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JOSEPH ADDISON.

(Josern Apmson was born on the 15t of May, 1672, Iis first English
poem was an address to Dryden on the publication of the latter’s Tiansla-
tions of Ovid. This was written in his twenty-sccond year, In 1694 he
published, in one of Dryden's Miscellanics, his Account of the Principal
English Poets; in 1695 appeared his Address to King William. Ilaving
obtained a pension of £300 to enable him to travel, he visited the continent,
and in 1701 wrote his Letter from Italy to Lord 1lalifax. When Godol-
phin in 1704 was in scarch of a poet to celebrate in an adequate manner the
victory of Blenheim, Halifax ditected him to Addison, who in answer to the
Treasurer’s application produced The Campaign, and obtained as a reward
the post of Under-Secretary of State. Ilis opera Rosamond was performed
in 1706.® In 1709 The Tatler began to appear, and The Spectator in 1711,
Addison’s tragedy of Cuto was brought out in 1713. lle also wrote
Prologues and Epilogues to various plays; among others the I'rologue
to The Tender Ilusband and the Epilogue to Lord Lansdowne’s British
Enchanters, e died on the 17th of June, 1719.]

No English poet illustrates more vividly than Addison the
truth of the principle, ‘Pocta nascitur non fit” Possessed of an
inimitable prose style, which makes him the most graceful of all
social satirists, the creator of Sir Roger de Coverley rarcly succeeds,
as a poct, in impressing us with the sensc—the true touchstone of
poctical art—that what he is saying is expressed better in verse
than it could be expressed in prose.  Nor is this to be attributed
to the comparatively prosaic nature of the subjects he undertakes.
Dryden, Pope, and Goldsmith write on themes which seem un-
propitious when compared with the materials of the Llizabethan
poets; but the best work of these three poets is, in its class,
first-rate ; Addison’s work is never more than second-rate. Iis
Account of the Principal English Poets is just tmt tame; he
probably wrote it in metre merely becanse Roscommon had done
something of the same kind before him ; at any rate, by the side
of the animated judgments of Pope in his Zpistle to Augustus, his
historical survey of Lnglish poetry seems flat and languid. His

VOL. 111 B



2 THE ENGLISH POETS.

Letter from Italy is certainly his most successful composition ;
but those who compare it with Goldsmith’s Z7aweller will be
chiefly struck with the different degrees of fertility a somewhat
barren subject may exhibit when treated by an ordinary versifier
and a master of poetical design. The same is true of Addison’s
complimentary verse compared with that of Pope. Poems of this
kind are seldom very sincere ; but some of Pope’s noblest lines of
praise were addressed to the not very noble Earl of Oxford.
Whether or no Pope really felt as he pretended, he seemed at
least to write with ardour, but the style of Addison’s panegyrics
on King Willilam 111 is as artificial as the sentiments by which
they were prompted.  His sole conception of poetical compliment
is hypetbole. When, for instance, he wishes to excuse himself for
an inadequate celebration of Willam’s heroic prowess, he says
that, as Troy had perished long before IHomer appearcd, so per-
haps some mighty bard may lie hid in futurity to write an Ilad
on the Battle of the Boyne, when that river shall have ceased to
flow. If he seeks to represent the terrors of Algicrs ang Tunis
under the British attack, he says—

‘Fain from the neighbouring dangers would they run,
And wish themselves much nearer to the sun.’

We see in such a conceit the evil influence of Dryden; but the
large opulence of thought and the noble diction with which Dryden
atoned for his extravagances are wanting in his pupil.

Yet with all Addison’s deficiencies in poetical genius, his fine
taste and blameless character were not without their effect on the
course of our poetry. He never, like Dryden, prostituted his Muse
to utterly unworthy objects ; if his poetry is not free from ¢ courtly
stains,’ it is at least animated by a genuine love of freedom ; and
his lines on Liberty are a fine expression of the Whig spirit
of the times.  Z/e Campaign was called by Warton, not unjustly,
a ‘gazette in thyme’; the epic style however seems to have been
considered indispensable to the subject ; and allowing for this pre-
liminary condition, Addison deserves credit for having depicted
the character of his hero with some loftiness and dignity

Addison’s versification is pure though not vigorous ; his treat
ment of the heroic couplet, in its antithesis and careful selection
of epithet, marks the period of transition between the large and
tlowiny style of Dryden and the compressed energy of Pope.

W. J. COURTHOPE
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THE BLESSINGS OF LIBERTY.
[From the Letter from Italy.)

Oh Liberty, thou goddess heav'nly bright,
Profuse of bliss and pregnant with delight!
Eternal pleasures in thy presence reign,

And smiling Plenty leads thy wanton train :
Eas’d of het load, Subjection grows more light,
And Poverty looks cheerful in thy sight;

Thou mak’st the gloomy face of nature gay,
Giv'st beauty to the sun and pleasure to the day.
Thee, goddess, thee Britannia’s 1sle adores :

How has she oft exhausted all her stores,

How oft in fields of death thy presence sought,

Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought !

On forcign mountains may the sun refine

The grapc’s soft juice and mellow it to wine,

With citron groves adorn a distant soil,

And the fat olive swell with floods of oil:

We envy not the warmer clime, that lies

In ten degrees of more indulgent skies,

Nor at the coarseness of our hcav’n repine,

Though o’cr our heads the frozen Pleiads shine:

"Tis Libeity that crowns Britannia’s isle

And makes her barren rocks and her bleak mountaine
smile.

Others with tow’ring piles may please the sight

And in their proud aspiring domes delight :

A nicer touch to the stretch’d canvass give,

Or teach their animated rocks to live:

'Tis Britain’s care to watch o’er Europe’s fate

And hold in balance each contending state,

B2



THE ENGLISH POERTS.

To threaten bold presumptuous kings with war,
And answer her afflicted neighbours’ pray’r.

The Dane and Swede rous’d up by fierce alarms,
Bless the wise conduct of her pious arms :

Soon as her fleets appear their terrors cease,
And all the northern world lies hush’d in peace

MARLROROUGH AT BLENHEIM
{From The Campaign.)

Bchold, in awful march and drcad array
The long extended squadions shape then way!
Death, in approaching ternible, imparts
An anxious horror to the bravest hearts ;
Yet do their beating bicasts demand the strife,
And thirst of glory quells the love of life.
No vulgar fears can British minds control :
Heat of revenge, and noble pride of soul,
Q’erlook the foe, advantag’d by his post,
Lessen his numbers, and contract his host :
Though fens and floods possess’d the middle space,
That unprovok’d they would have fear’d to pass,
Nor fens nor floods can stop Dritannia’s bands,
When her proud foe rang’d on their borders stands.

But O, my muse, what numbers wilt thou find
To sing the furious troops in battle join’d !
Methinks I hear the drum’s tumultuous sound,
The victor’s shouts and dying groans confound,
The drcadful burst of cannon rend the skies,
And all the thunder of the battle rise.
Twas then great Marlbro’s mighty soul was prov’d,
That, in the shock of charging hosts unmov’d,
Amidst confusion, horror, and despair,
Examin’d all the drcadful scenes of war;
In peaceful thought the field of death survey’'d,
To fainting squadrons sent the timely aid,
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Insplr’d repuls’d battalions to engage,

And taught the doubtful battle where to ragc.
So when an angel by divine command

With rising tempests shakes a guilty land,
Such as of late o'er pale Britannia past,
Calm and sercne he drives the furious blast ;
And pleas’d th’ Almighty’s orders to perform,
Rides in the whirlwind, and directs the storm



WILLIAM WALSH.

[Wirrtiam Warss was bomn at Aberley in Worcestershire, in 1663. He died
in 1708. his principal works are A Defence of the Farr Sex, 1690, and Poems,

1691.]

The praise of Dryden first rccommended to the public a poet
who has since his death been solcly immortalised by the praise of
Pope. The lines of the latter, written in 1709, are familiar to most
rcaders, but may be quoted here :

*To him the wit of Greece and Rome was known,
And cvery author’s merit, but his own;

Such late was Walsh—the Muse’s judge and friend,
Who justly knew to blame or to commend;

To failings mild, but zealous to desert,

The clearest head and the sincerest heart.’

The qualities which Pope attributes to the person of Walsh are
found in his writings, which have certainly been unduly neglected.
The Propertius of the Restoration, he alone among the writers of
his age understood the passion of love in an honourable and
chivalric sense. Dryden, however, was almost the only person who
perceived the moral beauty of Walsh’s verse, and certainly was
alone in praising his very remarkable Defence of the Fair Sex, in
which the young poet, in an age given up to selfish gallantry,
recommended the honourable equality of the sexes and the views
now understood as the extension of women’s rights. He possessed
little versatility, but much sweetness in the use of the heroic
measure, and a certain delicate insight into emotion. His poem
entitled ¢ Jealousy’ cannot be quoted here ; but it is by far the most
powerful of his productions, and a marvellously true picture of
a heart tossed in an agony of jealousy and love. In studying the
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versification of'Pope, the influence of Walsh upon the style of the
younger and greater man should not be overlooked, and there will
be found in Walsh couplets such as this—

‘Embalmed in verse, through distant times they come,
Preserved, like bees within an amber tomb.’

which Pope did not disdain to re-work on his own anvil into
brighter shapes. It should be noted that Walsh is the author of
the only sonnet written in English between Milton’s, in 1658, and
Warton’s, about 1750.

EDMUND W, GOSSE.
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To His Book (169r1).

Go, little Book, and to the world impart

The faithful 1mage of an amorous heart ;

Those who love’s dear, deluding pains have known,
May in my fatal stories read their own;

Those who have lived from all its torments free,
May find the thing they never felt, from me ;
Perhaps, advised, avoid the gilded bait,

And, warned by my example, shun my fate :
While with calm joy, safe landed on the coast,
I view the waves on which I once was tost.
Love is a medley of endearments, jars,
Suspicions, quarrels, reconcilements, wars,

Then peace again. O would it not be best

To chase the fatal passion from our breast?
But since so few can live from passion free,
Happy the man, and only happy he,

Who with such lucky stars begins his love,
That his cool judgment does his choice approve.
Il-grounded passions quickly wear away;
What’s built upon esteem, can ne’er decay.

SONNET.

What has this bughear death that’s worth our care?
After a life of pain and sorrow past,
After deluding hopes and dire despair,
Death only gives us quiet at the last;
How strangely are our love and hate misplaced!
Freedom we seek, and yet from freedom flee,
Courting those tyrant-sins that chain us fast,
And shunning death that only sets us free.
"Tis not a foolish fear of future pains,—
Why should they fear who keep their souls from stains ?—
That makes me dread thy terrors, Death, to see;
’Tis not the loss of riches or of fame,
Or the vain toys the vulgar pleasures name,
*Tis nothing, Celia, but the losing thee!
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THE DESPAIRING LOVER.

Distracted with care
For Phyllis the fair,
Since nothing could move her,
Poor Damon, her lover,
Resolves in despair
No longer to languish,
Nor bear so much anguish,
But, mad with his love,
To a precipice goes,
Where a leap from above
Would finish his woes.

When in rage he came there,

Beholding how steep
The sides did appear,

And the bottom how deep.
His torments projecting,
And sadly reflecting
That a lover forsaken

A new love may get,

But a neck when once broken

Can never be set,

And, that he could die

Whenever he would,
Whereas he could live

But as long as he could,
How grievous soever

The torment might grow,
He scorned to endeavour

To finish it so,

But, bold, unconcerned

At thoughts of the pain,
He calmly returned

To his cottage again.



WILLTAM CONGREVE.

[WiLiam ConereEve was born in 16%70. His first comedy, The Old
Bachelor, was acted in 1693. In 1694 and 16935 respectively appeared
two others, The Double Dealer and Love for Love. These were followed
in 1697 by the tiagedy of The Mourning Bride. His last and best comedy,
The Way of the World. conspicuous for its all-conquering character of
‘ Millamant,’ so admirably interpreted by the beautiful Mrs. Bracegirdle, was
produced in 1700. After this he practically retired from literatuge. His
works, which include a velume of miscellaneous poems, were published in
1710. He died in 1729.]

The poetical remains of Congreve, especially when considered
in connection with those remarkable dramatic works which
achieved for him so swift and splendid a reputation, have but a
slender claim to vitality. His brilliant and audacious Musc seems
to have required the glitter of the foot-lights and the artificial
atmosphere of the stage as conditions of success ; in the study he
is, as 4 rule, cither trivial or frigidly conventional. A translation
of the third book of Ovid’s A7¢ of Love has the merit of being
still readable; but his /Z’indaric Odes and Pastorals, such as
that to the King on the taking of Namur, and Zhe Mourning
Muse of Alexis, can now only detain those who are curious in
the class of poctry which flourishes under the patronage of
royalty. The opening stanza of the lines On Mrs. Arabella I{unt
singing has a suave and delicate movement :—

‘Let all be hushed, each softest motion cease.
Be every loud tumultuous thought at peace,
And every ruder gasp of breath
Be calm, as in the arms of Death:

And thou, most fickle, most uneasy part,
Thou restless wanderer, my lleart,
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Be still; gently, ah! gently leave,
Thou busy, idle thing, to heave:

Stir not a pulse; and let my blood,
That turbulent, unruly flood,

Be softly staid;

Let me be all, but my attention, dead,
Go, rest, unnecessary springs of life,
Leave your officious toil and strife;
For I would hear her voice, and try
If it be possible to die.

This is beautifully and musically said. The second stanza is
not so good ; and in the third the charm is altogether loosed by
the absurd appearance of Silence, draped in ‘a melancholy
Thought,” and insecurely seated upon ‘an ancient Sigh,/’—an
intrusion from which the reader barely recovers in time to re-
cognise a strange, and we think hitherto unnoticed, anticipation of
the last lines of Keats’ famous ‘last sonnet’ in the concluding
couplet af the whole :—

* Wishing for ever in that state to lie,
For ever to be dying so, yet never die.”

In his songs and minor pieces Congreve is more successful,
though he never reaches the level of his contemporary Prior.
‘ Amoret,” which we quote, sets a tune which has often since been
heard in familiar verse ; and the little song ¢ FFalse though she be
to me and love’ has almost a note of genuine regret.

AUSTIN DOBSON.
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AMORET.

Fair Amoret is gone astray;
Pursue and seek her every lover;
Il tell the signs by which you may
The wandering shcpherdess discover.

Coquet and coy at once her air,

Both studied, though both scem neglected :
Careless she is with artful care,

Affecting to seem unaffected.

With skill her eyes dart every glance,
Yet change so soon you’d ne’er suspect 'em;
For she’d persuade they wound by chance,
Though certain aim and art direct ’em.

She likes hersclf, yet others hates
For that which in herself she prizes ;
And, while she laughs at them, forgets
She is the thing that she despises.

SONG.

False though she be to me and love,
I’ll ne’er pursue revenge ;

For still the charmer I approve,
Though I deplote her change.

In hours of bliss we oft have met,
They could not always last ;

And though the present | regret
I’'m grateful for the past.



SIR SAMUEL GARTH.

[SamueL GarTit was born at Bolam in Durham about the year 1660. He
was knighted at the accession of George I, and died on Jan. 18, 1718,
The Dispensary appeared in 1699, and quickly ran thiough numerous editions.
The short pocm on Clar«mont came out in 1715, and in 1717 Garth edited a
translation of Ovid’s Metamorphoses, in which Dryden’s versions were com-
pleted by a great number of hands, he himself contiibuting the fourtecnth
book and paits of others ]

Garth is mainly interesting at the present day because he was
the first writer who took the couplet, as Dryden had fashioned it,
from Dryden’s hands, and displayed it in the form it maintained
throughout the cighteenth century. In some respects it may be
said that no advance in this peculiar model was ever made on 7%e
Dispenstry. Its best lines are equal to any of Pope'’s in mere
fashion, and in it appear clearly enough the inherent defects of
the form when once Dryden’s ‘energy divine’ and his cunning
admixture of what looked like roughness had been lost or rejected.
The monotony, the mannerism, and the other defects, cmerge side
by side with the polish and smoothness which are its great merits.
Except for its versification, which not only long preceded Pope,
but also anticipated Addison’s happicst cffort by some years, 7/e
Dispensary is not now an interesting poem. The dispute on which it
is based is long forgotten, its mock heroic plan looks threadbare to
our eyes, and the machinery and imagery have lost all the charm
that they may at one time have had. But as a versifier Garth
must always deserve a place in the story of Inglish literature.
Claremont and his other minor works display the same faculty, but
at their date it was alrcady common cnough. We therefore here
give extracts from Z/e Dispensary only, reminding the reader that
the poem gives a burlesque account of the opposition made by
some physicians and apothecaries to the plan of giving gratuitous
advice and medicine to the poor. We may add that our selections
form part of the ‘descriptions and episodes’ added by the author
in the cdition of 1703,

GEORGE SAINTSBURY,
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FRrROM ¢ THE DISPENSARY.
[Dr. Horoscope flies to consult Fortune at Teneriffe.)

The wondering sage pursues his airy flight,

And braves the chill unwholesome damps of night:
He views the tracts where luminaries rove,

To settle seasons here, and fates above ;

The bleak Arcturus still forbid the seas,

The stormy Kids, the weeping Hyades ;

The shining lyre with strains attracting more
Heaven’s glittering mansions now than Hell’s before;
Glad Cassiopeia circling in the sky,

And each fair Churchill of the galaxy.

Aurora, on Etesian breezes borne,

With blushing lips breathes out the sprightly morn:
Each flower in dew their short-livd empire wecps,
And Cynthia with her lov’d Endymion sleeps.

As through the gloom the magus cuts his way
Imperfect objects tell the doubtful day:

Dim he discerns majcstic Atlas rise,

And bend beneath the burden of the skies ;

His towering brows aloft no tempests know,
Whilst lightning flies, and thunder rolls bclow.
Distant from hence beyond a waste of plains,
Proud Teneriff, his giant brother, reigns ;

With breathing fire his pitchy nostrils glow,

As from his sides he shakes the fleecy snow.
Around this hoary prince, from watery beds,

His subject islands raisc their verdant heads ;
The waves so gently wash each rising hill,

The land seems floating, and the ocean still
Eternal spring with smiling verdure here

Warms the mild air, and crowns the youthful year,
From crystal rocks transparent rivulets flow ;

The tuberose ever breathes, and violets blow ;
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The vine undressed her swelling clusters bears,
The labouring hind the mellow olive cheers ;
Blossoms and fruit at once the citron shows,
And, as she pays, discovers still she owes.

The orange to her sun her pride displays,

And gilds her fragrant apples with his rays.

No blasts e’er discompose the peaceful sky,

The springs but murmur and the winds but sigh.
The tuneful swans on gliding rivers float,

And warbling dirges die on every note.

Where Flora treads, her zephyr garlands flings,
And scatters odours from his purple wings ;
Whilst birds from woodbine bowers and jasmine groves
Chant their glad nuptials, and unenvy’d loves.
Mild seasons, rising hills, and silent dales,

Cool grottos, silver brooks, and flowery vales,
Groves fill'ld with balmy shrubs, in pomp appear,
And scent with gales of sweets the circling year.
These happy isles, where endless pleasures wait,
Are styl’d by tunecful bards—the Fortunate.

On high, where no hoarse winds nor clouds resort,
The hoodwink’d goddess keeps her partial court .
Upon a wheel of amethyst she sits,

Gives and resumes, and smiles and frowns by fits.
In this still labyrinth, around her lie

Spells, philters, globes, and schemes of palmistry :
A sigil in this hand the gipsy bears,

In th’ other a prophctic sicve and sheers.

* * * * * *
[Fortune speaks.]

©'Tis I that give, so mighty is my power,
Faith to the Jew, complexion to the Moor,

I am the wretch’s wish, the rook’s pretence,
The sluggard’s ease, the coxcomb’s providence.
Sir Scrape-quill, once a supple smiling slave,
Looks lofty now, and insolently grave ;

Builds, settles, purchases, and has each hour
Caps from the rich, and curses from the poor.
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Spadillio, that at table serv’d of late,

Drinks rich tokay himself and eats in plawe ;
Has levees, villas, mistresses in store,

And owns the racers which he rubb’d before.
Souls heavenly born my faithless boons defy;
The brave is to himself a deity;

Though blest Astrea’s gone, some soil remains
Where Fortune is the slave, and Merit reigns.
The Tiber boasts his Julian progeny,

Thames his Nassau, the Nile his Ptolemy,
Iberia, yet for future sway design'd,

Shall, for a Hesse, a greater Mordaunt find.
Thus Ariadne in proud triumph rode ;

She lost a hero, and she found a god.



MATTHEW PRIOR.

[MaTTHEW PRIOR Was born in 1664 near Wimborne Minster in Dorsetshire.
He was educated at Westminster under Dr. Busby. and at St. John’s College,
Cambridge, where he took his B.A. degree in 1686. In the following year
he published, in connection with Charles Montague, afterwards Earl of
Halifax, a caricature of Dryden's Hind and Panther, under the title of
The Hind and the Panther transvers’d to the story of the Country Mouse
and tke City Mouse, In 1709 he published a volume of poems, and another
with additfons in 1718. He died in 1721.]

‘Dan Prior next, belov’d by every Muse.’

So sings Gay in that wclcome to Pope after his labours of the
‘Iliad.” And indeed not every Muse, but all the world seem to
have looked kindly on the fortunate young Horatian whom the
noble Dorset had taken from the Rummer tavern to be suc-
cessively a Secretary of Embassy, a Secretary of State, a Com-
missioner of Trade and Plantations, a Member of Parliament, and,
to crown all, an Ambassador. Among the subscribers to that
statély fo/io of 1718, by which its author, happy man! cleared
some £ 4,000, are numbered most of the illustrious names of the
age, from Newton to Beau Nash,—to say nothing of lively maids
of honour like ‘the Hon® Mrs. Mary Bellenden,’ and bishops like
his Right Reverence of Winchester. Bishops and maids of honour
would, we imagine, be somewhat embarrassed now-a-days by much
of the ingenuous verse which the tall volume contains. But readers
under Anna Augusta were either not squeamish, or they confined
themselves to the portentous poem of Solomon on the Vanity of
the World which occupies its latter pages.

When one looks to the general character of Prior’s writings it is
hard to understand how he could ever have penned this egregious
didactic work. Yet he not only wrote it, but he hoped to live by

VOL. IIL (o]
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it, and grew petulant when Pdpe declined to praise it as a master-

piece.
‘Indeed, poor Solomon in rhyme
Was much too grave to be sublime,’

exclaimed its disappointed author in his last-published piece of T#e
Conversation. Another long poem, the frigid paraphrase of the
fine old ballad of 7/e Not-Browne AMlaid to which he gave the
title of ‘Henry and Emma,’ although it contains the oft-quoted
(and mis-quoted) ‘ Finc by degrees, and beautifully less,’ is almost
equally unendurable. Nor are the official performances of Prior,—
the Carmen Seculare and the rest, always excepting the clever skit
upon Boileau’s pompous Ode sur la prise de Namur, likely to
attract the modern reader. Ilis distinctive and personal note is
to be found in one only of his longer pieces, and in his vivacious
tales, songs, epigrams and familiar verses. This long poem is
Alma, written in 1715 and 1716 while the author lay in prison
under suspicion of high treason. It is a whimsical and delightfully
vagrant dialogue between Mat (Prior) and Dick (his friend Mr.
Shelton) upon the various speculations of philosophers as to the
relations of the soul and the body, and full of fine caprices and
fitful fresh departures. Plan there is little or none ; but the way-
ward turns of the humour lure the reader from page to page with
all the fascination of a Will o’ the Wisp.

We suspect, however, that in spite of its many good things,
Alma is more quoted than read. With Prior’s minor pieces the
case is different. In these he exhibits all the verbal fitness and
artful ease of such Latins as Horace and Martial, with both of
whom he has considerable affinity. But his continental residence
had also made him famihar with their Gallic imitators, and added
a French grace and lightness to his already unencumbered muse.
In his treatment of love and women he thoroughly follows his
masters. However ardent, his adoration of the other sex is always
conventional, while his appreciation of their foibles is keen even to
malice. He seldom or never writes of them with real respect and
deep feeling. What interests him most, it is clear, is not the
tender passion in its more refined conditions, but those pretty
episodes and accidents at which, they say, Dame Venus laughs,—

¢ rudent
Simplices Nymphae. ferus et Cupido
Semper ardentes acuens sagitlas
Cote cruenta.
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That is to say, hig favourite poetical attitude is rather cynical than
enthusiastic—rather material than ideal. Now and then, as in the
verses 7o a Child of Quality five years old, he can assume a
playful gravity which is altogether charming; but it is in such
pieces as The Merchant, to secure his treasure, A Better Answer,
A Song, that he shines most equably. As a tale-teller he comes
near to La Fontaine for ease of narrative and careless finish';
although his themes, like those of his model, are generally more
witty than delicate. In his Zpistles and pieces like The Secre-
tary and A Simile he is delightful. As an epigrammatist he is
unrivalled in English.

But however much one might attempt to define the work of
Prior, there would always be a something left undefined,—a some-
thing that animates the whole and yet defies the critic, who falls
back upon the old threadbare devices for describing the unde-
scribable. His is the ‘nameless charm’ of Piron’s epigram,—that
fugitive je ne sais quoi of gaiety, of wit, of grace, of audacity, it
is impos8ible to say what, which eludes analysis as the prin-
ciple of life escapes the anatomist. In the present case it lifts its
possessor above any other writer of familiar verse ; but it is a some-
thing to which we cannot give a name, unless, indeed, we take
refuge in paradox, and say that it is. ... MATTHEW PRIOR.

AUSTIN DOBSON.
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THE SECRETARY.
[Written at the Hague, in the year 1696.)

While with labour assiduous due pleasure I mix,

And in one day atone for the business of six ;

In a little Dutch-chaise on a Saturday night,

On my left hand my Horace, a Nymph on my right;
No Mémoire to compose and no Post-boy to move
That on Sunday may hinder the softness of love;
For her, neither visits, nor parties at tea,

Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee :

This night and the next shall be hers, shall be mine,
To good or ill fortune the third we resign:

Thus scorning the world and superior to fate

I drive on my car in processional state.

So with Phia through Athens Pisistratus rode ;

Men thought her Minerva, and him a new God.

But why should I stories of Athens rehearse

Where people knew love, and were partial to verse;
Since none can with justice my pleasures oppose,

In Holland half-drowned in interest and prose?

By Greece and past ages what need I be tried,
When the Hague and the present are both on my side?
And is it enough for the joys of the day

To think what Anacrcon or Sappho would say,
When good Vandergoes and his provident Vrouw,

As they gaze on my triumph, do freely allow,

That, search all the province, yowll find no man daz is
So blessed as the Englishen Heer Secretar’ is.
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To A CHILD OF QUALITY FIVE YEARS OLD.

Lords, knights, and ’squires, the numerous band,
That wear the fair Miss Mary’s fetters,

Were summoned by her high command,
To show their passions by their letters.

My pen among the rest I took,
Lest those bright eyes that cannot read
Should dart their kindling fires, and look
The power they have to be obeyed.

Nor quality, nor reputation,
Forbid me yet my flame to tell;
ear five years old befriends my passion,
And T may write till she can spell.

For, while she makes her silk-worms beds
With all the tender things I swecar ;

Whilst all the house my passion rcads,
In papers round her baby’s hair;

She may receive and own my flame,

For, though the strictest prudes should know n,
She’ll pass for a most virtuous dame,

And I for an unhappy poet.

Then too, alas! when she shall tear
The lines some younger rival sends ;

She’ll give me leave to write, I fear,
And we shall still continue friends.

For, as our different ages move,

'Tis so ordained, (would Fate but mend it!)
That I shall be past making love,

When she begins to comprehend it.
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A SoxG.

In vain you tell your parting lover,
You wish fair winds may waft him over
Alas! what winds can happy prove,
That bear me far from what I love?
Alas!' what dangers on the main

Can equal those that I sustain,

From shghted vows, and cold disdain?

Be gentle, and in pity choose
To wish the wildest tempests loose :
That thrown again upon the coast,
Where first my shipwrecked heart was lost,
I may once more rcpeat my pain ; ‘
Once more in dying notes complain
Of shghted vows, and cold disdain.

TO A LADY : she refusing to continue a dispute with me, and

leaving me in the argument.

Spare, generous Victor, spare the slave,
Who did unequal war pursue ;

That more than triumph he might have,
In being overcome by you.

In the dispute whate’er I said,
My heart was by my tongue belied ;
And in my looks you might have read
How much I argued on your side.

You, far from danger as from fear,
Might have sustained an open fight:
For seldom your opinions err ;
Your eyes are always in the right.
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Why, fair one, would you not rely

On Reason’s force with Beauty’s joined ?
Could I their prevalence deny,

I must at once be deaf and blind.

Alas! not hoping to subdue,
I only to the fight aspired:

To kecp the beauteous foe in view
Was all the glory I desired.

But she, howe’er of victory sure,
Contemns the wreath too long delayed ;

And, armed with more immediate power,
Calls cruel silence to her aid.

Deeper to wound, she shuns the fight:
She drops her arms, to gain the field:
Secures her conquest by her flight ;
And triumphs, when she scems to yicld

So when the Parthian turned his steed,
And from the hostile camp withdiew ;
With cruel skill the backward reed
He sent; and as he fled, he slew.

AN ODE.

The meichant, to sccure his treasure,
Conveys 1t m a borrowed name :

Euphelia serves to grace my measure
But Chloe is my real flame.

My softest verse, my darling lyre
Upon Euphelia’s toilet lay ;
When Chloe noted her desire,
That I should sing, that I should play.

My lyre I tune, my voice I raise ;

But with my numbers mix my sighs:
And whilst I sing Euphelia’s praise,

I fix my soul on Chloe’s eyes.
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Fair Chloe blushed : Euphelia frowned :

I sung and gazed: I played and trembled :
And Venus to the Loves around

Remarked, how ill we all dissembled.

CUPID MISTAKEN.

As after noon, one summer’s day,
Venus stood bathing in a river;

Cupid a-shooting went that way,
New-strung his bow, new-filled his quiver.

With skill he chose his sharpest dart:
With all his might his bow he drew:

Swift to his beauteous parent’s heart
The too-well-guided arrow flew.

I faint! 1 die! the goddess cried ;
O cruel, could’st thou find none other
To wreck thy splecen on? Parricide !
Like Nero, thou hast slain thy mother.

Poor Cupid sobbing scarce could speak ;
Indeed, mamma, I did not know ye:
Alas! how easy my mistake !
I took you for your likeness, Chloe.

A BETTER ANSWER?,

Dear Chloe, how blubbered is that pretty face'
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurled :
Priythee quit this caprice; and (as old Falstaff says)
Let us een talk a little like folks of this world.

How can’st thou presume, thou hast leave to destroy
The beauties, which Venus but lent to thy keeping?

Those looks were designed to inspire love and joy:
More ordinary eyes may serve people for weeping.

! L¢. than the ‘ Answer to Chloe jealous,” which usually precedes it.
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To be vexed at a trifle or two that I writ,
Your judgment at once, and my passion you wrong :
You take that for fact, which will scarce be found wit:
Od’s life! must one swear to the truth of a song?

What I speak, my fair Chloe, and what I write, shews
The difference there is betwixt nature and art:

I court others in verse; but I love thee in prose:
And they have my whimsies ; but thou hast my heart.

The god of us verse-men (you know Child) the sun,
How after his journeys he sets up his rest:

If at morning o’er earth ’tis his fancy to run;
At night he reclines on his Thetis’s breast.

So when I am wearied with wandering all day;
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come:
No matter what beauties 1 saw in my way:
They were but my visits, but thou art my home.

Then finish, dear Chloe, this pastoral war;
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree:
For thou art a girl as much brighter than her,

As he was a poet sublimer than me.

A SIMILE,

Dear Thomas, did’st thou never pop
Thy head into a tin-man’s shop?
There, Thomas, did’st thou never see
(’Tis but by way of Simile!)
A squirrel spend his little rage,
In jumping round a rolling cage?
The cage, as either side turned up,
Striking a ring of bells a-top ?—
Moved in the orb, pleased with the chimes,
The foolish creature thinks he climbs :
But here or there, turn wood or wire,
He never gets two inches higher.
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So fares it with those merry bladgs,
That frisk it under Pindus’ shades.
In noble songs, and lofty odes,
They tread on stars, and talk with Gods ;
Still dancing in an airy round,
Still pleased with their own verses’ sound ;
Brought back, how fast soe’er they go,
Always aspiring, always low.

EPIGRAM.

To John I owed great obligation ;
But John, unhappily, thought fit
To publish it to all the nation:
Sure John and I are more than quit.

ANOTHER.
Yes, every poet is a fool :
By demonstration Ned can show it -

Happy, could Ned’s inverted rule
Prove every fool to be a poct.

FOR MY OWN TOMPB-STONE.

To me ’twas given to die: to thee ’tis given
To live: alas! one moment sets us even.
Mark ! how impartial is the will of Heaven i



LADY WINCHILSEA.

[A~NE Fiven, Countess of Winchilsea, was born about 1660, at Sidmonton,
Ilants, the residence of her father, Sir William King-mill. She mairied
IIcneage Finch, fourth Eail of Winchilsea, who survived her six years.
She died on the 5th of August, 1720, leaving no issue. Her works consist
of The Spleen, a pindaric ode, 1701; The Prodigy, 1706 ; Miscellany Poems,
1713 ; and Aristomenes, a tragedy.]

