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R’ [ Richard Crashaw, whose worka are com-
K prised in the ensuing pages, little is
known; and for that little we are mainly
ED=r IR beholden to the industry of Wood, upon
whose curt noticein the Fasti Oa-mienses was founded
the more elaborate memoir by Hayley in Hippis edi-
tion of the Bivgraphia Britannica, which served as
the sole unvaried authority until the subjcut was treated
by the RGV. Robert Aris Willmott in the first series of
Lives of the English Sacred Poets.  Both in the records
of those educational cstabliahmentawhere, in his youth,
he woa trained, and of that holy retreat in which he
closed his maturer years, have searches been fruitleasly
made, in the hope that some additional fact, however
minute, might be discovered. | am, therefore, obliged
to recapitulate in few words what ia already familiar to
every one; referring the reader to the elegant and more
copious sketch by Mr. Willmott.
According to the scanty sources of information,
Crashaw was the son of William- Crashaw, B, D., a
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divine of some eminence in his time' and preacher at
the Tcmplo.  The date of hia birth has not been ascer-
tained, hut it may have been about 1616 ; since, the first
steps of his education having been taken at the Charter-
house, on the foundation of which he was placed by Sir
Randolph Crew and Sr Henry Yelverton, he was elected
a scholar iif Pembroke Hall, Cambridge, March 23,
1532, anl became a Fellow of Peterhousc in the flame
University, in 1b'37; having removed to that College
oa the 20th of March previous. His Bachelor's degree
was taken in 1 b'33. In 1()41 he ia recorded by Wuod aa
one of the persons incorporated that year at Oxford ; but
to what degree admitted is not stated, as his name does
not appear in the public register, and Wood's authority
was  the private observation of a certain Master of
Arts, that was, this.year, living in the University."
Wood, however, adds —" Afterwards, he wad Master
of Arts, in which degree it is probable he was incor-
porated." Beyond thsse features of his academical
career, we arc certain of nothing save of itfl termination ;
which happened during the Great Rebellion in 1644,
when the Earl of Manchester, uuder the authority of
Parliament, " reformed" (as they were pleased to style
it) the University, by expelling such members as re-
fusedto subscribe the Covenant. Un this occasion
Crashaw was one of the eixty-fivB Fellows ejected,
After the loss of his fellowship, having embraced the

' The tone of his religiaua sentiments, very different frum
bhoae of hia. aim, may be gathered from the titles of his prints!
discourses; e.g. ! The Bespotted Jeauite: whoso Gospell is
full of blasphemy against the Blood of Christ," & c., 1641, 4to.
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Catholic rdligion, he repaired to Paris. and in this city
he was found by Cowley in a state of deatitution, about
1543. To the friendship of this amiable brother-poet
he was indebted for sympathy and relief, and an intro-
duction to the exiled queen, Henrietta Maria, from
whom he aso received what small aid her own limited
finances would allow, with recommendatory letters to
persons of influence a Borne. There he is sad to
have become secretary to Cardina Pdotta, and soon
thereafter to have been appointed one of the Canons of
the Church of Loretto. This preferment he only held
for a very short space; dying and being interred at
Loretto about 1650. Such is the faint outline of his
life.

Among the patrons of Drashaw, in his atered circum-
stances, the Countess of Denbigh appears to have been
prominent. His gratitude is expressed by his dedication
to her of the Uarmen Deo Nostrv, " in hearty acknow-
ledgement of his immortal obligation to her goodness
and charity," and by hia efforts to bring her within the
pale of the Catholic Church. Whether they were suc-
cessful or not | cannot ascertain.  This lady was Eliza-
beth, daughter and coheir of Edward Btmrchicr, Earl
of Bath, and third of the four wives of Basil, second
Earl of Denbigh, whom she predeceased in 1670. | had
hoped to have found some traces of Croshaw among the
archives at Newnham Paddox; but Viscount Fielding,
having kindly directed a search to be made, informs me
that no document relating to him exigts there.

Dur ideas of the personal character of Crashaw must
be formed from his writings, the enthusiastic affection
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of fuwley, and the friendship of Sel den. To the former
of such sources the editor of the edition of 11149 justly
points, while referring to the logt line of his verses on
Bishop Andrews' portrait:—

" Look onthefollowingleaves, and aee him breathe."

The qualities which recommended him tu the esteem of
two such men as those now named, can have been of no
common order, and make the absence of materials fur
his biography the more truly to be deplored.

As a poet, hia works have ever been appreciated by
those most qualified to decide upon their sterling beau-
ties," and have suggested to others (too frequently with-
out acknowledgment) someof tlu-ir finestiiuugiiriua. In
every volume of any pretensions to taste, designed to
offer specimens uf English poetry, extracts are to bo
found yet, with the exception of being partmlly, and
by no means accurately, printed in the bulky and in-
convenient collections of tliaimers and Anderson, it is
somewhat remarkable that, in an age when familiarity
with our Old Engliwh Authors is so eagerly sought, a
full reprint nhould have been deferred till now. Of
those which have preceded it, the following is a list:—

Epigrammata Sacra, published anonymously at Dam-
bridge, 1634, Hvo.

Steps to the Temple, London, Ib'4Fi, 12mo.

The same, with additions and a frontispiece, London,
1648, 12mo.

Carmen DeoNostro, Paris, 1652, BV D. with beautiful
plates.

» Among fInch | would particularly nama the RUT. Robert
Aria Wilimott, ibove mentiuntid.
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Linesto Lady Denbigh (p. 146 uf the present edition),
London, Sept. 23, 1653, 4to. pp. 4.

StepstotheTemple, London, 1B49,8vo.withfrontis-
piece. To this second edition, in its text the most in-
accurate uf dl, afresh title-page, bearing the date of
1670, was afterwards affixed.

Poetry, by Peregrine Phillips, London, 1785,12mo.

All thesearc very scarce, that uf Paris extremely so. |
have already commended itsillustrations, and, as itwould
seem, from the epigram at p. 145 seq., that they had been
designed by Drashaw, alist uf them may not be deemed
superfluous, in order as they appuar in the elegant little
volumefrom the press of " Peter Targa, printer to the
Archbishupc of Paris, in S. Victor's streetc at the golden
sunne." A copy of this produced £4 14s 5c?, a Sr
Murk Sykes sale in 1824, and would, if in fair con-
dition, command a much higher price now. That in
the GrenvillcLibrary is, perhaps, the finest in existence.

1. " Tothe noblest and best of ladies,” A heart with
padlock inscribed " Nm Ft." Beneath, these lines.—

'Tis not the work uf force but il
Tofindthe way into men's will;

'Tis love alnne can hearts unlock:

Who knows the word, he needs not knock.

2. " Tothe name above every name,"—" Numisma,
Urbani G." A dove under the tiara, surrounded by a
glory: legend, " In unitats Deus est"

3. " To the Holy Nativity." The Holy Family at
Bethlehem. Beneath, theselines:—

Ton Crtfttteur to faict vuir sa naissance,
Deignunt souffrir pour toy des son enf'ance.
Quern vidistis Pastures, &c.
Natum vidimus, Stc.
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4. " To the glorious Epiphany." The adoration of
the Magi,

5. " The Office of the Holy Cross" The crucified
Redeemer. Bunt-nth:—

Tradidit semetipsum pro nobis oblationem et hoatiam
Deo in odorem suavitatis—Ad Ephe. 5.

B." The Recommendation,” Ths Ascended Saviour.
Above it—

Expostulatio Jeau Chriati cum mundu ingratu.
Beneath:—

Sum pukher : at nemo Lamen me diligit,
Sum nubdia: nemo est mihi qui serviat.
Sum divea; ame nemo quicquam poatulat.
Et cuncta poflflum ; nemo me tomen timet.
AEiternuaexstu: quiFrur apauuis™imis.
Frudenaque sum : sed me qui est qui consulit?
Et sum Via: at per me quutusquisque ombulet 7
Rum Veribas: quarc raihi nun creditor.
Sum Vita: verum rurua eat qui nm putit.
Sum Vera Lux : viiere me nemu cupit.
Sum miaericnTB: nuJlua tillem in me collocab.
To, BI peris, nron id mihi imputes, Humu:
SaluH tibi ust ame parata: hao utere,

7, Mtuuger excud.

7, " Sancta Maria Dohrum." The DIcBsed Virgin
seated on a sepulchre under the Crows with instruments
of the paasion, the chalice, bc., holding the dead Saviour
un her lap.  Musoger zrcud.

8, "Hjmn of & Thomas" A Remonstrance,
" Ecctpania Angclorum."

9, " DieslIra" The last Judgment. " DIM Irtr,
Diit nia"
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10. "0 Ghbriosa Domina." Our Lady and Infant.
Angels holding a crown over her head, surmounted by
the Holy DOVE. Beneath:—

S. Maria Mujur.
Dilectus meus mihi et ego illi,
Qui pasvibur inter lilia.  Cant.
|. Mewagtr eicud,
1 " The Weeper." A weeping female resting
upon a bleeding and inflamed heart, surrounded by a
glory. Beneath:—

Lo, where awounded heart with bleeding eyes conspire!
Is she a flaming fountain or aweeping fire ?

