aud threw my thoughts | knew not wheres
With judgment now I love and sue,
Avd pever yet perfection knew,

Until 1 cast mine eyes on her.

My soul, that was so base before
Eacb little beauty to adore,
Now rais’d to glory, does despine
Those poor and counterfeited rays
That caught me in my childish days,
And knows no power but her eyes.

Rais’d to this height, I bave vo more,
Almighty Love, for to implore
Of uiy auspicious stars ur thee,
Than that thou bow her noble mind
To be as mercifully kind
As [ shall ever faithful be.

SONG.

Sabp thoughts make haste and kill me owt,
I live tvo long in pain;
*Tis dying to be still in doubt,
Adad Death, that euds all miseries,
The chief and only favoar is
The wretched can obtain.

{ have liv’d long enough to know
That hfe is a disease,
At least it does torment me so,
That Death, at whom the happy stast,
I court to come, and with his dart
To give me a release.

1 Come, friendly Death, then strike me dead,

For all this while I die,
And bat long dying nothing dread ;
Yet being with gricf the one half slaim,
With all thy power thou wilt gaim
But half a victory.

ELEGY.
Away to th' other world, away,
In this I can no longer stay ;
1 lomg enough iv this have stay’d
To see my self poorly betray’d,
Forsaken, robb'd, and left alone,
Aud to all purposes undone.
What then can tempt me to live on,
My peace aud hopour being goue !
O yes! 1 atill am call’d upon
To stay by my sflliction.
Oh fair afflietion ! let me go,
You best can part with mie | know ;
’I'is an ill-oatur'd pride you take :
To triumph o'er the fool you make,
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And yonu lose time in trampling o’er
One, whilst you might make twenty more.
Yoar eyes have still the conqu'ring pow’r
‘They bad in that same dang’rous hour
They laid me at your beauty’s feet,
Your roses still as fair and sweet ;

And there more hearts are to subdue,
B!lt, oh! not one that's half so true.
Dismiss me then ¢’ et¢rnal rest,

I cannot live butin your breast ;
Where, banish’d by inconstancy,

The world bas no more room for me.

ODE.
TO CHLORIS.

Famn and cruel, still in vain
Must [ adore, still, still persevere,
Languish still, and still complain,
And yet a med’cine for my fever
Never, never must obtain ?

Chloris, how are you to blame,

To him that dies to be so cruel
Not to stay my falling frame,

Since your fair eyes do dart the fuel
That still nourishes my flame ?

Shade those glories of thine eye,

Or let their influeice be milder ;
Beauty and disdain destroy

Alike, and make our passions wilder,
Either let me live or die.

I have lov'd thee (let mesee,
Lord, how long a time of loving !)
Years no less thun three times three,
Still my flame aud pain improving,
Yet still paid with crueltys

‘What more wouldst thou have of me?
Sure I've serv'd a pretty season,
And so prov’d my cunstancy,
That methinks it is but reason
Love or death should set me free.

TO JOHN BRADSHAW, ESQ.

Courp yon and I our lives renew,
And be both young again,
Retaining what we ever knew
Of manners, times, and men,

We could not frame so loose 2o live,
But must be useful then,

Ere we could pussibly arrive
To the same age again

Bat youth’s devour'd in vanities
Before we are aware;

And so grown old before grown wise,
We good for nothing are ;

Or, if by that time knowing grown,
By reading books and men,

For others’ service, or our own,
*Tis with the latest then.

Happy’s that man, in this estate,
‘Whose conscience tells him still,

That though for good he comes too late,
lkl ne’er did any ill.

The satisfaction flowing thence
All dolours would assuage,

And be sufficient recompeace
For all the ills of age.

But very few, (my friend) I fear,
Whom this ill age has bred,

At need have such a comforter
To make their dying bed.

*Tis then high time we should prepare
In a new world to live,

Since here we breathe but panting air,

. Alas! by short reprieve.

Life then begins to be a paia,
Infirmity prevails,

Which, when it but begins to reign,
The bravest courage quails.

But could we, as I said, procure
To live our lives again,

We should be of the better sure,
Or the worst sort of men.

WINTER.

1 DE MONSIZUR MARIGNY,

DIRRCTED TO $IR ROBERT COKR.

Brrax Winter is from Norway come,

And such a formidable groom,

With iscled beard and hoary head,

That, or with cold, or else with dread,

Has frighted Pheebus out on’s wit,

And put him int’ an ague fit :

The Moon, too, out of rev’rend care

To save her beauty from the air,

And guard her pale complexion,

Her hood and vizard mask puts ons

Old gray-pate Saturn too is seen,

MufHied up in a great bear's skin:

Aund Mars a quilted cap puts on,

Under his shining morion :

Aud in these posting lumiaries

It but a necessary care is,

And very consonant to reason,

To go well clad in such a season.

The very Heaven itself, alas!

Iz now so pav’d with liquid glass,

That if they ha'n’t (on th’ other side)

Learn'd in their younger days to slide,

It is so slippy made withal,

They canuot go two steps but fall.

The pectar which the gods do troll,

Is frozen i’ th’ celestial bowl ;

And the cup-bearer, Ganimede,

Has capp’d his frizzled flaxed head.

The naked Gemini, God wot,

A very scurvy rheum have got;

'A’nd in this coldest of cold went}nu,h
ad not been warm wrapp’d in feathers,

Mewt:;”l heels had been, 1 trow,

Pepper'd with running kibes ere now.

Nor are these deities, whom love

To men bas tempted from above

To pass their time on Earth, more free

From the cold blast than th’ othens be.

For Truth, amidst the blust'ring roat,

Can't keep her torch from blowing euts
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Justice, since none would take her word,
Has for a waistcoat pawn’d hersword ;
And it is credibly rejated,

Her fillet’s to a quoif translated.
Fortune’s foot’s frozen to her ball,
Bright crystal from her nose does fall;
And all the work «he now intends,

Is but to blow her fingers’ ends.

The Muses have the sthouls forsook

To creep into the chimuey nook,
‘Where, for default of other wood,
(Although it goes to his heart’s blood)
Apollo, for to warm their shins,

Makes fires of lutes and violins.

The trout and grailing that did rove

At liberty, lik: swift-wing'd dove,

In ice ave crusted up and pent, -
Enslav'd with the poor elenent.

Tis strange ! but what’s more strange than these,
Thy bounties, knight, can never freeze,
But e’en amidst the frost and snow

In a continued torrent flow !

Oh! let me come and live with thee,

1 winter shall nor feel, nor see.

ON RUTT, THE JUDGE.

Rurr, to the suburb beauties full well known,
‘Was from the bag scarce crept into a gown,
When he, by telling of himself fine tales,

‘Was made a judge, and sent away to Wales :
3Twas proper and most fit it should be so, ;
‘Whither should goats but to the mountains go ?

ON S8IM AND SIMON.

Trovea Sim, whilst Sim, in ill repute did live,
He yet was but a knave diminutive ;

But now his name being swell’d two letters bigger,
Simon’s a knave at length, and not in figure.

VIRELAY.

Trovu cruel fair, I go -
To seek out any fate but thee,
Since there is none can wbund me so,
Nor that has half thy craelsy ;

Thou cruel fair, I go!

For ever then farewel |
>Tis a long leave I take: but, oh!
To tarry with thee here is Hell,
And twenty thousand Hells to go,
For ever though farewel ! .

LA’ ILLUSTRISSIMA.
ON MY PAIR AND DEAR S1STER, MRS. ANNE KING.

Orr have I lov'd, but ne’er aright, .
Till th' other day 1 saw a sight . [hg_ht.
That shot me throagh and through with congu’ring

A beanty of 50 rare a frame
As does all other beauties shame,
And renders poetry to praise it lame.

COTTON’S POEMS.

Poor sotted poets, cease to praise
YourLauras, Cynthias, Lydias,
Fondly ador’d in your mistaken days :

Tell me no more of golden hair,
Of all ill colours the worst wear,
And renders beauty terrible as fair:

Almanua’s carls are black as night,
T! whose sable ring’s a white,
Whiter thau whiteness, strikes the wounded sight.

Tell me no more of arched brows,
Nor henceforth call them Capid’s bows,

‘Which common praise to common form allows :

Hers, shining, smooth, and black as jet,
Short, thick, and even without fret,
Exceed all simile and counterfeit.

Study no more for enlogies,
For English gray, or French blue eyes,
Which never yet bug of a fool made prize:

Almanuna’s eyes are such as none
Could ever dare to gaze upon,
Bat in a trice he found his heart was gons.

Those lights the coldest blood can thaw,
And bearts by their attraction draw,
As warm chaf’d jet licks up a trembling stras.

No more for cheeks make senseless posies
Of lilies white, and damask roses,
Which more of fancy than of truth discloses:

Ja hers complexion’s mixed so,
That white and red together grow,
Like lovers’ blood sprinkied on virgin snow.

Cease, cease, of coral lips to prate,
Of rubies, and I can’t tell what,
Those epithets are all grown stale and fist :

Almanna’s rosy lips are such,
To praise them is for wit too much,
Till first inspir'd by their most blessed toach.

No more hang teeth upon a string,
And ropes of pearl for grinders bring,
Your treasure is too poor an offering :

Comparisons do hers no right,
Ivory’s yellow in their sight, {white,
Which are than all things but themselves more

No more of odours go in quest
As far as the remotest East,
Thence to perfume a lady’s rotten ehest :

Her breath, much sweeter than the spring
With all its join’d perfumes can bring,
Gives life, and bappy life, to ev’ry thing.

Tell me no more of swan-white breasts,
Which you call little Cupide’ nests,

:| In those you praise fit for such wanton guests :

Almanna’s ten times whiter are.
Than those of the su fair,
But yet, alas ! no Loves inhabit there.

Oh! set your wits no more o’ th”last
To praise a nymph’s contorted

.| By such admirers fit to be embrac’d :



Here is a shape, and such 2 one
As regulates proportion,
ud but to see is half fruition.

Tell'me no more poetic lies -
__ Of hard, cold, erusted, marble thighs,
Hopeless and fond impossibilities :
Hers, by the rule of symmetry,
Although unseen, we know mast be
Above the poor report of poetry.

‘Fell me no more of legs and feet,
‘Where grace and elegancy meet, .
But leave your lying, and come here to see't :

Here's shape, invention that disgraces,
And when she moves the charmiog Graces
3oth number, figure, and adjust her paces :

But to this shape there is a mind .
From flesh and blood so well refin’d,
s renders ber the glory of her kind.

On the world’s centre never yet
Were form and virtue so well met,
Nor priceless diamond so neatly set.

Beauty but beauty is alone,
But fair Almanna’s such a one
As Earth may glory in, and Heav’n may own.

Almanna is the only she
Deserves the gen'ral eulogy,
The praise of all the rest is poetry.

CHANSON A BOIRE.

Cowmze, let’s mind our drinking,
Away with this thinking ; .
It ne'er, that I heard of, did any one good 3
Prevents not disaster,
But brings it on faster, )
Mischance is by mirth and by courage withstood.

He ue’er can recover
The day that is over,

‘The present is with us, and does threaten no ill ;
He’s a fool that will sorrow
For the thing call’d to morrow, ~ [will.

But the hour we've in hand we may wield as we

‘There’s nothing but Bacchus

Right merry can make us,
That virtae particular is to the vine;

It fires ev’ry creatyre

With wit and good-nature; [do shine?
‘Whose thoughts can be dark when their noses

A vight of good drinking
Is worth a year's thinking,
There's nothing that kills us so surely as sorrow ;
‘Then to drown our cares, boys,
Let’s drink up the stars, boys,
Each face of the gang will a sun be to morrow,

THE ANGLER’S BALLAD.

Away to the brook,
All your tackle out fook, .
Here's & day that is worth a year’s wishing ;
See that all things be right,
For 'tis a very spite .
Toe want teols when a man goes a fishing.
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Your rod with tops two,
For the same will not do,-
If your manner of angling you vary ; .
And fall well you may think, ’
If you troll with a pink, ’
One too weak will be apt to miscarry.

Then basket, neat made
By a mastcr in’s trade,
In a belt at your shoulders must dangle;
For none e’er was so vain
To wear this to disdsin,
Who a true brother was of the angle.

Next, pouch must not fail,
Stuff’d as full as a mail
With wax, crewels, silks, hair, furs, and feathers,
To make several flies
For the several skies,
That shall kill in despite of all weatbers.

The boxes and books
Por your lines and your hooks,
And, though not for strict need notwithstanding,
Your scissors, and your houe
To adjust your points on,
- With a net to be sure for your landing.
All these being on,
*Tis high time we were gone,
Down, and upward, that all may have pleasure;
Till, here meeting at night,
We shall have the delight -
To discourse of ous fortunes at leisure,
The day’s not too bright,
And the wind hits us right, .
And all pature does seem to invite us ;
We have all thiogs at will
For to second our skill,
As they all did conspire to delight us,

Or stream now, or still,
A large pannier will fill,
Tront and gratling to rise are-so willing ;
I dare venture to say .
Twill be a bloody day,
And we all shall be weary of killing.
Away, then, away,
We lose sport by delay, .
But first leave all our sorrows behind us;
If Misfortune do come, )
We are all gone from home,
And a fishing she never can find us,
The angler is free
From the cares that degree .
Finds itself with so often toymented
And although we should sjay
Each a hundred to day,
*Tis a slaughter needs ne’er be repented. .

And though we display | .

All oor arts to betray .
What were made for man’s pleasure and diet 3
Yet both princes dnd states .

May, for all our quaint baits,
Rule themselves and their peaple in quiet.

‘We scratch not our pates,
Nor repine at the rates
Our superiors impose on our living ;
But do frankly submit,
Knowing they have more wit
In demanding, than we have in giving.
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Whilst gniet we sit
‘We conclude all things fit,
Acquiessing with hearty snbmission ;
For, though simple, we know
That soft murmurs will grow
At the last unto downright sedition.

‘We care not who says,
And intends it dispruise,
That an angler ¢’ a foo] is next neighbour ;
Let him prate, what care we,
‘We’re as honest as he,
And 50 let him take that for his labour.

‘We covet no wealth
But the blessing of health,
And that greater good conscience within 3
Such devotion we bring
To our God and ouy king,
That from either no offers can win.
‘Whilst we sit and fish,
We do pray as we wish,
For long life to our king James the second ;
Honext anglers then may,
Or they’ve very foul play,
With the best of good subjects be reckon’d,

EPISTLE
TO JONN BRADSHAW, TSQ.

+ Faou Porto Nava as pale wretches go

‘To swing on fatal tripus, cven so,
My dearest friend, 1 went last day from thee,
‘Whilst for five miles the figure of that tree
‘Was ever in my gullty fancy’s eye,
As if in carnest I'd been deom’d to die
For, what deserv'd it, so unworthily
Btealing 80 early, Jack, away from thee.
And that which (as ‘twell might) increas’d my fear,
Wai the ill luck of my vile charioteer,
‘Who drove so nicely 100, t'increase my dread,
As if his borses with my vital thread
Had harness’d been, which being, alas ! so weak,
He fear'd might snap, and would not it should
Till be himself the honour kad to dv't [break,
‘With one thrice stronger, and my neckto boot,
Thus far in hanging posture then I went,
(And sting of conscience is a punishment «
On Earth, they say, the greatest, and some tell
It is moreo’er the only ope in Hell,
The worln that never (ies, being alone
The thing they call endless damnation:) -
Bat leaving that unto the wise that made it,
And knqwing best the gulph, can best evade it,
I'Hl tell you, that being pass’d thro’ Highgate, there
1 was saluted by the country air, ,
With such a pleasing gale, as made me smell
The Peak itself; nor is’t a miracle,
For all that pass that portico this way
Are transmontani, as the courtiers say ;
‘Which suppos’d true, one then may boldly speak,
That all of th’ north-side Highgate are i’ th* Peak;
And 80 to hanging when I thought to come,
Wak'd from the dyeam, I found myself at hame,

Waonder not, then, if I, jn such a case

Bo overjoy’d, forgot thee for a space ;
And but s little space ; for, by this light, .
J thought on thee again ten times ere night ;

COTTON'S POENS.

Though when the night was come, I then indeed
Thought all on one of whom I'd greater oeed :
But being now cur'd of that malady,
Pm at full Icisure to remember thee,
And (which I'm sure you long to know) set forth
In northern song my journey to the north.
Know, then, with horses twain, one sound, cee
On Sunday’s eve I to St. Alban’s came.  [lame,
Where, finding by my body’s lusty state
I could wet bold out home at that slow rate,
I found a coachman, who, my case bemoaning,
With three stoat geldings, and one able stoning,
Por eight good pounds did bravely undertake,
Or for my own, or for my mouey’s sake,
Tbro’ thick and thin, fall cut what coald befall,
To bring me safe and sound to Basford-hall.
Which haviag drénk upon, be bid good night,
And (Heaven forgive us) with the moming’s lizht,
Not fearing God, nor his vicegerent
We rvuudly rolling were the rvad to Dunstable,
Which, as they chim’d to prayers, we
And *fore elev’n ten inimutes camoe unto [through,
‘The town that Brickhill hight, where we did rest,
And din’d indifferent well, both man snd besst.
"Twixt two ad foar to Stratford, "twas well drives,
And came to Towcester to lodge at even-
Next day we din'd at Dunchurch, and did Ge
That night four wiles on our sidc Coventry.
Tuesday at noon at Lichficld town we baited,
But there yome friouds, who loag that hour hed
waited,
So long detain'd me, that my cbarioteer
Could drive that night but to Uttoxeter.
And there the Wednesday, being market-day,
1 was constrained with some kind lads to stay
Tippling till afteruoon, which made it nizht
When from my Hero’s tower I saw the light
Of her lambeaux, and fancy’d, as we drave,
Each rising hitlock was a swelling wave,
And that I swimmiug was, in Neptune's spite,
To iny long long’d for barbour of delight.
And now I’m here set down again in peace,
After my troubles, business, voyagcs,
The same dull northem clod 1 was before,
Grarvely inquiring how ewes are a score,
How the hay-harvest, and the curn was got,
And if or vo there’s like to be a rot ;
Just the same sot 1 was e’er I remov'd,
Nor by my travel nor the coart improv'd ;
The same old-fashion’d squire, no whit refin’d,
And shall be wiser when the Devil's blind :
But find all here too in the self-same state,
And now begin to live at the old rate,
To bub old ale, which nonsense does create,
Write lewd epistles, and sometimes translate
Old tales of tubs, of Guyenne, and Provence,
And keep a clutter with th’ old biades of France,
As D’ Avenant did with those of Lombardy,
Which any will receive, but none will bay,
Aud that has set H. B. and me awry.
My riverstill through the same chanuel glides,
Clear from the tumult, salt, and dirt of tides;
And my poor fishing-house, my seat’s best grace,
Stands firm and faithful in the self-same place
I left it four months since, and ten to one
I go a fishing ere two days are gone :
So that (my friend) I nathing want bat thee
To make me happy as I'd wish to be;
And sure a day will come I shall be blest
In bis en'ioymcnt whom my heayt lqves best;
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Vhich when it comes will raise me above men
3reater thay crowned monarchs are, and then
31 not exchange my cottage for Whitehall,

, the Louvre, or th’ Escarial.

ANACREONTIE.

¥rrr a bowl of lusty wine,

Briskest daughter of 1he vine;
Fill*t until it sea like flow,

Fhat my cheek may once more glow.
I am fifty winters old,

Bilood then stagnates and grows cold ;
And wheu youthful heat decays,
We must help it by these ways.

W ine breeds mirth, and mirth imparts
Heat and courage to our hearts,
Which in old men else are lead,

And uot warm'd, would sooa be dead.

Now I'm sprightly, fill again,
Rtop not though they mount to ten
“Though [ stagger, do not spare,
*Tis to rock and still my ear;
‘Though [ stammer, ’tis no matter,
¥ should do the same with water:

When I belch, [am but trying
How much better ’tis than sighing ;
2f a tear spring in mine eye,

*1'is for joy, not grief, Icry:
‘This is living without thinking,
These are the effects of drinking.

Fill amain, (boy) Gl amain,
Whitst 1 drink T fecl no pain;
Gout or palsy 1 have none,
Hang the chulic and the stone :
1 mcthinks grow young again,
New blood springs in ev'ry vein g
And supply it (sirrab!) still,
Whilst ( drink you sure way fill ;
If I nod, boy, rouse me up
‘With a bigger, fuller cup;

But when that, béy, will not do,
Faith ¢’en let me then go to;
For ’tis better far to lie

Pown w sleep, thau down to die.

BURLRSQUE.
UPON THE GRFAT FROST.
TO JORN BRADSHAW, E3Q.

You now, sir, may, and justly, woader
That I, who did of late so thunder
Your frontier garrison by th’ terry,
Shouid un a sudden grow so weary ;
Aud thence nay raise a wrong cunclusion,
That you have bobb’d my resolution ;
Or else tbat my poetic battery,

With which so smartly | did patter ye,
(Though 1 an not in that condition)
Has shot away her ammaunition ;

Or (if in kindness peradventure

¥Yon are more gentle in your censure)

That I my writing left pursuing,
*Cause I was veary of ill doing.
.Now of these three surmises any,
Except the last, might pass with many;
But such as know me of the nation,
Know I 50 hate all reformation,
Since so much harm to do 1’ve seen it,
That in myself I’ll ne’er begin it ;
Aund should you under your band give it,
Not one of twenty would believe it.
But 1 must tell you, in brief clauses,
If you to any of these causes
Impute the six weeks’ truce I've given,
That you are wide, sir, the whole Heayea :
For know, though [ appear less eager,
1 never mean to raise my leaguer,
Till or by storm, or else by famine,
1 force you to the place I am in:
Yourself sans art'cle to tender,
Unto discretion to surrender ;
Where sec what comes of your vain ; wry,
To make me lie 5o long before ye.
To show you uext ! want no powder,
1 thus begin to batter louder; .
And for the last vain hope that fed ye,
1 think I’ve answer'd it already.
Now, to be plaia, although your spirit
Will ill, I know, endure to hear it,
You must of force at least miscarry,
For reasons supernumerary :
And though I know you will be striving
To do what lies in mortal living,
And may, it may be, & month double
To lie before you give me trouble,
(Though with the stronger men but vapour ilf)
And hold out st.ff till th’ end of April,
Or possibly a few days longer ;
Yet then you needs must yield for hunger,
- When, having eaten all provisions,
You're like to make most brave conditions,
Now having friendship been so just to,
To tell you what you’re like to trust to,
I'll next acquaint you with one reason
I've let you rest so0 long a season,
And that my Muse has been so idle:
Know Pegasus has got a bridle, .
A bit and cuarb of crusted water,
Or if [ eall’t plain ice, no matter,
With which he vow is so commanded,
His days of galloping are ended,
Unless [ with the spur do prick him ;
Nay. rather though I whip and kick bim:
He, who unbidden us'd to gambol,
('an now nor prauce, nor trot, nor amble,
Nor stir a foot to take his airing,
But stands stiff froze, like that at Charing,
With two feet up, two down; ’tis pity
He's not erected in the city.
But, to leave fcoling, | assare ye
Ihere never was s0 cold a fury
Of nipping frost. and pinching weather,
Since FEve and Adam met together. ‘
Our Peak, that always bas been famous
Far cold, wherewith to cramp and lama us,
Worse than its If, did now resemble a
Certain damn’d place call'd Nova Zembla,
And we who boast us human creatures,
Had happy been had we chang'd features,
Garments at leas”, though theirs be shabled,

With those who that cold place inhabit,
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The bears and foxes, who sans question
Than we by odds have warmer vests on.
How cold that country is, he knows most
Has there his fingers and his toes lost ;
But here I know that every member
Alike was handled by December:
‘Who blew his nose had clout or fist all,
Instead of suivel £ll'd with crystal :
As men were fierce, or gentle | anded,
"Their fists were clutch’d, or palms expanded;
Limbs were extended, or coatracted,
As use or humour most affected ;
For, as men did to th’ air ex| ‘em,
It catch’d and iu that figure ‘em ;
Of which think me not over ample,
If I produce you here ple:
‘Where, though I am believ’d by scarce one,
None will, T hope, suspect the person,
‘Who, from lies he far remote is,
Will give in verbo sacerdotis.

One going to discharge at wild duck,
Had for his recompence the ill luck
(Or my informer’s an impostor)
To be in that presenting posture,
Surpris’d with his left eye fast winking,
Till by good fires, and hot things drinking,
He thaw'd, to the beholders’ laughter,
Unto itself a few hours after.
Two tawns, that long that war had waged,
Being at feot-ball now engaged
For honour, as both sides pretended,
Left the brave trial to be ended
Till the next thaw, for they were frozen
On either part at least a dozen;
‘With a good handsome space between ’em,
Like Rollrich stones, if you’ve seen ’em,
And could no more run, kick, or trip ye,
Than 1 can quaff off Aganippe;
Till ale, which crowns all such pretences,
Mull’d them agein into their senses.
A maid, compell'd to be a gadder,
T’ abate th’ extension of her bladder,
Which is an importuning matter,
Was so supported by her water,
To ease her knees with a third pillar,
‘That as she sat, the poor distiller
Look’d on the tripod, like the famous
Astrologer hight Nostradamas.
Thepe stories sound 0 very oddly,
That though men may be pretty godly,
One should though store of mustard give ’em,
Ere they expect they should believe ’emn.
But, to allure your faith = little,
What follows true is to a tittles
Qur country air was, in plain dealing,
Somc weeks together 30 congealing,
That if, as men are rude in this age,
One spit had in another's visage ;
The constable by th’ back had got bim,
For he infallibly had shot him.
Nay, friend with friend, brother with brother,
Must needs have wounded one another
‘With kindest words, were they not wary
To make their greetings sideways carry ;
For all the words tbat came from gullets,
1f long, were slugs ; if short ones, bullets.
You might have read from mouths (saus fable)
¢ Your humble servaut, sir,” in Jabel :
Like those (yet theirs were warmer quarters)
‘We see in Fox’s Book of Martyrs.

Eyes that were weak, and apt to water,
Wore spectacles of their own matter ;

And noses that to drop were ceased,

To such a longitude increased,

That whoe’er wrang for ease or losses,
Snapp’d off two handfuls of proboscis.
Beards were the strangest things, God save us!
Such as dame Nature never gave us! -
So wild, 2o pointed, and so starisng,

That T should wrong them by comparing
Hedge- hogs, or porcupiues’ small taggers,
To their more swords and daggers.
Mustachios look’d like heroes’ trophies
Behind their arms i* th’ herald’s office ;
The perpendicular beard appear’d

Like hop-poles in & hop-yard rear'ds
’Twixt these the underwoody acres

Look’d just like bavins at a baker’s,

To beat the oven mouth most ready,
Which seem’d to gape for heat already.

In mouths with salivation flowing,

The horrid hairs about ’em growing,

Like reeds look’d, in confused order,
Growing about a fish-pond’s border.

But stay, myself I caught have tripping,
(This frost is perilous for slipping)

Pve brought this stupifving weather,

These elements, too near together ;

The bearded, theréfore, look'd as Natare,
Instead of forming human creature,

So many garrisons had made us,

Our beards t' our sconces palisadoes.
Perukes now stack so firm and stedfast,
They all were riveted to head fast ;

Men that bought wigs to go a wooing,

Had them made natural now and growing :
But Jet them have a care, for truly

The hair will fall *twixt this and July.

The tender ladies, aud the lasses,

Were vitrifi'd to drinking-glasses,
Contriv’d to such an admiration,

After so odd fantastic fashion,

One scarce knew at which end to guzzle,
The upper or the lower muzzle.

The earth to that degree was crusted,
That, let me never more be trusted,

(I speak without poetic figure)

1f [ don’t think a lump no bigger

Than a good walnut, had it bit one,
Would as infallibly bave split oune,

As cannon-shot, that killing’s sure at,

Had not both been slike obdurate.

The very rocks, which in all reason
Should stoatli’st have withstood the seasom,
Repetrifi'd with harder matter,

Had no more privilege than water.

Had Pegasus struck such a mountaisn,

It would bave fail’d him for a fountain =
"Twas well Parnassus, when he started,
Prov'd to his hoof more tender-hearted,

Or else of Greece the sullen bully,

Aund Trojan Hector, had been dully

In threadbare prose, alas! related,

Which now in soug are celebrated ;

For steed poetic ne’er had whined

Greek Iliad, or Latin /Eneid:

Nor Nero writ his ribble rabbles

Of sad complaints, love, and strange fables:
‘Then too Anacreon and Flaccus

Had ne’er made odes in praise of Bacchas,
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\end taught blind harpers for their bread sneak,
Trom feast to feast to make cats dead squeak.
Nor Martial giv'n 80 great offences,
With epigrams of double senscs.
Rhywme then had ne’er been scann’d ou fingers,
No ballad-makers then, or singers,
Had e’er-been heard to twang out metre,
Music than which back-drones make sweeter :
Df poetry, that writing mystic,
There had not extant been one distich §
And, which is worst, the noblest sort on’t,
And to the world the most important
Of th? whele poetical creation,
Burlesque, had never beeu in fashion.
But how have 1 this while forgot so
My mistress dove, who went to pot too,
My white dove, that was smoking ever,
In spite of winter’s worst endeavour,
And still could s0 evade or fly him,
As pever to be pmion’d by him :
Now, numb’d with bitterness of weather,
Had not the pow’r to stir a feather ;
XV herein the nymph was to be pity’d,
‘But flagg’d her wings, and o submitted.
‘The ruffian bound though, knowing’s ietters,
Her silver feet in crystal fetters;
In which estate we saw poor Dove lie,
Even in captivity more lovely :
Bat iu the fate of this bright princess °
Reason itself, yoa know, convinces,
‘That her pinniferous fry must di¢ all,
1mprison’d in the crystal vial
And doubticss there was great mortality
Of trout and grailing of great quality,
Whom love and honour did importune
‘To stick to ber in her misfortune,
‘Though we shall find, no doubt, good dishes
Next summer of plebeian fishes ;
Or, if with greater art and trouble,
Anu old patrician trout we bubble,
In better liquor swim we’ll make him,
By odds, than that fromi whence we take him.
Now, though I have in stuff confounded,
Of small truths and great lics compounded,
Giv'n an account, that we in England
May, for cold weather, vie with Greenland,
1 ha’n’t yet the main reason given,
‘Why I so very long have driven
My answer to the last you sent me,
Which did so highly compliment me:
Know, therefore, that both ink and cotton
So desperately hard were gotten,
It was impossible by squeezing
‘To get out either truth or leasing :
My fingers, too, no more being jointed,
My love and manners disappointed ;
Nay, 1 was namb’d on that strange fashion,
1 could not sign an obligation, ’
(Though Heaven such a friend ne’er sent me)
‘Would one a thousand pounds have lent me
On my own bond ; and who is’t buckies
To writiog, pray, that has no knuckles ?
Bat now I'm thaw’d beyond all conscjence
Into a torrent of damu’d nonsense :
Yet still in this our climate frigid
Pm onk day limber, next day rigid ;
Nay, all things yet remain so crusty,
That were I now but balf so Justy
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As when we kiss'd four months agone,
And had but Dutch galloshoes on,

-At one run I would slide to Lon—

But surely this transforming weather
Will soon take Jeave for altogetber ;
Then what now Lepland seems, in May
You’ll swear is sweet Arcadia.

CLEPSYDRA.

Wav, let it ran! who bids it stay ?
Let ue the while be merry;

Time there in water creeps away,
With us it posts in sherry.

Time not employ'd’s an empty sound,
Nor did kind Heaven lend it,

But that the glass should quick go round,
And men in pleasare spend it.

Then set thy foot, brave boy, to mioe,
Ply quick to cure our thinking 3

An hour-glass in an hour of wine
Would be but lazy drinking.

The man that snores the hour-glass out
Is truly a time-waster;

But we, who troll this glass about,
Make him to post it faster.

Yet though he flies so fast, some thisk,
’Tis well known to the sages,

He’ll not refuse to stay and drink,
And yet perform his stages.

Time waits as whilst we crown the hearth,
And doats on ruby faces,

And koows that this career of mirth
‘Will help to mend our paces.

He stays with him that loves good time,
And uever does refuse it,

And only runs away from him
That knows not how to use it.

He only steals by without noise
From those in griéf that waste it,

But lives with the mad roaring boys
That busband it, and taste it.

The moralist, perhaps, may prate
Of virtue from his reading ;

*Tis all but stale and foisted chat
To men of better breeding.

Time, to define it, is the space
That men enjoy their being §

*Tis not the bour, but drinking glass,
Makes time and life agreeing.

He wisely does oblige his fate,
Does cheerfully obey it,
And is of fops the greatest, that
By temp’rance thinks to stay it.
Come, ply the glass then quick about,
To titillate the gullet ;
Sobriety’s no charm, 1 doubt,
Against a cannon bulfet.
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ECLOGUE.
SORYDOX, CLOTTEN.

CORYDON.

Riusz, Clotten, rise, take up thy pipe and play,
The shepherds want thee, ’tis Pan’s holiday ;
And thou, of all the swains, wert wont to be
The first to grace that great solemnity.

CLOTTEN.

True, Corydon; but then I happy was,
And in Pan'’s favour had a minion’s place :
Clotten had then fair flocks, the finest flecce
‘These plains ana mountains yielded then was his.
In these auspicious times the fruitfal dams
Bronght me the earliest and the kindli'st lambs ;
Nor uightly watch about them need I keep,
For Pan himself was shepherd to my sheep :
But now, alas! neglected and forgot
Are all my off’rings, and be knows me not.
The bloody wolf, that lurks away the day,
‘When night’s black palm beckons him out to prey
Under the cover of those guilty shades,
No folds but mine the rav’nous foe invades ;
And there be bas such bloody havock made,
That, sll my flock being devour'd or stray'd,
1 now bave lost the fruits of all my pain,
And am no more a shepherd, but a swain.

CORYDONK.

So sad a tale thou tell’st me, that I must
Allow thy grief (my Clotten) to be just ;
But mighty Pan has thousand flocks in store ;
He, when it pleases him, can give thee more,
And has perbaps afllicted thee, to try
Thy virtue only, and thy constancy.
Repine not then at him, that thou art poor,
*T'was by his bounty thou wert rich before ;
And thou should’st serve him at the same free rate,
When mnost distress’d, as when most fortunate.

CLOTTRN.

Thaus do the healthful still the sick advise,
And thus men preach wheu they woald fain seem
But if in my wretched estate thou wert,  {wise;
1 fear me thy philosophy would start,

And give thee o’er to an afflicted sense,
As void of reason as of patience.

Had I becn always poor, 1should not be,
Perhaps, 8o discontent with poverty,

Nor now su sensible of my disgrace,

Had I ne’er known what reputation was;
But from s0 great a height of happiness
To siuk into the bottom of distress,

Is such a change as may become my care,
And more thau, 1 confess, I well can bear,

CORYDON.

But art thou not too sensible, my lad,
Of those few losses thou hast lately had ?
Thou art not yet in want, thou still dost eat
Bread of the fluest flour of purest wheat ;
‘Who better cider drinks, what shepherd's board
Does finer curds, butter, or cheese afford ?
Who wears a frock, to grace a holiday,
Spun of a finer wool, or finer grey ?
Whuse cabin is 5o neatly swept as thiue,
With Aow’rs and rushes kept so sweet and fine ?