In that invaluable Essay which Wordsworth appended to his
Lyrical Ballads in 1815, he says that ‘excepting the Nocturnal
Reverie of Lady Winchilsea, and a passage or two in the Windsor
Forest of Pope, the poetry of the period intervening between the
publication ot the Paradise Lost and the Seasons does not contain
a single new image of external nature.’ This remark, although
rather acute than exact, since the poet forgets both (GGay and
Parnell, did eminent service in restoring to the list of Linglish
poets a name entirely and unworthily forgotten. Since Words-
worth’s mention of Lady Winchilsea, the one piece that he cites
has been often reprinted in collections of verse, but it cannot be
said that any further effort has been made to inwvestigate the
claims of the neglected authoress. Her poems have never been
edited or described, and we believe that our present selection will
reveal to almost all our readers a writer positively unknown to
them. Yet she was a poetess of singular originality and excel-
lence ; her lines 70 the Nightingale have lyrical qualities which
were scarcely approached in her own age, and would do credit to
the best, while her odes and more weighty pieces have a strength
and accomplishment of style which make the least interesting of
them worth reading,

Lady Winchilsea was one of the last pindaric writers of the
school of Cowley. Her odes display that species of writing in the
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final dissolution out of which it was redeemed by Gray and Collins
Such a poem as her A/ is Vanity, full as it is of ingenious thought,
and studded with noble and harmonious lines, fails to impress the
attention as a vertebrate composition. Her Ode to the Spleen,
from which Pope borrowed his famous ‘aromatic pain,’ is still
more loose and fragmentary in structure. On the other hand, her
less ambitious studies have a singular perfection of form and
picturesqueness of manner. She lights upon the right epithet and
employs it with precision, and gives a brilliant turn, even to a
triviality, by some bright and natural touch. Her Nocturnal
Reverie is worthy of Wordsworth’s commendation ; it is simply
phenomenal as the creation of a friend of Prior and of Pope,
and some of the couplets, especially those which describe the
straying horse, and the cries of the birds, are worthy of the closest
observers of nature in a naturalistic age. In light verse Lady
Winchilsea took Prior as a model, and succeeded respectably ;
her reply to Pope’s complimentary verses to her under the name
of Ardelia descrves higher praise. )

From her age to this Lady Winchilsea has received nothing but
neglect from the English public. Her contemporarics disregarded
her writings, as she herself complains, and in 1753 there were still
existing two collections of her poems in MS., which no one had
taken the trouble to print. To the public of the eightecenth century
her delicate observation of nature seemed less important than the
didactic lyricism of Mrs. Barber or the frivolity of Lietitia
Pilkington. If those unpublished poems, to which rcference has
been made, arc still in the possession of her family, it is highly
desirable that they should be given to the world.

EDMUND W, GOSSE.
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To THE NIGHTINGALE.

Exert thy voice, sweet harbinger of Spring!
This moment is thy time to sing,
This moment I attend to praise,
And set my numbers to thy lays;
Free as thine shall be my song,

As thy music, short or long ;

Poets, wild as thou, were born,
Pleasing best when unconfined,
When to please is least designed,
Soothing but their cares to rest;
Cares do still their thoughts molest,
And still the unhappy poet’s breast
Like thine, when best he sings, is placed against a thorn.
She begins! Let all be still!

Muse, thy promise now fulfil!
Sweet! oh sweet! still swecter yet!
Can thy words such accents fit¢
Canst thou syllables refine,

Melt a sense that shall retain

Still some spirit of the brain,

Till with sounds like those it join?
Twill not be! then change thy note,
Let division shake thy throat!
Hark ! division now she tries,

Yet as far the Muse outflies!

Cease then, prithee, ccase thy tune,
Trifler, wilt thou sing till June?
Till thy business all lies waste

And the time of building’s past?
Thus we pocts that have speech,—
Unlike what thy forests teach,—

If a fluent vein be shown

That’s transcendent to our own,
Criticise, reform or preach,
Censuiing what we cannot reach.
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THE TREE.

Fair Tree! for thy delightful shade

'"Tis just that some return be made ;
Sure some return is due from me

To thy cool shadows, and to thee.

When thou to birds dost shelter give
Thou music dost from them receive ;

If travellers beneath thee stay

Till storms have worn themselves away,
That time in praising thee they spend,
And thy protecting power commend ;
The shepherd here, from scorching freed.
Tunes to thy dancing leaves his reed,
Whilst his loved nymph in thanks bestows
Her flowery chaplets on thy boughs.
Shall I then only silent be,

And no return be made by me?

No! let this wish upon me wait,

And still to flourish be thy fate,

To future ages mayst thou stand
Untouched by the rash workman’s hand,
Till that large stock of sap is spent,
Which gives thy summer’s ornament ;
Till the fierce winds, that vainly strive
To shock thy greatness whilst alive,
Shall on thy lifeless hour attend,
Prevent the axe and grace thy end,
Their scattered strength together call,
And to the clouds proclaim thy fall,
Who then their evening dews may spare,
When thou no longer art their care,

But shalt, like ancient heroes, burn

And some bright hearth be made thy urn.
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A NOCTURNAL REVERIE.

In such a night, when every louder wind

Is to its distant cavern safe confined,

And only gentle Zephyr fans his wings,

And lonely Philomel, still waking, sings,

Or from some tree, framed for the owl’s delight,
She, hollowing clear, directs the wanderer right,—
In such a night, when passing clouds give place,
Or thinly veil the heaven’s mysterious face,

When in some river, overhung with green,

The waving moon and trembling leaves are seen,
When freshened grass now bears itself upright,
Arsl makes cool banks to pleasing rest invite,
Whence spring the woodbind and the bramble-rose,
And where the sleepy cowslip sheltered grows,
Whilst now a paler hue the foxglove takes,

Yet chequers still with red the dusky Dbrakes,
Where scattered glowworms,—but in twilight fine,—
Shew trivial beauties, watch their hour to shine,
While Salisbury stands the test of every light,

In perfect charms and perfect beauty bright;
When odours, which declined repelling day,
Through temperate air uninterrupted stray ;

When darkened groves their softest shadows wear,
And falling waters we distinctly hear;

When through the gloom more venerable shows
Some ancient fabric awful in repose ;

While sunburned hills their swarthy looks conceal,
And swelling haycocks thicken up the vale ;
When the loosed horse now, as his pasture leads,
Comes slowly grazing thro’ the adjoining meads,
Whose stealing pace and lengthened shade we fear,
Till torn-up forage in his teeth we hear ;

When nibbling sheep at large pursue their food,
And unmolested kine rechew the cud ;



THE ENGIISH POETS.

When curlews cry beneath the village-w-lls,

And to her straggling brood the partridge calls;
Their short-lived jubilee the creatures keep,

Which but endures, whilst tyrant Man doth sleep ;
When a sedate content the spirit feels,

And no fierce hight disturbs, whilst it reveals;

But silent musings urge the mind to seek
Something too high for syllables to speak;

Till the free soul to a composedness charmed,
Finding the elements of rage disarmed,

O’er all below a solemn quiet grown,

Joys in the inferior world, and thinks it like her own :
In such a night let me abroad remain,

Till morning breaks and all’s confused again ;
Our cares, our toils, our clamours are renewed,
Our pleasures, seldom reached, again pursued-

FroM ‘AN ODE TO THE SPLEEN.

Falsely the mortal part we blame
Of our depressed and ponderous frame,
Which, till the first degrading sin
Let thee, its dull attendant, in,
Still with the other did comply,
Nor clogged the active soul, disposed to fly
And range the mansions of its native sky.
Nor, whilst in his own heaven he dwelt,
Whilst Man his paradise possessed,
His fertile garden in the fragrant East,
And all united odours felt,
No armed sweets, until thy reign,
Could shock the sense, or in the face
A flushed, unhandsome colour place ;
Bue now a jonquil daunts the feeble brain,
We faint beneath the aromatic pain,
Till some offensive scent thy powers appease,
And pleasure we resign for short and nauseous ease.
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IN ANSWER TO MR. POPE.

Disarmed with so genteel an air,
The contest I give o’er,

Yet, Alexander, have a care,
And shock the sex no more.

We rule the world our life’s whole race,
Men but assume that right,

First slaves to every tempting face,
Then maityrs to our spite.

You of one Orpheus sure have read,
Who would hke you have writ,

Had he in London town been bred,
And polished, too, his wit ;

But he, poor soul, thought all was well,
And great should be his fame,

When he had left his wife in hell.
And birds and beasts could tame.

Yet venturing then with scoffing rhymes
The women to incense,

Resenting heroines of those times
Soon punished his offence ;

And as the llcbrus rolled his skull,
And harp besmeared with blood,
They, clashing as the waves grew full,

Still harmonised the flood.
But you our follics gently treat,
And spin so fine the thread,
You need not fear his awkward fate
The Lock won’t cost the Head.
Our admiration you command
For all that’s gone before,
What next we look for at your hand
Can only raise it more.
Yet soothe the ladics, I advise,—
As me, too, pride has wrought,—
We’re born to wit, but to be wise
By admonitions taught
D



JONATHAN SWIFT.

[JonaTraN SwiFT was born in Hoey's court, Dublin, on the 3oth of Novem-
ber 1667. Belonging to a Yorkshire family and directly descended from a
vicar in Herefordshire, one of whose younger sons, the poet’s father, married
a Leicestershire lady, he was of unmixed English blood. A posthumous child,
left in indigent circumstances, he was sent to school at Kilkenny, and then
to Trinity College, Dublin, by the charity of his uncle Godwin, who died in
1688. Swift seems to have neglected the studies requisite to his degree, and
havin_g been plucked at his first examination only obtained it, on a sccond
trial, Feb. 1680, *speciali gratia.” On the outbreak of the war, 1688, he fled
to England, and found his way from Chester on foot to his mothe®s residence.
She obtained for him the patronage of Sir William Temple, to whose wife
she was related, and he remained at Moor Park for eleven years in the
capacity of secretary to that accomplished statesman, at a salary of £20a
year. This residence, interrupted by a short absence during which he held
an Irish country living in the diocese of Connor, brought him into the fre-
quent society of Ilester Johnson (Stella), an inmate of the same house, and
reputed daughter of Sir William's steward. In 1692 Swift went to Oxford,
and was admitted there to a Master’s degree. On occasion of this visit he
produced his first verses-—an indifferent rendering of Horace (Odes ii. 18),
followed a little later by his Pindaric Odes. A more substantial result of his
studies in his master's library was The Battle of the Books. In 1694 he took
Deacon’s, and in 1695 DPriest’s orders. Ere his death in 1699 Sir William
had from the king a promise of promotion for his client—a promise after-
wards forgotten. In 1700 Swilt accompanied Lord Berkeley to Ireland as
chaplain, aud obtained the living of Laracor in the county of Meath, at
an income of £200 a year, which by the addition of the Prebend of Dun-
lavin was increased to £350. Initiated into the intrigues of party, he first
came before the public as a champion of the Whigs, in his pamphlet
entitled A Discourse on the contests and dissensions of Athens and Rome (1701).
In 1704 appeared the Tale of a Tub, perhaps the wittiest of controversial
works, and in 1708 the papers ridiculing the astrologer Partridge, undcr the
signature of Isaac Bickerstaff. In 1710, With a change of opinion, quickened
by chagrin at patronage deferred, Swift passed to the side of the Tories and
became their most effective literary champion. His Conduct of the Allies
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(1712) brought about in 1713 the Peace of Utrecht, and the giatitude of
Harley and Bolinbi8ke procured for him the Deanery of St. Patrick’s.
During these years he spent a considerable portion of his time in London,
exercised a commanding influence in literary and social circles, and was the
leading patron of good and the scourge of bad writers. He maintained a
close correspondence with Stella, and unfortunately won the affections of
Miss Vanhomtigh (Vanessa), who followed him to Ireland and died theré in
1723. In 1714, on the death of the Queen, Swift's hopes of further prefer-
ment being closed, he withdrew to his deanery, settled in Dublin and * com-
menced Irishman for life.’ In 1716 he contracted a formal marnage with
Miss Johnson. The Drapier’s Letters were issued in 1724 ; they effectually
stopped * Wood's pence,’ and made their author for a time the most popular
man in Ireland. Gulliver's Travels were published in 1727, Swift spent
much of the year with Pope, but was recalled by the 1llness of Stella, who
died in 1728 Shortly after tlus event he wrote to Bolinbroke, ¢ It is time
for me to have done with the world.” To another friend he remarked,
gazing at a blasted elm, ‘T shall be like that tree, and die first at the top’—a
prediction reahised in the gradual loss of his memory, sight hearing, speech,
and finally his reason. e died in Oct 1743, and left his fortune, of about
£10,000, to found a lunatic asylum in Dublin.]

Dryden, then the veteran of our literature, sitting in the dic-
tator’s chair left vacant by Ben Jonson and waiting for Samuel
Johnson, having perused an ode on the Athenian Society dating
from Moor Park, February 14, 1691, hazarded the prediction,
¢ Cousin Swift, you will never be a poet.” The unforgiven criticism
has received from the judgment of posterity an assent qualified by
respect for the strongest satirist of England and for an ability
which cannot help making itself here and there manifest even in
his verse. :

Swift’s satire is of two kinds: the party polemic of his earlier
years, which culminated in 1724 in the Drapier's Letters, and the
expression of a misanthropy as genuine as that of Shakespeare’s
Timon, of a rage directed not against Dissent or Church or Whig or
Tory, but mankind, finding mature vent in the most terrible libel
that has ever been imagined—a libel on the whole of his race—
the hideous immortal mockery of the closing voyage of Gulliver.
Such a work could only have been written by one born a cynic,
doubly soured by some mysterious affliction, and by having had

*To fawn, to crouch, to wait, to ride, to run,
To spend, to give, to want, to be undone,’
till he had lost any original capacity he may have had for

D2
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becoming a poet. His genius, moreover, was from the first as far
removed from that peculiar to poetry as it is possible for any
genius of the first rank to be. The power of Swift’s prose was
the terror of his own, and rcmains the wonder of after times.
With the exception of a few clumsy paragraphs thrown off in
haste, he says what he mcans in the homeliest native English
that can be conccived. Disdaining even those refinements or
shades of expression to which most writers touching on delicate
or dangerous subjects feel compelled to resort, he owes almast
nothing to foreign influence. ‘I am,” he wrote, ‘for every man’s
working on his own materials, and producing only what he can
find within himself’: he consistently carved everything he had to
set before his rcaders out of the plain facts with which he pro-
fessed to deal. In his masterpieccs there is scarce a hint from
any known source, rarcly a quotation: his sentences are sclf-
sufficient, and fit the occasion as a glove the hand. Inthe Zule of
a Tub he anticipates Teufelsdrockh in his contempt for trappings
of speech as of person ; he rcgarded fine language as laather and
prunella. Though Swift’s Allegories are abundant, he disdained
ordinary metaphor, in the spirit in which Bentham dcfined poetry
as misrepresentation. But towards the close of the scventeenth
and during the early years of the 18th century, almost every English
wiiter—apart from those purely scientific—had to pay toll to what
he called the Muses. Bunyan seems to have written his bad lines to
italicise the distinction between the most highly imaginative prose
and poetry. In the next age no one who addressed the gencral
public could escape the trial ; and Swift's verses are at least as
worthy of preservation as Addison’s. In following a fashion he
2lso gratificd a talent,—nor Pope nor Byron had a greater,—for
fluent rhyme. Generally careless, often harsh, his versification
is seldom laboured : his pen may run till it wearies the reader;
but we sce no reason in fall of energy why Swift’s Hudibrastic
jingle should ccase, any more than why the waves of Spenser’s
stanza should not roll for ever. The other merits of our author’s
verse arc those of his prose—condensation, pith, always the effect,
generally the reality, of sincere purpose, and, with few exceptions,
simplicity and directness. The exceptions are in his unhappy
Pindaric odes, and some of his later contributions to the pedantry
of the age. The former could scarcely be worse, for they have
almost the contortions of Cowley, without his occasional flow and
elevation. Take the following lines from the A¢kenian Ode :



FONATIIAN SWIFT. 37

*Just so the gighty Nile has suffered in its fame
Because ’tis said (and perhaps only said)
We’ve found a little inconsiderable head
That feeds the huge, urequal stream.’

And again :

*And then how much and nothing is mankind,
Whose reason 1s weighed down by popular air,
Who by that vamly talks of baflling death:
And hopes to lengthen hife by a transfu.ion of lreath,
Which yet whoc’er examines night will find
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind"’

As in Congreve's Address to Silence, the force of cacophony can
no further go. It may be said that these lines were the products of
‘green, unknowing youth,” but during the same years the same
writer was maturing the Zuale of a Tub. Swift had no ear save
for the discords of the world, and in such cascs a stiff regular
measure, which is a sort of rhythmic policeman, is the only safe
guard. Pindaric flights, unless under the guidance of the genius
that makes music as it runs, invariably result in confusion worse
confounded. Not least among our dcbts to Dryden may be
ranked his fencing the ode from his cousin Swift. Of the
pseudo-classic efforts of the latter, Cadenus and Vanessa, published
in 1723, probably written about ten ycars earlier, may be taken as
a type. No selection from his verses would be esteemed satis-
factory that did not exhibit a sample of this once celebrated pro-
duction : but,apart from the tragic interest of the personal warning
it conveys, it is, as M. Taine says, ‘a thrcadbare allegory in which
the author’s prosaic frcaks tear his Greck frippery.’ The same
critic justly remarks that Swift ‘wore his mythology like a wig:
that his pleading before Venus is like a legal procedure,” and that
he habitually ‘turns his classic wine to vinegar.” The other writers
of the time had turned it into milk and water, but Prior and the
rest had a grace to which Swift was a stranger. Their laughter
is genuine though light ; his was funereal and sardonic. His
pleasantry is rarely plcasant, and he is never at heart more
gloomy than when he affects to be gay. Most of his occasional
verses, written at intervals from 16go till 1733, are either frigid
compliments or thinly veiled invectives, many of which, like the
epigrams that disfigure the otherwise exquisite pages of Herrick,
have all the coarseness with only half the wit of Martial. His
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addresses to women are, as might be expecgted, singularly un-
fortunate, He says truly of himself that he

‘could praise, esteem, approve,
But understood not what it was to love.’

He can never get out of his satiric pulpit, and while saluting his
mistresses as nymphs, he lectures them as school-girls. His verses
to Stella, whom he came as near to loving as was for him possible,
and whose death certainly hastened his mental ruin, are as unim-
passioned as those to Vanessa, with whose affections he merely
trifled. Swift’s tendency to dwell on the meancr, and even the
revolting facts of life, pardonable in his prose, is unpardonable in
those tributes to Venus Cloacina, in which he intrudes on a lady’s
boudoir with the eye of a surgeon fresh from a dissecting-room
or an hospital. His society verses are like those of a man writing
with his feet, for he delights to trample on what others caress.
Often he seems, among singing birds, a vulture screeching over
carrion. .

Of Swift’s graver satiric pieces, the Napsody on Poetry has the
fatal drawback of suggesting a comparison with 7%e Dunciad. In
The Beast’s Confession, vivid and trenchant though it be, the author
appears occasionally to intrude on the gardens of Prior and Gay.
Had he been an artist in verse, he might have written something
in English more like the sixth satire of Juvenal than Churchill ever
succceded in doing. But Swift despised art : he rode rough-shod,
on his ambling cynic steed, through bad double rhyme and halting
rhythm, to his end. War with the cold stecl of prose was his
business : his poems are the mere side-lights and pastimes of
a man too grim to join heartily in any game. Only here and there
among them, as in the strange medley of pathos and humour on
his own death, there is a flash from the eyes which Pope—good
hater and good friend—said were azure as the heavens, a touch of
the hand that was never weary of giving gifts to the poor and
blows to the powerful, a reflection of the universal condottiere,
misanthrope and sceptic, who has a claim to our forbearance in
that he detested, as Johnson and as Byron detested, cowardice
and cant.

J. NicHOL.
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A DESCRIPTION OF THE MORNING. WRITTEN IN APRIL
1709, AND FIRST PRINTED IN THE TATLER.

Now hardly here and there a hackney-coach
Appearing, show’d the ruddy morn’s approach.

* * * * * *
The slip-shod ’prentice from his master’s door
Had pared the dirt, and sprinkled round the floor
Now Moll had whirl’d her mop with dext’rous airs,
Prepared to scrub the entry and the stairs.
The youth with broomy stumps began to trace
The kennel’s edge, where wheels had worn the place.
The small-coal man was heard with cadence deep,
Till drown’d in shriller notes of chimney-sweep :
Duns at his lordship’s gate began to meet ;
And brickdust Moll had scream’d through half the strect
The turnkey now his flock returning sees,
Duly let out a-nights to steal for fees:
The watchful bailiffs take their silent stands,
And schoolboys lag with satchels in their hands.

HORACE, BoOK 1v. ODE IX. ADDRESSED TO
ARcHBISHOP KING. 1718.

Virtue conceal’d within our breast
Is inactivity at best:

Jut never shall the Muse endure
To let your virtues lie obscure ;

Or suffer Envy to conceal

Your labours for the public weal.
Within your breast all wisdom lies,
Either to govern or advise;
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Your steady soul preserves her frame,

In good and evil times, the same.

Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud,

Stand in your sacred presence awed ;

Your hand alone from gold abstains,

Which drags the slavish world in chains.
Him for a happy man I own,

Whose fortune is not overgrown ;

And happy he who wisely knows

To use the gifts that Heaven bestows ;

Or, if it please the powers divine,

Can suffer want and not repine.

The man who infamy to shun

Into the arms of death would run

That man is ready to defend,

With life, his country or his friend.

APOLLO’S EDICT. OCCASIONED BY ‘ NEWS FROM PARNASSUS.’

Ireland is now our royal care,

We lately fix’d our viceroy there.

How near was she to be undone,

Till pious love inspired her son !

What cannot our vicegerent do,

As poet and as patriot too?

Let his success our subjects sway,

Our inspirations to obey,

And follow where he leads the way:

Then study to correct your taste ;

Nor beaten paths be longer traced.
No simile shall be begun,

With rising or with setting sun;

And let the secret head of Nile

Be ever banish’d from your isle,
When wretched lovers live on air,

I beg you’ll the chameleon spaie ;
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And when you’d make a hero grandcr,
Forget he’s like a salamander’

No son of mine shall dare to say,
Aurora usher’d in the day,

Or ever name the milky-way.
You all agree, I make no doubt,
Elijah’s mantle is worn out.

The bird of Jove shall toil no more
To teach the humble wren to soar.
Your tragic heroes shall not rant,
Nor shepherds use poetic cant.
Simplicity alone can grace
The manners of the rural race.
Theocritus and Philips be
Your guides to true simplicity.

When Damon’s soul shall take its flight,
Though poets have the second-sight,
They shall not see a trail of light.
Nor shall the vapours upwards rise,
Nor a new star adorn the skies:

For who can hope to place one there,
As glorious as Belinda’s hair?

Yet, if his name you'd eternize,

And must exalt him to the skics,
Without a star this may be done:

So Tickell mourn’d his Addison.

If Anna’s happy reign you praise,
Pray, not a word of halcyon days:
Nor let my votaries show their skill
In aping lines from Cooper’s Hill ;
For know I cannot bear to hear
The mimicry of deep, yet clear.

Whene’er my viceroy is address’d,
Against the phcenix I protest.

When poets soar in youthful strains,
No Phaeton to hold the reins.

' Referring to some verses in which Swift had describcd Lord Cutts
unde: the form of salamander.
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When you describe a lovely girl,,
No lips of coral, teeth of pearl

Cupid shall ne’er mistake another,
However beauteous, for his mother;
Nor shall his darts at random fly
From magazine in Celia’s eye.
With woman compounds I am cloy’d,
Which only pleased in Biddy Floyd™.
For foreign aid what need they roam,
Whom fate has amply blest at home?

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous hand,
Has form’d a model for your land,
Whom Jove endued with every grace;
The glory of the Granard race ;
Now destined by the powers divine
The blessing of another line.
Then, would you paint a matchless dame,
Whom you’d consign to endless fame?
Invoke not Cytherea’s aid,
Nor borrow from the blue-eyed maid ;
Nor need you on the Graces call ;
Take qualities from Donegal %,

FroM ¢ CADENUS AND VANESSA.'

In a glad hour Lucina’s aid
Produced on earth a wondrous maid,
On whom the Quecn of Love was bent
To try a new experiment.

She threw her law-books on the shelf,
And thus debated with herself.

Since men allege, thcy ne'er can find
Those beauties in a female mind
Which raise a flame that will endure
For ever uncorrupt and pure ;

! A lady whom Swift had praised as a * happy composition ’ of innocence.
breeding, wit, &c.
? The Countess of Donegal, daughter to the first earl of Granard
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If ’tis with reason they complain,
This infant shall restore my reign.
I'll search where every virtue dwells,
From courts inclusive down to cells:
What preachers talk, or sages write ;
These will I gather and unite,
And represent them to mankind
Collected in that infant’s mind.

This said, she plucks in Heaven’s high bowers
A sprig of amaranthine flowers.
In nectar thrice infuses bays,
Three times refined in Titan’s rays ;
Then calls the Graces to her aid,
And sprinkles thrice the newborn maid :
From whence the tender skin assumes
A sweetness above all perfumes :
From whence a cleanliness remains,
Incapable of outward stains:
From whence that decency of mind,
So lovely in the female kind,
Where not one carcless thought intrudes
Less modest than the speech of prudes;
Where never blush was call’d in aid,
That spurious virtue in a maid,
A virtue but at second-hand ;
They blush bccause they understand.

The Graces next would act their part,
And show’d but little of their art;
Their work was half already done,
The child with native beauty shone
The outward form no help required :
Each, breathing on her thrice, inspired
That gentle, soft, engaging air,
Which in old times adorn’d the fair:
And said, ¢ Vanessa be the name
By which thou shalt be known to fame :
Vanessa, by the gods enroll'd :
Her name on earth shall not be told.
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THE BEASTS’ CONFESSION.

When beasts could speak, (the learned say

They still can do so every day,)

It seems, they had religion then,

As much as now we find in men.

It happen’d, when a plague broke out,

(Which therefore made them more devout,)

The king of brutes (to make it plain,

Of quadrupeds I only mean)

By proclamation gave command,

That every subject in the land

Should to the priest confess thceir sins;

And thus the pious Wolf begins :—

Good father, I must own with shame.

That often I have been to blame:

I must confess, on Friday last,

Wretch that I was! I broke my fast:

But I defy the basecst tongue

To prove I did my neighbour wrong;

Or ever went to seck my food,

By rapine, theft, or thirst of blood.
The Ass approaching next, confess'd,

That in his heart he loved a jest:

A wag he was, he needs must own,

And could not let a dunce alone:

Sometimes his friecnd he would not spare,

And might perhaps be too severe :

But yet the worst that could be said,

He was a wit both born and bred ;

And, if it be a sin and shame,

Nature alone must bear the blame:

One fault he has, is sorry for't,

His ears are half a foot too short;

Which could he to the standard bring,

He’d show his face before the king:
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Then forﬁhis voice, there’s none disputes
That he’s the nightingale of brutes.

The Swine with contrite heart allow’d,
His shape and beauty made him proud :
In diet was perhaps too nice,

But gluttony was ne’er his vice :

In every turn of life content,

And meekly took what fortune sent:
Inquire through all the parish round,
A better neighbour ne’er was found ;
His vigilance might some displcase ;

"Tis true, he hated sloth like pease.

The mimic Ape began his chatter,
How evil tongues his life bespatter ;
Much of the censuring world complain
Who said, his gravity was feign’d :
Indeed, the strictness of his morals
Engaged him in a hundred quarrels :
He saw, and he was grieved to see't,
His zeal was sometimes indiscreet :
He found his virtues too severe
For our cortupted times to bear;

Yct such a lewd licentious age
Might well excuse a stoic’s rage.

The Goat advanced with decent pace,
And first excused his youthful face;
Forgivencss begg’d that he appcard
(Twas Naturc’s fault) without a beard.
"Tis true, he was not much inclined
To fondness for the fecmale kind :

Not, as his enemics object,

From chance, or natural defect ;

Not by his frigid constitution ;

But through a pious resolution:

For he had made a holy vow

Of Chastity, as monks do now:

Which he resolved to keep for ever hence
And strictly too, as doth his reverence.

d,
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Apply the tale, and you shall ﬁnd
How just it suits with human kind.

Some faults we own; but can you guess?
—Why, virtue’s carried to excess,
Wherewith our vanity endows us,

Though neither foe nor friend allows us.

The Lawyer swears (you may rely on’t)
He never squeezed a needy client ;

And this he makes his constant rule,
For which his brethren call him fool ;
His conscience always was so nice,
He freely gave the poor advice;

By which he lost, he may affirm,

A hundred fees last Iiaster term;
While others of the learned robe,
Would break the patience of a Job.
No pleader at the bar could match
His diligence and quick dispatch ;
Ne’er kept a cause, he well may boast,
Above a term or two at most.

The cringing knave, who seeks a place
Without success, thus tells his case:
Why should he longer mince the matter?
He failed, because he could not flatter ;
He had not learn’d to turn his coat,
Nor for a party give his vote :

His crime he quickly understood ;
Too zealous for the nation’s good:
He found the ministers resent it,

Yet could not for his heart repent it.
The Chaplain vows, he cannot fawn,
Though it would raise him to the lawn:
He passed his hours among his books ;

You find it in his meagre looks :

He might, if he were worldly wise,
Preferment get, and spare his eyes;
But owns he had a stubborn spirit,
That made him trust alone to merit }
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Would ri‘se by merit to promotion ;
Alas! a mere chimerifc notion.

The Doctor, if you will believe him,
Confess'd a sin; (and God forgive him!)
Call’d up at midnight, ran to save
A blind old beggar from the grave:

But see how Satan sprcads his snares;
He quite forgot to say his prayers.

He cannot help it, for his heart,
Sometimes to act the parson’s part:
Quotes from the Bible many a sentence,
That moves his patients to repentance ;
And, when his medicines do no good,
Supports their minds with heavenly food:
At which, however well intended,

He hears the clergy are offended

And grown so bold behind his back,
To call him hypocrite and quack.

In his own church he keeps a scat;
Says grace before and after meat ;

And calls, without affecting airs,

His household twice a-day to prayers.
He shuns apothecaries’ shops,

And hates to cram the sick with slops:
He scorns to make his art a trade ;
Nor bribes my lady’s favourite maid.
Old nurse-kecpers would never hire,

To recommend him to the squire;
Which others, whom he will not name,
Have often practised to their shame.

The Statesman tells you, with a snecr,

His fault is to be too sincere;

And having no sinister ends,

Is apt to disoblige his friends.

The nation’s good, his master’s glory,
Without regard to Whig or Tory,
Were all the schemes he had in view,
Yet he was seconded by few:

41
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Though some had spread a thousand lies,
'Twas he defeated the excise.

"Twas known, though he had borne aspersion,
That standing troops were his aversion :
His practice was, in every station,

To serve the king, and please the nation.
Though hard to find in every case

The fittest man to fill a place:

His promises he ne’er forgot,

But took memorials on the spot;

Ilis enemies, for want of charity,

Said, he affected popularity :

"Tis true, the people understood,

That all he did was for their good;
Their kind affections he has tried;

No love is lost on either side.

He came to court with fortune clear,
Which now he runs out every year;
Must, at the rate that he goes on,
Inevitably be undone :

O! if his majesty would please

To give him but a writ of ease,

Would grant him license to retire,

As it has long been his desire,

Jy fair accounts it would be found,
He’s poorer by ten thousand pound.
He owns, and hopes it is no sin,

He ne’er was partial to his kin ;

He thought it base for men in stations,
To crowd the court with their relations .
His country was his dearest mother,
And every virtuous man his brother;
Through modesty or awkward shame,
(For which he owns himself to blame,)
He found the wisest man he could,
Without respect to friends or blood ;
Nor ever acts on private views,

When he has liberty to choose.
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The Sharper swore he hated play,
Except to pass an hour away :
And well he might; for, to his cost,
By want of skill, he always lost;
He heard there was a club of cheats,
Who had contrived a thousand feats;
Could change the stock, or cog a die,
And thus deceive the sharpest eye :
Nor wonder how his fortune sunk,
His brothers fleece him when he’s drunk.
I own the moral not exact,
Besides, the tale is false, in fact;
And so absurd, that could I raise up,
From fields Elysian, fabling /Esop,
I would accuse him to his face,
For libelling the four-foot race.
Creatures of every kind but ours
Well comprehend their natural powers,
While we, whom reason ought to sway,
Mistake our talents every day.
The Ass was never known so stupid,
To act the part of Tray or Cupid;
Nor leaps upon his master’s lap,
There to be stroked, and fed with pap,
As Asop would the world persuade ;
He better understands his trade:
Nor comes whene’er his lady whistles,
But carries loads, and feeds on thistles.
Our author’s meaning, I presume, is
A creature bipes et vmplumnts ;
Wherein the moralist design’d
A compliment on human kind ;
For here he owns, that now and then
Beasts may degenerate into men.

VOL. IIL R
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT.

(First printed in a letter from Lord Chesterfield to Voitaire, Aug. 27, 1752.)

With a whirl of thought oppress’d,

I sunk from reverie to rest.

A horrid vision seized my head,

I saw the graves give up their dead!
Jove, arm’d with tcrrors, bursts the skies,
And thunder roars and lightning flies !
Amazed, confused, its fate unknown,

The world stands trembling at his throne!
While each pale sinner hung his head,
Jove, nodding, shook the heavens, and said:
¢Offending race of human kind,

By nature, rcason, learning, blind ;

You who, through frailty, stepp’d asidej
And you, who never fell from pride:
You who in different sects were shamm’d
And come to see each other damn’d ;
(So some folk told you, but they knew
No more of Jove’s designs than you ;)
—The world’s mad business now is o’er,
And I resent these pranks no more.

—1I to such blockheads set my wit!

I damn such fools |I—Go, go, you’re bit.’

FROM ‘VERSES ON THE DEATH OF DR. SWIFT,

Vain human kind! fantastic race!
Thy various follies who can trace?
Self-love, ambition, envy, pride,

Their empire in our hearts divide.
Give others riches, power, and station,
'Tis all on me a usurpation.
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I have no title to aspire;

Yet, when you sink, 1 seem the highet.
In Pope I cannot read a line,

But with a sigh I wish it mine;
When he can in one couplet fix
More sense than I can do in six,
It gives me such a jealous fit,

I cry, ‘Pox take him and his wit !’
I grieve to be outdone by Gay

In my own humorous biting way.
Arbuthnot is no more my friend,
Who dares to irony pietend,

Which I was born to introduce,
Refined it first, and show’d its use.
St. John, as well as Pultney, knows
That I had some repute for prose;
And, till they drove me out of date,
Could maul a minister of state.

If they have mortified my pride,
And made me throw my pen aside}
If with such talents Heaven has bless’d ’em,
Have I not reason to detest 'em?

* * * * *

From Dublin soon to London spread,
'Tis told at court, ‘the Dean is dead.’
And Lady Suffolk, in the spleen,

Runs laughing up to tell the queen.
The queen, so gracious, mild, and good,
Cries, ‘Is he gone! ’tis time he should.
He’s dead, you say; then let him rot:
I'm glad the medals were forgot.!

I promised him, I own; but when?

I only was the princess then;

But now, as consort of the king,

You know, ’tis quite another thing.’