12 " Hymn to S. Teresa”™  Portrait, scroll over
her head inscribed: " Misericors Domini in xtemum
cantabo." Beneath:—

La Vray FDrtraiut de Ste. Terese Fundatrice dea Reli-
gieusss, et Religieux reformez de 1' orlire du N. Dame de
moot Cannel: Decedee le 4°. DC to. 15,62. Cunoniaet) 1B 12.
Mars 1622—I. Messager eicud.

The volume concludes with " Hope" by Cowley, and
" M. Crashaw's Answer fur Hope'" separaely, and not
combined, as usual, in form of dialogue.

After the sheets containing them had been printed
off, a correspondent of the " Notes and Queries' (ths
Rev. J. L. B. Mgor, in 2nd series, vol. rv. p, 28B)
pointed out, on the authority of Banks Life of Dr.
Kaitibow, Bishop of Carlide, that the first of the twn
poems, " On the Frontispiece of Isaacson's Chronology
explained," beginning, " If with distinctive eye and
mind you look," was written, not by Crashaw, but by



Xiv PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS

Rainbow.  Upon referring to this very scarce little
volume, | find the following:—

" In his youth he had arich vein in poesy, in which
appeared somewhat of Ovid's ar und fancy, tempered
with the judgment of Virgil; but none of his poetical
eieruiflea and diversions have been published, hut a
paper of verses upon the Frontispiece of Mr. Hunry
Isaacsun's Chronology, whith accurate Chronologcr was
our Bishop's particular friend, and had formerly been
amanuensis to that living library while he was alive,
thsreverend and learned Bishop Andrews ; and another
short paper on Mr. Skulton's Art of Short-writing.

"Of the honour of the former of these poems, printed
without the addition of any name in 1633, he waa robbed
by the publisher of Mr. Richard Urashaw's poums, cn-
tituled Seps to iht Temple, and ascribed by him tu that
ingenious epigrammatist. But he having no title to it,
hut what the modest silence uf Mr. Rainbow gave him,
| have recovered it to the true owner by a ntliia in-
quirendum, and subjoined it here"—P. 84.

Thisissufficiently distinct; yetitis somewhat singular
thet the lines should neither have been claimed by the
Bishop, n3r disowned by Crasluiw, who must have seen,
if he did not superintend, at least one uf the editions of
his own poems containing them; and that no one during
the life of either party should have detected and de-
nounced thB misappropriation. Isaacson diei in 1b'58,
four years after Crashaw; and Dr. Rainbow in 1694, -
his biography by Banks being published in 1B88. If
Banks is correct as regards thu first of these compli-
mentary effusions, the second may, perhaps, have as
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little right to be attributed to Croshaw, both being
printed without name or initidls. The latter aone, it
may be observed, has been printed by Phillips in his
volume of selectionsin 1785.

In preparing the present edition, the first that con-
tans the whole of Drashaw's writings known, | have
carefully examined and collated dl the earlier ones.
To their proper places in the Epiyrammata | have re-
stored those portions which had erratically entered into
the different editions of the Delights of the Muses; and
| have added to that division of the present volume the
verses " Upon two green apricocks ;" printing by them-
selvesthe L atin poemswhich follow them inthe edition of
1648, While refraining from the practice of cumbering
the pages with various readings, | have endeavoured to
render the text with due accuracy; and if inthis| shall
anywise be found to have failed, at al events | have pre-
pared the ground for some future more competent editor.

These brief observations cannot be concluded more
appropriately than by the beautiful monody of Cowley
upon his friend and fellow-poet.

ON THE DEATH OF MR. CRASHAW.

POET and Saint! to thee adone are given

The two most sacred names of earth and heaven,
The hardest, rarest, union which can be!

Next that of Godhead and humanity.

' AmLmg the other commendatory verses prefixed to Isaac-
son's work are some by Mr. Staninough, upon whose death
thO lines at p. 104 were composed by Crashaw.

f Asjudiciously amended by Mr. Willmott, insteed of 'The
hard and rarest.”



XVi PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS.

Long did the Muses banish'd slaves ahide,

And huilt vain pyramids to mortal pride :

Like MOSBS thuu |tho" spells and charms withstand)
Hast brought them nobly home, hock to their huly land.

Ah, wretched we, Poets of earth " but thou
Wert living the same Poet which thDu'rt now 5
Whilst angels sing to thee their airs divine,
Andjoy in an applause su gredt as thine.
Equa suciety with them to hold,
Thou need'st nnt make new songs, hut say the old 5
And tuny [kind spirits') shal al rejoiuu tu see,
How little less than they, exalted man may be.

Stll the old heathen gods in numbers dwell,
The heavenliest thing on earth till keeps up hell:
Nor hare we yet quite purg'd the Christian land;
Sill idols here, like calves at Bethel stand.

And thu' Pun's death long sinus dl ur'ulas broke,
Yet il in rhyme the find Apollu spoke 5

Nay, with the worst uf heathen dotage, WB
(Vainmen!) the monster woman deifie;

Find stars, and tie uur fates there in a face,
And Paradise in them, by whom we logt it, place
What diffVent faults corrupt our muses thus ?
Wantun as girls, as old wives fabulous.

Thy spotless muse, like Mary, did contain
The boundless Godhead; she did well disdain
That her eternal verse employed should be
On. aleas subject than eternity ?

And for a sacred mistress scormn'd tu take

But her whom God himself scorn'd not his spouse to make .
It in akind) her miracle did du,

A fruitful mother was, and virgin too.

How well (blest Swan) did fate contrive thy death,
And made thee render up thy tuneful breath
In thy great mistress anna7 Thou most divine,
And richest offering uf Lorettu's shrine |
Where, like some holy sacrifice t' expire,
A fever hurns thee and love lights the fire,



PRELIMINARY OBSERVATIONS xvii

Angels (they say) brought the fam'il chapel there,
And bore the sacred luad in triumph thro' the air :
‘Tis surer much they brought thee there ; and they,
Ani thou, their charge, went singing al the way.

Pardon, my mother Church, if | consent
That angels Icil him, when from thce he went;
For ev'n in error, sure no danger is,

When jom'd with so much piety as his.

Ah' mighty &od, with shame | speak't, and grief;
Ah! that our greatest faults were in belief!

And our weak reason were ev'n weaker yet,
Rather than thus, our will's too strong for it!

His faith, perhaps, in some nice tenets might

Be wrong ; his life, I'm sure, was in the right:
And I, myself, a Catholic will be;

So far at least, great Saint ' to pray to thce.

Hail, Earil triumphant! and some care bestow
On us, the Poets militant below :
Dpposd by imr old enemy, adverse Chance,
Attack'd by Envy and by Ignuranrc;
Enchain'd by Beauty, tortured by desires,
Exposed by Tyrant-love, to savage beasts and fires.
Thou from low earth in nobler flames didst rise,
And like Elijah mount alive the skies.
Elisha like (but with awish much less,
More fit thy greatness and my litthniiss;)
Lo here 1 beg (I whom thnu once rliilst prove
So humble to estuem, si) good to love)
Not that thy spirit might on me doubled be,
| ask but haf thy mighty spirit for me:
And when my muse soars with so strong a wing,
"Twill learn of things divine, and first of thp.e to sing.’

W. B. TURNBULL.
Linculn'aInn.

Feb. 1838.

" In these verses, says Johnson, " there are beauties which
common authors may justly think not only above their attain-
ment, but above their ambition."
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NOTE.

SINCE the completion of the text, | have been annoyel
by discovering that the linca " On a Treatise uf Uharity,"
at page 77, were origindly prufixed tu the " Five Poems
and Learned Discourses" of Robert Shelfurd, Hector of
Ringsfield, Suffolk, 4to. Cambridge, 1635 and that
the following lines hare been left uut in the editions uf
Crashaw's Foems. The reason for such omission is
obvious. Should a second impression of this volume be
required, they shdl 1)L- inserted in their proper place;
but it must be admitted that, however just the sentiment
expressed in-them, the subtraction of these lines doea
not impair the beauty uf the poem.

Nor shall our zeal ous ones slJl haveafling

At that mnst humble and horned thing,

Forsooth the Fope: by which block name they call

The Turk, the Devil, Fairies, Hell and all,

And soniBthing more. U heisAntichrist:

Doubt this, and doubt [say they) that Christis Christ.

Why, 'tiaapoint of faith. Whato'er it bw,

I'm sure it la no point of charity.

In sum, no longer ahull our people hope,
Tu beatrue Protestant, 'a but to hate the Fops.



PREFACE TO THE ORIGINAL
EDITION.

