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AHE

B.E-S I G,

T'HERE are certain powers in human nature which
feem to hold a middle place between the organs of bo-

dily fenfe and the faculties of moral perception.
They have been called by a very general name, 7/e
Powers of Imagination. Like to the external fenfes
they relate to matter and motion ; and at the fame
time, give the mind ideas analogous to thofe of morul
approbation and diflike. As they are the inlets of fome
of the moft exquifite pleafures we are acquainted with,
men of warm and fenfible tempers have fought means
to recall the delightful perceptions they afford, indc-
pendent of the objects which originally produced then:.
This gave rife to the imitative or defigning arts; fome
of which, like painting and fculpture, dire&tly copy
the external appearances which were admired in na-
ture ; others, like mufic and poetty, bring them back
“to remembrance by figns univerfally eftablifhed and
underftood.

But thefe arts, as they grew more corret and de-
liberate, were natarally led to extend their imitation
beyond the peculiar objecs of the imaginative powers;
efpecially poetry, which making ufe of language as
the inftrument by which it imitates, is confequently
become an unlimited reprefentative of every fpecies
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iv DESIGN.

and mode of being.  Yet as their primary intention
was only to exprefs the objeds of imagination, and as

they ftill abound chiefly in ideas of that clafs, they of
courfe retain their original charatter, and all the dif-
ferent pleafures they excite, are termed in general
Pleafures of Imagination.

The defign of the following poem is to give a view
of thefe, in their largeft acceptation of the term ; /o
that svhatever our imagination feels from the agreeable
appearances of nature, and all the various entertainment
ave meet with cither in poetry, painting, muficy or any of
the elegant aris, might be deducible from one or other of:
thofe principles in the conflitution of the human mind
which are here ¢ftablifbed and explained.

In executing this general plan, it was necefJary firlt
of all to diftinguifh the imagination from our other fa-
culties, and then to charaerife thofe original forms
or properties of being about which it is converfant,
and which are by nature adapted to it, as light is to the
eyes, or truth to the underﬂanding. Thefe proper-
ties Mr. Addifon had reduced to the three general
claffes of greatnefs, novelty, and beauty ; and into.
thefe we may analyfe every object, however complex,
which, properly fpeaking, is delightful to the imagina-,
tion.  But fuch an object may alfo include many other
fources of pleafure ; and its beauty, or novelty, or
grandeur, will make a fironger impreflion by reafon
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. of this concurrence. Befides this, the imitative arts,
efpecially poetry, owe much of their effe& to a fimi-
Iar exhibition of properties quite foreign to the ima-
gination ; infomuch that in every line of the moft ap-
plauded poems, we meet with either ideas drawn from
the external fenfes, or truths difcovered to the under-
ftanding, or illuftrations of contrivance and final cau-
fes, or above all the reft, with circumftances proper
to awaken and engage the paflions. It was therefore
neceffary to enumerate and exemplify thefe different
fpecies of pleafure ; efpecially that from the paflions,
which as it is fupreme in the nobleft works of human
genius, {o being in fome particulars not a liztle furpri-
zing, gave an opportunity to enliven the didacic turn
of the poem, by introducing a piece of machinery to
account for the appearance.

After thefe parts of the fubje& which hold chicfly
of admiration, or naturally warm and intereft the mind,
a pleafure of a very different nature, that from ridi-
cule, came next to be confidered. As this is the foun-
dation of the comic manner in all the arts, and has
been but very imperfeétly treated by moral writers, it
was thought proper to give it a particular illuftration,
and to diftinguifh the general fources from which the
ridicule of charadters is derived. Here too a change
of flile became neceffary ; fuch a one as might yet
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1 DESIGN.

be confiftent, if poflible, with the general tafte of com-
pofition in the ferious parts of the fubject ; nor is it
an cafy tafk to give any tolerable force to images of
this kind, without running either into the gigantic ex-
preflions of the mock heroic, or the familiar and point-
ed raillery of profeffed fatire ; neither of which would
have been proper here.

The materials of all imitation being thus laid open,
nothing now remained but to illuftrate fome particular
pleafures which arife either from the relations of dif-
ferent objelts one to another, or from the nature of
imitation itfelf.  Of the firlt kind is that various and
complicated refemblance exifting between feveral parts
of the material and immaterial worlds, which is the
foundation of metaphor and wit.  As it {feems in a
great meafure to depend on the early affociations of
our ideas, and as this habit of affociating is the fource
of many pleafures aad pains in life, and on that account
bears a great fhare in the influence of poetry and the
other arts, it is therefore mentioned here, and its ef-
fects deferibed.  Then follows a general account of
the production of thefe elegant arts, and the feconda-
ry pleafire, asit is called, arifing from the refemblance
of their imitations to the original appearances of na-
tare. After which the defign is clofed with fome
reflections on the general conduét of the powers of
imagination, and on their natural and moral uwfefulncf
n life.
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Concerning the manner or turn of compofition
which prevails in this piece, little can be faid with
propriety by the author. He had two models ; that
ancient and fimple one of the firft Grecian poets as it
is refined by Virgil in the Georgics, and the familiar
epiﬁolary way of Horace. This latter has feveral ad-
vantages. It admits of a greater variety of ftile; it
more readily engages the generality of readers, as par-
taking more of the air of converfation ; and efpecially
with the affiftance of rhyme, leads to a clofer and
more concife expreflion. Add to this the example
of the moft perfe& of modern poets, who has fo hap-
pily applied this manner to the nobleft parts of philo-
fophy, that the public tafle is in a great meafure form-
ed to it alone.  Yet after all, the fubje& before us
tending almoft conftantly to admiration and enthufi-
afm, feemed rather to demand a more open, pathetic,

¥and figured ftile.  This too appeared more natural,
as the author’s aim was not fo much to give formal
precepts, or enter into the way of dire@ argumentati-
on, as, by exhibiting the moft engaging profpects of
nature, to enlarge and harmonize the imagination, and
by that means infenfibly difpofe the minds of men to
the fame dignity of tafte in religion, morals and civil
life. Ttis on this account that he is fo careful to point
out the benevolent intention of the author of nature in
every principle of the human conflitution here infifted
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on, and alfo to unite the moral excellencies of life in
the fame point of view with the mere external objects
of good tafte ; thus recommending them in common
to our natural propenfity for admiring what is beauti-
ful and lovely. The fame views have alfo led him to
introduce fome fentiments which may perhaps be
looked upon as not quite dire& to the fubje ; but
fince they bear an obvious relation to it the authority
of Virgil, the faultlefs model of didactic poetry will
beft {fupport him in this particular.  For the fenti-
ments themfelves he makes no apology.

FSd ¢



F ARGUMENT.

n THE Jubje propofed.  Difficulty of treating it poeti-
!l ideas of the divine mind, the origin of every
‘ rualn‘_y j/e{f ng to the imagination.  The natural var iety
' ' of conflitution in the minds of men, with its fnal caufe.
' The idea of a fine i imagination, and the flate of the mind
in the enjoyment of thofe pleafures which it affords. Al
the primary pleafures of imagination, refult from the per-
ception of greatnefs, or wonderfulne[s, or beauty in objecls.
The pleafure from greatnefs, with its final caufe.  Plea-
fure from novelty or wonderfulnefs, with its final cauf?.
Pleafure from beauty, with its Jinal caufe.  The con-
nedtion of Leauty avith truth and good, applied to the con-
dudl of life.  Invilction to the - fludy of moral philofoply.
77.:;’ dijferent degrees of beauty in different fpecies cf ob-
jeéts— Colour, fhape, natural concretes, wegetalles, ani-
mals, the mindy the fublime, the fair, the wonderful of
the mind. T he conneion of the imagination and moral
faculty concluficn.






THE
PFPLEEASUR S

OF

IMAGINATION.

BOO K, EL R ST,

WITH what attractive charms this goodly frame
Of nature touches the confenting hearts

Of mortal men ; and what the pleafing ftores
Which beauteous imitation thence derives

To deck the poet’s, or the painter’s toil 3

My verfe unfolds. Attend, ye gentle powers
Of mufical delight ! and while I fing

Your gifts, your honors, dance around my ftrain,
Thou, {fmiling queen of every tuneful breaft,
Indulgent Fancy! from the fruitful banks

Of Avon, whence thy rofy fingers cull

Frefh flowers and dews to {prinkle on the turf

Of mufical &¢c.]  The word mufical is here taken
in its original and moft extenfive import ; compre-
hending as well the pleafures we receive from the
beauty or magnificence of natural objeés, as thofe
which arife from poetry, painting, mufic, or any other
of the elegant imaginative arts. In which fenfe it has
been already ufed in our language by writers of un-
queftionable authority.



12 PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. Book 1,

Where Shakefpear lies, be prefent ; and with thee
Let Fiction come, upon her vagrant wings
Wafting ten thoufand colors through the air,
And, by the glances of her magic eye,
Combining each in endlefs, fairy forms,
Her wild creation. Goddefs of the lyre
Which rules the acoents of the moving {phere,
Wilt thou, eternal Harmony ! defcend,
And join this feftive train ? for with thee comes
The guide, the guardian of their lovely fports,
Majeftic Truth ; and where truth deigns to come,
Her fifter Liberty will not be far.
Be prefent all ye Genii who conduct
The wand’ring footfteps of the youthful bard,
New to your {prings and fhades ; who touch his ear
With finer founds ; who heighten to his eye
The bleom of nature, and before him turn
The gayeft, happieft attitudes of things.

Oft have the laws of each poetic {train
The critic verfe employ’d ; yet ftill unfuag
Lay this prime fubje, though importing moft
A poet’s name ; for fruitlefs is the attempt
By dull obedience and the curb of rules,
For creeping toil to climb the hard afcent
Of high Parnaffus. Nature’s kindling breath
Muft fire the chofen genius ; nature’s hand
Muft point the path, and imp his eagle wings
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Exulting o’er the painful fteep to foar
High as the fummit ; there to breath at large
Mtherial air ; with bards and fages old,
Immortal fons of praife. Thefe flattering {cenes
To this neglected labour court my fong ;
Yet not unconfcious what a doubtful taflc
To paint the fineft features of the mind,
And to moft fubtle and myfterious things
Give color, ftrength and motion. But the love
Of nature and the mufes bids explore,
Thro’ fecret paths erewhile untrod by man,
The fair poetic region, to detect
Untafted {prings, to drink infpiring draughts
And fhade my temples with unfading flowers
Cull’d from the laureate vale’s profound recefs,
Where never poet gain’d a wreath before.

From heav’n my ftrains begin ; from heav’n defcends
The flame of genius to the human breaft,

Yet not unconfcious.] Lucret. 1. 2. v. g21
Nec me animi fallit quam fint obfcura, fed acri
Percuffit thyrfo laudis fpes magna meum cor,
Et fimul incuffit fuavem mi in pectus amorem
Mufarum ; quo nunc inftin¢tus mente vigenti
Avia Pieridum peragro loca, nullius ante
Trita folo ; juvat integros accedere fonteis
Atque haurire 5 juvatque novos difcerpere flores
Infignem meo capiti petere inde coronam,

Unde prius nulli velarint tempora Mufz,
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And love and beauty, and poetic joy

And infpiration. Ere the radiant fun

Sprung from the eaft, or *mid the vault of night
The moon fufpended her ferener lamp ;

Lre mountains, woods, or {treams adorn’d the globe;
Or wifdom taught the {ons of men her lore;

Then liv’d the eternal Ozne ; then deep retir’d

In his unfathom’d effence, view’d at large

T'he uncreated images of things ;

The radiant fun, the moon’s no¢turnal lamp,

The mountains, woods and {treams, the rolling globe,
And wifdom’s form celeftial. From the firft

Of days, on them his love divine he fix’d,

His admiration ; tifl in time compleat,

What he admir’d and lov’d, his vital {fmile
Unfolded into being. Hence the breath

Of life informing each organic frame,

Hence the green earth, and wild refounding waves;
Hence light and fhade alternate ; warmth and coldj
And clear autumnal fkies and vernal fhowers,

And all the fair variety of things.

But not alike to every mortal eye
Is this great fcene unveil’d.  For fince the claims
Of focial life, to different labors urge
The a&ive powers of man : with wife intent
The hand of nature on peculiar minds
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Imprints a different bias, and to each

Decrees its province in the common toil.

To fome fhe taught the fabric of the {phere,

The changeful moon, the circuit of the ftars,

"The golden zones of heaven ; to fome fhe gave
To weigh the moment of eternal things,

Of time and {pace, and fate’s unbroken chain,
And will’s quick impulfe ; others by the hand

She led o’er vales and mountains, to explore
What healing virtue {wells the tender veins

Of herbs and flowers ; or what the beams of morn
‘Draw forth, diftilling from the clifted rind

In balmy tears. But fome, to higher hopes
Were deftin’d ; fome within a finer mould

She wrought, and temper’d with a purer flame.

To thefe the fire omnipotent unfolds

The world’s harmonious volume, there to read
The tranfcript of himfelf. On every part
*They trace the bright impreflions of his hand ;
“In earth, or air, the meadows purple ftores,

The moon’s mild radiance, or the virgin’s form
Blooming with rofy fmiles, they fee portray’d
That uncreated beauty, which delights

The mind fupreme.  They alfo feel her charms ;
sEnamour’d, they partake the eternal joy.

As Memnon’s marble harp renown’d of old

As Memnon’s marble harp.] 'The ftatne of Mem-
non, fo famous in antiquity, ftood in the temple of Se-
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By fabling Nilus, to the quivering touch

Of Titan’s rays, with each repulfive ftring
Confenting, founded thro’ the warbling air
Unbidden ftrains ; even fo did nature’s hand
To certain fpecies of external things,

Attune the finer organs of the mind ;

So the glad impulfe of congenial powers,

Or of fweet found, or fair proportion’d form,
The grace of motion, or the bloom of light,
Thrills through imagination’s tender frame,
From nerve to nerve ; all naked and alive
They catch the fpreading rays ; till now the foul
Atlength difclofes every tuneful {pring,

To that harmonious movement from without,
Refponfive. Then the inexpreffive ftrain
Diffufes its enchantment ; fancy dreams

Of facred fountains and Elyfian groves,

And vales of blifs ; the intellectual power
Bends from his awful throne a wond’ring ear,
And fmiles ; the paflions gently footh’d away,

rapis at Thebes, one of the great cities of old Egypt.
It was a very hard, iron-like {tone, and according to
Juvenal, held in its hand a lyre, which being touched
by the fun beams, emitted a diftin@ and agreeable
found. 'Tacitus mentions it as one of the particular
curiofities which Germanicus took notice of in his
journey through Egypt ; and Strabo affirms that he,
with many others, heard it.
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Sink to divine repofe, and love and joy

Alone are waking ; love and joy ferene

As airs that fan the {fummer. O, attend,

Who’er thou art whom thefe delights can touch,

Whofe candid bofom the refining love

Of nature warms, O, liften to my fong,

And I will guide thee to her fav’rite walks,

And teach thy folitude her voice to hear,

And point her lovelieft features to thy view.
Know then, whate’er of nature’s pregnant ftores,

Whate’er of mimic art’s reflected forms

With love and admiration thus inflame

The powers of fancy, her delighted fons

To three illuftrious orders have referr’d ;

Three fifter graces, whom the painter’s hand,

The poet’s tongue confefles : The fublime,

The wonderful, the fair. I {ee them dawn !

1 fee the radiant vifions, where they rife,

More lovely than when Lucifer difplays

His beaming forchead thro’ the gates of morn,

- To lead the train of Pheebus and the fpring.

Say, why was man fo eminently rais’d

- Amid the vaft creation ; why ordain’d

B2

Say, why wwas man.] Tn apologizing for the fre-
quent negligence of the fublimeft authors of Grecce,
thofe godlike geniufes, fays Longinus, were well 24u-
red that nature had not intended man for a low fpi
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Thro’ life and death to dart his piercing eye,
With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame ;
But that the omnipotent might fend him forth
In fight of mortal and immortal powers,

As on a boundlefs theatre to run

The great career of juftice ; To exalt

His generous aim to all diviner deeds ;

To fhake each partial purpofe from his breaft ;
And thro’ the mifts of paflion and of fenfe,
And thro’ the tofling tide of chance and pain

rited or ignoble being ; but bringing us into life and
the midft of this wide univerfe, as before a multi-
tude affembled at fome heroic folemnity that we might
be fpe&ators of all her magnificence, and cendidates
high in emulaticn for-the prize of glory; fhe has there-
fore implanted in our fouls an inextinguithable love of |
every thing great and exalted, of every thing which
appears divine beyond our comprehenfion. Whence
it comes to pafs, that even the whole world is not an
object fufficient for the depth and rapidity of human
imagination, which often fallies forth beyond the limits
of 2l that furrounds us. Let any man caft his eye
through the whole circle of our exiftence, and confi-
der how efpecially it abounds in excellent and grand
objects, he will foon acknowledge for what enjoyments
and purfuits we were deltined. Thus by the very
propenfity of nature we are led to admire, not little
{prings or fthallow rivulets however clear and delicious,
but the Nile, the Danube, and much more than ally
the Ocean, &c. Longin, de Sublim. §. xxxiv.
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To hold his courfe unfault’ring while the voice
Of truth and virtue, up the fteep afcent

Of nature calls him to his high reward,

The applauding fmile of heaven? elfe wherefore burns,
In mortal bofoms, this unquenched hope

That breathes from day to day fublimer things,
And mocks poffeflion ? wherefore darts the mind,
With fuch refiftlefs ardor to embrace

Majeftic forms? impatient to be free,

Spurning the grofs controul of wilful might ;
Proud of the ftrong contention of her toils ;
Proud to be daring? Who but rather turns

To heaven’s broad fire his unconftrained view,
Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame ?

Who that, from Alpine heights his lab’ring eye
Shoots round the wide horizon to furvey

The Nile or Ganges roll his wafteful tide

Thro’ mountains plains, thro’ empires black with fhade
And continents of fand ; will turn his gaze

To mark the windings of a fcanty rill

That murmurs at his feet 2 The high born foul
Difdains to reft her heaven afpiring wing
Beneath its native quarry. Tired of earth

And this diurnal fcene, fhe fprings aloft

Thro’ fields of air ; purfues the flying ftorm ;
Rides on the volley’d lightning thro’ the hezvens ;
Or yok’d with whirlwinds and the northern blaft,



20 PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. Book ¥)

Sweeps the long trac of day. Then high fhe foars
The blue profound, and hovering o’er the fun
Beholds him pouring the redundant {tream

Of light ; beholds his unrelenting fway

Bend the relu&ant planets to abfolve

The fated rounds of time. Thence far effus’d
She darts her fwiftnefs up the long career

Of devious comets ; thro’ its burning figns
Exulting circles the perennial wheel

Of nature, and looks back on all the ftars,
Whofe blended light, as with a milky zone,
Invefts the orient. Now amaz’d fhe views
The empyreal wafte, where happy {pirits hold,
Beyond this concave, heaven their calm abode ;
And fields of radiance, whofe unfading light
Has travell’d the profound fix thoufand years,

The empyreal wafle.] Ne {e peut-il point qu’il ya
un grand efpace audela de la region des etoiles ? Que
ce foit le ciel empyree, ou non, toujours cet efpace
immenfe qui environne tout cette region, pourra etre
rempli de bonheur & de gloire. Il pourra etre conqu
comme l’ocean, ou fe rendent les fleuves de toutes
les creatures bienheureufes, quand elle feront venues
a leur perfection dans le {yfteme des etoiles.  Leib-
nitz dans la Theodicee, part i. § 19.

Whofe unfading light, &'c.] It was a notion of the
great Mr. Huygens, that there may be fixed ftars at
fuch a diftance from our folar fyftem, as that their
light fhall not have had time to reach us, cven from
the creation of the world to this day.
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Nor yet arrives in fight of mortal things.

Even on the barriers of the world untir’d

She meditates the eternal depth below ;

Till, half recoiling, down the headlong fteep

She plunges; foon o’erwhelm’d and fwallow’d up

In that immenfe of being. There her hopes

Reft at the fated goal. For from the birth

Of mortal men, the fov’reign Maker faid,

That not in humble or in brief delight,

Not in the fading echoes of renown

Power’s purple robes, or pleafure’s flow’ry lap

The foul fhould find enjoyment ; but from thefe

Turning difdainful to an equal good,

Thro’ all the afcent of things inlarge her view,

Till every bound at length fhould difappear,

And infinite perfection clofe the fcene. A=
Call now to mind what high, capacious powers /

Lie folded up in man; how far beyond ),

The praife of mortals, may the eternal growth |

Of nature to perfection half divine,

Expand the blooming foul ? What pity then

Should floth’s unkindly fogs deprefs to earth

Her tender bloffTom; choak the ftreams of life,

And blaft her fpring! Far otherwife defign’d

Almighty wifdom ; nature’s happy cares

T he obedient heart far otherwife incline.

Witnefs the fprightly joy when aught unkaown
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Strikes the quick fenfe, and wakes each aétive power
To brifker meafures; witnefs the negle@®
Of all familiar profpets, tho’ beheld

the negledt

Of all familiar profpedts, £5c.] It is here faid, that in
confequence of the love of novelty, obje@s which at
firft were highly delightful to the mind, lofe that ef-
fe& by repeated attention to them. But the inftance
of habit is oppofed to this obfervation ; for there, ob-
je@s at firft diftafteful are in time rendered entirely
agreeable by repeated attention,

The difficulty in this cafe will be removed, if we
confider, that when objes at firft agreeable, lofe that
influence by frequently recurring, the mind is wholly
paflive and the perception inveluntary ; but habit, on
the other hand, generally fuppofes choice and activity
accompanying it; fo that the pleafure arifes here not
from the objec, but from the mind’s confcious deter-
mination of its own aéivity ; and confequently increa-
fesin proportion to the frequency of that determina-
tion.

It will (hill be urged perhaps, that a familiarity
with difagreeable objects renders them at length ac-
ceptable, even when there is no room for the mind
to refolve or act at all. In this cafe, the appearance
mult be accounted for, one of thefe ways.

The pleafure from habit may be merely negative.
The obje& at firlt gave uneafinefs ; this uneafinefs
gradually wears off as the object grows familiar ; and
the mind finding it at laft entirely removed, reckons
its fituation really pleafurable, compared with what
it had experienced before.
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With tranfport once; the fond, attentive gaze
Of young aftonifhment ; the fober zeal

Of age, commenting on predigious things,
For fuch the bounteous providence of heaven
In every breaft implanting this defire

Of objeéts new and firange, to urge us on

The diflike conceived of the object at firft, might
be owing to prejudice or want of attention. Confe-
quently the mind being neceflitated to review it often
may at length perceive its own miftake, and be re-
conciled to what it had looked on with averfion. In
which cafe, a fort of inftinétive juftice naturally leads
it to make amends for the injury, by running towards
the other extreme of fondnefs'and attachment.

Or laftly, though the objed itfelf fhould always
continue difagreeable, yet circumftances of pleafure
or good fortune may occur along with it. Thus an
afloci .tion may arife in the mind, and the objec never
be remembered without thofe pleafing circumftances
attending it ; by which means the difagreeable im-
preflion it at firft occafioned will in time be quite cb-
literated.

this defire

Of okjects new and firange—] Thefe two ideas are
oft confounded; though it is evident the mere novel-
ty of an object makes it agreeable, even where the
mind is not affe@ed with the leaft degree of wonder;
whereas wonder indeed always implies novelty, being
never excited by common or well known appearanc-
es. But the pleafure in both cafes is explicable from
the fame final caufe, the acquifition of knowledge and
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‘With unremitted labeur to purfue

Thofe facred ftores that wait the ripening foul,
In truth’s exhauftlefs bofom. What need words
To paint its power ? For this the daring youth
Breaks from his mother’s weeping anxious arms,
In foreign climes to rove ; the penfive fage,
Heedlefs of fleep or midnight’s harmful damp,
Hangs o’er the fickly taper; and untir’d

The virgin follows, with inchanted ftep,

The mazes of fome wild and wond’rous tale,
From morn to eve; unmindful of her form,
Unmindful of the happy drefs that ftole

The withes of the youth, when every maid
With envy pin’d. Hence finally, by night
The village matron, round the blazing hearth,
Sufpends the infant audience with her tales,
Breathing aftonifhment! of witching rhymes,
And evil fpirits ; of the death bed call

To him who robb’d the widow, and devour’d
T'he orphan’s portion ; of unquiet {ouls

Ris’n from the grave to eafe the heavy guilt

Of deeds in life conceal’d; of thapes that walk
At dead of night, and clank their chains, and wave
T e torch of hell around the murd’rer’s bed.
Atevery folemn paufe the croud recoil

enlargement of our views of nature 5 and on this ac-
count it is natural to treat of them together,
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sazing each other fpeechlefs, and congeal’d
Vith fhiv’ring fighs ; till eager for the event,
.round the beldam all ere& they hang,
ach trembling heart with grateful terrors queli’d.

But lo! difclos’d in all her fmiling pomp,
Vhere beauty onward moving claims the verfe
Ter charms, infpire : the freely flowing veife
n thy immortal praife, O form divine.
mooths her mellifluent ftream. Thee, beauty, thee?
‘he regal dome, and thy enlivening ray
“he mofly roofs adore ; thou, better un
‘or ever beameft on the inchanted heart
.ove, and harmonious wonder, and delight
oetic.  Brighteft progeny of heaven ;
Tow fhall I trace thy features ? where felet
“he rofeate hues to emulate thy bloom ?
Tafte then my fong, thro’ nature’s wide expanfe,
fafte then, and gather all her comelieft wealth,
Vhate’er bright {poils the florid earth contains,
Whate’er the waters, or the liquid air,
"o deck thy lovely labor. 'Wilt thou fly
Vith laughing Autumn to the Atlantic ifles,

&

Atlantic ifles.] By thefe iflands, which were alfo
alled the Fortunate, the ancients are now generally
uppofed to have meant the Canaries. They were
elebrated by the poets for the mildnefs and fertility
f the climate; for the gardens of the daughters of
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And range with him th’ Hefperian field and fee,
Where’er his fingers touch the fruitful grove,
The branches fhoot with gold ; where’er his ftep
Marks the glad foil, the tender clufters glow
With purple ripenefs, and inveft each hill

As with the bluthes of an evening fky.

Or wilt thou rather {toop thy vagrant plume,
Where gliding thro’ his daughter’s honor’d fhades,
The fmooth Peneus from his glafly flood

Refle@s purpureal Tempe’s pleafant fcene ?

Fair Tempe ! haunt belov’d of fylvan powers,
Of nymphs and fawns ; where in the golden age
d in fecret on the fhady brink

With ancient Pan ; while round their choral fteps

They play’
Young hours and genial gales with conftant hand
Shower’d bloffloms, odours, fhower’d ambrofial dews
And fpring’s Elyfian bloom. Her flowery ftore
To the nor Tempe fhall refufe ; nor watch

Of winged Hydra guard Hefperian fruits

From thy free fpoil. O bear then, unreprov’d,
Thy fmiling treafures to the green recefs

Hefperus, the brother of Atlas; and the dragon
which conftantly watched their golden fruit, till it
was {lain by the Tyrian Hercules.

Where gliding thro’ his daughter’s honour’d / fbades.]