' The Queen had promised Swift a present which she never gave him

E2
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Now Chartres, at Sir Robert’s! levee,
Tells with a sneer the tidings heavy :
¢ Why, if he died without his shoes,’
Cries Bob, ‘I’m sorry for the news:
O, were the wretch but living still,
And in his place my good friend Will|®
Or had a mitre on his head,
Provided Bolingbroke were dead !’
Now Curll his shop from rubbish drains:
Threce genuine tomes of Swift’s remains !
And then, to make them pass the glibber,
Revised by Tibbalds, Moore, and Cibber.
He’ll treat me as he docs my betters,
Publish my will, my life, my letters :
Revive the libels born to die;
Which Pope must bear, as well as I,

Here shift the scene, to represent
How those I love my death lament.
Poor Poupe would grieve a month, and Gay
A week, and Arbuthnot a day.

St. John himself will scarce forbear
To bite his pen, and drop a tear.
The rest will give a shrug, and cry,
‘I’m sorry—but we all must diel’

* » * * *

Suppose me dead; and then suppose
A club assembled at the Rose;
Where, from discourse of this and that,
I grow the subject of their chat.
And while they toss my name about,
With favour some, and some without,
One, quite indifferent in the cause,
My character impartial draws :

‘The Dean, 1f we believe report,
Was never ill-received at court.

! Sir Robert Walpole The Dublin edition describes Chartres as ‘an
infamous vile scoundrel, giown from a footboy, or worse, to a prodigious
fortune.

? William Pultney, who went ove- from Walpole to Bolingbroke.
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As for hiv works in verse and prose,

1 own myself no judge of those;

Nor can I tell what critics thought ’em:
But this I know, all people bought ’em.
As with a moral view design’d

To cure the vices of mankind :

His vein, ironically grave,

Exposed the fool, and lash’d the knave.
To steal a hint was never known,

But what he writ was all his own.

‘He never thought an honour done him,
Because a duke was proud to own him ;
Would rather slip aside and choose
To talk with wits in dirty shoes;
Despised the fools with stars and garterss,
So often seen caressing Chartres.

He never courted men in station,

Nor persons held in admiration ;

Of no man’s greatness was afraid,

Because he sought for no man’s aid

Though trusted long in great affairs

He gave himself no haughty airs:

Without regarding private ends,

Spent all his credit for his friends ;

And only chose the wise and good

No flatterers ; no allies in blood :

But succour’d virtue in distress,

And seldom fail’d of good success ;

As numbers in their hearts must own,

Who, but for him, had been unknown.
* * * * »*

¢ Perhaps I may allow the Dean
Had too much satire in his vein;
And seem’d determined not to starve it,
Because no age could more deserve it.
Yet malice never was his aim;
He lash’d the vice, but spared the name;
No individual could resent,
Where thousands equally were meant ;
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His satire points at no defect,

But what all mortals may correct ;

For he abhorr’d that senseless tribe

Who call it humour when they gibe :

He spared a hump, or crooked nose,

Whose owners set not up for beaux.

True genuine dulness moved his pity,

Unless it offer'd to be witty.

Those who their ignorance confest,

He ne’er offended with a jest;

But laugh’d to hear an idiot quote

A verse from Horace learn’d by rote.
‘He knew a hundred pleasing storics,

With all the turns of Whigs and Tories :

Was cheerful to his dying day;

And friends would let him have his way
‘He gave the little wealth he had

To build a house for fools and mad ;

And show’d by one satiric touch,

No nation wanted it so much.’



ALEXANDER POPEL.

[ArexanDER Pore was born in Lombard Street, in the city of London,
1688, His father was a wholesale linen-draper, who, having realised a
modest competence, retired to the country to live upon it. Pope’s youth
was spent at Binfield in the skirts of Windsor Forest. Pope was brought
up a Catholic, his father, though the son of a beneficed clergyman of the
Established Church, having become a convert to Catholicism during a resi-
dence on the continent. On the death of his father, Pope, who had largely
increased his inheritance by the profits of his translation of Homer, estab-
lished himself at Twickenham. Here he resided till his death in 1744,
" employing himself in writing, in embellishing his grounds, of five acres, and
in intercourse with most of the wits, and other famous men and women of
his time, among whom Gay, Swift, Arbuthnot, and Lord Bolingbroke were
his especial intimates. Pope was defoimed, and sickly from childhood, and
his constant ill-health made his temper fretful, waspish, and irritable, Not-
withstanding these defects of character he secured the warm attachment of
his friends, Bolingbroke said of him that he never knew a man who
had so tender a heart for his particular friends., Warburton, after
spending a fortnight at Twickenham, said of him, ‘ He is as good a com-
panion as a poet, and, what is more, appears to be as good a man.” Pope’s
principal works are—Pastorals, published in 17c9; Essay on Criticism,
1711; Pollio, 1712 ; Rape of the Lock, 1714 ; Translation of Homer’s Iliad,
1715-18 ; Edition of Shak-peare, 1725 ; Translation of Homer's Odyssey, 1726 ;
Dunciad, 1st form, 1728; Epistle to the Earl of Burlington, 1731; On the
Use of Riches, 1733; Essay on Man, Part 1, 1732; Horace, Sat. 3. 1. imi-
tated, 1733 ; Epistle to Lord Cobham, 1733; Epistle to Arbuthnot, 1735;
Horace, Epistle 1. 1. imitated, 1737 ; Dunciad, altered and enlarged, 1742. His
works were collected by his literary executor, Bishop Warburton and pub-
lished in 9 volumes in 1751.]

Pope is not only the foremost literary figure of his age, but the
representative man of a system or style of writing which for a
hundred years before and after him pervaded English poetry.
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The writers in this style are sometimes spokgn of as the ¢school
of Pope.’ But the title is a misnomer. A school coexists along
with other schools from which it is distinguished by some special
characteristics ; all the contemporanecous schools taken together
bearing the common and 1aore general stamp of their age. During
the period now under review, which extends, speaking roughly,
from the Restoration to the French Revolution, the whole of
English literary effort, but espccially poetical effort, has one aim
and is governed by one principle. This is the desire to attain
perfection of form ; a sense of the beauty of literary composition
as such. It was the rise within the vernacular language of that
idea, which impregnating the Latin language as written and
spoken in the fifteenth centuy had produced the revived, neo-
latin literature of the Renaissance. Pope himself (Sat. and Ep. 5),
in describing this ‘manner,’ spoke of it as French, and attributed
it to the imitation of French fashions introduced into England at
the Restoration.

‘We conquer'd France, but felt our captive’s charms;
Her arts victorious triumph’d o’er our arms;
Britain to soft refinements less a foe,

Wit grew polite, and nimbers learn’d to flow.’

De Quincey (Works, vol. 9) expatiates upon the deficiencies of
this explanation of a revolution in literary taste. Certainly the
court of Louis XIV exercised a great influence in all matters of
taste. But this influence of fashion ceased when the ascendency of
France was broken by the war of the Spanish succession, while the
direction which had been impressed upon English poetry continued
to dominate it till towards the close of the eighteenth century.

A better denomination for the period of our literature which
extends from the Restoration to the French Revolution is ‘the
classical period.” And this is not to be taken to mean that English
writers now imitated the Greek and Latin writers, or consciously
formed themselves upon classical models, as the Latinists of the
Renaissance imitated Cicero and Virgil. English writers had
begun to perceive that there was such an art as the art of writing ;
that it was not enough to put down words upon paper anyhow,
provided they conveyed your meaning. They found that sounds
were capable of modulation, and that pleasure could be given by
the arrangement of words, as well as instruction conveyed by their
import. The public ear was touched by this new harmony, and
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began imperatively to demand its satisfaction; and from that
moment the rude volubility of the older time seemed to it as the
gabble of savages. A poem was no longer to be a story told with
picturesque imagery, but was to be a composition in symmetry and
keeping. A thought or a feeling was not to be blurted out in the
first words that came, but was to be matured by reflection and
reduced to its simplest expression. Condensation, terseness, neat-
ness, finish—all qualities hitherto unheard of in English—had to be
studied. It was found to be possible to please by your manner as
well as by your matter. And having been shown to be possible,
it became necessary. No writer who neglected the graces of style
could gain acceptance by the public.

This fastidiousness of the public ear required on the part of
writers greatly increased labour. It was no longer possible to take
a sheet of paper, and write out your thoughts as fast as the pen
would move, ‘The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease’ were
distanced in the race. It was evident that, under the new standard
thus set up, the prize would be to him who should be willing to
take most trouble about his style. Pope was willing. As a boy
he took as his life’s lesson the advice given him by ‘knowing
Walsh,” who used to tell him ‘there was one way left of excelling ;
for though we had several great poets, we never had any one great
poet that was correct ; and desircd me to make that my study and
aim.” De Quincey, misconstruing Walsh’s meaning, has been at
the pains to show that Pope’s verses abound in grammatical
incorrectnesses. ‘The language,’ he says, ‘does not realise the
idea ; it simply suggests or hints it.” That conveyance by sug-
gestion, instead of a perfect and plenary deliverance, is just what
Pope aimed at, and what Walsh inculcated, though he may not
have chosen the very best word for what he meant.

Pope at once took the lead in the race of writers because he
took more pains than they. He laboured day and night to form
himself for his purpose, that viz. of becoming a writer of finished
verse. To improve his mind, to enlarge his view of the world, to
store up knowledge—these were things unknown to him. Any
ideas, any thoughts, such as custom, chance, society or sect may
suggest, are good enough, but each idea must be turned over till it
has been reduced to its neatest and most epigrammatic expression.

If this definition of the literary aim which dominated all writing
during the hundred years which followed 1660 be just, it follows
from it that the period would be more favourable to prose than to
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poetry. What in fact came to pass was that 2 compromise was
effected between poetry and prose, and the leading writers adopted
as the most telling form of utterance prosaic verse, metre without
poetry. Ii is by courtesy that the versifiers of this century from
Dryden to Churchill are styled poets, seeing that the literature
they have bequcathed us wants just that element of inspired
feeling, which is present in the feeblest of the Elizabethans.

But if these versifiers are not poets in the noblest sense of the
term, it does not follow that what they produced is destitute of
value. In the romantic reaction at the beginning of this century,
the worthlessness of eighteenth-century poetry was part of the revo-
lutionary creed. Sheer lawlessness was then admired, while labour
was disdained as the badge of an unimaginative and artificial
school. The sounder judgment of a riper period of criticism can
now do justice to the writers of our classical period. What they
had nof got we know well enough. They wanted inspiration, lofty
sentiment, the heroic soul, chivalrous devotion, the inner eye of
faith—above all, love and sympathy. They could not mean greatly.
But such meaning as they had they laboured to express in the
neatest, most terse and pointed form which our language is
capable of. If not poets they were literary artists. They showed
that a couplet can do the work of a page, and a single line produce
effects which in the infancy of writing would require sentences.

Of these masters of literary craft Pope is the most consummate.
In two directions, in that of condensing and pointing his meaning,
and in that of drawing the utmost harmony of sound out of the
couplet, Pope carried versification far beyond the point at which
it was when he took it up. Historical parallels are proverbially
misleading. Yet the analogy between what Virgil did for the
Latin hexameter as he received it from Lucretius, and Pope’s
maturing the ten-syllable couplet which he found as Dryden left
it, is sufficiently close to be of use in aiding us to realise Pope’s
merit. Because, after Pope, his trick of versification became
common property, and ‘every warbler had his tune by heart,’ we
are apt to overlook the merit of the first invention.

But epigrammatic force and musical flow are not the sole
elements of Pope’s reputation. The matter which he worked up
into his verse has a permanent value, and is indeed one of the
most precious heirlooms which the eighteenth century has be-
queathed us. And here we must distinguish between Pope when
he attempts general themes, and Pope when he draws that which
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he knew, viz. the social life of his own day. When in the
Pastorals he writes of natural beauty, in the Essay on Criticism he
lays down the rules of writing, in the Essay on Man he versifies
Leibnitzian optimism, he does not rise above the herd of eighteenth-
century writers, except in so far as his skill of language is more
accomplished than theirs. Z%e Rape of the Lock and The Dunciaa
have a little more interest, because they treat of contemporary
manners. But even in these poems, because the incidents are
trivial and the personages contemptible, Pope is not more than
pretty in 7he Rape of the Lock, and forcible, where force is ludi-
crously misplaced, in Zhe Dunciad. 1t is where he comes to
describe the one thing which he knew, and about which he felt
sympathy and antipathy, viz. the court and town of his time, in the
Moral Essays, and the Satires and FEpistles, that Pope found the
proper material on which to lay out his elaborate workmanship.
And even in these capital works we must distinguish between
Pope’s general theorems and his particular portraits. Where he
moralises, or deduces general principles, he is superficial, second-
hand, and onesided as the veriest scribbler. For example : in the
splendid lines on the Duke of Wharton (Mor. Ess. 1. 174) we must
separate the childish theory of ¢ the ruling passion’ from the telling
accumulation of epigram on epigram which follows under that
spurious rubric. Or again, we might instance his Epistle to
Auwugustus (Ep. 5) sparkling with lines of wit and pregnant sense,
and yet offering as our literary history the grotesque theory, that
the French style, which came in with the Restoration, was a conse-
quence of the conquest of France in the fifteenth century.

In short, Pope, wherever he recedes from what was immediately
close to him, the manners, passions, prejudices, sentiments, of his
own day, has only such merit—little enough—which wit divorced
from truth can have. He is at his best only where the delicacies
and subtle felicities of his diction are employed to embody some
transient phase of contemporary feeling. Pope has small know-
ledge of books. Though he was, as Sir W. Hamilton says, ‘a
curious reader,” he read for style, not for facts. Of history, of
science, of nature, of anything except ‘the town’ he knows
nothing. He just shares the ordinary prejudices of the ordinary
‘wit’ of his day. He was a Tory-Catholic, like any other Tory-
Catholic of George II's day. His sentiments reflect the social
medium in which he lived. The complex web of society, with
its indefinable shades, its minute personal affinities and repul-
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sions, is the world in which Pope lived and mawed, and which he
has drawn in a few vivid lines, with the keenness and intensity
of which there is nothing in our literature that can compare.
Clarendor’s portraits in his gallery of characters are more com-
plete and discriminating, and infinitely more candid. But they do
not flash the personage, or the situation, upon the imagination,
and fix it in the memory, as one of Pope’s incisive lines does.
Like all the greatest poets, Pope is individual and local. He can
paint with his full power only what he sees. When he attempts
abstract truth, general themes, past history, his want of knowledge
makes itself felt in feeble and distorted views.

The first production of Pope to appear in print was his Pas/orals,
published 1709, when the author was twenty-one, but written some
years earlier. As the work of a youth of seventeen they are a
marvellous feat of melodious versification. In any other respect
they are only worthy of mention as already exemplifying the false
taste which Pope never got rid of when he attempted any other
theme than manners.

Of this false taste his Messiak is an elaborate specimen. This
poem is an adaptation of Virgil’s fourth Eclogue, Pol/7o, to Christ,
grafting upon the lines of the Latin poet the images supplied by the
prophecies of Isaiah. The ingenuity with which the double imita-
tion is carried through is only surpassed by the mastery shown over
the melody of the couplet, and the exhibition of a complete poetical
vocabulary. These brilliant qualities carried by storm the admiration
of Pope’s contemporaries, and continued to command the homage
of the eightcenth century down to Johnson. Language experience,
enforced by the precept and example of Wordsworth, makes our
age too keenly feel that the pathos and sublimity of the Hebrew
prophet are destroyed by the artificial embroidery with which
Pope has overlaid them. Pope’s Messiak reads to us like a sickly
paraphrase, in which all the majesty of the original is dissipated.
‘Righteousness’ becomes ‘dewy nectar’; ‘sheep’ are the ‘fleecy
care’; the call to Jerusalem to ‘arise and shine’is turned into an
invocation to ‘exalt her tow’ry head.” The ‘fir-tree and box-tree’
of Isaiah are ‘the spiry fir and shapely box.” In his translation of
the prediction ‘the sucking child shall play on the hole of the asp,
and the weaned child shall put his hand on the cockatrice den,’
Pope makes the cockatrice a ‘crested basilisk,’ and the asp ‘a
speckled snake’; they have both scales of a ‘green lustre,’ and a
‘forky tongue,’ and with this last the ‘smiling infant shall inno-
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cently play.’ ‘The leopard,’ says Isaiah, ¢ shall lie down with the
kid, and the young lion and the fatling together, and a little child
shaﬂ lead them’; Pope could not leave this exquisite picture
undecorated, and with him ‘boys in flowery bands the tiger lead.’
The alternative is an example of the justice of De Quincey’s obser-
vation that ‘the Arcadia of Pope’s age was the spurious Arcadia of
the opera theatre.’ (Elwin.)

The Essay on Criticism appeared in 1711. This is a didactic
poem of which the remote prototype is Horace’s Ars poetica, and
the immediate, Boileau’s A»t poétigue. 1t differs from these
models in its subject, which is the Art of Criticism. To Dr.
Johnson this production appeared ‘to display such extent of com-
prehension, such nicety of distinction, such acquaintance with
mankind, and such knowledge both of ancient and modern learn-
ing, as are not often attained by the matured age and the longest
experience”” This verdict of Johnson may be cited to show the
great advance which criticism has made in England in the course
of a century. We should now say that the precepts of Pope’s
Essay are conventional truisms, the ordinary rules of composition
which may be found in all school manuals, and which are taught
to boys as part of their prosody. ¢The Essay, says De Quincey,
‘is a mere versification, like a metrical multiplication table, of
commonplaces the most mouldy with which criticism has baited
its rat-traps.” It required very little reading of the French text-
books to find the maxims which Pope has here strung together.
But he has dressed them so neatly, and turned them out with such
sparkle and point, that these truisms have acquired a weight not
their own, and they circulate as proverbs among us in virtue of
their pithy form rather than their truth. They exemplify his own
line * What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed.’ Pope
told Spence that he had ¢ gone through all the best critics,’ specify-
ing Quintilian, Rapin and Le Bossu. But whatever trouble he
took in collecting what to say, his main effort is expended upon
how to say it. The Essay on Criticism abounds in those striking
couplets which have lodged in all our memories, and given their
last and abiding shape to dicta which have been extant in sub-
stance since literature began. A good example of this art is
supplied by the couplet which has just been quoted from ;

*True wit is nature to advantage dressed;
What oft was thought, but ne’er so well expressed.’
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which is Pope’s compressed form of the following prose of Boileau ;
‘Quest-ce qu'une pensée neuve, brillante, ¢ktraordinaire? Ce
n’est point comme se le persuadent les ignorants, une pensée que
personne n’a jamais eue, ni dd avoir. C’est au contraire une
pensée qui a dii venir A tout le monde, et que quelqu’un s’avise le
premier d’exprimer. Un bon mot n’est bon mot qu’en ce qu’il
dit une chose que chacun pensoit, et quil la dit d’'une manicre
vive, fine, et nouvelle.’

But though the Essay abounds with sparkle and point and
memorable lines, it is very far from bcing composed throughout
of nothing but such. Besides the general fault, which pervades all
Pope’s longer efforts, of want of coherent texture and consecutive-
ness of argument, the Essay on Criticism offers too many weak
lines, obscure expressions, and monotonous rhymes. Negligences
of versification, such as no picce of Pope’s composition is entirely
free from, abound in the Essay. One instance of this slovenliness
is the want of variety in his endings. There are twelve couplets
rhyming to wi:?, and ten rhyming to sexse.

¢ Unhappy wit, Itke most mistaken things,
Atones not for that envy which it bLiings.’

¢ Mistaken things’ here means ‘things wrongly taken by others,’
which is not the natural sense of the words ; and ‘atones’ stands
for ‘ compensates.’

‘ But sense survived when merry jests were passed’

It requires explanation that ¢ were passed’ here means ¢ had passed
away.’
*Critics . . .
Form short ideas, and offend in arts
As most in manners, from a love to parts.’

In this onc couplet are three expressions, ‘short ideas,’ ‘offend in
arts,” and ‘love to parts,’ the meaning of which has to be guessed,
or gathered from the context ; it is not apparent on the face of the
words used. In some styles of poetry enigmatical expression is
not a fault; in an Aeschylean chorus it is of the essence of the
charm that the revelations should be shrouded in clouds. But
Pope’s verse, like French prose, is constructed on the principle of
being immediately intelligible ; the mowment it is not so, its ruison
d’élre is gone.
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The Rape of the Lock is a mock-heroic poem, the style of which
was suggested to Pope by Boileaw’s Lu#rin. Pope followed his
model in entitling his work ‘An heroicomical poem,’ the epithet
employed by Boileau in the 1709 edition of his Lu#rin. It was
founded upon an incident which had caused great commotion in
the circle of Catholic familics in which Pope, though not himself a
member of it, had friends. Lord Petre, in a moment of youthful
frolic, had cut off a lock of hair from Miss Arabella Fermor’s head,
a liberty which was keenly resented, and had caused a violent
quarrel between the families. Mr. Caryll, a Sussex squire, nephew
to the Mr. John Caryll who had been Secretary to Mary, James
II's Queen, suggested to Pope to write a poem, which by treating
the incident playfully, might induce the offended family to take a
more lenient view of what they regarded as an outrage. This was
the motive of the first draft of the poem, as it was printed in
Tonson’s Aiscellany, 1712, in two cantos, and no more than 330
lines. This first sketch was written off in a fortnight, but its
author, pleased with the success of his work, elaborated it after-
wards, ard enlarged it especially by the introduction of what he
calls the ‘machinery,’ or the agency of supernatural beings of the
fairy species, whom he calls ‘sylphs.’ It is universally admitted
that the later additions, and this invention especially, are great
improvements, thus forming an exception to the rule that a poet
should never recast, or supplement, a piece which he has turned
out well in the first instance.

The heroine of the poem, Belinda, is Miss Fermor ; the Baron is
Lord Pectre; Thalestris is Mrs. Morley; Sir Plume is Mrs.
Morley’s brother, Sir George Brown of Keddington. Pope ob-
tained permission to dedicate the poem to Miss Fermor ; but not-
withstanding that he takes care to tell her that ‘ Belinda resembles
her in nothing but in beauty,’ the lady was more offended than
flattered by the representation given of her. Sir George Brown
was indignant at being made to talk nothing but nonsense. In
bringing about its professed aim, the reconciliation of the two
families, the poem was entirely unsuccessful.

But with the public it was otherwise. On its first publication
Addison pronounced it a delicious little thing; ‘merum sal.
Criticism the most hostile to Pope, of which there has been
abundance in the modern reaction against his influence, has
agreed to spare the Rage. Macaulay pronounces it his best poem.
De Quincey, who never spares Pope when he is w cak, goes beyond
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Macaulay, and declares it ‘the most exquisite monument of playful
fancy that universal literature offers.’ The Rape of the Lock, writes
Hazlitt, ‘is the most exquisite specimen of filigree work ever
invented. It is made of gauze and silver spangles. The most
glittering appearance is given to everything ; to paste, pomatum,
billets-doux, and patches. Airs, languid airs breathe around ; the
atmosphere is perfumed with affectation. A toilet is described
with the solemnity of an altar raised to the goddess of vanity, and
the history of a silver bodkin is given with all the pomp of heraldry.
No pains are spared, no profusion of ornament, no splendour of
poetic diction to set off the meanest things. . .. It is the triumph
of insignificance, the apotheosis of foppery and folly. It is the
perfection of the mock-heroic.” And Professor Conington thinks
‘there can be little to say about a poem so exquisite in its peculiar
style of art as to make the task of searching for faults almost
hopeless, that of commending beauties simply impertinent.’

Such warmth of encomium as this is at least testimony to the
admiration which the skill of the poet can still excite in the reader.
But it is criticism which touches the workmanship rather than the
work. Pope’s execution is so clever as always to charm us even
when his subject is most devoid of intercst. The secret of the
peculiar fascination of Zhe Rape of the Lock lies, 1 believe, not
merely in the art and management, but in_the fact that here, for
the first time, Pope is writing of that which he knew, of the life he
saw and the people he lived with. For Windsor Forest, though
he Tived in it, he had no eyes; but a drawing-room, a fop, and a
belle, these were the objects which had struck his young fancy
when he emerged from the linendraper’s villa, and he had studied
them. About these things he can be real and truthful ; when he
writes of Abelard and Heloise he is making believe, he is an actor
trying to think himself into his part. Only in his Satires and
Epistles and in the characters of his Moral Essays will he again
succeed in hitting upon congenial matter on which to lay out his
extraordinary power of versification.

Nor is the reflection of social life and manners which the Rage
offers confined to superficial forms only. The most intimate
sentiments of the time find their representation here. As an
instance we may point to the mean estimation of women. Con-
tempt veiled-under the show of deference, a mockery of chivalry,
its form without its spirit,—this is the attitude assumed towards
women by the poet in this piece. ‘ The world of fashion is displayed
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1n its most gorgeoys and attractive hues, and everywhcre the
emptiness is visible beneath the outward splendour. The beauty
of Belinda, the details of her toilet, her troops of admirers, are all
set forth with unrivalled grace and fascination, and all bear the
impress of vanity and vexation. Nothing can excced the art
with which the satire is blended with the pomp, mocking without
disturbing the unsubstantial gewgaw. The double vein is kept up
with sustained skill in the picture of the outward charms and the
inward frivolity of women.

¢ With varying vanities fiom cvery part
They shift the moving toyshop of their heart’;

this is the tone throughout. Their hearts are toyshops. They
reverse the relative importance of things ; the little with them is
great, and the gicat little” (Elwin.) This feeling towards women
is not the poct’s idiosyncrasy ; here he is but the representative of
his age. The degradation of woman in England does not date
from the Restoration. It was complete before the Commonwealth,
and is aptly symbolised in the behaviour of James I, who com-
pelled all ladies to kneel on being presented to him. But the
combination of the forms of chivalrous devotion with the reality of
cynical contempt, was the peculiar tone of manners which came in
with the court of Charles II, and gradually spread downwards
through the lower social strata. The poem in our literature which
gives the most finished representation of this sentiment is 7/e
Rape of the Lock.

It was to the translation of Homer, undertaken as a commercial
speculation, that Pope owed, more than to anything else he pro-
duced, the great reputation he attained in his lifetime. The
verdict of later times has reversed the decision of an age little
versed in Greek, and whose artificial manners were alien from the
primitive simplicity and savagery of Homer. Pope translated
from the Latin version, from the French of Dacier, from the
English of Chapman. But it was less his ignorance of Greek,
than his theory of poetical expression, which led him astray, His
solicitude is entircly spent upon the words he is using, and not
upon the thing he is describing. He introduced ornaments which
are not only foreign, but false and out of keeping. He reproduced
neither the naiveté nor the dignity of the original. Pope’s moon-
light scene provoked Wordsworth’s remark that ‘the eye of the
poet had never been steadily fixed upon its object,’ and that ‘it

VOL. IIL F
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shows to what a low state knowledge of the most obvious and
important phenomena had sunk’ Yet no selection from Pope
would be complete which did not offer a specimen of the Homer.
We give the moonlight scene from the 8th Book, partly for the
sake of comparison with Chapman’s rendering of the same lines,
(see above, vol. i. p. 519), and also because it is a striking example
of both the faults and excellences of the translation. We have in
these few lines more than average infidelity to the original; we
have unhomeric embroidery, such as ‘refulgent lamp of night’;
but we have at the same time twenty-four lines (eleven in the
Greck) of finished versification, the rapid, facile, and melodious
flow of which, concentrating all the felicitics of Pope’s higher style,
has never been surpassed in Inglish poctry.

The translation of Ilomcr occupied Pope during the ten best
years of lus life. The Odysscy was finished m 1725, and Pope
turned to very different woik, the composition of ZVe Dunciad.
Zhe Dunciad is a personal satire, or lampoon, directed against the
small authors of the day, who are bespattered with much mud and
little wit, without any prctence of disguise, and under their own
names. Z7/ie Dunciad has been the parent of a numerous progeny,
The Scribleriad, The Baviad, The Pursuits of Literature, English
Bards and Scotch Reviewers, all of which have had much vogue in
their day, and lost their savour when the gencration they libelled
has passed away. It must not be concealed that critics of reputation
have spoken with approbation of this amalgam of dirt, ribaldry
and petty spite. De Quincey has allowed himself to say that Z%e
Dunciad is Pope's ‘ greatest work.,’” Thackeray, who had no tolera-
tion for similar offences when Swift was the offender, thought that
the conclusion of Z%e Durnciad ¢ shows the author to be the equal of
all pocts of all times’; and Conington considers the poem as
‘unquestionably a very great satire.’” It certainly shows Pope’s
peculiar skill as an artist in its perfection. He has now (1727)
attained a complete mastery over the couplet, and can compel it
to do the work he requires of it. To the literary historian the
value of The Dunciad is great, as a chapter of contemporary life,
a 1ecord of small celebrities, otherwise lost to fame. But of its
absolute merit as a poem, a just taste must agrce with Taine (L2,
Angl. t. 4), that ‘seldom has so much talent been expended to
produce so much ennui’ The motive of the satire is not the
desire of the moral reformer to improve mankind, but the rancour
and malevolence of litcrary jealousy. And against whom is this
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petty irritation felt ? Against feeble journalists, brutal pamphleteers,
starving rhymesters, a crew of hackney authors, bohemians of ink
and paper below literature. To sting and wound these unfortunates
gave Pope pleasure as he sate, meditating stabs, in his elegant
villa, the resort of the rich and the noble! By attacking these, he
lowers himself to their level. The first poet of the age—of the
century—chooses to hand himself down to posterity as bandying
scurrilities with the meanest sciibblers, hired defamers, the banditti
of the printing-office, ready at the shortest notice to deliver half a
crown’s worth of slander. To be even with these miscrable out-
casts Pope condescended to employ one of the worst of them,
Savage, as a spy and informer to bring him gossip from their
haunts. When every other taunt fails him Pope can gibbet the
poverty of these unsuccessful authors as a crime, and turn them
into ridicule for wanting a dinner. The supcrfluous vehemence
with which he rails against these insignificant enemies betrays the
hollowness of the pretence that the satire was aimed not at in-
dividuals, but at the spirit of dullness or stupid conservatism. Of
Pope’s ignorance of cverything, except society and the art of
versifying, 7/%e Dunciad offers one signal instance. The first
scholar in Europe, one possessing a genius for criticism to which
philologians of all countries still pay admiring homage, was an
Englishman, and a contemporary of Pope. Pope looked on Richard
Bentley but knew him not. The lines (included in our selection)
in which the great critic is quizzed, are a typical specimen of the
fatal flaw in Pope’s writings, viz. that the workmanship is not
supported by the matter; a palpable falsehood is enshrined in
immortal lincs.

The composition of 7%e Dunciad had revealed to Pope where his
true strength lay, in blending personalities with moral reflection.
Duiing the next decade, 1730-40, he confined himself to the one
style ot composition upon which his reputation as an English poet
must rest, and in which he has never had a rival. The pieces
which appear in his collected works under the various titles of
Moral Lssays, Essay on Man, Epistle to Dr. Arbuthnot, Imita-
tions of Horace, Epilogue to the Satires, were brought out singly
at various times during these ten years.

The most celcbrated of these poems are the four epistles
addressed to Lord Bolingbroke, and known by the collective
title of the Essay on Man. It is a didactic or argumentative
poem, not on Man, as the title bears, but a théodicée or vindi-

F 2
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cation of the ways of Providence. The view attempted to be
presented is that of Leibnitzian optimism ; the end of the universe
is the general good of the whole ; it was impossible to realise this
without admitting partial evil. Man is not the end of creation, but
only one in a graduated scale of beings ; it is his pride which leads
him to complain when he finds that everything has not been
ordered for his benefit. The recasoning of the Essay on Man is
feeble, the philosophy either trite or inconsistent, or obscure. But
the less the intrinsic value of the argument, the more is our admi-
ration excited by the literary skill and brilliant execution displayed
in the management. The particular illustrations, the episodes and
side-lights, always sparkle with wit, and arec sometimes warm with
feeling, when the main thesis is jejune and frigid. ¢ Whilst Pope
frequently wastes his skill in gilding refuse, he is rcally most
sensitive to the noblest sentiments of his contemporaries, and™”
when he has good materials to work upon, his verse glows with
unusual fervour.” (Leslie Stephen.) Ruskin points to the couplet

¢ Never elated, while one man’s oppiessed ;

Never dejected whilst another’s blessed ’
as ‘the most complete, concise, and lofty expression of moral
temper existing in English words.” ‘If the Essay on Man were
shivered into fragments, it would not lose its value; for it is
precisely its details which constitute its moral as well as literary
beauties.” (A. W. Ward.)

The AMoral Essays, from which our next specimen is taken,
consist of five cpistles composed at different times, and placed in
the works under a common title. Of these the same may be said
as of the Essay on Man, that the ethical doctrine is not worthy of
the exquisite workmanship. Our extract is from the first epistle,
and includes the celcbrated character of Philip Lord Wharton,
a piece of portraiture which ranks with those of Addison, the
Duchess of Marlborough, Lord Hervey, and the death-bed of
Villicrs Duke of Buckingham. They arc masterpieces of English
versification, medals cut with such sharp outlines and such vigour
of hand that they have lost none of their freshness by lapse of
time. ‘When the poet engraves one of these figures, his com-
pendious imagery, the surpriscs of his juxtaposition, the sustained
and multiplied antitheses, the tcrse texture of each line, the in-
cessant shocks from the play of his eloquence directed and con-
-centrated continually upon one point, from these things the
memory receives an impression which it never loses”’ (Taine.)
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Pope’s peculiar posvers found their most perfect development in
the pieces, which in the collected works are entitled SaZires and
Epistles of Horace imitated. Casually suggested by Bolingbroke
in the course of conversation, and calling themselves an imitation,
these “satires and epistles’ are the most original of Pope’s writings,
and the most natural and spontaneous outcome of his genius.
These pieces, nine in number, including a Prologue, and two Epi-
logues, form a total of some 2000 lines, and were the product of the
four years 1735-8, and therefore of Pope’s meridian period between
his fortieth and fiftieth year. The ferocity of Pope’s invective and
the malice of his antipathies are here subdued, and though the
coarser horse-laugh of the old time breaks out every now and then,
yet on the whole the finer play of sarcasm and witty inuendo has
i;lkcn the place of hard names and slander.