LEABNED READEB,

upon thy eye; thisis only for thosewhom
) thenname of our divine puet hath not yBt
eS¢ Seizei into admiration; | dars under-
takethaI what Jambhchus (in vita Pythagoris) afirmeth
of his master at his contemplations—these poems can;
viz. they shdl lift thec, reader, SQDIB yards ahove the
ground; and as in Pythagoras school every temper
wasfirsttunedinto aheightby several portionsof music,
and spiritualized for one of his weighty lectures, so
mayest thou take a poem hence, and tune thy soul by it
into a heavenly pitch; and thus refined and home up
upon the wings of meditation, in these poems thou
mayest talk freely of God, and of that other state.
Hare'sHerbert'ssecond, hut cijua, who hathretrieved
poetry of late, and returned it up to its primitive use;
let it bound back to Heaven's gates whence it came.
Think ye S. Augustine would have stained his graver
learningwith abook of poetry, hod hefan ciedtheir dearest
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endtubethevanity of |love-sunnetaand epithalamiums ?
No, no! hethought, with this our poet, that every foot
in a high-born Terse might help to measure the aoul
into that better world. Divine poetry ; | dare hold it,
in position against Suarez un the subject, to bo the
language of the angels; it is the quintessence of phan-
tasy and discourse centred in Heaven; 'tis the very
outgoings of the soul; 'tis what alone our author is ulli-
to tell you, and that in his own verse.

It were profane but to mention here in the preface
thoBB under-headed poeta, retainers to seven shares
and a half; madrigal fellows, whose only business in
verse is tu rhyme a poor sixpenny soul, a suburb sinner,
into hell. May such arrogant pretenders to poetry
vanishwiththeir prodigiousissue of tumorousheatsand
flashes of their adulterate brains; and for ever after may
thisuur poet fill upthe betterroom of nmn! Uh! when
tliu general arraignment of poets shall be to give an
account of their higher suuls, with what a triumphant
brow shdl our divincpoct sit above and look down upon
poor Homer, Virgil, Horace, Claudian, Arc, who had
amongst them the ill luck to talk out a great part of
their gallant gunius upon bees, dung, frogs, and gnats,
fcc. and not as himself here, upon Scriptures, divine
graces, martyrs, and angels !

Reader, we style his Sacred Poems, " Steps to the
Temple" ani aptly, for in the Temple of God, under
Hiswing, heled hislifein St. Mary's Church, near St
Peter's college; there he lodged under TertulhWs
roof of angels; there he made his nest more gladly
than David's swallow near the house of God: where,
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like a primitive saint, he offers! more prayers in the
night than others usualy offer in tha day, There he
penned thus3 poems—steps fur happy souls to climb
Heaven by.

And those other of his pieces, entitled, " The De-
lights of tlie Muses" though of a more human mixture,
are as sweet usthey are innocent.

The praises that follow are hut few of many that
might he conferred on him: he was excellent in five
languages (besides his mother-tongue), viz. Hebrew,
Greek, Latin, Italian, Spanish, the two last whereof
he hod little help in* they were of his own acquisition.

Amongst his other accomplishmentsin academic (as
well pious as harmless) arts, he made his skill in poutry,
music, drawing, limning, graving, (exercises of his
curious invention and sudden fancy,) to be but his sub-
servient recreations for vacant hours, not the grand
business of his soul.

To the former qualifications | might add that which
would crown them al: his rare moderation in diet—
amost Lcssan temperance; he never created a Muse
out of distempers, nor, with our Canary scribblers, cast
any strange mists of surfeits before the intellectual beams
of his mind or memory; the latter of which hu was su
much amaster of, that he heul there, under lock and key
in readiness, therichest treasures of the best Greek and
Latin poets, some of which authors he had more a his
command by heart than others that only read their
works tu retain little and understand less,

Enough, reader; | intend not a volume of praises
larger than this book, nor need | longer transport thee
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to think over his yaat perfections. | will conclude dl
that | have impartialy writ of this learned young- gentle-
lhan, now dead to us, as ho himself doth, with the last

line of his poem upon Bishop Andrews' picture before
his sermons.—

Vsrts paginal.
Louk on the fallowing luavtjs, and ua him breaths.

Th6é Author's Motto.
Live, Jesus, live, and lot it be
My Life to die for luve of Thee.
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THE WEEPER.

L AIL sister springs,

Parents of silver-footinl rills!

_ Kver bubbling things!

& <, Thawing crystal ! Snowy hills'
Still spending, never spent; | lIlUMUI

Thy fair eyra, sweet MagJalene.

Heavens thy fair eye be ;
Heavens of ever-falling stars ;
'Tis seed-timc fltill with thee,
Anil starsthou suw'st, whosu harvest dares
Promisetheearthto eauntershine
whatevermakesHeavenforehedidfaieea 1 fin v.

But weyre al
Stars indoei they are too true,
.For they hut seem to fall
As Himvon's other spangles Jo ¢
It is nnt for our earth anil us,
To shine in things so precious.
n



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Upwards thou dost weep;

Heaven's bosom drinks the gentle stream.
Where the milky rivers creep,
Thinefloats above and is the cream.
Waters above the heavens, what they be,
We are taught best by thy tears and thec.

Every morn from hence,
A brisk cherub something sips,
Whose soft influence
Adis sweetness to his sweetest lips ;
Then to his music: and his song
Tastes of this breakfast dl day lung.

Not in the evening's eyes,
When they red with weeping arc
For the Sun that dies,
Sits Sorrow with aface so fair.
Nowhere but here did ever meet
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet.

When Sorrow would be seen
In her brightest majesty,
For she is a queen,
Then is she dreat by none but thee.
Then, and only then, she wears
Her richest pearls, | mean thy tears.

The dew no more will weep,
The primrose's pale cheek to deck;
The dew no more will deep,



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Nuzzled in the lily's neck.
Much rather would it tremble here,
And leave them both to be thy tear.

There is no need at al,
That the bal sam-sweating bough
So coyly should let fall
His mcil'ciuable tears; for now
Nature hath learnt t'extract a dew,
More sovereign ani sweet from you.

Yet let the poor drops weep,
Weeping isthe case of woe;
Softly let them creep,
Sail that they arevanquish'il so,
They, though to others no relief,
May balsam be for their own grief.

Sui'h the maiden gem
13y the wanton spring put on,
Peeps from her parent stem,
AnJ bliibhes on the watery sun .
This watery blossom of thy eyne
liipe, will make the richer wine.

When some new bright guest
Takes up among the stars a room,
And Heaven will make a feast,
Angels with crystal vials come;
And draw from these full eyes of thine
Their Master's water, their own wine.



4

STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Golden though he he,
GJolden Tagus murmurs ; though
Were hisway by thec,
Content anil quict he would go ;
SD much more rich would he esteem
Thy silver, than his golden stream.

Well dues the May that lies
Smiling in thy checks, confess
The April in thine eyes;
Mutual sweethess they express.
No April €er lent kinder showers,
Nor May return'd mure faithful flowers.

0 cheeks! Beds of chaste bves,
Uy your own showers seasonably dash'd.
Eyes! nests uf milky doves,
Tnyour own wells decently wash'd.
[) wit nf love! that thus could place
Fountain and garden in one face.

0 sweet contest; of woes ,
With loves, uf tears with smiles disporting '
0 fair and friendly foes,
Each other kissing and comforting !
While rain and sunshine, cheeks and eyes,
Close in kind contrarieties.

But can these fair floods be
Friends with the bosom fires that fill ye !
Can so great flames agree



STEPS T9 THE TEMPLE. b

Eterna tears should thus digtil thee!
O floods, O fires, 0 suns, D showers |
Mii'i and made friends by luve's sweet powers.

Twas his well-pointed dart
That digg'd these wells, and drossd this vine;
And taught that wounded heart
The way into these weeping eyne.
Vainloves avuunt! bultl hands forbear!
The lamb hath dipped his white foot here.

And now wher€'er he strays
Anmng the Galilean mountains,
Or more unwel come ways,
He's follow'd by two faithful fountains;
Two walking baths, two weeping motiuns,
Portable and compendious oceans.

0 thou, thy Lord's fair store,
In thy so rich and large expenses,
Even when he show'i most poor,
He might provoke the wealth of princes.
What prince's wanton'st pride €'er c3uld
Wash with silver, wipe with gold ?

Who is that King, but he
Who cdll'st his crown to ha coll'd thine,
That thus can boast to be
Waited on by awand'ring mine—
A voluntary mint, that strews
Warm silver show'rs where'er he goes ?



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

O precious prodigal!
Fair spendthrift of thyself! thy measure,
Merciless love! is nil
Even to the last pearl in thy treasure.
All places, times, and objects he
Thy tear's sweet opportunity.

Does the day-star rise?
Stll thy stars do fall, and fall;
Docs day close his eyes?
Still the fountain weeps for all.
Let night ur day do what they will,
Thou hagt thy task, thou weepcst sLill.