.| That my
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Whose name amongst our many shepberds’ swain
So great as thine is throughout sll these plains ?
Who hss 50 many friends, so foves?
Who by our bubbling fountains and green groves
Passes away the summer heats so well ?

And who but thee in singing does excel ?

So that the swains, when Clotten sings or plays,
Lay down their pipes, and listen to bis Jays.
Wherein then can consist, [ fain would know,

The misery that thou complain'st of so ?

CLOTTEN.

Some of these things are true : bot, Corydos,
That which maintain’d all these, alas ! is gome.
The want of wealth I reckon not distress,

Bat of enough to do good offices ;

Which growing less, those friends will fall away;
Poverty is the ground of all decay.

With our prosperities our friendships end,

And to misfortune no oue is a friend,

Which I already find to that degree,

old friends are now afraid of we,

And all avoid me, as good men would iy

‘The common hangman'’s shameful compeny.
Those who by foriune were advanc’d above,
Being oblig’d by my most ready love,

Shun me, for fear lest my necessity

Should urge what they’re unwilling to dewy,
And are resolv’d they will not grant ; and those
Have shar’d my meat, my money, and my clothes,
Grown rich with others’ spoils as well as mine,
The coming near me now do ail decline,

Lest share and gratitude should draw them im,
To be to me what [ 10 them have been 3

By which means | am stripp’d of all sapplies,
And left alove to my own miseries.

CORYDON,

In the relation that thy grief has made,
The world™s false friendships are too troe display'd;
But courage, man, thou bast ove fricod = store,
Will ne’er forsake thee for thy being poor =
I will be true to thee in worst estate,
And love thee more now, than when fortunate.

Ci OTTEN.

All goodness then on Farth [ see’s not lost,
I of one fricnd in misery can boast,
Which is euough, and peradventure more
Than any one could ever do before ;
And | to thee as true a friend will prove,
Not to abuse, but to deserve, thy love,

TO MY DEAR AND MOST WORTHY PRIEES,
MR. ISAAC WALTON.
WaiteT in this cold and blust’ring clime,
Where bleak winds howl, and tempests roar,
We pass away the roughest time
Has been for many years before :

Whilst from the most tempest’ous nooks
The chillest blasts our peace invade,

And by great rains our smallest brooks
Are almort navigable made: K

Whilst all the ills are so improv'd
Of this dead quarter of the year,
That even you, so much belov'd,
We would not now wish with us beve s
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In this estate, I sy, it is

Some comfort to us to suppose,
That in a better clime than this

You, our dear friend, bave more repose :

And some delight to me tbe while,
Though Natare now does weep in rain,
To think that I bave seen her smile,
And haply may 1 do agnin.
If the all-ruling Power please
We live to see another May,
‘We'll recompense an age of these
Foul days in one fine fishing day:

‘We then shall bave a day or two,
Perhaps a week, wherein to try
What the best master’s hand can do
With the most deadly killing fly :
A day withovt too bright a beam,
A warm, but not a seorching Sun,
A southern gale to curl the stream,
And (master) half our work is done.

There, whilst behind some bush we wait
‘The scaly people to betray,

‘We'll prove it just with treach’rous bait
To make the preying troat our prey :

And think ourselves in such an hour
Happier than. those, thongh not so high,

.Who, like leviathans, devour

Of meaner men the smaller fry.

This (my best friend) at my poor home
Shall be our pastime and our theme ;

But then, should you pot deign to come,
You make all this a Ratt’ring dream.

T0
THR COUNTESS OF CHESTERFIELD,
OXN THE BIRTH OP HER FIRST SON.

Mapaun, let an humble stranger
@Give you joy, without the danger
Of correction from your brow ;
And 1 fancy ’tis not easy
For the rudest to displease ye,
Y’are in 80 good an humour now.

Such a treasure you have brought us,
As i gratitude has taught us
To praise and bless your happy womb ;
And since you have oblig’d so many,
You cannot but expect sure (can ye?)
To be thank’d at least by some.
A more wish’d-for heir by Heaven
' Ne'er to family was given,
Nor a braver boy to boot ;
Finer ne’er was born before him,
One may know who got and bore him,
And now-a~days 'tis hard to do’t.

You copy well, for which the rather,
Since you so well have hit the father,
Madam, ooce more try your skill,
To bring of th'other sex another
As fair, and good, and like the mother,
And double ‘em after when you will

iy

TO CHLORIS.
STANZRS IRREGULIERS.

Lorp! how you take upon you still !
How you crow and domineer !
How ! still expect to have your will,
And carry the dominion clear,
As you were still the same that once you were !

Fie, Chloris | ’tis a gross mistake,
Correct your errour, and be wise;:
I kindly still yourkindness take,
Bat yet have leam’d, though love I prize,
Your froward humours to despise,
And now disdain to call them cruelties.

1 was a fool whilst you were fair,
And I had youtb t’ excuse it,
And all the rest are 20 that lovers are;
I then myself your vassal swear,
And could be still s0, (wbich is rare)
Nay, I could force my will
To love, and at a good rate still,
Bat on condition that you not abuse it §
1 am now master of the gate,
And therefore, Chloris, *tis too late
Or to insult, or to capitulate.

’Tis beauty that to womankind
Gives all the rule and sway,

Which once declining, or declin’d,
Men afterwards uanwillingly obey ¢

Your beauty *twas at first did awe me,

And into bondage, woeful bondage, draw me;
It was your cheek, your eye, your lip,

Which rais’d you first to the dictatorship :

But your six mooths are now expir'd,
*Tis time I now should reign ;
And if from you obedience be requird,
You must not to submit disdain,
But practise what y’ave seen me do,
And love and honour me, as I did you ;
That will an everlasting peace maintain,
And make me crown you sovereigu once again.

And, faith, consult your glass, and see
If I ba’n’t reason on my side ;
Are those eyes atill the same they use to be ?
Come, come, they’re alter’d, ’twill not be Je-
And yet although the glass be trae, [ny'd;
And show you, youa no more are you, ' .
1 know you'll scarce believe it,
For womankind are all born prond, and aever,
never leave it

Yet still you have enough, and more than needs,
To rule a more rebellious heart than mine ;
For as your eyes still shoot, my heart still bleeds,

And 1 must be a sabject still,
Nor is it much against my will,
Though I pretend to wrestle and repine :
Your beauties sweet are in their height,
And I must still adore §
New years, new graces still create,
Nay, maugre time, mischance, and fate,
You in your very ruins shall have more
Than all the beauties that bave grac'd the world
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OLD TITYRUS TO EUGENIA.

Evcenia, young and fair, and sweet,
‘The glories of the plains,
In thee alone the Graces meet
To conquer alt the swains :
Tall as the poplar of the grove,
Straight as the winged shaft of Love,
As the spring’s early blossoms white,
Soft as the kisses of the light,
Serene and modest as tbe morn,
Ere vapours do from fens arise,
To dim the glory of the skies,
Untainted or with pride or scorn, {bora.

‘D’ oblige the world, bright nymph, thou sure wast

O! be still fair, thou charming meid,
For beauty is no crime;

May thy youth's Sower vever fade,
But still be in its prime :

Be calm, and clear, and modest atill,

Oblige as many as you will,

Still, still be humble, still be swest,

By those ways ~onquer all you meet;

But {et them see ’tis undesign’d,
Nat’ral virtues, not put on
To make & prize of any one,

The native goodness of your mind,

And bave a care of being over-kind.

That’s (my Eugenia) a mistake,
That noblest ardours cools,

And serves ou th’ other side to make
Damn’d overweening fools.

Be courteous unto all, and free,

As far a9 virgio modesty ;

Be not too shy, but have a ca

Of being too famitiar ; :

The swain you entertain alone,
To whom you lend your hand or lip,
‘Will think be has you on the hip,

And straight conclude you are his own,

Women so easy,. men s0 vain, are grown.

Reserv’dness is a mighty friend
To form and virtue too,

A shining merit should pretend
To such a star as you :

*Tis not a roundelay well play’d,

A song well sung, a thing well said,

A fall well giv’n, a bar well thrown,

Should carry such a lovely one.

Shouid these knacks win yon, you will be
(Of all the nymphs that with their beams
Gild sweet Columba’s crystal streams)

Lost to the world, yourself, and me,

Aund more despis’d than freckled Lalage.

Maintain a modest kind of state,
*Tis graceful it a maid ;
It does at least respect create,
And makes the fools afraid.
Eugenia, you must pitch upon
A Sylvia, not a( on ;
*Twould grate my soul to see those charms
In an unworthy shepherd’s arms.
A little coldness (girl) will do,
Let bafiled Jovers call it pride,
Pride’s an excess o’ th’ better side ;
Contempt to arrogance is due,

Keep but state now, and keep’t hereafler too.
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EPISTLE
TO JOBN BRADSHAW, EsQ.
Siz, you may please to call to mind,
That letters you did lately find
From me, which 1 conceiv’d were very kind =

So hearty kind, that by this hand, sir,
Briefly, [ do not understand, sir, ° {swar.
Why you should not voucbsafe some kind of an-

What though iu riryme you’re no proSiciens ?
Yoar love should not bave been deficient,
When dowaright prose to me had been sufficient.

*Tis true, I know that you dare fight, sir,
But what of that? that will not fright, sir:
L know full well your worship too can write, sir.

Where the peace, therefore, broken once is,
Unless you send some fair responses,
I doubt there will ensue some broken scounces.

Then dream not valour can befriend you,
For if I justly once suspend you,
Your sanct’ary, nor your club, can yet defend you:

But fairly, sir, to work to go:
What the fiend is the matter, trow, .
Should make you use an old compasion so ?

T know the life you lead a-days,
Aud, like poor swan, your foot can trace :
Prom howe to pray’rs, thence (o the foremamd
place?,

And ean you not from your precation,
And your as daily club-potation, :
To think of an old friend find some vacation?

*Tis true you seat a little letter,
With a great present, which was better,
For which I must remain your bumble debtoe.

Bot for th’ epistle, to be plain, .
That’s paid with int’rest back again,
For I sent 2ue as long at least as twain.

Then mine was rhyme, and yours but reason;
If, therefore, you intend v appease one,
Let me hear from you in some mod’rate season. -

’Tis what y'are bound to by the tie
Of friendship first, then equity,
To which Pl add a third, call’d charity.

For one that’s banish’d the grand monde,
Would sumetimes by his friends be own’d :
*Tis comfort after whipping to be moan’d..

But though I'm damn’d ¢’ a people heére,
Than whom my dog’s much civilet,
I hear from you some twice or thrice a year.

Saints that above are plac’d in glory,
Unless the papists tell a story,
Commiserate poor souls in purgatory.
Whilst you, sir.captain, Heav’n remit ye,
Who live in Heav'n on Earth, the city,
On me, who live in Hell, can have no pity.

In faith it looks unkind ! pray mend it,
Write the least scrip you will, and send it,
And I will bless and kiss the hand that peon'd it

¥ Viz. the sanctuary.
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EPISTLE TO JOHN SBRADSHAW, ESQ.

VaaT though I writ a tedious letter,
7hereas a shorter had been better,
ad that *twas writ in moor-land’s metre,
0 make it run, 1 thought, the sweeter,
‘et there was nought in that epistle,
& which your worship ought to bristle ;
or though it was too long, *twas civil,
nd though the rhyme, ’tis true, was eﬂl
will maintain *twas well meant yet,
nd full of heart, though void of wit:
7hy with a horse-pox, then should you,
thought my friend, keep such ado,
nd set Tom Weaver on my back,
1 ha'n’t fi h the knack

o please your over-dainty ear;
umpossible for me { fear)
‘or can my poesy strew with posies
'f red, wbite, damask, Provence roses,
ear’s-ears, anemonies, and lilies,
8 be did in diebus illis ? i
That man! all amblers are not couryats,
‘either can all who rhiyme be laureats:
esides the moor-lands not a clime is,
or of the year it now the time is
o gather flowers, I suppose,
ither for poetry or prose;
herefore, kiod sir, in courteous fashion,
wish you spare your expectation.
nd since you may be thin of clothing,
lomething being better too than nothing)
Vinter now growing something rough,
send you here a piece of stuff,
ince your old Weaver's dead and gone,
‘o make a fustian waistcoat on*,
ccept it, aud 'll rest your debtor,
Vhen more wit sends it, I’ll send better.

And here I caonot pretermit
‘o that epitome of wit,
(nowledge and art, to him 'hom we
aucily.call, and I more ssucily '
Tesume to write the little d.
1l that your language can improve
f service, honvur, and of fove:
fter whose name the rest I know
Vould sound so very flat and low,
‘hey must excuse, if in this case
wind them up et csteras.
astly, thatin my tedious scribble

may not seem incorsrigible,
will conclude by telling you
\nd ou my honest word ’tis true)
long as mueh as new made bride
oes for the marriage even tide,
our plump corpusculum t* embrace,
v Lhis abotninable place:
nd therefore when the spring appnrs. .
[ill when short days will seem long yelu)
nd that under this scurvy hand,
give you, sir, to uoderstand,
) April, Muy, or then abouts,
love’s people are your humble tronts,
e sure you do not fail but come,
‘o make the Peak Elisium ;
Vhere you shall find thew, and for ever,
8 true a friend ? as was Tom Weaver 3,

! For rhimes take a new figure,
* Though not balf so good a poet. .
? A dissolute poet of Cromwell's time. C.
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" THE RETIREMENT,
STANZES IRREGULIEZRS.
70 Ma. faasc WaLtoN.

Fazzwzt thou busy world and may
We never meet again:
Here I can eat, and sleep, and pray,
Aud do more good in one short day,
Than be who his whole age out-wears
Upon thy most conspicuous theatres,
Where gought but vice and vanity do reigu.

Good God ! how sweet are sl things here {
How beautiful the fields appear !
How cleanly do we feed and lie !
Lord! what good hours do we keep !
How quietly we sleep!
What peace ! what unanimity !
How innocent from the lewd fashjon,
Is all our bus’ness, all our conversation !

Oh how happy here’s our leisure !
Oh how ianocent our pleasure !
Oh ye vallies, oh ye mountains,
Ob ye groves and chrystal fountains,
How ] love at liberty,
By turn to come and visit ye!
O solitude, the soul's best friend,
" That man acquainted with himself dost mlke,
And all kis Muker's wonders to intend ;
With thee | here converse at will,
And woald be glad to do so still ; .
Por it is thou alone that keep’st the soal awake.

How calm and quiet a delight
It is alone
To read, and méditate, and write,
Bv noue offended, nor offending none ;
To walk, ride, sit, or sleep at one’s own ease,
And pleasing a man’s self, none other to displease !

Oh my beloved nymph | fair Dove,
Princess of rivers, how I love
Upon thy flow’ry baaks to lie,
Aud view thy silver streatp,
When gilded by & summer’s beam,
And in it all thy wautoa fry
Playing at liberty,
And with my angle upon them,
The ‘all of treachery
I ever learn’d, to practise and to try !

- Such streams Rome’s yellow Tyber cannot show,
Th’ Iberian Tagus, nor Ligurian Po:
. The Meuse, the Danube, and the Rhine,
Are puddle-water all eomp-r’d ‘with thine ;
And Loire’s pure streams yet too polluted are
- With thine much purer to compare :

’ The rapid Garonne, and the winding Seine

Are both too mean,.
Beloved Dove, with theo
To vie p priority :
Nay, Tame and Isis, when conjoin’d, su
And lay their trophies at thy silver feet.

Oh my beloved rocks ! that rise
To awe the carth and brave the skies,
From somé aspiring mouutain’s crown
How dearly do I lave,
Giddy with pleasnre, to look down,
And from the vales to view the noble helgbta ;bove !

Y
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Qh my beloved caves ! from dog-star heats,
And hotter persecution safe vetreats,
‘What safety, privacy, what true delight,
In the artificial night
Your gloomy entrails make,
Have [ taken, do I take!
How oft, when grief has made me fly
To hide me from society,
Even of my dearest friends, have [
In your recesses’ friendly shade
All my sorrows open laid,

And my most secret woes entrusted to your privacy !

Lord ! would men let me alope,
‘What an over-happy one
Should I think myself to be,
Might I in this desart place,
Which most men by their voice di
Live but undistarb’d and free ! :
Here in this despis’d recess
Would 1, maugre winter’s cold,
Aud the summer’s worst excess,
Try to live out to sixty full years old,
And all the while,
Without an envious eye
On any thriving under fortune’s smile,
Contented live, and then contented die.

RONDEAU. -

Tnou fool ! if madness be so rife,
That, spite of wit, thou’lt have a wife,
P’ll tell thee what thou must expect,
After the boney-moon neglect,

All the sad days of thy whole life.

To that a world of woe and strife,

‘Which is of marriage the effect,

And thou thy wow’s own architect,
Thou fool !

Thou’lt nothing find but disrespect,

T1l words i’th’ scolding dialect,

For she’ll all tabor be, or fife;

Then pr'ythee go and whet thy knife,

And from this fate thy self protect,
Thou fool !

em——

- TO CUPID.

Foxp Love, deliver up thy bow,

I am become more love than thou
1 am as wanton grown, and wild,
Mach less a man, aud more a child,
From Veanus born, of chaster kind,
A better archer, though as blind.

Sarrender without more ado,

1 am both king aud subject too,

I will command, but must obey,
I am the bunter and the prey,

I vanquish, yet am ovcrcome,
And sentencing receive my doom.

No springing beauty ’scapes my dart,
Aund ev'ry ripe one wounds my heart ;
Thus whilst I wound, | wounded am,
And, firing others, turn to flame,

To show how far Jove can combine
The mortal part with the divine,

‘COTTON'S POEMS.

Faith, quit thine empire, and come down,
That thou and I may share the crown,
Dve tri‘d ¢he worst thy arms can do,
Come then, and taste myf:lower too,
Which (howsoe’er it may fail sbort)

Will doubtless prove the better-sport.

Yet do not ; for in field and town,

The females are %0 loving grown,

So kind, ot else 30 lastful, we,

Can peither err, though neither sce ;
Keep then thine own dominions, lad.
Two Loves would make all women mad-

SONNET.

Go false one, now 1 see the cheat,
Your love was all a counterfeit,
And [ was gail’d to think thst you,
Or any she, ceuld long be true.

How could you once 5o kind appear,
To kiss, to sigh, and shed a tear,
To cherish and caress ree so,

And now not let but bid me go ?

Oh woman ! frailty is thy name,
Since she’s untrue y’are 2all to blame,
And but in man no truth is sound :

’Tis a fair sex, we all must love it,

But (on my conacience) could we prove it,
They all are false ev’'n under ground.

STANZFES DE MONSIEUR BERTATD.

Wartst wish'ng Heaven in bis ire
Would punish with some jodgment dire
This heast to love so vbstinate ;
To say [ love her is to lie,
Though I do love ¥’ extremity,
Since thus to love ber is to hate.

Bat since from this my batred springs,
That she neglects myyluﬁeringn,
And is unto my love ingrate,
My batred is so full of flame,
Since from affection first it came,
That ’tis to love her thas to bate.

I wish that milder love, or death,

That ends our wmiseries with our breath,
Would my affections terminate ;

Por to my soul, depriv’d of peace,

It is a torment worse than these
Thus wretchedly to love and hete

Let love be gentle or severe,
It is in vain to bope or fear
His grace or rage in this estate,
Being I from my fair one’s spirit
Nor mautual love, nor hatred merit,
Thus foolishly to love and hate.

Or, if by my exsmple here
It just and eqnal do appear,

She love and loath, who is my fate,
Grant me, ye powers, in this case,
Both for my punishment and grace,

That, as [ do, she love and batey
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THE EIGHTH PSALM PARAPHRASED.

1. O Loav, our governor, whose potent sway
All pow’rs in Heav’n and Earth obey,

Throughout the spacious Earth’s extended frame
How great is thy adored name !

Thy glories thou hast seated, Lord, an high,
Above the empirean sky.

B Out of the mouths of infants, newly come
From the dark closet of the womb,

Thou hast ordained powerful truth to rise,
To baffle afl thine enemies ;

That thou the furious rage might’st calm again,
Of bloody and revengeful men.

3 When on thy glorious Heavens I reflect,
Thy work, almighty architect,

The changing Moon and Stars that thou hast made |-

T illuminate night’s sable shade
= Oh! whatisman, thiuk I, that Heaven’s King
Should mind 0 poor a wretched thing ;
r man’s frail offspring, that Almighty God
Should stoop to visit his abade ?
» For thou createdst him but one degres
Below the heav’nly hierarchy
'f blese’d and happy angels, and didst crown
Frail dust with glory and remown.
+ Over the works of thy almighty hand
‘Thou giv’st him absolute command,
nd all the rest.that thou hast made
Uuder his feet hast subject laid ;
All sheep, and oxen, and the wilder breed
Of beasts, that on their fellows feed 3
The air’sinbabitants, and scaly brood,
‘That live and wanton in the flood,
1d whatsoe’er does either swim or creep
Thorough th’ investigable deep :
Throughout the spacious Farth’s extended frame
How great is thy adored name !

ADVICE.

3o, thou perpetual whining lover,
Por shame leave off this humble trade,
Tis more than time thou gav'st’it over,
7or sighs and tears will never move her,
By them more obstinate she’s made,
1 thou by love, fond, constant Jove, betray’d.

‘he more, vain fop, thou su’st unto her,
The mare she does torment thee still,

3 more perverse the more you woo her,

Vhen thou art humblest lays thee lower,
And when most prostrate to her will

u meanly beggst for ife, does basely kill

y Heav’n ’tis against all nature,
Honour and manhood, wit and sense,

o let a little female creature .

ule on the poor account of feature,
And thy unmanly patience

istrous and shameful as her insolence,

hou mray’st find forty will be kinder,
Or more compassionate at least,

one will serve, two hours will find her,
od half this ’do for ever bind her,

As firm and true as thine own breast,

But if thou canst not live without het,
This oaly she, when it comes to't,
And she relent not (as I doubt her)
Never make more ado about her,
To sigh and wimper is no boot 3
Go, bang thyself, and that will do't.

LYRICK.
' 8X CORNELIO GABLOv
TRANS.

Lyota, thou lovely maid, whose whife
The milk and lily does outvie,

The pdle aud blushing roses light,

Or polish’d Indian ivory,

Dishevel, sweet, thy yellow hair,
Whose ray doth burnish’d gold disprize,
Disclose thy neck so white and fair,
That doth from snowy shoulders rise.

Virgin, unveil thoss starry eyes,
‘Whose sable brews like arches spread,
Unveil those cheeks, where the rose lies
Streak’d with the Tyrian purple’s red.

Lend me those lips with coral lin'd,
And kisses mild of doves impart,
Thou ravishest away my mind,
Those gentle kisses wound my heart.

‘Why suck’st thou from my panting breast
The youthful vigour of my blood?  °
Hide those twin-apples, ripe, if press'd,
To spring into a milky flood.

From thy expanded bosom breathe
Perfumes Arabia doth not know ;
Thy ev'ry part doth love bequeath,
From thee all excellencies flow.

Thy bosow’s killing white then shade,
Hide that temptation from mine eye ;
See’st nat I languish, cruel maid!
Wilt thou then go, and let me die ?

-,

ESTRENNES.
TO CALISTA.

T rxcxox the first day I saw those eges,
Which in a moment made my heart their prize
To all my whole futurity,

The first day of my first new year,
Since then I first began to be,

And knew why Heaven plac’d me here ;
Pot till we love, and love discreetly too,
We nothing are, nor know we what we da

Love is the soul of life, though that I know
Is call'd soul too, but yet it is not so.
Not rational at least, untit

Beauty with her diviner light
Illuminates the groping will,

And sbows us how to choose aright ;
And that's first prov’d by th’ objects it refuses,
And by being constant then to that it chooses.

Days, weeks, months, years, and lustres taks,

»ve and virtue's douhle interest :
L VL

So small time up i'th! lover's almanack,
Aaa
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And can 5o little love asstage,
That we (in truth) can hardly say,
‘When we have liv'd at least an age,
A long one, we bave lov'd a day.
This day to me, so slowly does time move,
Seems but the noon unte my morning love.

Love by swift time, which sickly passions dread,
no more measur’d than ’tis limited :
‘That passion where all others cease,
Aud with the fuel lose the fame,
Is evermore in its increase, ’
And yet being love, is still the samet
They exr call liking love ; true lovers know
He never lov’d who does not always so.

You, who my last love have, my first love had,
To whom my all of love was, and is paid,
Are only worthy to receive
The richest new- year’s-gift 1 have,
My love, which I this morning give,
A nobler never monarch gave,
‘Which each new-year I will present a new,
And you’ll take care, F hope, it shall be due.

EPIGRAMME DF. MONSIEUR DES-PORTES.

Somx four yecars azo I made Phillis an offer,
Provided she would be my.wh-re,

Of two thousand good crowns to put in her coffer,
And [ think should have given her more.

Ahout two years after, a message she sent me,
She was for a thousand ny own,

Butunlessfor an hundred she now would content me,
I sent her word I would have none.

8he fell to my price six or seven weeks after,
Aund then for 2 bundred would do ;

1 then told her in vain she talk’d of the matter,
Than twenty no farther I'd go.

T? other day for six ducatoons she was willing,
Which I thought a great deal too dear.

And told her unless it would come for two shilling,
She must seek a chapman eclsewhere.

This morning she’s come, and would fain buckle
But she’s grown so fulsome a wh-te, [gratis,

‘That now methinks nothing a far dearer rate is,
Than all that 1 offer’d before.

EPIGRAMME DE MONSIEUR COTIN.

I rerisu of too much desire
If she inexorable prove, .
And shall with too much joy expire
If she be gracious to my love.

Thus nought can cure my wounded breast, *
Bat 1 most certain am to die, o
Or by the ill by which possess'd,
Orby the happy remedy.

A VOYAGE TO IRELAND IN BURLESQUE.

Tae lives of frail men are compar'd by the sages, '
Or unto short journies, or pilgrimages, .
As men to their inns do comne sooner or later,
That is, to theit ends ; (to be plaia in my matter;)

" COTTON’S POEMS.

From whence, when one dcad ia, it currently follows,

He has rum his race, though his goal be the gallows;

And this ’tis, Ifancy, sets folk so a madding,

And makes men and women so eager of gaddiss;

Truth is, in my youth 1 was one of those people

Would have gone a great way to have seen an bigh
steeple, r

And though I was bred *mongst the wonders o'th’

Would h-vke thrown away money, and venturd my
vec

To have seen a great hill, a rock, or a cave,

And tbought there was nothing so pleasant and

brave ;

But at forty years old you may (if you please)
‘Think me wiser than run such errands as these ;
Or, had the same hamour still ran in my toes,
A voyage to lreland I ne’er should bave chose:
DBut to tell you the truth on’t, indeed it was neither
Improvement nor pleasure for which I went thithes;
I know then you'll presently ask me, for what >
Why, faith, it was that makes the old woman

trot ;
And therefure 1 think 1’m not much to be blam’d
If I went to the place whereof Nick was asham'd.

Oh Coriate ! thou traveller fam’d as Ulysees, .
In such a stupendious labour as this is,

Come lend me the aids of thy hands and thy feet, .
Though the first be pedantic, the other nut swext,
Yet both are so restless in peregrination, .
They’ll help both my journey, and eke my relation.

'Twas now the most brautiful time of the year,
The days were now long, and, the sky was nus clear,
And May, that fair lady of splcndid renown,

Had dret¢s’d herself fine, in her Hiowr'd tabby gown,

When about some two hours and an half after novn,

When it grew something late, though 1 thought it
too soon,

With a pitiful voice, and a'most heary beart,

1 tun’d up my pipes to sing, loth to depart,

‘The ditty concluded, 1 call’d for my horse,

And with a good pack did the jument endorse,

Till he groan'd and he f—d under the burthen,

For sorrow had made me a cumbersome lurden :

And now farewel Dove, where ’ve caught such
brave dishes

Of over-grown, golden, and silver-scal’d fishes;

Thy trout and thy grailing may vow feed sccurely,

1've left none béhind me caun take ’em so surely;

Teed on then, and breed on, until the next vear,

But if 1 return [ expect my arrcar.

By pacing and trotting, betiines in the even,
Fer the Sun had forsaken one half of the Heaves,
We all at fair Congerton took ap our inn,

Where the sign of a king kept a king and his qoeen:

But who do you think came to welcome me there?

No worse a'man, mérry, than good master meyor,

With his staff of command, yet the man was not
lame,

But he needed it more when he went, than he came;

After three or four hounrs of friendly potation

We took leave each of other in courteous fashion,

When each one, to keep his braius fast in his bead,

Put on a good night-cap, “and straight way to bed

Next morn, having paid for boil’d, roasted, and

bacon,

And of sovereign hostess our leaves kindly taken,

(For her king (as *twas rumour’d) by late pouling

own, .
This morning bad got a foul fay in his crown,)
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‘We mounted aguin, and full soberly riding,
Three miles we had rid e’er we met with a biding ;
But there (having over night plied the tap well)
‘We now must needs water at place call’d Holmes
Chapel : {the house?”
4 A hay !” quoth the foremost, * ho! who keeps
‘Which said, out an hosy comes as brisk as a louse;
His hair comb’d as sleck as a barb:r he'd beco,
A cravat with black ribbon ty’d under his chin ;*
Tho’ by what | saw in him, | straight ’gan to fear
That knot would be one day slipp’d under his ear.
Quoth he, (with low congee) * What lack you,
my lord » [afford.”
* The best liquor,” quoth I, ¢ that the house will
“ You shall straight,” quoth he; and then calls
out, *“ Mary,
Come quickly, and briug us a quart of Canary.”
* Hold, bold, my spruce host ! for i’ th’ morning
so early,
I never drink liquor but what’s made of barley.”
Which words were scarce out, but, which made me
admire,
My lordship was presently turn’d into ’squire :
' Ale, ’squire, you mcan ?”’ quoth he nimbly again,
“ What, must it be puil'd ?>—* No, I love it best
lain.” [advice,
“ Why, if you'll drink ale, sir, pray take my
Here’s the best ale i’ th’ land, if you'll go to the
price;;
3etter, I sure am, ne’er blew out a stopple;
3at then, in plain truth, it is sixpence a bottle.”
¢ Why, faith,” quoth I, * friend, if your liquor
be such,
?or the best ale in England, it i not too much:
£t's bave it, and quickly.”—** O sir! you may
stay;
i pot in your pate is a mile iu your way :
‘ome, bring out a bottle here presently, wife,
) the best Cheshire huin he ¢’cr drank in his life.”
traight out comes the mistress in waistcoat of
silk,
s clear as s milkmaid, and white as her milk,
Vith visage as oval and sleek as an egg,
8 Straight as an arrow, as right as my leg :
curtsey she made, as demure as a sister,
could not forbear, but alighted and kiss’d her:
hen ducking another with most modest mien,
he first word +he said, was, *“ Will’t please you
walk in ?” .
thank'd her ; but told her, I then could not stay,
ar the haste of my bus’ness did call me away.
pe said, she was sorry it fell out so odd,
ut if, when again I should travel that road,
would stay th:re a night, she assur'd me the
nation
r0ald no where afford better accommodation :
leanwhile my spruce landlurd has broken the cork,
nd call’d for a bodkin, though he had a fork ;
ot J xbov'dl him a screw, which I told my brisk
I
trepan ﬁs for bottles had broken their scull;
*hich, as it was true, he believ'd without doubt,
at ’twas [ that apply’d it, and pull'd the cork out.
»unce, quoth the bottle, the work being done,
roar'd, and it smok’d, like 8 new fir'd gun;
st the shot miss’d us all, or eise we’d been routed,
hich yet was a wonder, we were 50 about it.
ime host pour'd and fill’d, till he could fill no
fuller: [for colour,
Kook bere, sir,” guoth he, * both for pap and

723

.Saus bragying. I hate it, nor will T e’er do't ;
I defy Leck, and Lambhith, and Sandwich,to boot.™
By my troth, he said true, for | spcak it with teas,
Though | have beeu a toss-pot these twenty gond
.years, [debtor,
And bave drank so much I'quor has made me a
In my days, that I know of, 1 never drank better
We found it so good, and we drank sv profoundly,
That four good round shillings were whipt away
roundly ;

And then I cunceiv'd it was time to be jogging,
For our work had been done, bad we staid Uother
noggin. .

From thence we set forth with maore mettle and
spright, .
Our horses were empty, our coxcombs were light ;
O'er D: llamore forest we, tantivy, posted,
T'iJJ our horses were basted as if they were roasted :
In truth, we pursu’d might have been by our haste,
And 1 think sir George Booth did not gallop so fast,
Till about two o’clock after noon, God be blest,
We came, safe and sound, ali to Chester i’ th’ west.
And now in high time ’twas to call for some meat,
Though drinking does well, yet some time we
- must eat ;
And i’ faith we had victnals hoth plenty and good,
Where we nll laid about us as if we were wood :
Go thy ways, mistress Anderton, for a good wo-
man, [mon ;
Thy guests shall by thee ne’er be turn’d ta a com-
And whoever of thy eatertainment complains,
Let him lie with a drab, and be pox’d for hix pains.
And here 1 must stop the career of my Muse,
The poor jade is weary, ’Jas! bow shuuid- she
choose !
And if 1 should farther here spur on my course, .
I should, :neuionleu, tire both my wits and my .,
orse: .
To night let us rest, for ’tis good Sunday’s even,
To morrow to church, and ask pardon of Heaven,
Thus far we our time spent, as here I have penn’d it,
An odd kind of life, and ’tis well if we mend it:
But to m;omw (God willing) we’ll have t'other
ut,
And better or worse be’t, for murther will out,
Our future adventures we'll lay down before ye,
For my Muse is deep sworn to use truth of the
story.

L]
CANTO 1L

ArTER seven hours’ sleep, to commute for pains
taken,

A man of hin'self, onc would think, might awaken ;

But riding, and drinking hard, wcre two such spells,

I doubt I'd slept on, but for jangling of bells,

Which, ringing to mattins all uver the town,

Made me leap out of bed, and put on my gown,

With intent (so God meud me) I have gone to the
choir,

When straight [ perceived myself all on a fire;

For the two fore-nam’d things had so heated my

. blood,

That a little phlebotomy would do me good :

I sent for chirurgion, who came in a trice.

And swift to shed bivod, needed not be call'd twige,

But tilted stiletto quite thorough the vein,

From whence issued out the ill humours amain;
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When haviog twelve otmees, he bound up my erm,

And I gave him two Geourges, which did him no
harm :

But after my bleeding, I soen understood

It had cool’d my devotion as well as my blood ;

For I had no more mind to look on my pealter,

Than (saving your prescnce) I had to a halter ;

But, like a most wicked and obstinate sinner,

Then sat in my chamber till folks came to dinner :

1 din’d with good stomach, and very cheer,

With a very fine woman, and good ale and beer 5

When myself baving stuff’d than a bag- pipe
more full,

1 fell to my mkmg antil I grew “dalt;

And, therefore, to take a fine nap thought it best,

For when belly full is, bones would be at rest :

1 tumbled me down on my 1ed like a swad,

Where, O! the delicious dream that [ had !

Till the belis, that had bech my moming mo-
lesters,

Now wak'd me again, chiming all in to vespers ;

‘With that starting up, for my man I did whistle,

And comb’d out and powder'd my locks that were
grizle ;

Had my clothes neatly brush’d, and then put on
my sword,

Resolv’d now to go and attend on the word.