Daphne, the daughter of Penens, transformed into
a laurel.

ke s L R
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Where young Dione ftays. With {weeteft airs
Lntice her forth to lend her angel form

For beauty’s honor’d image. Hither turn

Thy graceful footfteps ; hither gentle maid,
Incline thy polifh’d forchead ; let thy eyes
Effufe the mildnefs of their azure dawn ;

And may the fanning breezes waft afide

T he radiant locks, diffolving as it bends

With airy foftnefs from the marble neck,

The cheek fuir blooming, and the rofy lip
Where winning fmiles and pleafure fweet as love,
With fanéity and wifdom, temp’ring blend
Their foft allurement. Then the pleafing force
Of nature, and her kind parental care,

Worthier I’d fing ; then all the enamor’d youth
With each admiting virgin, to my lyre

Should throng attentive, while I point on high
Where beauty’s living image, like the mern
That wakes in zephyr’s arms the biu{hing May,
Moves onward ; or as Venus, when fhe flood
Effulgent on the pearly car, and fmil’d,

Frefh from the deep, and confcious of her form,
"To fee the Tritons tune their vocal fhells,

And each ceerulean fifter of the flood

With fond acclaim attend her o’er the waves,
To feek the Idalian bower. Ye fmiling band
Of youths and virgins, who thro’ all the maze
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Of young defire with rival fteps purfue

This charm of beauty ; if the pleafing toil
Can yield a moment’s refpite, hither turn
Your favorable ear, and truft my words,

1 do not mean to wake the gloomy form

Of fuperftition dreft in wifdom’s garb,

T'o damp your tender hopes ; I do not mean
T'o bid the jealous thund’rer fire the heavens
Or thapes infernal rend the groaning earth
To fright you from your joys; my chearful fong
With better omens calls you to the field,
Tleas’d with your gen’rousardor in the chace
And warm as you. Then tell me, for you know,
Does beauty ever deign to dwell where health
And adive ufe are firangers? Is her charm
Confefs’d in aught, whofe moft peculiar ends
Are lame and fruitlefs ? Or did nature mean
"This awful {tamp the herald of a Iye ;

To hide the fhame of difcord and difeafe,
And catch with far hypocrify the heart

Of idle fuith? O no! with better cares,

Th’ indulgent mother, confcious how infirm
Her offspring tread the paths of good and ill,
By this illuftrious image, in each kind

Still more illuftrious where the object holds
Its native powers moft perfe®, fhe by this
Tllumes the headlong impulfe of defire,
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And fan&ifies his choice. The generous glebe
Whofe bofom fmiles with verdure, the clear trac
Of ftreams delicious to the thirfty foul,

The bloom of nedar’d fruitage ripe to fenfe,

And every charm of animated things,

Are only pledges of a ftate fincere,

Th’ integrity and order of their frame,

When all is well within, and every end
Accomplifi’d.  Thus was beauty fent from heaven
'The lovely miniftrefs of truth and good

In this dark world : for truth and good are one,

And beauty dwells in them, and they in her,
@0

————— Truth and good are one,

And beauty davells in them, &°c.] Do you ima-
““ gine, fays Socrates to his libertine difciple, that what
“is good is not alfo beautiful? Have you not ob-
“ferved that thefe appearances always coincide?
¢ Virtue, for inftance, in the fame refpeét as to which
“ we call it good, is ever acknowledged to be beauti-
¢ ful alfo in the charaters of men we always join
‘¢ the two denominations together. The beauty of
¢ human bodies correfpond in like manner, with
‘¢ that ceconomy of parts which conftitutes them good
“and in all the circumftances which occur in life
“ the fame objec is conftantly accounted both beau-
“ tiful and good, inafmuch as it anfwers the purpofes
¢ for which it was defigned. Xenophon Memorab.
‘e*Seeratul, 25:c, 8

This excellent obfervation has been illuftrated and
extended by the noble reftorer of ancient philofophy 3
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With like participation. Wherefore then,

O {ons of earth ! would you diffolve the tye ?
O wherefore, with arafh, imperfect aim,

Seek you thofe flow’ry joys with which the hand

See the Chara@eriftics, vol. ii. p. 399, and vol. iii
p- 181. And his moft ingenious difciple has par-
ticularly fhewn th:t it holds in the general laws of
nature, in the works of art, and the conduc of the
{ciences.  Inquiry into the original of our ideasof
beauty and virtue; Treat 1, § 8. As to the con-
nection between beauty and truth, there are two
opinions concerning it. Some philofophers affert
an independent and invariable law in nature, in con-
fequence of which all rational beings muft alike
perceive beauty in fome certain proportions, and
deformity in the contrary. And this neceflity being
fuppofed the fame with that which commands the
affent or diffent of the underftanding, it follows of
courfe that beauty is founded on the univerfal and
unchangeable law of truth.

But there are others who believe beauty to be
merely a relative and arbitrary thing; that indeed it
was a benevolent defign in nature to annex fo delight-

ful a fenfation to thofe objects which are e/ and mifs]

peirfed in themfelves, that fo we might be engaged to
the choice of them at once, and without ftaying to
infer their afefulnsfs from their {tructure and effeds;
but that it is not impoflible, in a phyfical fenfe, that
two beings of equal capacities for truth, fhould per-
ceive, one of them beauty and the other deformity
in the fame relations. And upon this fuppofition,
by that #ruth which is always conneéted with beauty,
nothing more can be meant than the conformity of
any object to thofe proportions, upos which, after

j
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Of lavifh fancy paints each flattering {cene
Where beauty feems to dwell, nor once enquire.
Where is the fanion of eternal truth,

Or where the feal of undeceitful good,

To fave your fearch from folly ? Wanting thefe,
Lo! beauty withers in your void embrace,

And with the glitt’ring of an idiot’s toy

Did fancy mock your vows. Nor let the gleam
Of youthful hope that thines upon your hearts,
Be chill’d or clouded at this awful tafk

To learn the lore of undeceitful good,

And truth eternal. Tho” the pois’nous charms
Of baleful fuperftition guide the feet

Of fervile numbers, thro’ a dreary way

To their abode, thro’ deferts, thorns and mire ;
And leave the wretched pilgrim all forlorn

careful examination, the beauty of that fpecies is
found todepend.  Polycletus for inftance, the fumous
fculpture of Sicyon, from an accurate menfuration of
the feveral parts of the moft perfet human bodies,
deduced a canon or fyftem of proportions, which was
the rule of all fuccecding artifts. Suppofe a {tate mo-
dell’d according to this canon. A man of mere
natural tafte, upon looking at it, without entering
into its proportions, confeffes and admires its beauty;
whereas a profeflor of the art applies his meafures
to the head, the neck, or the hand, and, without
attending to its beauty, pronounces the workmanfhip
to be jult and true.
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To mufe, at laft; amidft the ghofily gloom

Of graves, and hoary vaults, and cloifter’d cells 3
To walk with {pectres thro’ the midnight fhade,
And to the fcreaming owl’s accurfed fong
Attune the dreadful workings of his heart ;
Yetbe not you difmay’d. A gentler ftar
Your lovely fearch illumes. From the grove
Where wifdom talk’d with her Athenian {ons,
Could my ambitious hands entwine a wreath
Of Plato’s olive with the Mantuan bay,

Then fhould my powerful voice at once difpel
Thefe monkifh horrors : then in light divine
Difclofe the Elyfian profpe&, where the fteps
Of thofe whom nature charms thro’ blooming walks,
Thro’ fragrant mountains and poetic fireams,
Admit the train of fages, heroes, bards,

Led by their winged genius and the choir

Of laurell’d {cience and harmonious art,
Proceed exulting to the eternal fhrine,

Where truth inthron’d with her celeftial twins,
The undivided part’ners of her {way,

With good and beauty reigns. O let not us,
Lull’d by Iuxurious pleafure’s languid ftrain,
Or crouching to the frowns of bigot rage,

O let not us a moment paufe to join

The godlikeband. And if the gracious power
That firft awaken’d my untutor’d fong,
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Will to my invocation breathe anew

The tuneful {pirit; then thro’ all our paths,

Ne’er fhall the found of this devoted lyre

Be wanting; whether on the rofy mead,

When fummer {miles, to warm the melting heart

Of luxury’s allurement whether firm;

Againft the torrent and the ftubborn hill

To urge bold virtue’s unremitted nerve

And wake the ftrong divinity of foul

That conquers chance and fate ; or whether firuck

For founds of triumph, to proclaim her toils

Upon the lofty fummit, round her brow

To twine the wreathe of incorruptive praife ;

To trace her hallow’d light thro’ future worlds,

And blefs heaven’s image in the heart of man.
Thus with a faithful a2im have we prefum’d,

Adventurous, to delineate nature’s form;

W hether in vaft, majeftic pomp array’d,

Or dreft for pleafing wonder, or ferene

In beanty’s rofy fiile. It now remains,

Thro® various being’s fair proportion’d fcale,

To trace the rifing luftre of her charms,

From their firft twilight, fhining forth at length,

To full meridian fplendour.  Of degree

The lealt and lowlieft in effufive warmth

Of colours mingling with a random blaze,

Doth beauty dwell.  Then higher in the line
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And variation of determin’d fhape,

Where truth’s eternal meafures mark the bound
Of circle, cube, or fphere. The third afcent
Unites this varied {fymmetry of parts

With colour’s bland allurement; as the pearl
Shines in the concave of its azure bed,

And painted fhells indent their {peckled wreath,
Then more attrative rife the blooming forms
Thro” which the breath of nature has infus’d
Her genial power to draw with pregnant veins
Nutritious moifture fiom the bounteous earth,
In fruit and feed prolific ; thus the flowers
Their purple honors with the fpring refume 3
And fuch the ftately tree which autumn bends
With bluthing treafures.  But more lovely ftill
In nature’s charm, where to the full confent
Of complicated members, to the bloom

Of colour, and the vital change of growth,
Life’s holy flame and piercing fenfe are given,
And a&ive motion fpeaks the temper’d foul
So moves the bird of Juno; fo the fteed

With rival ardor beats the dufty plain,

And faithful dogs with eager airs of joy

Salute their fellows. Thus doth beauty dwell
There moft cenfpicuous, ev’n in outward fhape,
Where dawns the high expreflion of 2 mind ;
By fteps conducting our enraptur’d fearch
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To that eternal origin, whofe power,

Thro’ all the unbounded {fymmetry of things,
Like rays effulging from the parent fun,

This endlefs mixture of her charms diffus’d.
Mind, mind alone, bear witnefs, earth and heaven ;
The living fountains in itfelf contains

Of beauteous and {ublime ; here hand in hand,
Sit paramount the Graces ; here enthron’d,
Celeftial Venus with divineft airs, i
Invites the foul to never fading joy.

Look then abroad thro’ nature, to the range

Of planets, funs, and adamantine fpheres
Wheeling unthaken thro’ the void immenie ;

Aand fpeak, O man ! does this capacious fcene
With half that kindling majefty dilate

Thy {trong conception, as when Brutus rofe
Refulgent from the ftroke of Czfar’s fate,

Amid the croud of patriots 3 and his arm

Aloft extending, like eternal Jove

When guilt brings down the thunder, call’d aloud
On Thully’s name, and fhook his crimfon fteel,
And bade the father of his country, hail !

As when Brutus rofe, &'c.”] Cicero himfelf defcribes
this fa@. Cezfare interfefto ftatim cruentum alte
extollens M. Brutus pugionem, Ciceronem ncmina-
fim exclamavit, atque ei recuperatum libertatem ef},
gratulatus. Bic. Philipp. 2, 12.
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For lo ! the tyrant proftrate on the duft,

And Rome again is free ? Is ought {o fair
Inall the dewy landfcapes of the {pring,

In the bright eye of Hefper or the morn,

In nature’s faireft forms, is aught fo fair

As virtuous friendfhip ? as the candid blufh

Of him who ftrives with fortune to be juft ?
The graceful tear that ftreams for other’s woes ?
Or the mild majefty of private life,

‘Where peace with ever blooming olive crowns
The gate ; where honor’s liberal hands effufe
Unenvy’d treafures, and the {fnowy wings

Of Innocence and love protec the fcene?

Once more {earch, undifmay’d, the dark profound
Where nature works in fecret; view the beds
Of min’ral treafure, and the eternal vault

That bounds the hoary ocean; trace the forms
Of atoms moving with inceflant change

Their elemental round; behold the feeds

Of being, and the energy of life

Kindling the mafs with ever a&ive flame;;

Then to the fecrets of the working mind
Attentive turn; from dim oblivion call

Her fleet ideal band; and bid them go!

Break thro’ time’s barrier, and o’ertake the hour
That faw the heavens created ; then declare

If aught were foundin thofe external {cenes
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To move thy wonder now. For what are all
The forms which brute, unconfcious matter wears,
Greatnefs of bulk, or fymmetry of parts?
Not reaching to the heart, foon feeble grows
The fuperficial impulfe; dull their charms,
And fatiate foon, and pall the languid eye.
Not fo the moral fpecies, or the powers
Of genius and defign ; the ambitious mind
There fees herfelf; by thefe congenial forms
Touch’d and awaken’d, with intenfer a&
She bends each nerve, and meditates well pleas’d
Her features in the mirror. Forofall e
The inhabitants of earth, to man alone
Creative wifdom gave to lift his eye h ¥
To truth’s eternal meafures ; thence to frame ;
The facred laws of action and of will, )
Difcerning juftice from unequal deeds, \
And temperance from folly. But beyond )“
This energy of truth, whofe dictates bind |
Affenting reafon, the benignant fire,
To deck the honor’d paths of juft and good, ’
Has added bright imagination’s rays ; {
Where virtue, rifing from the awful depth .
Of truth’s myfterious bofom, doth forfake

D

s

Where wirtue rifing from the awful depth
Of truth’s myflerious bofom, &¢.] ~ According to the
opinion of thofe who affert moral obligation to be foun-
ded on an immutable and univerfal law, and that pa-
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’} he unadorn’d condition of ideas,

And drefs’d by fancy in ten thoufand hues,
Aflumes a various feature, to attract,

With charms refponfive to each gazer’s eye,
The hearts of men. Amid his rural walk,
The ingenious youth whom folitude infpires
With pureft wifhes, from the penfive thade
Beholds her moving like a virgin mufe

"That wakes her lyre to fome indulgent theme
Of harmony and wonder ; while among

The herd of fervile minds, her ftrenuous form
Indignant flafhes on the patriot’s eye,

And thro’ the rolls of memory appeals

T'o ancient honour ; or in a& ferene,

Yet watchful, rifes the majeftic fword

Of public pow’r, from dark ambition’s reach
'f'0 guard the facred volume of the laws.

Genius of antient Greece ! whofe faithful fteps

Well pleas’d I follow thro’ the facred paths
Of nature and of fcience ; nurfe divine
“Of all heroic deeds and fair defires !

O'! let the breath of thy exteaded praife
Infpire my kindling bofom to the height

Of this untempted theme. Nor be my thoughts

thetic feeling which is ufually called the moral fenfe,
to be determined by the peculiar temper of the imagis
nation and the earlieft aflociations of ideas.
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Prefumptuous counted, if amid the calm
That fmooths this vernal evening into fmiles,
I fteal impatient from the fordid haunts
Of ftrife and low ambition, to attend
Thy facred prefence in the fylvan thade,
By their malignant footlteps ne’er profan’d.
Defcend, propitious ! to my favor’d eye ;
Such in thy mein, thy warm exulted air,
As when the Perfian tyrant, foil’d and ftung
‘With fhame and defperation, gnafh’d his teeth
To{ee thee rend the pageants of his throne ;
And at the lightning of thy lifted fpear

- Crouch’d likea flave.  Bring all thy martial fpoils,
Thy palms, thy laurels, thy triumphant fongs,
Thy {miling band of arts, thy godlike fires
Of civil wifdom, thy heroic youth
Warm from the fchools of glory.  Guide my way
Thro’ fair Lyceum’s walk, the green retreats
Of Academus, and the thymy vale,
Where oft enchanted with Socratic founds,
Tliffus pure devoly’d his tuneful ftream
In gentle murmurs.  From the blooming ftore

Lyceum.] The {chool of Ariftotle.
Academus.] The {chool of Plato.

1liffus.] One of the rivers on which Athens was’
fituated. Plato, in fome of his fineft dialogues lays the
{cene of the converfation with Socrates on its banks.
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Of thefe aufpicious fields, may I unblam’d
"Tranfplant fome living blofloms, to adorn

My native clime : while far above the flight

Of fancy’s plume afpiring, I unlock

The fprings of ancient wifdom ; while I join

Thy name, thrice honor’d ! with the immortal praife
Of nature ; while to my compatriot youth

I'point the high example of thy fons,

And tune to Attic themes the Britith lyre.







ARGUMENT.

THaE Jeparation of the wworks of the imagination from
philofophy, the caufe of their abufe among the moderns.—
Profpe of their reunion under the influence of public li-
berty.  Enumeration of accidental pleafures, which in-
¢reafe the effed of objects delightful to the imagination.
The pleafures of fenfe.  Particular circumflances of the
mind.  Difcovery of truths.  Perception of contrinance
and defign.  Emotion of the paffions. Al the natural
paffions partake of a pleafing fenfation, with the final
cavfe of this conflitution illuflrated by an allegoricalvifion
and exemplified in forrow, pity, terrory and indignation.
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BOOK SECOND.

‘W HEN thall the lawrel and the vocal firing
Refume their honors? When fhall we behold
The tuneful tongue, the Promethean hand
Afpire to ancient praife ? Alas! how faint,
How flow the dawn of beauty and of truth
Breaks the reluctant fhades of Gothic night
Which yet involve the nations! Long they groan’d
Beneath the furies of rapacious force ;

Oft as the glo omy north, with iron {warms
Tempe ftuous pouring from her frozen caves,
Blafted the Italian fhore, and fwept the works
Of liberty and wifdom down the gulph

Of all devouring night.  As long immur’d

In noon-tide darknefs by the glimm’ring lamp,
Each mufe and each fair {cience pin’d away
The fordid hours; while foul, barbarian hands
Their myfteries profan’d, unftrung the lyre,
And chain’d the foaring pinion down to earth.



Book I1. PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. 44

At laft the mufes rofe, and fpurn’d their bonds,

And wildly warbling fcatter’d as they flew,

Their blooming wreaths from fair Valclufa’s bowers,
To Arno’s myrtle border and the fhore

Cf foft Parthenope. But ftill the rage

Of dire ambition, and gigantic power,

At laft the mufes rofe, &'c.] About the age of Hugh
Capet, the founder of the third race of French kings,
the poets of Provence were in high reputetion; a
fort of ftrolling bards or rhapfodifts, who went about
the courts of princes and noblemen, entertaining them
at feftivals with mufic and poetry. They attempted
both the epic cde and fatire, and abounded in a wild
fantaltic vein of fable, partly allegorical, and partly
founded on traditionary legends of the Saracen wars.
Thefe were the rudiments of Italian poetry. But their
tafte and compofition muft have been extremely bar-
barous, as we may judge by thofe that followed the
turn of their fable in much politer times ; fuch as Boi-
ardo, Bernardo, Taflo, Ariofto, §5%.

Valclufa.] The famous retreat of Francefco Petre-
cha, the father of Italian poetry, and his miftrefs Lau-
ra, a lady of Avignon.

Arno.] The river which runs by Florence, the
the birth place of Daute Boccacio.

Parthenope.] Or Naples, the birth place of Sanna-
zaro.  The great Torquato Taflo was born at Sor-
rento, in the kingdom of Naples

the rage
Of dire ambition, €¢.] This relates to the cruel wars
among the republics of Italy, and the abominable po-
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From public aims, and from the bufy walk
Of civil commerce, drove the bolder train
Of penetrating {cience to the cells,

Where {tudious eafe confumes the filent hour
In fhadowy fearches and unfruitful care.

Thus from their guardians torn, the tender arts

litics of its petty princes, about the fifteenth century.
Thefe at laft, in conjunéion with papal power, entire-
ly extinguifhed the {pirit of liberty in that country, and
eftablifhed that abufe of the fine arts, which has fince
been propagated over Europe.

Thus from their guardians torn, &c.] Nor were
they only lofers by the feparation. ~ For *“ Philofophy
itfelf (to ufe the words of a philofopher) being thus
fevered from the fprightly arts and {ciences, muft con-
fequently grow dronifh, infipid, pedantic, ufelefs, and
direély oppofite to the real knowledge and practice
of the world.” So, that a gentleman of the world
(fays another excellent writer) cannot. eafily bring
himfelf to like fo auftere and ungainly a form : fo
greatly is it charged with what was once the delight
of the fineft gentlemen of antiquity, and their recrea-
tion after the hurry of public affairs.  From this con-
dition it cannot be recovered, but by uniting it once
more with the works of imagination ; and we have
had the pleafure of obferving a very great progrefs
made towards their union with England within thefe
few years. Tt is hardly poflible to conceive them at
a greater diftance from each other than at the revo-
lution, when Locke ftood at the head of one party,
and Dryden of the other. But the general fpirit of
liberty, which has ever fince been growing, naturally
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Of mimic fancy and harmonious joy,

To prieltly domination and the luft

Of lawlefs courts, their amiable toil

For three inglorious ages have refign’d

In vain reluant ; and Torquato’s tongue
‘Was turn’d for flavifh peans at the throne

Of tinfel pomp ; and Raphael’s magic hand
Effus’d its fair creation to enchant

The fond adoring herd in Latian fanes

To blind belief ; while on their proftrate necks
The fable tyrant plants his heel fecure.

But now behold! the radiant zra dawns,
When freedom’s ample fabric, fix’d at length
For endlefs years on Albion’s happy fhore
In full proportion, once more fhall extend
To all the kindred powers of focial blifs

A common manfion, a parental roof.

There fhall the virtues, there fhall wifdom’s train,
Their long loft friends rejoining, as of old,
Embrace the fmiling family of arts,

The mufes and the graces. Then no more

invited our men of wit and genius to improve that
influence, which the arts of perfuafion give them
with the people, by applying them to fubjeéts of im-
portance to fociety. Thus poetry and eloquence be-
came confiderable ; and philofophy is now of courfe
obliged to borrow of their embellifhments, in order
even to gain audience with the public.
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Shall vice diftracting their delicious gifts

To aims abhorr’d with high diftafte and {corn
Turn from their charm the philofophic eye,
The patriot bofom : then no more the paths

Of public care or intelleGual toil,

Alone by footfteps haughty and fevere,

The gloomy ftate he trod ; the harmonious mufe
And her perfuafive fifters then fhall plant

Their fheltering laurels o’er the bleak afcent,
And fhed their flowers along the rugged way.
Arm’d with the lyre, already have we dar’d,
To pierce divine philofophy’s retreats

And teach the mufe her lore 5 already ftrove
Their long divided honours to unite,

While tempering this deep argument we fang
Of truth and beauty. - Now the fame fair tafk
Impends; now urging our ambitious toil,

We haften to recount the various {prings

Of adventitious pleafure, which adjoin

Their grateful influence to the prime effect

Of obje@s grand or beauteous, and inlarge

The complicated joy. The fweets of {enfe,
Do they not oft with kind acceflion flow,

To raife harmonious fancy’s native charm ?

So while we tafte the fragrance of the rofe,
Glows not her blufh the fairer 2 While we view
Anmid the noontide walk a limpid ril{
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Gufh thro’ the trickling herbage, to the thirt
Of fummer yielding the delicious draught
Of cool refrefhment 3 o’er the mofly brink
Shines not the furface clearer, and the waves
With fweeter mufic murmur as they flow ?
Nor this alone ; the various lot of life
Oft from external circumftance affumes
A moment’s difpofition to rejoice
In thofe delights which at a different hour
Would pafs unheeded. Fair the face of fpring,
When rural fongs and odours wake the morn,
To every eye ; but how much more to his,
Round whom the bed of ficknefs long diffus’d
Its melancholy gloom ! how doubly fair,
When firft with frefh-born vigor he inhales
‘The balmy breeze, and feels the blefled fun
Warm at his bofom, from the {prings of life
Chafing oppreflive damps and languid pain !
Or fhall T mention, where celeftial truth
Her awful light difclofes, to effulge
A more majeftic pomp on beauty’s frame ?

““*For man loves knowledge, and the beams of truth

More welcome touch his underftanding eye,
Than all the blandifhments of {found, his ear,
Than all of tafte his tongue. Nor ever yet
The melting rainbow’s vernal-tin@ur’d hues
To me have fhene fo pleafing, as when firlt
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The hand of fcience pointed out the path

In which the fun-beams gleaming from' the weft
Fall on the watry cloud, whofe darkfome veil
Involves the orient ; and that trickling fhow’r
Piercing thro’ every cryftaline convex

Of cluft’ring dew-drops to their flight oppos’d, '
Recoil at length where concave all behind

The internal furface of each glafly orb

Repells their forward paffage into air;

That thence dire& they feek the radiant goal
From which their courfe began ; and, as they flrike
In diff’rent lines the gazer’s obvious eye,
Aflume a diff’rent luftre, thro’ the brede

Of colours changing from the fplendid rofe

To the pale violet’s dejected hue.

“ Or fhall we touch that kind accefs of joy,
That {prings to each fair obje@, while we trace,
Thro’ all its fabric, wifdom’s artful aim
Difpofing every part, and gaining ftill

By means proportion’d her benignant end ?
Speak, ye, the pure delight, whofe favour’d fteps
The lamp of fcience thro’ the jealous maze

Of nature guides, when haply you reveal

Her fecret honors ; whether in the fky,

The beauteous laws of light, the central pow’rs

That wheel the penfile planets round the year ;
E
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Whether in wonders of the rolling deep,
Or {miling fruits of pleafure-pregnant earth,
Or fine adjufted fprings of life and fenfe
You fcan the counfels of their author’s hand«

What, when to rife the meditated fcene,
The flame of paflion, thro’ the {truggling foul
Deep kindled, fhows acrofs that fudden blaze
The objec of its rapture vaft of fize,
With fiercer colors and a night of fhade ?
‘What like a ftorm from their capacious bed
The founding feas o’erwhelming, when the might
Of thefe eruptions, working from the depth
Of man’s {trong apprehenfion, fhakes his frame
Ev’nto the bafe; from every naked fenfe
Of pain or pleafure diffipating all
Opinion’s feeble cov’rings, and the veil
Spun from the cobweb-fafhion of the times
To hide the feeling heart ? Then nature fpeaks
Her genuine language, and the words of men,
Big with the very motion of their fouls,
Declare with what accumulated force
The impetuous nerve of paffion urges on
The native weight and energy of things.

Yet more ; her honors where nor beauty claim,
Nor fhows of good the thirfty fenfe allure,
From paflion’s power alone our nature holds

From paffion’s power alone, ¢5¢c.] This very myfte-
rious kind of pleafure which is often found in the ex«
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Effential pleafure. Paffion’s fierce illapfe
Rouzes the mind’s whole fabric ; with fupplies
Of daily impulfe keeps the elaftic pow’rs
Intenfely poiz’d, and polifhes anew

By that collifion all the fine machine ;

Elfe ruft would rife, and foulnefs, by degrees
Incumb’ring, choak at laft what heaven defign’d
For ceafelefs motion and a round of toil.

But fay, does every paffion men endure

Thus minifter delight ? That name indeed
Becomes the rofy breath of love ; becomes
The radiant fmiles of joy, the applauding hand

ercife of pafions generally counted painful, has been
taken notice of by feveral authors.  Lucretia refolves
it unto felf-love.
Suava mari magno, &c. lib. I1. 1.