Does thy song- Iull the nir ?
Thy falling tears keep faithful time-.
Does thy sweet-breath'd pruy'r
Up in clouds of incense climb?
Still a each sigh, that is, each stop,
A bead, that is, atear, docs drop.

At these thy weeping- gates,
Watching their wat'ry motion,
Each winged moment waits,
Takes his tear, and gets him gone.
By thine ey€e'stinct ennobled thus,
Timelays him up : he's precious.

Not, so long she lived,
Shal thy tomb report of thce ;
But, so kny she grieved.



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Thua must we date thy memory.
Others by moments, months, anil years,
Measure their ages ; thou, by tears.

So do perfumes expire ;
So dgh tormented sweets, oppressd
With proud unpitying fires;
Such tears the sufFring rose timt's vex'd
With ungentle flames does ,shed,
Sweating in atoo warm bed.

Say, ye bright brothers,
Thi' fugitive sons of those fair eyes
Your fruitful mothers,
What make you here ? what hopes can 'tice
You to be born ? what cause can burrow
You from thohc nests of noble borrow?

Whither away so fo.st?
For sure the sordid earth
Your sweetness cannot taste,
Nor does the dust deserve their hirth.
Sweet, whither huste you then ? 0, say
Why you trip so fast away ?

We go not to seek
The darlings of Aurora's bed,
The rose's modest cheek,
Nor the violet's humble head.
Though the field's eyes, too, weepers be,
.Because they waut such tears UB we.



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE,

Much less mean we to trace
The fortune of inferior gems,
Preferred to some prow! fane,
Dr perch'd upon fear'il diadems.
Crowned heads are toys. We go to meet
A worthy object, our Lord's feet.

TIIE WEEFER.

THEW E E P E K . [ f ntheeditic
1785w Ohalmers collection, and others, theprevious
Poem is printed with numerous alterations and
omissions, in manner folhwiny.]

Parents uf sh er-fordcd nils!

_, k¢  Ever baubling things!
Thawmg cryafilll snowy hills!

Still upending, never spent; | mean

Thy fair Dyes, sweet Magdalene.

Heavens thy fair eyes be;
Heavens of ever-falling stars;
'Tis Beed-time till with thec,
And gars thou sow'st, whose harvest dares
Promise the earth to countershine
Whatever makes Heaven's forehead fine.



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

But we're deceived al:
Stars they're indeed too true,
For they hut seem to fdll
As Heaven's other spangles do:
It is not for Dur earth and us,
To shins in things sa precious.

Upwardsthou dost weep;
Heaven's bosom drinks the gentle stream, i»
Where the milky rivers meet,
Thine crawls above and is t_he cream.
HeavDii, of sutihfair floodsas this,
Heaven the crystal ocean is.

Every morn from henue,
A brisk cherub something sips,
Whose soft influence
Adds sweetness to his sweetest lips;
Then to his music: and his song
Tastes of this breakfast dl day long.

When some new bright guest
Takes up among the stars a room,
And Heaven will make a feast,
Angels with their bottles come;
And draw from these full eyes of thine
Their Master's water, their own wine.

The dew no more will weep,
The primrose's pale cheek to deck;
The dew no more will Seep,



10 STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Nuzzled in the lily's neck.
Much rather would it tremble here,
And leave them both to be thy tear.

Not the soft gold which
Stedls from the amber-weeping tree,
Makes sorrow half so riuh,
As the drops distill'd from thee.
Sorrow's best jewels lie in these
Caskets of which Heaven keeps the keys.

When Sorrow would be seen
In her brightest majesty,
For she is a ijueen,
Then is she drest by none but thce.
Then, and only then, she wears
Her richest pearls, | mean thy tears.

Not in the evening's eyes,
\Vhen they red with weeping are
For the Sun that dies,
Sits Sorrow with a face so fair.
Nowhere but here did ever meet
Sweetness so sad, sadness so sweet.

Sadness, dl the while
She sts in such a throne as this,
Can do nought but smile,
Nor believe she sadness is:
Gladness itsdlf would be more glad
To be made so sweetly sad,



STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Them is no need at dll,
That tlit; balsam-sweating bough
So coyly should let fall
HismciTciimblc tears; for now
Nature hath learn'il t' cxtraet a dew,
More sovereign mill sweet from you.

Yet let the poor drops weep,
\Veeping isthe ease of wue;
Softly lot them erccp,
Sad that they arc vanquish'd so;
They, though to utluTS no relief,
May balsam be far their own grief.

Grolden though he be,
Qolden Tagus murmurs; though
Might heflow from thee,
Uuntent and quiet woidd he go;
Kieher far does he esteem
Thy silver, than his golden stream.

\Vcll does the May that lies
Smiling in thy eheeks, confess
The April in thine eyes;
Mutual sweetness they express.
No April €er lent softer showers,
Nor May returned fairer flowers.

Thus dost thou melt tho yenr
Tnto aweeping motion;
Each minute waiteth here,

1



12 STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

Takes his tear and gets him gone;
By thine eye'stinct Ennobled thus,
Time lays him up: he's precious.

Time, as by thec he passes,
Makes thy ever-watery eyes
His hour-glasses;
Hy them his steps he rectifies.
The sands he used no longer please,
For his Dwn sands he'll use thy sess.

Doi?s thy song lull the air?
Thy tear'sjust liadenee till keeps time.
Does thy sweet-breath'd prayer
Up in clouds of incense climb?
Still at each sigh, that is, each stop,
A bead, that is, atear, doth drop.

Does the night arise ?
Still thy tears do fall, and fall.
Docs night lose her eyes ?
Still the fountain weepsfor all.
Let night or day do what they will,
Thou hast thy task, thou weepest still.

Not, so fang she lived,
Will thy tumb report of thce;
But, so lony she grieved,
Thus must we date thy memory.
Others by days, by months, by years,
Measure their ages, tbou by tears.
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Say, watery brothers,
YD simpering sons of those fair eyes
Your fertile mothers,
What hath our world that can Bntice
You to be born ? what ist can borrow
You from her eyes swolTn wombs of sorrow ?

Whither away so fast ?
0 whither ? for the duttish earth
Your sweetness cannot taste,
Nor dues the dust deserve your hirth.
Whither haste ye then ? 0, say
Why vye trip so fast away ?

We go not to seek
The darlings of Aurora's bed,
The rosc'a modest check,
Nor the violet's humble head.
No such thing; we go to meet
A worthier object, our Lord's feet.

THE TEAR.

¢ Sweet Mary, thy fair eyes expense ?
A moist spark it is,

A watery diamond; from whence

The very term, | think, was found

The water of a diamond.




14 STEPS TO THE TEMPLE.

0, 'tis not atear,
Tis LI star about to drop
From thine eye its sphere;
The sun will stoup and take it up.
Pruud will his sister be tu wear
This thine Bye'sjewel in her ear.

0, 'tis a tear,
TDD tine atear : for no sad sync,
How sad so€'er,
Kain so true atear as thine ;
Each drop leaving aplaue so dear,
Weeps for itself, is its own tear.

Such a pearl as this is,
Slipt from Auroras dewy breast,
The rose-bud's sweet lip kisses;
And such the rose itself, when vext
With ungentle flames, dues shed,
Sweating in too warm a bed.'

Such the maiden gem
By the wanton spring put on,
Peeps from her parent stem,
And blushes on the watery sun .
This watery blossom of thy eyne,
Kipe, will make the richer wine.

' See these latter lines and the following verse in " The
Weeper," asprinted inthe editions of 1545, 1648, and 1652.
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Fair drop, whyquak'st thou so ?
'Dause thou straight must lay thy head
In the dust? 0 no;
The dust shall never he thy hcd:
A pillow for thce will | bring,
Stuffed with down of angel's wing.

Thus carried up on high,
For to Heaven thou must go,
Sweetly shalt thou lie,
And in soft slumbers bathe thy woe ;
Till thu singing orbs awake thec,
Anrl one of their bright chorus make thee.

There thyself shat be
An eye, but not a weeping one;
Yet | doubt uf thee,
Whither th' hadst rather there have shone
An eye of Heaven ; or dill shine here,
In th* heaven of Mary's eye, atear.
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DIVINE EPIGRAMS.

On the Water of our Lord's Baptism.

=i ACII blest drop on each blest limb,
3 |s washd itsalf, in washing' Him :
Tis a gem while it stays here;
While it fals hence 'tis a tear.

ACTS vin.
On the Baptized Ethiopian.

: To wash an Ethiop:

¥ He's wnsh'd, his gloomy skin apeaceful shade
For his white soul is made:

And now, J doubt not, the Eternal Dove

A black-faced house will love

On the Miracle of multiplied Loaves.
R EF here an easy feast that knows no wound,
3  That under hunger'steethwill needsbefound
= A subtle harvest of unboundud bread.
What wuulil ye more? Here food itself iafed

Upon the Sepulchre of our Lord.