The Epistle co Dr. Arbuthnot, or Prologue to the Satires may be
singled out as Pope’s most characteristic piece. We give it entire
in our selections. It contains the two famous portraits, that of
Lord Hervey (Sporus) and that of Addison (Atticus). The libel,
for such it is, on Lord Hervey cannot be excused even by the
rancour of political party. This accomplished nobleman was
Vice-Chamberlain in the court of George 1I, a position easy
cnough to a mere fribble, but which was sure to mark out a man
of parts and wit such as Lord Hervey, as the object of hatred to
the tory and jacobite opposition. kEven as art, Pope must be
considered in this sketch to have failed from overcharging his
canvas with odious and disgusting images. Yet ¢it is impossible
not to admire, however we may condemn, the art by which
acknowledged wit, beauty and gentle manners, the Queen’s favour,
and cven a valetudinary diet are travestied into the most odious
defects and offences.” (Croker.) The satire on Addison, in a
more rcfined style, but not less unjust in fact, had been written
twenty years before, during Addison’s lifetime. Pope regarded
the piece with the affection with which an author regards the
product of much time and labour; and he had meditated each
stab in this finished lampoon for years. Having printed it sepa-
rately in 1727, he now finally adapted it into this Prologue to the
Satires, only suppressing the real name, but not concealing it
under the thin disguise of ¢Atticus.” The art of these malignant
lines is much greater than that of those on Lord Hervey. Pope
here not only avoids any images which were in themselves offen-
sive, but allows his victim many virtues and accomplishments.

MARK PATTISON.
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FroM THE ‘EssAy oN CRITICISM.’

Some to Conceit alone their taste confine,

And glittring thoughts struck out at ev’ry line;
Pleas’d with a work where nothing’s just or fit;
One glaring Chaos and wild heap of wit.

Poets, like painters, thus, unskill'd to trace

The naked nature and the living grace,

With gold and jewels cover ev’ry part,

And hide with ornaments their want of art.

True wit is nature to advantage dress'd ;

What oft was thought, but ne’er so well express'd ;
Something, whose truth convinc’d at sight we find
That gives us back the image of our mind.

As shades moie sweetly recommend the light,

So modest plainness sets off sprightly wit.

For works may have more wit than does ’em good,
As bodies perish through excess of blood.

Others for Language all their care express,
And value books, as women men, for dress:
Their praise is still,—the style is excellent ;

The scnse, they humbly take upon content.
Words are like leaves; and where they most abound,
Much fruit of sense beneath is rarely found :
False eloquence, like the prismatic glass,

Its gaudy colours spreads on ev’ry place;
The face of nature we no more survey,

All glares alike, without distinction gay:

But true expression, like th’ unchanging sun,
Clears and improves whate’er it shines upon ;
It gilds all objects, but it alters none.
Expression is the dress of thought, and still
Appears more decent, as more suitable ;

A vile conceit in pompous words expressed
Is like a clown in regal purple dressed:
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For diff’rent sgyles with diff’rent subjects sort,
As sev’ral garbs with country, town, and court.
Some by old words to fame have made pretence,
Ancients in phrase, mere moderns in their sense;
Such labour’d nothings, in so strange a style,
Amaze th’ unlcarn’d, and make the lcarn’d smile,
Unlucky, as Fungoso in the play,
These sparks with awkward vanity display '
What the fine gentleman wore yesterday;
And but so mimic ancient wits at best,
As apes our grandsires, in their doublets drest.
In words, as fashions, the same rule will hold;
Alike fantastic, if too new or old:
Be not the first by whom the new are try’d,
Nor yet the last to lay the old aside.

But most by numbers judge a poet’s song,
And smooth or rough, with them, is right or wrong:
In the bright muse, tho’ thousand charms conspiie,
Her voice is all these tuneful fools admire;
Who haunt Parnassus but to please their ear,
Not mend their minds; as some to church repair,
Not for the doctrine, but the music there.
These equal syllables alone require,
Tho’ oft the ear the open vowels tire;
While cxpletives their feeble aid do join;
And ten low words oft creep in one dull line:
While they ring round the same unvaried chimcs,
With sure returns of still expected rhymes ;
Where’er you find ‘the cooling western breeze,’
In the next line, it ‘ whispers through the trees’:
If crystal strcams ‘with pleasing murmurs crecp,’
The reader’s threaten’d (not in vain) with ‘sleep’:
Then, at the last and only couplet fraught
With some unmeaning thing they call a thought,
A needless Alexandrine ends the song,
That, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along
Leave such to tune their own dull rhymes, and know
What'’s roundly smooth, or languishingly slow ;



72

THE ENGLISIT POETS.

And praise the easy vigour of a line, R

Where Denham’s strength and Waller’s sweetness join,
True easc in writing comes from art, not chance,

As those move easiest who have learn’d to dance.
'Tis not enough no haishness gives offence,

The sound must scem an ccho to the sense:

Soft is the strain when Zephyr gently blows,

And the smooth strcam in smoother numbers flows;
But when loud surges lash the soundmg shore,

The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar:
\When Ajax strives some rock’s vast weight to throw,
The line too labours, and the words move slow :

Not so, when swift Camilla scours the plain,

Flies o’er tl’ unbending corn, and skims along the main.

Hear how Timotheus’ vary’d lays surprise,
And bid alteinate passions fall and rise !
While at each change, the son of Libyan Jove
Now burns with glory, and then melts with love ;
Now his fierce eyes with sparkling fury glow,
Now sighs steal out, and tears begin to flow:
Persians and Greeks like turns of nature found,
And the world’s victor stood subdu’d by sound!
The power of music all our heaits allow,
And what Timotheus was, is Dryden now.
Avoid extremes ; and shun the fault of such,
Who still are pleas’d too little or too much.
At evry trifle scorn to take offence,
That always shows gicat pride, or little sense:
Those hecads, as stomachs, are not sure the best,
Which nauseate all, and nothing can digest.
Yet let not each gay turn thy rapture move ;
For fools admire, but men of sense approve :
As things seem large which we through mists descry,
Dulness is ever apt to magnify.
Some forcign writers, some our own despise ;
The ancients only, or the moderns prize.
Thus wit, like faith, by each man is apply’d
To one small sect, and all are damn’d beside.
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Meanly they seck the blessing to confine,

And force that sun but on a part to shine,

Which not alone the southern wit sublimes,

But ripens spitits in cold northern climes ;

Which from the first has shone on ages past,

Enlights the present, and shall warm the last ;

Tho’ each may feel increases and decays,

And sce now clearer and now daiker days.

Regard not, then, if wit be old or new,

But blame the false, and value still the true.
Some ne’er advance a judgment of their own,

But catch the spreading notion of the Town ;

They reason and conclude by precedent,

And own stale nonsense which they ne’er invent,

Some judge of author’s names, not works, and then

Nor praise nor blame the writings, but the men.

Of all this servile herd, the worst is he

That in proud dulness joins with Quality.

A constant critic at the great man’s board,

To fetch and carry nonsense for my Lord,

What woful stuff this madrigal would be,

In some starv’d hackney sonneteer, or me?

But let a Lord once own the happy lines,

How the wit biightens! how the stile refines!

Before his sacred name flies ev’ry fault,

And each exalted stanza tecms with thought!

Tuiz RAPE OF THE LOCK.

CANTO IL

Not with more glories, in th’ ethereal plain,

The sun first rises o’er the purpled main,

Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams

Launch’d on the bosom of the silver Thames.

Fair nymphs, and well-drest youths around her shone,
But every eye was fix’d on her alone.
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On her white breast a sparkling crosg she wore,
Which Jews might kiss, and infidels adore.
Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose,
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix’d as those:
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends ;

Oft she rejects, but never once offends.

Bright as the sun, her eyes the gazers strike,
And, like the sun, they shine on all alike.

Yet graceful ease, and sweetness void of pride,
Might hide her faults, if Belles had faults to hide:
If to her share some female errors fall,

Look on her face, and you’ll forget ’em all.
This nymph, to the destruction of mankind,
Nourish’d two locks which graceful hung behind
In equal curls, and well conspired to deck
With shining ringlets the smooth iv’ry neck.
Love in these labyrinths his slave detains,

And mighty hearts are held in slender chains.
With hairy springes we the birds betray,

Slight lines of hair surprise the finny prey,

Fair tresses man’s imperial race insnare,

And beauty draws us with a single hair.

Th’ advent’rous Baron the bright locks admir'd:
He saw, he wish’d, and to the prize aspir’d.
Resolv’d to win, he meditates the way,

By force to ravish, or by fraud betray:
For when success a lover’s toil attends,
Few ask, if fraud or force attain’d his ends.

For this, cre Phabus rose, he had implor'd

Propitious heav’n, and ev’ry pow’r ador’d,

But chiefly Love—to Love an Altar built,

Of twelve vast French romances, neatly gilt.
There lay three garters, half a pair of gloves,
And all the trophies of his former loves ;

With tender billet-doux he lights the pyre,

And breathes threce amorous sighs to raise the fire
Then prostrate falls, and begs with ardent eyes
Soon to obtain, and long possess the prize :
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The Powersygave ear, and granted half his prayer,
The rest the winds dispers’d in empty air.

But now secure the painted vessel glides,

The sun-beams trembling on the floating tides:
While melting music steals upon the sky,

And soften’d sounds along the waters die;
Smooth flow the waves, the Zephyrs gently play,
Belinda smild, and all the world was gay,

All but the Sylph—with careful thoughts opprest,
Th’ impending woe sat heavy on his breast.

He summons straight his denizens of air ;

The lucid squadrons round the sails repair:
Soft o’er the shrouds acrial whispers breathe,
That seemed but Zephyrs to the train beneath.
Some to the sun their insect-wings unfold,

Waft on the breesc, or sink in clouds of gold;
Transparent forms, too fine for mortal sight,
Their fluid bodies half dissolv’d in light,

Loosc to the wind their airy garments flew,
Thin glittering textures of the filmy dew,

Dipt m the richest tincture of the skies,

Where light disports in cver-mingling dyes ;
While every beam new transient colours flings,
Colours that change whene’er they wave their wings
Amid the circle, on the gilded mast,

Superior by the head, was Ariel plac'd;

His purple pinions op’ning to the sun,

He rais’d his azure wand, and thus begun.

Ye Sylphs and Sylphids, to your chief give ear,
Fays, Fairies, Genii, Elves, and Demons hear!
Ye know the spheres, and various tasks assign’d
Dy laws eternal to th’ acrial kind.

Some in the fields of purest wther play,

And bask and whiten in the blaze of day.

Some guide the course of wand’ring orbs on high,
Or roll the planets through the boundless sky.
Some less refin’d, beneath the moon’s pale light
Pursue the stars that shoot athwart the night,
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Or suck the mists in grosser air below,
Or dip their pinions in the painted bow,
Or brew fierce tempests on the wintry main,
Or o’er the glebe distil the kindly rain.
Others on earth o’cr human race preside,
Watch all their ways, and all their actions guide:
Of these the chief the care of nations own,
And guard with arms divine the British throne.
Our humbler province is to tend the fair,
Not a less pleasing, tho’ less glorious care ;
To save the powder from too rude a gale,
Nor let th’ imprison’d essences exhale ;
To draw fresh colours from the vernal flow’rs ;
To steal from rainbows ere they drop in show’rs
A Dbrighter wash ; to curl their waving hairs,
Assist their blushes, and inspire their airs ;
Nay oft, in dreams, invention we bestow,
To change a flounce, or add a furbelow.
This day, black omens threat the brightest Fair
That e’er deserv’d a watchful spirit’s care ;
Some dire disaster, or by force, or flight;
But what, or where, the fates have wrapt in night,
Whether the nymph shall break Diana’s law,
Or some frail china jar reccive a flaw ;
Or stain her honour, or her new brocade;
Forget her pray’rs, or miss a masqucrade;
Or lose her heart, or necklace, at a ball;
Or whether heaven has doom’d that Shock must fall
Haste then, ye spirits! to your charge repair:
The flutt’ring fan be Zcphyretta’s care ;
The drops to thee, Drillante, we consign ;
And, Momentilla, let the watch be thine ;
Do thou, Crispissa, tend her favrite lock ;
Ariel himself shall be the guard of Shock.
To fifty chosen Sylphs, of special note,
We trust th’ important charge, the petticoat:
Oft have we known that seven-fold fence to fail,
Tho’ stiff with hoops and arm’d with ribs of whale,
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Form a stroyg line about the silver bound,
And guard the wide circumference around.

Whatever spirit, careless of his charge,

His post neglects, or leaves the fair at large,
Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o’ertake his «ns,
Be stop’d in vials, or transfixed with pins;

Or plung’d in lakes of bitter washes hg,

Or wedg’d whole ages in a bodkin’s eye:
Gums and pomatums shall his flight restrain,
While clog’d he beats his silken wings in vain;
Or alum styptics with contracting power
Shrink his thin essence lhike a rivel’d flower :
Or, as Ixion fix’d, the wretch shall feel

The giddy motion of the whirling mill,

In fumes of burning chocolate shall glow,

And tremble at the sea that froths below !

He spoke; the spirits from the sails descend ,
Some, orb in orb, around the nymph extend ;
Some thrid the mazy ringlets of her hair ;
Some hang upon the pendants of her ear:
With beating hearts the dire event they wait,
Anxious, and trembling for the birth of IFate.

CANTO IIl

Close by those mcads, for ever crown’d with flowers,

Where Thames with pride surveys his rising towers,

There stands a structure of majestic frame,

Which from the ncighbouring Hampton takes its name

Here Britain’s statesmen oft the fall foredoom

Of foreign tyrants, and of nymphs at home ;

Here thou, great ANNA! whom three realims obey,

Dost sometimes counsel take—and sometimes tea.
Hither the heroes and the nymphs resort,

To taste awhile the pleasures of a court ;

In various talk tlh’ instructive hours they past,

Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last;

One speaks the glory of the British Queen,

And one describes a charming Indian screcn ;
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A third interprets motions, looks, andoeyes;

At evry woird a reputation dies.

Snuff, or the fan, supply cach pause of chat,

With singing, laughing, ogling, and all that.
Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day,

The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray;

The hungry judges soon the sentence sign,

And wretches hang that jurymen may dine;

The merchant from th’ Exchange returns in pcace,

And the long labours of the toilet ceasc.

Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites,

Duins to encounter two adventrous knights,

At ombre singly to decide their doom

And swells her breast with conquests yet to come,

Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join,

Each band the number of the sacred nine.

Soon as she spreads her hand, th’ adrial guard

Descend, and sit on each important card :

First Aticl perch’d upon a matadore,

Then each, according to the rank they bore;

For sylphs, yet mindful of their ancient race,

Are, as when women, wondrous fond of place.
Behold, four Kings in majesty rever’d,

With hoary whiskers and a forky beard ;

And four fair Queens whose hands sustain a flower,

Th’ expressive emblem of their softer power;

Four knaves in garbs succinct, a trusty band,

Caps on their heads, and halberts in their hand;

And particolour’d troops, a shining train,

Draw forth to combat on the velvet plain.
The skilful nymph reviews her force with care:

Let Spades be trumps! she said, and trumps they were,
Now move to war her sable matadores,

In show like leaders of the swarthy moors.

Spadillio first, unconquerable lord !

Led off two captive trumps, and swept the board.

As many more Manillio forc’d to yield,

And marcl’d a victor fiom the verdant ficld,
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Him Basto follow’d, but his fate more hard
Gain’d but one trump and one plebeian card.
With his broad sabre next, a chief in years,
The hoary majesty of Spades appears,

Puts forth one manly leg, to sight reveal’d,
The rest, his many-colour’d robe conceal’d.
The rebel Knave, who dares his prince engage,
Proves the just victim of his royal rage.

Ev’n mighty Pam, that kings and queens o’erthrew,
And mow’d down armics in the fights of Lu,
Sad chance of war! now destitute of aid,
Falls undistinguish’d by the victor spade!

Thus far both armics to Belinda yield

Now to the baron fate inclines the ficld.

Ilis warlike amaron her host invades,

Th’ imperial consort of the crown of Spades.
The Club’s black tyrant first her victim died,
Spite of his haughty mien, and baibaious puide s
What boots the regal circle on his head,

Iis giant limbs, in state unwicldy spread;

That long behind he trails his pompous robe,
And, of all monarchs, only grasps the globe?

The Baron now his Diamonds pours apace ;
Th’ embroider’d King who shows but half his face,
And his refulgent Queen, with p-.wers combin’d
Of bioken troops an casy conquest find.

Clubs, Diamonds, llearts, in wild disorder seen,
With throngs promiscuous strow the level gieen,
Thus when dispers’d a routed army runs,

Of Asia’s troops, and Afric’s sable sons,

With like confusion different nations fly,

Of various habit, and of various dye,

The pierc’d battalions disunited fall,

In heaps on heaps ; one fate o’ciwhelms them all.

The Knave of Diamonds trics his wily arts,
And wins (oh shamcful chance!) the Queen of Hearts,
At this, the blood the virgin’s check forsook,

A livid paleness spreads oer all her look
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She sees, and trembles at th’ approaching 1ll,

Just in the jaws of ruin, and Codille.

And now (as oft in some distemper’d state)

On one nice trick depends the gen’ral fate.

An Acc of Hearts steps forth : the King unseen
Lurk’d in her hand, and mourn’d his captive Queen :
He springs to vengeance with an eager pace,

And falls like thunder on the prostrate ace.

The nymph exulting fills with shouts the sky ;

The walls, the woods, and long canals reply.

Oh thoughtless mortals ! ever blind to fate,
Too soon dcjected, and too soon elate.

Suddcen, these honours shall be snatch’d away,
And curs’'d for ever this victorious day.

For lo! the board with cnps and spoons is crown’d,
The berries crackle, and the mill tuins round;
On shining altars of Japan they raise
The silver lamp ; the fiery spirits blaze :

From silver spouts the grateful liquors glide,
While China’s earth receives the smoking tide:
At once they gratify their scent and taste,

And frequent cups prolong the rich repast.
Straight hover round the fair her airy band ;
Some, as she sipp’d, the fuming liquor fann’d,
Some o’er her lap their careful plumes display’d,
Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade.
Coffee, (which makes the politician wise,

And see thro’ all things with his half-shut cyes)
Sent up in vapours to the Baron’s brain

New stratagems, the radiant lock to gain.

Ah cease, rash youth! desist ere ’tis too late,
Fear the just gods, and think of Scylla’s fate !
Chang'd to a bird, and sent to flit in air,

She dearly pays for Nisus’ injur’d hair!

But when to mischief mortals bend their will,
How soon they find fit instruments of ill!

Just then, Clarissa drew with tempting grace
A two-edg’d weapon from her shining case :
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So ladies in womance assist their knight,

Present the spear, and arm him for the fight.

He takes the gift with rev’rence, and extends
The little engine on his fingers’ ends ;

This just behind Belinda’s neck he spread,

As o’er the fragrant steams she bends her hecad.
Swift to the lock a thousand sprites repair,

A thousand wings, by turns, blow back the hair;
And thrice they twitch’d the diamond in her ear ;
Thrice she look’d back, and thrice the foe drew near.
Just in that instant, anxious Ariel sought

The close recesses of the virgin’s thought ;

As on the nosegay in her breast reclin’d,

e watch’d th’ ideas rising in her mind,

Sudden he view’d, in spite of all her art,

An earthly lover lurking at her hcart.

Amaz’d, confus’d, he found his pow’r expird,
Resign’d to fate, and with a sigh retird.

The peer now spreads the glitt’ring forfex wide,

T’ inclose the lock ; now joins it, to divide.

Ev’n then, before the fatal engine clos’d,

A wretched sylph too fondly interpos’d ;

Fate urg’d the shcars, and cut the sylph in twain,
(But airy substance soon unites again)

The meeting points the sacred hair dissever
From the fair head, for ever, and for ever!

Then flash’d the living lightning from her eyes,
And screams of horror rend th’ affrighted skies.
Not louder shrieks to pitying hcaven are cast,
When husbands, or when lapdogs, breathe their last,
Or when rich China vessels fall'n from high,

In glittring dust and painted fragments lic !

Let wreaths of triumph now my temples twine,
(The victor cried) the glorious prize is mine!
While fish in strcams, or birds delight in air,

Or in a coach and six the British fair,
As long as Atalantis shall be read,
Or the small pillow grace a lady’s bed,

VOL. IIL G
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While visits shall be paid on solemr. days,

When num’rous wax-lights in bright order blaze,
While nymphs take treats, or assignations give,

So long my honour, name, and praise shall live!
What time would spare, from steel receives its date,
And monuments, like men, submit to fate!

Steel could the labour of the gods destroy,

And strike to dust th’ imperial tow’rs of Troy ;
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound,
And hew triumphal arches to the ground.

What wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hairs should feel,
The conqu’ring force of unresisted stecl ?

FrRoM THE ILIAD. DOOK VIIL

The troops exulting sat in order round,
And beaming fires illumin’d all the ground.
As when the moon, refulgent lamp of night!
O’er heaven’s clear azure sprecads her sacred light,
When not a breath disturbs the deep sercne,
And not a cloud o’ercasts the solemn scene;
Around her throne the vivid planets roll,
And stars unnumber’d gild the glowing pole,
O’er the daik trees a ycllower verdure shed,
And tip with silver every mountain’s head ;
Then shine the vales, the rocks in prospect rise,
A flood of glory bursts from all the skies :
The conscious swains, rejoicing in the sight,
Eye the blue vault, and bless the useful light.
So many flames before proud Ilion blaze,
And lighten glimmering Xanthus with their rays:
The long reflections of the distant fires
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on the spires.
A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild,
And shoot a shady lustre o’er the ficld.
Full fifty guards cach flaming pile attend,
Whose umber’d arms, by fits, thick flashes send.
Loud neigh the coursers o’er their heaps of corn,
And ardent warriors wait the rising morn.
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ELEGY TO THE MEMORY OF AN UNFORTUNATE L.ADY.

What beck’ning ghost, along the moon-light shade
Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade?
Tis she ;—but why that bleeding bosom gor’d,
Why dimly glcams the visionary sword !
Oh, cver beauteous, ever friendly! tell,
Is it, in heaven, a crime to love too well ?
To bear too tender or too firm a heart,
To act a lover’s or a Roman’s part?
Is there no bright reversion in the sky,
For those who greatly think, or bravely die?
Why bade ye clse, ye pow’rs! her soul aspire
Above the vulgar flight of low desire?
Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes ;
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods:
Thence to their images on carth it flows,
And in the breasts of kings and heroes glows
Most souls, ’tis true, but peep out once an age,
Dull suilen prisoners in the body’s cage:
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years
Uscless, unscen, as lamps in sepulchres ;
Like eastern kings a lazy state they kcep,
And, close confin’d to their own palace, sleep.
From these perhaps (ere naturc bade her dic)
Fate snatch’d her carly to the pitying sky.
As into the air the purer spirits flow,
And separate from their kindred dregs below ;
So flew the soul to its congenial place,
Nor left one virtue to redeem her race.
But thou, false guardian of a charge too good,
Thou, mean deserter of thy brother’s blood
See on these ruby lips the trembling breath,
These cheeks now fading at the blast of death ;
Cold is that breast which warm’d the world before,
And those love-daiting eyes must roll no more.

G2
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Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball, -
Thus shall your wives, and thus your children fall:
On all the line a sudden vengeance waits,
And frequent hearses shall besiege your gates;
There passengers shall stand, and pointing say
(While the long fun’rals blacken all the way),
Lo! these were they, whose souls the Furies steel'd,
And curs’d with hearts unknowing how to yield.
Thus unlamented pass the proud away,
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day!
So perish all, whose breast ne’er learn’d to glow
For others good, or melt at others woe.

What can atone (oh ever-injur'd shade!)
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid?
No friend’s complaint, no kind domestic tear
Pleas’d thy pale ghost, or grac’d thy mournful bier,
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos’d,
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos’d,
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn’d,
By strangers honour’d and by strangers mourn’d!
What tho’ no friends in sable weeds appear,
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year,
And bear about the mockery of woe
To midnight dances, and the public show?
What tho’ no weeping loves thy ashes grace,
Nor polish’d marble emulate thy face,
What tho’ no sacred earth allow thee room,
Nor hallow’d dirge be mutter’d o’er thy tomb,
Yet shall thy grave with rising flowers be drest,
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breast:
There shall the morn her earliest tears bestow,
There the first roses of thy year shall blow ;
While angels with their silver wings o’crshade
The ground, now sacred by thy relics made.

So peaceful rests, without a stone, a name,
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame.
How lov’d, how honour’d once, avails thee not,
To whom related, or by whom begot ;
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A heap of dust glone remains of thee,

'Tis all thou art, and all the proud shall be!
Poets themselves must fall like those they sung,

Dcaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue.

Ev’n he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays,

Shall shortly want the generous tear he pays;

Then from his closing eyes thy form shall part,

And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart,

Life’s idle business at one gasp be oer,

The muse forgot, and thou belov’d no more |

FROM THE ‘Essay ON Man.’

BOOK L.

Heaven from all creatures hides the book of fate,
All but the page prescrib’d, their present state :
From brutes what men, from men what spirits know :
Or who could suffer being here below?

The lamb thy riot dooms to bleed to-day,

Had he thy reason, would he skip and play?
Pleas’d to the last, he crops the flow’ry food,
And licks the hand just rais’d to shed his blood.
Oh blindness to the future ! kindly giv’n,

That each may fill the ciicle mark’d by Heav'n:
Who sees with equal cye, as God of all,

A hero perish, or a sparrow fall.

Atoms or systems into ruin hurl’d,

And now a bubble burst, and now a world

Hope humbly then; with trembling pinions soar;
Wait the great teacher death, and God adore.
What future bliss, he gives not thee to know,

But gives that hope to be thy blessing now.
Hope springs eternal in the human breast :
Man never is, but always to be blest.
The soul (uneasy, and confin’d) from home,
Rests and expatiates in a life to come.
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Lo the poor Indian! whose untutord mind
Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind;
His soul, proud science never taught to stray
Far as the solar walk, or milky way ;

Yet simple nature to his hope has givn,

Behind the cloud-topt hill, an humbler heav’n
Some safer world in depth of woods cmbrac’d,
Some happier island in the wat’ry waste,

Where slaves once more their native land behold,
No fiends torment, no Christians thirst for gold.
To be, contents his natural desire,

He asks no angel’s wing, no seraph’s fire;

But thinks, admitted to that equal sky,

His faithful dog shall bear him company.

Go, wiser thou! and, in thy scale of sense,
Weigh thy opinion against Providence ;

Call imperfection what thou fanciest such,
Say, Here he gives too little, there too much:
Destroy all creatures for thy sport or gust,
Yet cry, if man’s unhappy, God’s unjust ;

If man alone ingross not Heav’n’s high care,
Alone made perfect here, immortal there :
Snatch from his hand the balance and the rod,
Rejudge his justice, be the God of God.

In pride, in reas’ing pride, our error lies;
All quit their sphere, and rush into the skies.
Pride still is aiming at the blest abodes,

Men would be angels, angels would be Gods.
Aspiring to be Gods, if angels fell,

Aspiring to be angels, men rebel :

And who but wishes to invert the laws

Of order, sins against th’ Eternal Cause.

Ask for what end the heav’nly bodies shine,
Earth for whose use? Pride answers ¢’Tis for mine:
For me kind Nature wakes her genial pow’,
Suckles each herb, and spreads out ev’ry flow’r;
Annual for me, the grape, the rose renew,

The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew ;
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For me, the mipe a thousand treasures brings;
For me, health gushes from a thousand springs ;
Seas roll to waft me, suns to light me rise ;
My foot-stool eaith, my canopy the skies.’

But errs not Nature from this gracious eng,
From burning suns when livid deaths descend,
When earthquakes swallow, or when tempests sweep
Towns to one grave, wholc nations to the deep?
‘No (’tis replied) the first Almighty Cause
Acts not by partial, but by gen’ral laws;
Th’ exceptions few; some change since all began:
And what created perfect>—Why then Man?’
If the great end be human happiness,
Then nature deviates ; and can man do less?
As much that end a constant course requires
Of show’rs and sun-shine, as of man’s desires;
As much eternal springs and cloudless skies,
As men for ever temp’rate, calm, and wise.
If plagues or earthquakes break not Heaven’s design,
Why then a Borgia, or a Catiline?
Who knows but He, whose hand the light'ning forms,
Who heaves old ocean, and who wings the storms ;
Pours fierce ambition in a Casar’s mind,
Or turns young Ammon loose to scourge mankind?
From pride, from pride, our very reas’ning springs ;
Account for moral, as for nat’ral things:
Why charge we heav’n in those, in these acquit?
In both, to reason right is to submit.

Better for us, perhaps, it might appear,
Were there all harmony, all virtue here ;
That never air or occan felt the wind ;
That never passion discompos’d the mind.
But all subsists by elemental strife ;
And passions are the elements of life.
The gen’ral order, since the whole began,
Is kept in nature, and is kept in man.

What would this man? Now upward will he soar.
And little less than angels, would be more;

8y
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Now looking downwards, just as griev’d appears
To want the strength of bulls, the fur of bears.
Made for his use all creatures if he call,
Say, what their use, had he the pow’rs of all;
Nature to these, without profusion, kind,
The proper organs, proper pow’rs assign’d ;
Each seeming want compensated of course,
Here with degrees of swiftness, there of force ;
All in exact proportion to the state;
Nothing to add, and nothing to abate,
Each beast, each insect, happy in its own:
Is heav’n unkind to man, and man alone?
Shall he alone, whom rational we call,
Be pleas’d with nothing, if not bless’d with all?

The bliss of man (could pride that blessing find)
Is not to act or think beyond mankind ;
No pow’rs of body or of soul to share,
But what his nature and his state can bear.
Why has not man a microscopic eye?
For this plain reason, man is not a fly.
Say what the use, were finer optics giv’n,
T’ inspect a mite, not comprehend the heav'n?
Or touch, if tremblingly alive all o’er,
To smart and agonise at every pore ?
Or quick effluvia darting through the brain,
Die of a rose in aromatic pain?
If nature thunder’d in his op’ning cars,
And stunn’d him with the music of the spheres,
How would he wish that heav’n had left him still
The whisp’ring Zephyr, and the purling rill?
Who finds not Providence all good and wise,
Alike in what it gives, and what denies ?

Far as Creation’s ample range extends,
The scale of sensual, mental pow’rs ascends :
Mark how it mounts, to man’s imperial race,
From the green myriads in the peopled grass:
What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme,
The mole’s dim curtain, and the lynx’s beam :
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Of smell, the headlong lioness between,
And hound sagacious on the tainted green:
Of hearing, from the life that fills the flood,
To that which warbles through the vernal wood?
The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine !
Feels at each thread, and lives along the line:
In the nice bce, what sense so subtly true
From pois'nous herbs extracts the healing dew?
How instinct varies in the grovling swine,
Compar’d, half-reas’ning elephant, with thine!
*Twixt that, and reason, what a nice barricr?
For ever seprate, yet for ever near!
Kemembrance and reflection, how allied ;
What thin partitions sense from thought divide?
And middle natures, how they long to join,
Yet never pass th’ insuperable line!
Without this just gradation, could they be
Subjected, these to those, or all to thee?
The pow’rs of all subdu’d by thee alone,
Is not thy reason all these pow’rs in one?

See, through this air, this ocean, and this earth,
All matter quick, and bursting into birth.
Above, how high, progressive life may go!
Around, how wide, how deep extend below!
Vast chain of Being! which from God began,
Natures ethereal, human, angel, man,
Beast, bird, fish, insect, what no eye can sec,
No glass can reach ; from infinite to thee,
From thee to Nothing.—On superior pow’rs
Were we to press, inferior might on ours:
Or in the full creation lecave a void,
Where, one step broken, the great scale’s destroy’d:
From Nature’s chain whatever link you strike,
Tenth, or ten thousandth, breaks the chain alike.

And, if each system in gradation roll
Alike essential to th’ amazing whole,
The least confusion but in one, not all
That system only, but the whole must fall
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Let earth unbalanc’d from her orbit fly,,
Planets and stars run lawless through the sky;
Let ruling angels from their spheres be hurld,
Being on being wreck’d, and world on world ;
Heaven’s whole foundations to their centre nod,
And nature trembles to the throne of God.
All this dread order break—for whom? for thee?
Vile worm !—oh madness! pride! impicty!
What if the foot, ordain’d the dust to tread,
Or hand, to toil, aspir’d to be the head?
What if the head, the eye, or ear repin’d
To serve mere engines to the ruling mind?
Just as absurd for any part to claim
To be another, in this gen’ral frame:
Just as absurd, to mourn the tasks or pains,
The great directing mind of all ordains.
All are but parts of one stupendous whole,
Whose body nature is, and God the soul;
That, chang’d through all, and yet in all the same;
Great in the carth, as in the ethereal frame ;
Warms in the sun, refreshes in the breeze,
Glows in the stars, and blossoms in the trees,
Lives through all life, extends through all extent,
Spreads undivided, operates unspent ;
Breathes in our soul, informs our mortal part,
As full, as perfect, in a hair as heart;
As full, as perfect, in vile man that mourns,
As the rapt seraph, that adores and burns:
To him no high, no low, no great, no small ;
He fills, he bounds, connects, and equals all.
Cease then, nor order imperfection name :
Our proper bliss depends on what we blame.
Know thy own point: This kind, this due degree
Of blindness, weakness, heaven bestows on thee.
Submit.—In this, or any other sphere,
Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear:
Safe in the hand of one disposing pow'r,
Or in the natal, or the mortal hour.
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All nature is hut art, unknown to thee ;

All chance, direction, which thou canst not see;
All discord, harmony not understood ;

All partial evil, universal good :

And, spite of pride, in erring reason’s spite,
One truth is clear, Whatever is, is right.

BOOK 1V,

Oh blind to truth, and God’s whole scheme below,
Who fancy bliss to vice, to virtue woe!
Who sees and follows that great scheme the best,
Best knows the blessing, and will most be blest.
But fools, the good alone unhappy call,
For ills or accidents that chance to all
See Falkland dies, the virtuous and the just!
See godlike Turenne prostrate on the dust!
See Sidney bleeds amid the martial strife!
Was this their virtue, or contempt of life?
Say, was it virtue, more tho’ heaven ne’er gave,
Lamented Digby! sunk thee to the grave?
Tell me, if virtue made the son expire,
Why, full of days and honour, lives the sire?
‘Why drew Marscilles’ good bishop purer breath,
When nature sicken’d, and each gale was death?
Or why so long (in life if long can be)
Lent I{eaven a parent to the poor and me?