Asifa man was never pleas’d in being moved at the
diftrefs of a tragedy, without a ccol refle@ion that
tho’ thefe fitious perfonages were fo unhappy, yet
he himfelf was perfedtly at eafe and in fafety. 'The
ingenious and candid author of the Reflexions criti-
ques [ur la poefie & fur la peinture, accounts for it by
the general delight which the mind takes in its own
adtivity, and the abhorrence it feels of an indolent
and unattentive {tate : and this joined with the morzl
cpplaufe of its own temper, which zttends thefe
emotions when natural and juft, is certainly the true
foundation of the pleafure, which, as it is the origin
and bafis of tragedy and epic, deferved a very parti-
cular cenfideration in this poem.
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Of admiration 3 but the bitter fhow’r
That forrow fheds upon a brother’s grave,
But the dumb palfy of nodturnal fear,
Or thofe confuming fires that gnaw the heart
Of panting indignation, find we there :
To move delight? Then liften, while my tongue
The unalter’d will of heav’n with faithful awe
Reveals; what old Harmodious wont to teach
My early age ; Harmodious who had weigh’d
‘Within his learned mind whate’er the {chools
Of wifdom, or thy lonely whifpering voice,
O faithful nature ! dictate of the laws
‘Which govern and fupport this mighty frame
Of univerful being.  O#t the hours
From morn to eve have flole unmark’d away,
While mute attention hung upon his lips,
As thus the fage his awful tale began.

>Twas in the windings of an ancient wood,
When fpotlefs youth with folitude refigns
"T'o {fweet philofophy the ftudious day,
What time pale autumn thades the filent eve,
Maufing I rov’d. Of good and evil much,
*And muck of mortal man my thought revolv’d
When ftarting full on finzy’s guthing eye,
The mournful image of Parthenia’s fate,
That hour, O long belov’d and long deplor’d !
‘When blooming youth, nor gentlelt wifdom’s arts,
Nor Hymen’s honors gather’d for thy brow,
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Nor all thy lover’s all thy father’s tears

Avail’d to fnatch thee from the cruel grave ;
Thy agonizing looks, thy laft farewell

Struck to the inmoft feeling of my foul

As with the hand of death. At once the thade
More horrid nodded o’er me, and the winds
With hoarfer murm’ring fhook the branches. Dark
As midnight ftorms, the fcene of human things,
Appear’d before me ; defarts, burning fands

W here the parch’d adder dies ; the frozen fouth,
And defolation blafting all the weft

‘With rapine and with murder ; tyrant pow’r
Here fits inthron’d in blood ; the baleful charms
Of fuperftition there infec the fkies,

And turn the {fun to horror. Gracious heaven !
What is the life of man? Or cannot thefe,

Nor thefe portents thy awful will fuffice ?

That propagated thus beyond their {cope,

They rife to aé their cruelties anew

In my afflicted bofom, thus decreed

The univerfal fenfitive of pain,

The wretched heir of evils not its own ¥
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Thus I, impatient; when at once effus’d,
A flafhing torrent of celeftial day
Burft thro’ the thadowy void. With flow defcent
A purple cloud came floating through the fky,

And poiz’dat length within the circling trees,
'y
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Hung obvious to my view; till opening wide
Its lucid orb, a more than human form
Emerging lean’d majeftic o’er my head,

And inftant thunder fhook the confciops grove.
"Then melted into air the liquid cloud,

And all the fhining vifion ftood reveal’d,

A wreath of palm his ample forehead bound,
And o’er his fhoulder, mantling to his knee,
Flow’d the tranfparent robe, around his waift
Colle@ted with a radiant zone of gold

Ltherial; there in myftic figns engrav’d

I rcad his office high and facred name,

Genius of human kind.  Appall’d I gaz’d
The godlike prefence; for athwart his brow
Difpleafure, temper’d with a mild concern,
Look’d down reluéant on me, and his words
Like diftant thunders broke the murm’ring air.
Vain are thy thoughts, O child of mortal birth,
And impotent thy tongue.  Is thy fhort fpan
Capacious of this univerfal frame ?

Thy wifdom all-fifficient ? Thou, alas!

Dot thou afpire to judge between the Lord
Of nature and his works ? to lift thy voice
Againft the fovereign order he decreed

All good and lovely ? To blafpheme the bands
Of tendernefs innate and focial love,

Holieft of things! by which the general orb
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Of being, as with adamantine links,-
Was drawn to perfe@ union and fuftain’d
From everlafting? Haft thou felt the pangs
Of foft’nihg forrow, of indignant zeal
So grievous to the foul, as thence to with
The ties of nature broken from thy frame;
That fo thy felfifh, unrelenting heart
May ceafe to mourn its lot, no longer then
The wretched heir of evils not itsown?
O fair benevolence of gen’rous minds !
O man by nature form’d for all mankind !
He fpoke—abafh’d and filent I remain’d,
As confcious of my lips” offence, and aw’d
Before his prefence, though my fecret {oul
Difdain’d the imputation.  On the ground
I fix’d my eyes ; till from his airy couch .
He ftoop’d fublime, and touching with his hand
My dazzling forehead, Raife thy fight, he cry’d,
And let thy fenfe convince thy erring tongue.
I look’d, and lo! the former fcene was chang’d
For verdant valleys and furrounding trees,
A folitary profpet, wide and wild,
Rufh’d on my fenfes, ’Twas a horrid pile
Of hills with many a fhaggy foreft mix’d
With many a fable cliffand glitt’ring ftream.
Aloft recumbent o’er the hanging ridge,
The brown woods way’d, while ever trickling fprings
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Wafh’d from the naked roots of oak and pine,

The crumbling foil ; and {till at every fall

Down the fteep windings of the chs annell’d rock,
Remurm’ring rufh’d the congregrated floods

With hoarfer inundation ; till atlaft

They reach’d a grafly plain, which from the fkirts
Of that high defert fpread her verdant lap,

And drank the gufhing moifture, where confin’d

In one fmooth current, o’er the lilied vale

Clearer than glafs it flowed. Autumnal fpoils
Luxuriant {preading to the rays of morn,

Rlufh’d o’er the cliffs, whofe half incircling mounds,
Asin a fylvan theatre inclos’d

‘That flow’ry level. On the river’s brink

I fpy’d a fair pavillion, which diffus’d

Its floating umbrage *mid the filver fhade

Of ofiers. Now the weftern fun reveal’d
Between two parting cliffs his golden orb,

And pour’d acrofs the fhadow of the hills,

On rocks and floods, a yellow ftream of light

‘That cheer’d the folemn fcene. My lilt’ning pow’ss
Were aw’d, and every thought in filence hung,
And wondering expe@ation. 'Then the voice

Of that celeftial pow’r, the myitic thow
_Declaring, thus my deep attention call’d.

Inhabitant of earth, to whom is giv'n
The gracious ways of Providence to learn,
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Receive my fayings with a ftedfaft ear.

Know then, the fov’reign fpirit of the world,

Inhabitant of earth, €¢c.] T he account of the eco-
nomy of Providence here introduced, as the moft pro-
per to calm and fatisfy the mind when under the com-
puncion of private evils, feems to have come origi-
nally from the Pythagorean fchool; but of all the
ancient philofophers, Plato has moft largely infifted
upon it, has eftablifhed it with 2ll the ftrength of his
capacious underftanding, and ennobled it with all the
magnificence of his divine imagination. He has one
paffage fo full and clear on the head, that I am per-
fuaded the reader will be pleafed to fee it here, tho’
fomewhat long. Addrefling himfelf to fuch asare
not fatisfied concerning divine Providence, ¢ The
being who prefides over the whole ({ays he) has dif-
pofed and complicated all things for the happinefs
and virtue of the whole, every part of which, accord-
ing to the extent of its influence, doecs and fuffers
what is fit and proper. One of thefe parts is yours,
O unhappy man! which though in itfelf moft incon-
fiderable and minute, yet being conneéted with the
univerfe, ever feeks to co-operate with that fupreme
order. You in the mean time are ignorant of the ve-
ry end for which all particalar natures are brought
into exiftence, that the all-comprehending nature of
the whole may be perfe¢t and happy ; exifting, asit
does, not for your fake, but the caufe and reafon of
your exiftence, which, as in the fymmetry of every
artificial work, muft of neceflity concur with the ge-
neral defign of the artit, and be fubfervient to the
whole, of whichitis a part. Your complaint, there-
fore, is ignorant and groundlefs ; {ince according to
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Though felf-collected from etherial time,
Within his own deep effence he beheld

the various energy of creation, and the common laws
of nature, there is a conftant provifion of that which -
is beft at the fame time for you and for the whole.—
For the governing intelligence clearly beholding all
the a®ions of animated and felf-moving creatures,
and that mixture of good and evil which diverfifies
them, confidered firft of all by what difpofition of
things, and what fituation of each individual in the
general fyftem, vice might be deprefled and fubdued,
and virtue made fecure of vitory and happinefs with
the greateft faculty and in the higheft degree poffible.
In this manner be ordered, through the entire circle
of being, the internal conftitution of every mind,
where fhould be its ftation in the univerfal fabric, and
through what variety of circumftances it fhould pro-
ceed in the whole tenor of its exiftence. He goes
on in his fublime manner to affert a future ftate of re-
tribution, as well for thofe who, by the exercife of
good difpofitions being harmonized and affimilated to
the divine virtue, are confequently removed to a place
of unblemifhed fan&ity and happinefs: as thofe who
by the moft flagitions arts have arifen from contemp-
tible beginnings to the greateft afluence and power,
and whom therefore you look upon as unznfierable
inftances of negligence in the gods, becaufe you are
ignorant of the purpofes to which they are fubfervient
and in what manner they contribute to that fupreme
intention of good to the whole.”” See Plato de
Lice i in6s

This theory has been delivered of late, efpecially
abroad, in a manner which fubverts the freedom of
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The circling bounds of happinefs unite ;

Yet by immenfe benignity inclin’d

To fpread around him that primeval joy
Which fili’d himfelf, he rais’d his plafic arm,
And founded thro’ the hollow depth of fpace
The {trong, creative mandate.  Strait arofe
Thefe heav’nly orbs, the glad abodes of life
LEffufive kindled by his breath divine

Thro’ endlefs forms of being. Each inhal’d
From him its portion of the vital flame,

In meafure fuch, that from the wide complex
Of co-exiflent orders, one might rife,

One order, all involving and intire.

He too beholding in the facred light

Of his effential reafon, all the fhapes

Of fwift contingence, all fucceflive ties

Of adion propagated through the fum

Of poflible exiftence, he at once,

Down the long feries of eventful time,

So fix’d the dates of being; fo difpos’d

To every living foul of every kind,

The field of motion and the hour of reft,

human actions ; whereas Plato appears very careful
to preferve it, and has been in that refpect imitated by
the beft of his followers.
One might rife,

One order, &5°c.] See the meditations of Antonius
and the charateriftics, paffim.
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T hat all cenfpir’d to his fupreme defign,

To univerfal good 5 with full accord,
Anfw’ring the mighty mode! he had chofe,
T hie beft and faireft of unnumber’d worlds
That lay from everlafting in the ftore

Of his divine conceptions. Nor content
By one exertion of creating pow’r,

His goodnefs to reveal 5 thro’ every age,
Thro’ every moment up the traét of time,
His parent hand with ever new increafe

Of happinefs and virtue has adorn’d

The vaft harmonious frame : his parent hand
From the mute fhell-fith gafping on the fhore,
"T'o men, to angels, to celeftial minds,
Forever leads the generations on

To higher fcenes of being ; while fupplied
From day to day by his enlivening breath,

The beft and faireft, &c.] This opinion is fo old,
that Timeeus Locrus calls the fupreme being the ar-
tificer of that which is beft ; and reprefents him as
refolving in the beginning to produce the moft excel-
lent work, and as copying the world moft exadly
from his own intelligible and eflential idea; fo thatit
yet remains, as it was at firft, perfe® in beauty and
will never {tand in need ofany correétion or improve-
“ment. There is no room for a caution here, to un-
derftand thefe expreflions, not of any particular cir-
cumftances of human life feparately confidered, but of
the fum or univerfal fyltem of life and being.
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Inferior orders in fucceflion rife

To fill the veid below. As flame afcends
As bodies to their proper centre move,

As the poiz’d ocean to the attradling moon
Obedient fwells, and every headlong ftream
Devolves its winding waters to the main ;
So all things, which have life, afpire to God,
The fun of being, boundlefs, unimpair’d,
Centre of fouls ! Nor does the faithful voice
Of nature ceafe to prompt their eager {teps
Aright 5 nor is the care of heaven withheld
From granting to the tafk proportion’d aid 5
That in their ftations all may perfevere

To climb the afcent of being, aud approach
Forever nearer to the life divine.

That rocky pile thou feeft, that verdant lawn
Frefh water’d from the mountains. Let the {cene
Paint in thy fancy the primeval feat
Of man, and where the will fupreme ordain’d
His manfion, that pavilion fair diffus’d
Along the fhady brink, in this recefs
To wear the appointed feafon of his youth ;

I

As flame aftends, &5c.] This opinion, tho’ not held
by Plato or any of the ancients, is yet a very natural
confequence of his principles. But the difquifition is
too complex and extenfive to be enter’d upon here.
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"TI'ill riper hours fhould open to his toil

The high communion of {vperior minds,

Of confecrated heroes and of gods.

Nor did the Sire omnipotent forget

His tender bloom to cherifh 3 nor withheld
Celeftial footfteps from his green abode.

Oft from the radiant honors of his throne,

He fent whom moft he lov’d, the fovereign fair,
The efluence of his glory, whom he plac’d
Before his eyes for ever to behold ;

The goddefs from whofe infpiration flows

The toil of patriots, the delight of friends ;
Without whofe work divine, in heaven or earth,
Nought lovely, nought propitious comes to pafs,
Nor hope, nor praife, nor honor. Her the fire
Gave itin change to rear the blooming mind,
The folded powers to open, to dire&

The growth luxuriant of his young defires,
And from the laws of this majeftic world

To teach him what was good. ~As thus the nymph
Her daily care attended, by her fide

With conftant fteps her gay companion ftay’d,
The fair Euphrofyne, the gentle queen

Of {miles, and graceful gladnefs, and delights
That cheer alike the hearts of mortal men
And powers immortal.  See the fhining pair !

Behold, where from his dwelling now difclos’d,
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They quit their youthful charge and feck the fkies.
I look’d, and on the flow’ry turf there ftood,
Between two radiant forms, a fmiling youth
Whofe tender cheeks difplay’d the vernal flower
Of beauty ; {weeteft innocence illum’d

His bafhful eyes, and on his polithed brow

Sat young Simplicity. 'With fond regard

He view’d the affociates, as their fteps they mov’d ;
The younger chief his ardent eyes detain’d,
With mild regret invoking her return.

Bright as the ftar of evening fhe appear’d

Amid the dufky fcene. Eternal youth

O’er all her form its glowing honors breath’d
And {miles eternal, from her candid eyes,

Flow’d like the dewy luftre of the morn

Effufive trembling on the placid waves.

The {pring of hcaven had fhed its blufhing fpoils
To bind her fable trefles ; full diffus’d

Her yellow mantle floated on the breeze ;

And in her hand fhe wav’d aliving branch

Rich with immortal fruits, of power to calm

The wrathful heart, and from the bright’ning eyes
To chace the cloud of fadnefs. More fublime
The heav’nly partner mov’d. The prime of age
Compos’d her fteps. The prefence of a god,
High on the circle of her brow inthron’d,

From each majeftic motion darted awe,
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Devoted awe! till cherifhed by her looks
Bencvolent and meek, confiding love

To filial rapture foftened all the foul.

Free in her graceful hand fhe poiz’d the fword
Of chafte dominion. An hercic crown
Difplay’d the old fimplicity of pomp

Around her honor’d head. A matron’s robe,
‘White as the funfhine ftreams thro® vernal clouds,
Her ftately form invefted. Hand in hand
The immortal pair forfook the enamell’d green,
Afcending flowly. Rays of limpid light
Gleam’d round their path; celeftial rounds were heard
And thro® the fragrant air ztherial dews
Diftill’d around them ; till at once the clouds
Difparting wide in midway fky, withdrew
Their airy veil, and left a bright expanfe

Of empyrean flame wherefpent and drown’d,
Afilited vifion plung’d in vain to fcan

What objed it involv’d. My feeble eyes
Indured not. Bending downto earth I ftood,
With dumb attention. Soon a female voice,
As wat’ry murmurs fweet, or warbling fhades
With facred invocation thus begaa.

Father of gods and mortals ! whofe right arm
‘With reins eternal guides the moring heavens,
Bend thy propitious ear.  Behold well pleas’d
I feek to finifh thy divine decree.
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With frequent fteps I vifit yonder feat
Of man, thy offspring ; from tender feeds
Of juftice and of wifdom, to involve
T he latent honors of his generous frame ;
Till thy conduéting hand fhall raife his lot
Trom earth’s dim {cene to thefe ztherial walks
The temple of thy glory. Butnot me,
Not my dired&ing voice he oft requires,
Or hears delighted 5 this inchanting maid,
The affociate thou haft given me, her alone
He loves, O father ! abfent, her he craves ;
And but for her glad prefence ever join’d,
Rejoices not in mine ; that all my hopes
This thy benignant purpofe to fulfil,
T deem uncertain ; and my daily cares
Unfruitful 2all in vain, unlefs by thee
Still farther aided in the work divine.

She ceas’d ; a voice more awful thus reply’d,
O thou ! in whom forever I delight,
Fairer than all the inhabitants of heaven,
Beft image of thy author ! far from thee
Be difappointment, or diftafte, or blame 3
Who foon or late fhall every work fulfil,
And no refiltance find. If man refufe
To hearken to thy dictates ; or allur’d
By meaner joys; to any other pow’r

¥ 2
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T'ransfer the honors due to thee alone ;
That joy which he purfues he ne’er fhall tafte,
"That power in whom delighteth ne’er behold.
Go then once more, and happy be thy toil ;
Go then ! but let not this thy fmiling friend
Partake thy footfteps In her ftead, behold !
With thee the fons of Nemefis I fend ;
The fiend abhorr’d! whofe vengeance takes account
Of facred order’s violated laws.
See where he calls thee, burning to be gone,
Fierce to exhauft the tempeft of his wrath
On yon devoted head. ~ But thou, my child,
Controul his cruel frenzy, and proteét
Thy tender charge. That when defpair fhall grafp
His agonizing bofom, he may learn,
That he may learn to love the gracious hand
Alone f{ufficient in that hour of ill,
To fave his feeble fpirit ; then confefs
Thy genuine honours, O excelling fair!
When all the plagues that wait the dearly will
Of this avenging demon, all the ftorms
Of night infernal, ferve but to difplay
The energy of thy fuperior charms,
With mildeft awe triumphant o’er his rage,
And fhining clearer in the horrid gloom.

Here ceas’d that awful veice, and foon I felt
The cloudy curtain of refrefhing eve



Book IT. PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. 67

‘Was clof’d once more, from that immortal fire
Shelt’ring my eye-lids. Looking up, I view’d
A vaft gigantic fpeétre ftriding on

Thro’ murm’ring thunders and a wafte of clouds,
With dreadful a&tion.  Black as night his brow
Relentlefs frowns involv’d.  His favage limbs
With fharp impatience violent he writh’d,

As thro’ convulfive anguifh ; and his hand
Arm’d with a fcorpion lafh, full oft he rai{’d

In madnefs to his bofom ; while his eyes

Rain’d bitter tears, and bellowing loud he fhook
The void with horror.  Silent by his fide

The virgin came. No difcompofure ftirr’d

Her features. From the glooms which hung around,
No ftain of darknefs mingled with the beam

Of her divine effulgence. Now they ftoop

Upon the river bank ; and new to hail

His wonted guefts with eager fteps advance’d
The unfufpeding inmate of the fhade.

As when a famifh’d wolf that all night long
Had rang’d the Alpine fnows, by chance at morn
Sees froma cliff incumbent o’er the fmoke
Of fome lone village, a neglected kid
"That {trays along the wild for herb or fpring ;
Down from the winding ridge he {weeps amain,
And thinks he tears him ; {o with tenfold rage,
The monfter fprung remorfelefs on his prey.
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Amaz’d the ftripling ftood ; with panting breaft

Feebly he pour’d the lamentable wail

Of helplefs confternation, ftruck at once,

And rooted to the ground. The queen beheld

His terror; and with looks of tend’reft care

Advanc’d to fave him.  Soon the tyrant felt

Her awful power. His keen tempeftuous arm

Hung nervelefs, nor defcended where his rage

Had aim’d the deadly blow ; then dumb retir’d

With fullen rancour.  Lo! the fov’reign maid

TFolds with a mother’s arms the fainting boy,

Till life rekindles in his rofy cheek;

Then grafps his hand, and chearshim with her tongue.
O wake thee, rouze thy {pirit! Shall the fpite

Of yon tormentor thus appall thy heart,

While I, thy friend and guardian am at hand

To refcue and to heal ? O lex thy foul

R emember what the will of heav’n ordains

Is ever good for all ; and if for all,

Then good for thee. Nor only by the warmth

And foothing funfhine of delightful things.

Do minds grow up and flourith.  O& mifled

By that bland light, the young unpractis’d views

Of reafon wander through a fatal road,

Far from their native aim; as if to lye

Inglorious in the fragrant fhade, and wait

"The foft accefs of ever circling joys,
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Were all the end of being. Afk thyfelf,
This pleafing errour did it never lull

Thy withes 2 Has thy conftant heart refus’d
The filken fetters of delicious eafe?

Or when divine Euphrofyne appear’d

Within this dwelling, did not thy defires
Hang far below that meafure of thy fate,
Which I reveal’d before thee? and thy eyes,
Impatient of my counfels, turn away

To drink the foft effufion of her fmiles?
Know then, for this the everlafting fire
Deprives thee of her prefence, and inftead,

O wife and ftill benevolent! ordains

This horrid vifage hither to purfue

My fleps; that fo thy natnre may difcern

Tts real good, and what alone can fave

Thy feeble {pirit in this hour of ill

From folly and defpair. O yetbelov’d!

Let not this headlong terror quite o’erwhelm
Thy fcatter’d powers; nor fatal deem the rage
Of this tormentor, nor his proud affault,
While T am here to vindiczte thy toil,

Above the generous queftion of thy arm.
Brave be thy fears, and in thy weaknefs ftrong,
This hour he triumphs; but confront his might,
And dare him to the combat, then with eafe,
Difurm’d and quell’d, his fiercenefs he refigns

1
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To bondage and to fcorn ; while thus inur’d
By watchful danger, by unceafing toil,
The immortal mind, fuperior to his fate,
Amid the outrage of external things,
Firm as the folid bafe of this great world,
Refts on hisown foundations. Blow ye winds !
Ye waves! ye thunders ! roll your tempeft on ;
Shake, ye old pillars of the marble {ky !
Till all its orbs and all its worlds of fire
Be loofened from their feats; yet ftill ferene,
The unconquer’d mind looks down upon the wreck ;
And ever {tronger as the ftorms advance,
Firm thro’ the clofing ruin holds his way,
Where nature calls him to the deftin’d goal.

So fpake ‘the goddefs ; while thro’ all her frame
Celeftial raptures flow’d, in every word,
In every motion kindling warmth divine
To feize who liftened. Vehement and {wift
As lightning fires the aromatic fhade
In Athiopean fields, the ftripling felt,
Her infpiration catch his fervid f{oul,
And ftarting from hls languor thus exclaim’d.

Then let the trial come ! and witnefs thou,
If terror be upon me ; if I fhrink
To meet the ftorm, or faulter in my ftrength
When hardeft it befets me. Do not think
‘That T am fearful and infirm of foul,
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As late thy eyes beheld ; for thou haft chang’d
My nature ; thy commanding voice has wak’d
My languid powers to bear me boldly on,
Where’er the will divine my path ordains
Thro’ toil or peril ; only do not thou

Torfake me ; O be thou forever near,

‘That T may liften to thy facred voice,

And guide by thy decrees my conftant feet,
But fay, for ever are my eyes bereft ?

Say fhall the fair Euphrofyne not once

Appear again to charm me ! Thou, in heaven !
O thou eternal arbiter of things !

Be thy great bidding done ; for who am I

To queftion thy appointment ? Let the frowns
Of this avenger every morn o’ercaft

The chearful dawn, and every evening damp
With double night my dwelling ; I will learn
To hail them both, and unrepining bear

His hateful prefence ; but permit my tongue
One glad requeft, and if my deeds may find
Thy awful eye propitious, O reftore

The rofy featur’d maid ; again to chear

This lonely feat, and blefs me with her fmiles.
He fpoke ; when inftant thro’ the fable glooms
With which that furious prefence had involy’d
The ambient air a flood of radiance came

Swift as the lightning flafh ; the melting clouds

et d
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Flew diverfe, and amid the blue ferene
Euphrofyne appear’d. With fprightly ftep
The nymph altghted on the irriguous lawn,
And to her wond’ring audience thus began.
Lo! I am here to anfwer to your vows,
And be the meeting fortunate ; I come
With joyful tidings ; we fhall part no more.
Hark ! how the gentle Echo, from her cell
Thalks thro’ the cliffs, and murm’ring o’er the ftream,
Kepeats the accent; we fhall part no more,
O my delightful friends; well pleas’d on high
T'he father has beheld you, while the might
Of that ftern foe with bitter trial prov’d
Your equal doings; then for ever fpake
The high decree; that thou, celeftial maid,
Howe’er that grifly phantom on thy fteps
May fometimes dare intrude, yet never more
Shalt thou defcending to the abode of man,
Alone endure the rancor of his arm,
Or leave thy lov’d Fuphrofyne behind.
She ended ; and the whole romantic {cene
Immediate vanifh’d ; rocks, and woods, and rills
‘The mantling tent and each myfterious form
Flew like the pictures of amorning dream,
When {unfhine fills the bed. A while I ftood
Perplex’d and giddy till the radiant power
‘Who bade the vifionary landfcape rife,
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Asup to him I turn’d with gentleft looks
Preventing my inquiry, thus began.

There let thy foul acknowledge its complaint
How blind, how impious! There behold the ways
Of heaven’s eternal deftiny to man,

Tor ever juft, benevolent and wife ;

That virtue’s awful fteps, howe’er purfued

By vexing fortune and intrufive pain,

Should never be divided from her chafte,
Her fair attendant, pleafure. Need I urge
Thy tardy thought thro’ all the various rounds
Of this exiltence, that thy {oft’ning foul

At length may learn what energy the hand
Of virtue mingles in the bitter tide

Of paflion fwelling with diftrefs and pain,

To mitigate the fharp with gracious drops

Of cordial pleafure ? Afk the faithful youth,
Why the cold urn of her whom long he lov’d
So often fills hisarms ; fo often draws

His lonely footfteps at the filent hour,

To pay the mournful tribute of his tears 2

G

when the pious hand, &'c.] The reader will
here naturally recolle the fate of the facred batallion
of Thebes, which at the battle of Chzonary was ut-
terly deftroyed, every man being found lying dead by
his friend,
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O! he will tell thee, that the wealth of worlds
Should ne’er feduce his bofom to forego

"That facred hour when ftealing from the noife
Of care and envy, {weet remembrance fooths
With virtues kindeft looks his aching breaft,
And turns his tears to rapture.  Afk the crowd
Which flies impatient from the village walk

To climb the neighb’ring cliffs, when-far below
'The cruel winds have hurl’d upon the coaft
Some helplefs bark 3 while facred pity melts
The general eye, or terrour’s icy hand

Smites their diftorted limbs and horrent hair :
While every mother clofer to her breaft

Catches her child, and pointing where the waves
TFoam thro’ the fhatter’d veflel, thrieks aloud

As one poor wretch that fpreads his piteous arms
For fuccour, fwallow’d by the roaring furge,

As now another dafh’d againft the rocks,

Drops lifelefls down ; O deemeft thou indeed
No kind endearment here by nature given

To mutual terrour and compaflion’s tears ?