ERE, where our Lord once laid his Head,
Now the grave lies buried.
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The Widow's Mites.
'W 0 mites, two drops, yet dl her house and land,
@ Fall from a steady hear t,thoughtrcmbling hand:
The other'swantonwealthloamshigh, andbrave;
The other cast away, she unly gave.

LUKE xv.
On the Prodigal.

2o ELL me, bright boy, tell nu-, my golden 1m,
@g Whither away so frolic? why so glad?

AYhat dl thy wealthin council ? nil thy state ?
Arc husks so dear? troth 'tis a mighty rate.

Oil the still surviving Marks of our Saviour's
Wvunds.
AW IIATEVER htory of their cruelty,
Or nail, or thorn, or spenr have writ in Thee,
Are in another sense
Still legible;
Sweet is the [liffwenct; :
OnceT did spell
Every red letter
A wound of Thine;
Now, what is better,
Balsam for mine.

ACTS v.
The Sde implore . Peter's Shadow.
Nk NDER thy shadow mny | lurk awhile,
A Death's busy search I'll easily beguile:
w2 Thy shadow, Peter, must show mu the sun,
My light's thy shadow's shadDw, or 'tis doni?,
c
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MARK vn.
Ths Dumb healed, and the People enjnned silence.
£2aHRIST bids the dumb tongue spesk ; it
: speaks: the sounJ
=+ He eharges to he quiet; it runsround.
If in the first He usM His finger's touch:
His hand's whole strength hire could nut be too much.

MATTHEW xxvm.
Come, see the place where, the Lord lay.

2= HOW me Himself, Himself, bright Sir, 0 show
Which way my poor tptirs to Himself may go.
=% \Were it enough to show the place, ami say,
Look, Mary, here see where thy Lord MILT lay ;

Then could | show these arms of mini; and say,

Look, Mary, here see whirrD thy Loid oiu-c lay.

TV Pontius washing his Head.
IIY hands arc wash'd, but 0, the water's spilt
@ That labour'd to have woali'd thy guilt:
The flood, if any can, that can suffice,
Must have its fountain in thine eyes.

To the Infant Martyrs.
T30, smiling souls, your now-built cages break.
e |nHcav'nyou'll learnto sing erehereto spook;
Nor let the milky fonts that bathe your thirat
Be your delay,
The place that calls you hence is, at the worst,
Milk dl the way.
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On the Miracle of Loaves.

A DW, Lord, or never, they'll believe on Thee;
NP Thou to their teeth hast proved Thy deity.

MABH v,
Why are ye afraid, 0 ye of littU faith 1

His needs a cloud.
Was ever froward wind
That could be so unkind,
OrwaveBOproud?
The wind had need be angry, and ths water black,
That to the mighty Neptune's sdf daro threaten wrack,

There is no storm but this
Of your own cowardice
That braves you out;
You arc the storm that mocks
Yourselves; you are the rocks
Of your own doubt:
Besides this fear of dunger there's no danger here,
And ho that here fears danger doos deserve his fear.

On the Bhssed Viryins bashfulness.
HAT on her lap she casts her humble eye,
Tis the sweet pride of her humility.
Tho fair star ia well fixt, for where, 0 where,
Could she have fixt it on afairer sphere?
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TisHeav'n/tis lleav'n she sees, HcavV's Godtherelies;
She can sec Heaven, and ne'er lift up her eyes:

This new guest to her eyes new laws hath given,
"Twos once look up, 'tis now look down to Heaven.

Upon LazaruJs Tears.
Than Dlvs in thi3 robes he wears:

- He SL'orns them now, but D, they'll suit full well
With th'purple he must wear in hell.

Two went up into the Temple to pray.
WO went to pray ? 0 rather say,
One went to brag, th' other to pray.

One stands up close, and treads on high,
Where th' other dares not lend his eye.

One nearer to God's altar trod,
The uther to the altar's God.

Upon the Ass tJiat bore our Saviour.
@Le4?ATH only anger an omnipotence
Vel} ! In eloquence ?
4 Within the lips of love and joy doth dwell
ND miracle?
Why else had Baaam's ass a tongue to chide
His master's pride ?
And thou, HeavDn-burtheu'd beast, hast ne'er a word
To praise thy Lord ?
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That he should find a tongue and voca thunder,
Weas a great wunder;
Hut O, mcthinka 'tis a far greater one,
That thou find'st none.

MATTHEW vni.

/ am not worthy that Thou shouldst come under my
Roof.

JIY Bud was making haste into thy roof,
@ Thy humble faith ami fear keeps Him aloof:
Hell be thy guest; because He may not be,
Hell come—into thy house? No, into thec.

Upm the Powder-day.

1 | OW fit our well-runk'd Feasts do follow,
5] ':‘ All mischief comes after All-Hallow.

/ am the Door.
A ND now th'" art set wide ope, the spear's sd art,
# “{T Lo! hath unlocked Thee at the very heart.
LT |ie to himself, | fear the worgt,
And his own hope,
Hath shut these doors of heaven, that durst

Thus sob them ope.

MaTTuEw x.
The, Blind cured by tfie Word of our Saviour.
110U apcak'st the word, Thy word's a luw;
g@ Thou Bpak'st, and straight the blind man saw.
To speek and make the blind man sec,
Was DQuer man, Lord, spake like Thee.
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To speak thus was to spesk, say |,
Not to his cur, but to his eye.

MATTHEW Xxxvu.

And Ife atiswerfd them nuthwg.
® MIGHTY Nothing! unto thee,
g Nothing, we owe nil things that be.
<= Grod spake once when He nil things made,
He saved nil when lie Nothing suid.
The world was made of Nothing then;
'Tis made by Nothing now again.

To our Lord, upon the Water made Wine.

P25 HOU water turn's! to wine, fair frienil of life;
T .r,}e* Thyfop, tu crossthu sweet ails of Thy reign,
= o Distilsfromthencethetearsof wi athandstrife,
Anil so turns wine to water hal'k again.

MATTHEW xxii.

Neither durst any Manfrom that day ask Him any
more Questions.

H#N IDST dl the dark and knotty snares,
4 Ulaek wit or malice can or dares,
SR Thy glorious wisdom breaks the nets,
Andtreadswithuncontrolled steps.

Thy ijuell'd foes are not only now

Thy triumphs, but Thy trophies too:

They, both at once Thy conquests be,

And Thy conquest's memory.

Stony amazement mokes them stand
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Waiting on Thy victorious hand,

Like statues fixed to the fame

Of Thy renown, and their own shame:
As if they only meant to breathe,

To be the life of their own death.

"Twas time to hold their peace when they
Had ne'er another word to say:

Yet is their silence unto Thee,

The full sound uf Thy victory:

Their silence spesks aloud, and is

Thy well pronounced panDgyris.

While they speak nothing, they speak dl
Their share in Thy memorial.

While they speak nothing, they proclaim
Thee with the shrillest trump of fame.

To hold their peace is al the ways

These wretches have to speak Thy praise.

Upon vur Saviour's Tomb, wherein never man was laid.
; POW life and death in Thee

; Agree!
28k Thou hadst a virgin womb
And tomb.
A Joseph did betroth
Them both.

It is better to yo into Heaven with one Eye, dec.

29NE Eye? athousandrather, andathousand more.

# To fix those full-faced glories. U, he's pour

Of eyes that has but Argus' store;

Yet, if thou'lt fill one poor eye with Thy Heaven and
Thee,
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0 grant, sweet Goodness, that one eye may be
All, anl every whit of me.

LUKE xi.

Upon the dumb Devil cast mt, and tlie Slanderous
Jewsput to silence.

[ WD devils at one blow Thou hast laid flat,
% A speaking devil this, a dumb one that;
"VVast Thy fiill victory's fairer increase
That th' one spake, or that th' other held his peace?

LUKE x.

And a certain Priest coming that way, looked on him,
and passed 5y.

W HY dost thou wuund my wounds, 0 thou that

% pasaest by,

Handling and turning them with an
unwoundedeye?

The cam that coolsthine eyedocsshipwreck mine, for D,

Unmoved to see one wretched is to make him so!

LUKE xi.
Blessed be the Paps which Thou hast sucked.
ey UPPDSE He hod been tabled at thy tests,
L Thy hunger feels nDt what He eats:

&> Hell have His teat ere long, a bloody onil—
The mother then must suck the Son.
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To Pontius washing his blood-stained Hands.
"®2%\ 3 murder no Bin? or asin so cheap,
That thou nced'st heap
A rape upon't? till thy adulterous touch
Taught her these sullied cheeks, this blubber'd face.
She was a nymph, the meadows knew none such,
Of honest parentage, of unstain'd race,
The daughter of a fair and well-famed fountain,
As ever silver-tipp'il the side of shady mountain.
See how she weeps, and weeps, that she appears
Nothing hut tears;
Each drop's atear that weeps for her own waste.
Hark, how at every touch she docs complain her!
Hark, how she hids her frighted drops make haste,
And with sad murmurs chides the hands that stain her!
Leave, leave for .shame, or ese, good judge, decree,
What water shall wash this, when tlus hath washed then.