What makes all physical or moral ill ?
Therce deviates nature, and here wanders will
God sends not ill; if rightly understood,
Or partial ill is universal good,
Or change admits, or nature lets it fall,
Short, and but rare, till man improv’d it all
We just as wisely might of Heaven complain
That righteous Abel was destroy’d by Cain,
As that the virtuous son is ill at ease,
When his lewd father gave the dire disease.
Think we, like some weak prince, th’ Eternal Cause,
Prone for his fav’rites to reverse his laws?
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Shall burning Etna, if a .sage requires,
Forget to thunder, and recall her fires?
On air or sea new motions be imprest,
Oh blameless Bethel! to relieve thy breast?
When the loose mountain trembles from on high,
Shall gravitation cease, if you go by?
Or some old temple, nodding to its fall,
For Chartres’ head reserve the hanging wall?

But still this world (so fitted for the knave)
Contents us not. A better shall we have?
A kingdom of the just then let it be:
But first consider how those just agree.
The good must merit God’s peculiar care ;
But who, but God, can tell us who they are?
One thinks on Calvin heaven’s own spirit fell;
Another deems him instrument of hell;
If Calvin feel heaven’s blessing, or its rod,
This cries, there is, and that, there is no God.
What shocks one part will edify the rest,
Nor with one system can they all be blest.
The very best will variously incline,
And what rewards your virtue, punish mine.
Whatever is, is right.—This world ’tis true,
Was made for Caesar—but for Titus too :
And which more blest? who chain’d his country, say,
Or he whose virtue sigh’d to lose a day?
¢But sometimes virtue starves, while vice is fed,’
What then? Is the reward of virtue bread?
That, vice may merit, ’tis the price of toil ;
The knave deserves it, when he tills the soil,
The knave deserves it when he tempts the main,
Where folly fights for kings, or dives for gain.
The good man may be weak, be indolent :
Nor is his claim to plenty, but content.
But grant him riches, your demand is o'er ;
¢ No—shall the good want health, the good want power?’
Add health, and power, and ev’ry earthly thing.
*Why bounded power? why private? why no king ?’
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Nay, why external for internal givn?

Why is not man a god, and earth a heaven?

Who ask and reason thus, will scarce conccive

God gives enough, while he has more to give:

Immense the power, immense were the demand ;

Say, at what part of nature will they stand?
What nothing earthly gives, or can destroy,

The soul’s calm sunshine, and the heart-felt joy,

Is virtue’s prize : A better would you fix?

Then give humility a coach and six,

Justice a conqu’ror’s sword, or truth a gown,

Or public spirit its great cure, a crown.

Weak, foolish man! will Heaven reward us there

With the same trash mad mortals wish for here?

The boy and man an individual makes,

Yet sigh’st thou now for apples and for cakes?

Go, like the Indian, in another life

Expect thy dog, thy bottle, and thy wife,

As well as drcam such triflcs are assign’d,

As toys and empires, for a god-like mind.

Rewards, that cither would to virtue bring

No joy, or be destructive of the thing:

How oft by these at sixty are undone

The virtues of a saint at twenty-one!

To whom can riches give repute, or trust,

Content, or pleasure, but the good and just?

Judges and senates have been bought for gold,

Esteem and love were never to be sold.

Oh fool! to think God hates the worthy mind,

The lover and the love of human-kind,

Whose life is healthful, and whose conscience clear,

Because he wants a thousand pounds a year.
Honour and shame from no condition rise ;
Act well your part, there all the honour lies.
Fortune in men has some small diff’rence made,
One flaunts in rags, one flutters in brocade ;
The cobbler apron’d, and the parson gown’d,
The friar hooded, and the monarch crown’d.
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¢What differ more (you cry) than crown and cowl?’
I'll tell you, friend! a wise man and a fool.

Youw’ll find, if once the monarch acts the monk,

Or, cobbler-like, the parson will be drunk,

Worth makes the man, and want of it the fellow,
The rest is all but leather or prunella.

Stuck o’er with titles, and hung round with strings,
That thou may’st be by kings, or whores of kings,
Boast the pure blood of an illustrious race,

In quict flow fromm Lucrece to Lucrece:

But by your father’s worth if yours you rate,
Count me those only who were good and great.
Go! if your ancient, but ignoble blood

Has crept through scoundrels ever since the flood,
Go! and pretend your family is young,

Nor own your fathers have been fools so long.
What can ennoble sots, or slaves, or cowards ?
Alas! not all the blood of all the Howards.

Look next on greatness: say where greatness lies,
Where, but among the heroes and the wise?
Heroes are much the same, the point’s agreed,
From Macedonia’s madman to the Swede;

The whole strange purpose of their lives to find,
Or make, an enemy of all mankind!

Not one looks backward, onward still he goes,
Yet ne’er looks forward further than his nose.
No less alike the politic and wise ;

All sly slow things, with circumspective eyes :
Men in their loose unguarded hours they take,
Not that themselves are wise, but others weak.
But grant that those can conquer, these can cheat;
"Tis phrase absurd to call a villain great:

Who wickedly is wise, or madly brave,

Is but the more a fool, the more a knave.

Who noble ends by noble means obtains,

Or failing, smiles in exile or in chains,

Like good Aurelius let him reign, or bleed

Like Socrates, that man is great indced.
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What'’s fame, a fancied life in other’s breath,
A thing beyond us, ev’n before our death.
Just what you hear, you have, and what’s unknown
The same (my lord) if Tully’s, or your own.
All that we feel of it begins and ends
In the small circle of our foes or friends ;
To all beside as much an empty shade,
An Lugene living, as a Cewesar dead :
Alike or when, or where, they shone, or shine,
Or on the Rubicon, or on the Rhine.
A wit’s a feather, and a chief a rod;
An honest man’s the noblest work of God.
Fame but from death a villain’s name can save,
As justice tears his body from the grave;
When what t’ oblivion better were resign’d,
Is hung on high, to poison half mankind.
All fame is foreign, but of true desert;
Plays round the hcad, but comes not to the heart.
One sclf-approving hour whole years outwcighs
Of stupid starers, and of loud huzzas ;
And more true joy Marcellus exil'd fecls,
Than Cesar with a senate at his heels.
In parts superior what advantage lies?
Tell (for you can) what is it to be wise?
'Tis but to know how little can be known;
To see all others’ faults, and feel our own :
Condemn’d in business or in arts to drudge,
Without a second, or without a judge:
Truths would you teach, or save a sinking land?
All fear, none aid you, and few understand.
Painful preeminence! yourself to view
Above life’s weakness, and its comforts too.
Bring then these blessings to a strict account:
Make fair deductions ; see to what they mount;
How much of other each is sure to cost ;
How each for other oft is wholly lost:
How inconsistent greater goods with these ;
How sometimes life is risk’d, and always ease ;
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Think, and if still the things thy envy call,

Say, would’st thou be the man to whom they fall ?

To sigh for ribands if thou art so silly,

Mark how they grace Lord Umbra, or Sir Billy.

Is yellow dirt the passion of thy life ?

Look but on Gripus, or on Gripus’ wife.

If parts allure thee, think how Bacon shin’d,

The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind :

Or ravish’d with the whistling of a name,

See Cromwell damn’d to everlasting fame !

If all, united, thy ambition call,

From ancient story learn to scorn them all

There, in the rich, the honourd, fam’d, and great,

See the false scale of happiness complete !

In hearts of kings, or arms of queens who lay,

ITow happy! those to ruin, these betray.

Mark by what wretched steps their glory grows,

From dirt and sea-weed as proud Venice rose;

In each how guilt and greatness equal ran,

And all that rais’d the hero, sunk the man:

Now Lurope’s laurels on their brows behold,

But stain’d with blood, or ill exchang’d for gold:

Then sce them broke with toils, or sunk in ease,

Or infamous for plunder’d provinces.

Oh wealth ill-fated! which no act of fame

E’er taught to shine, or sanctified from shame !

What greater bliss attends their close of life?

Some greedy minion, or imperious wife,

The trophied arches, storied halls invade,

And haunt their slumbers in the pompous shade.

Alas ! not dazzled with their noontide ray,

Compute the morn and evening to the day?

The whole amount of that enormous fame,

A tale that blends their glory with their shame!
Know then this truth (enough for man to know)

¢ Virtue alone is happiness below.’

The only point where human bliss stands still,

And tastes the good without the fall to ill;
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Where only therit constant pay receives,

Is blest in what it takes, and what it gives;
The joy unequall’d if its end it gain,

And if it lose, attended with no pain:
Without satiety, though e’er so bless’d,

And but more relish’d as the more distress’d :
The broadest mirth unfeeling folly wears,
Less pleasing far than virtue’s very tears:
Good, from each object, from each place acquird,
For ever excrcis’d, yet never tird ;

Never elated, while one man’s oppress’d ;
Never dejected, while another’s bless’d :

And where no wants, no wishes can remain,
Since but to wish more virtue, is to gain.

FrROM ‘MORAL LEssAvs.!

L

Yes, you despise the man to books confin’d,
Who from his study rails at human kind ;
Tho’ what he learns he speaks, and may advance
Some gen’ral maxims, or be right by chance.
The coxcomb bird, so talkative and grave,
That from his cage cries cuckold, whore, and knave,
Tho’ many a passenger he rightly call,
You hold him no philosopher at all.
And yet the fate of all extremes is such,
Men may be read, as well as books, too much.
To observations which ourselves we make,
We grow more partial for th’ observer’s sake ;
To written wisdom, as another’s, less:
Maxims are drawn from notions, those from guess.
There’s some peculiar in each leaf and grain,
Some unmark’d fibre, or some varying vein:
Shall only man be taken in the gross?
Grant but as many sorts of mind as moss.

VOL. UL H
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That each from other differs, first cenfess ;
Next, that he varies from himself no less:

Add nature’s, custom’s, reason’s, passion’s strife,
And all opinion’s colours cast on life.

Our depths who fathoms, or our shallows finds,
Quick whirls, and shifting cddics, of our minds?
On human actions reason tho’ you can,

It may be reason, but it is not man:

His principle of action once explore,

That instant ’tis his principle no more.

Like following lifc through crecatures you dissect,
You lose it in thec moment you detect.

Yet more; the diffi’rence is as great between

The optics secing, as the objects seen.

All manners take a tincture from our cwn;

Or come discolour’d through our passions shown.
Or fancy’s beam enlarges, multiplies,

Contracts, inverts, and gives ten thousand dics.

Nor will life’s strcam for obscrvation stay,

It hurries all too fast to maik their way:

In vain sedate reflections we would make,

When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take.
Oft, in the passions’ wide rotation tost,

Our spring of action to ourselves is lost:

Tird, not determin’d, to the last we yield,

And what comes then is master of the field.

As the last image of that troubled heap,

When sense subsides, and fancy sports in slecp,
(Tho’ past the recollection of the thought,)
Becomes the stuff of which our drcam is wrought:
Something as dim to our internal view,

Is thus, perhaps, the cause of most we do,

True some are open, and to all men known
Others so very close they’re hid from none ;

(So daikness strikes the sense no less than light ;)
Thus gracious Chandos is belov’d at sight;

And ev’ry child hates Shylock, tho’ his soul

Stil! sits at squat, and peeps not from its hole.
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At half magkind when gen’rous Manly raves,
All know ’tis virtue, for he thinks them knaves:
When universal homage Umbra pays,
All see ’tis vice, and itch of vulgar praise.
When flatt'ry glares, all hate it in a queen.
While one there is who charms us with his spleen.
But these plain characters we rarely find ;
Tho’ strong the bent, yet quick the turns of wmind:
Or puzzling contraiics confound the whole;
O1 affectations quite reverse the soul.
The dull, flat falschood serves for policy;
And in the cunning, truth itself’s a lie;
Unthought-of frailtics chcat us in the wise ;
The fool lies hid in inconsistencies.
See the same man, in vigour, in the gout;
Alone, in company ; in place, or out;
Early at bus’ness, and at hazard late;
Mad at a fox-chase, wise at a debate
Drunk at a borough, civil at a ball;
Friendly at Ilackney, faithless at Whitehall
Catius is ever moral, ever grave,
Thinks who cndures a knave, is next a knave,
Save just at dinner—then prefers, no doubt,
A rogue with ven’son to a saint without.
Who would not praise Patritio’s high desert,
His hand unstain’d, his uncorrupted heart,
His comprehensive head! all interests weigh’d,
All Europe sav’d, yet Dritain not betray’d.
He thanks you not, his pride is in picquet,
Newmarket fame, and judgment at a bet.
What made (say Montaigne, or more sage Charron!)
Otho a warrior, Cromwell a buffoon?
A perjurd prince a leaden saint revcre,
A godless regent tremble at a star?
The throne a bigot kecp, a genius quit,
Faithless through piety, and dup’d through wit?
Europe a woman, child, or dotard rule,
And just her wiscst monarch made a fool?

B2
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Know, God and Nature only are the game:
In man, the judgment shoots at flying game;
A bird of passage! gone as soon as found ;
Now in the moon perhaps, now under ground.

In vain the sage, with retrospective eye,
Would from th’ apparent What conclude the Why,
Infer the motive from the deed, and show,

That what we chanc’d was what we meant to do.
Behold ! if fortune or a mistress frowns,

Some plunge in bus’ness, others shave their crowns.
To ease the soul of one oppressive weight,

This quits an empire, that embroils a state :

The same adust complexion has impell’d

Charles to the convent, Philip to the field.

Not always actions show the man: we find
Who does a kindness, is not therefore kind ;
Perhaps prosperity becalm’d his breast ;

Perhaps the wind, just shifted from the east:

Not therefore humble he who seeks retreat,

Pride guides his steps, and bids him shun the great:
Who combats bravely, is not therefore brave,

He dreads a death-bed like the meanest slave ;

Who reasons wisely is not therefore wise,

His pride in reas’ning, not in acting lies.

But grant that actions best discover man
Take the most strong, and sort them as you can.
The few that glare each character must mark,
You balance not the many in the dark.

What will you do with such as disagree¢
Suppress them, or miscall them policy?

Must then at once (the character to save)

The plain rough hero turn a crafty knave?
Alas ! in truth the man but chang’d his mind,
Perhaps was sick, in love, or had not din’d.
Ask why from DBritain Casar would retreat?
Caesar himself might whisper he was beat.
Why risk the world’s great empire for a punk?
Cacsar perhaps might answer he was drunk.
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But, sage historians ! ’tis your task to prove
One action conduct; one, heroic love.

*T'is from high life, hich characters are drawn ;

A saint in crape is twice a saint in lawn;

A judge is just, a chanc’lor juster still;

A gownman, learn’d ; a bishop, what you will;
Wise, if a minister; but, if a king,

More wise, more learn’d, more just, more ev’ry thing
Court-virtues bear, like gems, the highest rate,

Born where heaven’s influence scarce can penetrate :
In life’s low vale, the soil the virtues like,

They please as beauties, here as wonders strike.
Though the same sun with all-diffusive rays

Blush in the rose, and in the diamond blaze,

We prize the stronger cffort of his pow'r,

And justly set the gem above the flower.

’Tis education forms the common mind,

Just as the twig is bent, the tree’s inclin’d.
Boastful and rough, your first son is a squire ;
The next a tradesman, meek, and much a lLar;
Tom struts a soldier, open, bold, and brave ;
Will sneaks a scrivner, an exceeding knave:
Is he a churchman? then he’s fond of power:
A quaker? sly: a presbyterian? sour:

A smart free-th'nker? all things in an hour.

Ask men’s opinions : Scoto now shall tell
How trade increases, and the world goes wcll ;
Strike off his pension, by the setting sun,

And Britain, if not Europe, is undone.

That gay free-thinker, a fine talker once,
What turns him now a stupid silent dunce?
Some god, or spirit he has lately found;

Or chanc’d to meet a minister that frown’d.

Judge we by nature? habit can efface,
Interest o’crcome, or policy take place:

By actions? those uncertainty divides:

By passions? these dissimulation hides:
Opinions ? they still take a wider range:
Fd, if you can, in what you cannot change.
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Manners with fortunes, humours turf with climes,
Tenets with books, and principles with times.
Scarch then the ruling passion : there, alone,
The wild are constant, and the cunning known;
The fool consistent, and the false sincere;
Pricsts, princes, women, no dissemblers here.
This clue once found, unravels all the rest,
The prospect clears, and Wharton stands confest.
Wharton, the scorn and wonder of our days,
Whose ruling passion was the lust of praise:
Born with whatc’er could win it from the wise,
Women and fools must like him, or he dies;
Tho’ wond'ring senates hung on all hc spoke,
The Club raust hail him master of tne joke,
Shall parts so various aim at nothing new ?
Ie’ll shine a Tully and a Wilmot too
Then turns repentant, and his Gnd adores
With the same spirit that he drinks and whores”
Enough, if all around him but admire,
And now the punk applaud, and now the fiiar
Thus with each gift of nature and of art,
And wanting nothing but an honest hcart ;
Grown all to all; from no one vice exempt ;
And most contemptible to shun contempt ;
His passion still to covet gencral praise,
His life to forfeit it a thousand ways;
A constant bounty which no friend has made ;
An angel tongue, which no man can persuade!
A fool, with more of wit than half mankind,
Too rash for thought, for action too refin’d :
A tyrant to the wife his heart approves;
A rebel to the very king he loves;
He dies, sad outcast of each church and state,
And, harder still! flagitious, yet not great.
Ask you why Wharton broke thro’ ev’ry rule?
"Twas all for fear the knaves should call him fool.
Nature well known, no prodigies remain,
Comets are regular, and Wharton plain.
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EPISTLE TO DR. ARCUTHXNOT.

P. Shut, shut the door, good John! fatizred T said,
Tie up the knocker, say I’m sick, I'm dead.
The dog-star rages ! nay, ’tis past a doubt,
All Bedlam, or Parnassus, is let out:
Fire in each eye, and papers in each hand,
They rave, recite, and madden round the land.
What walks can guard me, or what shades can hide?
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide,
By land, by water, they renew the charge,
They stop the chariot, and they board the barge.
No place is sacred, not the church is free,
Evn Sunday shines no Sabbath-day to me:
Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme,
Happy! to catch me, just at dinner-time.

Is there a parson much be-mus’d in beer,
A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer,
A clerk forcdoom’d his father’s soul to cross,
Who pens a stanza, when he should engross?
Is there, who, lock’d from ink and paper, sciawls
With desprate charcoal round his darken’d walls?
All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble strain
Apply to me, to kcep them mad or vain,
Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws,
Imputes to me and my damn’d works the cause.
Poor Cornus sces his frantic wife elope,
And curses wit, and poetry, and Pope.

Friend to my life; (which did not you prolong,
The world had wanted many an idle song)
What drop or nostrum can this plague remove?
Or which must end me, a fool’s wrath or love?
A dire dilemma! either way I’'m sped,
If foes, they write, if friends, they read me dead.
Seiz’d and tied down to judge, how wretched 11
Who can’t be silent, and who will not lie:
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To laugh, were want of goodness and of grace,
Ana to be grave, exceeds all pow’r of face.
I sit with sad civility, I read
With honest anguish, and an aching head ;
And \rop at last, but in unwilling ears,
This saving counsel, * Keep your piece nine years.
Nine years: cries he, who high in Drury-lane,
Lull’d ty soft Zephyrs through the broken pane,
Rhymes ere he wakes, and prints before Term ends,
Oblig’d by hunger, and request of friends:
¢The piece, you think is incorrect? why take it,
I’m all submission, what you’d have it, make it.’
Three things another’s modest wishes bound,
My friendship, and a prologue, and ten pound.
Pitholeon sends to me: ‘you know his grace,
I want a pat-on; ask him for a place.
Pitholeon libell’d me—*but here’s a letter
Informs you, sir, twas when he knew no better.
Dare you refuse him? Curll invites to dine,
He’ll write a journal, or he’ll turn divine.
Bless me! a packet—*‘’tis a stranger sues,
A virgin tragedy, an orphan muse.’
If I dislike it, ¢furies, death, and rage!’
If 1 approve, ‘commend it to the stage.’
There (thank my stars) my whole commission ends,
The playrs and I are, luckily, no fricnds.
Fird that the housc reject him, ¢’sdeath, I’ print it,
And shame the fools—your int’rest, sir, with Lintot.’
Lintot, dull rogue! will think your price too much:
¢ Not, sir, if you revise it, and retouch.’
All my demurs but double his attacks:
At last he whispers, ‘Do, and we go snacks.’ .
Glad of a quarrel, straight I clap the door,
Sir, let me see your works and you no more.
'Tis sung, when Midas’ ears began to spring,
(Midas, a sacred person and a king,)
His very minister who spied them first,
(Some say his queen,) was forc’d to speak, or burst.
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And is not mine, my friend, a sorer case,
When ev’ry coxcomb perks them in my face?

A. Good friend, forbear: you deal in dang’rous things.
I’d never name queens, ministers, or kings ;
Keep close to cars, and those let asses prick,
’Tis nothing—/2. Nothing, if they bite and kick?
Out with it, Dunciad! let the secret pass,
That secret to each fool, that he’s an ass:
The truth once told (and wherefore should we lie ?)
The Queen of Midas slept, and so may I.

You think this cruel? take it for a rule,
No creature smarts so little as a fool.
Let peals of laughter, Codrus! round thee break,
Thou unconcern’d canst hear the mighty crack!
Pit, box, and gall’ry in convulsions hurld,
Thou stand’st unshook amidst a bursting world.
Who shames a scribbler ? break one cobweb thro’,
He spins the slight, self-pleasing thread anew :
Destroy his fib, or sophistry, in vain,
The creature’s at his dirty work again,
Thron’d in the centre of his thin designs,
Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines !
Whom have I hurt? has poet yet, or peer,
Lost the arch’d eye-brow, or Parnassian sneer?
And has not Colley still his lord and whote?
His butchers Henley, his free-masons Moore ?
Does not onc table Bavius still admit?
Still to one bishop Philips scem a wit?
Still Sappho—A. Hold! for God sake—you’ll offend.
No names—be calm—Ilearn prudence of a friend.
I too could write, and I am twice as tall ;
But foes like these—P. One flattrer’s worse than all.
Of all mad creatures, if the learn’d are right,
It is the slaver kills, and not the bite.
A fool quite angry is quite innocent:
Alas : ’tis ten times worse when they repent.

One dedicates in high heroic prose,
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes:
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One from all Grubstreet will my fagie defend,
And, more abusive, calls himself my friend.
This prints my lctters, that expects a bribe,
And others roar aloud, ¢subscribe, subscribe.’

There are, who to my person pay their court:

I cough like Horace, and, tho’ lean, am short ;
Ammon’s great son one shoulder had too high,
Such Ovid’s nose, and ‘sir! you have an eye.—
Go on, obliging creatures, make me see,

All that disgrac’d my betters, met in me.

Say for my comfort, languishing in bed,

¢ Just so immortal Maro held his head :’

And when I die, be sure you let me know
Great Homer died three thousand years ago.

Why did I write? what sin to me unknown

Dipt me in ink, my parents’, or my own?

As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame,

I lisp’d in numbers, for the numbers came,

I left no calling for this idle trade,

No duty broke, no father disobcy’d ;

The muse but serv’d to case some fricnd, not wife,
To help me through this long disease, my life,

To second, Arbuthnot! thy art and care,

And teach the being you preserv’d to bear.

A. But why then publish? 2. Granville the polite
And knowing Walsh, would tell me I could write;
Well-natur'd Garth inflam’d with early praise,

And Congreve lovd, and Swift endurd my lays;
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Shefficld read,

Ev'n mitred Rochester would nod the head,

And St. John’s self (great Dryden’s friends before)
With open arms receiv’d one poet more.

Happy my studies, when by these approv'd!
I'appier their author, when by these belov'd !

From these the world will judge of men and books,
Not from the Burnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks.

Soft were my numbers ; who could take offence
While pure description held the place of sense?
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Like gentle Famny’s was my flow’ry theme,

A painted mistress, or a purling stream.

Yet then did Gildon draw his venal quill;

I wish’d the man a dinner, and sate still

Yet then did Dennis rave in furious fret;

I never answer’d; I was not in debt.

If want provok’d, or madness made them piint,
I wag’d no war with Dedlam or the Mint.

Did some more sober critic come abroad ;

If wrong, T smiled; if right, I kiss’d the 1od.
Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence,
And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense.
Commas and points they set exactly right,

And ’twere a sin to rob them of their mite.

Yet ne’er one sprig of laurel grac’d these ribalds,
From slashing Bentley down to piddling Tibalds:
Each wight who reads not, and but scans and spells,
Each woid-catcher that lives on syllables,

Ev’n such small critics some regard may claim,
Preserv’d in Milton’s or in Shakespeare’s name.
Pretty ! in amber to obscrve the forms

Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms!
The things, we know, are ncither rich nor rare,
But wonder how the devil they got there.

Were others angry: I excused them too;
Well might they rage, I gave them but theii due.
A man’s true merit ’tis not hard to find;

But each man’s secret standard in his mind,

That casting-weight pride adds to emptiness,
This, who can gratify ? for who can guess?

The bard whom pilfer’d pastorals renown,

Who turns a Persian tale for half a crown,

Just writes to make his barrenness appear,

And strains, from hard-bound brains, eight lines a ycar;
He, who still wanting, tho’ he lives on theft,
Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left:
And he, who now to sense, now nonsense leaning,
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning :
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And he, whose fustian’s so sublitiely bad,

It is not poetry, but prose run mad:

All these, my modest satire bade translate,

And own’d that nine such poets made a Tate.

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe!
And swear, not Addison himself was safe,

Peace to all such! but were there one whose fires
True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires ;
Blest with each talent and cach art to please,
And born to write, converse, and live with easc:
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone,
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne,
View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes,
And hate for arts that caus’d himself to rise;
Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer,
And without sneciing, teach the rest to snecr;
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike,

Just hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ;

Alike reserv’d to blame, or to commend,

A timorous foe, and a suspicious friend ;
Dreading ev’n fools, by flatterers besicg’d,
And so obliging, that he ne’er obliged ;

Like Cato, give his little senate laws,

And sit attentive to his own applause ;
While wits and templars ev’ry sentence raise,
And wonder with a foolish face of praise—
Who but must laugh, if such a man there be?
Who would not weep if Atticus were he?

What tho’ my name stood rubric on the walls,

Or plaister’d posts, with claps, in capitals?

Or smoking forth, a hundred bawkers load,

On wings of winds came tlying all abroad?

1 sought no homage from the race that write ;

1 kept, like Asian monarchs, from their sight:

Poems I heeded (now be-rhym’d so long)

No more than thou, great George! a birth-day song;
I ne’er with wits or witlings pass’d my days,

To spread about the itch of verse and praise ;
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Nor like a puppy, daggled through the town,
To fetch and carry sing-song up and down;
Nor at rehearsals sweat, and mouth’d, and cried,
With handkerchief and orange at my side ;
But sick of fops, and poetry and prate,
To Bufo left the whole Castalian state.

Proud as Apollo on his forked hill,
Sate full-blown Bufo puff’d by ev’ry quill;
Fed with soft dedication all day long,
Horace and he went hand in hand in song.
His library (where busts of poets dcad
And a true Pindar stood without a head)
Receiv’d of wits an undistinguish’d race,
Who first his judgment ask’d, and then a place:
Much they extoll'd his pictures, much his seat,
And flatter’d ev’ry day, and some days cat:
Till grown more frugal in his riper days,

He paid some bards with port, and some with praise;

To some a dry rchearsal was assign’d,

And others (harder still) he paid in kind.
Dryden alone (what wonder?) came not nigh,
Dryden alone escap’d this judging eye:

But still the great have kindness in reserve,
He help’d to bury whom he help’d to starve.

May some choice patron bless each grey goose quill!

May ev’ry Bavius have his Bufo still!

So when a statesman wants a day’s defence,

Or envy holds a whole week’s war with sense,

Or simple pride for flattery makes demands,

May dunce by dunce be whistled off my hands!

Bless'd be the great, for those they take away,

And those they left me, for they left me Gay;

Left me to see neglected genius'bloom,

Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb:

Of all thy blameless life the sole return

My verse, and Queensberry weeping o’er thy urn!
Oh let me live my own, and die so too!

(To live and die is all I have to do:)
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Maintain a poet’s dignity and ease,

And see what friends, and read what books I please :
Above a patron, tho’ I condescend

Sometimes to call a minister my friend.

1 was not born for courts or great affairs;

I pay my debts, believe, and say my prayers;

Can sleep without a poem in my head,

Nor know if Dennis be alive or decad.

Why am 1 ask’d what next shall see the light?
Heavens! was I born for nothing but to write?
Has life no joys for me? or (to be grave)
Have I no friend to serve, no soul to save?

‘1 found him close with Swift—indecd? no doubt
(Cries prating Balbus) somcthing will come out.'
"Ths all in vain, deny it as T will;

‘No, such a genius never can lie still ;?

And then for minc obligingly mistakes

The first lampoon Sir Will, or Bubo makes.
Poor guiltless I'! and can I choose but smile
When every coxcomb knows me by my style?
Curst be the verse, how well soc’er it flow,
That tends to make one worthy man my foe,
Give virtue scandal, innocence a fear,

Or from the soft-ey’d virgin steal a tear!

But he who hurts a harimless neighbour’s peace,
Insults falln worth, or beauty in distress,

Who loves a lie, lame slander helps about,
Who writes a libcl, or who copies out:

That fop, whose pride affects a patron’s name,
Yet absent, wounds an author’s honest fame:
Who can your merit selfishly approve,

And show the sense of it without the love
Who has the vanity to call you friend,

Yet wants the honour, injur'd, to defend ;

Who tells whate’er you think, whate’er you say,
And, if he lie not, must at least betray :

Who to the Dean, and silver bell can swear,
And sees at Canons what was never there;
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Who reads, bvt with a lust to misapply,

Mauake satire a lampoon, and fiction lie;

A lash like minc no honest man shall dread,

But all such babbling blockheads in his stead.
Let Sporus tremble—A4. What? that thing of silk,

Sporus, that mere white curd of ass’s milk?

Satire or sense, alas! can Sporus feel?

Who breaks a butteifly upon a wheel ?

P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings,

This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings;

Whose buzz the witty and the fair annoys,

Yet wit neer tastes, and beauty ne’er enjoys:

So well-bred spaniels civilly delight

In mumbling of the game they dare not bite,

Etcrnal smiles his emptiness betray,

As shallow streams run dimpling all the way.

Whether in flo1id impotence he spcaks,

And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet squeaks;

Or at the car of Eve, familiar toad,

Half froth, half venom, spits himself abroad,

In puns, or politics, or tales, or lies,

Or spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies.

His wit all sce-saw, between that and this,

Now high, now low, now master up, now miss,

And he himself one vile antithesis.

Amphibious thing! that acting either part,

The trifling head, or the corrupted heart,

Fop at the toilet, flattcrer at the board,

Now trips a lady, and now struts a lord.

Eve’s temper thus the rabbins have exprest,

A cherub’s face, a reptile all the rest,

Beauty that shocks you, parts that none will trust,

Wit that can creep, and pride that licks the dust.
Not fortune’s worshipper, nor fashion’s fool,

Not lucre’s madman, nor ambition’s tool,

Not proud, nor servile ; be one poet’s praise,

That, if he pleas’d, he pleas’d by manly ways:

That flattery, ev'n to Kings, he held a shame,

And thought a lie in verse or prose the same.
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That not in fancy’s maze he wandexd long,
But stoop’d to truth, and moraliz’d his song:
That not for fame, but virtue’s better end,

He stood the furious foe, the timid friend,
The damning critic, half-approving wit,

The coxcomb hit, or fearing to be hit;
Laughed at the loss of fricnds he never had,
The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad;
The distant threats of vengeance on his hecad,
The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed;

The tale revivd, the lie so oft o’erthrown,

Th’ imputed trash, and dulness not his own;
The morals blacken’d when the writings ’scape,
The libell’d person, and the pictur’d shape ;
Abuse, on all he lov’d, or lov’d him, spread,

A friend in exile, or a father dead:

The whisper, that to greatness still too near,
Perhaps yet vibrates on his sovercign’s car—
Welcome for thee, fair virtue! all the past:
For thee, fair virtue! welcome ev’n the last!

A. But why insult the poor, affront the great?
P. A knave’s a knave to me, in ev’ry state:
Alike my scorn, if he succced or fail,

Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail,

A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer,
Knight of the post corrupt, or of the shire;
If on a pillory, or necar a throne,

He gain his prince’s car, or lose his own.

Yet soft by nature, more a dupe than wit,
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit:
This dreaded satirist Dennis will confess
Foe to his pride, but friend to his distress ¢
So humble, he has knock’d at Tibbald’s door,
Has drunk with Cibber, nay has rhym’d for Moore,
Full ten years slander’d, did he once reply?
Three thousand suns went down on Welsted’s lie,
To please his mistress, one aspers’d his life ;
He lasi’d him not, but let her be his wife:
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Let Budgel ctarge low Grubstreet on his quill,
And write whate’er he pleased, except his will ;
Let the two Curlls of town and court, abuse
His father, mother, body, soul, and muse.
Yet why? that father held it for a rule,
It was a sin to call our neighbour fool :
That harmless mother thought no wife a whore:
Hear this, and spare his family, James Moore !
Unspotted names, and memorable long !
If there be force in virtue, or in song.
Of gentle blood (part shed in Honour’s cause,
While yet in Britain honour had applausc,)
Each parent sprung—. What fortune, pray ?—2°. Their own
And better got, than Destia’s from the throne.
Born to no pride, inheriting no strife,
Nor marrying discord in a noble wife,
Stranger to civil and religious rage,
The good man walk’d innoxious through his age.
No courts he saw, no suits would ever try,
Nor dar’d an oath, nor hazarded a lie.
Unlearn’d he knew no schoolman’s subtle art,
No language but the language of the hcart.
By nature honest, by expericnce wise,
Healthy by temperance, and by exercise ;
His life, tho’ long, to sickness past unknown,
His death was instant, and without a groan.
O grant me, thus to live, and thus to die!
Who sprung fiom kings shall know less joy than L
O Friend! may cach domestic bliss be thinel
Be no unpleasing meclancholy mine :
Me, let the tender office long engage,
To rock the cradle of reposing age,
With lenient arts eatend a mother’s breath,
Make languor smile, and smooth the bed of deatls,
Explore the thought, eaplain the asking cye,
And keep awhile one parent from the sky!
On cares like these, if length of days attend,
May Heaven, to bless those days, preserve my friend
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Preserve him social, cheerful, and sCrene,

And just as rich as when he serv’d a Quecn.
A. Whether that blessing be denied or giv'n,
Thus far was right, the rest belongs to Heav'n.