No fweetly melting foftnefs which attracts,

O’er all that edge of pain, the focial powers,
To this their proper action and their end ?

Afk thy own heart. 'When at the midnight hour,
Slow thro that ftudious gloom thy paufing eye
Led by the glimmering taper moves around
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The facred volumes of the dead ; the fongs

Of Grecian bards, and records wrote by fame
For Grecian heroes, where the prefent pow’r
Of heaven and earth furveys the immortal page
Ev’nas a father blefling, while he reads,

The praifes of his fon. If then thy foul,
Spurning the yoke of thefe inglorious days,
Mix in their deeds and kindle with their flame ;
Say ; when the profpeét blackens on thy view,
When rooted from the bafe, heroic ftates
Mourn in the duft and tremble at the frown
Of curft ambition ; when the pious band

Of youths who fought for freedom and their fires,
Lie fide by fide in gore ; when ruffian pride
Ufurps the throne of juftice, turns the pomp
Of public power, the majelty of rule,

The fword, the laurel, and the purple robe,

To flavith empty pageants, to adorn

A tyrant’s walk, and glitter in the eyes

Of fuch as bow the knee ; when honour’d urns
Of patriots and of chiefs the awful buft

And ftoried arch, to glut the coward rage

Of regal envy, firew the public way

With hallowed ruins ; when the mufe’s haunt
The marble porch where wifdom wont to talk
‘With Socrates or Tully, hears no more,

Save the hoarfe jargon of contentious monks,



76 PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION.  Book II.

Or female fuperftition’s midnight prayer ;

When ruthlefs rapine from the hand of time
Tears the deftroying fcythe, with furer blow

To fweep the works of glory from their bafe ;
Tl defolation o’er the grafs grown ftreet
Expands his raven wings, and up the wall,

Where fenates once the price of monarchs doom’d
Hiffes the gliding fnake thro’ hoary weeds

That clafp the mould’ring column ; thus defac’d
Thus widely mournful when the profpe& thrills
Thy beating bofom, when the patriot’s tear

Starts from thine eye, and thy extended arm

In fancy hurls the thunder bolt of Jove

To fire the impious wreath on Philip’s brow,

Or dafh O&avius from the trophied car !

Say, does thy fecret foul repine to tafte

The big diftrefs? Or would’ft thou then exchange
Thofe heart ennobling {forraws for the lot

Of him who fits amid the gandy herd

Of mute barbarians bending to his nod,

And bears aloft his gold invefted front,

And fays within himfelf, T am king.

¢ And wherefore fhould the clam’rous voice of woe
¢ Intrude upon mine ear ?” (The baleful dregs
Of thefe late ages, this inglorious draught

Of fervitude and folly, have not yet,
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Bleft be the eternal ruler of the world !
Defil’d to fuch a depth of fordid fhame
The native honors of the human foul,
Nor fo effac’d the image ofits fire.

~X

=]



R Gl MR N T

PLEA SURE in cbferving the tempers and man-
rers of men, even where wicious or abfurd.  The
origin of wice, from fulfe reprefentations of the fancy,
producing  falfe opinions concerning good and evil.
Inquiry into ridicule. The general fources of ridicule,
in the minds and charadlers of men, enumerated. Fi-
nal caufe of the fenfe of ridicule. The refemblance of in-
animate things to the fenfations and properiies of the
mind.  The operations of the mind in the produétions of
the aorks of imagination, defcribed. The fecondary
pleafure from imitation.  The benevolent order of the
world illaflrated in the arbitrary connedion of thefe
pleafures with the objects which excite them. The na.
gure and condud of tafle.  Concluding with an ac-
count of the natural and moral advantages refulting
Jrom a fenfitle and wwell informed imagination.



T H E

Blad S U RES

OF

IMAGIN-ATLO N.

BOOK THIRD-

WHAT wonder therefore, fince th’ endearing ties
Of paffion link the univerfal kind

Of man fo clofe, what wonderif to fearch

This common nature through the various change
Of fex, and age, and fortune and the frame

Of each peculiar draw the bufy mind

‘With unrefifted charms? The fpacious weft,
‘And all the teeming regions of the {fouth

Hold not a quarry, to the curious flight

Of knowledge, half fo tempting or fo fair,

As man to man.  Nor only where the fmiles
Of love invite; nor only where the applaufe

Of cordial honour turns the attentive eye

On virtue’s graceful deeds. For fince the courfe.
Of things external adts in different ways

On human apprehenfions, as the hand

Of nature temper’d to a different frame
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Peculiar minds; {o haply where the powers

Of fancy neither leffen nor enlarge

The images of things, but paint in all

Their genuine hues, \the features which they wore
In nature ; their opinion will be true,

And a&ion right.  For acion treads the path

In which opinion fays he follows good,

Or flies from evil; and opinion gives

Report of good or evil, as the {cene

————————ahere the powers

Of fancy, &c.]  The influence of the imagination
on the conduét of life is one of the moft important
points in moral philofephy. It were eafy by an in-
duction of fadts to prove that the imagination directs
almoft all the paflions, and mixes with almoft every
circumftance of action or pleafure.  Let any man,
even of the coldeft head and {fobereft induftry, ana-
Iyfe the idea of what he calls his intereft; he will
find that it confifts chiefly of certain images of de-
cency, beauty and order, varioufly combined into
one {yftem, the idol which he feeks to enjoy by la-
bour, hazard, and felf-denial. It is on this account
of the laft confequence to regulate images by the
ftandard of nature and the general good; otherwife
the imagination, by heightening fome objeéts be-
yond their real excellence and beauty, or by repre-
fenting others in a more odious or terrible fhape
than they deferve, may of courfe engage usin pur-

fuits utterly inconfittent with the laws of the moral
order,
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Was drawn by fancy, lovely or deform’d.

Thus her report can never there be true,

Where fancy cheats the intellectual eye,

With glaring colours and diftorted lines.

Is there a man, who at the found of death,

Sees ghaftly fhapes of terrour conjur’d up,

And black before him ; nought but death bed groans,
And fearful prayers, and plunging from the brink
Of light and being, down the gloomy air,

If it be objected, that this account of things {up-
pofes the paflions to be merely accidental, whereas
there appears in fome a natural and hereditary dif-
pofition to certain paffions prior to all circum{tances
of education or fortune ; it may be anfwered, that
though no man is born ambitious or a mifer, yet he
may inherit from his parents a peculiar temper or
complexion of mind, which fhall render his imagi-
nation more liable to be ftruck with fome particu-
lar objeéts, confequently difpofe him to form opini-
ons of good and ill, and entertain paflions of a par-
ticular turn. Some men for inftance, by the origi-
nal frame of their minds, are more delighted with
the vaft and magnificent, others on the contrary,
with the elegant and gentle afpeds of nature. And
it is very remarkable, that the difpofition of the mo-
ral powers is always fimilar to this of the imagina-
tion ; that thofe who are moft inclined to admire
prodigious and fublime objecs in the phyfical world,
are alfo moft inclined to applaud examples of forti-
tude and heroic virtue in the moral. While thofe



82 PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. Book IIL

And unknown depth ? Alas! in fucha mind,
If no bright forms of excellence attend

The image of his country ; nor the pomp

Of facred fenates, nor the guardian voice

Of juftice on her throne, nor aught that wakes
The con{cious bofom with a patriot’s flame ;
‘Will not opinion tell him, that to die,

who are charmed rather with the delicacy and fweet-
nefs of colours, and forms, and founds, never fail
in like manner to yicld the preference to the fofter
fcenes of virtue and the {ympathies of a domeftic
life. And this is fufficient to account for the ob.
je&ion.

Among the ancient philofophers, though we have
feveral hints concerning this influence of the imagi-
nation upon morals among the remains of the Socra-
tic fchool, yet the Stoics were the firft who paid it
a due attention. Zeno, their founder, thought it
impoffible to preferve any tolerable regularity in life,
without frequently infpedting thofe piGtures or ap-
pearances of things which the imagination offers to
the mind. [ono Laert. I. vii.] The meditation

of M. Aurelius, and the difcourfes of Epiétetus, are
fu!l of the fame fentiments ; infomuch that this latter
makes the right management of the fancies, the
oaly thing for which we are accountable to pro-
vidence, and without which a man is no other than
ftapid or frantic.  Arrian. L i. c. 12. and L ii. ¢. 22.
See alfo the chara&eriftics, vol. 1. from p. 313, to
p- 37r, where this St oicxl do&rine is embellithed
with all the eloquence of ths graces of Plato.
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Or ftand the hazard, is a greater ill

Than to betray his country? And in a&

Will he not chufe to be a wretch and live?

Here vice begins then. Tromthe inchanting cup
Which fancy holds to all, the unwary thirft

Of youth oft fwallows a Circean draught,

That fheds a baleful tinGture o’er the eye

Of reafon, till no longer he difcerns,

And only guidesto err.  Then revel forth

A furious band that fpurn him from the throne;
And all is uproar. Thus ambition grafps

The empire of the foul ; thus pale revenge
Unfheath’s her murd’rous dagger; and the hands
Of luft and rapine, with unholy arts,

Watch to o’erturn the barrier of the laws

That keeps them from their prey; thus all the plagues
The wicked bear, or o’er the trembling {cene
The tragic mufe difclofes, under fhapes

Of honour, fafety, pleafure, eafe or pomp,

Stole firft into the mind. Yet not byall

Thofe lying forms which fancy in the brain
Engenders, are the kindling paflions driven

To guilty deeds; nor reafon bound in chains,
That vice alone may lord it ; oft adorn’d

With folemn pageants, folly mounts his throne,
And plays her ideot antics, like a queen.

A thoufand garbs fhe wears; a thowfand ways
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She wheels her giddy empire. Lo, thus far
‘With bold adventure, to the Mantuan lyre
1 fing of nature’s charms, and touch well pleas’d
A flri@er note; now haply muft my fong
Unbend her ferious meafure, and reveal
In lighter {trains, how folly’s awkward arts
Excite impetuous laughter’s gay rebuke ;
"I'he {portive province of the comic mufe.

See in what crouds the uncouth forms advance;
Each would outftrip the other, each prevent
Our careful fearch, and offer to your guze,
Unafk’d, his motly features. Wait awhile,
My curious friends! and let us firft arrange
In proper orders your promifcuous throng.

Behold the foremoft band; of flender thought,

how folly’s awkward arts, £5c.] Notwith-
ftanding the general influence of ridicule on private
and civil life, as well as on learning and the fciences,
it has been almoft conftantly neglected or mifrepre-
fented, by divines efpecially. ‘I'’he manner of treat-
ing thefe fubjeds in the {cience of human nature,
fhould be precifely the fame as in natural philofophy;
from particular fa&s to inveftigate the ftated order in
which they appear, and then apply the general law,
thus difcovered, to the explication of other appear-
ances and the improvement of ufeful arts.

Behold the foremoft band, &c.] The firft and moft
general fource of ridicule in the characters of men, is
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And cafy faith! whom flattering fancy fooths
With lying {peéres, in themfelves to view
1luftrious forms of excellence and good,
That fcorn the manfion. With exulting hearts
They fpread their {fpurious treafures to the fun;
And bid the world admire ! but chief the glance
Of withful envy draws their joy bright eyes,
And lifts with {elf applaufe each lordly brow.
Tn number boundlefs as the blooms of {pring,
Behold their glaring idols, empty fhapes
By fancy gilded o’er, and then fet up
Tor adoration. Somée in learning’s garb,
With formal band and fable cin@ur’d gown,
And rags of mouldy volumes, Some elate
With martial fplendour, fteely pikes, and {words
Of coftly frame, and gay Pheenician robes
Inwrought with flow’ry gold, affume the port
Of ftately valour ; lift’ning by his fide
There ftands a female form ; to her, with looks
Of earneft import, pregnant with amaze,
He talks of deadly deeds, of breaches, ftorms,
And fulph’rous mines, and ambufh ; then at once
Breaks off, and {miles to fee her look fo pale,
H

vanity or felf applaufe for fome defirable quality or
pofleffion which ¢yidently does not belong to thofe
who affume it.
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£ nd alks fome wond’ring queltion of her fears,
Qthers of graver mein ; behold, adorn’d

With holy enfigns, how fublime they move,
And bending oft their fan&imonious eyes,

Tlake homage of the fimple minded throng ;
Ambaffudors of heaven! Nor much unlike

Is he whofe vifage, in the luzy mift

"T'hat mantle every feature, hides a brood

Of politic conceits; of whifpers, nods,

And hints deep omen’d with unwieldy fchemes,
And dark portents of ftate. Ten thoufand more,
Prodigious habits and tumultuous tongues,

Pour dauntlefs in and fwell the boaftful band.

Then comes the fecond order ; all who feek
The debt of praife, where watchfu | unbelief
Darts through the thin pretence her {quinting eye
On fome retir’d appearance which belies
The boafted virtue, or annuls the applaufe
That jultice elfe would pay. Here fide by fide
I fee two leaders of the folemn train,
Approaching ; one a female, old and grey,
With eyes demure and wrinkle furrow’d brow,
Pale as the checks of death ; yet ftill fhe ftuns
The fick’ning audience with a naufeous tale
How many youths her myrtle chains have worn,
How many virgins at her triumphs pin’d !

Yet how refoly’d fhe guards her cautious heart ;
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Such is her terror at the rifques of love,

A man’s feducing tongue ! The other feems

A bearded fage, ungentle in his mien

And fordid all his habit ; peevith want

Grins at his heels, while down the gazing throng

He ftalks, refounding in magnific phrafe

The vanity of riches, the contempt

Of pomp and power. Be prudent in your zeal,

Ye grave affociates ! let the filent grace

Of her who blufhes at the fond regard

Her charms infpire, more eloquent unfold

The praife of fpotlefs honor ; let the man

Whofe eye regards not his illuftrious pomp

And ample ftore, but as indulgent fireams

To chear the barren foil and fpread the fruits

Of joy, let him by julter meafure fix

The price of riches and the end of pow’r.
Another tribe fucceeds ; deluded long

By fancy’s dazzling optics, thefe behold

The images of fome peculiar things

With brighter hues refplendent, and portray’d

With features nobler far than e’er adorn’d

"I heir genuine objeéts. Hence the fever’d heart

Another trite fucceeds, &c.] Ridicule from a no-
tion of excellence in particular objeés difproportioned
to their intrinfic value, and inconfitent with the or-
der of nature.
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Pants with delirious hope for tinfel charms ;

Hence oft obtrufive on the eye of {corn,

Untimely zeal her witlefs pride betrays ;

And ferious manhood, from the tow’ring aim

Of wifdom, ftoops to emulate the boaft

Of childifh toil. Behold yon myftic form,

Bedeck’d with feathers, infects, weeds, and fhells !
Jot with intenfer brow the Samian fage

Bent his fix’d eye, on heayens eternal fires,

‘When firft the order of that radiant {cene

Swell’d his exulting thought, than this furveys

A muckworm’s entrails or a {pider’s fang.

Next him a youth, with flowers and myrtles crown’d

Attends that virgin form, and blufhing kneels,

With fondeft gefture and a fuppliant’s tongue,

To win her coy regard. Adieu, for him,

The dull engagements of the buftling world !

Adieu the fick impertinence of praife !

And hope and adion ! for with her alone,

By ftreams and fhades, to {teal the fighing hours,

Is all he afks, and all that fate can give !

Thee too, facetions Momion, wandering here,

Thee, dreaded cenfor ! oft have I beheld

Bewildered unawares. Alas! too long,

Fluf’d with thy comic triumphs and the fwo Is

Of fly derifion! till on every fide

Huiling thy random bolts, off ended truth
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Aflign'd thee here thy ftation with the flaves
Of folly. Thy ence formidable name
Shall grace her humble records, and be heard
In fcoffs and mockery banded from the lips
Of vengeful brotherhood areund,
So oft the patient victims of thy fcorn.

But now, ye gay ! to whom indulgent fate,
Of all the mufes empire hath afign’d
The fields of folly, hither each advance
Your fickles ; here the teeming foil affords
Its richeft growth. A fav’rite brood appears ;
In whom the demon, with a mother’s joy,
Views all her charms refleced, all her cares
At full repaid.  Ye moft illuftrious band !
Who fcorning reafon’s tame, pedantic rules,
And orders vulgar bondage, never meant
For {ouls fublime as yours, with generous zeal
Pay vice the reverence virtue long ufurp’d,
And yield deformity the fond applaufe
Which beauty wont to claim ; forgive my fong,
That for the bluthing diffidence of youth,
It fhuns the unequal proviace of your praife.’

Ht 2

But now, ye gay, &c.] Ridicule from a notion
of excellence, where the object is abfolutely odious or
contemptible. This is the higheft degree of the ridi-
culous ; as in the affedation of difeafes or vices.
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Thus far triumphant in the pleafing guile
Ofbland imagination, folly’s train
Have dar’d our fearch ; but now a daftard kind
Advance reluéant, and with fault’ring feet,
Shrink from the gazer’s eye ; enfeebled hearts
‘Whom fancy fills with vifionary fears,
Or bends to fervile tamenefs with conceits
Of fhame, of evil, or of bafe defect,
Fantaftic and delufive. Here the flave
Who droops abath’d with fullen pomp furveys
His humbler habit ; here the trembling wretch
Unnerv’d and froze with terrors icy bolts
Spent in weak wailings, drown’d in thameful tears,
At every dream of danger ; here fubdued
By frontlefs laughter and the hardy fcorn
Of old unfeeling vice, the abje& foul
‘Who blufhing half refigns the candid praife
Of temperance and honor ; half difowns
A freeman’s hatred of tyrannic pride ;
And hears with fickly fmiles the venal mouth
With fouleft licence mock the patriot’s name.
Laft of the motley bands on whom the power
Of gay derifion bends her hollile aim,

Thus far triumphant, &c.] Ridicule from falfe
fhame or groundlefs fear.

Laft of the, &'c.] Ridicule from the ignorance of
fuch things as our circumitances require us to know.
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Is that where fhameful ignorance prefides.

Beneath her fordid banners, lo! they march,

Like blind and lame. Whate’er their doubtful hands
Attempt, confufion {trait appears behind,

And troubles all the work. Thro’ many a maze
Perplex’d they ftruggle, changing every path,
O’erturning every purpofe ; thenat laft

Sit down difmay’d, and leave the entangled fcene
For {corn to fport with. Such thenis the abode
Of folly in the mind ; and fuch the fhapes

In which fhe governs her obfequious train.

Thro’ every fcene of ridicule in things

To lead the tenure of my devious lay ;

Through every {wiftoccafion, which the hand

Of laughter points at, when the mirthful fhiing
Diftends her fallying nerves and choaks her tongue
‘What were it but to count each cryital drop

Which morning’s dewy fingers on the blooms

Of May diftils ? Suffice it to have faid

Suffice it to have fuid, &c.] By compa-
ring thefe general fources of ridicule with each other,
and examining the ridiculous in other objeéts, we
may obtain a general definition of it equally applica-
ble to every fpecies. The moft important circum-
ftance of this definition is laid down in the lines re-
ferred to ; but others more minute we fhall {uhjoin
here. Ariftotle’s account of the matter {eems both
imperfect and falfe 5 the ridiculous is fome certain fault
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Where’er the power of ridicule diplays
Her quaint ey’d vifage, fome incongruous form,
Some ftubborn diffonance of things combin’d

or turpitude without pain, and not deftruéive to its‘ﬁzﬁ'-
fe@. Poetic. c. 0. For allowing it to be true, as it
is not, that the ridiculous is never accompanied with
pain, yet we might produce many inftances of fuch a
fault or turpitude which cannot wirh any tolerable
propriety be called ridiculous. So that the definition
does not diftinguifh the thing defined.  Nay, further,
even when we perceive the turpitude tending to the
deftruction of its fubje, we may ftill be fenfible of
a ridiculous appearance, till the ruin become immi-
nent and the keener fenfations of pity or terror banifh
the ludicrous apprehenfion from our minds. For the
fenfation of ridicule is not a bare perception of
the agreement or difagreement of ideas; but a
paflion or emotion of the mind confequential to that
perception.  So that the mind may perceive the
agreement or difagreement, and yet not feel the ridi-
culous, becaufe it 1s engroffed by a more violent emo-
tion. Thus it happens that fome men think thofe ob-
je@s ridiculous, to which others cannot endure to ap-
ply the name ; becaufe in them they excite a much
intenfer and more important feeling.  And this dif-
ference, among other caufes, has brought a good deal
of confufion into this queftion.

That which makes obje&s ridiculous is fome
ground of admiration or efteem conneéted with other
more general circmftances, comparatively worth-
lefs or deformed ; or it is fome circumftance of tur-
pitude or deformity connected with what is in gene-
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trikes on the quick obferver ; whether pomp,
Or praife, or beauty mix their partial claim
Where fordid fafhions, where ignoble deeds,

ral excellent or beautiful ; the inconfiftent proper-
ties exifling either in the objects themfelves, or in
the apprehenfion of the perfon to whom they re-
late ; belonging always to the fame order or clafs of
being, implying fentiment or defign ; and exciting
no acute or vehement emotion of the heart.

To prove the feveral parts of this definition. The
appearance of excellence or beauty connected with
a general condition comparatively {ordid or deform-
ed, is ridiculous; for inftance, pompous preten-
fions to wifdom joined with ignorance and folly in
the Socrates of Ariltophanes ; and the applaufe of
military glory with cowardice and ftupidity in the
Thrafo of Terence.

The appearance of deformity or turpitude in con-
junétion, with what is in general excellent or venera-
ble, is alfo ridiculous; for inftance, the perfonal
weaknefles of a magiftrate appearing in the folemn
and public funétions of his ffation.

The incongiuous properties may either exift in
the objecs themfelves, or in the apprchenfion of the
perfon to whom they relate.  In the lalt mentioned
inftances they both exift in the objects ; in the in-
ftance from Ariftophanes and Terence, one of
them is obje@ive and real, the other only founded in
the apprehenfion of the ridiculous character.

The inconfiftent properties muft belong to the
fame order or clafs of being. A coxcomb in fine
cloaths bedaubed by accident in foul weather, is a
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Where foul deformity were wont to dwell,
Or whether thefe with violation loath’d
Invade refplendent pomp’s imperious mein,
The charms of beauty, or the boaft of praife.
Afk we for what fair end the almighty fire
In mortal bofoms wakes this gay contempt,

ridiculous objet ; becaufe his general apprehenfion
of excellence and efteem is referred to the fplendour
and expence of his drefs. A man of fenfe ond me-
rit in the fame circumfitances, is not counted ridicu-
lous ; becaufe the general ground of excellency and
efteem in him, is, both in fa@ and in his own ap-
prehenfion, ofa very different fpecies.

Every ridiculous obje&t implies fentiment or de-
fign. A column placed by an archite& withouta
capital or bafe is laughed at. The fame column in a
ruin caufes a very different fenfation.

And laftly, the occurrence muft excite no acute
or vehement emotion of the heart, {uch as terror,
pity, or indignation; forin that cafe, as was obferved
above, the mind is not at leifure to contemplate the
ridiculous.

*Vhether any appearance not ridiculous be involved
in this defcription; and whether it comprehend
every fpecies and form of the ridiculous, muit be
determined by repeated applications of it to particu-
lar inftances.

Afk we for what fuir end, &¢c.] Since it is beyond
all contradi@ion evident that we have a naturel fenfe
or feeling of the ridiculous, and fince fo good a rea-
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The grateful ftings of langhter, from difguft
Lducing pleafure? Wherefore, but to aid
The tardy fteps of reafon, and at once

By this prompt impulfe urge us to deprefs
The giddy aims of folly? Though the light
Of truth flow dawning on the enquiring mind,

fon may be a7 gned to juftify the fupreme Being for
beftowing it; one cannot without aftonifiment refle
on the condué of thofe men who imagine it is for
the fervice of true religion to vilify and blacken it
without diftin&ion, and endeavour to perfuade us
that it is never applied but in a bad caufe. Ridicule
is not concerned with mere fpeculative trnth or falfe-
hood. It is not in abftra propofitions of theorems,
but in actions and paffiens, good and evil, beauty and
deformity, that we find materials for it; and all thefe
terms are relative, implying approbation or blame.
To afk then whether ridicule be a teft of truth, is in
other words, to afk whether that which is ridiculous
can be morally true, can.be juft and becoming; or
whether that which is juft and becoming, can be ri-
diculous. A queftion that does not deferve a ferious
anfwer. For it is moft evident, that as in a meta-
phyfical propofition offer’d to the underftanding for
its aflent, the faculty of reafon examines the terms
of the propofition, and finding one idea which was
fuppofed equal to another, to be in fact unequal, of
confequence rejeéts the propofition as a falfehood ; fo
in objeés offer’d to the mind for its efteem or ap-
plaufe, the faculty of ridicule feeling an incongruity
in the claim, urges the mind to reject with laughter
and contempt. When therefore we obferve fuch a
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At length unfolds, through many a fubtile tie,
How thefe uncouth diforders end atlaft

In public evil; yet benignant heav’n
Confcious how dim the dawn of truth appears
To thoufands; confcious what a {fcanty paufe

claim, obtruded upon mankind, and the incenfiflent
circumflances, carefully concealed fiom' the eye of
the public, it is our bufinefs, if the matter be of
importance to fociety, to drag out thofe latent cir-
cumftances, and by fetting them full in view, con-
vince the world how ridiculous the claim is; and
thus a double advantage is gained ; for which we both
* dete the moral falfehood fooner than in the way of
fpeculative enquiry, and imprefs th: minds of men
with a ftronger fenfe of the vanity and error of its
authors.  And this and no more is meant by the ap-'
plication of ridicule.

But it is faid, the praétice is dangerous, and may'
be inconfiftent with the regard we owe to objects of
real dignity and excellence.” I anfwer, the practice
fairly managed can never be dangeious; men may be
dithoneft in obtruding circumf{tances foreign to the
object, and we may be inadvertent in allowing thofe
circamftances to impofe upon us 3 but the fenfe of
ridicule always judges right; the Socrates of Arifto-’
phanes is as truly ridiculous a charaéter as ever was
drawn. True, but it is not the ‘charaéer of Socrates,
the divine moralift and the father of ancient wifdom.
What then? did the ridicule of the poet hinder the
philofopher from detecting and declaiming thofe fo-
reign circumftances which he had falfely introduced
igto his charater; and thus rendering the fatirift
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From lubours and from care, the wider lot
Of humble life affords for {tudious thought
To {can the maze of naturé; therefore ftampt
The glaring {cenes with charaéters of fcorn,
As broad, as obvious to the paffing clown,
As to the letter’d fage’s curious eye.