Thus trick’d, and thus trim, to sct forth [ begin,
Neat and cleanly without, but scarce cleanly

within ;
For why, Henven knows it, I long time had been
A most humble obedient servant to sin:
And now in devotion was even so proud,
1 scorned (forsooth) to join pray’r with the crowd ;
For though courted by all the bells as 1 went,
1 was deaf, and regardcd not the complimeunt,
But to the cathedral still beld on my pace,
As 'twere, scorning to kneel but iu the best place.
1 there made myself sure of good mus.c at least,
But was something deceiv’d, for ’twas noue of
the best :
But, however, 1 staid at the church’s commwanding
151l we came to the peace passes all understanding,
‘Which no sooner was ended, but whir and away,
Like boys lin a school when they’ve lcave got to
ay ;
Al save &S{L‘f mayor, who still gravely stays
Till the rest had left room for his womhip and’s
mace:
Then he and his brcthren in order appear,
I out of my stall, aud fell into his rear; ;
For why, ’tis much sater appearing, no doabt,
In authority’s tail, than the head of a rout.

In this rev’rend order we marched fivm pray'r;
The mace before me boine as well as the may'r
Who lovking behind Lim, and sceing most plain
A glorious gold belt in the rear of his train,

Made such a low congeé, forgetting his place,

1 was vever so hunour’d before in my days:

But then off went my ecalp case, aud down went
my tist, [kist;

Till the pavement, too hard, by my knuckles was

By which, thongh thick-scull’d, he must undes-
stand this,

That I was a most humble servant of his;

Which also so wonderful kindly he took,

(As 1 well perceiv’d both b’ his gesture and look)

‘That to bave n:!a dogg'd howe he straightway ap-
pomt

Resdlving, it seems, to be better acquainted,

I was scarce in my quarters, and t down @

crupper, [pex:

But bis man was there too, to invite me to sup

I start up, and after most respactive fashion

Gave his worship much thanks for bis kind
vitation ;

Buthegg‘dhuucme,fornyshm‘d:nnﬂ

And I never did eat any supper at all;

But that afler supper I would kiss his hands,

Aud would come to receive his worship’s com-
mands.

Sure no one will say, but a patron of slander,

That this was not pretty well for a Moorlander :

Aud since on such reasens to snp 1 refus’d,

I nothing did doubt to be bolden excus'd ;

But my quaint repartée had his worship possest

With so wonderful good a conceit of the rest,

That with mere impatience he bop’d in bis
breeches [

To see the fine fellow that made such fise

*¢ Go, sirrah ! nuoth he, *‘ get you Lo him again,

And will and require, in his majesty’s name,

That he come; and tell bim, cbey he were best, @

I'll teach him to know that he’s now in West-
Chester.”

The man, upon this, comes me rumning agaim,

But yet minc’d his , and was wot so plain;

Saying to me only, *‘ Good sir, I am sary

‘To tell you my master has sent again for you;

And has such a longing to bave you his guest,

That I, with these cars, beard him swear sad

protest, [oun
He would veither say grace, nor sit down oo his
Nor open bis napkin, uotil yoa do come.”
With that I perceiv'd no excuse would avadl,
And, seeing there was no defence for a fhail,
I said 1 wes ready master may’r to cbey,
And therefore desic'd him to lead me the way.
We went, and ere Malkiu coold well lick ber e,
(For it but the next door was, forsocoth) we wae

there; {stuiny,

Where Iagllts beng btwght me, 1 mounisd te
The worst | Scr saw in my life at a mayor's;
But every thing cle must be highly commended
1 there found bis worship most gobly sttended,
Besides such a supper as well did couvmm,
A may’r in his proviuce to be a great primce:
As he sat! in his chair, be did not much vary,
lnmtenoemfaee from our eighth Eaglh

Harry
But vhethcr his hea was swell'd up with 6,
Or paf°¢ up with glory, I cannot tell that.
Reiug enter’d the chamber balf leagth of a pike,
Aud cutting of faces exceedingly like  [lodey
Ore of thosc little gentlemen broaght from te
And screwing myself into congees and cringes,
By then | was half way ulnncd-then..
His womship most revy’readly tose from his bem,
Aud with tbonm honour to grace apd to gt

‘\«k-m‘da-hoknepulmhlfﬁth-d-q
\Viiere icisurely dofling a bat worth u tester,

He bade me must heartily welcome to Ghester.

1 thavk'd hinf ju language the best [ wgs able,
And 50 we forthwith sat us ali dewn to tahle

' By which you may note, that either the ma
was mistakea, or the mayor was not 30 goed asbi

word, when he said he would not sit dpwn ull |
came.
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ﬁubuem mast nots, and ’tis worth obser-

That as hhelmnt one end o’ th’ table had station;
80 sweet mistress may’ress, in just such another,
Like the fair queen of henru sat in state at the

other;
By which I perwv’d tbongh it seemed a riddle,
The lower end of this must be just in the middle:
But perbapi-n’dm a rule there, and one that would
mind it -
Amouglt the town-statutes tis likely might find it.
But now into th’ pottage each deep his spoon claps.
Asin truth one might safely for burning one’s

When straight, with the look and the tone of a
scold, [cold;
Mistress may’ress complain’d that the pottage was
“ And all long of your fiddle-faddle,” quoth sbe.
“ Why, wb;ttlsen Goaly'l‘vo—shou, what if it

[he.
Hold you, if you can, yobur tittle-tattle, queth
1 was glad she was snapp’d thus, and gnes’d by
th’ discourse,
The may’r, not the gray mare, was the better horse,
And yet for all that, there is reason to fear,
She submitted but out of Nohinyenr:
However, *twas well she had now so much grace,
not to the man, to submit to his place ;
For had she proceeded, "1 verily thought
My turn would the next be, for I wasin fanlt:
Bat t.lmhnlh being we fell to onr diet,
And ev’ry one there fill’'d his belly in quiet.
Supper being ended, and things away taken,
Master mayor’s curiosity 'gan to awaken ;
Wherefore making me draw something nearer his

chair,
He will'd and requir'd me there to declare
My country, my birth, my estate, and my parts,
And wbetherlmnoumuterofnu,
4And eke what the bus'ness was had brought me
thither,
With what [ wds going aboat now, and whither:
Giving me cantion, no ke should cscape me,
For if 1should trip, he should certainly trap me.
lanswer'd, my country was fam’d Stafiordshire;
That mde«k Inlh, and bonds, I was ever writ

That of hnd llndbotlnom, some good, and
some evil, [Devil ;
But that a great part on’t was pawn’d to the
That as for my parts, they were such as he saw;
That, indeed, I had a small smatt’ring of law,
Which I Jately had got more by practice than
reading, ' H
Ry sitting o"th’ bench whilst others were plead-
But that arms [ had ever more stady’d than arts,
And was now to a captain rais’d by my deserts ;
[bat the bus’ness which led me through Palatine

groand
mto Ireland was, whither now I was bound ;
When'hi:' vr‘oubip's great favour I lond will pro-

aim,

And in all other places wherever I come.
e said, as to that, I might do what I list,
3ut that I was welcome, and gave me his fist ;
Nhen having my fingers made crack with his

gripes
He call'd to his man for some bottles and pipes.
To trouble you here with a Jonger narration
Of the several parts of our confabulation,
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Perhaps would be tedions ; I'il therefore remit ye

Even to the most rev’rend records of the city,

Where, doubtless, the acts of the may’rs are
recorded,

And if not more traly, yet much better worded.
In short, then, we pip'd, and we tippled Canary,
Till my watch pointed one in the circle horary ;
When thinking it now was bigh time to depart,
His worship I thank’d with a most grateful heart;
And because to great men presents are acceptable,
1 presented the may’r, ere I rose from the table,
With a certain fantastical hox and a stopper ;
And he haring kindly accepted my offer,
I took my fair leave, such my visage ing,
And to bed, for I was to rise early i’th’mmin‘.

CANTO 11,

Tex Sun in the moming dnclond his light,

With complexion as ruddy as mine over night ;
And o'er th’ eastern mountains peeping up’s heady-
The casement being open, espy’d me in bed ;

With his rays he 80 tickled my lids that 1 wak'd
And was haif asham’d, for I found mynlf mk’d H
Bat up I soon start, andvu dress’d in a trice,

And call’d for a draught of ale, sugsr, and spices
Which having turn’d off, I then call to pay,

And pcchng my pawls, whipp’d to horse, and

A guide 1 had got. who demanded gmt vails,
For condacting me over the mountains of Wales :
Twenty good shillings, which sure very large is;
Yet that would not serve, but I must bear his

charges ;
And yet for all that, rode astride on a beast,
The worst that e’er went on three legs, I protest H
It certainly was the most ugly of jades,
His hips and his rump made a right ace of spades ;
His sides were two ladders, well spur-gall’d
withal ;
His neck was a hclve, and his head was a mall;
For his colour, my pains and your trouble I'll

spare,

For the creature was wholly denuded of hair ;

And, except for two things, as bare as my nail,

Atuftofunane, and a sprig of a tail ;

And by these the true colour one can no more
know, [low.

Than by mouse-skins above stairs, the merkin be-

Now such as the beast was, even such was the
rider,

With a head like a nutmeg, and legs like & spider;

A voice like a cricket, a look like a rat,

The brains of a goose, and the heart of a cat ¢

Even mch vu my guide and his beast; let them

Theonefocabase,mdthao(bumm

But now with our horses, what sound and what
rotten, [gotten ;

Down to the shore, you mast know, we were

And there we were told, it concern’d us to ride,

Unless we did mean to encounter the tide ;

And then my guide lab’ring with heels and with-
hands, [sands,

Vith two up and one down, hopp'd over the
l'illm:hom finding th’ hbonrfortheolegsto.

sore,
Fol’'d out a mew leg, and then be bad four:
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And now by plain dint of hard spurring and whipg=
ing, [shipping; -
Dry-shod we came where folks sometimes take
And where the salt sea, as the Devil were iu’t,
Came roa;i'ng. " bave hinder’d our journey to
int;
But we, by good luck, before him got thither,

He else would have carried us, no man knows
whither.
And now her in Wales is, saint Taph be her

spedv [need 4

Gott splutter her taste, some Welch ale her had

For her ride in great haste, and was like shit her
breeches,

For fear of her being catch’d up by the fishes:

But the ford of Flint castle’s no lord worth a
louse, [house;

For he keeps ne’er a drop of good drink in his

But in a small house near unto’t there was store

Of such ale as (thank God) I neer tasted before ;

And surely the Welch are not wise of their faddle,

For this bad the taste and complexion of pnddle

From theuce then we march’d, full as dry as we
came,

My guide before prancing, his steed no more lame,

O’er hills and o’er vallies uncouth and uneven,

Until *twixt the hours of twelve and eleven,

More hungry and thirsty than tongue can well tell,

We bappily came to St. Winifred’s well :

1 thought it the pool of Bethesda had been

By the cripples lay there ; but I went to my inn

To speak for some meat, for so stomach did motion,

Before [ did farther proceed in devotion:

I went into th’ kitchen, where victuals T saw,

Both beef, veal, and mutton, but all on’t was raw ;

And some on’t alive, but it soon went to slaughter,

For four chickens were slain by my dame and her
daughter;

Of which to saint Win. ere my vows I had paid,

‘I'hey said I shonid find a rare fricasée made :

I thank’d them, and straight to the well did repair,

Where some 1 found cursing, and others at
pray’r; .

Some drenins, some stripping, some out and some

[seen;

Some mked where botches and boils might be

Of which some were fevers of Venus I'm sure,

Aud thercfore unfit for the virgin to cure:

But the fountain, in trath, is well worth the sight,

The beautiful virgin’s own tears not more bright ;

Nay, none hut she ever shed such a tear,

Her conscience, her name, nor herself, were more

clear.
Inthe bottom there lie certain stones that look
white, [light,

But streak’d with pure red, as the morning with
‘Which they say is her blood and sorit may be,
Bat for that, let who shed it 'look to it for me.
Over the fountain a chapel there stands,

‘Which I wonder has ’scap’d master Oliver’s hands ;
The floor’s not ill pav’d and the margin o’ th’

spring

Is enclos’d with a certain octagonal rlng ;
From each angle of which a pillar does rise,

Of strength and of thickness enough to suffice
To support and uphold from falling to ground

A cupola wherewith the virgin is crown’d.

Now ’twixt the two angles, that fork to the north,
And vher:o:r: cold nymph does her bason pour

£
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Under grou?‘;l is & place, where they bathe, 2s %

sawd, .
And ’tis tiue, for ! heard folks’ teeth hack s their
head; {whores
For, you are to kudw, that the rogues aod the
Are not let to pollute the spring-head with their

sores.
Bat one thing I chiefly admir'd in the place,
That a gaint, and a virgin, endu’d with sach grace,
Should yet be so wonderful kind a well -sriller
To that whoring and filching tra:de of a miller,
As within a few paces to furnish the wheels
Of I cannot tell how many water-milks :
P’ve study'd that point much, you carmot guess
why, [thaa L
But the virgin was, doubtiess, more righteous
And now for my welcome, four, five, or six lasses,
With as many crystalline liberal glasses,
Did all importune me to drink of the water
Of saint Winifreda, good Thewith’s fair danghter.
A while I was doubtful, and stood in a muse,
Not knowing, amidsL all that choice, where to
choose, :
Till a pair of black eyes, darting full in my sight,
From the rest o’ th’ fair maidens did carry me quite;
I took the glass from her, and, whip, off it weat,
I balf doubt I fancy’d a health to the saint:
But he was a great villain committed the slanghter,
For St. Winifred made most delicate water.
I slipp’d a hard shilling into her soft hand,
Which had like to have made me the place kave
profan’d ;
And giving two more to the poor that were there,
Did, sharp as a hawk, to my quarters repair.
My dinner was ready, and to it 1 fell,
I never ate better meat that 1 can tell;
When having half din’d, there comes in my bost,
A catholic good, and a rare drunken toast :
This man, by bis drinking, inflamed the Scot,
And told me strange stories, which I have forgot;
But this I remember, ’twas mach on’s own life,
And one thing, that he had converted his wife.
But now my guide told me, it time was to go,
For that to our beds we must both ride and row;
Wherefore calling to pay, and having accouates,
I soon was down stairs, and as suddenly wounieds
On then we travell’d, our guide still before,
Sumetimes on three legs. and sometimes on four,
Coasting the sea, and over hills crawling,
Sometimes on all four, for fear we should fall in;
For underneath Neptane lay skulking to watch

us,

And, had we but slipp'd once, was ready to catches,

Thus in places of danger taking more heed,

And in safer travelling mending our speed :

Redland Castle and Abergoney we past,

And o’er against Connaway came at the last:

Just over against a castle there stood,

O’ th’ right hand the town, and o’ th® Jeft band a
wood ;

[water
"Twixt the wood and the castle they see at lngh
‘The storm, the place makes ita dungetous

‘| And besides, upon such a steep rock it is foun“

As would bresk a man's neck, should he ’scape
being drowned :
Perhaps tho’ in time one may make them to yield,
But ’tis pretti'st Cob-castle e’er I beheld.
The Sun now was going i’ unbarness his steeds,
When the ferry-boat brasking her sides ’gamst
the weeds,
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me in as good time, as good time could be,

) give us a cast o’er an arm of the sea ;
bestowing our horses before and abaft,

‘er god Neptune's wide cod-piece gave us a waft ;

"here scurvily landing at foot of the fort,

‘ithin very few paces we enter’d the port,

"here another King'’s Head invited me down,

 indeed I have ever been true to the crown.

) THE STORM.
TO THE EARL OF ——

ow with il nature does this world abound !
"hen 1, who ever thought myself mnost sound,
nd free from that infection, now must choose °
ut yon, (my lord) whom least T should abuse
3 trouble with a tempest, who bave none
) your firm breast t’ afftict you of your own :
nt since of friendship it the nature is,
) any accident that falls amiss,
Thether of sorrow, terrour, loss, or pain,
aus’d or by nfen or fortune, to eomplain.
o those who of our itls have deepest sense,
nd in whose favbur we’ve most confidence,
ardon, if in a storin I here engage .
oar calmer thoughts, and on a sea, whose rage,
’hen but a little mov’d, as far outbraves
he tamer mutinies of Adria’s waves,
s they, wheh worst for Neptune to appease,
he softest curls of most pacific seas; ’
nd though I’m vain enough half to believe
Iy danger will spme little trouble give,
yet more vainly fancy ’twill advance
our pleasure too, for my deliverance.
*Twas now the time of year, of all the rest,
or slow but certain navigation best ;
be Earth had dress’d herself so fine and gay,
hat all the world, our little world, was May ;
he Sea, too, had put on his smoothest face,
lear, sleek, and even as a looking-glass ;
he rugged winds were lock’d up in their jails,
nd were but Zephyrs whisper'd in the sails;
1l natare seem’d to court us to our woe;
ood God! ean elements dissemble too ?
7hilst we, secure, cousider’d not the whiles
hat greatest tr  lie ¢ I'd in smiles,
Aboard we went, and soon were under sail,
ut with so small an over-modest gale,
nd to our virgin canvass so unkind,
s not to swell their laps with so much wind,
s common courtship would in breeding pay
0 maids less buxom and less trim than they.
lut of this calm we could.not long complain,
or scarcely were we got out to the main
rom the still harbour but a league, no more,
Vhen the false wind (that seem'd so chaste before)
he ship’s lac'd smock began to stretch and tear,
fot like a suitor, but a ravishers
8 if delight were lessen’d by consent,
nd tasted warse for being innacent.
. sable curtain, in a little space,
f thick wove clouds, was drawn o’er Phaebus’ face,
le mjght not sce the horrour of the fight,
lor we the comfort of his heav’nly light :
‘hen, as this darkness had the signal been,
t which the furious storm was te begin,

’
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Heaven’s loud artillery begdn'to play,
And with.pale flashes made a dreadfvl day:
The centre shook by these, the ocean
In hills of brine to swell and heave began ;
Which growing m ains, as they rolling hit,
To surge and foam, each other broke and split,
Like men, who, in intestine storms of state,
Strike any they nor know, nor yet for what ;
But with the stream of fury headlong run
To war, they know not how nor why begun.

In tbis disorder straight the winds foriorn,
Which had lain ambush’d all the flatt’ring morn,
With unexpected fury rushes in,

‘| The rufing skirmish rudely to begin g

The sea with thunder-claps alarm’d before,
Assaulted thus anew, began to roar
In waves, that striving which should fastest rum,
Crouded th lves into usi

At which advantage ZEolus brought on
His large spread wings, and main battalion,
When by opposiog shores the filying foe
Forc’d back against the enemy to fiow,
So great a conflict follow’d, as if here
Th’ enraged enemies embattled were ;
Not oaly one another to subdue,
But to destroy themselves and nature too.

To paint this horrour to the life, weak art
Must want a hand, humanity a heart ;
And I, the bare relation whilst I make,
Methinks am brave, my hand still does not shake ;
For surely since men first in planks of wood
Themselves committed to the faithless flood, .
Men borp and bred at sea, did ne’er behold
Neptune in such prodigious furrows roll’'d ;
Those winds, which with the loudsst terrour

roar, °

Never so stretch’d their lungs and cheeks before 3
Nor on this floating stage has ever been
So black a scene of dreadful ruin seen.

Poor yacht! in such a sea how canst thou live 2
‘What ransom would not thy pale tenants give
To be set down on the most desp'rate shore,
Where serpents hiss, tigers and lions roar ?
And where the men, inhuman savages,
Are yet worse vermin, greater brates, than these !
Who would not for a danger that may be
Exchange a certain ruin that they see ?
For sach, unto our reason, or our fear,
Ours did in truth most manifest appear;
And how could we expect a better end,
When winds and seas seem’d only to contend,
Not which should conquer other in this war,
But in our wreck which should have greatest

.share ?
The winds were all let loose upon the main,
And every wind that blew a hurricane,
Nereus’ whole pow'r too muster’d seem’d to be,
Wave rode on wave, and every wave a sea.
Of our small baik gusts rush’d the trembling
sides

Agninst vast billows that contain’d whole tides,
Which in disdainful fury beat her back
With such a force, as made her stout sides crack,
*Gainst others that in crowds came rolling in,
As if they meant their liquid walls between
T’ engage the wretched-hulk, and crush ber flat,
And make her squeeze to death her dying freight
Sometimes she on a mountain’s ridge would ride,
And from that height her gliding keel then slide




728

Into a gulph, yawning and deep as Hell,
‘Whilst we were swooning all the while we fell ;
‘Then by anotber billow rais’d s0 bigh,
As if the sea would dart her into th’ sky,
To be a pinnace to the Argoey ; :
Then down a precipice so low and steep,
As it bad been the bottom of the deep:
‘Thus whilst we up and down, and to and fro,
‘Were miserably toss’d and bandy’d so,
Twas strange our little pink, tho’ ne'er so tight,
Could weather’t s0, and keep herself upright ;
Or was not sank with weight of our despair,
For hope, alas! could find no anch’ring there :
Her prow, and poop, starboard, and larboard side,
P’ing with these elements 86 hotly ply'd,
>Twas no less than a miracle her seams
Not ripp’d and open’d, and her very beams
Continw’d faithful in these lowd extremes ;
‘That her tail masts, so often bow’d and bent
‘With gust on gust, were not already spent;
That all, or any thing, indeed, withstood
A sea so hollow, such a high-wronght flood.
Here, where no seaman’s art nor strength avails,
Where use of compass, rudder, or of sails,
There now was none; the mariners all stood
Bloodless and cold as we; or though they could
Something, perhaps, have help’d in such a stress,
‘Were ev'ry oue astonish’d ne’ertheless
To that degree, they either had no heart
Their art to use, or had forgot their art.
Meanwhile the miserable passengers,
‘With sighs the hardest, the more soft with teers,
Mercy of Heav'n m various accents crav'd,
But after drowning hoping to be sav'd.
How oft, by fear of dying, did we die?
And every death, a death of cruelty,
‘Worse than worst craelties provok’d impose
Oan the most hated, most ofiending foes.
‘We fancy’d death riding on every wave,
And every hollow seem’d a gaping grave :
All things we saw such horrour did present,
And all of dying too were s0 intent,
Ev’ry one thought himself aiready deed,
And that for him the tears be saw were shed.
Such e had not the courage to behold
Their danger above deck, withia the hold
Utter'd such groans in that their floating grave,
As even unto terrour terroul* gave ;
‘Whilst those above pale, dead, and cold appoer,
Like ghosts in Charon’s boat that sajling were.
The last day’s dread, which mone can comprebend,
But to weak only recommend,
To form the d ‘ol image from sick fear,
That fear and fancy both were heighten’d here
‘With such a face of horrour, as alone ’
‘Was fit to prompt imagination,
Or to create it where there had been nowe.
Such as from under hatches thrast a head
T inquire what news, seem’d rising from the dead,
‘Whilst thase who staid above, bloodless with fear,
And y look, as they new risen were.
The bold and timerous, with like horrour struck,
‘Were not to be distinguish’d by their ldok ;
And he who oould the greatest courage boast,
Howe’er within, look’d still as like a ghest.
Ten hours in this rude tempest we were tost,
And ev'ry moment gave ourselves for lost :
Heav'n knows how ill preper’d for sudden death,
When the rough winds, as they’d beea out of
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Now seem’d to pant, and panting i
The waves with gentier force aganimst .
The sky clear’d up, the Sun again shone bright,
And gave us once aguin wew life and light;

We could agein bear ssil in those rough seas,
The seamen now resume their offices ;

Hope warm’d us now anew, snew the heart

Did to our cheeks some streaks of blood impast ;
And in two hours, or very little more,

We came to anchor faulcon-shot froms shore,
The very same we left the morn before ;

Where now in a yet working ses, and high,
Until the wind shall veer, we rolfing lie,

Resting secure from present fear; but then

The dangers we escap’d must tempt again 3
Which if again I safely shail get throngh,

(And sure I know the worst the sea can do)

S0 soon as I shall touch my native land,

1’1 thence ride paet to Kiss your lordship's band.

il

ODE.

Is't come to this, that we must part 2
‘Then Heav'n is turn’d all cruelty,
And Fate bas neither eyes nor heart,
Or else (my sweet) it conld not be.

Bhe’s a blind deity 'm snre ;

For woful sights compassion more,

And heav’nly minds could ne’er endwre
To pefsecute the truest love.

Tove is the highest attribute

Of pow’rs unknown we mortals know 3
For that all homage we commute,
From that all good and mercies fow,

And can there be a deity

] In those eternal seats above,

‘Will own 30 dire a cruelty,
As thus to pouish faithful love ?

Oh, heav'nly pow'rs ! be good and just,
Cherish the law yourselves bave made,
We else in vain in virtue {rust,

And by religion are betray'd.

Oh! ish me some other way
For other sins, but this is none;
Take afl the rest you gave away,
But let my dearest dear alone.

Strip me as into th’ world 1 ceme,

I never shall dispate your will ;

Or strike me durmb, desf, blisd, or lams,
But let me have Chlorinda still.

Why was she given me at all ?

1 thonght indeed the gift too great
For my poor merit ; but withal

I always knew to value it.

I first by you was worthy made,

Next by her ohoice ; let me mot prove
Blasphemaus, if I'm vot afraid

To say most worthy by my love.

And must I then be daon’d from bliza
For valuing the blessing more,

Be wretched made through happincss,
And by once being rich mare poar? )
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This separation is, alas!

[oo great a punishment to bear,
Oh 1 take my life, or let me pass
That life, that happy life, with her.

D my Chlorinda! cowldst thou see
Into the bottom of my heart,
There’s such a mine of love for thee,
The treasure would supply desert.

Let the king send me where he please,
Ready at drum and trumpet’s call,
I'Il fight at home, or cross the seas,
His soldier, but Chlorinda’s thrall.

No change of diet, or of air,

In me can a distemper breed ;

And if [ fall, it should be fair,
Since ’tis her blood that P'm to bleed.

And sitting so, I nothing fear

A noble she of living fame ;

And who shall then be by, may hear,
In my last groans, Chlorinda’s name,

But T am not proscrib’d to die,

My adversaries are too wise;

More rigour and less charity
Condemns me from Chlorinda’s eyes.

Ab, cruel seatence, and severe !
‘That is a thousand deatbs in one }
Oh ! {et me die before 1 hear

A sound of separation.

And yet it is decreed, I see,

‘The race of men are now combin’d,

:Though 1 still keep the body free,
‘0 persecute a loyal mind.

And that’s the worst that man can do,
To banish me Chlorinda’s sight ;

Yet will my heart continue true,
Mauogre their power and their spite,

Meanwhile my exit now draws nigh,
When, swect Chlorinda, thou shalt see
That [ have heart enough to die,

ot half enough to part with thee,

ON CHRISTMAS DAY,
RYMN,

Rise, happy mortals, from your slecp,
Bright Phosphor now begins to peep,
Tn such appurel as ne’er drest
The proudest day-break of the Fast !
Death’s sable curtain ’gins disperse,
AnA now the blessed mom appears,
Which has long’d and pray'd for him
So many centuries of years,
To defray th’ arrears of sin.
Now through the joyfal universe
Beams of mercy and of love
Shoot forth comfort from above,
Aud choirs of angels do proclaim
The holy Jesus’ blessed name.

Rise, shepherds, leave your flocks, and run;
The soul’s great Shepherd now is come !

Oh | wing your tardy feet, and fiy

“Jo greet this dawning majesty :

Heaven’s memsenger, in tidings bless'd,
Invites you to the sacred place,
Where the blessed Babe of joy,
Wrapp'd in his holy Father’s grace,
Comes the serpent to destroy,
‘That lurks in ev'ry buman bregst.
To Judah’s Beth’lem tura your feet,
There yon shall salvation meet;
There, in 3 homely manger borl’d,
Lies the Messias of the world.

Riding upon the moring’s wings,
The joyful air salvation sings,
* Peace upon Earth, tow'rds men good will,”
Echoes from ev’ry vale and hill;
For why, the Prince of Peace is come,
The glorious Infant, who this mom
(By a strange mysterious birth)
Is of his virgin mother borm,
To redeem the seed of Earth
From foul rebellious heavy doom.
Travel, magi of the Fast, *
To adore this sacred Guest
And offer up (with reverence)
Your gold, your myrrh, and frankincenser

At th’ teeming of this blessed womb
All nature is one joy become;
The fire, the carth, the sea, and air,
The great salvation to declare ¢
The mountains skip with joy’s excess,
The ocean’s briny billows swell
O’er the surface of their lands,
And at this sacred mirncle
Floods do clap their liquid hands,
Joy's inundation to express :
Babes spring in the narrow rooms
Of their tender mouthers’ wombs,
And all for triumph of the morn
Wherein the Child of bliss was.born.

Let each religious soul thea rise
To offer up a sacrifice,
Aud on the wings of pray’r and praise
His grateful heart to Heaven raise; «
For this, that in a stable lies, -
‘This poor neglected Babe, is he,
Hell and Dcath that must centrel,
And speak the blessed word, ** Be free,”
To ev'ry true believing soul :

Death has no sting, wor Hell no prize,
Through bis merits great, whilst we
Travel to eternity,

And with the blessed angels sing *
Hosannabs to the heav’nly King.

CRORUS.

Rise, then, O rise! and let your voices
Tell the spheres the soul rejoicés.

In Beth’lem, this auspicious morn,
The glorious Son of God is born.

The Cnild of glory, Prince of Peace,
Brings mercy that will never cease ;
Merits that wipe away the sia

Each human soul was forfeit in ;

And washing off the fatal staia,

Mau to his Maker knits again :

Join then your grateful notes, and sing
Hosanuahs to the beav’nly King.

y VPN
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SAPPHIC ODE.

How easy is his life, and free,
‘Who, ure’d by no necessity,
Eats cheerful bread, and over night does pay
For's next day's crapula,

No suitor such a mean estate
Invites to be importunate,
No supple flatt’rer, vobbing villain, or
Obstreperous creditor.

This man does need no bolts nor locks,
Nor needs he starts when any knocks,
But may on careless pillow lie and snore,
With a wide open door.

Trouble and danger wealth attend,
An useful but a dangerous friend,
Who makes us pay, e’er we can be releas’d,
Quadruple interest.

Let's live to day then for to morrow,
The fool’s too provident will borrow
A thing, which, through chance or infirmity,
’Tis odds he ne’er may see.

Spend all then ere you go to Heaven,
So with the world you will make even;
And men discharge by dying Nature's score,

‘Which done, we owe no more,
THE MORNING QUATRAINS,
Tax cock has crow’d an hour ago,
*Tis time we now dull sleep forego ;

Tir'd nature is by sleep redress’d,
And labour's overcome by rest.

‘We have ont-done the work of night,
’Tis time we rise t’ attend the light,
And ere he shall his beams display,
To plot new bus’ness for the day.

None but the slothful, or unsound,
Are by the Sun in feathers found ;
Nor, without rising with the Sun.

Can the world’s bus’ness e’er be done.

Hark! hark ! the watchful chanticler
Tells us the day's bright harbinger
Peeps o’er the eastern hills, to awe
And wam night’s sov’reign to withdraw.

The morning curtains now are drawn,
And now appears the blushing dawn ;
Aurora has her roses shed,

To strew the way Sol’s steeds must tread.

Xanthts and Zthon hamess'd are,
To roll away the burniog car,

And, snorting flame, inpatient bear
The dressing of the charioteer.

The sable cheeks of sallen Night

Are streak’d with rosy streams of light,
‘Whilst she retires away in fear,

To shade the other hemisphere.

The merry lark now takes her wings,
Aud long’d-for days loud welcome sings,
Mountiug her body out of sight,

As if she meant to meet the light.

4
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Now doors and windows are unbarr’d,
Each-where are cheerful voices beard 5
And round about good-morrows iy,

As if day taught humanity.

The chimnies wow to smoke begin,

And the old wife sits down to spin;
Whilst Kate, taking her pail, does trip
Mull’s swoln and straddling paps to strips

Vulcan now makes his anvil ring,

Dick whistles loud, and Maud doth sing ;
Aud Silvio, with his bugle horn,

Winds an imprime unto the morn.

Now through the morning doors behold
Pheebus, array’d in burning gold,
Lashing his fiery steeds, displays

His warm and all enlight’ning rays.

Now each ore to his work prepares,
All that have hands are laboure*s 3
And manufactures of each trade,
By op'ning shops, are open laid.

Hob yokes his oxen to the team,

The angler goes unto the stream

The woodman to the purlieus hies,
And lab’ring bees to load their thighs,

Fair Amarillis drives her flocks,

All night safe folded from the fox,
To flow’ry downs, where Colin staya
To court her with his roundelays.

The traveller now leaves his inn,
A new day’s journey to begin,

As he would post it with the day,
And early rising makes good way.

The sleek-fac’d schoolboy satchel takes,
And with slow pace small riddance makes
For why, the haste we make, you know,
To knowledge and to virtue's siow.

The fore-horse gingles on the road,
The waggoner lugs on his Joad ;
The field with busy people snies,
And city rings with various cries.

The world is now a basy swarm,
All doing good, or doing harm;
But let’s take heed our acts be true,
For Heaven’s eye sees all we do.

None can that piercing sight evade,

It penetrates the darkest shade ;

And sin, though it could ’scape the eye,
Would be discover’d by the cry.

———

NOON QUATRAINS.

Tue Day grows hot, and darts his rays
From such a sure and killing place,
That this half world are fain to fly

The danger of his burning eye.

His early glories were benign,
Warm to be felt, bright to be seen,
And all was comfort; but who cam
Endure him when meridian ?
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f him we as of kings complain,

Vho mildly do begin to reign ;

at to the zenith got of pow’r,

‘hose whom they should protect devours

Tas not another Phaeton

dounted the chariot of the Sun,

\nd, wanting art to guide his horse,

s burry’d from the Sun’s due course ?

f this hold on, our fertile lands

Will s00n be turn'd to parched sauds,
And not an onion that will grow
Without a Nile to overflow.

e grazing herds now droop and pant,
E'en without labour fit to faint,

And willingly forsook their meat,

To seck out cover from the heat.

The lagging ox is now unbound,

From larding the new turn’d-up ground,
‘Whilst Hobbinol, alike o’er-laid,
‘Takes his coarsedinner to the shade,

Cellars and grottos now are best
To eat and drink in, or to rest;
And not a soyl above is found

Cao find a refuge under ground.

‘When pagan tyranny grew hot,
‘Thus persecuted Christians got

Tnto the dark but friendly womb
Of unknown subterranean Rome.

And as that heat did cool at last,
S0 a few scorching bours o'er past,
In a more mild and temp'rate ray
‘We may again enjoy the day.

——p

THE NIGHT.

WRITTEN BY MONSIEUR LE COMTE PR CREMAIL.

STANZES,

On, Night! by me so oft requir'd,
Ob, Night! by me s0 much desir'd, °
Of my felicity the cause,
Oh, Night ! so welcome to my eyes,
Grant, in this horrour of the skies,
This dreadful shade thy curtain draws,
That | may now adore this night
The star that burus and gives me light.

Spread o’er the Farth thy sable veil,
Heaven’s twinkling sparklets to conceal,
That darkness seems to day t’ improve ;
For other light I do need none
To guile me to my levely one,
But only that of mine own love;
And all light else offends my sight,
But hers whose eye does give me light.