FROM THE FIRST EPISTLE OF THE SECOND DOOK
OF HORACE IMITATLD.

To Augustus

While you, great patron of mankind! sustain
The balanc’d world, and open all the main;
Your country, chief, in arms abroad dcfend,
At home, with morals, arts, and laws amend:
How shall the muse, fiom such a monarch, stca!
An hour, and not decfraud the public weal?
Edwaid and Henry, now the boast of fame,
And virtuous Alfred, a more sacred name,
After a life of gencrous toils endur’d,
The Gaul subdu’d, or property sccur’d,
Ambition humbled, mighty cities storm’d,
Or laws established, and the world reform’d ;
Clos’d thcir long glories, with a sigh, to find
Th unwilling gratitude of base mankind !
All human virtue, to its latest breath,
Finds envy never conquer’d, but by dcath.
The great Alcides, every labour past,
Had still this monster to subdue at last.
Sure fate of all, beneath whose rising ray
Each star of meaner merit fades away!
Oppress’d we feel the beam directly beat,
Those suns of glory please not till they set.
To thee, the world its present homage pays
The harvest early, but mature the praise:
Great friend of liberty! in kings a name
Above all Creck, above all Roman fame :
Whose word is truth, as sacred and rever'd,
As Heaven’s own oracles from altars heara
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Wonder of kiugs! like whom, to mortal eycs

None e’er has risen, and none e’er shall rise.
Just in one instance, be it yet confest,

Your people, Sir, are partial in the rest:

Foes to all living worth except your own,

And advocates for folly dead and gone.

Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old;

It is the rust we value, not the gold.

Chaucer’s worst ribaldry is learn’d by rote,

And beastly Skelton heads of houses quote :

One likes no language but the Faery Queen ;

A Scot will fight for Christ’s Kirk of the Green;

And each true Briton is to Ben so civil,

He swears the muses met him at the devil

Tho’ justly Greece her eldest sons admircs,

Why should not we be wiser than our sires?

In ev’ry public virtue we excel,

We build, we paint, we sing, we dance as well.

And learned Athens to our art must stoop,

Could she behold us tumbling through a hoop.

If time improve our wit as well as wine,

Say at what age a poet grows divine?

Shall we, or shall we not, account him so,

Who died, perhaps, a hundred years ago?

End all dispute; and fix the year precise

When British bards begin t’ immortalize ?
‘Who lasts a century can have no flaw,

I hold that wit a classic, good in law.

Suppose he wants a ycar, will you compound?
And shall we deem him ancient, right and sound,
Or damn to all eternity at once,

At nincty-nine, a modern and a dunce?

‘We shall not quarrcl for a year or two;
By courtesy of England, he may do.

Then, by the rule that made the horse-tail bare,
I pluck out year by ycar, as hair by hair,

And melt down ancients like a heap of snow:
While you, to measure merits, look in Stowe,

12
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And estimating authors by the yed?,
Bestow a garland only on a bier.

Shakespeare, (whom you and ev’ry play-house hill
Style the divine, the matchless, what you will,)
For gain, not glory, wing’d his roving flight,
And grew immortal in his own despite.

Ben, old and poor, as little seem’d to heed
The life to come, in ev’ry poet’s creed.
Who now reads Cowley? if he pleases yet,
His moral pleases, not his pointed wit ;
Forgot his epic, nay Pindaric art,

But still I love the language of his heart.

‘Yet surely, surely, these were famous men!
What boy but hears the sayings of old Ben?
In all debates where critics bear a part,
Not one but nods, and talks of Jonson’s art,
Of Shakespearc’s nature, and of Cowley’s wit,
How Beaumont’s judgment check’d what Fletcher writ ;
How Shadwell hasty, Wycherley was slow ;
But, for the passions, Southern sure and Rowe.
These, only these, support the crowded stage,
From eldest Heywood down to Cibber’s age.’

All this may be; the pecople’s voice is odd,
It is, and it is not, the voice of God.
To Gammer Gurton if it give the bays,
And yet deny the Careless Husband praise,
Or say our fathers never broke a rule;
Why then, T say, the public is a fool.
But let them own, that greater faults than we
They had, and greater virtues, 1’1l agree,
Spenser himself affects the obsolete,
And Sidney’s verse halts ill on Roman feet :
Milton’s strong pinion now not heaven can bound,
Now serpent-like, in prose he sweeps the ground,
In quibbles angel and archangel join,
And God the Father turns a school-divine.
Not that I'd lop the beauties from his book,
Like slashing Dentley with his desperate hook,
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Or damn all S-iakespeare, like th’ affected fool
At court, who hates what'er he read at school

But for the wits of either Charles’s days,
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease ;
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more,
(Like twinkling stars the Miscellanies o'er,)

One simile, that solitary shines

In the dry desert of a thousand lines,

Or lengthen’d thought that gleams through many a page,
Has sanctified whole poems for an age.

I lose my patience, and I own it too,

When works are censur’d, not as bad but new;
While if our «lders break all reason’s laws,

These fools demand not pardon, but applause.

On Avon’s bank, where flowers eternal blow,

If T but ask, if any weed can grow?

One tragic sentence if I dare deride

Which Betterton’s grave action dignified,

Or well-mouth’d Booth with emphasis proclaims,
(Tho’ but, perhaps, a muster-roll of namnes,)
How will our fathers rise up in a rage,

And swear all shame is lost in George’s age!
You’d think no fools disgrac’d the former reign,
Did not some grave examples yet remain,

Who scorn a lad should teach his father skill,
And, having once been wrong, will be so still.
He, who to seem more deep than you or I,
Extols old bards, or Merlin’s prophecy,

Mistake him not ; he envies, not admires,

And to debase the sons, exalts the sires.

Had ancient times conspird to disallow

What then was new, what had been ancient now?
Or what remain’d, so worthy to be read

By learned critics, of the mighty dead?

In days of ease, when now the weary sword
Was sheath’d, and luxury with Charles restor’d ;
In evry taste of foreign courts improv'd,

*All, by the king’s example, liv'd and lov’d.’
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Then peers grew proud in horsemanéhip t’ excel,
Newmarket’s glory rose, as Britain’s fell ;

The soldier breath’d the gallantries of France,
And ev'ry flowery courtier writ romance.

Then marble, soften’d into life, grew warm,
And yielding metal flow'd to human form :

Lely on animated canvas stole

The sleepy eye, that spoke the melting soul.
No wonder then, when all was love and sport,
The willing Muses were debauch’d at court :
On each enervate string they taught the note
To pant, or tremble through an eunuch’s throat.

But Britain, changeful as a child at play,
Now calls in princes, and now turns away.

Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov’d we hate;
Now all for pleasure, now for church and state;
Now for prerogative, and now for laws ;

Effects unhappy ! from a noble cause.

Time was, a sober Englishman would knock
His servants up, and rise by five o’clock,
Instruct his family in every rule,

And send his wife to church, his son to school
To worship like his fathers, was his care ;

To teach their frugal virtues to his heir ;

To pirove, that luxury could never hold ;

And place, on good sccurity, his gold.

Now times are chang’d, and one poetic itch

Has seiz’d the court and city, poor and rich:
Sons, sires, and grandsires, all will wear the bays,
Our wives read Milton, and our daughters plays,
To theatres, and to rehearsals throng,

And all our grace at table is a song.

1, who so oft renounce the muses, lie,

Not ’s self e’er tells more fibs than I;

When sick of muse, or follies we deplore,

And promise our best friends to rhyme no more ;
We wake next morning in a raging fit,

And call for pen and ink to show our wit.
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He serv'd a ’prenticeship, who sets up shop;
Ward tried on puppies, and the poor, his drop;
Ev’n Radcliffe’s doctors travel fist to France,
Nor dare to practise till they 've learn’d to dance.
Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile?
(Should Ripley venture, all the world would smile ;)
But those who cannot write, and those who can,
All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble, to a man.,

Yet, Sir, reflect, the mischief is not great ;
These madmen never hurt the church or state:
Sometimes the folly benefits mankind ;

And rarely avarice taints the tuneful mind,

Allow him but his plaything of a pen,

He nc’er rebels, or plots, like other men:

Flight of cashiers, or mobs, he’ll never mind ;
And knows no losses while the muse is kind.

To cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter;
The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre,
Enjoys his garden and his book in quiet;

And then—a perfect hermit in his diet.

Of little use the man you may suppose
Who says in verse what others say in prose;
Yet let me show, a poet’s of some weight,

And (tho’ no soldier) useful to the state.

What will a child lcarn sooner than a song?
What better teach a forcigner the tongue?
What'’s long or short, each accent where to place,
And speak in public with some sort of grace?
I scarce can think him such a worthless thing,
Unless he praise some monster of a king;

Or virtue, or religion turn to sport,

To please a lewd, or unbelieving Court.
Unhappy Dryden !—In all Charles’s days,
Roscommon only boasts unspotted bays ;

And in our own (excuse some courtly stains)
No whiter page than Addison remains.

He, from the taste obscene reclaims our youth,
And sets the passions on the side of truth,
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Forms the soft bosom with the gent®st art,
And pours ecach human virtue in the heart.
Let Ireland tell, how wit upheld her cause,
Her trade supported, and supplied her laws;
And leave on Swift this grateful verse engrav'd,
¢ The rights a court attack’d, a poet sav’d.
Behold the hand that wrought a nation’s cure,
Stretch’d to relieve the idiot and the poor,
Proud vice to brand, or injurd worth adorn,
And stretch the ray to ages yet unborn,
Not but there are, who merit other palms;
Hopkins and Sternhold glad the heart with psalms:
The boys and girls whom charity maintains,
Implore your help in these pathetic strains:
How could devotion touch the country pews,
Unless the Gods bestow’d a proper muse?
Verse cheers their leisure, verse assists their work,
Verse prays for peace, or sings down Pope and Turk.
The silenc’d preacher yiclds to potent strain,
And fecls that grace his prayer besought in vain;
The blessing thrills through all the lab’ring throng,
And hecaven is won by violence of song.

Our rural ancestors, with little blest,
Patient of labour when the end was rest,
Indulg’d the day that hous’d their annual grain,
With feasts, and offerings, and a thankful strain :
The joy their wives, their sons, and servants share,
LEase of their toil, and partners of their care:
The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl,
Smooth’d every brow, and open’d cvery soul:
With growing years the pleasing licence grew,
And taunts alternate innocently flew.
But times corrupt, and nature, ill-inclin’d,
Produc’d the point that left a sting behind;
Till friend with friend, and families at strife,
Triumphant malice rag’d through private life.
Who felt the wrong, or fear’d it, took th’ alarm,
Appeal’d to law, and justice lent her arm.
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At length, by ‘wholesome dread of statutes bound,

The poets learn’d to please, and not to wound:

Most warp’d to flattery’s side ; but some more nice,

Preserv'd the freedom, and forbore the vice.

Hence satire rose, that just the medium hit,

And heals with morals what it hurts with wit.
We conquer’d France, but felt our captive’s charms -

Her arts victorious triumph’d o’er our arms ;

Britain to soft rcfinements less a foe,

Wit grew polite, and numbers learn’d to flow.

Waller was smooth ; but Dryden taught to join

The varying verse, the full-resounding line,

The long majestic march, and energy divine.

Tho’ still some traces of our rustic vein,

And splay-foot verse, remain’d, and will remain.

Late, very late, correctness grew our care,

When the tir'd nation breath’d from civil war.

Exact Racine, and Corncille’s noble fire,

Show’d us that France had something to admira

Not but the tragic spirit was our own,

And full in Shakespeare, fair in Otway shone:

But Otway fail’d to polish or refine,

And fluent Shakespeare scarce effac’d a line.

LEvn copious Dryden wanted, or forgot,

The last and greatest art, the art to blot,

Some doubt, if equal pains, or equal fire

The humble musc of comedy require.

But in known images of life, I guess

The labour greater, as th’ indulgence less.

Observe how seldom ev’n the best succeed :

Tell me if Congreve’s fools are fools indeed?

What pert, low dialogue has Farquhar writ!

How Van wants grace, who never wanted wit!

The stage how loosely does Astrea tread,

Who fairly puts all characters to bed!

And idle Cibber, how he breaks the laws,

To make poor Pinky eat with vast applause !

But fill their purse, our poet’s work is done,

Alike to them, by pathos or by pun.
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O you! whom vanity’s light bark cauveys
On fame’s mad voyage by the wind of praise,
With what a shifting gale your course you ply,
For ever sunk too low, or born too high!
Who pants for glory finds but short repose,
A breath revives him, or a breath o’erthrows.
Farewell the stage! if just as thrives the play,
The silly bard grows fat, or falls away.

There still remains to mortify a wit,
The many-headed monster of the pit:
A senseless, worthless, and unhonour’d crowd ;
Who, to disturb their betters mighty proud,
Clattering their sticks before ten lines are spoke,
Call for the farce, the bear, or the black-joke.
What dear delight to Britons farce affords!
Ever the taste of mobs, but now of lords:
(Taste, that eternal wanderer, which flies
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes.)
The play stands still ; damn action and discourse,
Back fly the scenes, and enter foot and horse ;
Pageants on pageants, in long order drawn,
Peers, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn ;
The champion too! and, to complete the jest,
Old Edward’s armour beams on Cibber’s breast.
With laughter sure Democritus had died,
Had he bcheld an audience gape so wide.
Let bear or elephant be e’er so white,
The people, sure, the people are the sight!
Ah luckless poet! stretch thy lungs and roar,
That bear or elephant shall heed thece more;
While all its throats the gallery extends,
And all the thunder of the pit ascends!
Loud as the wolves, on Orcas’ stormy steep,
Howl to the roarings of the Northern deep,
Such is the shout, the long-applauding note,
At Quin’s high plume, or Oldfield’s petticoat ;
Or when from court a birthday suit bestow’d,
Sinks the lost actor in the tawdry load.
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Booth enter }—hark! the universal peal!

‘But has he spoken?’ Not a syllable.

¢What shook the stage, and made the people stare?’
Cato’s long wig, flower’d gown, and lacquer'd chair.

FroMm THE EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES.

Fr. Not twice a twelvemonth you appear in print
And when it comes, the court see nothing in’t,
You grow correct that once with rapture writ,

And are, besides, too moral for a wit.

Decay of parts, alas! we all must feel—

Why now, this moment, don’t I see you steal?

"Tis all from Horace ; Horace long before ye

Said, ¢ Tories call’ld him Whig, and Whigs a Tory;*
And taught his Romans, in much better metre,

‘To laugh at fools who put their trust in Peter.

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice ;

Bubo observes, he lash'd no sort of vice :

Horace would say, Sir Billy serv'd the crown,
Blunt could do bus’ness, H—ggins knew the town;
In Sappho touch the failings of the sex,

In reverend bishops note some small neglects,

And own, the Spaniard did a waggish thing,

Who cropt our ears, and sent them to the King.
His sly, polite, insinuating style

Could please at court, and make Augustus smile.
An artful manager, that crept between

His friend and shame, and was a kind of screen.
But ’faith your very friends will soon be sore;
Patriots there are, who wish you’d jest no more—-
And where’s the glory ? ’twill be only thought
That great men never offer’d you a groat.

Go see Sir Robert

P. See Sir Robert !—hum—
And never laugh—for all my life to come?
Seen him I have, but in his happier hour
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Of social pleasure, ill-exchang’d for power;

Seen him, uncumber’d with the venal tribe,
Smile without art, and win without a bribe.
Would he oblige me? let me only find,

He does not think me what he thinks mankind.
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs no doubt;
The only diff’rence is, I dare laugh out.

F. Why, yes: with Scriptere still you may be free;

A horse-laugh, if you please, at honesty;

A joke on Jekyl, or some odd old Whig

Who never chang’d his principle, or wig:

A patriot is a fool in ev'ry age,

Whom all Lord Chamberlains allow the stage:
These nothing hurts; they keep their fashion still,
And wear their strange old virtue, as they will,

If any ask you, ‘Who'’s the man so near
His prince, that writes in verse, and has his ear?’
Why, answer, Lyttelton, and I’'ll engage
The worthy youth shall ne’er be in a rage:

But were his verses vile, his whisper base,
You’d quickly find him in Lord Fanny's casc.
Sejanus, Wolsey, hurt not honest Fleury,

But well may put some statesmen in a fury.

Laugh then at any, but at fools or focs;

These you but anger, and you mend not those.
Laugh at your friends, and, if your friends are sore,
So much the better, you may laugh the more.

To vice and Yolly to confine the jest,

Sets half the world, Ged knows, against the rest;
Did not the sneer of more impartial men

At sense and virtue, balance all again.

Judicious wits spread wide the ridicule,

And charitably comfort knave and fool.

P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth:
Adieu distinction, satire, warmth, and truth!
Come, harmless characters that no one hit;

Come Henley’s oratory, Osborn’s wit!
The honey dropping from Favonio’s tongue,
The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of Y—ng!
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The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence,

And all the well-whipt cream of courtly sense,

That first was H—vy’s, F—’s next, and then

The S—te’s, and then H—vy’s once again.

O come, that easy, Ciceronian style,

So Latin, yet so English all the while,

As, tho' the pride of Middleton and Bland,

All boys may read, and girls may understand !

Then might I sing, without the least offence,

And all | sung should be the nation’s sense :

Or teach the melancholy muse to mourn,

Hang the sad verse on Carolina’s urn,

And hail her passage to the realms of rest,

All parts perform’d, and all her children blest !

So—Satire is no more—1I feel it die—

No Gazetteer more innocent than I.—

And let, a God’s-name, ev’ry fool and knave

Be grac’d through life, and flatter’d in his grave.
F. Why so? if Satire knows its time and place,

You still may lash the greatest—in disgrace :

For merit will by turns forsake them all;

Would you know when? exactly when they fall

But let all satire in all changes spare

Immortal S—k, and grave De—-re.

Silent and soft, as saints remove to heav’n,

All ties dissolv’d, and ev’ry sin forgiv’n,

These may some gentle ministerial wing

Receive, and place for ever near a king!

There, where no passion, pride, or shame transport,

Lull’d with the sweet nepenthe of a court ;

There, where no father’s, brother’s, friend’s, disgrace
Once break their rest, or stir them from their place :

But past the sense of human miseries,

All tears are wip'd for ever from all eyes ;

No cheek is known to blush, no heart to throb,
Save when they lose a question, or a job.
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FroM THE DuNciap, Book IV.

Oh (cried the goddess) for some pedant reign!
Some gentle James, to bless the land again ;
To stick the doctor’s chair into the throne,
Give law to words, or war with words alone,
Senates and courts with Greek and Latin rule,
And turn the council to a grammar school |
For sure, if dulness sees a grateful day,
'Tis in the shade of arbitrary sway.
O! if my sons may learn one earthly thing,
Teach but that one, sufficicnt for a king ;
That which my priests, and mine alone, maintain,
Which, as it dics, or lives, we fall, or reign:
May you, my Cam, and Isis, preach it long!
¢The right divine of kings to govern wrong.’
Prompt at the call, around the goddess roll
Broad hats, and hoods, and caps, a sable shoal:
Thick and more thick the black blockade extends,
A hundred head of Aristotle’s friends.
Nor wert thou, Isis! wanting to the day,
(Tho’ Christ-church long kept prudishly away)
Fach staunch polemic, stubborn as a rock,
Each fierce logician, still expelling Locke,
Came whip and spur, and dash’d through thin and thick
On German Crousaz, and Dutch Burgersdyck.
As many quit the streams that murm’ring fall
To lull the sons of Margaret and Clare-hall,
Where Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport
In troubled watcrs, but now slceps in port.
Before them march’d that awful aristarch;
Plow’d was his fiont with many a deep remark:
His hat, which never veil’d to human pride,
Walker with reverence took, and laid aside.
Low bow’d the rest: he, kingly, did but nod;
So upright Quakers please both man and God.
Mistress ! dismiss that rabble from your throne:
Avaunt—is Aristarchus yet unknown?
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Thy mightyvScholiast, whose unwearied pains
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton’s strains,
Turn what they will to verse, their toil is vain,
Critics like me shall make it prose again.
Roman and Greek grammarians! know your better;
Author of something yet more great than letter:
Whgle towering o’er your alphabet like Saul
Stands our digamma, and o’ertops them all.

"Tis true, on words is still our whole debate,
Dispute of me or te, of aut or af,
To sound or sink in cano, O or A,
Or give up Cicero to C or K.
Let Freind affect to speak as Terence spole,
And Alsop never but hke Iorace joke:
From me, what Virgil, Pliny may deny,
Mamlius or Solinus shall supply :
For Attic phrase in Plato let them seck,
I poach in Suidas for unlicens'd Greck.
In ancicnt sense if any nceds will deal,
Je sure I give them fragments, not a mecal;
What Gellius or Stobaeus hash’d before,
Or chew’d by blind old Scholiasts o’cr and o’er.
The critic eye, that microscope of wit,
Sces hairs and pores, examines bit by bit;
How parts relate to parts, or they to whole,
The body’s harmony, the beaming soul,
Are things which Kuster, Burman, Wasse shall see,
When man’s whole frame is obvious to a flca.

CONCLUSION OF THE DuNCIAD.

More she had spoke, but yawn’d—all nature nods :
What mortal can resist the yawn of gods?
Churches and chapels instantly it reach’d ;
(St James’s first, for leaden G-—— preach’d)
Then catch’d the schools ; the hall scarce kept awake;
The convocation gap’d, but could not speak :
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Lost was the nation’s sense, nor corld be found,
While the long solemn unison went round :
Wide, and more wide, it spread o’er all the rcalin;
Evn Palinurus nodded at the helm:
The vapour mild o'er each committee crept ;
Unfinish’d treatics in each office slept ;
And chiefless armies doz’d out the campaign
And navies yawn'd for orders on the main.

O Muse! relate (for you can tell alone,
Wits have short memories, and dunces none),
Relate, who first, who last resign’d to rest ;
Whose heads she partly, whose completcly, blest ;
What charms could faction, what ambition lull,
The venal quict, and entrance the dull;
"Till drown'd was sense, and shame, and right, and wreng—
O sing, and hush the nations with thy song}

* * * * * *

In vain, in vain—the all-composing hour
Resistless falls : the muse obeys the pow'r.
She comes! she comes! the sable throne bchold
Of Night primeval and of Chaos old!

Before her, Fancy’s gilded clouds decay,

And all its varying rainbows die away.

Wit shoots in vain its momentary fires,

The meteor drops, and in a flash expires.

As one by one, at dread Medea’s strain,

The sick’ning stars fade off th’ ethereal plain;
As Argus’ eyes by Hermes’ wand opprest,
Clos’d one by one to everlasting rest ;

Thus at her felt approach, and secret might,
Art after Art goes out, and all is night.

See skulking Truth to her old cavern fled,
Mountains of casuistry heap'd o’er her head!
Philosophy, that lean’d on heaven before,
Shrinks to her second cause, and is no more.
Physic of Metaphysic begs defence,

And Metaphysic calls for aid on Sense!

See Mystery to Mathematics fly!
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In vain! they ggaze, turn giddy, rave, and die.
Religion blushing veils her sacred fires,
And unawarcs Morality expires.
For public flame, nor private, dares to shine;
Nor human spark is left, nor glimpse divine!
Lo! thy dread empire, CHAOS! is restor'd;
Light dies before thy uncrcating word ;
Thy hand, great Anarch! lets the curtain fall
And universal darkness buries all.

VOL. 1L A



AMBROSE PHILIFS.

[AmBrose PuiLips was born in Lcicestershire in 1671, and died in his
house at Vauxhall on thé 18th of June, 1749. His Pastorals were published

in 1709.]

The reputation of Ambrose Philips has undergone some curious
reverses. His Epistle to the Farl of Dorset, which Steele pro-
nounced ‘as fine a piece as we ever had,’ and Goldsmith ‘in-
comparably fine,’ seems to us as frigid and as ephemeral as its
theme ; the Distressed Mother, in which he made Racine speak
with the voice of Rowe, no longer holds a place, even in memory,
on the tragic stage; his translations of Sappho, once thought so
brilliant and so affecting, seems to modern readers ludicrously
mean, nor is criticism any longer concerned to decide whether the
pastorals of Philips or of Pope are the more insipid. But while all
these works, on which his contemporary reputation was founded,
are forgotten, his odes to private persons, and in particular to
children, which won him ridicule from his own age, and from
Henry Carey the immortal name of Namby-Pamby, have a simpli-
city of versification and a genuine play of fancy which are now
recognised as rare gilts in the artificial school of Addison in which
he was traincd. Ambrose Philips is moreover to be praised, not
in these odes only, but in his poems generally, for an affectionate
observation of natural beauty.

EpMUND W. GOSSE.
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FROM THE ODE TO Mi1SS CARTERET.

By the next returning spring,
When again the linnets sing,
When again the lambkins play,
Pretty sportlings! full of May ;
When the meadows next are.scen,
Sweet enamel ! white and green;
And the year, in fresh attire,
Welcomes every gay desire ;
Blooming on, shalt thou appear
More inviting than the year,
Fairer sight than orchard shows,
‘Which beside a river blows.
Yet another spring I see,
And a brighter bloom in thee,
And another round of time,
Circling, still improves thy prime ;
And, beneath the vernal skies,
Yet a verdure more shall rise,
Ere thy beauties, kindling show,
In each finished feature glow ;
Ere, in smiles and in disdain,
Thou assert thy maiden reign,
Absolute to save or kill
Fond beholders at thy will.
Then the taper-moulded waist,
With a span of beauty braced,
And the swell of either breast,
And the wide high-vaulted chest,
And the neck so white and round,
Little neck with brilliants bound,
And the store of charms that shine
Above, in lineaments divine,
Crowded in a narrow space
To complete the desperate face
K :
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Those alluring powers, and- more,
Shall enamoured youths adore,
These and more, in courtly lays,
Many an aching heart shall praise.

To Miss CHARLOTTE PULTENEY, IN HER MOTHER’S ARMS

Timely blossom, infant fair,
Fondling of a happy pair,
Every morn and every night
Their solicitous delight,
Sleeping, waking, still at ease,
Pleasing, without skill to plcase ;
Little gossip, blithe and hale,
Tattling many a broken tale,
Singing many a tuneless song,
Lavish of a hcedless tongue.
Simple maiden, void of art,
Jabbling out the very heart,
Yet abandoned to thy will,
Yet imagining no ill,
Yet too innocent to blush,
Like the linnet in the bush,
To the mother-linnet’s note
Moduling her slender throat,
Chirping forth thy pretty joys,
Wanton in the change of toys,
Like the linnet green, in May,
Flitting to cach bloomy spray.
Weariced then, and glad of rest,
Like the linnet in the nest.
This thy present happy lot,
This, in time, will be forgot ;
Other pleasures, other cares,
Ever-busy Time prepares ;

And thou shalt in thy daughter see

This picture once resembled thee.



THOMAS PARNELL.

[THomas ParNELL was born in Dublin in 1679, and was buried at Chester
on the 18th of October, 1718. His Poems were first collected after his
death, by Pope.]

In contemplating the Lampadephoria of poctical history we
sometimes meet with a figurc whose torch was well charged with
the resin of genius and ready to be enflamed, but whom accidentat
circumstances removed from the line of light so long and so far
that its destiny was ncver properly fulfilled.  Such a figure is Par
nell, who, having spent his youth as a thoroughly insignificant
amateur in verse, was roused during the last five years of his life,
under the influence of Pope, a much younger man than he, to
strike a few magnificent chords on the lyre of a true poct. The
last three picces in the posthumous cdition of Parnell’s poems
show us what he might have been, had he lived in London instead
of Ireland, had he been born in 1699 instead of 1679, and had he
understood at once the imperative bent of his genius. But this
sententious and sonorous writer, whose verse in its deeper har-
monies surpasses even Pope’s in melody, fancied himself a satirist,
a society-singer, and emulated in his false ambition the successes
of Oldham and Prior. But while he was vainly attempting to
subdue for himself a province in Acrostic-land, there lay unvisited
a romantic island of poesy, which was his by birthright, and it was
Pope who opened his eyes to this fact. We know little of Parnell’s
life, but we may be sure, from internal evidence, that his last three
poems were composed during the five years between the publica-
tion of Windsor Forest and his own death. Yet, though Pope
awakened his genius within him, Parnell was not the disciple of
Pope ; within the narrow range of what he did well, there was no
.writer of his time who showed a greater originality.
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Zhe Ilermit may be considered as f01-n€1ing the apex and chef
danyre of Augustan poetry in England. It is more exactly in the
French taste than any work that preceded it, and after it English
poetry swiftly passed into the degeneracy of classicism. Parnell’s
poem is the model of a moral conze,; the movement is dignified
and rapid, the action and reflection are balanced with exquisite
skill, the surprise is admirably prepared, and the treatment never
flags from beginning to end. The French complaint of the lack
of style in our minor poetry might have been triumphantly con-
fronted by the Dennises and Budgells of the infancy of our criti-
cism, by a reference to Parnell’s masterpicce, which, if we are
ready to grant that polish, clegance and symmetry are the main
elements of poetry, could scarcely be surpassed in any language.
But more of real inspiration attended the composition of his two
remarkable odes, the NVight-Piece and the Hymn to Contentment.
In these he originated two distinct streams of poetical influence,
for the former was no less certainly the precursor of the curious
funcreal school of Young, Blair and Porteus, than the latter was of
Collins’ exquisite strain of lyrical writing. In both he shows him-
self the disciple of Milton, and wields the ringing octosyllabic
measure as no one had done since // Penseroso was published.
The lines with which we open our sclection from the Hymn to
Contentment reach a higher range of melody, and strike a more
subtle chord of fancy than perhaps any other verses of that age.
Yet Parnell has been ncglected from his own generation to ours,
and it is doubtful whether his moral abstractions can ever hope to
regain the popuiar ear,

EDLMUND W. GOSSL.
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FroyM ‘A NIGHT-PIECE ON DEATH.

By the blue taper’s trembling light,
No more I waste the wakeful night,
Intent with endless view to pore

The schoolmen and the sages oer:
Their books from wisdom widely stray,
Or point at best the longest way.

I’ll seek a readier path, and go
‘Where wisdom’s surely taught below.

How deep yon azure dyes the sky,
Where orbs of gold unnumber’d lie,
While through their ranks in silver pride
The nether crescent secems to glide !
The slumbering breeze forgets to breathe,
The lake is smooth and clear beneath,
Where once again the spangled show
Descends to meet our cyes below.

The grounds which on the right aspire,
In dimness from the view rctire :

The left presents a place of graves,
Whose wall the silent water laves

That steeple guides thy doubtful sight
Among the livid gleams of night.

There pass, with melancholy state,

By all the solemn heaps of fate,

And think, as softly-sad you tread
Above the venerable dead,

‘Time was, hke thee they life possest,
And time shall be, that thou shalt rest.

Those graves, with bending osier bound,
That nameless heave the crumbled ground,
Quick to the glancing thought disclose,
Where toil and poverty repose.
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The flat smooth stones that bedc a name,
The chiscl’s slender help to fame,

(Which ere our set of friends decay
Their frequent steps may wear away,)

A middle race of mortals own,

Men, half ambitious, all unknown.

The marble tombs that rise on high,
Whose dead in vaulted arches lie,

Whose pillars swell with sculptur’d stoncs,
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones,

These, all the poor remains of state,
Adorn the rich, or praise the great;

Who while on earth in fame they live,
Are scnscless of the fame they give.

Ha! while I gaze, pale Cynthia fades,
The bursting earth unvcils the shades!

All slow, and wan, and wrapp’d with shrouds,

They rise in visionary crowds,
And all with sober accent cry,
¢ Think, mortal, what it is to die.?

FroyMm ‘A HyMN TO CONTENTMENT.’

The silent heart, which grief assails,
Treads soft and lonesome o’er the vales,
Sees daisies open, rivers run,

And seeks, as I have vainly done,
Amusing thought ; but learns to know
That solitude’s the nurse of woe.

No real happiness is found

In trailing purple o’er the ground
Or in a soul exalted high,

To range the circuit of the sky,
Converse with stars above, and know
All nature in its forms below ;
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The rest ¢t seeks, in seeking dies,
And doubts at last, for knowledge, rise.

Lovely, lasting peace, appear!
This world itself, if thou art here,
Is once again with Eden blest,
And man contains it in his breast.

"Twas thus, as under shade I stood,

I sung my wishes to the wood,

And lost in thought, no more percciv’d
The branches whisper as they wav'd:
It seem’d, as all the quiet place
Confess’d the presence of the Grace.

When thus she spoke—‘Go rule thy will,

Bid thy wild passions all be still,

Know God—and biing thy heart to know

The joys which from religion flow :
Then every Grace shall prove its guest,
And I'll be there to crown the rest.’

Oh! by yonder mossy seat,

In my hours of swecet retreat,

Might I thus my soul employ,

With sense of gratitude and joy!
Rais’d as ancient prophets were,

In hecavenly vision, praise, and prayer;
Pleasing all men, hurting none,

Pleas’d and bless’d with God alone :
Then while the gardens take my sight,
With all the colours of delight ;

While silver waters glide along,

To please my ear, and court my song ;
I'll lift my voice, and tune my string,
And thee, great source of nature, sing.

The sun that walks his airy way,
To light the world, and give the day;

137




138

TITE ENGLISII POETS.

The moon that shines with borfow’d light;
The stars that gild the gloomy night ;
The seas that roll unnumber’d waves ;
The wood that spreads its shady leaves ;
The field whose ears conceal the grain,
The yellow treasure of the plain;

All of these, and all I see,

Should be sung, and sung by me:

They speak their maker as they can,

But want and ask the tongue of man.

Go search among your idle drcams,
Your busy or your vain extremes ;
And find a life of equal bliss,

Or own the next begun in this.

THE HFRMIT.

Far in a wild, unknown to public view,

From youth to age a reverend hermit grew 3

The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell,

His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well :

Remote from man, with God he pass’d the days,

Prayer all his business, all his pleasure praise.
A life so sacred, such sercne rcpose,

Seem’d heaven itself, till one suggestion rose ;

That vice should triumph, virtue vice obey,

This sprung some doubt of Providence’s sway:

His hopes no more a certain prospect boast,

And all the tenour of his soul is lost.