Such are the various afpeés of the mind
Some heav’nly genius, whofe unclouded thoughts,
Attain that {weet harmony which blends
The etherial fpirit with its mould of clay;

O! teach me to reveal the grateful charm
That fearchlefs nature o’er the fenfe of man
Diffufes, to behold, in lifelefs things,

doubly ridiculous in his turn? No. But it never-
thelefs had an ill influence on the minds of the people.
And fo has the reafoning of Spinoza made many
atheifts; he has founded it indeed on fuppofitions
utterly falfe, bat allow him thefe, and his conclufions
are unavoidably true. And if we muft reject the ufe
of ridicule, becaufe by the impofition of falfe circum-
ftances, things may be made to feem ridiculous,
which are not fo in themfelves; why we ought not
in the {'me manner to rejec the ufe of reafon, becaufe
by proceeding on falfe principles, conclufions will ap-
pear true which are impoffible in nature, let the ve-
hement and obftinate declaimers againft ridicule de-
termine. '
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"T'he inexpreflive femblance of himfelf,

Of thought and paffion. Mark the fable woods
That fhade fublime yon mountain’s nodding brow ;
‘With what religious awe the folemn fcene
Commands your fteps ! asif the reverend form

Of Minor or of Numa fhould forfake

Th’ Elyfian feats, and down the imbow’ring glade
Move to your paufing eye ! Behold th’ expanfe
On yon gay landfcape, where the filver clouds
T'lit o’er the heavens before the fprightly breeze ;
Now their grey cincture {kirts the doubtful fun :
Now ftreams of {plendor, thro’ their opening veil
Effulgent, fweep from off the gilded lawn

The zrial fhadows ; on the curling brook,

And on the fhady margin’s quivering leaves
With quickeft Iuftre glancing ; while you view
The profpect, fay, within your cheerful breaft
Plays not the lively fenfe of winning mirth

‘With clouds and funfhine chequered, while the round
Of focial converfe, to the infpiring tongue

Of fome gay nymph amid her fubjec train,
Moves all obfequious ? Whence is this effec,
This kindred power of fuch difcordant things ?

The inexpreffive femblance, €°c.] This fimilitude is
the foundation of almoft all the ornaments of poetic
diction. 7
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Or flows that femblance from that myltic tone

T'o which the new born mind’s harmonious powers

At fitft were ftrung ! Or rather from the links

Which artful cuftom twines around her frame ?
For when the diff’rent images of things

By chance combin’d, have ftruck the attentive foul

With deeper impulfe, or connected long,

Have drawn her frequent eye ; howe’er diftin&t

The external fcenes, yet oft the ideas gain

From that conjunction an eternal tie,

And fympathy unbroken. Let the mind

Recall one partner of the various league,

Immediate, lo! the firm confed’rates rife,

And each his former ftation ftrait refumes ;

One movement governs the confenting throng,

And all at once with rofy pleafure fhine,

Or all are fadden’d with the glooms of care.

>T'was thus, if ancient fame the truth unfold,

Two faithful needles, from the informing touch

Of the fame parent f{tone, together drew

Tts myRic virtue, and at firlt confpir’d

With fatal impulfe quiv’ring to the pole.

Then tho’ disjoin’d by kingdoms, tho’ the main

Roll’d its broad furge betwixt, and diff’rent ftars

Two faithful needles, &c.] See the elegant poem
recited by cardinal Bembo in the character of Lucre-
tius : Strada Proluf, vi. Academ. 2. c. 5.
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Beheld their wakeful motions, yet preferv’d
I he former friendfhip, and remember’d {lill
The alliance of their birth ; whate’er the line
Which once poflefs’d, nor paufe, nor quiet knew
The {ure affociate, ere with trembling {peed
He found its path and fix’d unerring there.
Such is the fecret union, when we feel
A fong, a flower, a name at once reftore
Thofe long conne&ed fcenes where firft they mov’d
T he attention ; ‘backward thro’ her mazy walks
Guiding the wanton fancy to her fcope,
To temples, courts,or fields; with all the bands
Of painted forms, ‘of paffions and defigns
Attendant ; Whence, if pleafing in itfelf,
The profpeét from ‘that fweet acceflion gains
Redoubled influence o’er the liftening mind.

By thefe myfterious ties the bufy power
OCf mem’ry her ideul train preferves
Intire ; or when they would elude her watch,
Reclaims their flecting footfteps from the wafte
Of dark oblivion ; thus colle¢ting all
The various forms of being to prefent,
Before the curions aim of mimic art,
Their largeft choice ; like fprings unfolded blooms

By thefe myflerious ties, £5c.] The a& of remem-
bring {feems almoft wholly to depend on the affocia-
tion of idcas.
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Exhaling fweetnefs, that the fkilful bee
May tafte at will, from their feleced fpoils
To work her dulcet food. TFor not the expanfe
Of living lakes in fammer’s noontidc calin,
Refle&s the bord’ring fhade and fun bright heavens
With fairer femblance ; not the fculptur’d gold
More faithful keeps the graver’s lively trace,
Than he whofe birth the fifter powers of art
Propitious view’d, and from his genial ftar
Shed influence to the feeds of fancy kind ;
Than his attemper’d bofom muft preferve
The feal of nature. There alone unchang’d
Her form remains. The balmy walks of May
There breath perennial fweets; the trembling chord
Refounds foréver in the abftraced ear
Melodious ; and the virgin’s radiant eye,
Superior to difeafe, to grief, and time,
Shines with unbating luftre. Thus at length
Endow’d with all that nature can beftow,
The child of fancy oft in filence bends
O’cr thefe mix’d treafures of his pregnant breaft,
With confcious pride. From them he oft refolves
To frame he knows not what excelling things ;
And win he knows not what fublime reward
Of praife and wonder. By degrees the mind
Feels her young nerves dilate ; the plaftic powers
Labour for action ; blind emotions heave

B 2

»
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His bofom ; and with lovelieft phrenzy caught,
Trom earth to heaven he rolls his daring eye,

T'rom heaven to earth. Anon ten thoufand fhapes,
Like fpe@res trooping to the wizard’s call,

Fleet fwift before him. From the womb of earth,
Trom ocean’s bed they come ; the eternal heavens
Difclofe their {plendor, and the dark abyfs

Pours out her births unknown. With fixed gaze
He marks the rifing phantoms. Now compares
Their different forms ; now blends them, now divides,
Inlarges and extenuates by turns ;

Oppofes, ranges in fantaftic bands,

‘And infinitely varies. Hither now,

Now thither fluctuates his inconftant aim

With endlefs choice perplex’d. At length his plan
Begins to open. Lucid order dawns ;

And as from Chaos old the jarring feeds

Of nature at the voice divine repair’d

Each to its place, till rofy earth unveil’d

Her fragrant bofom, and the joyful fun

Sprungup the blue ferene ; by fwift degrees

Thus difentangled, his entire defign

Lmerges, colours mingle, featuresjoin,

And lines converge ; the fainter parts retire ;

The fairer eminent in light advance ;

And every image on its neighbor fmiles.

A while he ftands, and with a father’sjoy
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Contemplates. 'Then with Promethean art
Into its proper vehicle he breathes

The fair conception ; which imbodied thus,
And permanent, becomes to eyes or ears

And object afcertain’d ; while thus inform’d
The various organs of his mimic fkill,

The confonance of founds the featur’d look, -
The fhadowy picture and impaffioned verfe,
Beyond their proper powers attra® the foul
By that expreflive femblance, while in fight
Of nature’s great original we fcan

The lively child of art ; while line by line,
And feature after feature we refer

To that fublime exemplar whence it ftole
Thofe animating charms. Thus beauty’s palm
Betwixt them wav’ring hangs ; applauding love
Doubts where to chufe ; and mortal man afpires
To tempt creative praife. As when a cloud
Of gath’ring hail with limpid crufts of ice
Inclos’d and obvious to the beaming {fun,
Colleds his large effulgence ; ftrait the heav’ns
With equal flames prefents on either hand

Into.its proper webicle, €&5c.] 'This relates to. the
different forts of corporeal mediums, by which the
ideas of the artift are rendered palpable to the fenfes ;
as:by founds, in mufic ; by lines and - fhadows, in
painting ; by didtion, in poetry, &c.
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The radiant vifage : Perfia ftands at gaze,
Appall’d ; and on the brink of Ganges waits
The fnowy vefted feer, in Mithra’s name,

To which the fragrance of the fouth fhall burn,
To which his warbled orifons afcend.

Such various blifs the well tun’d heart enjoys,
Favour’d of heaven! While plung’d in fordid cares
The unfeeling vulgar mocks the boon divine ;
And harh aufterity, from whofe rebuke
Young love and {miling wonder fhrink away,
Abafh’d and chill of heart, with fager frowns
Condemns the fair enchantment. On my ftrain,
Perhaps ev’n now fome cold, faftidious judge
Calfls a difdainful eye ; and calls my toils,

And calls the love and beauty which I fing,

The dream of folly. Thou grave cenfor ! fay,
Is beauty then a dream, becaufe the glooms

Of dulnefs hang too heavy on thy fenfe

To let her fhine upon thee? So the man

Whofe eye ne’er opened on the light of heaven,
Might fmile with {fcorn while raptur’d vifion tells
Of the gay color’d radiance fluthing bright

O’cr all creation. From the wife be far

Such grofs unhallow’d pride ; nor needs my fong
Defcend fo low ; but rather now unfold,

If human thought could reach, or words unfold,
By what myfterious fabric of the mind,
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The deep felt joys and harmony of found
Refult from airy motion ; and from fhape
The lovely phantoms of fublime and fair.
By what fine ties hath God connected things
When prefent in the mind ; which in themfelves
Have no conne&ion ? Sure the rifing fun
O’er the ceerulian convex of the fea,
With equal brightnefs and with equal warmth
Might roll his fiery orb ; nor yet thefoul
Thus feel her frame expanded, and her powers
Exulting in the fplendor fhe beholds
Like a young conqu’ror moving thro’ the pomp
Of fome triumphal day. When join’d at eve,
Soft murm’ring ftreams and gales of gentleft breath
Melodious Philomela’s wakeful ftrain
Attemper could not man’s difcerning ear
Thro’ all its tones the fpmphony purfue,
Nor yet this breath divine of namelefs joy
Steal thro’ his veins and fan the awakened heart,
Mild as the breeze, yet raptur’ous asithe fong 2

But were not nature ftill endow’d at large
With all which life requires, tho’ unadorn’d
With fuch enchantment? Wherefore then her form
So exquifitely fair? her breath perfam'd
With fuch etherial fweetnefs? Whence her voice
Inform’d at will to raife or to deprefs
The impaflion’d foul ; and whence the robes of light
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Which thus inveft her with more lovely ponip
Than fancy can defcribe 2 Whence but from thee
O fource divine of ever flowing love,

And thy unmeafur’d goodnefs ? Not content
With every food of life to nourith man,

By kind illufions of the wond’ring fenfe

Thou mak’(t all nature beauty to his eye,

Or mufic to his ear ; well pleas’d he fcans

The goodly profpect ; and with inward fmiles
Treads the gay verdure of the painted plain ;
Beholds the azure canopy of heaven,

And living lamps that over-arch his head
‘With more than regal fplendor ; bends his ears
To the full choir of water, air, and earth ;

Nor heeds the pleafing error of his thought,
Nor doubts the painted green or azure arch,
Nor queftions more thc mufic’s mingling founds
Than fpace, or motion, or eternal time

So fweet he feels their influence to attrad

The fixed foul ; tobrighten the dull glooms
Of care, and make the deftin’d road of life
Delightful to his feet. So fables tell,

Th’ advent’rous hero, bound on hard exploits,
Beholds with glad furprize, by fecret fpells

Of fome kiud fage, the patron of his toils,

A vifionary paradife difclofed

Anmid the dubious wild ; with {treams and fhades,
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And airy fongs, the enchanted landfcape fmiles,

Chears hislong labours and renews his frame.
What then is tafte, but thefe internal pow’rs

A&ive, and ftrong and feelingly alive 1

To each fine impulfe ? a dfcerning fenfe

Of defcent and fublime, with quick difguft

From things deformed, or difarrang’d, or grofs

In fpecies ! This, not ftores of gold,

Nor purple ftate, nor culture can beftow ;

But God alone, when firft his a&ive hand

Imprints the fecret byafs of the foul

He, mighty Parent ! wife and juft in all,

Free as the vital breeze or light of heay’n,

Reveals the charms of nature. Afk the {wain

‘Who journeys homeward from a fummer day’s

Long labour, why, forgetful of his toils

And due repofe, he loiters to behold

The funfhine gleaming as thro’ amber clouds,

O’er all the weftern fky ; full foon, I ween,

His rude expreflion and untatored airs,

Beyond the pow’r of langnage will unfold

The form of beauty fmiling at his heart,

How lovely ! how commanding ! But tho’ heav’n

In every breaft hath fown thefe early feeds

Of love and admiration, yet in vain,

‘Without fair culture’s kind parental aid

Without enlivinging funs, and genial fhowers
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" And fhelter from the blaft, in vain we hope

The tender plant fliould rear its blooming head,

Or yield the harveft promis’d in its {pring.

Nor yet will every foil with equal {tores

Repay the tiller’s labour; or attend

His will obfequious, whether to produce

The olive or the laurel. Diff’rent minds

Incline to different objets ; one purfues,

T he vaft alone, the wonderful, the wild;

Another fighs for harmony, and grace,

And gentleft beauty.  Hence when lightening fires
The arch of heaven, and thunders rock the ground,
When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air,
And ocean, groaning from the loweft bed

Heaves his tempeftuous billows, to the fky ;

Amid the mighty uproar, while below

"The nations tremble, Shakefpear looks abroad

———————0ne purfues
The vaft alone, &¢c.] See note to ver. 18. of this
book.
Waller longs, &¢. ]
0! how I long my carelefs limbs tolay
Under the plantane fhade ; and all the day
With am’rous airs my fancy entertain, €.
WarLEr, battle of the fummer-iflands. CI
And again,
While in the park 1 fing the liff ning deer
, Attend my paffion, and forget to fear, &'.
At Peng-burfl,
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Trom fome high cliff, fuperior, and enjoys
The elemental war. But Waller longs,
All on the margin of fome flow’ry ftream
To fpread his carelefs limbs amid the cool
Of plantane fhades, and to the lift’ning deer,
The tale of flighted vows and love’s difdain
Refound foft warbling all the live long day :
Confenting Zephyr fighs 3 the weeping rill
Joins in its plaint, melodious ; mute the groves ;
And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn.
Such and fo various are the taftes of men.

Oh'! bleft of heav’n, whom not the languid {ongs
Of luxury, the Siren! not the bribes
Of fordid wealth, nor all the gaudy fpoils
Of pageant honour can feduce to leave
Thofe ever blooming fweets, which from the ftore
Of nature fair imagination culls
To charm th’ enliven’d foul ! What tho’ not all
Of mortal offspring can attain the heights
Of envied life ; though only few poffefs
Patrician treafures or imperial ftate;
Yet nature’s care, to all her children juft,
With richer treafures and an ampler ftate
Endows at large whatever happy man
Will deign to ufe them. His the city’s pomp,
The rural honours his. Whate’er adorns
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The prineely dome, the column and the arch;
"The breathing marbles and the fculptur’d gold
Beyond the proud poffeffor’s narrow claim,
His tuneful brealt enjoys. For him, the {pring
Diftills her dews, and from the filken gem
Tts lucid leaves unfolds; for him, the hand
Of autumn tinges every fertile branch

With blooming gold and blufhes like the morn.
Each pafling hour fheds tribute from her wings;
And #ill new beauties meet his lonely walk ;
And loves unfelt attra@ him. Nota breeze

Not a breexe, &c.] That this account may
not appear rather poetically extravagant than juft in
philofophy, it may be proper to produce the fenti-
ment of one of the greateft, wifeft, and beft of men
on this article ; one {o little to be fufpected of par-
tiality in the cafe, that he reckons it among thofe fa-
vours for which he was efpecially thankful to the
gods, that they had not fuffered him to make any
great proficiency in the arts of eloquence and poetry,
left by that mean he fhould have been diverted from
purfuits of more importance to his high f{tation.
Speaking of the beauty of univerfal nature, he ob-
ferves that there is a pleafure and graceful afpect in
every obje® we perceive, when once we confider its
conne@ion with that general order. He inftances in
many things which at firft fight would be thought
rather deformities ; and then adds, that a man who
enjoys a fenfibility of temper with a juft comprehen-
fion of the univerfal order will difcern many amia-
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Flies o’er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes
The fetting fun’s effulgence, not a ftrain

From all the tenants of the warbling fhade
Afcends, but whence his bofom can partake
Frefh pleafure, unreprov’d. Nor thence partakes
Frefh pleafure only ; for the attentive mind,
By this harmonious acion on her pow’rs,
Becomes herfelf harmonious; wont fo long
In outward things to meditate the charm

Of facred order, foon fhe feeks at home

To find a kindred order, to exert

Within herfelf this elegance of love,

This fair infpir’d delight, her temper’d pow’rs
Refine at length, and every paffion wears

A chafter, milder, more attentive mien.

Butif to ampler profpeds, if to gaze

On nature’s form where negligent of all

Thefe leffer graces, fhe affumes the port

Of that eternal Majefty that weigh’d

The world’s foundations, if to thefe the mind
Exalt her daring eye ; then mightier far

Will be the change, and nobler. Would the forms
Of fervile cultom cramp her generous pow’rs ?
Would fordid policies, the barb’rous growth

ble things, not credible to every mind, but to thofe
alone who have entered into an honourable familiarity
with nature and her works. M. Aantonin, iii. 2.
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Of ignorance and rapine, bow her down

To tame purfuits, to indolence and fear!

Lo! fhe appeals to nature, to the winds

And rolling waves, the fin’s unwearied courfe,
The elements and feafons: all declare

For what th’ eternal Maker has ordain’d

The pow’rs of man; we feel within ourfelves
His energy divine ; he tells the heart ;

He meant, he made us to behold and love
‘What he beholds and loves, the general orb
Of life and being ; to be great like him,
Beneficent and aétive. Thus the men

‘Whom nature’s works can charm, with God himfelf
Hold converfe; grow familiar, day by day
‘With his conceptions; a& upon his plan ;

And form to his, the relifh of their fouls.
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D AUGHTER of Pzon, queen of every joy,
Hyceia;* whofe indulgent fmiles fuftains
The various race luxuriant nature pours,

And on the immortal effences beftows
Immortal youth; aufpicious, O defcend !
Thou chearful guardian of the rolling year,
Whether thou wonton’ft on the weftern gale,
Or fhak’ft the rigid pinions of the north,
Diffufeft life and vigor thro’ the tra&ts

Of air, thro’ earth, and ocean’s deep domain.
‘When thro” the blue ferenity of heaven

Thy power approaches, all the wafteful hoft

* Hygeia, the goddefs of health, was, according to
the genealogy of the heathen deities, the daughter of
Efculapius ; who, as well as Apollo, was diftin-
guifhed by the name of Pzon,
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Of pain and ficknefs fqualid and deform’d,

Confounded fink into the loathfome gloom,

Where in deep Erebus involv’d the fiends

Grow more profane. Whatever fhapes of death

Shook from the hideous chambers of the globe,

Swarm thro’ the fhuddering air ; whatever plagues

Or meagre famine breeds, or with flow wings

Rife from the putrid wat’ry element,

The damp wafte foreft, motionlefs and rank,

That {mothers earth, and all the breathlefs winds,

Or the vile carnage of the inhuman field ;

‘Whatever baneful breathes the rotten fouth ;

Whatever ills the extremes or fudden change

Of cold and hot, or moift and dry produce ;

Then fly thy pure effulgence ; they, and all

The fecret poifons of avenging heaven,

And all the pale tribes halting in the train

Of vice and heedlefs pleafure : or if aught

The comet’s glare amid the burning {ky,

Mournful eclipfe, or planets ill combin’d,

Portend difaftrous to the vital world ;

Thy falutary power averts their rage,

Averts the general bane ; and but for thee

Natuare would ficken, nature {oon would die.
Without thy chearful, a&tive energy,

No rapture fwells the breaft, no poet fings,

No more the maids of Helicon delight.



118 ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH. Book I.

Come then with me, O goddefs heavenly gay !
Begin the fong ; and let it fweetly flow
And let it wifely teach thy wholefome laws :
¢ How beft the fickle fabric to fupport
¢ Of mortal man ; in healthful body how
¢ A healthful mind the longeft to maintain.”
>Tis hard, in fuch a ftrife of rules, to chufe
The beft, and thofe of moft extenfive ufe ;
Harder in clear and animated fong,
Dry philofophic precepts to convey.
Yet with thy aid the fecret wilds I trace
Of nature, and with daring fteps proceed
Thro’ paths the mufes never trod before.

Nor fhould I wander doubtful of my way,
Had I the lights of that fagacious mind
Which taught to check the peftilential fire,
And quell the dreaded Python of the Nile.
O thou beloved by the grateful arts,
Thou long the fav’rite of the heyling powers,
Indulge, O Mead! a well deﬁgn’d eflay,
Howe’er imperfec, and permit that I
My little knowledge with my country fhare,
Till you the rich Afceplian ftores unlock,
And with new graces dignify the theme.

Ye who amid this {everifh world would wear
A body free of pain, of cares a mind ;
Fly the rank city, fhun its turbid air ;
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Breath not the chaos of eternal fmoke

And volatile corruption, from the dead,

The dying, fickning, and the living world
Exhal’d to fully heaven’s traafparent dome
With dim mortality. It is not air

That from a thoufand lungs reeks back to thine,
Sated with exhalations rank and fell,

The fpoil of dunghills, and the putrid thaw

Of nature ; when from fhape and texture fhe
Relapfes into fighing elements :

It is not air, but floats a naufeous mafs

Of all obfcene, corrupt offenfive things.

Much moifture hurts ; but here a fordid bath
With oily rancor fraught, relaxes more

The folid frame than {imple moifture can.
Befides, immur’d in many a fullen bay

That never felt the frefhnefs of the breeze,
This flumbering deep remains, and ranker grows
With fickly reft ; and tho’ the lungs abhor

To drink the dun fuliginous abyfs

Did not the acid vigour of the mine,

Roll’d from fo many thund’ring chimneys, tame
The putrid falts that overfwarm the fky ;

This cauftick venom would perhaps corrode
Thofe tender eells that draw the vital air,

In vain with all their un&uous rills bedew’d ;
Or by the drunken, venous tubes, that yawn
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In countlefs pores o’er all the pervious {kin,
Imbib’d would poifon the balfamic blood,

And roufe the heart to every fever’s rage.

While yet you breathe, away ! the rural winds
Invite ; the mountains call you, and the vales,
The woods, the ftreams, and each ambrofial breeze
That fans the ever undulating fky ;

A kindly fky ! whofe foftering power regales
Man, beaft, and all the vegetable reign.

Tind then fome woodland fcene, where nature {miles
Benign, whereall her honeft children thrive.

To us there wants not many a happy feat ;

Look round the fmiling land fuch numbers rife
We hardly fix, bewildered in our choice.

See where inthron’d in adamantine ftate,

Proud of her bards, imperial Windfor fits ;
There chufe thy feat, in fome afpiring grove,
Faft by the flowly winding T'hames ; or where
Broader fhe laves fair Richmond’s green retreatsy
Richmond that fees an hundred villas rife,

Rural or gay, O! from the fummer’s rage,

O ! wrap me in the friendly gloom that hides
Umbrageous Ham !  But if the bufy town
Attract thee ftill to toil for power or gold,
Sweetly thou may’ft thy vacant hours poffefs

In Hamftead, courted by the weftern wind ;

Or Greenwich, waying o’er'the winding flood ;
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Or lofe the world amid the fylvan wilds .
Of Dulwich yet, by barbarous arts unfpoil’d.
Green rife the Kentith Hills in chearful air
But on the marfhy plains that Effex fpreads
Build not, nor reft too long thy wandering feet.
For on a ruftic throne of dewy turf,
‘With baneful fogs her aching temples bound,
Quartana there prefides ; a meagre fiend,
Begot by Eurus, when his brutal force
Comprefs’d the flothful Naiad of the fens
From fuch a mixture fprung this fitful peit.
With feverifh blafts fubdues the fickning land 5
Cold tremors come, and mighty love of reft,
Convulfive yawnings, laffitude, and pains,
That (ting the burdened brows, fatigue the lains,
And rack the joints, and every torpid limb ;
Then parching heat fucceeds, till copious fweats
O’erflow ; a fhort relief from former ills,
Beneath repeated fhocks the wretches pine 3
The vigor finks, the habit melts away ;
The chearful, pure, the animated bloom,
Dies from the face, with {quallid atrophy
Devour’d, in fallow melancholy clad.
And oft the forcerefs, in her fated wrath,
Refigns them to the furies of her train ;
The bloated Hydrops, and the yellow fiend

L
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Ting’d with her own accaumulated gall.

In queft of fites, avoid the mournful plain
Where ofiers thrive, and trees that love the lake ;
Where many lazy muddy rivers flow ;

Nor for the wealth that all the Indies roll,
Yix near the marfhy margin of the main.
For from the humid foil, and wat’ry reign,
Eternal vapours rife ; the {fpungy air

For ever weeps ; or, turgid with the weight
Of waters, pour, a founding deluge down.
Skies fuch as thefe let every mortal fhun
‘Who dreads the dropfy, palfy, or the gout,
"Tertian, corrofive fcurvy, or moift catarrh,
Or any other injury that grows

- From raw fpun fibres, idle and unftrung,
Skin ill perfpiring, and the purple flood

In languid eddies loitering into phlegm.

Yet not alone from humid fkies we pine 3
For air may be too dry.  The fubtle heaven
That winnows into duft the blafted downs
Bare, and extended wide, without a ftream,
Too faft imbibes th’ attenuated lymph,
Which, by the furface, from the blood exhales.
The lungs grow rigid, and with toil eflay
The flexible vibrations ; or inflam’d,

Their tender ever moving ftructure thaws,
Spoil’d of its limpid vehicle, the blood
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A mafs of lees remains, a drofly tide

That flow as Lethe wanders thro’ the veins,

Unactive in the fervices of life,

Unfit to lead its pitchy current thro’

The fecret mazy channels of the brain,

The melancholic fiend, that worft defpair

Of phyfic hence the ruft complexioned man

Purfues, whofe blood is dry, whofe fibres gain

Too ftretch’d a tone : and hence in climes a duft.

So fudden tumults {eize the trembling nerves,

And burning fevers glow with double rage.
Tly, if you can, thefe violent extremes

Of air ; the wholefome is nor moift nor dry.

But as the power of chufing is deny’d

To half mankind, a further tafk enfue ;

How beft to mitigate thefe fell extremes,

How breathe unhurt the withering element,

Or hazy atmofphere ; tho’ cuftom moulds

To every clime the {oft Promethean clay

_And he who firft the fogs of Effex breath’d

So kind is native air may in the fens

Of Effex from inveterate ills revive

At pure Montpelier or Bermuda caught ;

But if the raw and oozy heaven offend,

Corre the foil, and dry the fources up .