Oblivion of our forepass’d woes,
Thou charm of sadness, and repose
Of souls that languish in despair,
* Why dost thou not from Lethe rise?
Post thou not see the whole world snies
With lovers, who themselves declare
Enemies to all noise and light,
And covet nothing but the night ?

LETY

At her transparent window there .
Thou’lt see Aminta’s eye appear,
That, like a Sun set round with ray,
The shadows from the sky shall chase,
Changing the colour of its face
Into a bright and glorivus day ;
Yet do not fear this Sun so tright,
For ’tis a mighty friend to Night.

Rise then, lov'd Night, rise from the sea,
And to my Sun Aurora be,
And now thy blackest garment wear §
Dull sleep already thee foregoes,
And each-where a dumb silence does
Thy long’d-for long approach declare ;
I know the star that gives me light,
To see me only stays for Night.

Ha! Isee shades rise from th’ abyss,
And now I go the lips to kiss,
The breasts and eyes bave me deceiv'd ;
Oh, Night! the height of my desire,
Canst thou put on so black attire.
That I by none can be perceiv’d,
And that [ may this happy night
See the bright star that gives me light ¥

Oh! that my dusky goddess ¢ould
In her thick’ mantle 50 enfold
Heaven’s torches, as to damp their fire,
That here on Earth thou might’st for ever
Keep thy dark empire, Night, and never
Under the waves again retire ;
That endless 50 might be the night,
Wherein I see the star, my light !

; EVENING QUATRAINS.

Trz day’s grown old, the fainting Sun
Has but a little way to run;

And yet his steeds, with all his skill,
Scarce lug the chariot down the hill.

With labour spent, and thirst opprest,
Whilst they strain bard to gain the West,
From fetlocks hot drops melted light,
Which turn to meteors in the night.

The shadows now so long do grow,
That brambles like tall cedars show ;
Molehills seem mountaias, and the ant
Appears a monstrous elephant.

A very little, little flock '
Shades thrice the ground that it would stock 5
Whilst the small stripling following them,
Appears a mighty Polypheme.

These being brought into the fold,”
And by the thrifty master told,

He thinks his wages are well paid,
Since none are either lost or stray’d.

Now lowing herds are each-where heard,
Chains rattle in the villains’ yard ;

The cart’s on tail set down to rest,

Bearing on high the cuckold’s crest.

The hedge is stript, the clothes brought in,
Naught’s left without should be within ;
The bees are hiv'd, and hum their charm,

Whilst every house does seem a swarm.


Austin Meredith
Highlight

Austin Meredith
Highlight

Austin Meredith
Sticky Note
Thoreau copied this into his Literary Notebook.


132 COTTONS POEMS.

The cock now to the roost is prest,
For he must call up all the rest:

The sow’s fast pegg’d within the stye,
To still her squeaking progeny.

Each one has had his supping mess,
‘The cheese is put into thl:mp::- 3

The pans and bowis clean scalded all,
Rear’d up against the milk Louse wall.
And now on benches all are sat

In the cool air to sit and chat,

Till Pheebrus, dipping in the West,
Shall lead the world the way to rest.

NIGHT QUATRAINS.

Tuz Sun is set, and gone to sleep

With the fair princess of the deep,
‘Whose bosom is his cool retreat,

‘When fainting with his proper heat :

His steeds their fiaming nostrils cool

In spume of the Cerulean pool ;

‘Whilst the wheels dip their hissing naves
Deep in Columbus’ western waves.

From whence great rolls of smoke arise
To overshade the beauteous skies ;
Who bid the world’s bright eye adien
In gelid tears of falling dew.

And now from the Iberian vales
Night's sable steeds her chariot hales,
‘Where double cypress curtains screen
The gloomy melancholic queen.

These, a3 they higher mount the sky,
Ravish all colour from the eye,

Aund leave it but an useless glase,
Which few or no reflections grace.
“The crystal arch o'er Pindus’ crown -
Is on a sudden dusky grown,

And alP’s with fun’ral black o’erspread,
As if the day, which sleeps, were dead.

No ray of light the heart to cheer,

But little twinkling stars appear ;

‘Which like faint dying embers lie,

¥it nor to werk nor travel by.

Perhaps to him they torches are,

Who guide Night’s soversign's drowsy car,
And him they may befriend so near,

But us they neither light nor chcer.

Or else those little spurks of light

Are nails, that tire the wheels of Night,
‘Which to new stations still are brought,
As they roll o’er the gloomy vault.

Or nails that arm the horses’ hoof,
Which trampling o’er the marble roof,
And striking fire in the air,

‘We mortals call a shooting star,

That’s all the light we now receive,

Unless what belching Vulcans give ;
And those yield such a kind of light

As adds more horrour to the night.

Nyctimene, now freed from day,
From sullen bush flies out ta prey,
And does with fetret note proclaim
Th’ arrival of th’ usurping dame.

The rail now cracks in fields and meads,
‘Toads now forsake the nettle-beds,

The tim’rous hare goes to relief,

And wary men bolt out the thief.

The fire’s new rak’d, snd hearth swept cleas,
By Madge, thedirty kitchen quean;

The safe is lock’d, the mouse-trap set,

The leaven laid, and bucking wet.

Now in false fioors and roofs above,
The lustfal cats make ill-tun'd love;
The ban-dog on the dunghill lies,
And watchful nurse sings lullabies.

Philomel chants it whilst she bleeds,
The bittern booms it in the reeds ;
And Reynard ent’ring the back yard,
The Capitolian cry is beard.

The goblin now the fool alarms,

Hags meet to mumble o’er their charms ;
The night-mare rides the dreaming ass,
And fairies trip it oa the grass.

Tbe drunkard now supinely spores,

His load of ale sweats through his pores ;
Yet, when he wakes, the swine shall ind
A crapula remains behind.

The sober now and chaste are blest

With sweet, and with refreshing rest;

And to sound sleeps they’ve best pretence,
Have greatest share of innocence.

We should so live, then, that we may,
Fearless, put off our clots and clay,

And travel through Death’s shades to light;
For every day must bave its night. :

ODE.

Goonp night, my love, may gentle rest
Charm up your senses till the light,

Whilst I, with care and woe opprest,
Go to inhabit endless night.

There, whilst your eyes shall grace the day,
I must, in the despairing shade, '
Sigh_such a woeful time away,
As never yet poor lover had,

Yet to this endiess solitnde
‘There is one dangerous step to pass,
To one that loves your sight so rude,
As flesh and blood is loth to pass.

But I will take it, to express
I worthily your favours ware ;

Your merits (sweet) can claim 0o less,
Who dies for yeu, can do no more.

ODE DE MONSIEUR RACAN.

InaraTEFUL Cause of all my harms,
1 go to seek, amidst alarms,
My death, or liberty;
And that's all now I've left to do,
Since (cruel fair!) in serving you
I can nor live or die,
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The king his towns soes desert made,
His plains with armed troops o’erspread,
Violence does control ;
All’s fire and sword before his eyes,
Yet has he fewer enemies
Thaa I have ip my w'nl.

But yet, alas! my hope is vain
To put a period to my pain,
By any desperate ways ;
*Tis you that hold my life enchain’d,
And (under Heaven) you commaad,
And only you, my days.*

If in a battle’s loud’st alarms
1 rush amongst incensed arms,
Invoking Death to take me,
Seeing me look o pale, the foe
‘Will think me Death himself, and so
Not venture to attack me.

In bloody fields, where Mars doth make
With his loud thunder all to shake,
Both Farth and Heav'n to boot ;
Man’s pow'r to kill me I despise,
Since love, with arrows from your eyes,
Had not the pow’r to do’t.

No! I must languish still unblest,
And in worst torments manifest

My firm fidelity;
Or that my reason set me free,
Since (fair) in serving you, I see

1 can uor live nor die

CONTENTATION.

BIRECTED TO MY DEAR FATHER, AND MOST WORTHY
FRIEND, MR. 18AAC WALTON,

Heav'y, what an age is this! what race
Of giants arc sprung up, that dare
Thus fly in the Almighty’s face,
And with his providence make war !

1 can go no where but | meet

With malecontents and mutineers,
As if in life was nothing sueet,

And we must blessings reap in tears

© senseless man ! that murmurs still
For happiness, and does not know,

Fven though he might enjoy his will,
What he would have to make him so.

“I5 it true happiness to be
By undiscerning Fortupe placd,
In the most eminent degree,
Where few arrive, and noue stand fast ?

Titles and wealth are Fortane’s toils,
Wherewith the vain theinselves easnare :
The great are proud of borrow’d spoils,
The miser’s plenty breeds bis care.
The one supinely yawns at rest,
Th’ other eternally doth toii ;
Each of them equally a beast,
A pamper’d horse, or lab’ring moil.
The titulados oft disgrac’d,
By public hate or private frown,
And he whose hand the creature rais’d,
Has yet a foot to kick him down.

3%

The drudge who would all get, sll save,
Pnl,ike‘n t:;ute beast both feeds and liess
e to the earth, he digs bis
And in the very hbont'go& oS

Excess of ill-got, ill-kept pelf,
Does only death and danger breed;
Whll_u one rich worldling starves himself
With what would thousand others feed.

By which we see what wealth and pow'r,
Although they make men rich and great,
The sweets of life do often sour,
And gull ambition with a cheat.

Nor is he happier than these,
Who in a moderate estate,
Where he might safely live at ease,
Has lusts that are immoderate.

For he, by those desires minled,

Quits his own vine’s securing shade,
T’ expose his naked, empty head,

To ail the storms man’s peace invade.

Nor is he happy who is trim,
Trick’d up in favours of the fair,
Mirrours, with every breath made dim,
Birds, caught in evesy wsuton snare.

Woman, man's greatest woe or bliss,
Doesofter far, than serve, enslave,

And with the magic of a kiss, .
Destroys whom she was made to save.

Oh, fruitful grief, the world’s disease !
And vainer man to make it so,

Who gives his miseries increase
By cultivating his own woe.

There are no ills but what we make,

By giviog shapes and names to things;
Which is the daugerous mistake

That causes all our sufferings.

We call that sickaness, which is health,
That persecution, which is grace;

That poverty, which is true wealth,
And that dishonour, which is praise,

Providence watches over all,
Aud that with an impartial eve ;
And if to misery we falt,
*Tis through our own inGrmity.
'Tis want of foresight makes the bold
Ambitious youth to daoger climb;
And want of virtue, when the old
At persecution Jo repine.

Alas! our time is here so short,
That in what state soe’er "tis spent,

Of juy or woe, dues not import,
Provided it be innocent.

But we may make it pleasant too,
If we will take our measures vight,
And not what Heav'n has done, uade
By an uaruly appetite.

*Tis contentation that alone
Can make us happy here below 5,
Aud when this little life is gone,

Will lift us up to Heav'n too.

onandiid
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A very little satifies
An honest and a grateful heart
And who would more than will suffice,
Does covet more thau is his part.

That man is happy in his share,
Who is warm clad, and cleanly fed,
‘Whose necessaries bound his care,
And honest labour makes his bed.

Who free from debt, and clear from crimes,
Honours those laws that others fear,
‘Who ill of princes, in worst times,
Will neither speak himself, nor hear.

‘Who from the busy world retires,
To be more useful to it still,

And to no greater good aspires,
But only the eschewing ill.

‘Who, with his angle andchis books,
Can think the longest day well speat,
And praises God when back he looks,
And fiads that all was innocent.

'This man is bappier far than he
Whom public business oft betrays,
Through labyrinths of policy,
To crookud and forbidden ways.

The world is full of beaten roads,
But yet so slippery withal,

That where one walks sccure, ’tis odds
A hundred and a bundred fall.

Untrodden paths are then the best,
Where the frcquented are unsure 3

And he comes soonest to his rest,
Whose journey has been most secure.

It is content alone that makes
Our pilgrimage 8 pleasure bere ;
And who buys sorrow cheapest, takes
An ill commodity too dear.

But he has fortunes worst withstood,
And happiness can never miss,

Can covet naught, but where he stood,
And thinks him bappy where he is.

MELANCHOLY.

PINDARIC ODE.

. WHAT in the name of wonder’s this

Which lies so heavy at my heart,
That I ev’n death itself could kiss,
And think it were the greatest blis
Fen at this moment to depart !
Life, even to the wretched dear,
To me’s £0 nauseous grown,
There is no ill 1'd not commit,
But proud of what weuld forfeit it,
‘Would act the mischief without fear,
And wade through thousand lives to Jose my own.

Yea, Nature never taught me bloody rules,
Nor was [ yet with vicious precept bred ;
And now my virtue paints my cheeks in gules,
To check me for the wicked thing I said.
Tis not then I, but something in my breast,
With which unwittingly 1 am possest,
Which breathes forth horrour to proclaim,
That I am now no more the same:

COTTON’S POEMS.

One that some veeds of virtoe had ;

But one run resolately mad,

A fiend, a fury, and a beast!

Or a demoniac at least,

Who, without sense of sin or shame,

At notbing but dire mischiefs aim, [oame.
Egg’d by the prince of fiends, and Legion is bis

Alas! my reason's overcast,
That sovereign guide is quite displac’d,
Clearly dismounted from his throne,
Banish’d his empire, fled and gone !
And in his room
An infamous usurper’s come,
Whose mame is sounding in mine ear
Like that, methinks, of Oliver.
Nay, [ remember in his life
Such a disease as mine was mighty rife,
And yet, methinks, it cannot be,
That he
Should be crept into me ;
My skin could ne’er contain sure so much evil,
Nor any place but Hell can hold so great a devil

But by its symptoms now I kaow
What ’tis that does torment me 0 ;
. ’Tis a discase,
As great a fiend almost as these,
That drinks up all my better blood,
And leaves the rest a standing pool,
And though | ever little understood,
Makes me a thousand times more fool.
Faomes up dark vapours to my brain,
Creates burnt choler in my breast,
And of these nobler parts possest,
Tyrannically there does reign.
Oh ! when (kind Heaven) shall I be well again?

Accursed Melancholy ! it was sin
First brought thee in;
Sin lodg’d thee first in our first father’s breast,
By sin thou'rt nourish’d, and by sin increas’d,
Thou’rt man's own creature, he has giv'n thes
pow’r
The sweets of life thus to devour s
* To make us shun the cheerful light,
And creep into the shades of night,
Where the sly tempter ambush’d lies,
To make the discontented soul his prize.
‘There the progenitor of guile
Accosts us in th’ old serpent’s style ;
Rails at the world as weil as we,
Nay, Providence itself °s not free :
Proceeding then to arts of flattery,
He there extols our valour and our parts,
Spreads all his ncts to catch our hearts,
Concluding thus : ¢ What gencrous mind
Would longer here draw breath,
That might so sure a refuge find
In the repese of death !»
Which having said, he to our choice presents
All his destroying instrumeuts,
Swords and stilettos, halters, pistols, knives,
Poisons, both quick and slow, to end our lives
Or if we likc none of those fine devices,
He then presents us pools and precipices;
Or to let out, or suffocate our breath,
And by once dying to obtain an evcrlasting death,

Avaunt, thou devil, Melancholy !
Thou grave and sober folly !
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light of the mind, wherein our heasons grope
‘or future joys, bat never can find hope.
‘areat of murthers, treasons, and despair,
Thou pleasing and eternal care ;
Go sow thy rank and pois'nous seeds
In such a soil of mind as breeds,
Nith little help, black and nefarious deeds ;
Aund let my whirer xoul alone,
Tor why should I thy sable weed put on,
Nho never meditated ill, nor ill have never done !

Ah, ’tis ill done to me, that makes me sad
And thus to pass away

With sighs the tedious nights, and does
Like one that cither is, or will be mad.
Repentance can our own foul souls make pure,

And expiate the foulest deed,
Whereas the thought others offences breed.
Nothing but true amendment one can cure.
Fhus man, who of this world a member is,

Is by good natur - subject made
Fo smart for what his fellows do amiss, ‘

As he were guilty, when he is betray'd,
And mourning for the vices of the time,
Suffirs unjustly for another’s crime.

Go, foolish soul, and wash thee white,

Be troubled for thine own misdeeds

That heav’nly sorrow comfort breeds,
And true contrition turns delight.
Let princes thy past services forget.

Let dear bought friends thy foes become,
Though round with misery thou art beset,

With scorn abroad, and poverty at home,
Keep yet thy hands but clear, and conscience pure,

And all the ills thou shalt endure

Will on thy worth such lustre set
As shall out-shine the brightest coronet.
And men at last will be ashanv’d to see,

‘That still,

For all their malice, and malicious skill,
Thy mind revives as it was us'd to be, [thee.
And that they have disgrac’d themselves to honoar

HOPE.
PINDARIC ODE.

Horr, thou darling, and delight
Of unforeseeing reckless minds,
Thou deceiving parasite,
Which no where entertainment finds
But with the wretched, or the vain ;
’Tis they alone fond hope maintain.
Thon easy fool's chief favourite ;
Thou fawning slave to slaves, that still remains
In galleys, dungeons, and in chains ,
Or with a whining lover lov'st to play,
With treach'rous art
Fanning bis heart,
A greater slave by far than they
Who in worst durance wear thiir age away.
Thou, whose ambition miounts no bigher,
Nor dois to greater fame aspire,
Than to bé ever found a liar: .
Thou treacherous fiend, deluding shade,
‘Who would with stich a phantotn be betray'd,
By 'hom wretched aré at last more wretched
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Yet once, I must confess, I was
Such an overweening ass,
As in fortune’s worst distress
To believe thy promises ;
Which so brave a change foretold,
Such a stream of happiness,
Such mountain hopes of glitt’ring gold,
Such honours, friendships, offices,
In love and arms so great success ;
That I even hugg’d myself with the conceit,
Was myself party in the cheat,
And .n my very bosom laid
That fatal hope by which I was betray'd,
Thinkiog myself already rich, and great:
And in that foolish thought despis’d
Th’ advice of those who ont of love advis'd ;
As I’d foreseen what they did not foresee,
A torrent of felicity,
‘And rudely laugh’d at those, who pitying wept for
© me. .
But of this expectation, when 't came to’t,
) What was *he frait >
In sordid robes poor Disappointment came,
Attended by her handmaids, Grief and Shame 3
No wealth, no titles, no friend could I see,
For they still court prusperity,
Nay, what was worst of what mischance could

do, .
My dearest love forsook me too;
My pretty love, with whom, had she been true,
Fven in banishment,
I could have liv’d most happy and content;
Her sight which nourish’d me withdrew,
I then, although t00 late, perceiv’d
1 was by fattering Hope deceiv'd,
And cali’d for it texpostulate
The treachery and foul deceit :
But it was then quite fled away,
And gone some other to betray,
Leaving me in a state
By much more desolate,
Than if when first attack’d by fate,
I bad submitted there
And made my courage yicld onto despair.
For Hope, like cordials, to our wrong
Dues but our miseries prolong,
Whilst yet our vitals daily waste,
And not supporting life, but pain
Call their false friendships back again
And unto Death, grim Death, abandon us at
last. -

In me, false Hope, in me alone,
Theou thine owa treach’ry hast out-done ¢
For chance, perhaps may bave befriended
Some one thou’st labour'd to deceive
Vith wbat by thee was ne’er intended,
Nor in thy pow’r to give:
But me thou hast deceiv'd in all, as well
Possible, as nunpossible,
And the most sad example made
Of all that ever were betray’d.
Bat thou hast taught me wisdom yet, .
Henceforth to hope no more
Than 1 see reason for,
A precept 1 sball ne’er forget : '
Nor is there any thing below
Worth a man’s wishing, or his care,
When what we wish begets our woe,

And hope deceiv’'d becomes despair.

-
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‘Then, thou seducing Hope, farewel,
No more thou shalt of sense bereave me,
No more deceive me,
i now can countercharm thy spell,
And for what’s past, so far I will be even,
Never again to hope for any thing bat Heaven.

EPISTLE TO THE EARL OF

To write in verss, O count of mine,
“To you, who have the ladies nine,
‘With a wet finger, at your call,

And I believe have kiss’d ’em all,

Is such an uadertaking, nome

But Peakrill bold woul ventare on :
Yet having found, that, to my woes
No help will be procar'd by prose,
And to write that way is no boot,
Pl try if rhymiog will not do’t.

Know thes, my lord, that on my word,
Since my first, second, and my third,
‘Which 1 bave pester'd yon withal,
I've heard no syllable at all,

Or where you are, or what you do;
Or if 1 have a lord, or no.

A pretty comfort to a man

That studies all the way* he can
‘To keep an interest he does prize
Above all otber treasuries.

But let that pass, you now must know

‘We do on our last quarter go;

And that 1 may go bravely out,

And trowling merry bowl about,

To lord and lady, that and this,

As nothing were at all amiss,

When after twenty days are past,
Péor Charles has eat and drunk his last,
No more plumb-porridge then, or pye,
No brawn with branch of rosemary,

No chine of becf, enough to make
The tallest yeoman’s chine to crack ;
No bag-pipe hummiog in the ball,
Nor noise of house-keeping at all,

Nor sign, by which it may be said,
This house was once inhabited.

T may, perhaps, with much ado,

Rub out a Christmas more or two ;
Or, if the fatcs be pleas'd, a score,
But never look to keep one more.

Some thrce months hence, I make account
My spur-gall'd Pegasus to mount,
‘When, whither I intend to go,

My horse, as well as I, will know:
Biit being got, with much ado,
Out of the reach a stage or two,
Though not the conscience of my shame,
And Pegasus fall'n desp'rate lame,
I shake my stirrups, and forsake him ;
Leaving him to the next will take bim ;
Not that [ set so lightly by him,
Would any be o kind to buy him ;
But that I think those who have seen
How ill my Muse has mountcd been,
‘Would eertainly take better heed
Than te bid money for her steed.

Being then on foot, away 1 go,
And bang the hoof, incognito,
Though in condition so forlora,
Litrle disguise will scrve the tarn,
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Since best of friends, the world's 50 base,
Scarce know & man when in disgrace.

But that’s too serious. Then suppose,
Like trav’ling Tom®, with dint of toes,
I'm got unto extremest shore,

Sick, and impatient to be o’er

That channel which secur’d my state
Of peace, whilst I was fortunate,
But in-this moment of distress,
Confines me to unhappiness :
JBut where’s the money to be had
This surly Neptune to persuade ?
It is no less than sbillings ten,
Gods will be brib’d as well as men.
Imagine then your Highlander
g'ver & can of muddy beer,

aying at Passage with a paix
Of drunken fumblers for his fare ;
Aund see 've won, oh, lucky chance,
Hoist sail amain, my mates, for France;
Fortune was civil in this throw,

And baving robb’d me, lets me go.
I've won, and yet how could I choose,
He needs must win, that cannot lose ;
Fate send me then a bappy wind,

And better luck to those behind.

But what advantage will it be
That winds and tides are kiad to me,
When still the wretched have their woes,
Wherever they their feet dispose ?
What satisfaction, or deligbt
Are ragouts to an appetite ?
What ease can France or Flanders give
To him tbat is a fugitive ?
Some. two years hence, when yon come o'es,
In all your state, ambassador,
If my ill mature be so strong
T’ out-live my infamy o long,
Youwll find your little officer
Ragged as his old colours are ;
And naked, as he’s discontent,
Standing at some poor sutler’s tent,
With his pike cheek’d, to guard the tun
He must not taste when he has done.
“ Humph,” says my lord, * I'm half afraid
P My captain’s turn’d a reformade,
That scurvy face I sure should know.”
‘ Yes faith, my lord, ’tis even so,
I am that individual he :
[ told your lordship how ’t would be.*
* Thou did’st so, Charles, it is confiest;
Yet still  thought thou wer't in jest ;
But comfort! porerty’s no crime,
I'll take thy word another time.”

This matters now are coming to,
And I'm resolv’d upon’t; whilst you,
Sleeping in Fortune’s arms, ne’er dreama
Who feels the contrary extreme ;
Faith write to me, that I may know,
Whether yoa love me stilf, or no;
Or if you do not, by what ways
I've pull’d apon me my disgrace ;
For whilst 1 still stand fair with you,
1 dare the worst my fate can do ;
But your opinion long I find,
I'm sunk for ever to mankind.

Y

! Coriat,



POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 731

" BEAUTY.
PINDARIC ODE.

ANSWEZR TO AN ODE OF MR. ABRAHAM COWLEY’S
UPON THE SAME SUBJECT.

avTy ! thou master-piece of Heaven’s best skill,
10 in all shapes and lights art beauty still,
d whether black, or brown, tawny, or white,
Il strik’st with wonder every judging sight §
Thou triumph, which dost entertain the eye
With admiration’s full variety;
‘Who, though thou variest here and there,
d trick’st thyself in various colour’d hair,
d though with several washes Nature has
ought fit thy several lineaments to grace,
t beauty still we must acknowledge thee,
Whatever thy complection be.

aaty, Love’sfriend, who help’st him to a throne,
' wisdom deify’d, to whown alone -
Thy excellence is known,
d ne’er neglected but by those have none ;
1ou noble coin, by no false sleight allay'd,
r whoen we lovers militant are paid,
True totbe touch, and everbest = -
‘When thou art brought unto the test,
3d who dost still of higher value prove,
As deeper thou art search’d by luve,
e who allows thee only in the light
Is there mistaken quite,
» there we only see the outer skin,
When the perfection lies within ;
Beauty more ravishes the touch than sight,
And seen by day, i still enjoy'd by night,
» beauty's chicfest parts are never seen.

Beauty, thou active, passive good !
‘Who both inflam’st and cool’st our blood !
Thou glorious flow’r, whose sov’reign juice
Does wonderful effects produce,
Who, scorpion-like, dost with thee bring
The balm that cures thy deadly sting.
What pity ’tis the fairest plant
That ever Heaven made
Should ever ever fade:
Yet beauty we shall never want,
For she has off-sets of her own,
Thich ere she dies will be as fairly blown,
nd though they blossom in variety,
Yet still new beauties will descry.
nd here the fancy’s govern’d by the eye.

Beauty, thy conquests still are made
Iver the vigorous more thaun the decay'd ;
aod chiefly o’er tliose of the martial trade; -
nd whom thou conquer’st still thou keep’st in
Until you both together full:  [thrall,
‘Whereas of all the conqucrors, how few
Know how to keep what they sabdue ?
Nay, even froward age subducs thee too.
Thy power, Beauaty, has no bounds,
All sorts of men it equally confounds,
The young and old does both enslave,
The proud, meeck, humble, and the brave,
And if it wounds, it only is to save.

Jeauty, thou sister to Heav’n’s glorious lamp,
Of finer clay, thou finer stamp !
Thou second light, by which we better live,
hou better sex’s vast prerogative !
Thou greatest gift that Heaven can give !
VOL VL :

He who against thee does inveigh,
Never yet knew where beauty lay,
And does betray
A deplorable want of sense,
Blinduess, or age, or impotence:
For wit was given to no other end,
But beanty to admire, or to commend 3
And for our sufferings bere below
Beauty is all the recompence we know :
’Tis then for such as cannot see,
Nor yet have other sense fo,friend,
Adored Beauty, thus to slander thee,
And he who calls thee madness lct him be,
By his own doom from beauty doom’d for me.

RONDEAU.

Forseaa (fair Phillis) oh forbear

Those deadly killing frowns, aad spare

A heart 30 loving, and so true,

By none to be subdu’d, but you,

Who my poor life’s sole princess are.

Yon only can create my care ;

Bat offend you, I all things dare;

Thes, lest your cruelty you rue,
Forbear ;

And lcst ‘you kill that heart, beware,

To which there is some pity due,

If but because I hubly sue.

Your anger therefore, sweetest fair,

Though mercy in your sex is rare,

Forbear,

——
WOMAN.
PINDARICK ODE.

WaAT 8 bold theme have I in hand,
What fury has possess’d my Muse,
That could no other subject choose, ;
But that which none can understand !
Woman, what tongue, or pen is able
To determine what thou art,
A thing so moving and unstable,
So sea-like, #0 investigable,
That no land map, nor seaman’s chart,
Though they show us snowy mountains,
Chalky cliffs, and christal fourtains,
Sable thickets, golden groves,
All that man admires and loves,
Can direct us to thy heart !
Which, though we seek it night and day,
Through vast regions ages stray,
And aver seas with canvas wings make way 3
That heart the whiles,
Like to the Boating isles,
Our compass evermore beguiles,
And still, still, still remains Terra Incognita.

Woman ! the fairest sweetest flow’r
That in happy Eden grew,
Whose sweets and graces had the pow'r
. The world’s sole monarch to sutidue,
What pity ’uis thou wert not true.
Bat there, even there, thy frailty brought in sin,
Sin that has cost 5o many sighs and tears,
. Enough to ruin all succeeding beirs,
To beauty’s temple let the Devil in.
And though (because there was no morc)
By It in one single story did begin; -
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Yet from the seeds shed from that fruitfal core,
Have sprung up volumes infinite, and great,
With which th’ o’er charged world doth sweat,
Of women false, proud, cruel, insolent ;
And what could else befall,
Since she herself was president
Who was the mother of them all ;
And who, altho’ mankind indeed wasscant,
To show her malice, rather than her want,
‘Would make s loathsome serpent her gallant.

O mother Eve, sare’t was a fault
So wild a rule to give,
Ere there were any to be taught,
Or any to deceive.
>Twas ill to ruin all thy offspring so,
E’re they were yet in embrio,
Great mischiefs did attend thy easy will,
For all thy sons (which usually are
The mother’s care)
For ever lost, and ruin’d were,
By thy instructing thy fair daughters ill.
‘What’s he that dares his own fond choice ap-
prove
Or be secure his spouse is chaste ;
Or if she be, that it will Jast ?
Yet all must love.
Oh cruel Nature, that does force our wills
T’ embrace those necessary ilis |
Oh negligent, and treacherous e;
Given to man for true and faithful spies ;
How oft do you betray your trust,
And, join’d confederate with our lust,
Tell us that beauty is, which is but flesh, that flesh
but dust.

Heaven, if it be thy undisputed will
That still
This charming sex we must adore,
Let us love less, or they love more ;
For so the ills that we endure,
‘Will find some ease, if not a cure:
Or if their hearts from the first gangrene be
Infected to that desperate degree
As will no surgery admit ;
Ont of thy love to men at least forbear
To make their faces so subduing fair,
And if thou wilt give beauty, limit it :
For moderate beauty, though it bear no price,
Is yet a mighty enemy to vice,
And who bas virtue once, can never see
Any thing of deformity,
Let her complexion swart, or tawny be,
A twilight olive, or a midnight ebouny.

She that is chaste, is always fair,
No matter for ber hue,

And though for form she wear a star,
She’s ugly, if untrue:

True beauty always lies within,

Much deeper, than the outer skin,

So deep, that in a woman’s mind,

It will be hard, I doubt, to find;

- Or if it be, she's so deriv'd,
And with so many doors contriv’d,

Harder by much to keep it in.
For virtue in a woman’s breast
Seldom by title is possess’d,

And is no tenant, but a wand’ring guest.

COTTON’S POEMS.

Bat all this while Pve soundly slept,
: Aud rav’d as dreamers use :
Fy ! what a coil my brains have kept
T instruct a saucy Muse
Her own fair sex t’ abuse.
'Tis nothing but aa ill digestion
Has thus brought women’s fame in question,
Which have been, and still will be what they ssp,
That is, as chaste, as they are sweet and fair ;
And all that has been said
Nothing but ravings of an idle head,
Troubled with fumes of wine ;
For now, that [ am broad awake,
I find ’tis all a gross mistake,
Else what a case were his, and thine, and mine?
THE WORLD.

= ™

Fiz! what a wretched world is this ?

Nothing but anguish, griefs, and fess,
Where, who does best, must do amiss.

Frailty the ruling power bears

1a this our dismal vale of tears.

Oh! who would live that could but die,
Die bonestly, and as be shoa’d,
Since to contend with misery
Will do toe wisest man no good.
Misfortane will not be withstood.

‘The most thet helpless man can do
Towards the bett’ring his estate
Is but to barter woe for woe,
And he ev'n there attempts too late,
abeolute a priuce is fate.

Bat why do 1 of fate complain ;
Man might live bappy, if not free,
And fortune’s shocks with ease sustain,
If man would let him happy be:
Man is man’s foe, and destinmy.

And that rib woman, though she be
But such a little little part ;
Is yet a greater fate than be, -
Aund has the power, or the art
To break his peace ; nay break kis

Ah, glorious flower, lovely piece
Of superfine refined clay,

Thon poison’st only with a kiss,
And danest an auspicious ray
On him thou meanest to betray.

These are the world, and these are they
That life does so unpleasant make.
‘Whom to avoid there is no way
But the wild desert straight to take, {
And there to husband the last stake.

Fly to the empty deserts tben,
For 80 you leave the world bebind ;
There's no world where there are no men,
And brates more civil are, and kiod,
Than mao whose reason passioes blisd

For should you take an hermitage,
Tho’ you might scape from othetvm;q
Yet even there you bear the rage q

Of veaomous, and slanderous tongues,
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Erant me then, Heav'n, a wilderness,
Aud there an endless solitude,

W here, though wolves how!, and serpents hiss,
Though dang’rous, ’tis not balf so rude
As the ungovern'd multitude.

\nd solitude in a dark cave,
Where all things hush’d, and silent be,
Lesembleth so the quiet grave,
That there I would prepare to flee,
With deatb, that hourly waits for me.

g

DE VITA BEATA.
PARAPHRAS'D FROM THR LATIN.

‘oms, y’ are deceiv’d, and what you do

isteem a happy life’s not so:

le is not happy that excels

th’ lapidary’s bagatelles ;

Tor be, that when he slecps doth lie

Jader a stately canopy ;

Tor he, that still supinely hides,

n easy down, his lazy sides;

Tor he that purple wears, and sups

saxurious draughts in golden cups;

for he that loads with prineely fare,

lis bowing tables, whilst they’H bear ;

Tor he that has each spacious vault

Vith deluges of plenty fraught,

‘ull’d from the fruitful Libyan fields,

Vhen Autuma his best harvest yields :
Bat he whom no mischance affrights,

lor popular applause delights,

'bat can unmov’d, and undismay’d

‘onfront a ruffian’s threat’ning hlade ;

Vho can do this; that man alone .

Ias power fortune to dethrone. .

Q. CICERO DE MULIERUM LEVITATE.,
TRANSL.

oMuMIT a ship unto the wind

ut not thy faith to woman-kind,

or th’ ocean’s waving billows are
afer than womgn’s faith by far.

‘o woman’s good, and if there be
lereafter such a thing as she,

is by, 1 know not what, of fate,
hat can from bad, a good create,

DESPAIR.
ODE.

! is decreed, that I must die,
And could lost men a reason show
or losing so themselves, ’tis I,
Woman and fate will bave it so,

Toman, more cruel than my fate,
From thee this sentence was severe,

is thou condemn’st me, fair ingrate,
Fate’s but the executiouner.

od mine must be fate’s hands to strike
At this uncomfortable life,

"hjch I do loath, ’cause you dislike,
And ceyrt cold death to be my wifp,
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In whose embraces though 1 must

Fail of those joys, that warm’d my heart,
And only be espous’d to dust,

Yet death and I shall never part.

That’s one assurance I shall bave,
Although I wed deformity,
And must inhabit the cold grave,
More than 1, sweet, could have with thes

And yet if thou could’st be so kind,
As but to grant me a reprieve,
I'm not to death so much inclin’d,’
But I could be countent to live.