So when a smooth expanse receives imprest

Calm nature’s image on its watery breast,

Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow,

And skies beneath with answering colours glow:

But if a stone the gentle scene divide,

Swift ruffling circles curl on every side,
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And glimmerint fragments of a broken sun,
DBanks, trees, and skies, in thick disorder run.

To clear this doubt, to know the world by sight,
To find if books, or swains, report it right,

(For yet by swains alone the world he knew,
Whose feet came wandering o’cr the nightly dew,)
He quits his cell ; the pilgrim-staff he bore,

And fix'd the scallop in his hat before ;

Then with the sun a rising journey went,

Sedate to think, and watching cach event.

The morn was wasted in the pathless grass,
And long and loncsome was the wild to pass;

But when the southern sun had warm’d the day,
A youth came posting o’er a crossing way ;

His raiment decent, his complexion fair,

And soft in graceful ringlets wav’d his hair.

Then near approaching, ‘Father, hail !’ he cried
¢And hail, my son,’ the reverend sire replied ;
Words follow’d words, from question answer flow'd,
And talk of various kind deceiv’d the road ;

Till cach with other pleas’d, and loth to part,
While in their age they diffir, join in heart:
Thus stands an aged elm in ivy bound,

Thus youthtul ivy clasps an elm around.

Now sunk the sun; the closing hour of day
Came onward, mantled o’er with sober gray;
Nature in silence bid the world repose ;

When near the road a stately palace rose :

There by the moon through ranks of trees they pass,
Whese verdure crown’d their sloping sides of grass.
It chanc’d the noble master of the dome

Still made his house the wandering stranger’s home;
Yet still the kindness, from a thirst of praise,
Prov’d the vain flourish of expensive ease.

The pair arrive: the liveried servants wait ;

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate.

The table groans with costly piles of food,

And all is more than hospitably good.
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Then led to rest, thc day’s long toil they drown,
Deep sunk in sleep, and silk, and heaps of down.
At length ’tis morn, and at the dawn of day,

Along the wide canals the zephyrs play;

Fresh o’er the gay parterres the breezes creep,
And shake the neighbouring wood to banish slecp.
Up rise the guests, obedient to the call :

An early banquet deck’d the splendid hall;

Rich luscious wine a golden goblet grac’d,

Which the kind master forc’d the guests to taste.
Then, pleas’d and thankful, from the porch they go;
And, but the landlord, none had cause of woe;
His cup was vanish’d ; for in secret guise

The younger guest purloin’d the glittering prize.

As one who spies a serpent in his way,
Glistening and basking in the summer ray,
Disorder’d stops to shun the dangcr near,

Then walks with faintness on, and looks with fear;
So secm’d the sire; when far upon the road,

The shining spoil his wily partner show’d.

He stopp’d with silence, walk’d with tiembling heart,
And much he wish’d, but durst not ask to part:
Murmuring he hfts his cyes, and thinks it haid,
That generous actions meet a base reward.

While thus they pass, the sun his glory shrouds,
The changing skies hang out their sable clouds ;
A sound in air presag'd approaching rain,

And beasts to covert scud across the plain.
Warn’d by the signs, the wandering pair retreat,
To seck for shelter at a neighbouring seat.
"Twas built with turrets, on a rising ground,
And strong, and large, and unimprov’d around ;
Its owner’s temper, tumorous and scvere,
Unkind and griping, caus’d a desert there.

As near the miser’s heavy doors they drcw,
Fierce rising gusts with sudden fury blew ;

The nimble lightning mix’d with showers began,
And o’er their heads loud rolimg thunders ran.
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Here long they eéknock, but knock or call in vain,
Driven by the wind, and batter’d by the rain.
At length some pity warm’d the master’s breast,
(Twas then his threshold first receivd a guest,)
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care,
And half he welcomes in the shivering pair;
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls,
And nature’s fervour through their limbs recalls :
Bread of the coarsest sort, with eager! wine,
Each hardly granted, serv’d them both to dine;
And when the tempest first appear’d to cease,
A ready warning bid them part in peace.
With still remark the pondering hermit view'd
In onc so rich, a life so poor and rude;
And why should such, within himself he cried,
Lock the lost wealth a thousand want beside?
But what new marks of wonder soon took place
In every settling feature of his face,
When from his vest the young companion bore
That cup, the generous landlord own’d before,
And paid profusely with the precious bowl,
The stinted kindness of this churlish soul !

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly;
The sun emerging opes an azure sky ;
A fresher green the smelling leaves display,
And, glittering as they tremble, cheer the day:
The weather courts them from their poor retreat,
And the glad master bolts the weary gate.

While hence they walk, the pilgrim’s bosom wrought
With all the travel of uncertain thought ;
His partner’s acts without their causc appear,
*Twas there a vice, and scem’d a madness here:
Detesting that, and pitying this, he goes,
Lost and confounded with the various shows.

Now night’s dim shades again involve the sky,
Again the wanderers want a place to lie,
Again they search, and find a lodging nigh :
The soil improv’d around, the mansion neat,
And neither poorly low, nor idly great

' shaip, acd
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It seem’d to speak its master’s turn of mind,
Content, and not for praise, but virtue kind.
Hither the walkers turn with weary feet,
Then bless the mansion, and the master greet:
Their greeting fair bestow’d, with modest guise,
The courteous master hears, and thus replies :
¢Without a vain, without a grudging heart,
To him who gives us all, I yield a part;
From him you come, for him accept it here,
A frank and sober, more than costly cheer.
He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread,
Then talk’d of virtue till the time of bed,

When the grave household round his hall repair,
Warn’d by a bell; and close the hours with prayecr.
At length the world, renew’d by calm repose,

Was strong for toil, the dappled morn arosec.

Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept

Near the clos’d cradle where an infant slept,

And writh’d his neck : the landlord’s little pride,

O strange return! grew black, and gasp’d, and died!

Horror of horrors! what! his only son'!

How look’d our hermit when the fact was done?

Not hell, though hell’s black jaws in sunder part,

And breathe blue fire, could more assault his hecart,
Confus’d, and struck with silence at the deed,

He flies, but, trembling, fails to fly with speed.

His steps the youth pursues: the country lay

Perplex’d with roads, a servant show’d the way:

A river cross’d the path; the passage o'er

Was nice to find ; the servant trod before :

Long arms of oaks an open bridge supplied,

And deep the waves beneath the bending glide.

The youth, who seem’d to watch a time to sin,

Approach’d the careless guide, and thrust him in;

Plunging he falls, and rising lifts his head,

Then flashing turns, and sinks among the dead.
Wild, sparkling rage inflames the father’s eyes,

He bursts the bands of fear, and madly cries,

‘Detested wretch !’—but scarce his speech began,
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When the strange partner seem’d no longer man:
His youthful face grew more serenely sweet ;

His robe turn’d white, and flow’d upon his feet;
Fair rounds of radiant points invest his hair ;
Celestial odours breathe through purpled air ;
And wings, whose colours glitter’d on the day,
Wide at his back their gradual plumes display.
The form ethereal bursts upon his sight,

And moves in all the majesty of light.

Though loud at first the pilgrim’s passion grew,
Sudden he gaz’d, and wist not what to do;
Surprise in sccret chains his words suspends,

And in a calm his settling temper ends.
But silence here the beauteous angel broke,
The voice of music ravish’d as he spoke.

‘Thy prayer, thy praise, thy life to vice unknown,
In sweet memorial rise before the throne:

These charms, success in our bright region find,
And force an angel down, to calm thy mind ;
For this, commission’d, I forsook the sky,

Nay, cease to kneel —thy fellow-servant L.

‘Then know the truth of government divine,
And let these scruples be no longer thine.

¢ The Maker justly claims that world he made,
In this the right of Providence is laid ;

Its sacred majesty through all depends

On using second means to work his ends:
’Tis thus, withdrawn in state from human eye,
The power exerts his attributes on high,
Your actions uses, nor controls your will,

And bids the doubting sons of men be still.

‘What strange events can strike with more surprise,
Than those which lately struck thy wondering eyes?
Yet taught by these, confess th’ Almighty just,
And where you can’t unriddle, learn to trust!

¢The great vain man, who far'd on costly food,
Whose life was too luxurious to be good ;

Who made his ivory stands with goblets shine,
And forc’d his guests to morning draughts of wine,
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Has, with the cup, the graceless custom lost,
And still he wclcomes, but with less of cost.

¢The mean, suspicious wretch, whose bolted door
Ne’er mov’d in duty to the wandering poor ;
With him I left the cup, to teach his mind
That heaven can bless, if mortals will be kind.
Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl,
And feels compassion touch his grateful soul.
Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead,

With heaping coals of fire upon its head ;
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow,
And loose from dross, the silver runs below.

‘Long had our pious fricnd in virtue trod,

But now the child half-wecan’d his heart from God;
Child of his age, for him he livd in pain,

And measur’d back his steps to carth again.

To what excesses had this dotage run!

But God, to save the father, took the son.

To all but thee, in fits he scem’d to go,

And ’twas my ministry to deal the blow.

The poor fond parent, humbled in the dust,

Now owns in tears the punishment was just.

¢ But how had all his fortune felt a wrack,
Had that false servant sped in safety back!
This night his treasur’d heaps he meant to steal,
And what a fund of charity would fail!

‘Thus Heaven instructs thy mind : this trial o’er,
Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more.’

On sounding pinions here the youth withdrew,
The sage stood wondering as the seraph flew.
Thus look’d Elisha, when, to mount on high,

His master took the chariot of the sky;
The fiery pomp ascending left the view ;
The prophet gaz’d, and wish’d to follow too.

The bending hermit here a prayer begun,
‘Lord! as in heaven, on earth thy will be donel’
Then gladly turning, sought his ancient place,
And pass’d a life of piety and peace.
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[Jouxy Gav was born at Barnstaple in 1688.  Fairly educated, he
began life in London as a silk-mercer; but soon relinquished that occupa-
tion for literature. Ilis first poem was Rural Sports, a Georgic * inscribed
to Mr. Pope,’ 1713. In the following year he produced The Shepherd's
Week, a sct of six pastorals. Ilis principal remaining works are the farce
of The What-d’ye Call-it, 1715 ; the mock-heroic poem of Trivia, or the Art
of Walking the Streets of London, 1716; Fables, 1727-38; and the famous
Beggar’s Opera, 1728, is Poems on Several Occasions, including the pas-
toral tragedy of Dione, were published in 1720. He was also concerned in,
and bore the blame of, the unlucky comedy of Three Hours after Marriage,
to which Pope and Arbuthnot had largely contributed. IIe died in London
in December, 1732.]

Gay appcars to have been one of those easy-tempered, indolent,
irresponsible good-creatures, whose lot in this world would pro-
bably be either pitiful or tragic, if a beneficent Fate did not provide
them with charitable friends who watch over them with almost
parental solicitude. Pope, Swift, Arbuthnot, Bolingbroke, scem
to have cherished a genuine affection for him ; and in later life the
Duke and Duchess of Queensbury received him into their house,
and took care both of the helpless poet and his money. His first
poem, Rural Sports, though it contains some happy descriptive
passages, is of the ‘Zowjours bicn, jamars mieux’ order of per-
formance. Its dedication, however, procured him the friendship
of Pope. The Shepherd’s Week, his next effort, was in fact
suggested by Pope, who, fresh from his covert attack in the
Guardian (Monday, April 27, 1713) on the sham pastoral of
Ambrose Philips, foresaw what powerful assistance Gay’s obser-
vant humour and knowledge of the country would furnish to his
cause. The rustic life was to be depicted with the gilt off, and
‘the right simple Eclogue’ essayed ‘after the true ancient guise

\4 II.
OL. I L
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of Theocritus.’ “Thou wilt not find my Shepherdesses,’ says the
author’s proem, ‘idly piping upon oaten Rceds, but milking the
Kine, tying up the Sheaves, or, if the Hogs are astray, driving them
to their Styes. My Shepherd gathereth none other Nosegays but
what are the growth of our own Fields ; he slcepcth not under
Myrtle shades, but under a Hedge ; nor doth he vigilantly defend
his Flocks from Wolves, because there are none.’ Like Fielding’s
novel of Fosepr Andrews, the cxecution of The Shepherd’s Week
was far superior to its avowed object of mere ridicule. In spite of
their barbarous ¢Bumbkinets’ and ¢Grubbinols,” Gay’s eclogues
abound with interesting folk-lore and closely-studied rural pictures.
We see the country-girl burning hazcl-nuts to find her sweet-heart,
or presenting the faithless Colin with a knife with a ¢ posy’ on it,
or playing ‘Hot Cockles,” or listening to Gillian of Croydon and
Patient Grissel. There are also sly strokes of kindly satne, as
when the shepherds are represented fencing the grave of Blouze-
linda against the prospective intoads of the parson’s horse and
cow, which have the right of grazing in the churchyard ; or when
that dignitary, in considcration of the liberal sermon-fee,

‘Spoke the Hour-glass in her piaise—quite out.’

These little touches (and there are a hundred more) make us sure
that we are rcading no mere caricatuie ; but that the country-life
of that age of Queen Anne, which her poet loyally declares to be
the only ‘Golden Age,’ is truly and faithfully brought before us,
The Shepherds Week was followed by Zrivia, for which, the
preface tells us, the author received several hints from Swift, with
whose City Shower it has affimties. It is a lively and
humourous description of the London streets circa 1716, and has
an antiquarian as well as a poetical value. The farce of Zke
What d’ye Call It contains the musical ballad ¢’Twas when the
seas were roaring,’ which we quote. Gay’s only other important
work (for the Beggar’s Opera does not come within our limits) is
the Fables, which in 1726 he prepared for the edification of the
young Duke of Cumberland. As a fabulist he is casy and collo-
quial ; and his work is distinguished by good-humour and good-
sense ; but he fails to reach the happy negligence and the supreme
art of La Fontaine. The Hare and many Friends is a fair sample
of his manner; and it is of additional interest as being in some
measure a personal utterance, though the records of his life show
that, in spite of his disappointments of court favour, he seldom
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failed in finding a Mwnmouth or a Burlington to soothe his
wounded feelings. Moreover, the profits from his works, which
enabled him, in spite of losses, to die worth £ 6000, could not have
been inconsiderable.

The Fables are Gay’s most cxtensive effort. His remaining
works consist of ZZpistles, Town Eclogues, Tales,and Miscellaneous
Pieces. The Epistles are sprightly and familiar. One of them,
A Welcome from Greece, addressed to Pope on his having
finished his translation of the //iad, has an unecxpected vivacity
and lyric movement. It is in an o/fava-#ima earlier than Frere or
Byron ; and exhibits the poet’s contemporaries assembling to greet
him after his six ycars’ toil. Prior, Congreve, Steele, Chandos,
Bathurst,—few of the illustrious names of the age are absent. Nor
are the other sex unrepresented :—

¢ What lady’s that, to whom he gently bends?

Who knows not her? ah! those are Wortley's eyes!

ITow art thou honoured, numbered with her fricnds!
For she distinguishes the good and wise.

The sweet-tongued Muriay near her side attends;
Now to my hcait the glance of Howard flies;

Now Hervey, fair of face, I mark full well,

With thee, Youth’s youngest daughter, sweet Lepell.”

As to Gay’s Town Eclogues, they are neither better nor worse
than Lady Mary’s own ; and probably had a like origin, ridicule of
Ambrose Philips. Ilis Zu/es have the indclicacy but not the grace
of Prior’s, Of his songs and ballads, that of Sweet WH7illianss
Farewell to Black-FEyed Susan is too well-known to need de-
scription ; and tQo great a favourite to be omitted from any
anthology. Damon and Cupid and The Lady’s Lamentation are
other examples of that singing faculty which Gay possessed in so
marked a degree, and which contributed so triumphantly to the
success of the Beggar's Opera.

AUSTIN DODBSON.
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FROM ‘THE SHEPHERD’S WEEK.!

Ah, Colin! canst thou leave thy Sweetheart true!
What I have done for thee will Cic'ly do?

Will she thy linen wash or hosen darn,

And knit thee gloves made of her own-spun yarn?
Will she with huswife’s hand provide thy meat,
And every Sunday morn thy neckcloth plait?
Which o'er thy kersey doublet spreading wide,

In scrvice-time drew Cic'ly’s eyes aside. . .

If in the soil you guide the crooked share,

Your carly breakfast is my constant care ;

And when with even hand you strow the grain,

I fright the thievish rooks from off the plain.

In misling days when I my thresher hecard,

With nappy beer I to the barn repaired ;

Lost in the music of the whirling flail,

To gaze on thee I left the smoking pail :

In harvest when the sun was mounted high,

My leathern bottle did thy drought supply;
Whene’er you mowed 1 followed with the rake,
And have full oft been sun-burnt for thy sake;
When in the welkin gathering showers were secn,
I lagged the last with Colin on the green;

And when at eve returning with thy car,
Awaiting heard the jingling bells from far ;
Straight on the fire the sooty pot I placed,

To warm thy broth I burnt my hands for haste,
When hungry thou stoodst staring, like an oaf]

I sliced the luncheon from the barley loaf :

With crumbled bread I thickened well thy mess
Ab, love me more, or love thy pottage less !
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A BALLAD.
[From The What d'ye Call It.)

"Twas when the seas were roaring
With hollow blasts of wind ;

A damsel lay deploring,
All on a rock reclined.

Wide o’er the rolling billows
She cast a wistful look;

Her head was crowned with willows,

That tremble o’er the brook.

* Twelve months are gone and over,
And nine long tedious days.

Why didst thou, venturous lover,
Why didst thou trust the seas?

Cease, cease, thou cruel ocean,
And let my lover rest:

Ah! what’s thy troubled motion
To that within my breast?

¢The merchant, robbed of pleasure.
Sees tempests in despair ;

But what’s the loss of treasure,
To losing of my dear?

Should you some coast be laid on
Where gold and diamonds grow,

You’d find a richer maiden,
But none that loves you so.

‘How can they say that nature
Has nothing made in vain ;

Why then beneath the water,
Should hideous rocks r2main?
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No eyes the rocks discover -
That lurk beneath the deep,

To wreck the wandering lover,
And leave the maid to weep.’

All melancholy lying,
Thus wailed she for her dear;
Repaid each blast with sighing,
Each billow with a tear.
When, o’er the white wave stooping
His floating corpse she spied;
Then, like a lily drooping,
She bowed her head, and died.

THE HARE WITH MANY FRIENDS

Friendship, like love, is but a name,
Unless to one you stint the flame.
The child whom many fathers share,
Hath seldom known a father’s care.
"Tis thus in friendship ; who depend
On many, rarely find a friend.

A Hare, who, in a civil way,
Complied with everything, like Gay,
Was known by all the bestial train,
Who haunt the wood, or graze the plain.
Her care was, never to offend,
And every creature was her friend.

As forth she went at early dawn,
To taste the dew-besprinkled lawn,
Behind she hears the hunter’s cries,
And from the deep-mouthed thunder flies:
She starts, she stops, she pants for breath ;
She hears the near advance of death;
She doubles, to mislead the hound,
And measures back her mazy round,
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Till, fainting in the public way,
Half dead with fear she gasping lay.
What transport in her bosom grew,
When first the Horse appeared in view !
‘Let me,’ says she, ‘your back ascend,
And owe my safety to a friend.
You know my feet betray my flight;
To friendship every burden’s light.!
The Horse replied : ¢ Poor honest Puss,
It grieves my heart to see thee thus;
Be comforted ; relief is near,
For all your friends are in the rear.’
She next the stately Bull implored ;
And thus replied the mighty lord.
‘Since every beast alive can tell
That 1 sincerely wish you well,
I may, without offence, pretend,
To take the freedom of a friend ;
Love calls me hence; a favourite cow
Expects me near yon barley-mow :
And when a lady’s in the case,
You know, all other things give place.
To leave you thus might seem unkind;
But see, the Goat is just behind.’
The Goat remarked her pulse was high,
Her languid head, her heavy eye;
‘My back,’ says he, ‘may do you harm
The Sheep’s at hand, and wool is warm.’
The Sheep was feeble, and complained
His sides a load of wool sustained :
Said he was slow, confessed his fears,
For hounds eat sheep as well as hares.
She now the trotting Calf addressed,
To save from death a friend distressed.
¢Shall I says he, ‘of tender age,
In this important care engage?
Older and abler passed you by ;
How strong are those, how weak am Il
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Should I presume to bear you heglce,
Those friends of mine may take offence.
Ercuse me, then. You know my heart.
But dearest friends, alas! must part!
How shall we all lament: Adieu!

For see, the hounds are just in view.’

BLACK-EYED SUSAN,

All in the Downs the fleet was moored,
The streamers waving in the wind,
When Black-eyed Susan came aboard,
‘Oh! where shall I my true love find?
Tell me, ye jovial sailors, tell me true,
If my sweet William sails among the crew?’

William, who high upon the yard
Rocked with the billow to and fro,
Soon as her well-known voice he heard
He sighed, and cast his eyes below:
The cord slides swiftly through his glowing hands.
And, quick as lightning, on the deck he stands.

So the sweet lark, high poised in air,
Shuts close his pinions to his breast—
If chance his mate’s shrill call he hear—
And drops at once into her nest.
The noblest captain in the British fleet
Might envy William’s lips those kisses sweet.

¢O Susan, Susan, lovely dear,
My vows shall ever true remain ;
Let me kiss off that falling tear;
We only part to meet again.
Change as ye list, ye winds! my heart shall be
The faithful compass that still points to thee.



JOHN GAY.

153

‘Believe not what the landsmen say,

Who tempt with doubts thy constant mind ;
They’ll tell thee, sailors, when away,

In every port a mistress find;
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee so,
For thou art present wheresoe’er I go.

¢*If to fair India’s coast we sail,

Thy eyes are seen in diamonds bright,
Thy breath is Afric’s spicy gale,

Thy skin is ivory so white.
Thus every beauteous object that I view,
Wakes in my soul some charm of lovely Sue.

¢ Though battle call me from thy arms,
Let not my pretty Susan mourn ;

Though cannons roar, yet, safe from harms,
William shall to his dear return.

Love turns aside the balls that round me fly,

Lest precious tears should drop from Susan’s eye.’

The boatswain gave the dreadful word ;

The sails their swelling bosom spread ;
No longer must she stay aboard ;

They kissed—she sighed—he hung his head.
Her lessening boat unwilling rows to land,
‘Adieul’ she cries, and waved her lily hand.
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[Tromas TickeLL was born at Bridekirk, near Carlisle, in 1686, and died
at Bath in 1740. His longest poem, Kensington Gardens, appeared in
1722.)

The powers of Tickell were awakened and solely sustained by
an unbounded admiration for the person and genius of Addison.
His Muse hovered around her object, celebrating its beauties from
every side, and even Pope, when he was most angry, could not
help smiling to see the pompous figure of Atticus accompanied by
so tender and importunate a satellite. That the great man stooped
to make a tool of his friend’s fidelity in an unworthy literary
quarrel, and by the failure of his intrigue brought ridicule upon
them both, is matter of history ; but this did not deter Tickell from
directing that his tombstone in the church of Glasneven should
state that ¢ his highest honour was that of having been the friend of
Addison,’ or from celebrating the death of the latter in a poem
wherein he surpassed not himself only but his master too.

The famous elegy is justly ranked among the greatest master-
pieces of its kind. In it a sublime and public sorrow for once
moved a thoroughly mediocre poet into utterance that was sincere
and original. So much dignity, so much pathos, so direct and
passionate a distress, are not to be found in any other poem of the
period. But when Tickell was not eulogising the majesty and
sweetness of Addison, he was but a languid, feeble versifier.
Kensington Gardens is one of those works that will not let them-
selves be read ; the once-admired ballad of Colsn and Lucy seems
very trite and silly to a modern reader ; while the poem Or Hunt-
ing, in which Tickell posed as the English Gratius Faliscus, pro-
gressed so slowly that it was at last anticipated by the Ciase of
Somerville, another of Addison’s ardent disciples. From this
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general condemnatica it is only just to except the thoughtful and
melodious lines O the Deatt of the Earl of Cadogan.

Tickell’s first introduction to Addison was through a copy of
verses which he addressed to him from Oxford in 1707, in which
this couplet occurred :—

‘No charms are wanted to thy artful seng,
Soft as Corelli, and as Virgil strong.

*

For this piece of flattery the young poet was rewarded by Addi-
son’s personal friendship. It is worthy of remark that the influence
of Addison on English verse was as entirely false and sterile as his
influence on prose was fruitful and healthy.

EDMUND W, GOSSE.
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To THE EARL OF WARWICK, ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON.

If, dumb too long, the drooping Muse hath stayed,
And left her debt to Addison unpaid ;

Blame not her silence, Warwick, but bemoan,

And judge, oh judge, my bosom by your own.
‘What mourner ever felt poetic fires?

Slow comes the verse, that real woe inspires :
Grief unaffected suits but ill with art,

Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart.

Can I forget the dismal night, that gave
My soul’s best part for ever to the grave!
How silent did his old companions tread,
By mid-night lamps, the mansions of the dead,
Thro’ breathing statues, then unheeded things,
Thro’ rows of warriors, and thro’ walks of kings!
What awe did the slow solemn knell inspire ;
The pealing organ, and the pausing choir ;
The duties by the lawn-robed prelate payed ;
And the last words, that dust to dust conveyed !
While speechless o’er thy closing grave we bend,
Accept these tears, thou dear departed friend,
Oh gone for ever, take this long adieu ;
And sleep in peace, next thy loved Montagu!

To strew fresh laurels let the task be mine,
A frequent pilgrim, at thy sacred shrine,
Mine with true sighs thy absence to bemoan,
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy stone.

If e’er from me thy loved memorial part,
May shame afflict this alienated heart ;

Of thee forgetful if I form a song,

My lyre be broken, and untun’d my tongue,
My griefs be doubled, from thy image free,
And mirth a torment, unchastised by thee.
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Oft let me'range the gloomy isles alone
(Sad luxury! to vulgar minds unknown)
Along the walls where speaking marbles show
What worthies form the hallow’d mould below :
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held ;
In arms who triumph’d, or in arts excelled ;
Chiefs, graced with scars, and prodigal of blood ;
Stern patriots, who for sacred freedom stood ;
Just men, by whom impartial laws were given ;
And saints, who taught, and led, the way to heaven
Ne’er to these chambers, where the mighty rest,
Since their foundation, came a nobler guest,
Nor e’er was to the bowers of bliss conveyed
A fairer spirit, or more wclcome shade.

In what new region, to the just assigned,
What new employments please th’ unbodied mind?
A winged Virtue, through th’ ethereal sky,
From world to world unwecaried does he fly?
Or curious trace the long laborious maze
Of heaven’s decrees, where wondering angels gaze?
Does he delight to hear bold Scraphs tell
How Michael battled, and the Dragon fell?
Or, mixed with milder Cherubim, to glow
In hymns of love, not ill essayed below ?
Or dost thou warn poor mortals left behind,
A task well suited to thy gentle mind?
Oh, if somctimes thy spotless form descend,
To me thy aid, thou guardian Genius, lend!
When rage misguides me, or when fear alarms,
When pain distresses, or when pleasure charms,
In silent whisperings purer thoughts impart,
And turn from ill a frail and feeble heart ;
Lead through the paths thy virtue trode before,
’Till bliss shall join, nor dcath can part us more.

That awful form (which, so ye hcavens dccree,
Must still be loved and still deplored by me;)
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In nightly visions seldom fails to rise,*

Or, rous’d by fancy, meets my waking eyes.

If business calls, or crowded courts invite,

Tl unblemished statesman seems to strike my sight ;
If in the stage I seek to soothe my care,

I meet his soul, which breathes in Cato there ;

If pensive to the rural shades I rove,

His shape o’ertakes me in the lonely grove :

"Twas there of Just and Good he reasoned strong,
Cleared some great truth, or raised some serious song ;
There patient showed us the wise coursc to steer,

A candid censor, and a friend severe ;

There taught us how to live ; and (oh! too high
The price for knowledge) taught us how to die.



ALLAN RAMSAY.

[AvLan Ramsay was born in 1686, in Lanaikshire. Ilis father was the
manager of Lotd llopetoun’s lead mines, but his gieat-grandfather was
younger son of a ‘laird of Cockpen,” and nephew of Ramsay of Dalhousie,
and he took pride in his descent from this ancient stock. Ile was appren-
ticed as a boy to a wig-maker, but passed fiom writing poctry and editing
poetical collections into being a bookseller. Ihis eaihest efforts were
circulated among his ‘cronies* in MS., and sold by himself to the public in
1 enny broad sheets.  In 1716 he published an cdition of Christ's Kirk on
the Green, with a second canto of his own composition, and soon after
another edition with a third new canto. In 1719 he published a collection
of Scots Songs; in 1721 a collection of his own pocms in quarto; in 1722
his Fuables and Tales and his Tale of Three Bonnets; in 1723 his Fair
Assembly; in 1724 a poem on Health; in the same year miscellaneous
collections entitled 7he Tea-Table Miwellany, and The Evergreen; and in
1725 the work with which chicfly his fame is associated, The Geudle
Shepherd, e died in 1758.]

Ramsay had an influence upon the growth of the peasant poetry
of Scotland which must be taken account of quite apart from the
qualities of his own song, and perhaps constitutes a better title to
remembrance. He did not create the movement which reached
its full volume and intensity in the poctry of Burns, but it was
concentrated in him for a gencration, and passed on with a mighty
impulse. It must always be hazardous work guessing at the
beginnings of things, but if one were asked to name the great
seminal work of the Scotch poetry of the cighteenth century, one
would have little hesitation in pitching upon Watson’s Choice
Collection of Scots Songs, Ancient and Modern. Ramsay himself
tells us that his inspiration, or at least his ambition to write, came
from this source. It was to the Scotch poctry of the eighteenth
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century what Zottel’s Miscellany was to the English poetry of the
sixteenth, only much more powerful in its influence, owing to the
fact that fewer influences were at work in the field. Ramsay
carried out on a larger scale and with more abundant resources
the plan adopted by this pioneer, collecting, adapting, and pub-
lishing ‘ancient’ poems, and getting ‘ingenious’ friends to assist
him in the production of ‘modern’ poems. His shop at the sign
of the Mercury in the High Street of Edinburgh, thus became the
headquarters of a school, in which he was the acknowledged
master, and the productions of this school, written in the dialect of
a peasantry among whom it was a disgrace not to be able to read,
and coming home to their ‘business and bosoms,” were popular as
no literature had ever been before. It was not without some
reason that austere moralists lamented the flight of godliness from
the land before Ramsay’s ‘licentious muse.” The Gentle Shepherd,
with its pagan summons to lads and lasscs to ‘pu the gowan in its
prime,’ found its way into the cottages, though as forbidden fruit
wherever the authority of the Kirk was respected, almost as freely
as the Bible.

To get a correct conception of the general character of Ramsay’s
poems, we must look at the audicnce for whom they were written.
They were read by pcasants, by shepherds, ploughboys, and milk-
maids, but they had first passed under the critical eyes of a more
lettered circle. It may seem a paradox to call Ramsay’s poems
vers de soctété, yet such in effect they were, though the society for
which they were written had not much of the culture which we now
associate with the name. Ramsay was a convivial soul—he has
been called a ‘convivial buffoon’—and he and his friends had
formed themselves into an ¢ Easy Club,’ in imitation of the famous
literary clubs of the London coffee-houses. It was for this society
that he began to write verses, for a knot of young lawyers, doctors,
lairds, and tradesmen, who had a liking for literature and good-
fellowship, who read the Spectalor, Pope, Dryden, and the poets
of the Restoration, and mct of an evening to sup, crack jokes, and
exchange literary essays and small talk. Ramsay’s poems smack
of this convivial atmosphere. Through the medium of the ¢ Easy
Club,’ with such admixture as it could not fail to receive from the
vigorous individuality of the members, the spirit of the Restoration
passed to do battle among the Scotch peasantry with the austere
spirit of the Kirk. The rugged passion and rude pathos, the in-
tense sympathy with the joys and sorrows of a hard existence,
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which found voice among a people awakened to the charm of
song, did not come from ‘renowned Allan,’ the ‘canty callan’ who
was the laureate of the Easy Club. Broad fun, sly touches of
satire at the expense of local fashions and local characters, compli-
ments to reigning beauties, humorous descriptions of local life,
were the subjects with which Ramsay sought the applause of his
boon-companions, and appecaled with success to a wider public.
The Lass o Patic’s Mill, and Bessie Bell and Mary Gray, are

examples of the light lyric in which the genial mirth-loving poet
was at his ease. When he tried serious themes he soon got beyond
his depth. Farewell to Lochaber is the only serious lyric of his that
has kept its hold, and even that is not without traces of artificiality
of sentiment, such as the departing warrior’s explanation that he
weeps not because he is going to battle, but because he is leaving
his sweetheart.

‘These tears that T shed they are a’ for my dear,

And no for the dangers attending on weir.

The humorous imp that was Ramsay’s true familiar must have
guided his pen when he wrote these lines. The lover’s agonies
were not within reach of his art, although he could paint the
lover’s delights with genuine lyric rapture ; his gay science was
summed up in the lines :—

“Then I'll draw cuts and take my fate
And be wi’ ane contented.’

It is as a painter of manners with keen, sly, humorous observa-
tion, and not as a lyrist, that Ramsay deserves to be remembered.
We can well understand logarth’s admiration for him. His
elegies on Maggie Fohnstone and Lucky Wood, and his anticipa-
tion of the ‘Road to Ruin’ in the ZViree Bonnels were after Ho-
garth’s own heart. But the life that he painted in the Scotch
capital as he saw it with his twinkling eye, broad sense of fun, and
‘pawky’ humour, was too coarse to have much intcrest for any but
his own time. In a happy hour for his memory, he conceived the
idea of describing the life which he had known in his youth in the
country. From writing pastoral dialogucs after the manner of
Spenser, such as that in which Pope and Stecie, as Sandy and
Richie, are made to lament the death of Adie in broad Scotch, he
took to making real Scotch shepherds and shepherdesses discuss
in verse their loves and all the concerns of their daily life. In Z%e
Gentle Shepherd, Ramsay brought back real pastoral poetry to

VOL. III, M
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literature. The Scotch critics of the last century delighted in
comparing Ramsay’s masterpiece with the pastorals of the Italian
masters, and giving him the palm over these competitors. But
the kind of composition is so different that a fair basis of compari-
son can hardly be said to exist. Zke Gentle Shepherd must be
judged on its merits as a picture of real rustic life. Its fidelity to
nature is attested by the welcome it received from the people
whose life it described, and who saw themselves reflected there as
they wished that others should see them—the harshness of their
struggle for existence forgotten, and all their simple joys gathered
up in the poet’s imagination.
WILLIAM MINTO
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[From The Gentle Shepherd.]
JENNY AND PEGGY.