MATTHEW  xxm.
Ye build the jSitiilchrts of the Prophets.
£11DU trimm'yt a Prophet's tomb, and dost
% bequeath
The life thou took'st from him unto his death.
Vain man 1 the stones that on his tomb do lie
Keep but the score of thorn that made him die,

Upon the Infant Martyrs.
! 0 see both blended in one flood,
@ The mothers' milk, the children's blood,
- Makes me doubt if Heaven will gather
Rosca hence, or lilies rather.
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JuilN  XVI.

Verily | say imto you. Ye shall weep and lament.
\ [ B0 f EL POME, my grief, my joy; how dear's
To me my legauy of tears!
I'll weep, anil weep, and will therefore
Weep, 'cause | tan weep no more.
Thou, Thou, dear Lord, wen Thou alone,
Ciiv'at joy, even when Thou givcst none.

JouN  xv.
Upon our Lord's last comfortable Discourse with His
Disciples.
N LL Hyhlas honey, al that sweetness can,
y, Fl\ainthy song, O fair, 0 dying swan !
2N vetis thejoy | take lift small or none;
Itii too aweet to he alung-liveil one.

LUKE xvi.
Dives aslciny a Drop.
b2 DROP, one drop, how .sweetly one fair drop
w Would tremble on my penrl-tipp'J finger's top!
i My weadlth is gone, 0, gn it whore it will,
Spare thia one jewel, Il be Divca till!

MAHH xn.
Give to Urearr
And to God———
o (,‘_; we have ia God's, unJ yet
g\, Caesar uhallengcs a debt;
&9 \or hath Grotl a thinner share,

Whatever Cesar's payments are;
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All is Ghid'a; and yet, 'tistrue,
All we haveis Caesar's too,

All is Caesar's; and what odds,
So long as Dtesar's self is Qod’s?

But now they Jiave seen and hated.

PEARJEEN? and yet hated Thee? they did not see,
82 They saw Thee not, that saw and hated Thee:
= No, no, they saw Thee nut, 0 Life! 0 Love!
Who saw aught in Thee that their hate could move ?

Upon the Crown of Thorns, takenfrom our Blessed.
Lord's Head, all bloody.

2INOWST thou this, soldier? 'tis a much
A changed plant, which yet
Thysdlf diJst set.
Tis changed indeed; did Autumn €'er such beautiesbring
To shame his Spring ?
I)! who so hard an husbandman did ever finl
A soil so kind?
Is not the soil akind one which returns
Kosesfor thorns?

She began to wash Ilia Feet with Tears and wipe them
ivith the Hdirs of her Head.

PIMPER eyes flood licks His feet's fair stain,

: ¥ Heur hair'sflamelicks up that again.

< ¥ Thisflamethus quench'd hath brighter beams,

Thisflood thus stained fairer streams.

' These two lines are not in the version of the Paris edition
of 1652.
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On S. Peter cutting off Maldius's Ear.
1y ELL, Peter, dost thou wield thy active sword;
Well for thyself, I mean, not for thy Lord,
Tu strike at cars is to take hsei there he
No witness, Peter, of thy perjury.

JOHX in.
But Men loved Darkness rather than Light.
cHE world's Light shines. shine as it will,
ﬁ The world will love its darkness still;
| doubt though, when the world's iu hell,
It will not love its darkness half so well.

ACTS xxi.
/ am ready not only to be bound but to die.
¢z OME death, come bands, nor do you shrink,
my ears,
Atthose hard wordsman's cowardice calsfears.
Save those of fear, no other bands fear I;
Nor other death than this; the fear to die.

On S. Peter tasting away his Nets at our Saviour's
Cau.

HOU hast the art on't, Peter, and canst tel
To cagt thy nets on all occasions well.
When Christ colls, and thy nets would have

thee stay,
Tu cog them well's to cast them quite away.
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Our Lard in His Qircumdsion to His Father.

PD Thee these first-fruits of my growing death,
% For what elseismy life? lo! | bequeath.
Taste this, and as Thou lik'st this lesser flood,
Expect a sea, my heart shdl make it gooi.
Thy wrath that wades here now ere long shall swim,
The flood-gate shal he set wide ope for him.
Then let him drink, and drink, and do his worst,
To drown the wantonness of his wild thirst.
Now's but the nonage of my pains, my fears
Aru yet both in their hopes, not corns to years.
The day of my dark woes is yet but morn,
My tears but tender, and my death new-born.
Yet may these unfledged griefs give fate some guess,
These cradle-torments have their towardness;
These purple buds of blooming death may be
Erst the full stature of a fatd tree;
And, till my riper woes to age are come,
This knife may be the spear'sprceludium.

On the Wounds of our crucified Lord.
2 THESE wakeful wounds of Thine!
i Arc they mouths? or are they eyes?
L Be they mouths, or be they eyne,
Each bleeding part some one supplies.

Lo, amouth | whose full-bloom'd lips
At too dear arae are roses.

Lo, a blood-shot eye! that weeps
And many a cruel tear disuloses.
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O thou that on this foul hiest Taad
Many a kiss and muany o lear,

Now thou shalt have wlf repaid,
Whatsoe'er thy vharges were,

This foot hath got n mouth aml lips,
To pay the sweet sum of thy hises;

To puy thy teae, un eye that weeps,
Instead of tears, surh gems ua this is,

The difference only this appenrs,
Nor ran the change offend,

The deht is pusd in ruby tears,
Whirh thou in pemls didst Tend.

On our grurifieed Lord, neked and blody.

IT" have left Thee naked, Lord; D that they had !
@ This gwrment, tow, T would they had denied,
= Thee wilh Thyself they have too 1ichly clad,
Opening the purple wardrobe of Thy side.

0 never could theie garment be bo gool
For Thee to wear, but this of Thinz own tloed !

Easter-day.

S22 ISE, Heir of frosh Eternity,

P From thy virgin-tomb

4 Riar, mighty Man of wonders, and Thy world

with Thee;
Thy tomb, the universal Fost,
Nature's new womb,
Thy tumb, fair Immertality's perfumid nest.,
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of dl the glories make noon gay
This is the morn;
This rock buds forth the fountain of the streams of day;
In joy's white annals lives this hour,
When life was born,
No uloud-scuwl on hisradiant lids, no tempest-lower.

Life, by this light's nativity,
All creatures have;
Death wily by this day'sjust doom is forced to dip.
Nor is death forced; for may he lie
Throned in thy grave,
Death will on this condition be content to die.

On the bleeding Wounds of our crucified Lord.

sESU, no more, it is full tide ;

P From Thy hpud and from Thy feet,
From Thy hands and from Thy sidn,

All Thy purple rivers meet.

What need Thy fair head bear a part
In showers? asif Thine eyes had none;
What need they help to drown Thine Lsart,
That strives in torrents of its own ?

Thy restless feet now cannot go,
For us and our eternal good,

As they were ever wont | What though
They awim, das! in their own flow!?
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Thy hands to give, Thou canst not lift;
Yet will Thy hand still giving be ;
It gives, but 0, itselfs the gift:
It gives though buimd, though bound 'tis free.

But 0, Thy side; Thy deep digg'd side
That hath a double Nilus going,

Nor ever was the Pharian tide
Half so fruitful, half so flowing.

Water'd by the showers they bring,

The thorns that Thy blest brows uncloses,
A cruel and a eustly spring,

Conceive proud hopes of proving roses.'

No hair so small but pays his river
To this Eed Sea of Thy blood,

Their little channels can deliver
Something to the general flood.

But, while | speak, whither arc run
All the rivers named before?

| counted wrong; there is but one:
But O, that oneis one dl o'er.

Rain-swoll’n rivers may rise proud,
Bent dl to drown and overflow;

But when indeed al's overflow'd,
They themselves are drowned too.

' Thisverse'isnut in theversion of theParis edition of 1652.
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This Thy blood's deluge, a dire chance,
Dear Lord, to Thee, to usisfound
A deluge of deliverance,
A delugeleat WG should bedrown'd.

Ne'er wast Thou, in a sense so sadly true,
The well of living waters, Lord, till now!

Samson to his Delilah.
-

i HUEL, could not once blinding me suffice .
2 \When first | look'd on thee | lost mine eyes.

PSALM xxlll

¥1 APPY me! O happy sheep'

B Wliom my Grod vouchsafes to keep;
® Fven my God, even Heit is

That points me to these ways of bliss;

On whose pastures cheerful Spring

All the year doth ait and sing,

And, rejoicing, smiles to sec

Their green backs wear his livery.

Pleasure sings my soul t& ret,

PlentywnursHI D atherbreast,

Whose -swcet temper teaches me

Nor wanton nor in want to be.