Of wat’ry exhalation ; wide and deep

Condu¢t your trenches thro’ the fpouting bog ;
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Solicitous, with all your winding arts,

Betray th’ unwilling lake into the ftream ;

And weed the foreft, and invoke the winds

To breuk the toils where ftrangled vapours lie ;
Or thro’ the thickets fend the crackling flames.
Mean time, at home with chearful fires difpel
The humid air ; and let your table fmoke

With folid roaft or bak’d ; or what the herds

Of tamer breed fupply ; or what the wilds
Yield to the toilfome pleafures of the chace.
Generous your wine, the boaft of rip’ning years,
But frugal be your cups ; the languid frame,
Vapid and funk from yefterday’s debauch,
Shrinks from the cold embrace of wat’ry heavens.
But neither thefe, nor all Apollo’s arts,

Difarm the dangers of the drooping fky,

Unlefs with exercife and manly toil

You brace your nerves, and {pur the lagging blood.
The fat’ning clime let all the fons of eafe

Avoid ; if indolence would wifh to live.

Go, yawn and loiter out the long flow year

In fairer fkies. If droughty regions parch

The fkin and lungs, and bake the thick’ng blood ;
Deep in the waving foreft chufe your feat,
‘Where fuming trees refrefh the thirfty air ;

And wake the fountains from their fecret beds,
And into lakes dilate the running ftream.
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Here fpread your gardens wide ; and let the cool,
The moift relaxing vegetable ftore

Prevail in each repaft ; your food fupplied

By bleeding life, be gently wafted down,

By foft decoction, and a mellowing heat,

To liquid balm ; or, if the folid mafs

You chufe, tormented in the boiling wave ;

That thro’ the thirfty channels of the blood

A {mooth diluted chyle may ever flow.

The fragrant dairy from its cool recefs

Its nectar acid or beniga will pour

To drown your thirft ; or let the mantling bowl
Of keen fherbert the fickle taite relieve.

For with the vifcious blood the fimple ftream
‘Will hardly mingle ; and fermented cups

Oft diffipate more moifture than they give.

Yet when pale feafons rife, or winter rolls

His horrors o’er the world, thou may’ft indulge
In feafts more genial, and impatient broach

The mellow catk. Then too the {courging air
Provokes to keener toils than fultry droughts
"Allow. Butrarely we fuch fkies blafpheme.
Steep’d in continual rains, or with raw fogs
Bedew’d our feafons droop : incumbent ftill

A ponderous heaven o’erwhelms the finking foul,
Lab’ring with ftorms in heapy mountains rife

Lz

“
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Th’ imbattled clouds, as if the Stygian fhades

Had left the dungeon of eternal night,

Till black with thunder all the fouth defcends.

Scarce in a fhowerlefs day the heavens indulge

Our melting clime, except the baleful eaft

Withers the tender {pring, and fourly checks

The fancy of the year. Our fathers talk

Of fummers, balmy airs, and fkies ferene.

Good heaven! for what unexpected crimes

"This difmal change ! The brooding elements

Do they, your powerful minifters of wrath,

Prepare fome fierce exterminating plague ?

Or is it fix’d in the decrees above

That lofty Albion melt into the main ?

Indulgent nature ! O diffolve this gloom !

Bind in eternal adamant the winds

‘That drown or wither : give the genial weft

To breathe, and in its turn the {prightly north ;

And may once more the circling feafons rule

The year 5 not mix in every monftrous day.
Mean time the moift malignity to fhun

Of burden’d fkies ? mark where the dry champain

Swells into chearful hills ; where Marjoram

And Thyme, the love of bees, perfume the air ;

And where the Cynorrhodon with the rofe

For fragrance vies; for in the thurfty foil

Molft fragrance breathe the aromantic tribes.
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There bid thy roofs high on the bafking fteep
Afcend, there light thy hofpitable fires.

And let them fee the wintry morn arifc,

The fummer evening bluthing in the welt;
While with unbrageous oaks the ridge behind
O’erhung defends you from the bluft’ring north
And bleak affliction of the peevith eaft.

O ! when the growling winds contend, and all
The founding foreft fluctuates in the ftorm,
To fink in warm repofe, and hear the din
Howl o’er the fteady battlements, delights
Above theluxury of vulgar fleep.

The murmuring rivulet, and the hoarfer ftrain
Of waters rufhing o’er the flippery rocks,

Will nightly lull you to ambrofial reft.

To pleafe the fancy is no trfling good,

Where health is ftudied ; for whatever moves
The mind with calm delight, promotes the juft
And natural movements of th’ harmonious frame,
Befides, the fportive brook for ever fhakes

The tremling air ; that floats from hill to hill,
From vale to mountain, with inceflant change
Of pureft element, refrefhing fill

Your airy feat, and uninfected goods.

Chiefly for this I praife the man who builds
High on the breezy ridge, whofe lofty fides
Th’ etherial deep with endlefs billows laves.
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His purer madfion nor contagious years
Shall reach, nor deadly putrid airs annoy.
But may no fogs, from lake, or fenny plain

Involve my hill. And wherefoe’er you build;
A hether on fun-barat Epfom, or the plains
Wafh’d by the filent Lee ; in Chelfea low,

Or high Blackheath with wint’ry winds affail’d
Dry be your houfe ; but airy more than warm.
Elfe every breath of ruder wind will ftrike
Your tender body thro’ with rapid pains;
Fierce conghswill tiezeyou, hoarnefs bind your voice,
Or moft Gravedo load your aching brows.
Thefe to defy, and all the fates that dwell

In cloifter’d air, tainted with ftreaming life,
Let lofty ceilings grace your ample rooms ;
And fhill at azure noontide may your dome

At every window drink the liquid fky.

Need we the funny fituation here,

And theatres open to the fouth, commend?
Here, when the morning’s mifty breath infefts
More than the torrid noon ? How fickly grow,
How pale, the plants in thofe ill-fated vales
That ciccled round the gigantic heap

Of mountains, never felt, nor never hope

"To feel the genial vigor of the fun!

While on the neighbouring hill the rofe inflames
The verdant fpring ; in virgin beauty blows
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The tender lily, languifhingly fweet ;

O’er every hedge the wanton woodbine roves,
And autumn ripens in the fammer’s ray.
Nor lefs the warmer living tribes demand
The foft’ring fun ; whofe energy divine
Duwells not in mortal fire ; whofe generous heat
Glows thro’ the mafs of groffer elements,
And kindles into life the pond’rous fpheres.
Chear’d by the kind invigorating warmth,
We court thy beams, great majelty of day !
If not the foul, the regent of this world,
Firft born of heaven, and only lefsthan God!
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ENOUGH of air. A defart fubjet now,

Rougher and wilder rifes to my fight,
A barren wafte, where not a garland grows
T'o bind the mufe’s brow ; not even a proud
Stupendous folitude frowns o’er the heath,
T'o roufe a nobler horror in the foul;
But rugged paths fatigue, and error leads
Thro’ endlefs labyrinths the devious feet.
Farewel, etherial fields! the humbler arts
Of life; the table and the homely Gods,
Demand my fong. Elyfian gales adicu!
The blood, the fountains whence the fpirits flow,
The generous ftream that waters every part,
And motion, vigour and warm life conveys
To every particle that moves or lives;
This vital fluid, thro’ unnumber’d tubes



132 ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH Book 1.

Pour’d by the heart, and to the heart again

Refunded ; fcourg’d forever round and round,

Enrag’d with heat and toil, at laft forgets

Its balmy nature; virulent and thin

It grows; and now, but that a thoufand gates

Are open to its flight, it would deftroy

The partsit cherithed and repair’d before.

Befides, the flexible and tender tubes

Melt in the mildeft, moft nectareous tide

That ripening nature rolls ; asin the ftream

Its crumbling banks ; but what the vital force

Of plaftic fluids hourly batters down,

That very force, thofe plaftic particles

Rebuild ; fo mutable the ftate of man.

For this the watchful appetite was given,

Daily with frefh materials to repair

This unavoidable expence of life,

This neceflary wafte of flefh and blood.

IHence the concoive powers with various art

Subdue the cruder aliments to chyle ;

The chyle to blood ; the foamy purple tide

To liquors, which thro’ finer arteries

To different parts their winding courfe purfue ;

To try new changes, and new forms put on,

Or for the public, or fome private ufe.
Nothing {o foreign but the athletic hind

Can labour into blood,  The hungry meal
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Alone he fears, or aliments too thin,
By violent powers too eafily fubdu’d,
Too foon expell’d.  His daily labour thaws,
"To friendly chyle, the moft rebellious mafs
That falt can harden, or the fmoke of years ;
Nor does his gorge the rancid bacon rue,
Nor that which Ceftria fends, tenacious pafte
Of folid milk. But ye of fofter clay
Infirm and delicate ! and ye who wafte
With pale and bloated floth the tedious day !
Avoid the ftubborn aliment, avoid
The full repaft ; and let fagacious age
Grow wifer, leffon’d by the dropping teeth.

Half fubtiliz’d to chyle, the liquid food
Readieft obeys the aflimilating powers ;
And foon the tender vegetable mafs
Relents 3 and foon the young of thofe that tread
The ftedfaft earth, or cleave the green abyfs,
Or pathlefs fky. And if the Steer muft fall
In youth and vigor glorious let him die ;
Nor ftay till rigid age, or heavy ails,
Abfolve him ill requited from the yoke.
Some with high forage, and luxuriant eafe,
Tudulge the veteran ox; but wifer thou,
From the bleak mountains or the barren down,
Exped the flocks by frugal nature fed ;

M
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A race of purer blood, with excrcife
Refin’d and {fcanty fare; For, old or young,
The ftall’d are never healthy; nor the cramm’d.
Not all the culinary arts can tame,
T'o wholefome food, the abominable growth
Of reft and gluttony; the prudent tafte
Rejeds like bane fuch loathfome lufcioufnefs.
The languid ftomach cutfes even the pure
Delicious fat, and all the race of oil;
For more the oily aliments relax
Tts fecble tone; and with the eager lymph
Fond to incorporate with all its meets,
Coily they mix; and fhun with {lippery wiles
The woo’d embrace. Th’ irrefoluble oil,
So gentle, late and blandifhing, in floods
Of rancid bile o’cerflows; what tumults hence,
‘What horrors rife, were naufeous to relate.
Chufe leaner viands, ye of jovial make!
Chufe fober meals; and roufe to aétive life
Your cumbrous clay; nor on the enfeebling down,
Irrefolute, protraé the morning hours.
But let the man, whofe bones are thinly clad,
With chearful eafe, and fucculent repaft,
Improve his flender habit. Each extreme
From the beft mean of fanity departs.

I could relate what table this demands,

Or that complexion ; what the various powers
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Of various foods; but fifty years would roll,
And fifty more, before the tale were done.
Befides, there often lurks fome namelefs ftranger,
Peculiar thing ; nor on the fkin difplay’d,

Felt in the pulfe, nor in the habit feen;

Which finds a poifon in the food that moft

The temp’rature effects. There are, whofe blood
Impetuous rages thro’ the turgid veins,

‘Who better bear the fiery fruits of Ind,

Than the moift melon, or pale cucumber.

Of chilly nature others fly the board

Supply’d with flaughter, and the vernal pow’rs
For cooler, kinder fuftenance, implore.

Some even the generous nutriment deteft,
Which in the fhell, the fleeping embryo rears.
Some, more unhappy flill, repeat the gifts

Of Pales; foft, delicious and benign ;

The balmy quintefcencc of every flower,

And every grateful herb that decks the {pring;
The foft’ring dew of tender fprouting life;
The bleft refection of reclining age;

The kind reftorative of thofe who lie

Half dead and panting, from the doubtful ftrife
Of nature ftruggling in the grafp of death.
Try all the bounties of this fertile globe,

There is not fuch a falutary food,

As fuits with every ftomach. . But except,
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Amid the mingled mafs of fith and fowl,
And boil’d and bak’d, you hefitate by which
You funk opprefs’d, or whether not by all ;
Taught by experience foon you may difcern
What pleafes, whatoffends. Avoid the cates
That lull the fickened appetite too long;
Or heave with feverifh flufhings all the face,
Burn in the palms, and parch the rough’ning tongue
Or much diminifh, or too much increafe
Th’ expence which nature’s wife ceconmy,
‘Without or wafte or avarice maintains.
Such cates abjur’d, let prouling hunger loofe
And bid the curious palate roam at will;
They {carce can err amid the various ftores
That burft the teeming entrails of the world.
Led by fagious tafte, the ruthlefs king
Of beafts on blood and flaughter only lives :
The tyger, form’d alike to cruel meals,
Would at the manger ftarve : of milder feeds,
The generous horfe to herbage and to grain
Confines his with 5 thro’ fabling greece refound
The Thracian fteeds with human carnage wild.
Prompted by inftin&’s never-erring power,
Each creature knows its proper aliment ;
But man the inhabitant of every clime,
With all the commoners, of nature feeds.
Direced, bounded, by his pow’r within
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Their cravings are well aim’d ; voluptous man

Is by fuperior faculties mifled ;

Mifled from pleafure even in queft of joy

Sated with natare’s boons, what thoufands feck,

With difhes tortur’d from their native tale,

And mad variety to fpur beyond

Its wifer will the jaded appetite !

Is this for pleafure? Learn a jufter tafte ;

And know, that temperance is true luxary.

Or s it pride ? Purfue fome noble aim.

Difmifs you parafites, who praife for hire 5

And earn the fair efteem of honeft men,

Whofe praife is fame. Form’d of fuch clay as yours ,

The fick, the needy, fhiver at your gates.

Even modeft want may blefs your hand unfeen,

Tho’ hufh’d in patient wretchednefs at home.

Is there no virgin, grac’d with every charm

But that which binds the mercenary vow ?

No youth of genius, whofe neglected bloom

Unfofter’d fickens in the barren fhade ?

No worthy man, by fortune’s random blows,

Or by a heart too generous and humane,

Conftrain’d to leave his happy natal feat,

And fighs for wants more bitter than hisown ?

There are while human miferies abound,

A thoufand ways to wafte fuperfluous wealth,
Mz
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Without a fool or flatterer at your board,
Without one hour of ficknefs or difguft,
But other ills the ambiguous feaft purfuey
Befides provoking the lafcivious tafte.
Such various foods, tho’ harmlefs each aloney
Each other violate 3 and oft we fee
What ftrife is brew’d, and what pernicious banes
From combitations of innoxious thirigs.
The unbounded tafte I mean not to confine
To hermit’s diet needlefsly feverve=
But would you long the {weets of health enjoy,
Or hufband pleafure ; at one impious meal
Exhauft not half the bounties of the year,
And of each realm. It matters not mean while
How much to morrow differ from to day ;
So far indulge ; ’tis fit, befides, that man,
To change obnoxious, be to change inur’d.
But ftay the curious appetite, and tafte
‘With caution fruits youn never tried before 3
For want of ufe the kindeft aliment
Sometimes offends while cuftom tames the rage
Of poifon to the mild amity with life.

So heaven has form’d. us to the general ftate
Of all its gifts; fo cuftom has improv’d
This bent of nature ; that few fimple foods,
Of all that earth, or air, or ocean yield,
But by excefs offend.  Beyond the fenfe
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Of light refe&ion, at the genial board
Indulge not often, nor protrac the feaft

To dull fatiety ; till foft and flow

A drowzy death creeps on th’ expanfive foul
Opprefs’d, and fmoother’d the celeftial fire.
The ftomach, urg’d beyond its acive tone,
Hardly to nutrimental chyle fubdues

The fofteft food ; unfinifh’d and deprav’d
The chyle, inallits future wand’rings owns
Its turbid fountainj not by purer {treams

So to be ¢lear’d, but foulnefs will remain.
To fparkling wine what ferment can exalt
Th’ unripen’d grape ? Or what mechanic fkill
From the crude vre can {pin the ductile gold ?
Grofs riot treafures up a wealthy fund

Of plagues : but more immedicable aid
Attend and learn extreme. For phyfic knows
How to difburden the too tumid veins.

Even how to ripen the half-laboured blood ;
But to unlock the elemental tubes,

Collaps’d and funk with long inanity,

And with balfamic nutriment repair

The dried and worn out habit, were to bid
Old age grow green, and wear afecond fpring §
Or the tall afh, long ravifh’d from the foil,
Thro’ wither’d veins imbibe the vernal dew.
‘When hunger calls, obey 5 nor often wait
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Till hunger fharpen to corrofive pain ;

For the keen appetite will feaft beyond

‘What nature well can bear ; and one extreme
Ne’er without danger meets its own reverfe.
Too greedily the exhaufted veins abforb

The recent chyle, and load enfecbled powers
Oft to the extincion of the vital flame.

To the pale cities, by the firm-fet fiege

And famine humbled, may this verfe be borne ;
And hear ye hardeft fons that Albion breeds,
Long tofs’d and famifh’d on the wint’ry main ;
The war fhook off, or hofpitable fhore

Attain’d, with temperance bear the fhock of joy 3
Nor crown with feftive rites th’> aufpicious day :
Such feaft might ptove more fatal than the waves 3
Than war or famine. While the vital fire
Burns feebly, heap not the green fuel on,

But prudently foment the wandering fpark
‘With what the fooneft feels its kindred touch j
Be frugal even of that ; alittle give

At firft ; that kindled, add a little more ;

Till, by deliberate nourifhing, the flame
Reviv’d, with all its wonted vigor glows.

But tho’ the two, the full and the jejune,
Extremes have each their vice ; it much avails
Ever with gentle tide to ebb and flow
From this to that ; fo nature learns to bear
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Whatever chance or headlong appetite

May bring. Befides, a meagre day {fubdues

The cruder clods by floth or luxury

Colle&ed ; and unloads the wheels of life.
Sometimes a coy averfion to the feaft

Comes on, while yet no blacker omen lowers ;
Then is a time to {hun the tempting board,

Were it your natal or your nuptial day.

Perhaps a faft fo feafonable ftarves

The latent {eeds of woe, which rooted once
Might coft you labour. But the day return’d

Of feftal luxury, the wife indulge

Moft in the tender vegetable breed ;

Then chiefly when the fummer’s beams inflame
The brazen heavens ; or angry Syrius theds

A feverifh taint thro’ the {till gulph of air,

The moift cool viands then, and flowing cup
From the frefh dairy-virgin’s liberal hand,

Will fave your head from harm, tho’ round rhe world
The dreaded Caufos roll his wafteful fires.

Pale humid Winter loves the generous board
The meal more copious, and a warmer fare ;

And longs, with old wood and old wine to chear
His quaking heart. ‘The feafons which divide
The empires of heat and cold ; by neither claim’d
Influenc’d by both ; a middle regimen

Impofe. Thro’ autumn’s languifhing domain
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Defcending, nature by degrees invites

To glowing luxury. But from the depth

Of winter, when the invigorated year

Emerges ; when Favonius flufh’d with love,

Toyful and young, in every breeze defcends

More warm and wanton on his kindling bride ;

Then, fhepherds, then begin to fpare your flocks,

And learn, with wife humanity to check,

The luft of blood. Now pregnant earth commits

A various offspring to the indulgent {ky :

Now bounteous nature feeds with lavifh hand

The prone creation ; yields what once fuffic’d

Their dainty fovereign, when the world was young ;

E’er yet the barbarous thirft of blood had fiez’d

The human breaft. Each rolling month matures

The food that fuits it moft ; fo does each clime. -
Far in the horrid realms of winter, where

The eftablifhed ocean heaps a monftrous wafte

Of fhining rocks and mountains to the pole.

There lives a hardy race, whofe plaineft wants

Relentlefs earth, their cruel {tep mother,

Regards not. On the wafte of iron fields,

Untam’d untra&able, no harvefts wave ;

Pomona hates them, and the clownifh god

‘Who tends the garden. In this frozen world

Such cooling gifts were vain; a fitter meal

Is earn’d with eafe ; for here the fruitful {pawn
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Of Ocean fwarms, and heaps their genial board
With generous fare and luxury profufe.

Thefe are their bread, the only bread they know ;
Thefe, and their willing flave the deer, that crops
The fhrubby herbage on their meagre hills.

Girt by the burning zone, not thus the fouth
Her fwarthy fons, in either Ind, maintain ;

Or thirfty Lybia j from whofe fervid loins

The lion burfts, and every fiend that roams

The affrighted wildernefs. The mountain herd,
Aduft and dry, no fweet repaft affords ;

Nor does the tcpid main fach kinds produce,

So perfed, {o delicious, as the ftores

Of icy Zembla. Rafhly where the blood
Brews feverith frays ; where {carce the tubes fuitains
Its tumid fervor and tempeftuous courfe ;

Kind nature tempts not to fuch gifis as thefe.
But here in livid ripenefs melts the grape ;

Here, finifh’d by invigorating funs,

Thro’ the green fhade the galden Orange glows ;
Spontaneous here the turgid Melon yields

A generous pulp 3 the Coco fwells on high
‘With milky riches ; and in horrid mail

The foft Ananas wraps its tender {weets.

Earth’s vaunted progeny ; inruder air

Too coy to flourifh, even too proud to live ;

Or hardly rais’d by artificial fire
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To vapid life. Here with a mother’s fmile

Glad Amalthea pouts her copious horn.

Here buxom Ceres reigns ; the autumnal fea

In boundlefs biﬂows fluGtuates o’cr their plains.

What fuits the elimate beft, what fuits the men,

Nature profufes moft, and moft the talte

Demands. The fountain edg’d with racy wine

Or acid fruit, bedews their thirfty fouls.

The breeze eternal breathing round their limbs

Supports in elfe intolerable air 3

While the cool palm, the plantain, and the grove

That waves on gloomy Lebanon, affuage

The torrid hell that beams upon their heads.
Now come, ye Naiads, to the fountains lead ;

Now let me wander thro’ your gelid reign.

I burn to view the enthufiaftic wilds

By mortal elfe untrod. I hear the din

Of waters thundering o’er the ruin’d cliffs.

With holy reverence I approach the rocks

Whence glide the ftreams renown’d in ancient fong.

Here from the defart down the rumbling fteep

Firft {prings the Nile ; here burfls the founding Po

In angry waves ; Euphrates hence devolves

A mighty flood to water half the eaft ;

And there, in Gothic folitude reclin®d.

The chearful Tanais pours his hoary urn.
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A
y

What folemn twilight ! what ftupendous thades,
Lnwrap thefe infant floods ! Thro’ every nerve
A facred horror thrills, a pleafing fear
Glides o’er my frame. = The foreft deepens round 3
And more gigantic {till the impending trees
Stretch their extravagant arms athwart the gloom.
Are thefe the confines of fome fairy world ?
A land of Genii ? Say beyond thefe wilds
What unknown nations ? If indeed beyond
Aught habitable lies. And whether leads,
To what ftrange regions, or of blifs or pain,
That fubterraneous way? Propitious maids,
Conduét me, while with fearful fteps I tread
This trembling groumd. The tafk remains to fing
Your gifts; fo Pzon, fo the powers of health
Command to praife your chryltal element :
The chiefingredient in heav’n’s various works ;
Whofe flexile gentus fparkles inthe gem,
Grows firm inoak, and fugitive in wine ;
The vehicle, the fource of nutriment
And life, to all that vegetate or live.

O comfortable {treams ! With eager lips
And trembling hand the languid thirfty quaff
New life in you ; freth vigour fills their veins.
No warmer caps the rural ages knew ;
None warmer fought the fires of human kind,

N
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Happy in temperate peace ! Their equal days
Telt not th? alternate fits of feveriih mirth,

And fick dejection.  Still ferene and pleas’d,

"I hey knew no pains but what the tender foul
With pleafure yields to, and would ne’cr forgcet,
Bleft with divive immunity from ails

Long centuries they liv’d; their only fate .

Was ripe old age, and rather fleep than death.
Oh ! could thofe worthies from the world of Gods
Return to vific their degenerate fons,

How would they fcorn the joys of modern time,
With all our art and toil improved to pain !

"T'oo happy they ! but wealth brought luxury,
And luxury on floth begot difeafe.

Learn temperance, friends ; and hear without dif-
The choice of water.  Thus the Coan fage  [dain
Opin’d, and thus the learn’d of every fchool.
What leaft of foreign principles partakes
Is beft, the lighteft then; what bears the touch
Of fire the leaft, and fooneft mounts in air ;

The moft infipid ; the moft void of fmell.
Such the rude mountain from his horrid fides
Pours down ; fuch waters in the fandy vale
Torever boil, alike of winter frofts

And fummer heat fecure. The lucid ftream,
O’er rocks refounding, or for many a mile

Hurl’d down the pebbled channel, wholefome yield
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And mellow draughts ; except when winter thaws
And half the mountains melt into the tide.

Tho’ thurlt were ne’er {o refolute, avoid
The fordid lake, and all fuch drowfy floods

As fill from Lethe Belgia’s flow cannals ;
‘With reft corrupt, with vegetation green ;
Squalid with generation, and the birth
Of little monfters ; till the power of fire
Has from profane embraces difengag’d
The violated lympfis The virgin ftream
In boiling waftes its finer foul in air.

Nothing like fimple element dilutes

The food, or gives the chyle fo foon to flow
But where the ffomach, indolently given ;
Toys with its duty, animate with wine
T infipid ftream: tho’ golden Ceres yields
A more voluptuous, a more {prightly draught,
Perhaps more active. 'Wine unmix’d and all
The gluey floods that from the vex’d abyfs
Of fermentation fpring ; with {pirit fraught,
And furious with intoxicating fire ;

Retard concodtion, and preferve unthaw’d
Th’ embodied mafs. Youfee what countlefs years
Embalm’d in fiery quintefcence of wine,

The puny wonders of the reptile world,

The tender rudiments of life, the flim
Unrav’lings of minute anatomy,

Maintain their texture, and unchang’d remain.
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We curfe not wine, the vile excefs we blame ;
More fruitful than the accumulated board
Of pain and mifery. For the fubtle draught
Tafter and furer fells the vital tide ;
And with more a&ive poifon than the floods
Of grofler crudity, convey, pervades
The far remote meanders of our frame.
Ah! fly deceiver ! Branded o’er and o’er
Yet flill believ’d ! Exulting o’er the wreck
Of fober vows ! But the Parnaflian maids
Another time perhaps fhall fing the joys,
The fatal charms, the many woes of wine ;
Perhaps its various tribes, and various powers.
Meantime, I would not always dread the bowl,
Nor every trefspafs fhun. The feverifh firife,
Rous’d by the rare debauch, fubdues, expels
The loitering crudities that burden life ;
And, like a torrent full and rapid, clears
The obftructed tubes. Befides, this reftlefs world
Is full of chances, which by habit’s power
To learn to bear is eafier than to fhun.
Ah! when ambition, meagre love of gold,
Or facred country calls, with mellowing wine
To moiften well the thirfty fuffrages ;
Say, how unfeafon’d to the midnight frays
Of Comus and his rout, wilt thou contend
With Centaurs long to hardy deeds inur’d ?
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Then learn to revel : but by flow degrees ;

By flow degrees the liberal arts are won ;

And Hercules grew ftrong. But when you {fmooth
"The brows of care, indulge your feftive vein

In cups by well inform’d experience found

The leaft your bane ; and only with your friends
There are fweet follies, frailties to be feen

By friends alone, and men of generous minds.

Oh ! feldom may the fatal hours return
Of drinking deep! I would not daily tafte
Except when life declines, even fober cups
Weak withering age no rigid law forbids,

With frugal necar, {mooth and flow with balm,
The faplefs habit daily to bedew,

And give the hefitating wheels of life

Gliblier to play. But youth has better joys ;
And is it wife when youth with pleafure flows,
To fquander the reliefs of age and pain?