Fenny.

But, poortith?, Peggy is the warst of a’,
Gif o’er your heads ill chance should beggary draw;
There little love or canty? cheer can come
Frae duddy® doublets and a pantry toom*.
Your nowt® may die; the spate may bear away
Frae aff the howms® your dainty rucks of hay ;
The thick-blawn wreaths of snaw, or blashy thows?,
May smoor® your wethers and may rot your ewes;
A dyvour?® buys your butter, woo, and cheese,
Dut or the day of payment breaks and flees.
With glooman brow the laird seeks in his rent,—
’Tis no to gie: your merchant’s to the bent?:
His honour maunna want, he poinds™ your gear;
Syne driven frae house and hold, where will ye steer?
Dear Meg, be wise, and lead a single life;
Troth, it’s nae mows'® to be a married wife.

Peggy.
May sic ill luck befa’ that silly she
\Wha has sic fears, for that was never me.
Let fowk bode weel, and strive to do their best;
Nae mair’s requir’d—let heaven make out the rest.
I've heard my honest uncle often say
That lads should a’ for wives that’s virtuous pray;
For the maist thrifty man could never get
A well-stor’d room unless his wife wad let.
Wherefore nocht shall be wanting on my part
To gather wealth to raise my shepherd’s heart.
Whate’er he wins I’ll guide my canny care,
And win the vogue at maiket, tron, or fair,
For halesome, clean, cheap and sufficient ware.
A flock of lambs, cheese, butter and some woo,
Shall first be sold to pay the laird his due;
! poverty.  3checrful  ®ragged. *empty. ®cattle. ®nver-flats
" thaws. * smother. ® banktupt, 0 off, % impounds,  * joke.
M2
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Syne a’ behind’s our ain. Thus without fear,

With love and rowth! we thro’ the warld will steer ;

And when my Pate in bairns and gear grow rife,

He’ll bless the day he gat me for his wife.
Fenny.

But what if some young giglit on the green

With dimpled cheek and twa bewitching een,

Should gar your Patie think his half worn Meg

And her ken’d kisses, hardly worth a feg?
Peggy.

Nae mair of that. Dear Jenny, to be free,

There’s some men constanter in love than we.

Nor is the ferly * great, when nature kind

Has blest them with solidity of mind ;

They’ll reason calmly and with kindness smile,

When our short passions wad our peace beguile.

Sae, whensoe’er they slight their maiks® at hame,

'Tis ten to ane their wives are maist to blame.

Then I’ll employ with pleasure a’ my art

To keep him cheerfw’, and secure his heart.

At e’en, when he comes weary frae the hill,

I'll have a’ things made recady to his will;

In winter, when he toils thro’’wind and rain,

A Dbleezing-ingle and a clean hearth-stane;

And soon as he flings by his plaid and staff,

The scething pots be ready to take aff;

Clean hagabag * I’ll spread upon his board,

And serve him with the best we can afford ;

Good-humour and white bigonets® shall be

Guards to my face, to keep his love for me.
Fenny.

A dish of married love right soon grows cauld,

And dosens® down to nane, as fowk grow auld.
Peggy.

But we’ll grow auld together, and ne’er find

The loss of youth, where love grows on the mind.

Bairns and their bairns make sure a firmer tie

Than aught in love the like of us can spy.

! plenty. 2 wonder. 2 mates. * huckaback.



See yon twa elms that grow up side by side,

Suppose them some years syne bridegroom and bride ;
Nearer and ncarer ilka year they’ve prest,

Tl wide their spreading branches are increas’d,

And in their mixture now are fully blest:

This shields the other frae the castlin blast,

That in return defends it frae the wast.

Sic as stand single (a state sac liked by you),
Beneath ilk storm frae every airt! maun bow.

Fenny.
I’ve done. I yield dear lassie, I maun yicld;
Your better sense has fairly won the field,
With the assistance of a little fae
Lies dern’d? within my breast this mony a day.

PATIE AND PEGGY.

Patie.
By the delicious warmness of thy mouth
And rowing?® eye, which smiling tells the truth,
I guess, my lassie, that, as well as I,
You’re made for love, and why should ye deny?
Pegey.
But ken ye, lad, gin we confess o’er soon,
Ye think us cheap, and syne the wooing’s done:
The maiden that o’er quickly tines* her power,
Like unripe fruit will taste but hard and sour.

Patie.
But when they hing o’er lang upon the tree,
Their sweetness they may tine, and sae may yc;
Red-cheeked you completely ripe appear,
And I have tholed® and wooed a lang half-year.
Peggy.
Then dinna pu’ me ; gently thus I fa’
Into my Patie’s arms for good and a’.
But stint your wishes to this kind embrace,
And mint® nae farther till we’ve got the grace.

! Quarter. * hidden, 3 rolling. * loses. % suffered. ¢ aim.
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Patie.
O charming armfu’! Hence, ye cares away.
1’1l kiss my treasure a’ the livelang day :
A’ night I'’ll dream my kisses o’er again,
Till that day come that ye’ll be a’ my ain.

Chorus.
Sun, gallop down the westling skies,
Gang soon to bed, and quickly rise ;
O lash your steeds, post time away,
And haste about our bridal day ;
And if ye’re wearied, honest light,
Sleep, gin ye like, a weck that night.

[From The Tea-Table Mi cellany.)

THROUGH THE WoOD, LADDIE.

O Sandy, why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn?
Thy presence would ease me
When naething could please me,
Now dowie ! I sigh on the bank of the burn,
Ere through the wood, laddie, until thou return.

Though woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear,
While lavrocks are singing
And primroses springing,

Yet nane of them pleases my eye or my ear,

When through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appcar.

That I am forsaken some spare no to tell;

I’'m fashed wi’ their scorning

Baith evening and morning ;
Tkeir jeering aft gaes to my hecart wi’ a knell,
When through the wood, laddie, I wander mysel.

Then stay, my dear Sandie, nae langer away,
But quick as an arrow,
Haste here to thy marrow?
Wha'’s living in languor till that happy day,
When through the wood, laddie, we’ll dance, sing, and play.

' melancholy. * sweetheart,
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AN THOU WERE MY AIN THING.

An thou were my ain thing,
1 would love thee, I would love thee
An thou were my ain thing

How dearly I would love thee.

Like bees that suck the morning dew,
Frae flowers of sweetest scent and hue,
Sae wad T dwell upon thy mow!

And gar the gods envy me.

Sae lang’s T bad the use of light

I’d on thy beauties feast my sight,

Syne in saft whispers through the night
I'd tell how much I loved thee.

How fair and ruddy is my Jean!

She moves a goddess o'er the green.

Were I a king thou should be queen—
Nane but myself aboon thce.

I'ld grasp thee to this breast of mine,

Whilst thou like ivy on the vine

Around my stronger limbs should twine,
Formed handy to defend thee.

Time’s on the wing and will not stay,
In shining youth let’s make our hay ;
Since love admits of no delay,

O let na scorn undo thee.

While love does at his altar stand

Hae, here’s my heart, gie me thy hand,

And with ilk smile thou shalt command
The will of him who loves thee.

An thou were my ain thing,
I would love thee, I would love thee;
An thou were my ain thing,
How dearly I would love thee,
! mouth.
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[James Tnomson was born at Ednam in Roxburghshire on the 11th of
September, 1700, and died at Kew on the 27th of August, 1748. 1lis first
published work, Winter, appeared in 1726, The next year Summer, Britannia,
and a few minor poems followed.  Spring was not published till 1728, and
Autumn in 1730 completed The Seasons. Sophonisba, the first of several
dramas, appeared in the same year as Spring. ‘The first three parts or
cantos of Liberty were given to the woild in 1735, the two last in 1737,
The Ca:tle of Indolence appeared in 1746, two years before Thomson’s
death,)

No competent criticism of any school has ever denied Thomson’s
claim to a place, high if not of the highest, among poets of the
second order. His immense and enduring popularity would settle
the question, if it had ever been seriously debated. For the
orbis terrarum may indeed judge without hesitation on such a
point, when its judgment is ratified beforehand by many genera-
tions. Popularity which outlasts changes of manners and fashions
is a testimony to worth which cannot be left out of the account,
and Thomson’s popularity is eminently of this kind. Neither the
somewhat indiscriminate admiration of the romantic style, of which
Percy set the fashion, nor the naturalism of Cowper, nor the great
revolution championed in various ways by Scott, by the Lakists,
and by Byron, nor the still more complete revolution of Shelley
and Keats, availed to shake the hold of 7%e Seasons on the popular
mind. Every one knows Coleridge’s remark on seeing a dogs-eared
copy on an inn window-sill. During the last century the reading
of poetry, except that of contemporary authors, has somewhat gone
out of fashion, yet no one who does read 7%e Seasons, much more
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The Castle of Indolence, fails to admit their charm. It would hardly
be too much to say that, making allowance for the time over which
his influence has extended, no poet has given the special pleasure
which poetry is capable of giving to so large a number of persons
in so large a mecasure as Thomson.

A critical examination of the characteristics of his poetry enables
us at once to justify and explain this widespread popularity.
Like many of his contemporarics, Thomson is a very unequal poct.
LEvery one who has really endcavoured to read his favourite Liberty
must endorse Johnson’s contemptuous verdict on it. It is not
only not good as a whole, but (which is more remarkable) it is
scarcely even good in parts. It is with considerable difficulty that
one is able to pick out a few lines hcre and there where the
admirable descriptive faculty of the writer has had room to make
itself felt. Most of the minor poems (it is true therc are not many
of them) are also quite devoid of poctical merit. The graceful
¢ Tell me, thou soul of her I love’ is perhaps the only exception to
the rule worth mentioning, and certainly the only one worth
quoting. It is curious too that on the few occasions on which
Thomson attempted the heroic couplet, the special and favourite
metre of his time, he produced very bad work. Blank verse and
the Spenserian stanza he understood admirably, and his blank
verse in especial cannot reccive too much commendation With
that of Milton, and that of the present Poet Laureate, it must rank
as one of the chief original models of the metre to be found in
English poetry. Nothing again can be more exquisite than the
opening stanzas of Z%e Castle of Indolence in respect of metrical
proficiency. Now this exccllence of form, whatever some critics
may think, is a very important clement in enduring popularity,
because it is not liable to danger from changes of fashion. The
qualities which strike the ear pleasantly remain very much the
same at all times, unless—and sometimes even when—the language
employed has become hopelessly dead.  We have at this moment
(with the good leave of certain persons of distinction) hardly the
faintest idea how the opening of the De Rerum Natura sounded
when Lucretius read it, and still less of what the choruses of the
Agamemnon conveyed to the ears of an Athenian audience. But
the abiding charm of their form is not lost for us. How much
more must this be the case in such work as Thomson’s, when the
language has undergone merely unimportant modifications. But
the metrical charm of Thomson is not s only or indeed his chief
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one to the general. He has the peculiar merit of choosing a sub-
ject which appeals to and is comprehensible by everybody ; which
no one can scorn as trivial and yet which no one can feel to be
too fine or too esoteric for him. And though he treats this in the
true poetical spirit of making the common as though it were un-
common, he does not make it too uncommon for the general taste
to relish. No spread of culture, no pressure of fashion, will ever
make 7he Witch of Atlas genuinely popular, No degeneracy of
education or of fashion, short of an absolute return to barbarism,
can prevent Tke Seasons from attracting admiration as soon as
they are read or heard. They are not perhaps in any single point
possessed of the qualities of the highest poetry. But such poetry
as they do possess is perfectly genuine and singularly suitable for
its purpose. Literal accuracy and poetical truth are blended in
Thomson’s descriptions in a way rarcly to be found. Every one
feels that he has seen what Thomson has put into words for him:
every one also feels that Thomson has added a charm for him to
the scene when he shall happen to see it again. Although his
style is too often deformed by the prevalent Latinisms in language
and construction, his reader soon feels that he is after all inde-
pendent of them. They are not a crutch to him, hardly even a
staff, whereby he hopes to climb Parnassus, but a mere clouded
cane which, as he mistakenly thinks, is an appropriate ornament.
His single phrases, by which a poet is perthaps most safely to be
judged, stamp him at once to all who have eyes to see and ears
to hear. It is bad enough no doubt that any man of Thomson’s
genius should give us the words—

¢See where the winding vale its lavish stores
Irriguous spreads,’

in which the whole poetical capital is to be found in the use of
the fine word ‘irriguous,” and the artificial derangement of the
epithets, but that this is a mere accident of his time must strike
every one who turns the page and finds—

¢The yellow wallflower stained with iron-brown.’

Here there is not a single violence done to language or arrange-
ment, and yet the effect is as good as it can be. Even where the
words are unnecessarily grandiose, and the images not such as
in strict nature or art would present themselves, the stamp of
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poctiy is usually on them in a wholly reconciling degree, as in
the lines—

*On utmost Kilda’s shore whose lonely race

Resign the setting sun to Indian worlds.’
Passing from isolated phrases to longer passages, we may point
out that the power of composition which Thomson’s landscapes
display is very remarkable. Owing to this faculty, no poet pcerhaps
is seen to such advantage in extracts of moderate length as Thom-
son. His narrative episodes, which used to be the most popular,
are perhaps not so good as some of the descriptive passages,
because instead of being painted in with lasting colours they show
too often the mere varnish of the sensibility of the time which has
now ceased to appear sensible. To the charge of mannerism he
must indecd plead guilty. A poet who caps the climax of three
several descriptive passages with three such lines as—

‘And Fgypt joys beneath the spreading wave,’
“And Mecca saddens at the long delay,’

¢And Thule bdlows through her utmost 1sles,’

all within the compass of half a dozen pages, may be accused with
some justice of taking too literally the legendary advice to ‘stick
to the coo.” Dut this, and the occasional ponderosity of his lan-
guage, are almost the only charges of any weight that can fairly be
brought against Z/%e Seasons.

The Castle of Iixlolence is even better. The sccond book does
not indeed deserve quite so much praise as the first, being written
evidently with less relish, and containing a good deal of otiose and
conventional matter. But the first book is not only Thomson’s
best work, but is one of the very best things of its kind to be found
either in English or in any other literature. For it possesses, what
The Seasons almost of necessity lack, a coherent plan and scheme
which are fully and successfully carried out. It is quite complete
in itsclf, and needs no sequel as a work of art. Nor does it need
any internal addition. The picture of the castle and its dcmesne,
with the portraits of the chicf sojourners, are quite sufficient for the
canvas, and few persons will find any fault with the manner in
which they are put upon it. Although the archaisms are not
always used quite according to knowledge, the slips in this respect
are neither in nature nor degree sufficient to interfere with the
cnjoyment of the piece. The four final stanzas, which are attri-
buted to Armstrong, are perhaps not wholly in character; but even
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this is a point on which it is difficult to pronounce decidedly, and
with hardly another detail of the book can any fault be found.
The opening stanzas, the speech of Indolence, the striking passage
where ‘the shepherd of the Hebrid Isles’ appears, and that
describing the fancies that visit the inmates during their sleep,
could not be better. How far the occasional touches of burlesque
injure the claims of the piece to high poetical rank, is a very
intricate question of poetical criticism upon which there is no need
to enter here. It is sufficient to say that of the peculiar faculty
which we have claimed for Thomson, the faculty of exhibiting
specially poetical quality in a form capable of being enjoyed by
everybody, there are few better examples in our language than
The Castle of Indolence.

(GEORGE SAINTSBURY,
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A SNOW SCENE.

[From Winter))

The keener tempests come: and fuming dun
From all the livid east, or piercing north,
Thick clouds ascend—in whose capacious womb
A vapoury deluge lies, to snow congealed.
Heavy they roll their fleecy world along ;
And the sky saddens with the gathered storm.
Through the hushed air the whitening shower descends,
At first thin wavering; till at last the flakes
Fall broad, and wide, and fast, dimming the day
With a continual flow. The cherished fields
Put on their winter-robe of purest white.
"Tis brightness all ; save where the new snow melts
Along the mazy current. Low, the woods
Bow their hoar head ; and, ere the languid sun
Faint from the west emits his evening ray,
Earth’s universal face, deep-hid and chill,
Is one wild dazzling waste, that buries wide
The works of man. Drooping, the labourer-ox
Stands covered o’er with snow, and then demands
The fruit of all his toil. The fowls of heaven,
Tamed by the cruel scason, crowd around
The winnowing store, and claim the little boon
Which Providence assigns them. One alone,
The redbreast, sacred to the household gods,
Wisely regardful of the embroiling sky,
In joyless fields and thorny thickets leaves
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted man
His annual visit. Half-afraid, he first
Against the window beats ; then, brisk, alights
On the warm hearth ; then, hopping o’er the floor,
Eyes all the smiling family askance,
And pecks, and starts, and wonders where he is—
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Till, more familiar grown, the table-crumbs

Attract his slender feet. The foodless wilds

Pour forth their brown inhabitants. The hare,
Though timorous of heart, and hard beset

By death in various forms, dark snares, and dogs,
And more unpitying men, the garden seeks,

Urged on by fearless want. The bleating kind

Eye the black heaven, and next the glistening earth,
With looks of dumb despair; then, sad dispersed,
Dig for the withered herb through heaps of snow,

THE SHEEP-WASHING.
| ¥From Summer.]

Or rushing thence, in one diffusive band,
They drive the troubled flocks, by many a dog
Compelled, to where the mazy-running brook
Forms a deep pool ; this bank abrupt and high,
And that, fair-spreading in a pebbled shore.
Urged to the giddy brink, much is the toil,
The clamour much, of men, and boys, and dogs,
Ere the soft fearful people to the flood
Commit their woolly sides. And oft the swain,
On some impatient seizing, hurls them in:
Emboldencd then, nor hesitating more,

Fast, fast, they plunge amid the flashing wave,
And panting labour to the farthest shore.
Repeated this, till deep the well-washed flcece
Has drunk the flood, and from his lively haunt
The trout is banished by the sordid stream,
Heavy and dripping, to the breezy brow

Slow move the harmless race ; where, as they spread
Their swelling treasures to the sunny ray,

Inly disturbed, and wondering what this wild
Outrageous tumult means, their loud complaints
The country fill—and, tossed from rock to rock,
Incessant bleatings run around the hills.

At last, of snowy white, the gathered flocks
Are in the wattled pen innumerous pressed,
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Head above head; and ranged in lusty rows
The shepherds sit, and whet the sounding shears.
The housewife waits to roll her fleecy stores,
With all her gay-drest maids attending round.
One, chief, in gracious dignity enthroned,

Shines o’er the rest, the pastoral queen, and rays
Her smiles, sweet-beaming, on her shepherd-king ;
While the glad circle round them yield their souls
To festive mirth, and wit that knows no gall.
Meantime, their joyous task goes on apace:
Some mingling stir the melted tar, and some,
Deep on the new-shorn vagrant’s heaving side,
To stamp his master’s cypher ready stand ;
Others the unwilling wether drag along ;

And, glorying in his might, the sturdy boy
Holds by the twisted horns the indignant ram.
Behold where bound, and of its robe bereft,

By ncedy man, that all-depending lord,

How meek, how patient, the mild creature lies !
What softness in its melancholy face,

What dumb complaining innocence appears !
Fear not, ye gentle tribes, ’tis not the knife

Of horrid slaughter that is o’er you waved ;

No, ’tis the tender swain’s well-guided shears,
Who having now, to pay his annual care,
Borrowed your fleece, to you a cumbrous load,
Will send you bounding to your hills again.

THE COMING OF THE RAIN.
[¥rom Spring.]

At first a dusky wreath they seem to rise,
Scarce staining ether; but by fast degrees,
In heaps on heaps, the doubling vapour sails
Along the loaded sky, and mingling deep,
Sits on the horizon round a settled gloom:
Not such as wintry storms on mortals shed,
Oppressing life ; but lovely, gentle, kind,
And full of every hope and every joy,
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The wish of Nature. Gradual sinks the breeze
Into a perfect calm; that not a breath

Is heard to quiver through the closing woods,
Or rustling turn the many twinkling leaves

Of aspen tall. The uncurling floods, diffused
In glassy breadth, seem through delusive lapse
Forgetful of their course. ’Tis silence all,

And pleasing expectation. Herds and flocks
Drop the dry sprig, and, mute-imploring, eye
The fallen verdure. Hushed in short suspense,
The plumy people streak their wings with oil,
To throw the lucid moisture trickling off ;

And wait the approaching sign to strike, at once,
Into the general choir. Even mountains, vales,
And forests seem, impatient, to demand

The promised sweetness. Man superior walks
Amid the glad creation, musing praise,

And looking lively gratitude. At last,

The clouds consign their treasures to the fields ;
And, softly shaking on the dimpled pool
Prelusive drops, let all their moisture flow,

In large effusion, o’er the freshened world.

STORM IN HARVEST.
[From Autumn.)

Defeating oft the labours of the year,
The sultry south collects a potent blast.
At first, the groves are scarcely seen to stir
Their trembling tops, and a still murmur tuns
Along the soft-inclining ficlds of corn;
But as the acrial tempest fuller swells,
And in one mighty stream, invisible,
Immense, the whole excited atmosphcre
Impetuous rushes o’er the sounding world,
Strained to the root, the stooping forest pours
A rustling shower of yet untimely leaves.
High-beat, the circling mountains eddy in,
From the bare wild, the dissipated storm,
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And send it in a torrent down the vale.

Exposed, and naked, to its utmost rage,

Through all the sea of harvest rolling round,
The billowy plain floats wide ; nor can evade,
Though pliant to the blast, its seizing force—

Or whirled in air, or into vacant chaff

Shook waste. And sometimes too a burst of rain,
Swept from the black horizon, broad, descends
In one continuous flood. Still over head

The mingling tempest weaves its gloom, and still
The deluge deepens ; till the fields around

Lie sunk, and flatted, in the sordid wave.
Sudden, the ditches swell ; the meadows swim.
Red, from the hills, innumerable streams
Tumultuous roar; and high above its bank

The river lift ; before whose rushing tide,

Herds, flocks, and harvests, cottages, and swains,
Roll mingled down: all that the winds had spared,
In one wild moment ruined ; the big hopes,

And well-earned trcasures, of the painful year.
Fled to some eminence, the husbandman,
Iclpless, beholds the miscrable wreck

Driving along; his drowning ox at once
Descending, with his labours scattered round,

Ile sees; and instant o’er his shivering thought
Comes Winter unprovided, and a train

Of clamant children dcar. Ye masters, then,

Be mindful of the rough laborious hand

That sinks you soft in clegance and ease;

Be mindful of those limbs, in russet clad,

Whose toil to yours is warmth and graceful pride ;
And, oh, be mindful of that sparing board

Which covers yours with luxury profuse,

Makes your glass spaikle, and your sensc 1ejoice !
Nor cruelly demand what the deep rains

And all-involving winds have swept away.

vOL. I1l. N
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To HER I LOVE.

Tell me, thou soul of her I love,
Ah'! tell me, whither art thou fled ;
To what delightful world above,
Appointed for the happy dead?

Or dost thou, free, at pleasure, roam
And sometimes share thy lover’s woe}

Whete, void of thee, his cheerless home
Can now, alas! no comfort know?

Oh! if thou hoverest round my walk,
While, under every well-known tree,
I to thy fancicd shadow talk,
And every tear is full of thee;

Should then the wcary eye of giief,
Deside some sympathetic stream,

In slumber find a short relicf,
Oh'! visit thou my soothing drcam!

FroM ‘THE CASTLE OF INDOLENCE.
BOOK 1.

In lowly dale, fast by a river’s side,
With woody hill o’er hill encompassed round,
A most enchanting wizard did abide,
Than whom a fiend more fell is nowhere found.
It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground ;
And there a scason atween June and May,
Half pranke with spring, with summer half imbrowned,
A listless climatec made, where, sooth to say,
No lving wight could work, ne caréd even for play.
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Was nought around but images of rest:

Sleep-soothing groves, and quiet lawns between ;

And flowery beds that slumbrous influence kest,

From poppies breathed, and beds of pleasant green,

Where never yet was creeping creature seen.

Meantime, unnumbered glittering streamlets played,

And hurléd everywhere their waters sheen;

That, as they bickered through the sunny glade,
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur made.

Joined to the prattle of the purling rills A
Were heard the lowing herds along the vale,
And flocks loud bleating from the distant hills,
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale ;
And, now and then, sweet Philomel would wail,
Or stockdoves plain amid the forest deep,
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale;
And still a coil the grasshopper did keep 3
Yet all these sounds yblent inclineéd all to sleep.

Full in the passage of the vale, above, a

A sable, silent, solemn forest stood, &4

Where nought but shadowy forms was secn to move, *
As ldless fancied in her dreaming mood ; [

And up the hills, on either side, a wood b

Of blackening pines, aye waving to and fro, ¢
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood ; (-
And where this valley winded out, below, ¢
The murmuring main was heard, and scarcely heard, to flow. ¢

A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was,
Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye;
And of gay castles in the clouds that pass,
For ever flushing round a summer-sky :
There eke the soft delights, that witchingly
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast ;
And the calm pleasures always hovered nigh ;
But whate’er smacked of noyance or unrest,
Was far, far off expelled from this delicious nest.
* * * * . L4

N2
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Straight of these endless numbers, swarming round,
As thick as idle motes in sunny ray,
Not one eftsoons in view was to be found,
But every than strolled off his own glad way ;
Wide o’er this ample court’s blank area,
With all the lodges that thereto pertained,
No living creature could be seen to stray ;
While solitude, and perfect silence reigned ;
So that to think you dreamt you almost was constrained.

As when a shepherd of the Hebrid-Isles,’
Placed far amid the melancholy main,
(Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles ;
Or that aérial beings sometimes deign
To stand, ecmbodied, to our senses plain)
Sces on the naked hill, or valley low,
The whilst in Ocean Phocbus dips his wain,
A vast assembly moving to and fro,
Then all at once in air dissolves the wondrous show.

* * * * * *

Near the pavilions where we slept, still ran

Soft tinkling strcams, and dashing waters fell,

And sobbing breezes sighed, and oft began

(So worked the wizard) wintry storms to swell,

As heaven and earth they would together mell;

At doors and windows threatening seemed to call

The demons of the tempest, growling fell,

Yect the least entrance found they none at all:
Whence sweeter grew our sleep secure in massy hall

And hither Morpheus sent his kindest drcams,
Raising a world of gayer tinct and grace ;
O’er which were shadowy cast elysian glecams,
That played, in waving lights, from place to place;
And shed a roscate smile on nature’s face.
Not Titian’s pencil e’er could so array, .
So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space;
Ne could it e’er such melting forms display,

As loose on flowery beds all languishingly lay.
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No, fair illusions! artful phantoms, no!

My muse will not attempt your fairy land:

She has no colours that like you can glow:

To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand.

But sure it is, was ne’cr a subtler band

Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprights,

Who thus in dreams voluptuous, soft, and bland,

Poured all the Arabian heaven upon our nights,
And blest them oft besides with more refined delights.

* * * * * *

To number up the thousands dwelling here,

An uscless were, and cke an endless task;

From kings, and those who at the heln appear,

To gipsies brown in summer-glades who bask.

Yea many a man, perdie, I could unmask,

Whose desk and table make a solemn show,

With tape-ty’d trash, and suits of fools that ask
For place or pension laid in decent row;

But these I passen by, with nameless numbers moe.

Of all the gentle tenants of the place,

There was a man of special grave remark’®;

A certain tender gloom o’erspread his face,
Pensive, not sad ; in thought involv'd, not dark;
As soot this man could sing as morning laik,

And teach the noblest morals of the heart;

But these his talents were yburied stark:

Of the fine stores he nothing would impart,

Which or boon Nature gave, or nature-painting Art.

To noontide shades incontinent he ran,

Where purls the brook with sleep-inviting sound,

Or when Dan Sol to slope his wheels began,

Amid the broom he bask’d him on the ground,
Where the wild thyme and camomile are found ;
There would he linger, till the latest ray

Of light fate trembling on the welkin’s bound,

Then homeward thro’ the twilight shadows stray,
Sauntering and slow : so had he passed many a day.

! William Paterson, Themson’s amanuensis
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Yet not in thoughtless slumber were they past ;

For oft the heavenly fire, that lay conceal’d

Beneath the slceping embers, mounted fast,

And all its native light anew revealed ;

Oft as he travers’d the cerulean field,

And marked the clouds that drove before the wind,
Ten thousand glorious systems would he build,

Ten thousand great ideas fill’'d his mind :

But with the clouds they fled, and left no trace behind.

With him was sometimes join’d, in silent walk,
(Profoundly silent, for they never spoke)

One shyer still!;, who quite detested talk ;

Oft stung by spleen, at once away he broke,

To groves of pine and broad o’ershadowing oak ;

There inly thrill’'d, he wander’d all alone,

And on himself his pensive fury wroke,

Ne ever utter’d word, save when first shone

The glittering star of eve—* Thank Heaven! the day is done.’

! Probably the poet Armstrong.



JOHN ARMSTRONG.

[Jonn Arm.rrong was born in Liddesdale about the year 1709, and died
in London in 1779. 1is poctical works, which here alone concern us, were
The Economy of Love, 1739, The Art of Preserving Health, 1744, and some
slight picces published in volumes of miscellanies later.]

Armstrong is, beyond all doubt, the most remarkable poet of the
school of Thomson. It would appear that the style in his case was
not the result merely of imitation of the author of 7%ke Seasons, but
came from a similar cause, the study at once of the Queen Anne
men and of older writers. Both Shakespcare and Spenser were
sufficiently attractive to Armstrong when he was quite a boy to
induce him to imitate them, and though the imitations show more
zeal than appreciation, they have some merit. Zhe FEconomy of
Love, from which no extracts can here be given, contains many
stately verses, and some which exhibit considerable novelty of
structure. On the whole Armstrong’s versification and language
are Thomsonian. The blemishes of that style, such as the ridi-
culous classicism which calls a cold bath a ‘gelid cistern,” and sc
forth, are present in large measure. But the merits of abundant
fancy, of surprising range of illustration, and of a certain starched
grace which is not unattractive, are present likewise. It would be
difficult to find a more unsuitable subject for poetry than the art of
preserving health: yet in treating it Armstrong has managed to
produce many passages which lovers and students of blank verse
cannot afford to disdain. His vigour is unquestionable, and his
skill is by no means of an every-day order. The poem however is
deformed, not merely by the unavoidable drawbacks of its subject,
but by the insertion of a large mass of unnecessary and now
obsolete technicalities, which could at no time have added to its
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attractions, and which now make parts of it nearly unreadable.
Here and there, too, we are offended by the defect which Armstrong
shares with Swift and with Smollett, the tendency to indulge in
merely nauseous details. On the whole however the merits of Z%e
Art of Preserving Health far outweigh its defects. It may indeed
be urged by a devil’s advocate that it is but a left-handed compli-
ment to say that a man has done better than could be expected a
task which, as sense and taste should have shown him, ought not
to have been attempted at all. But Armstrong must always have,
with competent judges, the praise which belongs to an author who
has a distinct and poculiar grasp of a great poetical form. His
rhymed verse is on the whole very inferior to his blank. The
rhymes are frequently carcless, and the poet’s car does not scem
to have taught him how to construct couplets with the proper
varicty and continuity of cadence. His satire however, if a little
conventional, is sometimes vigorous, and a spccimen of the poem
entitled Zaste is therefore given here.

GEORGE SAINTSLURY,
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FROM THE ‘ART OF PRESERVING HEALTH.'

BOOK 1II.

The body, moulded by the clime, endures

The equator heats or hyperborean frost:

Except by habits foreign to its turn,

Unwise, you counteract its forming power.

Rude at the first, the winter shocks you less

By long acquaintance : study then your sky,
Form to its manners your obscquious frame,

And learn to suffer what you cannot shun.
Against the rigors of a damp cold heav’n

To fortify their bodies some frcquent

The gelid cistern ; and, where nought forbids

1 praise their dauntless heart: a frame so stceled
Dreads not the cough, nor those ungenial blasts
That breathe the tertian or fell rheumatism.

The ncives so tempered never quit their tone,
No chronic languors haunt such hardy breasts.
But all things have their bounds : and he who makes
By daily use the kindest regimen

Essential to his health, should never mix

With human kind, nor art, nor trade pursue.

He not the safe vicissitudes of life

Without some shock endures ; ill-fitted he

To want the known, or bear unusual things.
Besides, the powerful remedies of pain

(Since pain in spite of all our care will come)
Should never with your prosperous days of health
Grow too familiar: for by frequent use

The strongest medicines lose their healing power
And even the surest poisons theirs to kill.

BOOK 1V,

How to live happiest ? how avoid the pains,
The disappointments, and disgusts of those
Who would 1 pleasure all their hours employ,
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The precepts here of a divine old man

I could recite. Tho’ old, he still retained

His manly sense, and energy of mind.

Virtuous and wise he was, but not sevcre ;

He still remembered that he once was young ;
His easy presence checked no decent joy.

Him even the dissolute admired ; for he

A graceful looseness when he pleased put on,
And laughing could instruct. Much had he read,
Much more had seen: he studied from the life,
And in th’ original perused mankind.

Versed in the woes and vanities of life

He pitied man : and much he pitied those
Whom falsely-smiling fate has cursed with means
To dissipate their days in quest of joy.

¢Our aim is happiness ; ’tis yours, ’tis mine,’
He said, ‘’tis the pursuit of all that live:

Yet few attain it, if ’twas e’er attained.

But they the widest wander from the mark,
‘Who thro’ the flowery paths of sauntering joy
Seek this coy goddess: that from stage to stage
Invites us still, but shifts as we pursue.

For, not to name the pains that pleasure brings
To counterpoise itself, relentless fate

Forbids that we thro’ gay voluptuous wilds
Should ever roam : and were the fates more kind
Our narrow luxuries would soon grow stale :
Were these exhaustless, nature would grow sick,
And, cloyed with pleasure, squeamishly complain
That all is vanity, and life a drcam.

Let nature rcst : be busy for yourself,

And for your friend ; be busy even in vain
Rather than tease her sated appetites.

Who never fasts no banquet e’er enjoys ;

Who never toils or watches, never sleeps.

Let nature rest: and when the taste of joy
Grows keen, indulge ; but shun satiety.

’Tis not for mortals always to be blest,

But him the least the dull or painful hours
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Of life oppress, whom sober sense conducts,
And virtue, 