Baut so, that that same life should be

With thee, and with thy kindness blest ;
For without thee, and all of thee,

*Twere dying only with the rest.

But that, you'll say’s too arrogant,

T’ enslave your beauties, and your will,
And cruelty in you to grant,

Who saving one, must thousands kill.

And yet you women take a pride
‘To see men die by your disdain ;

But thou wilt weep the homicide, )
When thou consider’st whom thou'st slaia,

Yet don’t ; for being as I am,
Thy creature, thou in this estate,
To life and death hast equal claim,
And may’st kill him thou didst create,

Then let me thine own doom abide,

Nor once for him o’ercast thine eyes,
Who glories that he ljiv’d and dy’d

Thy lover, and thy sacrifice,

POVERTY.

PINDARIC OPE.
Taou greatest plague that mortals know !
Thou greatest punishment,
That Heav'n has sent

To quell and humble us below !

Thou worst of all diseases and all pains,

By so much barder to endure,

By how much thou art hard to cure,

‘Who, baving robb’d physicians of their brains,
As well as of their gain,

A chronical disease doth still remain !

What epithet can fit thee, or what words thy ills

explain!

This puzzles quite the Esculapian tribe .

Who, where there are no fees, can have no wit,

And make them helpless med’cines still provide,

Both for the sick,. and poor alike unfit :

For inward griefs all that they do prepare
Notbing but crumbs, and fragments are,
And outwardly apply no mare

* But sordid rags unto the sorc.

Thus poverty is drest, and dos’d
With little art and little cost, -

As if poor remedies for the poor were fjt,

When poverty in such a place doth sit, [quer it,

That ’tis the grand projection only that must con -

Yet poverty, as I do take it,

Is not so epidemical
As maay in the world wonld make it,

Whoe all that want their wishes poor docall; -
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For if who is ndt with his divident
Amply content,
Within that acceptaiion fall,
Most would be poor, and peradventure all.
This would the wretched with the rich confound :
But I not call him poor does not abound,
But him, who, snar’d in bonds, and endless strife,
The comforts wants more than supports of life ;
Him, whose whole age is measur’d out by fears,
And though he has wherewith to eat,
His bread does yet
Taste of affliction, and his cares
His purest wine mix and allay with tears,

Tis in this sense that T am poor,

And I'm afraid shall be so still,
Obstrep’rous creditors besiege my door,

And my whole house clamorous echoes fill ;
From these there can be no retirement free,
From room to room they hunt and follow me ;

They will not let me eat, nor sleep, nor pray,

But persecute me night and day,
Torment my body and my mind ;
Nay, if I take my heels, and fy,
They follow me with open cry :
At home no rest, abroad no refuge can I find.
Thou worst of ills! what have I done,
That Heav'n should punish me with thee ?
From insolence, fraud, and oppression,
1 ever have been innocent and free,
Thou wert intended (poverty)
A scourge for pride and avarice,
I ne'er was tainted yet with cither vice ;
I never in prosperity,
Nor in the height of all my happiness,
Scorn’d, or neglected any in distress,
My hand, my heart, my door
Were ever open'd to the poor ;
And I to others in their need have granted,
r. Ere they could ask, the thing they wanted ;
‘Whereas | now, althongh I humbly crave it,
Do only beg for peace, and cannot have it.

Give me but that, ye bloody persecators,
(Who formerly have been my suitors)
And P'll surrender all the rest
For which you so contest.
Por Heav’n’s sake, let me but be quiet,
I'll not repine at clothes nor diet;
Any habit ne’er so mean,
Let it be but whole and clean,
Such as nakedness will hide,
Will amply satisfy my pride ;
And as for meat
Husks and acorns I will eat,
And for better never wish ;
But when you will me better treat,
A turnip is a princely dish :
Since then I thus far am subdu’d,
And so humbly do submit,
Faith, be no more s0 moastrous rude,
But some repose at least permit ;
" Sleepisto life and human nature due,
And that, alas, is all for which I humbly sue.

DEATH.
PINDARIC ODE.
AT a melancholic season,
. As alone I musing sat,
I fell, I know not how, to reason
‘With myself of man’s estate,
How subject unto death and fate :

COTTON’S POEMS.

Names that mortals so affright, .
As turns the brightest day to night,
And spoils of living the delight,
With which 30 soon as life is tasted,
Lest we sheuld too happy be,
Even in our infancy,
Our joys are quash’d, our hopés are blasted ;
For the first thing that we hear,
(Us'd to still us when we cry)
The nurse to keep the child in fear,
Discreetly tells it, it must die,
Be put into a hole, eaten with worms;
Presenting death in thousand ugly forms,
Which tender minds so entertain,
As ever after to retain,
By which means we are cowards bred,
Nurs’d with unnecessary dread,
And éver dream of dying, ’till we’re dead.

Death! thouchild’s bug-bear, thou fools’ terrvas,
Ghastly set forth the weak to awe ;
Begot by fear, increas'd by errour,
Whown none but a sick fancy ever saw;
Thou who art ouly fear'd |
By the illiterate and timn’rous berd,
But by the wise
Esteem'd the greatest of felicities:
Why, sithence by sn universal law,
Entail’d upon maokind thou art,
Should any dread, or seck t’ avoid thy dast,
Whea of the two, fear is the greatest smart ?
O senseless man, who vainly fiies
What Heaven has ordain’d to be
The remedy
Of all thy mortal pains and miseries.

Sorrow, want, sickness, injury, mischance,
The happi'st man’s certain inberitance,
With all the various ilks,
‘Which the wide world with mourning Giis,
Or by corraption, or disaster bred,
Are for the living all; not for the dead.
When life’s sun sets, death is a bed
With sable curtains spread,
Where we lie down
To rest the weary limbs, and carefal head,
And to the good, a bed of down.
There, there no frightful tintamarre
Of tumult in the many-headed beast,
Nor all the loud artillery of war,
Can fright us from that sweet, that happy res,
‘Wherewith the still and silent grave is
Nor all the rattle, that above they keep, [slet
Break our repose, or rouse us from that

The grave is privileg’d from noise and care,
From tyranny, and wild oppression,
Violence has so little power there,
Ev’n worst oppressors let the dead aloner.
‘We’re there secure from princes’® frowns,
The insolences of the great,
From the rude hands of barb’roas clowms,)
And policies of those that sweat,
The simple to betray, and cheat:
Or if some one with sacrilegious hand
Would persecute us after death,
His want of power shall his will withstand,
Aund he shall only losc his breath ;
For all that he by that shall gain
Will be dishonour for his pain,
Aund all the clutter he can keep
Will only serve to rock us while we mnﬂydqﬂ
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The dead no more converse with tears, -
With idle jealousies and fears; .
No danger makes the dead man start,
No idle love torments his heart,
No loss of substance, parents, children, friends,
Either his peace, or sleep offends ;
Nought can provoke his anger or despite,
He out of combat is, and injury,
*Tis he of whom philosophers so write ;
And who would be a Stoic let him die,
For whilst we living are, what man is he,
‘Who the world’s wrongs does either feel, or see,
That possibly from passion can be free !
But must put on
A noble indignation
Warranted both by virtue and religion.

Then let me die, and no more subject be

Unto the tyrannizing pow'rs,

To which this short mortality of ours,
Is either preordain’d by destiny,
Or bound by natural infirmity.

‘We nothing, whilst we here remain,

But sorrow, and repentance gain,

Nay, ev’n our very joys are pain ;

Or, being past,

To woe and torment turn at last :
Nor is there yet any so sacred place,

Where we can sanctuary find,

No man’s a friend to sorrow and disgrace ;

But flying one, we other mischiefs meet ;
Or if we kinder entertainment find,

We bear the seeds of sorrow in the mind,

And keep our frailty, when we shift our feet.
Whilst we are men we still onr passions have,
And he that is most free, is his own slave,
There is no refuge but the friendly grave.

=

——

ON THE DEATH OF THE MOST NOBLR
THOMAS EARL OF OSSORY.
CARMEN [RREGULARE.

Exovan! enough! I'll hear no more,
And would to Heav’n I bad been deaf before
That fatal sonnd had struck my ear:
Harsh ramour has not left 50 sad a note
In her hoarse trumpet’s brazen throat
‘To move compassion, and inforce a tear.
Methinks all nature should relent and droop,
The centre shrink, and heaven stoop,
The d-y be turn'd to mourning night,
The twinkling stars weep out their light,
And all things out of their distinction run
Into their primitive confusion,
A chaos with cold darkness overspread,
Since the illustrious Ossory is dead.

When Death that fatal arrow drew,
Ten thousand hearts he pierced through,
Thongh one alone be outright slew ;
Never since sin gave him his killing trade,
He, at one shot, so great a slaughter made ;
He needs no more at those let fly,
They of that wound alone will die,
Aad who can now expect to live, when he
Thus fell unprivileg’d we see |
He met death in his greatest triumph, war,
And always thence came off a conqueror,
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Through ratt'ling shot, and pikes the slave he
sought

Kuock’d at each cuirass for him, as he fought,

Beat him at sea, and beffied him on shore,

War’s utmost fury he outbrav'd before :

But yet, it seems, a fever could do more.

The Eaglish infantry are orphans now,

Pale sorrow haugs on every soldier’s brow :

Who now in honour’s path shall lead you on,

Since your beloved general is gone ?

Furl up your ensigns, case the warlike drum,
Pay your last honours to his tomb ;

Hang down your manly heads in sign of woe ;

That now is all that your poor loves.can do ;

Unless by Winter’s fire, or Summer’s shade

To tell what a brave leader once you had :

Hang your now useless arms up in the hall,

There let them rust upon the sweating wall ;

Go, till the fields, and, with inglorious sweat,

An honest, but a painful living get:

Your old neglected callings now renew,

And bid to glorious war a long adieu.

The Dutch may now have fishing free,
And, whilst the consternation lasts,
Like the proud rulers of the sea,
Show the full stature of their masts ;
Our English Neptune, deaf to all alarms,
Now soundly sleeps in Death's cold arms,
And on his ebon altar has laid down
His awful trident, and his naval crown.
No more shall the tall frigate dance
For joy she carries this victorious lord,
Who to the capstain chain’d Mischance,
Commanding on her lofty board.
The sea itself, that is all tears,
Would weep her soundless channel dry,
Had she unhappily but ears,
To hear that Ossory could die.
Ah, cruel fate, thou never struck’st a blow,
By all mankind regretted so ;
Nor can ’t be said who should lameant him most,
No country such a patriot e’er.could boast,
And never monarch such a subject lost.

And yet we knew that he must one day die,
That should our grief assuage ;
By sword, or shot, or by infirmity ;
Or, if these fail’d, by age.
But he, alas! too soon gave place
To the successors of his noble race: .
We wish'd, and coveted to have him long,
He was not old enough to die so soon,
And they to finish what he had begun,
As much too young :
But time, that had no hand in his mischance,
1s fitter to mature, and to advance
Their early hopes to the inheritance
Of titles, honours, riches, and command,
Their glorious grandsire’s merits have obtain’d,
And which shines brighter than a ducal crown,
Of their illustrious family’s renown.
Oh, may there never fail of that brave race,
A man as great, as the great Ossory was,
To serve his prince, and as successful prove
Ia the same valour, loyalty, and love ;
Whilst his own virtues swell the checks of fame,
And from his consecrated urn doth flame
A glorious pyramid to Boteler’s name,
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ODE BACCHIQUE.

DE MONSIRUR RACAN:

Now that the day’s short and forlum,
Dull melancholy Capricorn

To chimney-corners men translate,
Drown we our sorrows in the glass,
And let the thoughts of warfare pass,

The clergy, and the third estate.

Menard, I know what thou hast writ,
That sprightly issue of thy wit
‘Will live whilst there are men to read :
But, what if they recorded be
1n memory’s temple, boots it thee,
When thou art guawn by worms, and dead ?

Henceforth those fruitless studies spare,
Let's rather drink until we stare

Of this immortal juice of ours,
‘Which does in excellence precede
The beverage which (Janimede

Iato th’ immortals’ goblet pours.

The juice that sparkles in this glass
Makes tedious years like days to pass,

Yet makes us younger still bacome,
By this from lab’ring thoughts are chas'd
The sorrow of those ills are past,

And terrour of the ills to come.

Let us drink brimmers then, time’s fleet,
And steals away with winged feet,
Haling us with bim to our urn,
In vain we sue to it to stay,
For years like rivers pass away,
And never, never do return.

When the spring comes attir'd in greea,
. The winter flies and is not seen :
New tides do still supply the main s
But when our frolic youth’s ouce gone,
And age has ta’en possession,
Time ne’er restores us that again,

Death’s laws are universal, and
In princes’ palaces command,
As well as in the poorest hut,
We're to the Parcee subject all,
The threads of clowns and monarchs shall,
Be both by the same scissors cut.

Their rigours, which all this deface,
Will ravish in a little space

Whatever we most lasting make,
And soon will lead us out to dwink,
Beyond the pitchy river’s brink,

The waters of oblivion’s lake.

EPISTLE TO SIR CLIFFORD CLIFTON,
THEN 3ITTING IN PARLIAMENT.

‘Wazy from thy kind hand, my dearest, dear brother,

Whom I love as th’adst been the son of my mother,

Nay, better totell you the truth of the story,

Had you into the world but two minutes before me ;

1 receiv’d thy kind letter, good Lord ! how it eas'd me

Of the villainous spleen, that for six days had seiz'd
me':

COTTON'S POEMS.

1 start from my couch, where I lay doll 2nd maddy,

Of my servants inquiring the way to my study.

For, in truth, of late days | so little do mind it,

Should one turn me twice about I never shoald
find it:

But by kelp of direction, I soon did asrive at

The place where I us'd to sit fuoling in private.

S0 soon as got thither, I straight fell to calling,
Some call it invoking, but mine was plain bawliag:
I call'd for my Muse, but po answer she made me,
Nor could I conceive why the slut should evade

mes

I kaew I there left her, and lock’d her -o.nfe in,

There could be no Likelihood of her escaping :

Besides had she scap'd, I was sure to retrieve ber,

She being 50 ugly that none would reneive her,

i then fell to searchiug, since 1 could not hear ber,

I sought all the shelves, but never the nearer:

I tumbled my payers, and ritled each

Threw my books all on heaps, and kept such a
racket,

Disordering all things, which before bad their placs

Distinct by themselves in scveral classes,

That who’d seen the cunfusion, and look’d on the
ware,

Would have thought he had been at Babylon fair.

At last, when for lost | had wholly resign’d ber,

Where canst thou imagine, dear knight, [ shoald
find her?

Faith, in an old drawer, I late had not been ia,

‘Twixta pair of sheets of the b ife’s ovn

. spinniog, .
A sonnet instead of a coif her head wrapping,
I happily took her small ladyship papping.
** Why, how now, minx,” quoth I, * what's the

matter [ pray,

That you are 30 hard to be spoke with todsy?

Fie, fie on this idleness, get up and rouse yoa:

For | have at present occasion to use you :

Our noble Mecznas, sir Clifford of Cud-con,

Has sent here a letter, a kind and a good oue,

Which must be suddenly answer’d, aed finely,

Or the knight will take it exceeding unkindly.™

Yo which having some time sat musing and mutr,

She answer'd she’d broke all the strings of her late;

Aud bad got such a rheum with lying alove,

That her voice was utterly brokcn and gone:

Busides this, she bad beard, that of late I had made

A friendship with one that bad since been ber
maid;

One Prose, a slatternly ill-favour'd toad.

As common as hackney, and beaten as road,

With whom [ sat up sometimeswhole uights together,

Whilst she was exposed to the wind and weather.

Wherefore, since that I did so slight and abase ber,

She likewise now hop’d [ would please to excuse ber.

At this sudden reply I was basely confounded,

I star’d like a Quaker, and groan’d like a Round-
head.

And in such a case, what the fiend could onedo?

My conscience convinc’d her reproaches were troe;

To swagger I durst not, 1else could have beat her,

But what if | had, 1'd been never the better,

To quarrel her then had been quite out of season,

And ranting would ne’er have reduc’d her to reasos;

[ therefore was fain to dissemble repentance,

I disclaim’d and forswore my late new acquaintance.

But the jade would not backle, she pish’d and she

pouted,
And wriggling away, fairly left me without it:
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! canght her, and offered her money, a little,
At which she cry’d that were to plunder the spittle :
then, toallure her, propos’d to her Fame,
Which she so much despised, she pish’d at the
name ; - .
\nd told me in answér, that she could not glory at
"he sail-bearing title of Muse to a laureat,
duch less to a rhymer, did nought but disgust one,
\nd pretended to nothing but pitiful fustian.
3ut oh, atthat word, how I rated and call’d her,
\nd bad my fist up, with intent to have maul’d her:
\t which, the poor slut, half afraid of the matter,
“hanging her note, ’gan to wheedle and flatter ;
>rotesting she honour’d me, Jove kuew her heart,
\bove all the peers o’ th’ poetical art :
3ut that of late time, and without provocation,
had been extremely unjust to her passion.
Ae thought this sounded, I then laid before her,
fow long I had serv’d her, how much did adore
her;
Tow much she herself stood oblig’d to the knight,
Tor his kindness and favour, to whom we should
write;
\nd thereupon called, to make her amends,
‘or a pipe and a bottle, and so we were friends.
‘Being thus made friends, we fell to debating
¥bat kind of verse we should congratulate in :
said ’t must be doggrel, which when I had said,
aliciously smiling, she nodded her head,
iaying doggrel might pass to a friend would not
ind do well enough for a Derbyshire poet. [showit,
(et mere simple doggrel, she said, would notdo't,
't needs must be galloping doggrel to boot, [feet,
or amblers and trotters, tho’ they’d thousands of
Jould never however be made to be flect ;
3ut wnuld make so damnable slow a progression,
"hey’d not reach up to Westminster till the next.
session,
“hus then untothee, my dearbrother, and sweeting,
n Casterbury verse [send health and kind greeting,
Vishing thee honour, but if thou be'st cloy’d wi't,
\bove what thy ancestry ever enjos’d yet ;
Aay’st thou sit where now seated, without fear of
blushing,
fill thy little fat buttock e’en grow to the cushion.
Jive his majesty money, no matter who pays it,
for we never can want it so long as he has it ;
3ut, wer’t wisdom to trust saucy counsel in letters,
'd advise thee beware falling out with thy betters;
bave heard of two dogs once that fought for a bone,
3ut the proverb’s so greasy I'll let it alone; -
\ word is enongh to the wise ; then resent it, |
\'ragh act than mended is sooner repented :
\nd, as for the thing call'd a traitor, if any
3e prov’d to be such, as I doubt there’s too many ;
£t him ¢’en be hang'd up. and never be pray’d for,
What a pox were blocks, gibbets, and gallowses
made for? [choose,
3ut T grow monstrous weary, and how should I
This galloping rhyme has quite jaded my Muse :
\nd 1 swear, if thou look’st for more posting of hers,
attle knight, thou must needs lend her one of thy
spurs. .
Tarewell then, dear bully, but ne'er look fora name,
%or, expecting no honour, I will have no shame :
fet that you may guess at the party that wiites t'ye,
\nd not grope in the dark, 'l hold up tiiese lights
t' ye.
For his stature, he’s but a contemptible male,
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His looks, than your brown, a Jittle thought
brighter, [whiter;

Which grey hairs make every. year whiter and

"His visage, which all the rest mainly disgraces,

Is warp’d, or by age, or cuttiog of faces ;

So that, whether ’t were made 80, or whether ’t
were marr'd,

In good sooth, he’s a very unpromising bard :

His legs, which creep out of two old-fashion’d knap-
sacks, [sticks ;

Are neither two mill-posts, nor yet are they trap-

They bear him, when sober, bestir ’em and spare not,

And who the devil can stand when they are not ?

Thus much for his person, now for his conuition,
That’s sick enough full to require a physician :
He always wants money, which makes him want

ease,
And he’s always besieg’d, tho’ himself of the peace,
By an army of duns, who bat!er with scandals,
And are foemen more fierce than the Goths or the
Vandals; R
But when he does sally, as sometimes he does,
Then bey for Bess Juckson, and a fig for his foes :
He’s good fellow enough to do every one right,
And never was first th.t ask’d, what time of night s
His delight is to toss the can merrily round,
And loves to be wet, but hates to be drown'd :
He fain would be just, but sometimes he cannot,
Which gives him the trouble that other men ha’ not.
He honours his friend, but he wants means to show
it, .
And loves to be rhyming, but is the worst poet.
Yet among all these vices, to give him his due,
He bas the virtue to be a true lover of you.  [it,
B.ut bow much he loves you, he says you may guess
Since nor prose, nor yet metre, he swears can ex-
. press it.

STANZES DE MONSIFUR BERTAUD.

WiaiLst wishing, Heaven, in his ire,

Would punish with some judgement dire,
This heart to love so obstinate ;

To say I love her is to lie,

‘Though I do love. t’ extremity,

Since thus to love her is to hate.

But since from this my hatred springs,
That she neglects my sufferings,
And is unto my love ingrate 3
My hatred is so full of flame,
Since from affection first it came,
That ’tis to love her, thus to hate.

I wish that milder love, or death,
That ends our miseries with our breath,
Would my afflictions terminate,
For to my soul depriv'd of peace,
It is a torment worse than these,

Thus wretchedly to love aud hate.

Let love be gentle or severe,

It is in vain to hope or fear _

His grace, or rage in this estate; .
Being I, from my fair one’s spirit,

Nor mutual love, nor hatred mcrit,

Thus sensclessly to love and hate,

Or, if by my example here,

Ind grawn something swab with drioking good ale;

It just and equal do appear,
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She lore and icath who is my fate ;
Grant we, ye powers, in this casc,
Both for my punishment atil grace,

That as I do, she love and hate.

Trou precious treasure of the peaceful mind,
Thou Jewel of inestimable price,
Thou bravest sounl’s terrestrial paradise,
Dearest contentment, thoun best happiness
That man on Farth can know,
Thou greatest gift Heav'n can on man bestow,
And greater than maw’s language can express ;
(Where highest epithets would fall so low,
As only in our dearth of words to show
A part of thy perfection ; a poor part
Of what to us, what in thysclf thou art)
‘What sin has banish’d thee the world,
And in thy stead despairing sorrow hurl’d
Into the breasts of human kind ;
Ah, whitherartthoufled! whocan thistreasure find !

No more on Eartb now to be found,
Thou art become a hollow sound,
The empty name of something that of old
Mankind was happy in, but now,
Like a vain dream, or tale that’s told,
Art vanish’d hence, we know not how.
Oh, fatal loss, for which we are
In our own thoughts at endless war,
And each one by himself is made a sufferer !

CONTENTMENT.
PIXDARIC ODE

Yet ’t were worth seeking, if a man kuew where,
Or could but guess of whom ¢’ inguire :
But ’tis not to be found on Farth, I fear,
And who can best direct will prove a liar,
Or be himself the first deceiv’d,
By none, but who'd be cbeated too, to be believ'd.

Show me that man on Earth, that does profess
To have the greatest share of happiness,
And let himn if he can,
Forbear to show the discontented man :
A few hours’ observation will declare,
He is the same that others are.
Riches will cure a man of being poor,
But oft creates a thirst of having more, [store.
And makes the miser starve, and pine amidst his

Or if a plentiful estate,
In a good mind, good thonghts create,
A generous soul, and free,
Will mourn at least, though not repiune,
To want an overflowing mine
Still to supply a constant cbarity ;
‘Which still is discontent, whate’er the motive be.

Th’ ambitious, who to place aspire,
When rais’d to that they did pretend,
Are restless still, would still be higher;
Por that’s a passion has no end.
’Tis the mind’s wolf, a strange discase,
That ev’n satiety csn't appcase,
An appetite of such a kind,
As does by feeding still increase,
And is to eat, the more it eats, inclin’d.
As the ambitious mount the sky,
New prospects still allure the eye,
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- Which makes them npwards still to fiy ;
Till from the utmost height of all,
Faintirg in their endeavour, down they fall,
And lmlr_er, than at first they were, at last Jo
ie.

I then would know where lies the happiness
Of bring great,

For which we blindly so much strive and press,

Fawn, bribe, discemble, toil, and sweat ;
Whilst the mind, tortur’d in the doubtful quest,
I= wo solicitous to be at rest ;
Nay, when that grcatness is obtain'd, is yet
More anxious how to keep, than 't was to get
Unto that glorious beight of tickle place,
And most, when unto hononr rais’d, suspects dis-

grace.

Were men contented, they'd sit still,
Embrace, and hug their present

Without contriving good or i,

And have no conflicts with the will,
That still is prompting them to love, to hate,
Fear, envy, anger, and I can't tell what,
All which, and more, do in the mind make war,

And all with contentation inconsistent are.

And he who says he is content,
But hides ill-nature from mens’ sight;
Nor can he long conceal it there,
Something will veet,
For all his cunning and bis care,
That will disclose the hypoerite.
A man may be contentcd for an hour
Or two, or three; perbaps a night;
But then his pleasure wanting power,
His taste goes with his appetite.
Frailty the peace of buman life eonfounds ;
Flesh does not know, reason obeys no bounds.

But ’tis ourselves that give this frailty sway,
By our own promptuess to obey
Our lust, pride, envy, avarice;
By being so confederate with vice,
As to permit it to contronl
The rational immortal soul,
Which, whilst by these subjected and opprest,
Cannot enjoy itself, nor be at rest ;
: But, or transorted is with ire,
Pufi’d up with vain and empty pride;
Or languishes with base desire,
Or pines with th’ envy it would bide.
Aund (the grave Stoic Jet me not displease)
All men that we converse with here,
Have some, or all of their disturbances,
And rarely settled are, and clear.
If ever any mortal thep could boast
So great a treasure, with that man ’tis Jost ;
And no one should, because uone truly can,
Though sometimes pleas'd, say, he’s a contented
man.

EPIGRAM.

Fiz, Delia, talk no more of love,
It galls me to the heart ;
You threescore are, I doubt above,
For all your plaist'ring art.
And therefore spare your paios you may ;
For though you press we night and day,
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I can’t do that my soul abbors :
Dr, by your art's assistance, though [ might
-Prevail upon my appetite,
- I durst not couple, though I swear,
‘With you, of all the world, for fear
Of cuckolding my ancestors,

IN MENDACEM.

EPIC.

Mexpax, ’tis said thart such a liar grown,

That thou’st renvunc'd all trath, and 'tis well done}
Lying best fits our manners and our times :

But pr'ythee, Meundax, do not praise my rhymes.

SONG.
SET BY MR. COLEMAN.

WHY, dearest, should’st thou weep, when I relate
The story of my woe ?

Let not the swarthy mists of my black fate
O’crcast thy beauty so0 ;

For cach rich pearl lost on that score,
Adds to mischance, and wounds your servant more.

Quench not those stars, that to my hliss should
Oh, spare that precious tear!  [guide,
Nor let those drups unto a deluge tide,
To drown your beauty there;
That cloud of sorrow makes it night,
You lose your lustre, but the world its light.

THE PICTURE.

SET BY MR, LAWS.
How, Chloris, can I e’er believe
The vows of womankind,
Since yours I faithless find,
So faithless, that you can refuse
To him your shadow, t' whom, to chnose,
You swore you could the substance give ?

Is’t not enovgh that T must go
Into another clime,
Where feather-footed Time
May turn my hopes into despair,
My downy youth to bristled hair,
But that you add this torment too?

Perbaps you fear m’ idolatry
Would make the image prove
A woman fit for love;
Or give it such a soul as shone
Through fond Pygmalion's living bone,
That 50 I may abandon thee.

Oh, no! twould fill my genius’ room,
Mine houest one, that when
Frailty would love again,
And falt’ring with new objects burn,
Then, sweetest, would thy picture tum
My wand’ring eyes to thee at home.

ON ONE,
WHO SAID HE DRANK TO CLEAR B18 EYES.

As Pheebus, drawing to his western seat,
His 3hiniug face bedew'd with beamy sweat,
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His flaming eyes at last grown blood-shot red,
By atoms sprung from his bot horses’ speed,
Drives to that sea-green bosom of his love’s,
Aund in her lap his fainting light improves:

Sa, Thyrsis, when at th’ unresisted flame
Of thy fair mistress’ eye thine dull became,
In sovereign sack thon didst an eye-salve seek,
And stol’st a blest dew from her rosy check:
‘When straight thy lids a cheerful vigour wore,
More quick and penetrating than befure.

[ saw the sprightly grape io glory rise,
Aud with her day thy drooping night surprise ;
So that, where now a giddy darkness dwells,
Brightuess now breaks through liquid spectacles.

Had Adam known this cure in Paradise,

He'd 'scap’d the tree, and drunk to clear his eyes.

ox
THE GREAT EATER OF GRAY’S-INN.

On! for a lasting wind ! that I may rail
At this vile cormorant, this harpey-male :
That ¢an, with such an hungry haste, devour
A year’s provision in one short-liv’d hour.
Prodigious calf of Pharaoh’s lean-ribb'd kine,
That swallowest beef, at every bit a chine !
Yet art thyself so meagre. men may see
Approaching famine in thy pbys’nomy.
The world may yet rejoice, thou wert not one
That shar'd Jove's mercy with Deucalion ;
Had he thy grinders trasted in that boat,
Where the whole world’s epitome did float,
Clean and unclean had dy'd, th’ Earth found s
Of her irratjonal inhabitant: [want
*Tig donbted, there their fury had not ceas'd,
But of the human part too made a feast !
How fruitless then had heen Ieaven’s charity ?
No man on Earth had liv’d, nor beast, but thee.
Hacd’st thou been one: to fecd upon the fare
Stor'd by old Priam for the Grecian war,
He and his sons had scon Leen made a prey,
Troy’s ten years’ sicge had lasted but one day ;
Or thou might’st have preserv’d themn, and at ouce
Chopp’d up Achilles and his Myrmidons.
Had’st thou been Bell, surc thou had’st sav’d
tke lives [wives ;
O’ th’ cheating priests. their children, and their
But at this rate, 'twould be a heavy tax
For Hercules himself to clean thy jakes. [please
Oh! that kind Heav'n to give to thece would
An estridge-maw, for then we should have peace,
Swords then, or shining engines, woull be none,
No guns, to thynder out destruction ;
No rugged shackles would be cxtaut then,
Nor tedious grates, that limit frec-born men.
But thy gut-pregnant womb thy paws do fill
With epoils of Nature's good, and not her iil.
*Twas th’ inns of court’s improvidence to own
Thy wolfish carcase for a son o’ th’ gown:
The danger of thy jaws they ne’er foresaw 3
For, faith ! I think thou bast devour’d the law.
No wonder thou’rt complain’d of by-the rout,
When very curs begin to smcl) thee out.
The reasons Southwark rings with howlings, are,
Because thou robb’st the hull dogs of their share,
Beastly consumer! not content to cat
The wholesome quarters destin'd for men’s meat,
But excrement, aud all: nor wilt thou bate
One entrail, to inform us of thy ‘ate: -
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‘Which will, I hope, be such an ugly death,
As hungry beggars can in cursings hreathe.

But | have done, my Muse can scold no more,
She to the bearward’s sentence turns thee o'er;
Aud, since so great’s thy stomach’s tyraany, -
For writing this, pray God, thou eat not me.

AN EPITAPH
ON MY DEAR AUNT, MRS. ANN STANEOPE.

Forsear, bold passenger, forbear
The verge of this sad sepalchre !

Put off thy shoes, nor dare to tread

The hallowed earth, where she lies dead :
For in this vault the magazine
Of female virtue's stor’d, and in
This marble casket is confin’d
The jewel of all womankind.

For here she lies, whose spring was crown’d
With every grace in beauty found ;
‘Whose summer to that spring did ‘suit,
‘Whose autuman crack’d with happy fruit :
‘Whose fall was, like ber life, so spent,
Exemplary, and excellent.

For here the fairest, chastest maid,
That this age ever koew, is laid ;

The best of kindred, best of friends,
Of most faith, and of fewest ends ;
‘Whose fame the tracks of time survives ;
The beat of mothers, best of wives.

Lastly, which the whole sum of praise implies,

Here she, who was the best of women, lies.

Y

ONG.
SET BY MR, COLEMAN,

Ser, how like twilight slumber falls
T’ obscure the glory of those balls;
And, as she sleeps,
See how light creeps
Thorough the chinks, and beantifies
The rayey fringe of ber fair eyes.

Observe Love’s fends, how fast they fly
To every heart from her clos'd eye;
What then will she,
When waking be?
A glowing light for all t’ admire,
Such as would set the world on fire.

“Then scal her eye-lids, gentle slecp,

‘Whiles cares of her mine open keep :
Lock up, 1 say,
Those doors of day,
Which with the o for lustre strive,
That I may look on ber, and live. |

THE RETREAT.

1 Am retarn’d, my fair, but see
Perfection in none but thee :
Yet many beauties have I seea,
And in that search a truant beeg,
Through fruitiess curiosity.

I’ve been to see each blear-ey’d star,
Fond men durst with thy light compare ;
And, to my admiration, find
That all, but I. in love are blind,
* * none but thee divinely fair.

COTTON’S POEMS.

Here then I fix, and, new grown wise,
All objects, but thy face, despise:
(Taught by my folly) now I swesr,
If ive me, ne’er toerr,
Nor seek impessibilities.

THE TOKEN.

Wit cruel mistress, though you're too ankind,
Since thus my banishment’s by you design’d,
I go, but with you leave my heart behind.

A truer heart, I'm sure, you never wore,
'Tis the best treasure of the blind god’s store,
And, truly, you can justly ask no more.

Then blame me not, if curious to know,
I ask, on what fair limb you will bestow
The token, that my zeal presents you now ¥

T shall expect %0 great an interest
For such a ift, as t’ bave that gem possest,
Not of your cabinet, but of your breast.

There fixt, ’twill glory in its blest remove,
And flaming degrees by a vigil prove,
Icy disdain to thaw, nay, kindle love. -

SONG.
MONTROSS.

Asx pot, why sorrow shades my brow,
Nor why my sprightly looks decay ?
Alas! what need [ beauty now,
Since he, that lov'd it, dy’d to day!

Can ye have ears, aod yet not know
Mirtillo, brave Mirtillo's slain ?

Can ye have eyes, and they not flow,
Or bearts, that do not share my pain ?

He’s gone! he’s gone! and I will go;
For in my breast such wars [ bave,
And thoughts of him perplex me so,
That the whole world appears my grave.

| But I'll go to him, though he lie

Wrapt in the cold, cold arms of Death :
And under yon sad cypress tree -
Pll mourn, I'll mourn away my breath.

SONG.
Pr'vyTeEE, why 50 angry, sweet ?
*Tis in vain
To dissemble a disdain ;
That frown i* th’ infancy I'll meet,
And kiss it to a smile again.

In that pretty anger is

. Such a grace,

As Love's fancy would embrace,
As to new crimes may youth entice,
So that disguise becomes that face.

When thy rosy cheek thus checks

My offence,

I could sin with a pretence :
Through that sweet chiding blush there breaks,
So fair, so bright ao innocence,
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Thus your very frowns entrap
My desire,
‘And inflame me to admire
That eyes, diest in an angry shape,
Bhould kindle as with amorous fire.

A JOURNEY INTO THE PEAK.
TO SIR ASTON COCKAIN.