What dext’rous thoufands juft within the goal

Of wild debauch dire their nightly courfe !
Perhaps no fickly qualms bedim their days,
No mourning admonitions fhock the head.
Butah! what woes remain! Life rolls apace,
And that incurable difeafe, old age,
ﬁyouthful bodies more feverely felt,

ore fernly adive, fhakes their blafted prime :

N2
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Except kind natare by fome hafty blow
Prevent the lingering fates.  For know, whate’er
Beyond its natural fervor hurries on

"The fanguine tide ; whether the frequent bowl
High feafoned fare, or exercife to toil
Protracted ; fpurs to its laft ftage tir'd life,
And fows the temples with untimely fnow.
When life is new, the ducile fibres feel

The heart’s increafing force ; and, day by day,
"The growth advances ; till the larger tubes,
Acquiring, from their*elemental veins,
Condens’d to {olid chords, a firmer tone,
Suftain and juft fuftain, the impetuous blood.
Here ftops the growth. with overbearing pulfe
And preffurs, ftill the great deftroy the fmall;
Still with the ruins of the {fmall grow ftrong.

* In the human body as well as thofe of the other
animals, the larger blood veffels are compofed of
fmaller ones ; which by the violent motion and pref-
fure of the fluids in the larger veflels, lofe their ca-
vities by degrees, and degenerate into impervious
chords or fibres.  In proportion as thefe fmall vef-
fels become folid, the larger muft of courfe grow lefs
extenfile, more rigid, and make a ftronger refiftance
to the action of the heart, and force of blood. From
this gradual condenfation of the {fmaller veflels, and
confequeat r1igidity of the larger ones, the progrefs

of the human body from infancy to old age is ac-
counted for.
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Life glows mean time amid the grinding force

Of vifcious fluids and elaftic tubes ;

Its various fun@ion vigoroufly are plied

By firong machinery ; and in {olid health

The man confirm’d long triumphs o’er difeafe.
But the full ocean ebbs : there isa point,

By nature fix’d, whence life muft downwards tend.
For ftill the beating tide confolidates

The ftubborn veﬂ'els,.more reluctant {till,

To the weak throbbings of the enfeebled heart.
This languifhing, thefe ftrength’ning by degrees
To hard, unyielding, unelaftic bone,

Thro’ tedious channels the congealing flood
Crawls lazily, and hardly wanders on ;

It loiters ftill : and now it ftirs no more.

T'his is the period few attain ; the death

Of nature : thus, {fo heaven ordain’d it, life
Deftroys itfelf ; and could thefe laws have chang’d
Neftor might now the fates of Troy relate :

And Homer live immortal as his fong.

What does not fade? the tower that long had ftood
The cruth of thunder, and the warring winds,
Sheok by the flow, but fure deftroyer, Time,

Now hangs in doubtful ruins o’er its bafe,
And flinty pyrarsids, and walls of brafs,
Defcend ; the Babylonian fpires are funk ;
Achaia, Rome, and Egypt, moulder down,
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Time fhakes the {table tyranny of thrones,
And tottering empires rufh by their own weight.
"T'his huge rotundity we tread grows old,
And all thofe worlds that roll around the fun
The fun himfelf fhall die ; and ancient Night
Again involve the defolate abyfs :

Till the great Father thro’ the lifelefs gloom
Txtend his arm to light another world,

And bid new planets roll by other laws.

For thro’ the regions of unbounded fpace,
‘Wherc unconfin’d omnipotence has room,
Being in various fyftems, fluctuates fiill
Between creation and abhor’d decay ;

Irever did ; perhaps and ever will.

New worlds are ftill emerging from the deep 3
The old defcending, in their turns torife.
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BOOK THIRD.

EXERGCTSE

TH RO’ varioustoils th’advent’rous mufe haspafs’d
But half the toil, and more than half, remains.
Rude is her theme, and hardly fit for fong ;
Plain, and of little ornament; and I

But little pracifed in th’ Aonian arts.

Yet not in vain fuch labours have we tried,

If aught thefe lays the fickle health confirm.

To you, ye delicate, I write ; for you

I tame my youth to philofophic cares,

And grow ftill paler by the midnight lamps.

Not to debilitate with timorous rules

A hardy frame ; nor needlefsly to brave
Unglorious dangers, proud of mortal ftrength ;
Is all the leffon that in wholefome years

Concerns the ftrong. His care were ill beftow’d
Who would with warm effeminacy nurfe

The thriving oak, which on the mountain’s brow
Bears all the blafts that fweep the wintry heaven.
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Behold the laborer of the glebe, who toils

In duft, in rain, in cold and fultry fkies ;
Save but the grain from mildews and the flood,
Nought anxious he what fickly ftars afcend.
He knows no laws by Efculapius given ;
He ftudies none. Yet him nor midnight fogs
Infelt, nor thofe envenom’d fhafts that fly
‘When rabid Sirius fires th’ autumnal noon,
His habit pure with plain and temperate meals,
Robuft with labour, and by cuftom fteel’d
To every caufualty of varied life ;
Eerene he bears the peevith eaftern blaft,
And uninfected breathes the mortal fouth.
Such the reward of rude and {ober life ;
Of labour fuch. By health the peafants toil
Is well repaid ; if exercife were pain
Indeed, and temperance pain ; Butarts like thefe
Taconia nurs’d of old her hardy fons ;
And Rome’s unconquered legions urg’d their way,
Unhurt, thro’ every toil in every clime.

"T'oil, and be firong. DBy toil the flaceid nerves
Grow firm and gain a more compacted tone ;
The greener juices are by toil fubdu’d,

Mellow’d and fubtiliz’d ; the vapid old
Expell’d, and all the rancor of the blood.
Come, my companions, ye who feel the charms
Of nature and the year ; come, let us ftray
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W here chance or fancy leads our roving walk :
Come, while the foft voluptuous breezes fan

'The fleecy heavens, enwrap the limbs in balm,
And fhed a charming languor o’er the foul,

Nor when bright winter fows with prickly froft
"The vigorous @ther, in unmanly warmth
Indulge at home : nor even when Eurus’ blafts’
This way and that convolve the labouring woeds
My liberal walks, fave when the fkies in rain

Or fogs relent, no reafon fhould confine

Or to the cloiftered gallery or arcade.

Go, climb the mountain; from th’ etherial fource
Imbibe the recent gale. The chearful morn
Beams o’er the hills ; go mount th” exulting fteed,
Already, fee, the deep mouth’d beagles catch
The tainted mazes ; and, on eager {port

Intent, with emulous impatience try

Each doubtful tra.  Or, if a nobler prey
Delights you more, go chafe the defperate deer ;
And thro’ its deepeft {olitudes awake

The vocal foreft with the jovial horn.

But if the breathlefs chafe o’er hill and dale,
Exceed your firength ; afport of lefs fatigue
Not lefs delightful, the prolific ftream
Affords. 'The cryftal rivulet that o’er
A ftony channel rolls its rapid maze,

Swarm with the filver fry.  Such thro’ the bound®
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Of paftoral ftrafford, runsthe brawling Trent ;

Such Eden, fprung from Cumbrian mountains ; fuch

The Efk, o’erhung with woods ; and fuch the {tream

On whofe Arcadian banks I firft drew air,

Liddle ; till now, except in Doric lays

Tun’d to her murmurs by her lovefick fwains,

Unknown in fong 3 tho’ not a purer {tream,

"Thro’ meads more flow’ry, or moreromantic groves,

Rolls towards the weftern main. Hail facred flood !

May ftill thy hofpitable fiwains be bleft

In rural innocence ; thy mountains fiill

Teem with fleecy race ; thy tuneful woeds

Forever florith ; and thy vales look gay

With painted meadows, and the golden grain !

Oft, with thy blooming fons, when life was new

Sportive and petulent, and charm’d with toys,

In thy tranfparent eddies have I lav’d :

Oft trac’d with patient fteps thy fairy banks,

‘With the well imitated fly to hook

The eager trout, and with the flender line

And yielding rod {olicit to the fhore

The ftruggling panting prey ; while vernal clouds

And tipid gales obfcur’d the ruffied pool,

And from the deeps call’d forth the wanton fwarms,
Form’d on the Samian {chool, or thofe of Ind,

There are who think thefe paftimes fcarce human,

Vet in my mind and not relentlefs I,
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His life is pure that wears no fouler ftains.
But if thro’ genuine tendernefs of heart,

Or fecret want of relifh for the game,

You fhun the glories of the chace, nor care
T'o haunt the peopled {tream ; the garden yields
A {oft amufement, an humane delight.

T'o raife the infipid nature of the ground ;

Ot tame its favage genius to the grace

Of carelefs fweet rufticity, that feems

The amiable refult of happy chance,

Is, tocreate 5 and givesa godlike joy,

Which every year improves. Nor thou difdain
To check the lawlefs riot of the trees,

To plant the grove, or turn the barren mould.
O happy he ! whom, when his years decline,
His fortune and his fame by worthy mezns
Attain’d, and equal to his moderate mind ;

His life approv’d by all the wife and good,
Even envy’d by the vain, the peaceful groves
Of Epicurus, from this ftormy world

Receive to reft 5 of all ungrateful cares
Abfolv’d, and facred from the {elfith croud.
Happieft of men ! if the fame foil invites

A chofen few, companions of his youth,
Once fellow rakes perhaps, now rural friends ;
With whom in eafy commerce to purfue

(0)
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Nature’s free charms, and vie for {ylvan fame ;
A fair ambition 3 void of (trife or guile.

Or jealoufly, or pain to be outdone.

‘Who plans the inchanted garden, who direéts
The vifto beft, and beft condu@s the ftream ;
Whofe groves the fafteft thicken and afcend ; .
Whom firft the welcome fpring falutes ; who fhows
The earlicft bloom, the {weeteft, proudeft charms,
Of Flora ; who beft gives Pomona’s juice

To match the {prightly genius of champaign.
Thrice happy days ! in rural bufinefs paft.
Bleft winter nights ! when, as the genial fire
Chears the wide hall, his cordial family

With foft domeftic arts the hours beguile,
And pleafing talk that ftarts no timorous fame,
With witlefs wantonnefs to hunt it down ;

Or thro’ the fairy land of tale or fong
Delighted, wander in ficitious fates

Engag’d and all that ftrikes humanity ;

Till loft in fable, they the ftealing hour

Of timely reft forget. Sometimes, at eve,
His neighbors lift the latch, and blefs unbid
His feftal roof ; while o’er the light repaft
And fprightly cups, they mix in focial joy ;
And, thro’ the maze of converfation, trace
‘Whate’er amufes or improves the mind.
Sometimes at eve, for I delight to tafte
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The native zeft and flavour of the fruit,

Where fenfe grows wild, and takes of no manure,
The decent, honeft, chearful hufbandman,

Should drown his labours in my friendly bowl ;
And at my table find himfelf at home.

Whate’er you ftudy, in whate’er you fweat
Indulge your tafte. Some love the manly foils ;
The tennis fome, and fome the graceful dance.
Others, more hardy, range the purple heath;

Or naked ftubble ; where from field to field

The founding coveys urge their lab’ring flight ;
Eager amid the rifing cloud to pour

The guns unerring thunder and there are

Whom ftill the meed of the green archer charms.
He chufes belt, whofe labour entertains

His vacant fancy moft ; the toil you hate

Fatigues you foon, and fcarce improves your limbs.

As beauty ftill has blemifh ; and the mind

The mol accomplifh’d its imperfedt fide ;

Few bodies are there of that happy mould

But fome one part is weaker than the reft ;

The legs, perhaps, or arms refufe their load

Or the cheft labours. Thefe affiduoufly,

But gently in their proper arts employed

Acquire a vigor and elaftic {pring,

"To which they were not born.  But weaker parts
Abhor fatigue and violent difcipline.
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Begin with gentle toils ; and as your nerves
Grow firm, to hardier by jult fteps afpire,
The prudent, even in every moderate walk,
At firlt but faunter, and by flowy degrees
Increafe their pace. This doctine of the wife
Well knows the mafler of the flying fteed.
Fiift from the gaol th’ manag’d courfers play
On bended reins 3 yet as the fkilful youth
Reprefs their foamy pride ; but every breath
The race grows warmer, and the tempeft {wells ;
Till all the fiery mettle has its way,
And the thick thunder hurries o’er the plain.
‘When all at once from indolence to toil
You {pring, the fibres by the hafty fhock
Are tir’d and crack’d, before their unétuous coats,
Comprefs’d, can pour the lubricating balm.
Befides, colle¢ted in the paffive veins,
The purple mafs a fudden tortent rolls.
O’erpowers the heart, and deluges the lungs
With dangerous inundation : oft the fource
Of fatal woes ; a cough that foams with blood
Afthma, and feller Peripneumonie, *
Or the flow minings of the hectic fire.

The athletic fool, to whom what heaven denied”
Of foul is wel! compenfated in limbs,

* 'The inﬂa_mation of the lungs.
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Oft from his rage, or brainlefs frolic, feels

His vegetation and brute force decay.

The men of better clay and finer mould
Know nature, feel the human dignity ;

And {corn to vie with oxen or with apes.
Purfw’d prolixly, even the gentleft toil

Is wafte of health ; reprofe by fmall fatigue

Is earn’d ; and where your habit is not prone
To thaw, by the firft moifture of the brows.
The fine and fubtle fpirits coft too much

To be profus’d, too much the rofcid balm.

But when the hard varieties of life

You toil to learn ; or try the dufty chace,

Or the warm deeds of fome important day 3
Hot from the field, indalge not yet your limbs
In wifh’d repofe, nor court the fanning gale,
Nor tafte the fpring. O! by the facred tears
Of widows, orphans, mothers, fifters, fires,
Forbear ! No other peftilence has driven
Such myriads o’er the irremeable deep.

Why this fo fatal, the fagacious mufe

Thro’ nature’s cunning labyrinths could trace ;
But there are fecrets which who knows not now,
Muft, ere he reach them, climb the heapy Alps
Of fcience ; and devote feven years to toil.
Befides, I would not ftun your patient years
With what it listle boots you to attain.

161
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He knows enough, the mariner who knows
Where lurk the fhelves and where the whirlpools boil,
W hat figns portend the ftorm ; to fubtler minds
He leaves to fcan, from what myfterious caufe
Charybdis rages in the Ionian wave ;
‘Whence thofe impetuous currents in the main,
‘Which neither oar nor fail can {tem ; and why
The roughning deep expedts the ftorm, as fure
As red Orion mounts the fhrouded heaven.

In ancient times, when Rome with Athens vied
For polifh’d luxury and ufeful arts ;
All hot and reeking from the Olympic ftrife,
And waim paleftra, in the tepid bath

L.,

Th’ athletic youth relax’d their weary’d limbs.
Soft oils bedew’d them, with the grateful pow’rs
Of Nard and Caffia fraught, to footh and heal
The cherifh’d nerves.  Our lefs voluptuous clime
Not much invites us to fuch arts as thefe.

*Tis not for thefe, whom gelid fkies embrace,
And chilling fogs ; whofe perfpiration feels
Such frequent bars from Eurus and the North ;
*Tis not for thofe to cultivate a fkin

Too foft ; or teach the recremental fume

Too faft to crowd thro’ fuch precarious ways.
For thro’ the fmall arterial mouths, that pierce
In endlefs millions the clofe-woven fkin,

The bafer fluids in a conftant ftream
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LEfcape, and viewlefs melt into the winds.

While this eternal, this moft copious wafte

Of blood degenerate into vapid brine,

Maintain its wonted meafure ; all the powers

Of health befriend you, all the wheels of life

With eafe and pleafure move : but this reftrain’d

Or more or lefs, fo more or lefs you feel

The funéion labour.  From this fatal fource

What woes defcend is never to be fung.

To take their numbers, were to count the fands

That ride in wirlwind the parch’d Lybian air ;

Or waves that, when the bluftring North embroils

The Baltic, thunder on the German fhore.

Subjeé not then, by foft emollient arts,

This grand expence, on which your fates depend,

To every caprice of the fky ; nor thwart

The genius of your clime ; for from the blood

Leaft fikcle rife the recremental ftreams,

And leaft obnoxious to the ftyptic air,

‘Which breath thro’ ftraiter and more callous pores.

The temper’d Scythian hence half naked treads

His boundlefs fnows, or rues the inclement heaven,

And hence our painted anceftors defied

The Eaft , nor curs’d, like us, their ficle fky.
The body moulded by the clime, endures,

The Equator heats, or hyperborean froft ;

Except by habits foreign to its turn,
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U nwife, you countera& its forming pow’r

Rude at the firft, the winter fhocks you lefs

By long acquaintance : ftudy then your fky,
Form to its manners your obfequious frame,
And learn to fuffer what you cannot fhun.
Againft the rigours of a damp cold heaven

To fortify their bodies, fome frequent

The gelid ciftern ; and where nought forbids,

I praife their dauntlefs heart. A frame fo fteel’d
Dreads not the cough, nor thofe ungenial blafts
That breathe the tertian or fell rheumatifim ;

The nerves fo tempered never quit their tone,
No chronic languors haunt fuch hardy breafts,
But all things have their bounds : and he who makes
By daily ufe the k'ndelt regimen

Effential to his health, fhould never mix

‘With human kind, nor art nor trade purfue.

He not the fafe viciffitudes of life

‘Without fome fhock endures ; ill-fitted he

To want the known, or bear unufual things.
Befides, the powerful remedies of pain

Since pain in fpite of all our care will come,
Should never with your profperous days of health
Grow too familiar : For by frequent ufe

The ftrongeft medicines lofe their healing powers
And even the fureft poifons their’s to kill.

Let thofe who from the frozen Ar&os.reach
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Parch’d Mauritania, or the fultry Wetft,

Or the wide flood that waters Indoftan,

Plunge thrice a day, and in the tepid wave
Untwift their flubborn pores, that full and free
The evaporation thro’ the foftened fkin

May bear proportion to the fwelling blood.

So fhall they *fcape the fever’s rapid flames ;

So feel untainted the hot breath of hell.

With us, the man of no complaint demands
The warm ablution, juft enough to clear

The fluices of the fkin, enough to keep

The body facred from indecent foil.

Still to be pure, even did it not conduce
Asmuch it does, to health, were greatly worth
Your daily pains. ’Tis this adorns the rich 3
The want of this is poverty’s worft woe :

With this external virtue, age maintains

A decent grave ; without it, youth and charms

165

Are loathfome. This the fkilful virgin knows :

So doubtlefs do your wives. For married fires
As well as lovers, ftill pretend to tafte ;
Nor is it lefs, all prudent wives can tell,
To lofe a hufband’s, than a lover’s heart.

But now the hours and feafons when to toil,
From foreign themes recall my wand’ring fong,
Some labour fafting, or but flightly fed,

To lull the grinding ftomach’s hungry rage;
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Where nature feeds too corpulent a frame,

’Tis wifely done. For while the thirfty veins,
Impatient of lean penury, devour

The treafur’d oil, then is the happieft time

To fhake the lazy balfam from its cells.

Now while the ftomach from the full repaft
Subfides 5 but ere returning hunger gnaws,

Ye leaner habits gives an hour to toil ;

And ye'whom no luxuriancy of growth
Opprefles yet, or threatens to opprefs.

But from the recent meal no labours pleafe,

Of limbs or mind. For now the cordial powers
Claim all the wand’ring {pirits to a work

Of ftrong and fubtle toil, and greatevent ;

A work of time and you may rue the day

You hurried, with ill-feafoned exercife,

A half conco&ion chyle into the blood,

The body overcharg’d with uncuous phlegm
Much toil demands : the lean elaftic lefs.
‘While winter chills the blood, and binds the veins
No labours are too hard : by thofe you fcape
The flow difeafes of the torpid year ;

Endlefs to name ; to one of which alone,

T'o that which tears the nerves, the toil of flaves
His pleafure : oh! from fuch nhuman pains
May all be free who merit not the wheel !

But from the burning lion when the fan
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Pours down his fultry wrath ; now while the blood

‘I'oo much already maddens in the veins,

And all the finer fluids thro’ the fkin

Explore their flight ; me, near the cool cafcade

Reclin’d, or faunt’ring in the lofty grove,

No needlefs flight occafion fhould engage

To pantand fweat beneath the fiery noon.

Now the frefh morn alone and mellow eve

To fhady walks and active rural fports

Invite. But while the chilling dews defcend,

May nothing tempt you to the cold embrace

Of humid fkies : tho’ ’tis no vulgar joy

To trace the horrors of the folemn wood,

While the foft evening faddens into night ;

Tho’ the fweet poet of the vernal groves

Melts all the night in ftrains of amorous woe.
The fhades defcend, and midnight o’er the world

Expands her fable wings. Great nature droops

Thro’ all her works. Now happy he whofe toil

Has o’er his languid powerlefs limbs diffus’d

A pleafing laflitude : he not in vain

Invokes the gentle deity of dreams.

His powers the moft voluptuoufly diffolve

In foft repofe : on him the balmy dews

Of fleep with double nutriment defcend.

But would you fweetly wafte the blank of night

In deep oblivion ; or on fancy’s wings
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Vifit the paradife of happy dreams,

And waken chearful as the lively morn ;

Opprefs not nature finking down to reft

With feafts too late, too folidor too full,

But the firft concoction half matur’d,

Ere you to mighty indolence refign

Your paffive faculties. He from the toil

And troubles of the day to heavier toil

Retires, whom trembling from the tower that rocks
Amid the clouds, or Calpe’s hideous height,

The bufy demons hurl, or in the main
O’erwhelm, or bury ftruggling under ground.

Not all a monarch’s luxury the woes

Can counterpoife, of that moft wretched man,
Whofe nights are fhaken with the frantic fits

Of wild Oreftes ; whofe delirious brain

Stung by the furies, works with poifoned thought ;
‘With pale and monftrous painting fhocks the foul ;
And mangled confcioufnefs bemoansitfelf

Tor ever torn ; and chaos floating round.

What dreams prefage, what dangers thefe or thofe
Portend to fanity, tho’ prudent feers

Reveal’d of old, and men of deathlefs fame ;

‘We would not to the fuperftitious mind

Suggeft new throbs, new vanities of fear.

*Tis ours to teach you from the peaceful night

"To banifh omens, and all reftlefs woes.
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In ftudy fome protra the filent hours,
Which others confecrate to mirth and wine ;
And fleep till noon, and hardly live till night,
But furely this redeems not from the fhades
One hour of life.  Nor does it nought avail
What {eafon you to drowfy Morpheus give
Of the ever varying circle of the day ;

Or whether thro’ the tedious winter gloom,
You tempt the midnight or the morning damps.
The body frefh and vigorous from repofe,
Defies the early fogs ; but, by the toils

Of wakeful day, exhaufted and unftrung,
Weakly refilts the night’s unwholfome breath.
The grand difcharge, the effufion of the {kin,
Slowly impair’d, the languid maladies

Creep on, and thro’ the {ick’ning fun&ions fteal.
So, when the chilling Eaft invades the fpring,
The delicate Narciffus pines away

In heic languor ; and a flow difeafe

Taints all the family of flowers, condemn’d
To cruel heavens. But why, already prone
To fade, fhould beauty cherifh in its bane?

O thame ! O pity ! nimpt with pale Quadrille,
And midnight cares, the bloom of Albion dies !
By toil {fubdued, the warrior and the hind
Sleep faft and deep; their active functions foon
With generous ftreams the fubtle tubes fupply,

: iz
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And feon the tonick irritable nerves
Feel the frefh impulfe, and awake the foul.
"The fons of Indolence, with long repofe,
Grow torpid; and, with flowelt Lethe drunk,
Tecbly and lingeringly return to life,
Blunt every fenfe, and powerlefs every limb.
Ye pronc to fleep, whom fleeping moft annoys,
On the hard mattrafs or elaftic couch
Extend your limbs, and wean yourfelf from floth;
Nor grudge the lean projector, of dry brain
And {pringy nerves, the blandifhments of down
Nor envy while the buried bacchanal
Exhales his furfeit in prolixer dreams.

He without riot in the balmy feaft
Of life, the wants of nature has fupplied
‘Who rifes cool, ferene, and full of foul,
But pliant nature more or lefs demands,
As cuftom forms her; and all fudden change
She hates of habit, even from bad to good.
If faults in life, or new emergencies,
From habits urge you by long time confirm’d,
Slow may the change arrive, and ftage by ﬂage
Slow as the thadow o’er the dial moves,
Slow as the ftealing progrefs of the year.
Obferve the circling year. How unperceiv’d
Her feafons change! Behold! by flow degreesy
Stern winter tam’d into a ruder fpring!
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The ripen’d fpring a milder fummer glows ;

Departing fummer fheds Pomona’s {tore ;

And aged autumn brews the winter ftorm.

Slow as they come, thefe changes come not void

Of mortal fhocks; the cold and torrid reigns,

The two great periods of the important year,

Are in their firlt approaches feldom fafe ;

Funeral autumn all the fickly dread,

And the black fates deform the lovely {pring.

He well advis’d, who taught our wifer fires

Early to borrow Mufcovy’s warm fpoils,

Ere the firlt froft has touch’d the tender blade;

And late refign them, tho’ the wonton fpring

Should deck her charms with all her fifter’s rays.

For while the effluence of the fkin maintains

Its native meafure, the pleuritic {pring

Glides harmlefs by ; and autumn, fick to death

With {wallow Quartans, no contagion breathes.
I in prophetic numbers could unfold

The omens of the year; what feafons teem

With what difeafes; what the humid South

Prepares, and what the Demon of the Eaft;

But you perhaps refufe the tedious fong.

Befides, whatever plaguesin heat, or cold,

Or drought, or moiftare dwell, they hurt not you,

c

Skill’d te corre& the vices of the fky,

And taught already how to each extreme
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To bend your life. But fhould the public bane
Infe& you, or fome trefpafs of your own,

Or flaw of nature hint mortality:

Soon as a not unpleafing horror glides

Along the fpine, thro’ all your torpid limbs 3
When firlt the head throbs or the ftomach feels
A fickly load, a weary pain the loins ;

Be Celfus call’d ; the fates come rufhing on ;
The rapid fates admit of no delay.

While wilful you, and fatally fecure.

Expe& to morrow’s more aufpicious fun;

The growing peft, whofe infancy was weak
And eafy vanquifh’d with triumphant {way
O’erpowers your life.  For want of timely care
Millions have died of medicable wounds.

Ah! in what perils is vain life engag’d !
‘What flight neglects, what trivial faults deftroy
The hardeft frame ! Of indolence, of toil,

‘We die : of want, of fuperfluity, o

The all furrounding heaven, the vital air,

Is big with death. And tho’ the putrid foutls
Be fhut ; tho’ no convulfive agony

Shake, from the deep foundations of the world,
The imprifoned plagues ; afecret venom oft
Corrupts the air, the water, and the land.
‘What livid deaths has fad Byzantium feen !
How oft has Cairo, with a mother’s woe,
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Wept o’er her flaughtered fons, and lonely ftreets !
Even Albion, girt with lefs malignant fles,
Albion the poifor of the Gods, has drank,
And felt the fting of monfters all her own.