At my feet the blubb'nng mountain,

Weeping, melts into a fouutain,

Wiliose soft silver-sweating streams

Make high noon forget his beams.

Wlien my wayward breath is flying

He cdls home my soul from dying,

14
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Strokes and tames my rabid grief,
And does woo meinto life:

When my simple weakness struys,
Tangled in forhidden ways,

He, my Shepherd, is my guide,
He's before me, on my side,

And behind me, He beguiles

Draft in dl her knotty wiles:

He expounds the giddy wonder

Of my weary steps, and under
Spreads a path clear as the day,
Where no churlish rub says nay
Tomyjoy-conducted feet,

Whilst they gladly go to meet
Grace and Peace, to meet new lays
Tuned to my great Shepherd's praise.
Come now dl ye terrors, saly,
Muster forth into the valley,

Where triumphant darkness hDvera
With a sable wing, that covers
Brooding horror. Come thou, Death,
Let the damps of thy dull breath
Overshadow even the shade,

And make darkness df afraid;
There my feet, even there shdl find
Way for a resolved mind.

Still my Shepherd, ill my GLK!,
Thou art with mej ill Thy rod,
And Thy staff, whose influence
Dives direction, gives defence.

At the whisper of Thy word
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Crown’il abundancespreadsmy board:
While | feast, my foes do feed

Their rank malice, not their need ;

So that with the selfsame bread

They are starved, and | am fed.

How my head in ointment swims!
How my cup overlooks her brims!

So, even o till may | move

By the line of Thy dear love\

Still may Thy sweet mercy spread

A shady arm above my head,

About my paths; so shdl | find

The fair centre of my mind,

Thy temple, and those lovely walls
Bright ever with a beam that fals
Fresh from the pure glance of Thine eve,
Lighting to Eternity.

There I'll dwell for ever, there

Will | find a purer air.

To feed my life with, there I'll sup
Balm and nectar in my cup,

And thence my ripe soul will | breathe
Warm into the arms of death.

PSALM cxxxvn.

=N the proud banks of great Euphrates' tiuoil

There we sat, and there we wept :

: Y Dur harps, that now no music understood,
Nodding on the willows dlept,

While unhappy captives we,

Lovely Siira, thought on thee.
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They, they that snatch'd us from our country's breest
Would have a song carved to their ears
In Hebrew numbers, then, O uruel jest!
When harps and hearts were drown'd in tears:
Dome, they cried, come, sing and play
One of Sion's songs to day.

Sing? play? to whom shal we sing or play
If not, Jerusalem, to tlieu?
Ah! thee, Jerusalem; ah! sooner may
This hand forget the mastery
Of music's dainty touch, than |
The music uf thy memory.

Which when | lose, 0 may at once my tongue
Lose this same busy spesking art,
Unperch'd, her vocal arteries unstrung,
No more acquainted with my heart,
On my dry palate's roof to rest
A wither leaf, anidle guest!

No, no, thy good, Sion, alone must crown
The head of al my hope-nursed joys.
but, Edom, cruel thou! thou criedst, Down, down
Sink Sion, down, and never rise!
Her falling thou didst urge and thrust,
And haste to dash her into dust!

Dost laugh ? proud Babd's daughter ! Do, laugh on,
Till thy ruin teach thee tears;
Even such as these, laugh, till a Venging throng
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Of woea too late do rouse thy fears;
Laugh, till thy children'sblcciliug bones
Weep precious tears upon the stones!

QUEM VIDISTIS PASTORES, ETC.

A Hymn of the Nativity, suny by the Shepherds.

Ciirmus.
%, OME, we shepherds whose blest sight
Hath met Love's noon in Nature's night;
4 Dome, lift we up our loftier song,
And wake the sun that lies too long.

To dl our worli of wcll-stol'n joy
He slept, and ilreamt of no sudi thing,
Whilewefound out Heaven'sfairer eye,
Andkissi theera[lieof our King;
Tell him he rises now too Late
To show us dight wurth looking at.

Tell himwe now can show him more
Than he e'er show'il to mortal sight,
Than he himself €er saw hefore,
Whiuli to he seen neeils not his light
Tell him, Tityrus, where th' hast been,
Tell him, Thyrsia, what th' hast seen.

TITYHUS.
Gloomy night embraced the plane
Where the nobleinfant lay :
The babe look'd up, and sbuw'd His face,
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In spite of darkness it was day.
It was Thy day, sweet, and did rise,
Not from the East, but from Thy eyes.
Chorus. It was Thy day, swedt, &c.

THYRSIS.

Winter chid aloud, and sent

The angry North to wage his wars:
The North forgot hisfierceintent,

And left perfumes instead of scars.
By those sweet eyes persuasive powers,
Where he meant frosts he scatter'd flowers.

Churus. By those sweet eyes, &c.

BOTH.
We saw Thee in Thy bamy nest,
Young dawn of our eternal day;
We saw Thine eyes break from the East,
And chase the trembling shades away:
We saw Thee, and wo blast the sight,
We saw Thee by Thine own sweet light.

TITYHUS.
Poor world, said |, what wilt thou do

To entertain this starry stranger?
Is this the best thou canst bestow—

A cold and not too cleanly manger?
Contend, the powers of heaven and earth,
To fit a bed for this huge birth,

Ohorua. Cdntend, the powers, &C.
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THYHSIS.
Proud world, sad |, cease your contest,
And let tho mighty babe alone,
The phrenix builds the phrenix' nest,
Love's architecture is His own.
The babe, whose birth cmbraves this morn,
Made His own bed ere He was born.
Ohorus. The babe whose birth, &c.

TiTYnus,
| saw the curl'd drops, soft and slow,
Come hovering o'er the place's head,
OfFring their whitest sheets of snow,
Tu furnish the fair infant's bed.
Forbear, said |, be nut too bulil,
Y our fleece is white, but 'tis too cold.

THYHSIS.
| saw tli' obsequious seraphim
Their rosy fleece of fire bestow,
For well they now can spurs their wings,
Since Heaven itself lies here below.
Well done, said I; but are you sure
Y our down, so warm, will pass for pure?
Ohorus. Well done, sad I, ifcc.

BOTH.
No, no, your King's not yet to seek
Where to repose His royal head ;
See, see how soon His new-bloomed ulicek
Twixt mother's breasts is gone to bed.
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Sweet choice, said we, no way but su,
Not to lie cold, yet sleep in enow !
Uhurus.  Sweet choice, said we, ike.

FULL CHDBUS.
Welcome dl wonders in one sight!
Eternity shut in a span!
Summer in winter 1 day in night!

CHDBUS.
Heaven in earth! and &od in man !
Great little one, whose al-embracing birth
Lifts earth to Heaven, stoops Heaven to earth '

Welcome, tho' nor to gold, nor sk,
To more than Caesar's birthright is
TWJ sister seas of virgin's milk,
With many a rarely-temper'd kiss,
That breathes at once both maid und mother,
Warms in the one, cools in the other.

She sings Thy tears asleep, and dips
Her kisses in Thy weeping eye;

She spreads the red leaves of Thy lips,
That in their buds yet blushing lie.
She 'gainst those mother diamonds tries
The points of her young eagl€e's eyes!’

Welcome—tho' not to those gay flies,
Gilded i'th' beams of earthly kings,
Slippery souls in smiling eyes—

' Thisverse ianot m the version of the Paris edition of 1652.
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But to pDor shepherds, homespun things,
Whose weadlth's their flocks, whose wit's to be
Wl read in their simplicity.

Yet, when young April's husband show'rs
Shull bless the fruitful Maid's bed,
WEell bring the first-burn of her flowers,
To kiss Thy feet, and crown Thy head.
To Thee, dread Lamb! whose love must keep
The shepherds while they feed their sheep.

To Thee, meek Mujcsty, soft King

Of simple graces and sweet loves|
Eaeh of us his lamb will bring,

Each his pair of silver doves!
At lagt, in lire of Thy fair eyes,
Ourselves become our own best sacrifiue!




SDSPETTD D'HEKODE.

LEBRO PRIMO.

ARBDMENTU.

CASTING the timeswith their strong signs,
Death's master His uwn death divines,
Struggling for help, Hisbest hopeis
Herod's suspicion may heal His:

Therefore He sends a friend to wake

The deeping tyrant's fund mistake,

Who fearsj invain, that HB whose birth
Means heav'n should meddle with his earth,

L USE, now the servant of soft loves no more,
P Hateisthy theme, andHerod; whose unblest
DL Hand—so what dares not jealous grest-
ness ?—tore
A thousand sweet babes from their mothers' breast,
The blooms of martyrdom. O, be a door
Of language to my infant lips, ye best
Of confessors! whose throats, answering his swords,
Gaveforthyour bloodfor breath, spoke soulsforwards,

Great Anthony 1 Spain's well-beseeming pride,
Thou mighty branch of emperors and kings;

The beauties of whose dawn what eye may bide,
Which with the sun himself weighs equal wings'!
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Map of heroic worth ! whom far anil wile

To the believing world Fame boldly sings :
Deign thou to wear this humble wreath that bows
To be the sacred honour of thy brows.