Sm, comfag home into this frozen clime,

Grown cold, and almost senscless, as my rhyme,

I found that winter’s bold impetuous rage
Prevented time, and antedated age;

For in my veins did nought but crystal dwell,
Each hair was frozen to an isicle §

My flesh was marble, 0 that, as { weat,

1 did appear a walking monument :

’T might have been judg'd, rather than marbte,
Had there been any spark of fire in’t. [Rint,

My mistress looking back, to bid good night,
‘Was metamorphos’d like the Sodowite.

Like Sinon’s horse our hurses were become,
Aad since they could not go, they slided home :
The hills were hard, to such a quality,

So beyond reason in philosophy,

1f Pegasus had kick’d at one of those,
Hower’s Odysses had been writ in prose.

‘These are strange stories, sir, to you, who sweat

Under the warm San’s comfortable heat;

W hose happy seat of Pouley far outvies

‘The fabled pleasures of blest Paradise :

‘Whose Canaan fills your bouse with wine and oil,
“Till °t crack with burthens of a fraitful soil :
Which house, if it were plac’d above the sphere,
‘Would be a palace fit for Jupiter.

The humble chapel, for relizious rites;

The inner rooms, for honest, frce delights ;
And Providence, that these miscarry loth,
Has plac’d the tower a centinel to both :
Sa that there’s nothing wanting to improve
Either your piety, or pace, or love.

Without, you have the pleasure of the woods,
Fair plains, rich meadows, and transparent floods ;
With all that’s good and exccllent, beside
‘The tempting apples by Euphrates’ side ;

But that which does above all these aspire,
1s Delphos, brought from Greece to Warwickshire.

Bat, oh, ungodly Hodge! that valued not

‘That saving juice o’ th’ enigmatic pot;
‘Whose charming virtue made me to forget
‘T’ inquire of Fatc; else I had staid there yet,
Nor had 1 then once dar’d to venture on

‘The cutting air of this our frozen zone.

But once again, dear sir, | mean to come,

And thankful be, as well as troublesome.

HER NAME.

To write your name upon the glass,
Is that the greatest you’ll impart
Of your commnands > when, dear, alas!
*Twas leng since graven in my heart !
But you foresee my heart must break, and, sure,
Think ’t in that brittle quarry more secure. *

My breast impregnable is found,
Which nothing but thy beauty wracks,
Than this frail metal far more vound,
That every storm and tempest cracks.
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And, if you add faith to my vows and tears,
More firm and more transparent it appears.

Yet I obey you, when, behald |
I tremble at the forced fact,
My hand too saucy and too bold,
Timorously shivers at the act ;
And ’twixt the wounded glass and th’ harder stone,
I hear a marmuring emulation.

’Tis done ; to which let all hearts bow,
And to the tablet sacrifice ;
Incense of loyal sighs allow,
Aud tears from wonder-strucken eyes;
Which, should the schismatics of Sion see,
‘Perchauce they'd break it for idolatry.

But, cursed be that awkward hand
Dares rase the glory fromn this frame,
That, notwithstanding thy command,
Tears from this glass thy ador'd name :
Whoe'er he be, unless he do repent,
He’s damn’d for breaking thy commandement.

Yet, what thy dear will bere has plac'd,
Sach is its unassured state,
Must once, my sweetest, be defac’d,
Or by the stroke of ‘I'ime or Fate ;
It must at last, howe’er, dissalve and die,
With all the world, and so must thou and L

EPITAPH
ON MR. ROBERT PORT.

- Heae lies he, whom the tyrant’s rage
Snatch’d in a venerable age;

And here, with him, entomb’d do lie
Hooour and Hoepitality.

—— it

SONG.
SET BY MR, COLEMAN.

Bainc back my comfort, and return,
For well thoun know’st that [
In such a vigorous passion burn,
That missing thee, I die.
Return, return, insult no more,
Return, return, and me restore
To those sequester’d joys I had befove.

Absence, in most, that quenches love,
And cools the warm desire,
The ardour of my heat iroproves,
And makes the flame aspire :
Th’ opinion therefore I deny,
And term it, though a tyranay,
The nurse to faith, and truth, and constancy.

Yet, dear, I do uot urge thy stay,

That were to prove unjust

To my desires; nor court delay:

But, ah! thy speed I must;

Then bring me back the stol'n delight
Snatch’d from me in thy speedy flight,
Destroy my tedious day, my longing night.

-
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SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT
TO MR, qo'mu.

Uxrucky fire, which tho’ from Heaven deriv'd,

Is brought too late, like cordials to the dead,
‘When all are of their sovereign sense depriv'd,
And honour, which my rage should warm, is fled.

Dead to heroic song this islc appears,

The ancient music of victorious verse ;

‘They taste no more than he his dirges hears,
Whose useless mourncrs sing about his herse.

Yet shall this sacred lamp in prison barn,

And through the darksome ages hence invade
The wondering world, like that in Tully’s umn,
Which, tho’ by time conceal'd, was not decay'd.

And, Charles, in that more civil century,
‘When this shall wholly fill the voice of Fame,
The busy antiquaries then will try

To find amongst their monarchs’ coin thy name.

Much they will bless thy virtue, by whose fire
I'll keep my laurel warm, which else would fade ;
And, thus enclog’d, think me of Nature’s choir,
Which still sings sweetest in the shade.

To Pame, who rulcs the world, I lead thee now,
Whose solid power the thoughtful understand ;
‘Whom, tho’ too late weak princes to her bow,
The people serve, and poets can command.

And Fame, the only judge of empire past,
Shall to Verona lead thy fancy’s eyes ;
‘Where Night so black a robe on Nature cast,
As Nature seem’d afraid of her disguise.

TO SIR WILLIAM DAVENANT.

IN ANSWER TO TRE SEVENTH CANTO, OF THE THIRD
BOOK OF HIS GONDIBERT, DIRECTED TO MY FATHER.

WRITTEN BY BIR WILLIAM, WHEN PRISONER IN THE
TowER. 1652,

On, happy fire! whose heat can thus control
The rust of age, and thaw the frost of death,
That renders man immortal, as his soul,
And swells his fame with everlasting breath.

Mappy’s that hand, that unto honour’s clime
Can Jift the subject of his living praise ;
That rescues frailty from the scythe of Tune,
And equals glory to the length of days.

Such, sir, is yours, that, uncontrol’d as Fate,
In the black bosom of o’ershading Night
Csn sons of immortality create,
To dazzle envy with prevailing light.

In vain they strive your glorious lamp to hide
In that dark Janthorn to all noble miinds;
Which through the smallest cranny is descry’d,

‘Whose force united no resistance finds.

Blest is my father, that has found his name
Amongst the heroes by your pen reviv'd ;

By running in Time’s wheel, his thriving fame
Shall still more youthful grow, and longer liv’d.

Had Alexander’s trophies thus heen rear’d,
And in the circle of your story come,
The spacious orb full well he might have spar'd,
reap’d his distant victories at home.

Let men of greater wealth than merit cast
Medals of gold for their succeeding part ;

That paper monument shall longer last,
Thaa all the rubbish of decaying art.

LES AMOURS.

See, that I pursue, still flies me;
Her, that follows me, I fly;

She, that I still court, denies me:
Her, that courts me, 1 deny.

Thus in one web we’re subt’ly wove,

And yet we mutiny in love.

She, that can save me, must not do it3
She, that cannot, fain would do:

Her love is bound, yet I still woo it :
Hers by love is bound in woe.

Yet, how can I of love complain.

Since I bave love for love again ?

This is thy work, imperious child,
Thine’s this labyrinth of love,
That thus hast our desires beguil'd,

Nor see’st how thine arrows rove.
Tben prythee, to compose this stir,
Make her love me, or me love her.

But, if irrevocable are

‘Thuse keen shafts, that wound us so,
Let me prevail with thee thus far,

That thon once more take thy bow ;
Wound ber hard heart, and by my troth,
I'll be content to take them both.

ELEGY.

How was I blest when 1 was free
From mercy, and from cruelty !
When I could write of love at ease,
And guess al passions in my peace ;
When [ could sleep, and in my breast
No love-sick thoughts disturh’d my rest ;
When in my brain of ber sweet face
No torturing idea was,
Not planet-siruck with her eye’s light,
But blest with thoughts as calm as night !
Now I could sit and gaze to death,
And vanish with each sigh I breathe ;
Or else in her victorivus eve
Dissolve to tears, dissolving die:
Nor is my life more pleasant than
The minutes of condemned men,
Toss'd by strange fancies, wrack’d by fears,
Sunk by despair, and drown’d in tears,
And dcad to hope ; for, what bold he
Dares hope for such a bliss as she ?
And yet 1 am in love: ah! who
That ever saw her, was not so0?
What tiger’s unrelenting seed :
Can see such beauties, and not bleed ?
Her eyes two sparks of heavenly fire,
Tokindle and to charm desire ;
Her cheeks Aurora’s blush; her skin
So delicately smooth and thin,
That you may see each azure vein
Her bosom’s snowy whiteness stain s
But with so rich a tiucture, as
China ’bove baser metals has,
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She’s crown’d with unresisted light
Of blooming youth, and vigorous sp'rit ;

" Careless charms, unstudied sweetness,

' Inmate virtue, humble greatness,

And modest freedom, with each grace
Of body, and of mind, and face ;

So pure, that men nor gods can find
Throughout that body, or that mind,
A fault, but this, to disapprove,

She cannot, or she will not love.

Ah! then some god possess her heart
‘With miue uncessant vows and smart ;
Grant but one hour that she may be .
In love, and then she’ll pity me,

Is it not pity such a guest

As cruelty should arm that breast -
Against a love assaults it so ?

Can heavenly minds such rigour kaow ?
Then make her know, her beauties must
Decay, and moulder into dust:

That each swift atom of her glass
Rans to the ruin of her face;

‘That those fair blossoms of her youth
Are not so lasting as my truth,

My lasting firm integrity :

Tell her all this; and if there be

A lesson to present her sense '
Of more persuading eloquence,

‘Teach her that too, for all will prove
‘Too little to provoke her love.

‘Thus dying people use to rave,

And I am grown my passion’s slave ;
Por fall I must, my lot’s despair,
Since I'm s0 worthless, she so fair.

‘O whinapss Swigspurinig,
HER HAIR.
ODE.

‘WzLcowms, blest symptom of consent,
More welcome far,
Than if a star,
Instead of this bright hair,
. Should beautify mine ear,
And light me to my banishment.

Methinks I'm now all sacred fire,
And wholly grown
Devotion :
Sensual love’s in chains,
And all my boiling veins
Are blown with sanctify’d desire.

Sure, she is Heaven itself, and I,
In fervent zeal;
This lock did steal,
And each life-giving thread,
Snatch’d from her beamy head,
As once Prometheus from the sky.

No: ’tis a nobler treasure : she
(Won to believe)
- Was pleas'd to give
These rays uato my care:
The spheres have noae 50 fair,
Nor yet so blest a deity.

Yet knows she not what she has done,
She’ll hear my prayers,
__And sce my tears ;
She's now a Nazarite
Rubb’d of her vigorous light,
For her resisting strength is gone.

I now could glory in my power.
And in pretence
Of my suspence,
Revenge, by kissing those
Twins, that Nature's pride disclose,
My languishing and tedious hours.

Yet Pl not triumph: but, since she
Will that T go
Thus wrapt in woe,
I'll tempt my prouder fate
T’ improve my estimate,
And justle with my destiny.

As well I may, thus being sure,
Whether on land
I firmly stand ;
Or Fortune’s footsteps trace,
Or Neptune's foamy face,
Mischance to conquer, or endure.

If on a swelling wave I ride,
When Eolas
His winds lets loose,
Those winds shall silent lie,
And moist Orion dry,
By virtue of this charming guide.

Or, if I bazard io a field,
Where Danger is
The sole mistress,
‘Where Death, in all his shapes,
Commits his horrid rapes,
And he, that but now slew, is kill’d :

Then in my daring crest I'll place
This plame of light
T amaze the sight
O’ th’ fiercest sons of Mars,
That rage in bloody wars,
And make them fly my conquering face,

Thus in her favour I am blest ;
And, if by these
Few of her rays,
1 am exalted so,
‘What will my passions do
When I have purchas’d all the rest ?

They must continue in the same
Vigour and force,
Better nor worse :
I lov’d so well before,
I cannot love her more,
Nor can [ mitigate my flame.

In love then persevere 1 will
Till my hairs grow
As white as snow:
And when in my warm veins
Nought but trembling cold remains,
My youthful love shall flourish still.
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SONG,

Jom once again, my Celia, join

Thy rosy lips to these of mine,
Which, though they be not such,

Are full as sensible of bliss,

That is, as soun can taste a kiss,
As thine of softer touch. :

Each kiss of thine creates desire,

Thy odorous breath inflames love’s fire,
And wakes the sleeping coal :

Such a kiss to be I find

The conversation of the mind,
And whisper of the soul.

Thanks, sweetest, now thou’rt perfect grown,
For by this last kiss I’'m undone ;
Thou breathest sileut darts,
Henceforth each little touch will prove
A dangerous stratagem in love, .
And thou wilt blow up bearts.

THE SURPRISE.

Ox a clear river’s flow’ry side,
When Earth was in her gaudy pride,
Defended by the friendly shade
A woven grove's dark entrails made,
‘Where the cold clay, with flowers strew’d,
Made up a pleasing solitude ;
’Twas there | did my glorious nymph surprise,
There stole my passion from her killing eyes.

The happy object of her eye
‘Was Sidney’s living Arcady;
Whose amorous tale had s0 betray’d
Desire in this all-lovely maid ;
That, whilst her cheek a blush did warm,
I read love's story in ber form :
And of the sisters the united grace,
Pamela’s vigour in Philoclea’s face.

As on the brink this nymph did sit,

(Ah! who can such a nymph forget 1)

The floods straight dispossess’d their foam,

Proud so her mirror to become ;

And ran into a twirling maze,

On her by that delay to gaze;
And, as they pased, by streans’ succeeding force,
In losing her, murmur'd t’ obey their course.

She read not long, but clos’d the book,
And up her silent lute she took,
Perchance to charm each wanton thought,
Youth, or her reading, had begot.
"The hollow carcase echo’d such
Airs, as had birth from Orpheus’ touch,
And every snowy finger, as she play'd,
Panc’d to the music that thems:1ves had made.
At last she ceas’d : her odorous bed
‘With her enticing Jimbs she spread,
‘With limbs so excellent, I could
No more resist my factious blood :
But there, ah ! there, I caught the dame,
And boldly urg'd to her my flame :
1 kiss’d : when her ripe lips, at every touch,
Swell’d up to meet, what she would shun so much.

I kiss’d, and play’d in her bright eyes,
Discourv’d, as is the lover’s guise,
Call'd her the auth’ress of my woe :
The nymph was kind, but would not do ;
Faith, she was kind, which made me bold,
Grow hot, as her denials cold.
But, ah ! at last 1 parted, wounded more
With her soft pity, than her eyes before.

_ THE VISIT.

Daxk was the silent shade, that hid
The fair Castanna from my sight :
The night was black (as it had need)
That could ohscure so great a light.
Under the concave of each lid
A flaming balil of beauty bright,
Wrapt in a ¢charming slumber lay,
That else would captivate the day.
(Led by a passionate desire)
I boldly did attempt the way;
And though my dull eyes wanted fire,
My seeing soul knew where she lay.
Thus, whilst I blindly did aspire,
Fear to displease her made me stay,
A doubt too weak for mine intent,
I knew she would forgive, and went.
Near to her maiden bed J drew,
Blest in so rare a chance as this;
When by her odorous breath I knew
I did approach my love, my blisss
Then did I eagerly pursue
My bopes, and found and stole a kiss:
Such as perbaps Pygmalion took,
When oold his ivory love forsook.
Soft was the sleep sat on her eyes,
As softest down, or whitest snow
So gentle rest upon them lies,
Happy to charm those beauties s0;
For which a thousand thousand dies,
Or living, live in restless woe;
For all that see ber killing eye,
With love or admiration die.

Chaste were the thoughts that bad the power
To make me hazard this offence ;
1 mark'd the sleeps of this fair flower,
And found them full of innocence ;
Wond’ring that hers, who slew each hour,
Should have sa undisturb’d a sense :
But, ah! these murders of mankind
Fly from her beauty, not her mind.

Thus, while she sweetly slept, sat I
Contemplating the lovely maid,
Of every tear, and every sigh
That sallied from my breast, afraid.
And now the morning star drew nigh,
When, fearing thus to be betray'd,
I softly from my nymph did move,
Wounded with everlasting love.

DE LUPO.
EPIGRAM.
Wauxx Lupus bas wrought bard all dey,
And the declining Sun,
By stooping te embrace the sea,
Tells him the day’s nigh dome ;
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Then to his young wife home he hies,
With his sore labour sped, .
Who bids him welcome home, and cries,
“¢ Pray, husband, come to bed.”
* Thauks, wife,” quoth he, ‘‘ but I were blest,
Would’st thou once call me to my rest.”

ON UPSTART.
UrsTARr last term went up to town,
There purchas’d arms, and brought them down:
With Welborne’s then he his compares,
And with a horrid loudness swears,
That his are best: ¢ For look,” quoth he,
** How gloriously mine gilded be!
Thine’s but a threadbare coat,” he cry'd,
Compar’d to this!”” Who then reply'd:
‘¢ If my coat be threadbare, or rent, or torn,
There’s cause ; than thine it has been longer worn.”

EPITAPH
ON MRS, MARY DRAPER.
REeapes, if thou cast thine eye
On this weeping stone below :
Kuoow, that under it doth lie
Oae, that never man did know.

Yet of all men full well known

By those beauties of her breast :
For, of all she wanted none,

‘When Death call’d her to her rest.

Then the ladies, if they would
Die like her, kind reader, tell,

They must strive to be as good
Alive, or ’tis impossible.

CELIA’S FALL.

Cxria, my fairest Calia, fell,
Celia, than the fairest, fairer ;
Celia, (with'none I must compare her)
‘That all alone is all in all,
Of what we fair and modest call ;
Gmzlia, white as alabaster,
Cslia, than Diana chaster ;

This fair, fair Ceelia, grief to tel],

This fair, this modest, chaste one, fell.

My Celia, sweetest Calia, fell,
As I have seen a snow-white dove
Decline her bosom from above,
And down her spotless body fling
‘Without the motion of the wing,
Till she arrest her seeming fall*
Upon some happy pedestal :

8o soft, this sweet, I love so well,

This sweet, this dove-like Calia, fell.

Cselia, my dearest Ceelia, fell,
As 1 have seen a melting star
Drop down its fire from its sphere,
Rescuing so its glorious sight
From that paler snuff of light :
Yet is a star bright and entire,
As when ’twas wrapt in all that fire :
8o bright, this dear, I love sowell,
This dear, this star-like Celia, fell.
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And yet my Celia did not fall
As grosser earthly mortals do,
But stoop’d, like Pheebus, to renew
Her lustre by her morning rise,
And dart new. beauties in the skies.
Like a white dove, she took her flight,
And, like a star, she shot her light :
This dove, this star, so lov’d of all,
My fair, dear, sweetest, did not fall.

But, if you'll say my Celia fell,
Of this I’m sure, that, like the dart
Of Love it was, and on my heart;
Poor heart, alas! wounded before,
She needed not have burt it more:
So absolute a conquest she
Had gain’d before of it, and me,
That neither of us have been well
Before, or since my Celia fell.

HER SIGH.

Snzx sighs, and has blown over now
The storms that threat’ved in her brow
The Heaven’s now serene and clear,
And bashful blushes do appear,
Th’ errour sh’ has found
That did me wound,
Thus with her od’rous sigh my hopes are crown’d,

Now she relents, for now I hear
Repentance whisper in my ear,
Happy repentance! that begets
By this sweet airy motion heats,
And does destroy
Her heresy,
That my faith branded with inconstancy.

When Thisbe’s Pyramus was slain,
This sigh bad fetch’d him back again,
And such a sigh from Dido’s chest
Wafted the Trojan to her breast.
Each of her sighs
My love does prize -
Reward, for thousand thounsand cruelties..

Sigh on, my sweet, and by thy breath,
Immortal grown, P’ll laugh at death.
Had fame so sweet a one, we should
In that regard learn to be good :
Sigh on, my fair,
Henceforth, I swear,
I could cameleon turn, and live Ly air.

———

ON THE LAMENTED DEATH OF MY DEAR UNCLE,
MR. RADCLIFF STANHOPE.

SucH is th’ unsteady state of human things,

And death so certain, that their period brings,
So frail is youth, and strength, so sure this sleep,
That much we cannot wonder, though we weep.
Yet, since ’tis s0, it will not misbecome,

Fither perhaps our sorrows or his tomb

To breathe a sigh, and drop a mourning tear,
Upon the cold face of his sepulchre.

Well did his life deserve it, if to be

A great example of integrity,
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Honour and truth, fidelity and love,
In such perfection, as if each bad strove
‘I” outdo posterity, may deserve our care,
Or to his funeral command a tear.
Faithful he was, and just, and sweetly good,
To whom ally’d in virtue, or in blood :
His breast (fiom other conversation chaste)
Above the reach of giddy vice was plac'd:
Then, bad not Death (that crops in’s savage speed
The fairest flower with the ramkest weed)
Thus made a beastly conquest of his prime,
And cut him off before grown ripe for time,
How bright an evening must this-morn pursue,
Is to his life a contemplation due.
Proud Death, t’ arrest his thriving virtue thns!
Unhappy fate ! not to himself, but us,
That 80 have lost him; for, uo doubt but he
Was fit for Heav'n, as years could make him be;
Age does but muster sin, and heap up woes
Against the last and general rendezvous ;
‘Whereas he dy’d full of obedient truth,
‘Wrapt in his spotless innocence of yuuth.
Farcwel, dear uncle, may thy hop'defor bliss
To thee be real, as my sorrow is;
May they b nam'd together, siuce I do
Nothing more perfect than my sorrow know §
And if thy soul into men's minds have eyes,
It knows I truly weep these obscquies.

ON THE LORD DERBY.

To what a formidable greatness grown
Is this prodigious beast, rebellion,
‘When sovereignty, and its so sacred law,
Thus lies subjected to his tyrant awe !
And to what daring impudence he grows,
When, not content to trample upon those,
He still destroys all that with honest flames
Of loyal love would propagate their names !

In this great ruin, Derby, lay thy fate,
(Derby, unfortunately fortunate)
Unhappy thus to fall a sacrifice
To such an irreligious power as this ;
And blest, as 'twas thy nobler sense to Jie
A constant lover of thy loyalty.

Nor is it thy calamity alone,
Since more Jie whelm'd in this subversion :
And first, the justest, and the best of kings,
Robd in the glory of his sufferings,
By his too violent fate inform’d us 2ll,
What tragic ends attended his great fall ;
Since when his subjects, some by chance of war,
Some by erted justice at the bar, [takes,
Have perish’d : thus, what th’ other leaves, this
And whoso ’scapes the sword, falls by the axe:
Amongst which throng of martyrs none could

boast

Of more fidelity, than the world has lost

In losing thee, when (in contcmpt of spite)

Thy steady faith, at th’ exit crown’d with light,

His bead above their malice did advance,

They could not murder thy allegiance,

Not when before those judges brought to th’ test,

‘Who, in the symptoms of thy ruin drest,

Pronovnc’d thy sentence. Basilisks! whose breath

Is killing poison, and whose locks are death.
Then how unsafe a guard mean’s virtoe is

In this false age, (when such as Jo amise
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Control the houest sort, and make s prey’

Of all that are not villainous as they)

Does to our reason’s eycs too plain appear

In the mischance of this illastrious peer.

Blondthirsty tyrants of usurped state !

In facts of death prompt and insatiate!

‘That in your flinty bosoms have no sense

Of manly honour, or of conscience ;

But do, since monarchy lay drowa'd in blood,

Proclaim °t by act high treason to be good :

Cease yet at last, for shame! let Derby's fall,

Great and good Derby's, expiate for ali;

Bat if you will place your etemity

In mischief, and that all good men must die,

W:hen you have finish’d there, fall on the rest,

Mix your btel:am’d slaughters with the worst and
t

And, to perpe:uate your marthering fame,
Cut your own throsts, despair, and die, and dama,
Ainsi soit iL

ON MARRIOT".
TEMPUS EDAX RERUN.

Taarxs for this rescue, Time ; for thou hast wea
In this move glory than the states have done

In ali their conquests ; they have conquerd men,
But thou hast conquer’d that would conguer them,
Famine ! aud in this parricide bast shown

A greater courage than their acts dare own;
Thou’st slain thy eating brother, ’tis a fame
Greater than all past heroes e'er could claim
Nor do 1 think thou could'st havc conguer'd Lim
By force ; it surely was by stratagem.

There was a dearth when be gave up the ghost:
For (on my life) his stomach he ne’er lost,

That never fail’d bim; and, without all doult,
Had he been victuall’d, he had still beld out:
Howe’er, it happen'd for the nation well,

All fear of famine now’s impossible, [rhymes,
Since we have ’scap’d his reign! Blest were my
Could they but prove, that for the people’s crimes
He an atonement fell ; for in him dy'd

More bulls, and rams, than in all times beside,
Though we the numbers of them all engross’d,
Offer’d with antique piety and cost:

And ’t might have well become the pcople’s care
Te have embowell'd him, if such there were,
Who, in respect of their forcfatbers’ peace,
Would bave ams::d such a task as this 3

For ’tis discrectly doubted be’ll go hard

To eat up all his fellows i’ th* churchyaxd :
Then, as from several parts each mangied limbh
Meet at the lust, they all will rise in him ;

And he (a3 once a pleader) may arise

A general advocate at the last assize.

1 wonder, Death durst venture on this prize,
His jaws more greedy were, and wide, tban his;
"Twas well he only was compos’d of bone,

Had he been flesh, this eater had not gone;

Or bhad they not been empty skelctons,

As sure as death he’d crush’d his marrow-bones;
And knock’d ’em too, his stomach was so rife,
The rogue lov’d marrow, as he lov’d his life.

! Sec Verses on the Great Eater of Gray's Imy
p- 145,
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Behold ! behold, O brethren! you may see,
7 this late object of mortality,

*|"I wish thy malice might ‘so thrive
‘To iny advantage, as to shake

is not the lining of the inward man [can { Her flinty breast, that I micint live,
‘hough nc'er so soundly stuff°d and cramm’d)that |  And on that part a battery make.

eep life and soul together; for if that

mld bave preserv’d bim, he had kick’d at Fate
'ith his high shoes, and livid to make a prey

f butchers’ stinking offal to this day.

But he is gone; and 't had been excellent sport,

‘ben first he stalked into Plute’s court,

ad one but secn with what an angry gust

te grecdy rascal worried Cerberus :

tnow he’d du't before he would retreat,

ul he and’s stomach are not parted yef;

1it, that digested, how he’ll do for meat
*sa’t imagine: for the devil a bit

*'ll purchase there, unless this tedious time
te tree of Tantalns was sav'd for him :

ould it prove so, no donbt he wduld rejoice,
ite of the Devil and Hell’s borrid noise.

it then, could ’t uot be touch’d, °t would prove

a curse
orse than the others, or he’d bear it worse:
1! would his fortitode in suffering rise -
much.in glory ’bove his gluttonies,
at rather than confess them to his sire,
] w?uld, like Porcia, swallow coals of fire,
: might extinguish Hell ; and, to prevent
emal prins, void ashes, and repent :
1, without that, bis torments still would last,
It were damnatiou for him to fast.”
Bat how bad 1 Leen like to have forgot
yself, with raving of a thing is not,
"his eternity ! I shonid condole
s death and ruin, had he had a soul ;
it he bad none; or ’t was mcre sensitive ;
r could the gormandizing heast outlive :
that °t may properly of him be said,
Marriot, the eater of tira v's Inn, is dead,
i3 no more!” Dear Jove, I thee entreat,
ud us no more such caters, or more meat.

TO CXELIA’S AGUE.
ope.

xcr; fond discase! 1 say, forbear,
And strive t’ afilict my fair no more !
vain are thy attempts on her,

she was, alas! so cald before.

. thou at once, by sympathy,
Distarb’st two persons in one ill ;
* when she frcezes, then I fry,
\nd so complete her ague still.

e thou my choice wounld’st fain disgrace,
3y making her look pale and green;

i she no beauties but her face,

.never had a lover been.

'sparkling eyes, and ro:y cheeks,

dust, as Ler youth does fade, decay ¢

t virtue, which her bosom decks,

¥ill, when they’re sunk and wither’d, stay.
ym would’st eclipse that virtue too,

'or such a triumph far too dear,

king her tremble, as they do,

Nhom jealous guilt Lias taught to fear,

fOL. VL

But since assaults without some fire
Are seldom to perfection brought,
I may, like thee, baffed retire:
Thou hast her buraing fit forgot.
Since thy attempts then never can
Achieve the powcr to destroy
This wonder and delight of man,
Heace to some grosser body fiy.
Yet, as returning stomachs do
Still.covet some one dish they see;
So when thou from my fair dost go,
Kind ague, make her long for me.

A VALEDICTION,
I o, I go, perfidions maid,
Obeying thee, my froward fate,
Whether forsaken or betray’d,
.By scorn or hate.

I go, th’ exact’st professor of
Desire, in its diviner sense,
That ever in the school of love’
Did yet commence.

Cruel and false, coyld’st thou find none
Amongst those fools thy eyes engross’d,
But me to practise falsehood on,
That lov’d thee most?

I lov'd thee ’hove the day’s bright eye,
Above mine own ; who melting drop,
As oft as opening they miss thee,
Aund ’bove my hope:

Till (by thy promise grown secure)
That hope was to assuraace brought,
My faith was such, so chastely pure,
I doubted not

Thee, or thy vows; nor should T yet

(Such, false one, i» my love’s extreme)
Should’st thou pow swear, the breath’s so sweet
That utters them.

Ah, syren! why didst th’ me entice
To that unconstant sea, thy love,
That ebbs and flows so in a trice?
Was it to prove

The power of each attractive spell

Upon my fond enamour’d youth ?

No: I must think of thee so well,

Thou then spak’st truth,

Else amongst overweening boys,

Or dotards, thou had’st chosen one
Than me, methinks, a fitter choice
To work upon.

Mine was no wither’d old man’s suit,

Nor like a boy’s just come from school
Had’st thou been either deaf or mute,

- . I'd been no fool.

Faith ! I was then, when I embrac’d
A false belief thy vows were true ;
Or, if they were, that they could last

A day or two.
Cce ’
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Since I'd been told a woman’s mind
Vaties as oft as April's face;
But I suppos’d thine more refin'd,

And 30 it was. '

Till (swny’d by thy unraly blood)
Thon changedst thy uncertain will,
And ’tis far worse to have been good,
Than to be Ml

Methinks thou’rt blemish’d in each part,
And 50 or worse than others are;
“Those eyes grown hollow es thy heart,
Which two suns were.

Thy cheeks are sunk, and thy smooth skin
Looks like & conquest now of Time;
Sare thoa’d’st ap age to study in
Por such & crime.

Thou’rt so transform’d, that | in thee
(As ’tis a general loss) more gricve
Thy falling from thys¢!f, than me
Fool to believe! -

For 1 by this am taught to prize
The mward beauties of the breast,
IBove all the gairtics of the eyes
Where treasons rest.

‘Whereas, grown black with this abuse
Ofierd to Love’s commanding throne,
Thou may’st despair of an excuse,
And wish ’t undone.

Farewel, thou pretty brittle piece
Of fine-cut crystal, which ouce was,
Of all my fortune and nry bliss,
The only glass,

Now something else: bat in its state
Of former lustre, fresh and green
My faith shall stand, to show thee what
Theu should’st have been.

LOVE’S TRIUMPH.

Gop Cupid’s power was ne’er 80 shown,
Since first the boy could draw a bow,
In all past ages, as this one,
This logesick age we live iu mow: .
Now he and sbe, from hizh to low,
Or lovers are, or would seem sos

His arrows now arc every where,
In every lip, and every eye,
From young, from old, from foul, and fair,
This little archer lets them fly :
He is a traitor to Love’s throne,
That has no love, or seems ¢’ have none.

If she be young and fair, we do
Thiok her the blessing of this life ;
And, out of that opiuion, woo
Her for a mistress or a wife ;
And if they think us able men,
The protty souls will love again.

Or, if she be a wife, and that
A jealous ass corrapts ber bed,
‘We build our pleasures on his fate,
And for her sake do crown his head ;
So what be fears & trath doth prove,
And whst's this but a trick of love ?

'COTTON’'S POEMS.

1If she be left & widow, then
Her first amours have warm’d ber b'ood;
Sbe'll think us puppies, or no men,
Should not ber wants he understood =
Pity then makes us lovers prove,
And Pity is the cbild of Love.
I she be wither'd, and yet itch
' ‘Todo as once in time of old,
We love a little, for she’s rich,
Thg::gl:‘ but to scare away the cold :
e has (no doul:t) the eift U assuage,
Then never stand upon her age.
Tbus maid, wife, widow, do all wouad,
Though each one with a different cye;
Aud we by love to love are bound,
Either in heat or policy;
That is, we love; or say we do,
Women, wo love ourselves, or you.
Cupid may now slacken lis nerve,
Hang bow and quiser in some place
As useless grown, useless they serve
For trophies of what once he was:
Love's grown a fashion of the mind,
And we shall heaceforth love by kind.
Lord ! what a chillish ape was this !
How vain improvident an elf'!
To com‘uer all at ouce, when ’uis,
Alas! a trinmph n'er himself !
He has usurp’d his own fear'd threse,
Since now there’s nothing to be dene.
And yet there is, there is one prize,
Lock’d in an adamantine breast ;
Storm that then, Love, if thou be’st wise,
A conguest above all the sert,
Her heart, who binds all hearts in chains,
Castanna’s heart untouch’d remains.

THE CONTEST.

Coume, my Coriona, let ns try
Which loves you best, of you, and I :
1 know you oft have in your gtass
Scen the faint shadow of your face ;
And, consequently, then became
A wound'ring lover, as I am :
Though not =0 great a oue, for what
You saw but a glimpée of that,
So sweet, 50 charming majesty,
Which 1 in its full lustre see.
But if you then had gaz’d upon
Yourself, as your reflection,
And seen thaee eyes for which I die,
Perhaps yow'd been as sick as I.

Thus, sweetest, then it is coufess’d,
That of us lovers, § Jove best :
Youo'll sey ’tis reason, thet my share i
Be great as my affections are, i
When you inrensibly are grown {
More mioe, by conquest, than your owa.
But, if this srgument I name
Seem light to such a glorions claim ;
Yet, since you love yourself, thisdo, . i
Lave me, at least, for lovdi'g;;u H [
So my despair you may e
And you your loved seif enjoy ;
Acting those things, can ne'er be
Whilst you remain yourself aloise : (
So for my sighs you make amends,
80 you bave yours, gnd I my ends.



POEMS ON_SEVERAL OCCASIONS.

THE PALSE ONE.

4N IMITATION O THAT OF HORACE, ' '

Non erat & Ceelo, &c.

lorp, false maid, yon horned light,

Vhich in Heav’n's arched vault doth range,
| view part of thyself in it ;

et she bat once & month does change,

raging sea, th’ uncertain air,

¥, what does yet more change admit,
rariation emblenis are ;

Then thou, and unly theu, art it.

osophers their pains may spare '
erpetual motion where w find ;
ich a thing be any where, .