Ere yet the fell Plantagenets had {pent
Their ancient rage, at Bofworth’s purple field ;
While for which tyrant England fhould reccive
Her legions in inceftuous marders mix’d,
And daily horrors ; till the fates were drunk
With kindred blocd by kindred hands profus’d
Another plague of more gigantic arm
Arofe, a monfter never known before,
Rear’d from Cocytus its portentous head.
This rapid fury, not like other pefls,
Purfw’d a gradual courfe, but in a day
Rufl’d as a ftorm o’er half the aftonifh’d ifle,
And ftrew’d with fudden carcafes the land.

Firft thro’ the fhoulders, or whatever part
Was feiz’d the firlt, a fervid vapor fprang.
With rath combuftion thence, the quivering fpark
Shot to the heart, and kindled all within ;
And foon the furface caught the fpreading fires.
Thro’ all the yielding pores the melted blood
Gufh’d out in fmoky fweats; but nought afluag’d
The torrid heat within, nor aughtreliev’d
The flomach’s anguith. With inceffant toil

Pz
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Defperate of eafe, impatient of their pain,
They tofs’d from fide to fide. In vain the ftream
Ran full and clear, they burnt and thirfted ftill.
The reftlefs arteries with rapid blood
Beat ftrong and frequent. Thick and pantingly
The breath wasfetch’d,and with hugelab’rings heav’d.
At laft a heavy pain opprefs’d the head,
A wild delirium came ; their weeping friends
Woere ftrangers now, and this no home of theirs.
Harrafs’d with toil on toil, the fick’ning powers
Lay proftrate and o’erthrown ; a ponderous fleep
Wrapt all their fenfes up ; they fleptand died.

In fome a gentle horror crept at firft
O’er all the limbs ; the fluices of the fkin
Withheld their moifture, till by art provok>d
The fweats o’erflow’d ; but in a clammy tide ;
Now free and copious, now reftrain’d and flow ;
Of tinctures various, as the temperature
Had mix’d the blood ; and rank with fetid ftreams,
As if the pent up humors by delay
Were grown more fell, more putrid, and malign.
Here lay their hopes, tho’ little hope remain’d,
With full effufion of perpetual fiveats
To drive the venom out. And here the fates
Were kind, that long they linger’d not in pain,
For who furviv’d the fun’s diurnal race,
Rofe from the dreary gates of hell redecem’d
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Some the fixth hour opprefs’d, and fome the third.
Of many thoufands few untainted fcap’d

Of thofe.infected fewer "fcap’d alive ;

Of thofe who liv’d fome felt a fecond blow ;

And whom the fecond fpar’d the third deftroy’d.

Frantic with fear, they fought by flight to {hun

"The fierce contagion. O’er the mournful land

The infected city pour’d her hurrying fwarms;

Rous’d by the flames that fir’d her feats around,

The infe&ed country rufh’d into the town.

Some, {ad at home, and in the defart fome,

Abjur’d the fatal commerce of mankind ;

In vain; where’er they fled the fates purfu’d.

Others with hopes more {pecious, crofs’d the main

To feek protection in far-diftant fkies;

But none they found. It feem’d thé general air

Was then at enmity with Englifh blood.

For, but the race of England, all were fafe

In foreign climes; nor did this fury tafte

The foreign blood which Albion then contain’d.

Where fhould they fly? The circumambient heav’n

Involv’d them ftill; and every breeze was bane.

Where find relief? The falutary art

Was mute ; and ftartled at the new difeafe,

In fearful whifpers hopelefs omens gave.

To heaven with fuppliant rites they fend their pray’rs;

Heav’n heard them not.  Of every hope depriv’d ;
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Fatign’d with vain refources ; and fubdu’d
With woes refiftlefs and enfeebling fear ;

* Paffive they funk beneath the weighty blow.
Nothing but lamentable founds were heard,
Nor ought was feen but ghaftly views of death;
Infe@ious horror ran from face to face,
And pale defpair. ’Twas all the bufinefs then
To tend the fick, and in their turn to die.
In heaps they fell: and oft one bed, they fay,
The fickning, dying, and the dead contain’d.

Ye guardian Gods, on whom the Fates depend
Of tottering Albion! Ye eternal fires,
That lead thro’ heav’n th’ wandring year! Ye pow’rs
That o’er the circling elements prefide !
May nothing worfe than what this age has feen
Aurrive ! Enou;gh abroad, enough at home
Has Albionbled. Here a diftemper’d heaven
Has thin’d his cities; from thofe lofty cliffs
That awe proud Gaul, to Thule’s wint'ry reign;
While in the Weft, beyond the atlantic foam,
Her braveft fons, keen for the fight, have died
The death of cowards, and of common men;
Sunk void of wounds, and fallen without renown.
But from thefe views the weeping Mufes turn,

And other themes invite my wandering fong.
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BOOK FOURTH.

THE PASSIONS.

THE choice of aliment, the choice of air,

The ufe of toil, and all external things

Already fung ; it now remains to trace

What good, what evil from ourfelves proceeds;

And how the fubtle principle within

Infpires with health, or mines with firange decay

The paffive body. Ye poetic thades,

That know the fecrets of the world unfeen,

Afift my fong! For, in a doubtful theme

Engag’d, I wander thro’ myfterious ways.
There is, they fay, and I believe there is,

A fpark within us of the immortal fire,

That animates and moulds the groffer frames

And when the body finks efcapes to heaven,

Its native feat; and mixes with the gods.

Meanwhile this heavenly particle pervades

The mortal elements, in every nerve
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It thrills with pleafure, or grows mad with pain,
And, in its fecret conclave, as it feels
The body’s woes and joys, this ruling power
Wields at its will the dull material world,
And is the body’s health or malady.

By its own toil the grofs corporeal frame
Fatigues, extenuates, or deftroys itfelf;
Nor lefs the Iybours of the mind corrode
The folid fabric. For by fubtle parts
And viewlefs atoms, fecret nature moves
The mighty wheels of this ftupeadous world.
By fubtle fluids pour’d thro’ fubtle. tubes
The natural, vital funéions, are perform’d.
By thefe the ftubborn aliments are tam’d ;
The toiling heart diftributes life and ftrength ;
Thefe the ftill-crumbling frame rebuild; and thefe
Are loft in thinking, and diffolve in air.

But ’tis not thought, for ftill the foul’s employ’d,
*Tis painful thinking that corrodes our clay.
All day the vacant eye without fatigue
Strays o’er the heaven and earth ; but long intent
On microfcopic art its vigour fails.
Juft fo the mind, with various thought amus’d,
Nor aches itfelf, nor gives the body pain.
But anxious ftudy, difcontent, and care,
Love without hope, and hate without rcvenge,
And fear, and jealoufy, fatigue the foul,
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And fpoil the lab’ring funétions of their fhare.
Hence the lean gloom that melancholy wears ;
The lover’s palenefs ; and the fallow hue
Of envy, jealoufy ; the meagre ftate
Of {fore revenge; the canker’d body hence
Betrays each fretful motion of the mind.

The ftrong-built pedant ; who both night and day
Feeds on the coarfelt fate the fchools beftow,
And crudely fattens a grofs Burman’s ftall,
O’erwhelm’d with phlegm lies in a dropfy drown’ d
Or finks in lethargy before his time.
With ufeful ftudies you, and arts that pleafe,
Employ your mind, amufe but not fatigue.
Peace to each drowly metyphyfic fage!
And ever may the German folio’s reft!
And {ome there are, even the elaftic parts,
Whom ftrong and obftinate ambition leads
Thro’ all the rugged roads of barren lore,
And gives to relifh what their generous tafte
Would elfe refufe. But may not thirft of fame,
Nor love of knowledge urge you to fatigue
With conftant drudgery the liberal {oul.
Toy with your books ; and, as the various fits
Of humour feize you, from philofophy
To fable fhift : from ferious Antonine
To Rabelais’ ravings, and from profe to fong.
While reading pleafes, but no longer, read ; L
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Engrofs the fubtle minifters of life,

And read aloud, refounding Homer’s ftrain,
And weild the thunder of Demofthenes.

The cheft fo exercis’d improves its ftrength ;
And quick vibrations thro’ the bowels drive
The reftlefs blood, which in unaétive days
Would loiter clfe thro’ unelaftic tubes.

Deem it not trifling while I recommend

‘What pofture fuits ; to ftand and fit by turns,
As nature prompts, 18 beft. But o’er your leaves
To learn forever, cramps the vital parts,

And robs the fine machinery of its play.

< °Tis the great art of life to manage well

The reftlefs mind. TForever on purfuit

Of knowledge bent it ftarves the groffer powers.
«Quite unemploy’d, againft its own repofe

It turns its fatal edge, and fharper pangs

"T'han what the body knows imbitter life.
Chiefly were folitude, fad nurfe of care,

To fickly mufing gives the penfive mind.

T here madnefs enters ; and the dim ey’d fiend
Sour melancholy, night and day pro{rokes

Her own eternal wound. The fun grows pale ;
A mournful vifionary light o’erfpreads

The chearful face of nature ; carth becomes

A dreary defart, and heaven frowns above.
Then various fhapes of curs’d ilufion rife ;
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Whate’er the wretched fears, creating fear

Forms out of nothing ; and with monfters teems

Unknown in hell.  The proftrate foul bencath

A load ef huge imagination heaves.

And all the horrors that the guilty feel,

With anxious fluttering wake the guiltlefs breaft.
Such phantoms pride in folitary fcenes, '

Or fear, on delicate felf-love creates.

From other cares abfolv’d, the bufy mind

Finds in yourfelf a theme to pore upon;

It finds you miferable or makes you fo.

For while yourfelf you anxioufly explore,

Timorous {elf-love, with fick’ning fancy’s aid,

Prefents the danger that you dread the molt,

And ever galls you in your tender part.

Hence fome for love, and fome for jealoufy,

For grim religion {fome, and fome for pride,

Have loft their reafon ; fome for fear of want

Woant all their lives ! and others every day

For fear of dying fuffer worfe than death.

Ah'! from your bofoms banith if you can,

Thofe fatal guefts ; and firft the demon fear ;

That trembles at impoflible events,

Left aged Atlas fhould refign his load,

And heaven’s eternal battlements ruth down.

Is there an evil worfe than fear itfelf 2

Q
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And what avails it that indulgent heaven

From mortal cyes has wrapt the woes to come,

Ifwe, ingenicus to torment ourfclves,

Grow pale at hideous fitions of our own !

Enjoy the prefent ; nor with needlefs cares,

Of what may fpring from blind misfortune’s womb

Appal the fureft hour that life beftows.

Serene, and mafter of yourfelf, prepare

Tor what may come ; and leave the reft to heaven.
Oft from the bedy, by long ails miftun’d,

Thefe evils fprung, the moft important health,

That of the mind, deftroy ; and when the mind

They firft invade, the confcious body foon

In fympathetic langufhment declines.

Thefe chronic paflions, while fromreal woes

They rife, and yet without the body’s fault

Infeft the foul, admit one only cure ;

Diverfion, hurry, and a reftlefs life.

Vain are the confolations of the wife,

In vain your friends would reafon down your pain,

Oh ye whofe fouls relentlefs love has tam’d

To foft diftrefs, or friends untimely flain !

Court not the luxury of tender thought ; 7

Nor deem it impious to forget thofe pains

That hurt the living, nought avail the dead.

Go, foft enthufiaft ! quit the cyprefs groves

Not to the rivulet’s lonely moanings tune
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Your fad complaint. Go, feek the chearful haunts
Of men aud mingle with the buftling croud ;

Lay fchemes for wealth, or power, or frame, the wifh
Of nobler minds, and puth them night aud day,
Or join the caravan in queft of {cenes
New to your eyes and fhifting every hour ;
Beyond the Alps, beyond the appennines.
Or, more advent’rous, rufh into the field
Where war grows hot ; and raging thro’ the fky,
The lofty trumpet {wells the madding foul ;
And in the hardy camp and toilfome march
Forget all fofter and lefs manly cares.

But moft too paffive, when the blood runs low
Too weakly indolent to ftrive with pain,
And bravely by refifting conquer fate,
Try Cerce’s art : and in the tempting bowl
Of poifon’d ne&ar fweet oblivion drink.
Struck by the powerful charm, the gloom diffolves
In empty air; Elifium opens round.
A pleafing phrenzy buoys the ligtea’d foul,

. And fanguine hope difpels your fleeting care ;

And what was difficult, and what was dire,

Yields, to your prowefs and fuperior ftars :

The happieft you of all that e’er were mad,

Or are, or fhall be, could this folly laft.

But foon your heaven is gone ; a heavier gloom
Shuts o’er your head ; and as the thundering ftream
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Swoln o’er its banks with fudden mountain rais,
Sinks from its tumult to a filent brook ;

So when the frantic raptures in your breaft
Subfide, you languifh into mortal man ;

You fleep, and waking find yourfelf undone.
For, prodigal of life, in one rafh night

You lavifh’d more than might fupport three days.
A heavy morning comes ; your cares return
‘With tenfold rage. An anxious flomach well
May be endur’d ; fo may the throbbing head ;
But fuch a dim delirium, fuch a dream,

Involves you ; fuch a daftardly defpair

Unmans your foul, as madning Pentheus felt
‘When bated round Citheron’s cruel fides,

He faw two {uns, and double Thebes afcend.
You curfe the fluggifh port ; you curfe the wretch
The felon, with unnatural mixture firft

Who dar’d to violate the virgin wine.

Or on the fugitive champaign you pour

A thoufand curfes ; for to heaven your foul

Tt rapt, to plunge you deeper in difpair.

Perhaps you rue even that divineft gift,

The gay, ferene, good natur’d Burgundy,

Or the frefh fragrant viatary of the Rhine ;
And with that heaven from mortals had withheld
The grape, and all intoxicating bowls.

Befides, it wounds you fore to recolle
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What follies in your loofe unguarded hour

Efcap’d. By one irrevocable word,

Perhaps that meant no harm, you lofe a friend.

Or in the rage of wine your hafty hand

Performs a deed to haunt you to your grave.

Ada that your means, your health, your parts decay

Your friends avoid you ; brutifhly transform’d

They hardly know you ; or if one remains

To wifh you well, he wifhes you in heaven.

Defpis’d, unwept you fall ; who might have left

A facred, cherifh’d, fadly-pleafing name ;

A name ftill to be utter’d with a figh.

Your laft ungrateful fcene has quite effac’d

All fenfe and memory of your former worth.
How to live happieft ; how avoid the pains,

The difappointments, and difgufts of thofe

Who would in pleafure all their hours employ.

T'he precepts here of a divine old man

Ifhall recite. Tho’ old he flill retain’d

His manly fenfe, and energy of mind,

Virtuous and wife he was, but not fevere ;

He ftill remember’d that he once was youngs

His eafy prefence check’d no decent joy.

Him even the diffolute admir’d ; for he

A graceful loofenefs when he pleas’d put on,

And laughing could inftruct. Much had he read
. (Qreiis
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Much more had feen ; he fludied from the life,
And in the original perus’d mankind.

Vers’d in the woes and vanities of life,
He pitied man ; and much he pitied thofe
Whom falfely-fmiling fate has curs’d with means
To diffipate their days in queft of joy.
Our aim is happinefs ; ’tis yours, ’tis mine,
He faid ’tis the purfuit ofall that live ;
Yet few attain it, if ’twas e’er attain’d.
But thay the wideft wander from the mark,
Who thro” the flow’rd paths of faunt’ring joy
Seek this coy goddefs ; that from ftage to ftage
Lnvites us flill, but fhifts as we purfue.
Tor not to name the pains that pleafure brings
To counterpoife itfelf, relentlefs fate
Forbids that we thro’ gay voluptuous wilds
Should ever roam : and were the Fates more kind,
Our narrow luxuries would foon be ftale.
Where thefe exhauftle(s, nature would grow fick,
And cloi’d with pleafure, fqueamifhly complain
That all was vanity, and life a dream.
Let nature reft ; be bufy for yourfelf,
And for your friends ; be bufy even in vain
Rather than teize her fated appetites.
Who never fafts no banquet e’er enjoys 3
Who never toils or watches never fleeps.
Let nature reft ;: and when the tafte of joy
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Grows keen, indulge ; but fhun fatiety.

’Tis not for mortals always to be bleft.

But him the leaft the dull or painful hours
Of life opprefs whom {ober fenfe conduéts
And virtue, thro’ this labyrinth we tread.
Virtue and fenfe I mean not to disjoin;

Virtue aud fenfe are one ; and, truft me, he
Who has no virtue, is not truly wife.

Virtue for mere good nature is a fool,

Is fenfe and {pirit, with humanity:

’Tis fometimes angry, and its frown confounds ;
’Tis even vindictive, but in vengeance juft.
Knaves fain would laugh atit ; fome great ones dare
But at his heart the moft undaunted fon

Of fortune dreads its name and awful charm.
'To nobleft ufes this determines wealth;

This is the folid pomp of profperous days ;
The peace and fhelter of adverfity.

And if you pant for glory, build your frame
On'this foundation, which the fecret fhock
Defies of envy and all fapping time.

The gaudy glofs of fortune only ftrikes

The vulgar eye ; the fuffrage of the wife,
The praife that’s worthy ambition, is attain’d
By fenfe alone, and dignity of mind.

Virtue, the {trength and beauty of the foul,
Ts the beft gift of heaven ; ahappinefs
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That even above the {fmiles and frowns of fate
Exalts great nature’s favorites : a wealth

That ne’er incumbers, nor to bafer hands

Can be transferr’d ; itis the only good

Man juftly. boafts of, or can call his own.
Richesare oft by guilt and bafenefs earn’d ;

Or dealt by chance, to fhield a lucky knave,
Or throw a cruel funfhine on a fool.

But for one end, one much negle@ed ufe,

Are riches worth your care ; for nature’s wants
Are few, and without opulence fupplied.

This noble end is, to produce the foul ;

“To thow the virtues in their faireft light ;

To make humanity the minifter

Of bounteous Providence ; and teach the breaft
That generous luxury the gods enjoy.

Thus, “in his graver vein, the friendly fage
Sometimes declaim’d ; of right and wrong he taught
Truths dsrefin’d as ever Athens heard 3
And, ftrange to tell ! he practis’d what he preach’d
Skill’d in the paffions, how to check their fway
He knew, as far as reafon could controul
The lawlefs powers. But other cares are mine 3
TForm’d in the fchool of Pzon, I relate
What paffions ‘hurt the body, what improve :
Avoid them, or invite them, as you may.

Know then, whatever chearful and ferene
Supports the mind, fupports the body too.
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Hence the moft vital movements mortals feel

Is hope ; the balm and life blood uf the foul.
It pleafes, and it lafts. Indulgent heaven

Sent down the kind delufion, thro’ the paths
Of rugged life, to lead us patient on ;

And make our happieft {tate no tedious thing.
Our greateft good, and what we leaft can fpare,
Is hope ; the laft of all our evils, fear.

But there are paffions grateful to the breaft,
And yet no friends to life ; perhaps they pleafe
Or to excefs, and diffipate the foul ;

Or while they pleafe, torment. 'The ftubborn clown,
The ill-tam’d Ruffian, and pale ufurer,

If love’s omnipotence fuch hearts can mould,

May fafely mellow into love ; and grow

Refin’d, humane, and generous, if they can.

Love in fuch bofoms never to a fault,

Or pains, or pleafes. But, ye finer fouls,

Form’d to foft luxury, and prompt to thrill

With all the tumults, all the joys and pains,

That beauty gives ; with caution and referve
Indulge the fweet deftroyer of repofe,

Nor court too much the queen of charming cares.
For while the cherifh’d poifon in the breaft
Terments and maddens, fick with jealoufy,
Abfence, diftruft, or even with anxious joy,

The wholfome appetites and powers of life
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Diffolve in languor. The coy ftomach loaths
The genial board : your chearful days are gone :
The generous bloom that flufh’d your cheeks is fled.
To fighsdevoted, and to tender pains,

Penfive you fit, or {olitary ftray,

And wake your youth in mufing. Mufing firft
Toy’d into care your unfufpeéting heart ;

It found a liking there, a fportful fire,

And that fomented into ferious love ;

Which mufing daily ftrengthens and improves
Thro’ all the heights of fondnefs and romance :
And you’re undone, the fatal thaft has fped,

If once you doubt whether you love or no.
The body waftes away ; th’ infeGed mind,
Diffolv’d in female tenderdefs, forgets

Each manly virtue, and grows dead to fame.
Sweet heaven, from fuch intoxicating charms,
Defend all worthy breafts ! Not that I deem
Love always dangerous, always to be fhan’d.
Love well repaid, and not too weakly funk

In wanton and unmanly tendernefs,

Adds bloom to health ;-o’er every virtue fheds
A-'gay, humane, and amiable grace,

And brightens all the ornaments of man.

But fruitlefs, hopelefs, difappointed, rack’d
With jealoufy, fatign’d with hope and fear,
Too ferious, or too languifhingly fond,
Unnerves the body, and unmans the foul.
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And fome have died for love 3 and fome run mad,
And fome with defperate hand themfelves have flain,
Some to extinguifh, others to prevent,

A mad devotion to one dangerous fair,

Court all they meet ; in hopes to diffipate :
The cares of love amongft a hundred brides.

The eventis doubtful ; for there are who find

A cure in this ;. there are who find it not.

’Tis no relief, alas! it rather galls

The wound, to thofe who are fincerely fick.

For while from feverith and tumultuous joys,

The nerves grow languid, and the foul fubfides 3
The tender fancy {fmarts with every fting ;
- And what was love before is madnefs now.

Is health your care, or luxury your aim,

Be temperate {till ; when nature bids obey 3

Her wild impatient fallies bears no curb.

But when the purient habit of delight,

Or loofe imagination, {purs you on

To deeds above your ftrength, impute it not

To nature ; nature all compulfion hates.

Ah'! let not luxury or vain renown

Urge you to feats you well might {leep without ;
To make what fhould be rapture a fatigue,

A tedious tafk ; not in the wanton arms

Of twining Lais melt your manhood down,

For from the colliquation of foft joys
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How chang’d you rife ! the ghoft of what youn was !
Languid, and melancholy, and guant, and wan ;
Your veins exhaufted, and your nerves unftrung.
Spoil’d of its balm and fprightly zeft, the blood
Grows vapid phlegm ; along the tender nerves
To each flight impulfe tremblingly awake,
A fubtle fiend that mimics all the plagues,
Rapid and reftlefs, fprings from part to part.
The blooming honors of your youth are fallen ;
Your vigor pines, your vital powers decay ;
Difeafes haunt you, and untimely age
Creeps on ; unfocial, impotent, and lewd.
Infatuate, impious epicure ! to wafte
The ftores of pleafure, chearfulnefs, and health!
Infatuate all who make delight their trade,
And coy perdition every hour purfue.

‘Who pines with love, or in lafcivious flames
Confumes, is with his own confent undone ;
He chufes tobe wretched, to be mad ;
And warn’d proceeds and wilful to his fate.
But there’s a paffion whofe tempeftuous fway
Tears up each virtue planted in the breaft,
And, fhakes to ruins proud philofophy.
For pale and trembling anger rufhes in,
With fault’ring fpeech, and eyes that wildly ftare 5
Fierce as the tyger, madder than the feas,
Defperate, and aim’d with more than human ftrength,
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How foon the calm, humane, and polifh’d man,

Forgets.compunction, and ftarts up a fiend !

Who pines in love, or waftes with filent cares,

Envy, or ignominy, or tender grief,

Slowly defcends, and ling’ring to the fhades.

But he whom anger ftings, drops, if he dies,

At once, and ruthes apoplectic down

Or a fierce fever hurries him to hell.

For, as the body thro” unnumber’d ftrings

Reverbrates each vibration of the foul ;

As is the paflion, fuch is {till the pain

The body feels ; or chronic, or acute.

And oft a fudden ftorm at once o’erpowers

The life, or gives your reafon to the winds.

Such fates attend the rafh alarm of fear,

And fudden grief, and rage, and fudden joy.
There are, mean time, to whom the boifterous fit

Is health, and only fills the fails of life.

For where the mind a torpid winter leads

Wrapt ina body corpulent and cold,

And each clogg’d funtion lazily moves on 3

A generous fally fpurs the incumbent load,

Unlocks the breaft, and givesa cordial glow.

But if your wrathful bleod is apt to boil,

Orare your nerves too irritably ftrung ;

Wave all difpute ; be cautious if you joke 3
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Keep Lent forever ; and forfwear the bowl.

Tor one rafh moment fends you to the fhades,

Or fhatters every hopeful {cheme of life,

And gives to horror all your days to come.

Tate arm’d with thunder, fire, and every plague
That ruins, tortures, or. diftra&s mankind,

And makes the happy wretched in an:hour,
O’erwhelms you not with woes fo horrible

As your own wrath, nor gives more fudden blows.
‘While choler works good friend,you may be wrong ;
Diftruft yourfelf, and fleep before you fight.

>Tis not too late to morrow to be brave ;

If honor bids, to morrow kill or die.

But calm advice againft a raging fit

Advails too little ; and it tries the power

Of all that ever taught in profe or fong,

To tame the friend that fleeps a gentle lamb,
And wakes alion. Unprovok’d and calm,

You reafon well, fee as you ought to fee,

And wonder at the madnefs of mankind ;

Seiz’d with the common rage, you foon forget
The {peculations of your wifer hours.

Befet the furies of all deadly fhapes,

TFierce and infiduous, violent and flow 3

With all that urge or lure us on the fate ;

What refuge fhall we feek ? what arms prepare ?
Where reafon proves too weak, or yoid of wiles,
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To cope with fubtle or impetuous powers,

I would invoke new paffions to your aid ;

‘With indignation would extinguifh fear,

With fear or generous pity vanquifh rage,

And love with pride ; -and force to force oppofe.
There is a charm ; a power that fways the breaft

Bids every paflion revel or be ftill ;

Infpires with rage, orall your cares diffolves ;

Can footh diftraction, and almoft defpair.

That power ismufic ; far beyond the ftretch

Of thofe unmeaning warblers on our ftage ;

Thofe clumfy heroes, thofe fat-headed gods,

Who move no paffion juftly but contempt ;

Who, like our dancers, light indeed and ftrong !

Do wond’rous feats but never heard of grace.

The fault is ours ; we bear thofe monftrous artsy

Good heaven! we praife them; we with loudeft peals

Applaud the fool that higheft lifts his heels ;

And with infipid thow of rapture, die

Of ideot notes, impertinently long.

But he the mufe’s laurel juftly fhares,

A poet he, and touch’d with heaven’s own fire 3

Who with bold rage or folemn pomp of founds;

Inflames, exalts, and ravifhes the foul ;

Now tender, plantive, fweet almoft to pain,

In love diffolves you ! now in {prightly ftrains

Breathes a gay rapture thro” your thrilling breaft 5
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Or melts the heart with airs divinely fad ;

Or wakes to horror the tremendous f{trings.

Such was the bard, whofe heavenly ftrains of old
Appeas’d the fiend of melancholy Saul.

Such was, if old and heathen fame fay true,
The man who bade the Theban domes afcend,
And tam’d the favage nations with his fong ;
And fuch the Thracian, whofe harmonious lyre,
Tun’d to foft woe, made all the mountains weep 3
Sooth’d even the inexorable powers of Hell,
And half redeem’d his loft Eurydice.

Mufic exalt each joy, allays each grief,

Expels difeafes, foften every pain,

Subdues the rage of poifon and the plague ;
And hence the wife of ancient days ador’d

One power of phyfic, melody, and fong.
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