‘is, woman, in thy ficklemind.

r oft, incenter’d in thine arms,

ig with betraying sighs and tears,
t thou secur’d me, by thy charms,
‘'om other lovers’ natural fears ?

s, that improv'd the honest flame,
"hich made my faithful bosom pant ;
tears 0 gentle, as might claim
tlief from hearts of adamant.

® were the arts seduc’d my youth,
captive to tby wanton will :

t with a falsehood, like to trath,

| the same instant cure and kill.

tell the next you will betray,
mean that fool usurps my room),
‘for his sake I'm turn’d away;
» the ‘same fortune he must come.

m [, restored to that sense

10u hast distemper’d, sound and free,
1, with a very just pretence,

espise and laugh at him and thee.

ODE.
VALRDICTORY.

; but never to retarn :

1such a killing flame I burn,

all th’ enraged waves that beat

hip’s calk'd ribs, can quench that heat :
thy disdains, which colder are

) climates of the northern star,

freeze the blood, warm’d by thine eye:
sweet, [ must thy martyr die. :

canst thou know, that losing thee,
nniverse is dead to me,

Ito it: yet not become

od, as to revoke my doom ?

le heart, do : if I remove,

can'| hope t’ achieve thy love?

t, I shall ’t a blessing call,

she who wounds may see my fall.

y thou lov’st, and bid me go

re never Sun his face did show :

, what’s worse, want of thy light,
A dissipates the shades of night ;
wgers, death, Hell daves not own,
rly to apprebension known,

Arm'd with thy will, (despite of fedr)
Pl seek them, as if thon' wert there.

But, if thou wilt I die, #nd that,

When I am dead, if thou but pay .
My tomb a tear, and sighing say, -

Thou dost my timeless fall deplore, o
Wishing thoud’st known my truth before :
My dearest dear, thon mak’st me then,

Or sleep in peace, orlive again. -

. sl "
TO MY FRIEND, MR. LELY,

LADY, THE LADY ISABELLA TRYAN,

Nature and art are here at strife ;

This shadow comes so near the life :

Sit still, (dear Lely) thou’st done that
Thirself must love and wonder at.
What other ages e’er could boast,
Either remaining yet, or lost,

Are trivial toys, and must give place
To this, that conaterfeits her face s

Yet I'll not say, but there have been,
In every past age, paintings seen

Both good and like, from every hand,
That once had mast’ry and tommand,
But none like her ! Surely she sat .
Thy peacil thus to celebrate

Above all others that could claim

An echo from the voice of Fame.

For he, that most, or with most cause,
Speaks, or may speak, his own applause;
Can’t, when he shows his master-piece,
Brag, he e'er did a face like this,

Such is tby chance to be the man,
None, but who shares thy honour, can:
If such another do arise,

To steal more glory from hereves;

Bat ’twould improvident bounty show
To hazard such a beauty 80 : :

*Tis strange thy judgment did not err,
Or want a band, debolding her,

Th’ assured’st pencil to mistake.

To her and truth, then, what a crime,
Fo us, to all the warld, aod time,
(Who most will want her copy) *twere
To have it then unlike appear! ,

But she’s preserved from that fate,
Thou know’st 30 well to imitatg,

And in that imitatinno show

What oil and colour mixt can do,

So ‘well, that had this piece the grace
Of motion, she and note else has;

.Or, if it conld the odour breathe,

That her departing sighs bequeath,

And had her warmth, it then would b§

Her glorious self, and none but she.

So well ’tis done ! Bat thou cavst go

No farther than what art can do:

And when all’s done, this, thou hast made,
Is but a nobler kind of shade ;

And thou, though thou hast play’d thy part,
A painter, no crestor, art.

By, worse than thousand deaths, thy hateg,
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Whose awing graces well might make i
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TO CHLORIS.

Farzwst, my sweet, until I come,
Improv'd in merit, for thy sake,

With characters of honour, home,
Such as thou canst not then bat take.

To loyalty my love must bow,
My bonour too calls to the field,
Where, for a lady’s busk, 1 now
Must keen, and sturdy iron wield.

Yet, when I rush into those arms,
Where desth and danger do combine,
1 shall less subject be to harms,
‘Than to those killing eyes of thine.

Since I could live in thy disdain,
Thou art so far become my fate,
That I by nothiog can be slain,
Until thy sentence speaks my date.

But, if 1seem to fall in war,

T’ excuse the murder you commit,
Be to my memory just so far,

As in thy heart t’ acknowledge it :

That’s all I sk ; which thou must give
To hins, that dying, takes a pride

1t is for thee’; and would not live
Sole prince of all the world beside.

ODE.

Tuz day js set did Earth adomn,
To drink the brewing of the main;
And, hot with travel, will ere morn
Caroyse it to sn ebb again.

Then let us drink, time to improve,
Secure of Cromwell and his spies ;

Night will couceal our healths and love,
For ail her thousand thousand eyes.

. CHORUS,

Then let us drink, secuare of spies,
To Pheebus, and his second rise.

Without the.svening dew aud show'rs,
The Earth.would be a barrea place,

Of trees, and plauts, of herbs, and flow’rs,
To crown her now euamell’d face :

Nor can wit spring, or funcies grow,
Unless we dew our heads iu wise, -

Plump Autumn’s, wealthy overflow,
And sprightly issue of the vine,

CHORUS,

Then let us drink, secure of spies,.
To Phosbys, aud his second rise.

Wine-is the cure of cares and sloth,
That rust the metal of the mind ;

The juice that man to man does both
In fresdom-and in friendship bind.

Thiis clears the monarch's cloudy brows,
And .cheers the hearts of sullen swains ;
To wearied souls repose allows,
And makes slaves caper in their chains.

L
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cNORUS.
Then let as drink, secure of spies,
To Pheebus, and his second rise.

Wiue, that distributes to each part
Its heat aud motion, is the spring;

‘The poet’s bead, the subject’s heart,
"Twas wine made old Apacreon sing.

Then let us quaff it, whilst the night
Serves but to hide such guiity souls,
As fly the beauty of the light;
Or dare not pledge our loyal bowls.

CHORUS,

Then let us revel, quaff, and sing,
Health, and his sceptre, to the king.

————

ODR.

Famr Isabel, if aught but thee
I could, or wouid, or like, or fove ;
If other beauties but approve
To sweeten my captivity : |
1 might those passions be above,
Those pow'rful passions, that combise .
To make and keep me ouly thive.
Or. if for tempting treasure, [
Of, the world's god, prevailing gold,
Could see thy love and my truil sold,
A greater, nobler treasury :
My flame to thee might then grow cold,
And |, like one whose Jove is sense,
Exchange thee for convenience.

But when I vow to thee, I do
Love thee above or health or peace,
Ciold, joy, and all such toys as these,
’Bove happincss and honour too :
Thou then must know, this love can cease,
Nor change for all the glorious show
‘Wealth and discretion bribes us to

What such a love deserves, thou, sweet,
As koowing best, may'st best reward :
I, for thy bounty well prepar'd,
With open arms my blessing meet.
‘Then do not, dear, our joys retard;
But unto him propitious be,
That knows uo love, nor life, but thee,

IN AMOREM MELDICUM.
EPIG, |

For cares whilst love prepares the remedies, |
The maiu disease in toe physician lies.

- -

b
THE LEGEND OF THE PAMOUS, FURIOUS, KXPIFT, |

VALIANT CUTTAR-MASTERS, i

CAVELIERO COMER AND DON HIL

BALLAD. ~ ‘

You, thatlove to read the tracts .

Of tall fellows’ fights and facts, i

In this song will hear a wonder, ‘
How two fiddlers fell asunder.

Lampon, &c.
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>mer had the first abuse,

thich admitted no excnse ;

e, since Hill 5o ill did treat him,

«k, in wrath, resolv’d to beat him.
Lampon, &c.

raight a broom-staff’ was prepard,

‘hicb Don Hill no little scar’d ;

st he resolv’d, if Dick did baste bim,

wat his patience should out-last him.
Lampon, &c.

hiln (good Christian) thus he meant

. ise his punish t,

Wl Girst to appease his foe send,

! in sight was Dick’s fierce nose-end.
Lampon, &c.

hom, in terrour, Hill did ask,

he durt perform his task ;

ck, in wrath, reply'd, * God damu me!

' that purpose now come am L."
Lampon, &c.

d withal, with main and might,

» he trips this proper knight,

1d with such fury he quell’d Hill,

1at to the ground he leveli’d Hill.
Lampon, &c.

is shows music discord has,

hich the cause of this war was;

W, that Hill's beaten, is a token

iat their string of friendship's broken,
Lampon, &c.

w behold ! this mortal cause

referr’d to Harry Laws ;

o since he's beaten Hill does tell though,

w shall give him salve for’s clbow.
Lampon, &c.

ODE.
TO CHLOE.

se one, farewel, thou hast releas’d
¢ fire imprison’d in my breast ;
ur beauties make uot haif the show
ey did a year or two ago:
For now I find

¢ beauties those fair walls enshrin’d,

Foul and deform’d appear,

: Ab! where

woman is a spotless mind ?

rould not now take up thine eyes,
1t in revenge to tyrannize ;
w should’st thou make me blot my rkin
b the black thou wear’st within :
- 1f thou woald’st mect,
‘brides do, in the nuptial sheet, .
1 would not kiss nor play;
But say,
ion nothing hast that can be sweet.

vas betray’d by that fair sign
rentertainment cold within; .
it found that fing built fabric lin'd
ith 80 ill contriv’d a mind,

That now J must
For ever (Chloe)- leave to-trust
The face that so beguiles
+ With smiles ;
Falschood’s a charmr to love or lust.

ODE.
TO CHLORIS FROM.FRANCE. -
Pirr me, Chloris, and the flame
Disdain and distance cannot tame ;
Aund pity my necessity, v
That makes my courtship, wanting thee,
Nothing but fond idolatry.

1 In dark and melancholy groves,

Where pretty birds discourse their loves,
I daily worship on my knee '
‘Thy shadow, all I bave of thee,
And sue to that to pity me. ST

I vow to it the sacred vow,

To thee, and only thee, I owe;
When (as it knew my true intent)
The silent picture gives consent,
And seems to mourn my banishment,

Presaging thence my love's success,

I triamph in my happiness,
And straight consider how each grace
Adors thy body, or thy face;
Surrender up to my embrace. -

I think this little tablet now,
Because less cruel, fair as thou ;
I do from it mercy implore,
’Tis the sole saint I do adore ;
1 do not think I love thee more.

Yet be rot jealoas, thongh [ do

Thus doat of it, instead of you;
I love it not, for any line
Where captivating beauties shine;
But only (Chloris) as *tis thine.

And, though thy shadow here take place,
By iutimating future grace,

It goes before, but to impart

To thee bow beautiful thou art,

And show a reason for my smart.

Nor is’t improper, swcet, since thoa

'Art in thy youthful morning now,

Whilst I, depriv’d of thine eye’s light,
Do drooping live a tedious night

In Paris, like an anchorite.

Recal me, then, that Imay see,

Once more, how fair and kind yoa be 3
lato thy suushine call again
Him thus exil'd by thy disdain,
Aud I'll forget my loss and pain.

AN INVITATION TO PHILLIS.

Coug, live with me, and be my love,
And thou sbalt all the pleasares prove,
The mountains’ tow’ring tops can show,
Inhabiting the vales below.

From a brave height my star shall shine

T’ illumipate the desart clime.
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Thy summer’s bower shall overiook

The subtle windings of the brook,

For thy delight which oaly springs,

And cuts her way with turtle’s wings.

The pavement of thy rooms shall shine .

With the bruis’d treasures of the mine;

And not a tale of love but shall

In miniature adorn thy wall.

Thy closet shall queens’ caskets mock

. With rustic jewels of the rock;

- And thine own light sball make a gem
As bright of these, as queens of them.

From this thy sphere thou shalt bebold

Thy snowy ewes trpap o'er the mold,

‘Who yearly pay my love a-piece

A tender lamb, and silver ficece.

And when Sol’s rays shall all combine

Thine to out-burn, though not outshine,

Then, at the foot of some green hill,

‘Where crystal Dove ruas murm’ring still,

We'll angle for the bright-ey’d fish,

To make my love a dainty dish ;

Or, in a cave, by Nature made,

Fly to the covert of the shade,

Where all the pleasures we will prove,

Taught by the little god of love.

And when bright Phabus’ scorching beams

Shall cease to gild the silver streams,
‘Then in the cold arms of the flood
We'll bathing cool the factious blood ;
Thy beauteous limnbs the brook shall grace,
Like the reflex of Cynthia's face;
Whilst all the wond’ring fry do gircet
The welcome light, adore thy feet,
Bupposing Venus ta be come
To send a kiss tq Thetis home.
And following night shall trifled be,
Bweet, s thou know’st 1 promis’d thee:
Thus shall the summer’s days and nights
Be dedicate to thy delights.
Then live with me, and he my love,
Apd all these pleasures shait thou prove.
But when the sapless season brings
Cold winter on bey shivering wings,
Freezing the river’s liquid face
Into & crystal looking-glass,
And that the trees their naked bones
‘Together knock like skeletons,
‘Then, with the softest, whitest locks,
Spun from the tribute of thy flocks,
We will 0’ercast thy whiter skin,
Winter, withous, a spring within.
At the first peep of day Dl rise,
To make the sullen hare thy prize ;
And thou with open arms shall come,
To bid thy hunter welcome home.
“The partridge, plover, and the poot,
P’ with the subtle mallard shoot;
The fell-fare and the greedy thrush
Shall drop from ev'ry hawthorn bush ;
And the slow heron down shall fall,
To feed my fairest fair withal §
The feather'd people of the air
Bhall fall to be my Phillis’ fare :
No storm shal touch thee, tempest move;
‘Then live with me, and be my Jove.'

But from ber cloister when | bring
¥y Phillis to restore the spring,

he roffiiag Boreas shall withdraw,

The spow shall mels, the ios shall thaw;

'
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The aguish plants fresh leaves shall show,
The Earth put on ber-verdant hue;

And thon (fair Phillis) shalt be seea
Mine and the sammer’s heauteous

quesn.
These, and more pleasures, shalt thou prove;

Then live with me, and be my l?n.

THE ENTERTAINMENT TO PHILLIS

Now Phaebns is gone down to sleep

In cold embraces of the deep,

And night's pavillion in the sky

(Crown’d with a starry can.py)

Erected stands, whence the pale Moos
Steals put to her Bndymion; :
Over the meads and o’er the floods,
Thorough the ridings of the woods,

Th’ enamour’d huntress scours her ways,
And throygh night’s veil her horas displays.

1 have § bower for my love
Hid in the centre of a grove
Of aged osks, close from the sight
Of all the prying eyes of night.

The polish’d walls of marble be
Pilaster'd round with porphyry,
Casements of crystal, to transmit
Night's sweets to thee, and thine to it;
Fine silver locks to ¢bon doors,

Rich gilded roof:, and cedar floors,
With all the ohjects may express
A plearing solitariness,

Within my love shall find each room
New furnish’d frow the silk-worm’s loom,
Vessels of the truc antiyur mold,

Cups cut in amber, myrrh, and gold;
Quilts blown with roses. beds with dowo,
More white than Atlas’ aged crown;
Carpete where flowers woven grow,
Only thy sweeter steps to strew,

Such as may emulation bring

To the wrought mantle of the Spring.
There silver lamps shaH silcat shine,
Supply’d by oils of jessamine ;

And mists of odonrs shall arise

To air thy little Paradise.

1 have such fruits, too, for thy taste,
As teeming Autumn pnever grac’d ;
Apples as round as thine own eyes,
Or, as thy sister beauties prize,
Smooth as thy snowy skin, and sleek
Aud ruddy as the morning’s cheek ;
Grapes, that the Tyrian purple wesr,
The sprightly matrons of the year,
Such as Lyeus never bare

About bis drowsy brows o fair 3

So plump, so large, o ripe, 5o good,
So full of Rayour and of blood.

There’s water in & grot hard by
To quench thee, when with dailiance dry,
Sweet as the milk of sand-red cow,
Brighter than Cynthia's silver bow ;
Cold as the gaddess’ self ¢’er was,

And clearer than thy looking-glass.
But, oh! the sum of il delight
For which the day submits to night,

{ Is that, my Phillis, thou wik find,

When we are in embraces twin’d.
Pleasures that so have tempted Jove
To all his mngna‘-dudbﬂ;
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w.them the prince bis pun le waves,

ad strips him naked as hiss laves.

is they that teach bumanity

he thing we love, the reason why:

efore we live, but ne'er till then,

re females women, or males men :

his is the way, and this the trade,

hat dues perfect what Nature made.

Then gos but first thy beauties screen,
Lest they that revel on the lawns,
The nymphs, the satyrs, and the fawns,

Adore thee for night’s horned queen.

THE LITANY.

103 a ruler that’s a curse,
da government that’s worse ;
‘'om a prince that rules by awe,
"buse tyrannic will's his law ;
om an armed council-board,
ud a aceptre that's a swerd,
Libera uos, &e.

om a kingdom, that from health
ckens to a commonwealth ;
om such peers as stain their blood,
ad are neither wise, nor good ;
om a grutry stecp’d in pots,
om unkeanelers of plots,

Libera nos, &c.

om a church without divines,

ul a preshyter that whines;

om John Calvin, and his pupils,

om a seutence without scruples,

om a clergy without letters,

ul a free state bound in fetters,
Libera nos, &c.

om the bustle of the town,
Wl the knavish tribe o' th’ gown;
om long bills where we are debtors,
om bum-bailiffs and their setters;
om the tedious city lectares,
W thanksgiviugs for protectors,

.+ Libera nos, &c.

om jll victuals when we dine,

W a tavern with ill wine;

om vife smoke in a short pipe,

. 2 landlord that will gripe;

om long reck’uings, and a weach

at claps in Euglish, or in Freach,
Libera nos, &c. . -

om demesnes, whose barren svil
Per produc’d the barley oil ;
om'a {riend for nothing 6t,
at nor courage has, nor wit ;
om all liers, and from those
ho write nonsense verse, or prose, *
s Libera nos, &c.

om a virgin thats no maid ;
om s kicking, stumbling jade ;
om false servauts, and a scold,
om all women that are'old ;
om loud tongues that never lie,
W from a domestic spy,
. Libera nos, ke,
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From a domineering spouse,
From a smoky, dirty bousc;
From foul linen, and the noise
Of youyg children, girls or boys ;
From ill beds, and full of fleas,
From a wife with esstnces,

Libera nos, &c.

From trepans of wicked men,

From the interest of ten ;

Prom rebelliun, and the scnse

Of a wounded consgience ;

Lastly, from the poet’s evil,

From his bighness ', and the Devil,
Libera nos, &¢. -

TO SOME GREAT ONES.
BPICRAM.

PorTs are great men’s trumpets, poets feign,
Create them virtues, but dare kint no stain: .
This makes the fiction constant, and doth show
You make the poets, not the poets you.

o e—

TO THE MEMORY OF MY WORTHY FRIEND,
COLONEL RICHARD LOVELACE.

To my love to thee, and pay it so,
As mut Ynen should what they justly owe,
Were to write better of thy life than can ,
Th’ assured’st pen of the most wortby man:
Such was thy compoesition, such thy mind
Improv'd to virtue, and from vice refin’d.
Thy youth, an abstract of the world’s best parts,
Enur'd to arms, and exercis’d in arts ;
Which with the vigour of a man became
Thine, and thy country’s pyramids of flame ;
Two glorious lights to guide our hopeful youth
Into the paths of honour and of truth,

These partts (so rarcly met) made up in thee,
What mai should in his full perfection be:
So sweet a temper into every sense,
And each affection, breath'd aun influence,

'] As smooth’d them to a calm, which still withstood

The ruffling passions of untamed blood,
Without a wrinkle in thy face, to show

Thy stable breast could a disturbance know.
In fortuae humble, constaut in mischaunce,
Expert of both, and both serv'd to advance |
Thy name, by various trials of thy spirit,

And give the testimony of thy merit §

Valiaut to envy of the bravest men,

And learned to an undisputed pen,

Good as the best in both, and great; but yet,
No dangerous courdge, nor offensive wit:
These ever suev'd. the one for to defend,

The other nobly to advance thy friend ;

Under which title J have found iy name
Fix'd in the living ¢hronicle of Fame

To times succeeding ; yet I hence must go,
Displeas’d 1 cannot celebrate thee so.

But what respect, acknowledgment, and love,
What these together, when improv'd, improve ;
Call it by any name, (s0 it express . .
Aught like a tribute to thy worthiness,

4 O, Cromwel:. *

.
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And may my bounden gratitude become)
Lovelace, I offer at thy honour'd tomb.

And tho’ thy virtues many friends have bred
To love thee living an:i lanent thee dead,
In characters far better couch’d than these,
Mine will not blot thy fame, nor theirs incresse :
*Twas by thine own great merjts rais’d so bizh,
That, maugre Time and Fate, it shall not die.

A}
———

TO POET E. W'.

OCCASIONED POR HIS WRITING A PANEGYRIC ON OLIVER
CROMWELL.

Frou whence, vile poet, didst thou glean the wit
And words forsuch a vicious poem fit?
Where couldrt thou paper find was not too white,
Or ink, that could be black enough to write !
What servile devil tempted thee to be
A flatterer of thine own slavery ?
‘To kiss thy bondage, and extol the deed,
At once that made thy prince and country bleed ?
} wonder much thy false heart did not dread,
And shathe to write, what all men blush to read :
Tbus with a base ingratitude to rear
Trophies unto thy master’s murtherer !
‘Who call’d thee coward ( ) much mistovk
The characters of thy pedantic look; ~
“I'hou hast at unce abnse’d thysclf and ueg
He's stout, that dar.s fatter a tyrant thus.
. Put ap thy pen and iak, muzzle thy Muse,
Adulterate hag, 6t for a common stews,
No goo ) wen’s library  wiit thou hast,
Treason in rhyme has all thy works defac’d:
Such is thy fault, that when I think to find
A punishiment of the severest kind .
For thy offence, my malice cannot nane
A greater, than, once to cominit the sawe.
Where was thy reason, then, when thon began
To write aguinst the sense of God and man?
‘Within thy guilty breast despair took, place,
Thou would’st despairing die in spite of grace.
At once thou'rt judge and malefactor shown,
Fach sentence in thy poem is thine own.
Theu, whatthou bast pronouuc'd to execute,
Hang up thyself, and say, | bid thee do't;
Fear not thy memory, that cannot die,
This panegyric is thy elegy,
Which shall be, when or wheresoever read,
A living poem to upbraid thee dead.

AN FPITAPH

OY ROBERT PORT, F5Q. DESIGNED FOR A MONUMEN™;
AND NOW SET UP IN ELUM CHURCH, IN THE COUNTY
OF STAFFORD,

VirTuUE in thoe good times that bred good men,
No testimony crav'd of tongue, or pen:
No narbie columns, nor engraven brass,
To tetl the world that such a person was :
For then each pious act, to fair descent,
Stood for the worthy owner's monument :
Rut i this change of manners, and of states,

* Good names, tho’ writ in marble, have their fates,
Such is the barb'rous and irrev’rent rage ’
That arms the rabble of this impious age,

! Edmuad Waller. C.

Yet may this bappy stene, that beers w amme,
(Such as no bold surviver dares to chiim)
To ages yet unhora unblemish’d stand,
Safe from the stroke of an inhuman hand.
Here, reader, here a Port's sad religaes S,
To teach the careless warld morratity ;
Who, while be mortal was, surivali'd stoed,
The crown and glory of his aucient blood :
Fit for his prince's and his conntry’s trost,
Pious to Goil, and te his neighbour just.
A loyal husband o his latest end,
A gracious father, and a faithful friend.
Belov'd he liv'd, and dy’d v’ercharz’d with years,
Fuller of honour than of siiver hairs:
And, to sum up his virtues, this was he
Who was what all we shoald, but cannot be.

PHILOXIPES AND POLICRITE.

AN ESSAY TO AN lﬂ_.OIC oM.
CANTO 1.

THE ARCUMENT.

This canto serve= first to relate

Philoxipes his birth and parts;

His priuce’s faendship, wealih, and state;

His vouth, his inapners, arms, and arts ;
His strange contempt of Lore's dread dart:
Till a merc shadow takes his heart.

I8 Thetis’ lap, and by her arms embrac'd,

Reiwixt the Syrian aad Cilician coasts,

The poets Cypras furtenately plac’d,

Like Nature's casket, all ber treasurc boasts:
Au isie that once, fur her rencwned lotes,
Stoud consecrate to Venus and her dowes.

From whose fair vomb vace spruag as fair a sed,
‘To shame the brood of the corvupted socld,
The graceful seaes of her bappy breed,
In one another’s chaste embra. es cul'd ¢
Nor other differcuce knew. than did ‘arise
From em'lous vittue for the virtue's prize.

And these were strifes, where Envy had ro pla
She was not knowa in such a virtuous wac;
Nor had Ambition, with her giant race,
In such contentivns a malignaot share :
Love wax the cause, and virtue was the clim,
That could th.eir honest, gentle hearts inflame.

But none, amongst that never-failing race,
Couid match Philoxipes, that noble yonth,
ln strength, and beauty, fortitude, and grace,
In gentle manners, and unblemish’d tratn;
In all the virtues and the arts, that shoud
Embellish manhood, or enoble blood.

A prince descended from the royal lives
Of Greece and Troy, united in one bed,
Where merit and reward did once combine
The seeds of Lacus and Leomed ; ’
And in a brave succession did agree
Bold Felamon, and fair Hesione.
From this illastrious pair fam’d Teucer spresg,
Who, when return’d from Itiam’s fun'ral fire,

‘Without dee vengeance for his brother’s wrong,
Was banish’d heme by his priev'd fatheryire:



ngd- lnte came
‘To build & city to his country’s name,

3reat Salamis, whose polish’d turrets stood

For many ages in the course of time,

I o’erlook the surface of the swelling flood,

The strength and glory of that fruitful clime,
‘Was his great work, from whose brave issue,'since,
‘The world receiv’d this wosthy, matchless prince.

Worthy his ancestors, and that great name,
His own true merits, with the public veice,
Had won throughout the isle, as his just ciaim,
Above whatever past a gen'ral choice :
A wman so perfect, none could disapprove,
Save that he could net, or he did not love.

Books were his business, his diversion arms,
His practice honour, his achievements fame ;
He had no time to love; nor could the charms,
Of any Cyprian nymph his blood inflame :
He thonght the fairest print of womaunkind
‘Too small a volume to enrich his mind.

He lov’d the tawny lion’s dang’rous chase,
The <notted leopard, or the tusked boar; i
Thelr Llondy steps would the young hunter trace,
Ani having Indg'd them, their tongh entrails gore :
I.ove was too soft to feed his gen’rous fire,
And maids too weak to conquer his desire,

In all his intervals of happy truce,

Know!edge and arts, which his high mind endow’d,

‘Were still his objects, and what they produce

‘Was the brave issue of his solitnde : [praise
He shunn’d dissembling courts, and thought less
Adber’d to diadems, than wreaths of bays.

Although betwixt him and the yonthful kinz.
‘Who, at this time, the Paphian sceptie sway'd,
A likeness in thcir manners, and their spring
Had such a true and lasting friendship made,
That, without him, the king did still esteem -
His court a cottaze, and her glaries dim.

Oue was their country, one the happy carth,
That (to its glory) these young heroes bred ;
One year produc’d either’s auspicions birth,
One space matur’d thein, and one council led:
Al things, io fine, wherein their viitues shone,
Youth, beauty, strength, studies, and arms, were
, one ’
This, so establish’d friendship, was the canse,
That when this modest prince would fa.n r tire
From the fond world's importunate applause,
Oft cross'd the workings of his own desire |
Aud made bim, with a fav'rite’s love aug skill,
Devote his pieasures to his master’s will.

But once his presence and assistar:ce stood
In balance with this hopeful monarch’s bliss ;
Love's golden shaft had fir’d his youthful blood,
Nor any ear must hear his sighs but his :
Artiphala his heart had overthrown,
Maugre his sword, his sceptre, and his crown.

From her bright eyes the wounding light’ning flew
Through the resistance of his manly breast,
By none, but his Philoyipes, that knew
Each motion of his soul to be exprest:
He must bis secrets keep, and cqurtshipa bear,
Couceal them from the world, but tell them her.

POEMS ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS,

N

Tel

This held him most to shine in the court’s sphers,
And practise passion in another’s name,
To dally with those arms that levell’d were
His high and yet victorious heart ¢’ inflame :
He sigh’d and wept, expressing all the woe
Despairing lovers in their phrenzy show;

And with so good success, that in some space
The magic of his eloguence, and art,
Had wrought theking into this princess’ grace, -
And laid the passage open to her heart :

Such royal suiters could not be deny’d,

The whole world’s wonder, and one Asia’s pride,

The king, thos fix'd a monarch in his love,

And in his mistress’ fair surrender crown’d,

Could sometimes now permit his frierd’s remove,

As baving other conversation found; .
And now resign him to the peace he sought,
To practisc what the wite Athenian taught.

Solon, that oracle of famous Greece,
Could in the course of his experience find -
None to beqqueath his knowledge to bat this, - . -
This glorious youth, bless’d with so rich a mind,
So brave a soul, and such a shining spirit, .
As virtue might, by lawful claim, inherit.

It was his precept that did first distil

Viitue into this hopeful young man’s breast ;

That gave him reason to conduct his will ;

That irst his soul in sacred knowledge dress’d ;
And taught him, that a wise man, whea alone,
1s to hiwself the best companion. :

He taught him first iato himself retire,

Shuuning the greatness, and those gaudy beams,

That often scorch their plumes who high aspire,

And wear the spiendour of the world's extremes,
‘To drink that nectar, and to taste that food,
That, to their greatness, make men truly good.

And his unerring eye bad aptly chose

A place 50 suited o his mind and birth,

For the sweet scene of his belov’d repose,

As ail the various beauties of the Earth,
Contracted in oue plot, could ne’er ontvie
To noarish fancy, or delight the eye.

TFrom the far fam’d Olympiis’ haughty crown
Which with curl’d cypress perriwigs his brow;
The crystal Lycus tumbles headlong down,
And thence unto a fruitful valley fows; ’
Twining with am’rons crooks her v

erd i
‘T hat smiles to sce her borders so embar:::';?m'

Upnn whose flow'ry banks a stately pile,

Built from the marble quarry, =hining a'tood :

Like the proud queen of that Flysiau isle

Viewing her front in the transparent flood :
Which, with a murmuring sorrow kiss'd ;;er base,
As lvath 1o leave 8o beautiful a place. i

Lovely, indeed ; if tall and shad v

Enamel'd meads, and little purli’:xgg:‘:)r::-s

Which from the giots, the temples of true "0\'“ :

Creep out to trick the carth in wanton rings '
Can give the name of lovely to that plac:;

‘Where Nature stands clad in her cbiefest'gnce.

This noble structure, in her site thus bless’d
Was round adorn’d with many a curious pie.t':c ;
By ev’ry cunning master’s hand express'd, ’

.

Of famous Italy, or antique Greece :
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As Art and Natave both together strove  [love.
" Which should attract, and which should ﬂE his

There, whilst the statue and the picture vie

Their sbape, and colour, their design, and life,

They value took from bis judiciqus eye,

That could determina best the curious strife :
For naught, that should a prince’s virtues fill,

Escap'd his knowledge, or amus’d his skill.

But in that brave collection there was one,
That seem’d to lend ber light unto the rest;
‘Wherein the mast’ry of the pencil shone
Above whatever painter’s art express’'d ;

A woman of so exquisite a frame, .

As made sl life deform'd, and nature lame.

A piece 0 wrought. as might to ages stand
The work and likeness of some deity,
To mock the Jabours of a haman hand :
So round, o soft, éo airy, and so free,
That it bad been no less than to prophane,
To dedicate that face t’ 2 mortal name.

For Venus, therefore, goddess of that isle,
The cunning artist nam’d this brave desizgn,
The critic eyes of wond'rers to begnile ;
As if, inspired, had drawn a shape divine s
Veans Urania, parent of their bliss,
Could be express'd in nothing miore thaa this.

And such a power had the lovely shade
Over this prinoe’s yet unconquer’d mind,
That his indiff’rent eye fuil oft it stay'd,
And by degrees his nuble heart inclin'd
To say, that could this frame a woman be,
She were his mustress, and no fair but she.

Cstera desunt.

TO MR. ALEXANDER BROME.
ZPODE.

Now let us drink, snd with our nimble feet
‘The fluor in graceful measures beat ;

Never so fit a time for harmless mirth
Upoo the sea-girt spot of carth.

The king's 1eturn’d ! Fill nectar to the brim,
And let Lyzus proudly swim :

Our joys are full, and uncontrolled flow,
Then let our cups (my hearts) be so:

Begin the frolic, send the liquor round,
And a3 our king, our cups be crown'd.

Go, boy, and pierce the old Falernian wine,
And make us chiaplets from the vine.

Range through the drowsy vessels of the cave,
Till we an inondation have;

Spare none of all the store, but ply thy task,
Till Bacchus® throne be empty cask ;

But let the must alone, for that we find
Will leave a crapula behind.

Qur griefs once made us thirsty, and our joy,
1f not allay’d, may now destroy.

Light up the silent tapers, let them shine,
To give complexion to our wine ;

¥ill cach a pipe of the rich Indian fume,
To vapour incense in the room, -

‘That we may in that artificial shade
Drink all a night ougreives have made.

No cup shall be discharg’d, whilst round we sit,
Without a smart report of wit ;

COTTON'S POEMS,

Whilst our inventions, quicken'd thes and wvarm,
Hit all they fiy at, but pet barm ;

Por it wit’s mast’ry is, and chiefest art,
To tickle all, but make nome smart.

Thus shall cur drav, conversation be
%:nlly innocent and free :

Our loyaity the centre, we the ring,
Drink round, and changes to the king ;

Let none avoid, dispute, or dreed bis cups,
The strength or quantity he sops :

Our brains, of raptures full, and so divine,
Have left no room for fumes of wine ;

Aud though we drink like freemen of the deep,
We'll scora the frail support of sleep ;

For whilst with Charles his presence we are Hest,
Security shall be our rest.

Anacreon, come, and touch thy jelly lyre,
And bring in Horace to the choir :

Mouald all our bealths in your immortal rbyme,
Who cannot sing, shall driok in time.

We'll be one harniony, one mirth, one voice,
One love, one loyalty, one noise;

Of wit, and joy, one mind, aond that as free,
As if we all one map could be.

Drown’d he past sorross, with our futore care,
For (if we kuow how h.ess’d we are) |

A knowing prince at last is wafted home,
That can prevent, as overcome.

Make thea our injuries, and harms to be
The chorus to our jollity,

And from those iron times, past woes recall,
Extract one mirth to balance all.

ON TOBACCO.

Waar horrid sin condemn’d the teeming Eanh,
And curst her womb with such a moustromns birth?
What crime America, that Heav'n wonld please
To make thee mother of the world’s disease ?
In thy fair womb what eccidents could breed,
What plazve give roct to this pernicious weed ?
Tobucco! oh, the very name doth kill,
And has already fox'd my reeling quill :
I now eould write libels against the king,
Treason, or blasphemy, or any thing
’Gaiost picety, sud rcason ; I could frame
A panegyre to the protector’s name :
Such sly iufection does the world infase
Into the soul of ev’ry, modest Muse.
What politic Peregrine was ’t fisst could boast,

He brought a pest iuto his uative coast 2
‘Th’ abstract of poison in a stinking weed,
The spurions ivsue of corrapted seéd ;
Seed beleh'd in earthquakes frown the dack abyss,
Whose name a blot in Nature’s berdal 5. -
What drunken fiend taught Eaglishmen the crime,
Thus to puff out, and spawl away their time ?

° Pernicious weed, (should not my Muse ofiend,
To say Heav'n made anght for a.cruel end)
I should proclaim that thou crested wert,
To ruin man’s high, and immortal part.
Thy Stygian damp obscures our reason’s eye,
Debauches wit, and makes invention dry ;
Destroys the .nemory, confounds our care ;
We know not what we do, or what we are s
Renders onr faculties and members lame
To ev'ry office of our country’s claim.
Our Tife’s & dranken dream devoid of seave :
And the best actious of our time offente: -
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‘ur health, discases, letbargies, and rheum,
hurTriendship's fire, and all our vows are fume.
f late there’s no such things as wit, or sense,
‘ounsel, instruction, or intelligence : .
discourse that should distingnish man from heast,
3 by the vappur of this weed supprest;
Or what we talk.is interrupted. stuff,
‘he oune half English, and the other puff: -
‘reedom and truth are things we do ot know,
Ve know not what we say, nor what we do:
Ve want in all the understanding’s light,
Ve talk in clovds, and walk in endless night.
We smoke, asif we meant, conceal'd by spell,
‘0. spy abwoad, yet be invisible :
Jut no discovery shall the statesman boast,
Ve raise a mist wheréin our selves are lost,
i stinkiog shade, and whilst we pipe it thus,
lach one appears an ignis fatuus.
ourticr and peasant, nay the madam nice
8 likewise fall’n into the co : mon vice s
Ve all in dusky errour groping lie,
tobb'd of our reasons, and the day's bright eyc,
W hilst sailors from the main. top see our isle
¥rapt up in smoke, like the Ftnean pile.
W hat nameless ill does ite contagion shroud
n the dark wantle of this noisome cloud ?
re "tis the devxil : Oh, I know that's it,
‘ol ! how the sulphur makes me cough and spit ?
Tis he; or else some fav'rite fiend, at least,
n all the mischief of his malice drest ;
Iach deadly sin that Jurks ¢’ intrap the soul ;
Joes here concenl’d in corling vapours roll:
\nd for the body such an unknown ill,
\s makes physicians’ reading, amd their skill,
Ine undistinguish’d pest. made up of all
That men expericnc'd do diseases call ;
Joughs, asthmas, apoplexies, fevers, rheum,
All that kill dead, or linzeringly consume;
“olly and miadness, nay the piagzue, the pox,
lud ev'ry fool wears a Panlora's box.
‘rom that rich mine the stupid sot doth 6ll,
wnokes up his liver, and his lungs, until
1is recking nostrils monstronsly proclaim,
1is brains and bowels are consuming fi-me,
¥Vhat noble soul would be content to dwell
a the dark lanthom of a smoky cell ?
lo prostitute his body and his mind .
o 2 debauch of such a stinking kind ?
lo sacrifice to Molech, and to fry,
n such a base, dirty idolat v;
\s if frail life, which of itselP’s too short,
N'eve to be whift away in drunken sport.
‘hus, as if weary of onr destin’d vears,
e burn the thread #o to jirevent the shears.
What noble ¢n1 can siinp'e man propose
for a reward to his all-smokinz nose ?
{ix purposes are levell’d sore amiss,
Nhere aeither ornament nor pleasuce is.
Vhat can he then design bis worthy hire ?
are ’tis ¢’ inure him for eternal fire :
\nd thus his aim must adinicably thrive,
n hopes of Hell, he damns himself alive.
But my infected Muse begins to choke
n the vile stink of the iocreasing smoke,
ind can no more in equal nainbers chime,
Jnless to sneeze, and cough. and ¢pit in rhyme.

LAURA SLEEPING.
oDk, -

Winps, whisper gently whilst she sleeps,
And fan her with your cooling wings ;

Whilst she her drops of beauty weeps,
From pure, and yet uorivall’d springs.

Glide over beauty’s field, her face,
To kiss her lip and cheek be bold,
But with a cahin and stealing pace ;
Neither too rude, nor yet too cold.

Play jn ber beams, and crisp her hair,
ith such a gale as wings soft love,
And with #0 sweot, so rich an air,
As breatbes from tbe Arabian grove.

A breath as hush’d as lovers’ sigh,

Or that unfolds the morning door ;
Sweet as the winds tbat gently 8y,

To sweep the Spring's enamell’d floor.

o

Murmur soft music to her dreams,
That pure and unpolluted run,

Like v the new-born christal streams,
Uader the bright enamour’d Sun.

But when she waking shall display
Her 1ight. vetire within your bar,
Her breath is life, her eyes are day,
And all mankiud her creatares are.

LAURA WEEPING.

ODE,

Craste, lovely Lanra, 'gan disclose,
Droopiug with sorrow from her bed,

+As with ungentle show’ry the rose,

O'ercharg’d with wet, declines ber head.

With & dejected look and pace,
Neglectingly ‘she *gan appear,

When meeting with, her tell-tale glass,
She saw the face of sorrow there, -

Sweet sorrow, drest in such a look,

As love would trick to catch desire;
A shaded leaf in beauty’s book,
Charact’red with clandesiine Gre.

Down drapp'd a tear, to deck her cheeks
With oricut treasure of her own;
Such as the diving Negro seeks

‘I’ adorn the monarch's mighty crown.

b Then a full show'r of pearly dew,
Upouy ber suowy breast "gan fall :
As in due homage to bestrew ;

Or mourn her beauty’s funeral.

S have [ seen the springing morn

In dark and humid vapours clad,
Not to eclipse, but to adorn

Her glories by that conquer’d shade.

1alf stified now in this new time's disease, Spare (Taura) sparc those beauty's twins,

ihe must in fumo vanish, and disease.
This is her fault’s excuse, and her pretence,

Do not our world of beanty drown,
Thy tears are balm for other sins,

“his satire, perbape, clse had look’d like sense.

Thou know’st not any of thine own,

‘168

4



164 :

Then let them shine forth to declare
The sweet serenity within,

May each day of thy life be fair,
And to eclipse one hour be sin.

TO SIR ASTON COCKAYNE,
ON CAPTAIN HANNIBALL.
EPriG.

Your captain Hanuiball does snort and puff,
Arm’d in his brazen-face, and grea:y buff, [roar,
’Mongst punks, 2ad panders, and can rant, and
With Cacala the turd, and bis poor whore.

But I would wish his valour not mistake us,

All captains are not like his brother Dacus ;
Advise him then be quiet ; or I shall

Vring captain Hough, to bait your Hanniball.

IN IMITATION OF A SONG
IN TRE PLAY OF ROLtO.

Taxg, O take, my fears away,
Which thy cold dixlains have bred ;
And grant me one auspicious ray,
From thy morm of beauties shed.
But thy killing beams restrein,
Lest [ be by beauty slain.

Spread, O spread, those orient twins
Which thy snawy basom grace,
Where love in milk and roses swins,
Blind with lustre of thy face.
But let Jove thaw them first, lest I
Do oo those frozen mountains die.

TO SIR ASTON COCKAYNE,
ON Hi§ TRAGEDY OF OVID,

Loxc live the poct, and his lovely Muse,
The stage with wit end learning to infuse,
Fmbalm him in immortal elegy,
My gentle Naso, for if he should die,
Who miakes thee live, thot’lt be again parsu'd,
And banish'd lleaven for inzratitude.
Transform again thy metaworphosis
In one, andturn thy varions shapes to his,
A twin-horn Muse in such embraces corl'd,
As shall subiect the scribblers of the world,
And srite of time, and envy, heuceforth sit,
The raling Gemiui of love and wit. (slide
So two pure streams in oue sinooth chanoel
In even motion, without ebb or tide,
As in your pens Tybar and Ancor meet,
And run meanders with their silver feet.
Both sbft, both gentle, both transcending bigh,
Both skill'd alike in charming elegy ; '
€o equally admir'd the laurel’s duc
Witkont distinction both to bim ard you:
Naso was Rome’s fawn’d Orid, you alone
Must be the Ovid to our Albiun ;
In all things equal, saving in this case,
Our modern Ovid has the better grace.
PRILODRAMATOS.

COTTON'S POEMS. :

DE DIE MARTIS, & DIE VENERIL
EPIG. i

Satorx and Sol, and Luna cheste,

"Twixt Mars and Venus still are plac'd,

Whilst Mercury and Jove divide

The lovers on the other side.

What may the hidden mystery

Of this unriddied order be ?

The gods themseives do justly fear,

That should they trust these two tvo Dear,
Mars would be drown’d in Venus, and sothey
Should lose a planet, and the week & Cay.

ALIUD.

Smourp Mars and Venus have their will,
Venus would keep her Friday ill

TRANSLATIONS OUT OF SEVERAL POETS.

HORACE HIS SECOND EPODE TRANSLATED.

Harry’s that man that is frum city care
Sequester'd, as the ancients werr 3
‘That with his owa ox ploughs his fatber's lands,
Untainted with usurious bands :
That from alartns of war in quict slceps;
Nor's teiglted with the ragiug deeps :
‘That <huuvs litigious law, and the proud state
Of his more potent neighbour’s gate.
Thercfore, he either is employ’d to juin
The poplar to the sprouting vioe,
Pruning luxurions branches, grafting some
More hopeful oflspring in their nom :
Or ¢lse his sight in humble vallies feasts,
With scatter’d troups of lowing beasts :
Or rcfi'd honey in fine vessels keeps ;
Or shears his snoxy tender sheep :
Or, wheu Autumuns shows his finitful head
Ith’ wellow ficlds with apples covered,
[low he delights to pluck the grafted pear,
. Aud giapes, whoee cheeks do purple wear !
Of which to thee, Priapus, tithes abound,
Awd Silvan patron of bis grouad.
Now, where the aged vak his green arms spreads,
He lies, now in ibe flow'ry meads :
Whilst through their deep-woin banks the mur-
wmuring foods
Do glide, aud birde chant in the woods :
And bubbli.g fountains Sowing streams do weep,
A gentle sunmons anto slex p.

But when cold Wiater does the s orma prepare,

Aud snov of thund'ring Jupiter 3

Then with his dogs the furious boar he foils,
Con:pell'd jato objected toils :

Or, on the forks extends his mashy net,
For greedy thrushes a deceit.

The fearful hare too, and the stranger crame
With gins he takes, a pleasant gain.

Who but with such diversions would remove
ANl the malignant cares of lave ?

But, if to thee he bave a modest spomse, *
To nurse his children, Reep his bouss,
Such, s the Sabine women, -or the tann’d-

* Wife o'th’ painful Apulian,



- . TRANSLATIONS.

To make a good fire of dry wood, when come
Prom his hard labour weary home ;

The wanton cattle in their booths to tie,
Stripping their stradling udders dry,
Drawing the must from forth the cleanly vats,

‘To wash down their unpurchas'd cates;
Mullet or thornback cannot please n.e more,
Nor oysters from the Lucrine shore,
‘When by an eastern teinpest they are tost,
Into the sen, that sweeps this coast.
The turkey fair of Afric shall not come,
‘Withia the confines of my womb :
As olives from the fruitfull’st branches got,
.Tonian snites so sweet are not;
Or sorrel growing in the meaduw groand,
Or mallows for the hody sound;
The lamb kili’d for the Terminalia ;
Or kid redcem’d from the wolf’s prey.
Whilst thas we feed, what joy ’tis to behold
The pastur'd sheep haste to their fold !
And th’ wearied ox with drooping neck to come
Haling th’ inverted culture home ; i
Aud swarms of servants from their labour quit"
About the shining fire sit !
Thus when the usurer Alphius had said,
Now purposing this life to lead,
I’th’ Ides call’d in his money ; but for gain
I’th’ Kalends put it forth again.

HORAT. ODE IX. LIB. 8.
: AD LYDIAM.

HOR.
WhaiesT T was acceptable unto thee,
And that no other youthful arm might cling
About thy snowy neck, than mine more free,
More blest T tlourish’d than the Persian king.

LYD.

And, for no other woman’s beauty, when [come
Thou sigh’dst; and when thy Chloe did not

Before thy Lydia, thy Lydia then

+  Plourish’d more fam’d than [lia of Rome.

HoR.
Now Thracian Chloe is my only dear,

Skill’d on the harp, and skilful in an air !
For whom to die [ not at «ll should fear,

If gentle fate my soul in her would spare.

LYD. .

The son of Ornithus the Thuriae, me )
With equnat violence of heat doth move :

For whom, with all my beart, I twice would die,
So fate would spare the gentle boy, my love.

HOR, .

‘What if our friendship should renew,
And fink our loves iu a mere lasting chain?.

- Yellow-hair'd Chlos shoulid I slight for you,
Should my access to thee be free again?
. LYo :

Though than a glorious star he is more bright,
And thou than is the Adriatic sea

ragiag, and thas spougy cork more light,

Yet should I love to live sad die with thee,

'Y Lt
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HER HEART AND MINE.
OUT OF ASTREA.
MADRIGAL.

WeLL may | say that our two hearts
Composed are of flinty rock ;

Mine as resisting rigorous darsts ;
Yours as it can jndure the shocl

Of love, and of my tears and smart.

But when I weigh'the griefs, whereby
My suff’rings { perpetuate,
I say, in this extremity,
In constancy, that I am that
Rock, which you are in cruelty.

AN ODE OF JOHANNES SECUNDUS,
TRANSLATED.

TO MY DEAR TUTOR MR. iALﬁ RAWION.

Tue world shall want Phosbean light,
And tb’ icy Mooa obscured lie,
And sparkling stars their rooms shail qait

P th’ gloomy sky:
The Crab shall shorter cut the day,
The Capricorn prolong its hours, -
And ¢’ abridge night’s unpleasant stay,

Command the powers :
Earth shall be plough’d by crooked ships, '
And cars shall roll upon the seas,
Fishes in woods, boars in the deep

Shall Jive and graze :
Before I'll lay aside that care
Of thee, that’s in my bosom bred,
Whether i’th’ centre, or i'th’ air,
Alive, or dead.

—
EPIG.
TRANSLATED OUT OF HIERON, AMALTHEDY,
Acox bis right, Leonilla her left eye
Doth want ; yet each in form the gods autvie.

Sweet boy, with thine thy sister's light improve ;
So shall she Venus be, and thuu blind Love.

v, -

MART. LIB. X. EP. 41.
AD SETPSUN,

Tuese, pleasant Martial, are the things:
That to. man’s life contentment brings.3
Wealth by succession got, not toil ;

A glowing bearth ; a fruitful soil 5, .
No strife ; few suits; g mind not drown’d.
In cares ; clean strength; a body sound ;
Prudent simplicity ; equal friends ;

No diet, that to lavish teods ; . ,
A night not steep’d in'drink, yet freed
From care ; a chaste and peaceful bed 3
Untroubled sleeps, that render night

Shorter, apd sweeter till the light ;

- ——
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To be best pleas’d with thine own state
Neither to wish, ot fear thy fate. :

‘
1D. LIB. VUL EP. 3.
AD MUSAM

It was enough five, six, seven books to fill,

Yea and too much ; why, Muse, dost scribble still?
Cease, and be modest. Fame no farther grace
Can add ; my book’s worn out in every place.
When ras’d Messalla’s monumentals must

Lie with Licinus’s lofty tomb io dust,

1 shall be read, and travellers that come
Transport my verses to their father’s home.
Thus [ had once resolv’d, (her clothes and head
Besmear'd with ointment) when Thalia said,
* Canst thou, ungrateful, thus renounce thy

+ rhyme
Tell me, how would’st thou spend thy vacant time ?
To tragic buskins would’st thy sock transfer,

And in heroic verse sing bloody war ?

That tyrannous pedants with awful voice

May terrify old men, virgins, and boys:

Let rigid antiquaries such thinge write,

Who by a blinking lamp consume the night,
With Roman sir touch up thy poem’s dress,

‘That th’ age may read its manners, and confess :
'l‘ho,n'lt find thou may’st with trifling subjects play,
Until their trampets to thy reed give way.”

ID. LIB. VIIL. EP. 35.
IN PESSINOS CONJUGES.

Since y'are alike in manpers, and in life,
A wicked husband, and a wicked wife,
1 wonder diuch you are so full of strife ! ’

—
\

1D. LIB. VIIL EP. 59.
IN VACERRAM,

Bur antique poets thou admirest none,

And only praisest them are dead and gone.

I beg your pardon, good Vacerra, I

Can’t on such terms find in my heart to die,

ID. LIB. V1. EP. 41,
AD PAUSTINUM,

8ap Athenagoras nought presents me now,
As in December he was wont to do.

If Athenagoras be sad, or no,

Pll see: I'm sure that he bas made me so.

ID. LIB. XII. EP. 7.
BE LIGIA.

I7 by her hairs Ligia’s age be told,
‘Tis oon east up, that she is three years old.

COTTON’S POEMS.

DE FORTUNA ; AN SIT CECA.

’
EPIG. RX JOHAUK. SECUNDG.

Way do they spcak the goddess Fortune blind?
Because she's only to th’ unjust inclin'd 5

This reason, not her blindness, does declare,
They only Fortune need who wicked are.

OUT OF ASTREA.
MADRIGAL.

{ Tutvx I could my passion sway,
Though great, as beauty’s power can move
To such obedience, as to say,
1 canpot; or I do not love.
But to pretend another flame,
Since I adore thy conqu’ring eye,
To thee and truth, were such & shame,
I cannot do it, though [ die.

If I must one, or th’ other do, .
Then let me die, 1 beg of you.

STANZES UPON THE DEATH OF CLEOX.

OUT OF ASTREA.

Tae beauty which so soon to cinders turm’d,
By death of ber humanity depriv'd,

Like light’ning vanish'd, like the bolt it bara’d:
So great this beauty was, and so short-hy'd.

Those eyes, so practis’d once in all the arts,
That loyal love attempted ; or €’er koew:

Thosc fair eyes now are shut, that once the beasts
Of all that saw thiir lustre, did subdue.

If this be true, beauty is ravish’d hence,

Love vanquish’d droops, that ever coaquered,
And she who gave life by her influence,

Is, if she live not in my bosom, dead.

Henceforth what bappiness can fortune seud,
Since death, this abstract of all joy haswon;

Since shadows do thie substance still attend, :
And tbat our good does but oar iil fore-tun?

It seems, my Cleon, in thy rising mosm,

That destiuy thy whole day’scourse bad beund,
And tbat thy beauty, dead, as soov as bom,

1ts fatal hearse bes in its cradie fousd.

No, no, thou shalt not die; I death will prose,
Who life by thy sweet inspization drew ;

If lovers live in that which doth them love,
Thou liv’st in me, who ever lov’d most troe.

If 1 do live, love then will bave it known,
That even death itself he can coutroul,
Or, as 8 god, to have his power shown,
Will that 1 live without or heart, or soul.

But, Cleon, if Heav'n’s unresisted will
- ’Poiut thee, of death th’ inhaman fate totry,
Love to that fate equais my fortune still,
Thou by my moaruing, by thy desth I dis.



TRANSLATIONS.

bus did I my immortal sorrows breathe, [woe;
Mine eyes to fountains turn’d of springing

ut could not stay the wonnding hand of death;
Lament ; but not lessen misfortnne so.

"ben Love with me having bewail’d the loss
OfF this sweet beanty, thus much did express,
Cease, cease to weep, this mourning is too gross,
Our tears arc still than our misfortune less.”

SONG OF THE INCONSTANT HYLAS.

OUT OF ASTREA.

¢ one disdain me, then I fly

ler cruelty, and her disdain 5

nd e’er the morning gild the sky,

nother mistress do obtain. B
They err who hope by force to move
A woman’s heart to like; or love.

t oft falls out that they, who in

liscretion seem us to despise,

lourish a greater fire within,

Ithough perhaps conceal’d it lies.
Which we, when once we quit our rooms,
Do kindie for the next that comes.

‘be faithful fool that obstinate
‘ursucs a crael beauty’s luve,
‘o him, and to his truth ingrate
dolater does he not prove
That from his pow’rless idol, never
Rece:ves a med’cine for his fever,

‘'bey say the unweary’d lover’s pains
ly instance meet with good success;
‘'or he by force his end obtains :
Tis an odd wethod of address,
To what design so e’er ’t relate,
Still, still to be impoitunate.

)0 but observe the hourly fears

X your pretended faithful lover,

{othing but sorruw, sighs, and tears,

‘ou in his cheerfull’st looks discover 3
As thongh the luver's sophistry
Were nothing but to whine and cry.

lught he by a man’s name be stil’d,
‘hat (losing the honour of a man)
Vhines for his pippin, like a child
Vhipp'd and sent back to school again,
Or rather fool that thinks awmiss,
He loves, bat knows not what love is !

or my part I'll decline this folly,
ly others’ harms (thank fate) ‘grown wise,
uch dotage begets melancholy,
must profess love’s liberties;
And never angry am at all -
At them who me inconstaat call,

SONNET.
OUT OF ASTREA.
snce [ must now eradicate the flame,
Whiich, seeing you, love in my bosom plac’d,
And the desires which thus long could last,
findled 90 well, and nourish’d in the same.

, 61
Since time, that first saw their original,
Must triampb iu their end, and victor be,
Let’s have a brave design, and to be free,
Cut off at once the briar, rose, and all.

Let us put out the fire love has begot,

Break the tough cord tied with so fast a knot,
And voluntury take a brave adien.

So shall we nobly conquer love and fate,

And at the liberty of choice do that,
Which time itself, at last, would make us do.

STANZES DE MONSIEUR DE SCUDERY.

Famr nymph, by whose perfections mov'd,

My wounded heart is turn’d to flame; -~
By all admired, by all approv'd,
Indure at least to be belov'd,

Although you will not love again.

Aminta, as unkind as fair, )
What is there that you ought to fiar ?
For cruel if 1 you declare,
And that indeed you cruel are,
Why the reproach may you not hear ?

Even rcproaches should delight,”

If friendship for me you have none ;
And if no anger, [ have yet
Enough perhaps that may invite

Your hatred, or compassion.

When your disdain is most severe,
When yon most rigorous do prove,

When frowas of angzer most yon wear ;

You still more charmiug do appear,
Aud I am mnore and more ia love,

Ah! lct me, sweet, your sight enjoy, .
Though with the forfeit of wy life ;
For fall what will, I'd rather die,
Beholding youn, of present joy,
‘Than absent, of a ling’ring grief.

Let your eyes lighten till expiring
In flame my heart a cinder lie;

Falling is nobler than retiring,

And in the glory of aspiriug, Y
"Tis brave to tumble from the sky. .

Yet I would any thing embrace,
Might serve your anger fo appease ;
And, if [ may obtain my grace,
Your steps shall leave no print, nor trace
I will not with devotion kiss. '

If (cruel) you will have it go,
No word my passion shall betray ;
My wounded beart shall hile its woe :
Bat if it sigh, those sighs will blow,
And tell you what my tongue wonld say.

Should yet your rigonr higher rise,

Even those offending sighs shall cease; .
I will my pain sud grief disguise
But (swect) if you consult mine eyes,

Those eyes will tell you my distress.

If th? utmost my respect can do,

Still more your cruelty displease ;
Consult your face, and that will show
What love iz to such beauty due,

And 10 the state of my disease.
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EPITAPH DE MONSIEUR MAYNARD.
Jony, who below here reposes at leisure,

By pilf’ring oo all haods, did rake up a trcasure )

Above ;hu he e’er could have hop’d for him-
. L
He was master of much, but imparted to no man ;
So that bad he not had a wife that was common,
Ne’er any man living had shar'd of his wealth.

EPIG. DE MONSIEUR MAYNARD.

Axtony feigns him sick of late,
Only to show how he at home,
Lies in a priucely bed of state,
Arid in 8 nobly furnish’d room,
Adorn’d with pictures of Vandike's,
A pair of chrystal candlesticks,
Rich carpets, quilts, the devil, and all:
Then you his careful friends, if ever,
You wish to cure him of bis fever,
Go lodge him in the hospital.

EPIG. DE MONSIEUR CORNEILLE.

WMarTiN, Pox on him, that impudent devil,
That now only lives by his shifts,
By borrowing of dribblets, and gifts,
For a forlorn guinca | lent him last day,
Which I was assured he never would pay ;
On my own paper would needs be so civil,
' To give me a note of his hand.
Bat [ did the man so well understand,
I bad no grcat imind to be doubly trepann'd,
And ;t‘n’erefore told him ’twas yeedless to
t:
For, said I, 1 shall nat be hasty to don ye,
And ’tis enough surely to part with my
money,
Without losing my paper to boot.”

——

EPIG. DE ).AONSIEUR DE BENSAURADE

Hzaz lies a great load of extr’ordinary merit,
Who taught us to know ¢'er he did hence depart,
That a man may well live without any heart,

And die (which is strange !) without rend’ring his

spirit.

SEDE D’ AMORE.

MADRIGAL. PROM CAVALIER GUARINIE,

TerL me, Cupid, where’s thy uest,

In Clore’s eyes, or in my breast ?

When 1 do behold her rays,

1 conclude it in ber face:

Bat when T consider how

They both wound and burn me too,

1 conclade then by my smart,

Thou inhabit’st in my heart.
Mighty love, to show thy power,

Though it be but for sn hour,

In my eyes, and in her byeest. .

COTTON’S POEMS.

FOCO DI SDEGNO,

FROM CAVALIER GUARINI. MADRIGAL.

Fair and false, I burn ’tis true,
But by love am no ways moved s
Since your falsehood renders you
So unfit to be beloved,
Tigress, then, that you no more,
May triumph it in my smart;
It is fit you kuow before,
That 1 now have cur'd my heart.
Henccforth then if I do mourn,
And that still I live in pain.
With another fame I burn ;
Not with love ; but with disdain.

RISPOSTA DEL TASTO.

Burx or frecze at thine own pleasure,

Thoun art {ree to love, or no;
’Tis as Jittle loss, as treasure,

Whether thou be’st fricnd or foe-
Lover false and unadvised,

Who to threaten are 80 vain,
Light thy love I ev(r prized,

And less value thy disdais.
If to love ’twas cver boatless,

And neglected wzs thy smart 2
The disdains will be as fruitless,

Of thy fickle hollow heart.

WINTER.

Hark, hark, [ hear the north wiad roar,
See how ke riots ou the shore ;
Aund with expanded wings outstretch,
RufBes the billows on the beach.

-

Hark, haw the routed waves complain,
And call for succour to the main,
Flying the storin as if they meant

To creep into the continent.

Surely all Zol’s huling brood

Arc met to war against the fiood,
Which secin surpris’d, and have not yet
Had time his levies to complete.

The beaten bark, her rudder lost,

Is on the rolling billows tost 5

1er keel now ploughs the ooze, and soosr
Her top-mast tilts egaiust the Moon.
*Tis strange ! the pilot keeps his seat;
His boundiog ship does so curvet,
Whiist the poor passengers are found,
In their own fears atready drown’d.
Now flas do scrve for wings, and bear
Their scaly squadrons through the air;
Whilst the air's inhabitants do stain
Their gaody plumage in the main.

Now stars conceal’d in clouds do peep
Into the secrets of the deep;

And lobsters spued from the brine,
With Cancer constellations shine.

Sure Neptune's watery kingdoms yet
Since first their corral graves were wet,
Were ne'er disturb’d with sach alarms,

.

4 Nor biad such trial of their arms.
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where a liquid mountain rides,
e up of innumerable tides,
tumbles headlong to the strand,
f the sea would come to land.

il, a sail, I plainty spy,

rixt the ocean and the sky,
\rgosy, a tall built ship,

2 all her preguant sails a-trip.

rer, and nearer, she makes way,
) canvas wings into the bay ;
now upon the deck appears
owd of busy mariners.

sinks 1 hear the corlage crack,

s furrowing Neptune’s fuaming bach,
wounded, and revengeful roars
ury to the ueighb’ring shores.

| massy trident high, he heaves
sliding keel above the waves,
Wng his liquid arms to take
bold invader in his wrack.

1ow she dives into his chest,

st raising up his floating breast
asp her in, he makes her rise
of the reach of his surprise. *

er she comes, and still doth sweep
1zure surface of the deep,

pow at last the waves have thrown
' rider on our ALsfoN.

r the black cliff, spumy base,
ea-sick hulk her freight displays,

13 she walloweth on the sand,

s her burthen to the land.

heads erect, and plying oar,
hip-wreck’d mates make to the shore ;
Ireadless of their danger, climb
loating mountains of the brine.

, bark, the noise their echo make
and’s silver waves to shake ;

vith these throes, the lab’ring main
iver’d of a hurricane.

ee the seas becaln’d_behind,

risp’d with any breeze of wind ;
empest has forsook the waves,

u the land begins his braves.
bark, their voices higher rise,
tear the welkin with their cries ;

try rocks their fury feel,

ke sick drunkards nod and reel.
r, and louder, still they come,
cataracts to these arc dumb ;
yclope to these blades are still,
1anvils shake the burning hill.
all the stars enlight’ned skies,
| of ears as sparkling eyes ;
attle in the christal hall,

| be enough to deaf them all,
monstrons race is hither tost,

o alarm our British coast
wtcries, such as never yet

» confusion could beget.

ow [ know them, let us home,
ortal enemy is come,

*and all his blust’ring train,
sade a voyage o’er the main.

~ VL

Vanish’d the countries of the Sun,
The fugitive is hither run,

To ravish from our fruitful fields
All that the teeming season yields.

Like an invader, not a guest,

He comes to riot, ‘ot to feast ;
And in wild fury overthrows
Whatever does his mnarch oppose,

With bleak and with congcaling winds,
The Earth in shining chains he binds ;
And still as he doth farther pass,
Quarries his way with liquid glass.

Hark, how the blusterers of the Bear,
Their gibbous cheeks in triumph tear,
And with continued shouts do ring

The entry of their palsy’d king.

The squadron nearest to your eye,

Is his forlorn of infantry,

Bow-men of unreleénting minds,

Whose shafts are feather’d with the winds.

Now you may sec his vanguard rise
Above the earthy precipice,

Bold horse on bleakest mountains bred,
With hail instead of provend fed.

Their lances are the pointed locks,
Toru from the brows of frozen rocks,
Their shields are crystals as their swords,
The steel the rusted rock affords.

See the main body now appears,

And hark the ZEolian trumpeters,
By their hoarse levets do declare,
That the bold general rides theres

And look where mantled up in white,
He sleds it like the Bluscovite ;

I know him by the port he bears,
And his life-guard of mountaineers.

Their caps are furr’d with hoary frost,,
The bravery their cold kingdom boasts ;
Their spongy plads are milk-white frieze,
Spun from the snowy mountain’s fleece,
Their partizans are fine carved glass,
Fringed with the morning’s spangled grass ;
And psndant by their brawny thighs,
Hang cimeters of burnishd ice.

See, see, the rear-ward now bas won

The promoutory’s trembling crown,
Whilst at their numerous spurs, the ground
. Groans out & hollow murmuring sound.
The forlorn now halts for the van ;

The rear-guard draws up to the main;
And now they altogether crowd

Their troops into a threat’ning cloud.

Fly, fiy ; the foe advances fast

Into our fortress, let us haste

Where all the roarers of the north

Can neither storm, nor starve us forth.
There under ground a magazine

Of govereign juice is collar’d in,

Liquor that will the sicge maintain,
Should Pheebus ne’er retura again.

*Tis that, that gives the poet rage,

} And thaws the jelly’d blood of age ;

Matures the young, restores the old,

And makes the fainting coward bold.
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It Inys the careful hesd to.sest,

Calms palpitations in the breast,
Renders our livis’ misfortune sweet,
And Venus frolic in the sheet.

‘Then let the chill sirocco blow,

And gird us round with hills of snow,
Or else o whistle to the shore,

And inake the hollow mountaifis roar.
Whilst we together jovial sit

Careless, and crowa’d with mirth and wit :
Where though bleak winds confine ws home,
Our fancies round the world shall roam.
‘We’ll think of al the friends we kasw,
And drink 10 all worth drinking to:
When having drank all thine and adine,
We rather shall waat health than wine.
But where friends fail us, we'll supply
Our friendships with our charity ;

Men that remote in sorrows live,

Shall by our lusty brimmers thrive.
We'll drink the wanting into wealth,
And those that langubb into health,
The afflicted into joy, th’ opprest

Into security and vest;

The worthy in disgrace shall find
Favour veturn again more kind,

And in restraint who stifled lio,

Shall taste the air of liberty.

The brave shall triumpb in sueeess,
The lovers shald have mistresses.

Poor unregarded virtue praise,

And the neglected puet bays.

Thus shall our healths do others good,
Whilst we oursglves do all we would ;
For freed from envy and from care,
What would we be but what we are?
Tis the plamp srape’s immortal juice
‘That does this happiaess produce,

Aund will preserve us free together,
Maugre mischance, or wind and weather.
Then let old Wint: r take his coarse,
And roar abroad till he be hoarse,

And his lungs crack with ruthless ire,
1¢ shall but serve to blow our fire.

Let him our littte castle ply,

With all his loud artillery,

‘Whilst sack and claret man the fort,
His fury shall become our sport.

COTTON’S POEMS.

u.—\\'_u;o;n:A; T.. Powter,
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Or, let him Scotland take, and there
Confine the plotting Presbyter ;

His zeal may frecze, whilst we kept wans
With jove and wine, can know no harm.

AN ELEGY UPON THE LORD HAST]

Awoxgst the mourners that attend bis hern
With flowing eyes, and wish each tear ave
T’ embalm his fame, and his dear ment s
Uninjur'd from th’ eblivion of the grave;
A sscrificer [ am come to be,

Of this poor off 'ring to his memory.

Q could our pious meditations thriv.

So well, to keep his better part alive !

So that, instead of him, we could but fisd
‘Those fair examples of his letter’d mind:
Virtuous emaulation then might be

Our bopes of good men, though not such »
Bu* in his hopefal progress since he’s crost
Pale virtue droops, now her best pattem’s
"I'vas hand, neither divine, nor human pa
‘The strength of goodness, learning, and of
Full crowds of friends, nor all the pray’rs of
Nour that he: was the pillar of bis stem,
Affection’s mark, secure of all men’s bate,
Could rescue him from the sad stroke of fal
Why was not th’ air drest in prudigious fon
‘T'o groan in thunder. aud 10 weep in storm
Aud, as at some men’s fall, why did rot b
In nature work a metamorphosis ?

No; he was gentle, and his soul was sent
A silent victim to the firmament.

Weep, ladies, weep, lament great Hasting
His house is bury'd in his funeral :

Bathe him in tcars, till there appear no tr:
Of those sad blushes in his lovely face:

Let there be in ’t of guilt no sceming sense
Nor other colour than of .

For he was wise and good, though he was:
Well suited to the stock from whence he g
Aud what in youth is ignorance and vice,
In him prov'd piety of an excellent price,
Farewel, dear lord, and since thy body m
In time return to its first matter, dust;
Ret in thy melancholy tomb in peace : &
Would longer live, that could but now d{
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