Nor needs my Muse ablush, or these bright flow'rs,

Dther than what their own blest beauties bring;

They were the smiling sons of those sweet bow'rs

That drink the dew of life, whose deathless spring

Nor Syrian flame, nor 13orean frost dcflow'rs:

From whence heav'ii-labouring beea, with busy wing,
Suck hidden sweets, which well-digested proves
Immortal honey for the hive of loves.

Thou, whose strong hand, with so transcendent worth,
Holds high the reign of fair Parthenope,
That neither Eoim* nor Athens can bring forth
A name in noble deedsrival to thcc !
Thy fame's full noise makes proud the patient earth,
Far more than matter for my Muse and me.
The Tyrrhene seas and shores sound dl the same,
And in their murmurs keep thy mighty namal

Below the bottom of the great abyss,

There, where one centre reconciles al things,

The world's profound heart pants; there placed is

Mischiefs old master: close about him tilings

A uurl'd knot of embracing snakes, that kiss

His correspondent cheeks : these loathsome strings
Hold the perverse prince in eternal"ties,
Fast bound, since first he forfeited the skies,
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Thejudge of torments, and the king of tears,

He fills a humish'd throne of quenchless fire :

And, for his old fair rohes of light, he wears

A gloomy mantle of dark flames; the tire

That crowns his hated head, on high appears,

Whero seven tdl horns, his empire's pride, aspire :
And, to make up hell's majesty, each horn
Seven crested Hydras horribly adorn.

His eyes, the sullen dens of death and night,

Startle the dull air with a dismal red:

Such his fell glances as the fatal light

Of staring comets, that look kingdoms dead:

From his black nostrils and blue lips, in spite

Of hell's own stink, a worser stench is spread:
His breath hell's lightning is: and each deep groan
Disdains to think that heav'n thunders aone.

His flaming eyes dire exhalation

Unto a dreadful pile givesfiery hreath;

Whose unconsumed consumption preysupon

The never-dying life of along death.

In this sad house of slow destruction,

His shop of flames, he fries himself, beneath
A mass of woes ; his teeth for torment gnash,
While his steel sides sound with his tail's strong lash,

Three rigorous virgins, waiting still behind,

Assg the throne of th' iron-sceptred king:

With whips of th'orns and knotty vipers twined

They rouse him, when his rank thoughts need a sting:
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Their locks arc beds of uncomb'd snakes, that wind
About their shady brows in wanton rings:
Thus reigns tho wrathful king, and while he reigns,
His sceptre and himself both he disdains.

Disdainful wretch ! how hath one bold sin cost
Thee al the beauties of thy once bright eyes!
How hath one black eclipSB canedl'd and crost
The glories that did gild thec in thy rise!
Proud morning of a perverse day ! how lost
Art thou unto thyself, thou too self-wise
Narcissus! foolish Phaeton! who, for dl
Thy high-aim'd hopes, gain'dst but a flaming fall.

From death's snd shades to the life-breathing air,

This mortal enemy to mankind's good

Lifts his malignant cyea, wasted with care,

To becomebeautiful in human blood:

"Where Jordan melts hia crystal, to make fair

The fields of Palestine, with so pure u, flood,
There does hefix his eyes: and there detect
New matter, to make good his great suspect.

He cdlls to mind th' old quarrel, and what spark
Set the contending sons of heav'n on fire:
Oft in his deep thought he revolves thii dark
Sibyl's divining leaves: he docs enquire
Into th' old prophecies, trembling to mark
How many present prodigies conspire
Tu urown their past predictions ; both he lays
Together, in his pond'rous mind both weighs.
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Heaven's golden-winged herald late he saw
TD apoor Gralilean virgin sent;
How luw the bright youth bow'd, and with what awe
Immortal flow'rsto her fair hand present.
He saw th' old Hebrew's wumb neglect the law
Of age and barrenness, and her babe prevent
His birth, by his devotion, who began
B3times to be a saint, before a man.

He saw rich nectar-thaws release the rigour

Of th' icy North; from frost-bound Atlas' hands

His adamantine fetters fall; gruen vigour

Gladding the Scythian rocks and Libyan sands ;

He saw avernal smile sweetly disfigure

Winter's sad face, and through the flow'ry lands
Of fair Engaddi, honey-sweating fountains
Withmanna, milk, andbal m,newbroachthemountains.

He saw haw, in that blest day-bearing night,

The heav'n-rebuked shades made haste away;

How bright a dawn of angels with new light

Amazed the midnight world, and made a day

Of which the morning knew not; mad with spite,

HD mark'd how the poor shepherds ran to pay
Their simple tribute to the babe, whose birth
Was tho great business both of heav'n aijd earth.

He saw a threefold sun, with rich increase,
Moke proud the ruby portals of the East;
He saw the temple sacred to sweet Peace,
Adore her Prince's birth, flat on her breast;
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He Raw the faling idols dl confess

A coming Deity ; he saw the neat
Of poisnous and unnatural loves, earth-nurst,
Touch'd with the world's true antidote, to burst.

He saw licav'n blossom with a new-born light,

On which, as on a glorious stranger, gazed

The gDiden eyes of night; whose beam made bright

The way to Hcthle'm, and as boldly blazed,

Nor ask'd leave of the sun, by day as night ;

Ey whom, as hcav'n's illustrious handmaid, raised,
Three kings, or, what is more, three wise men nunt
Westward to find the world's true orient.

Struck with these great concurrences of things.
Symptoms su deadly unto death and him,
Fain would he have forgot what fatal strings
Eternally bind each rebellious limb.
He shook himself, and spread his spacious wings:
Which, like two bosom'd sails, embrace the dim
Air with a disma shade ; but dl in vain,
Of sturdy adamant is his strong chain.

While thus hcav'n's highest counsels, by the low
Footsteps of their effects, he traced too well,
He tossd his troubled eyes, embers that glow
Now with new rage, and wax too hot fjr hell.
With his foul claws he fenced his furrow'd brow,
And gave a ghostly shriek, whose horrid yell
Kim trembling through the hollow vaults of night,
The vhilu hiStwisted toil ho gnaw'i for spite.
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Yet on the other siic fain would lie dart
Above his fears, and think it cannot be:
He studies Scripture, strives to sound the heart,
And fedl the pulse of every prophecy ;
He knows, but knows not how, or by what art,
The heav'n-expecting ages hope to sec
A mighty babe, whose pure, unspotted birth
From a. chaste virgin womb should bless the earth.

But these vast mysteries his senses smother,
And reason—for what's faith to him ?—devour:
How she that is a maid should prove a mother,
Yet keep inviolate her virgin flow'r;
How Grod'a Eternal Son should be man's brother,
Poaeth his proudest intellectual puw'r ;

How a pure spirit should incarnate be,

And life itself wear death's frail livery.

That the great angel-blinding light should shrink
His blaze, to shine in a poor shepherd's eye;
That the unmeasured God so low should sink,
As prisoner in afew poor rags to lie;
That from His mother's breast He milk should drink
Who feeds with nectar hcav'n's fair family;
That a vile munger His low bed should prove
Who thunders on a throne of stars above ;

That He whom the sun serves should faintly peep
Through clouds of infant flesh ; that He, the old

Eterna Word, should be a child, and weep;

That He who made the fire should fear the cold ,
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That heavV's high majesty His court should keep
In a clay-uottage, hy each blast control!'d;
That glory's self should serve our griefs and fears;
And free eternity submit to years:

Ani further, that the law's eterna giver

Should bleed in His own law's obedience;

And to the circumcising knife deliver

Himself, the forfeit of his slaves' offence;

That the unblumisli'd Lamb, blessed for ever,

Should take the mark of sin, and pain of sense;
These are the knotty riddles, whose dark doubt
Entangles his lost thoughts, past finding out.

While new thoughts boil'd in his enraged breast,

His gloomy bosom's darkest character

Was in his shady forehead scon expressd.

The forehead's shade, in grief's expression there,

Is what in sign of joy among the blest

The face's light'ning, or a smile is here.
Those stings of care thut his strong heart oppressd,
A desperate 0 me! drew from his deep breast.

0 me! thus bellow'd he; 0 me! what great
Portents before mine eyes their pow'rs advance?
And serve my purer sight, only to beat
Down my proud thought, and leave it in a trance ?
Frown |; and can great nature keep her scat 1
And the gay stars lead on their golden dance ?
Can His attempts above still prosperous be,
Auspicious till, in spite of hell and mo?
|
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Hehosmyheaven—whatwould He more?—whose bright
And radiant sceptre this bold hand should bear;
And for the never-fading fields of light,
My fair inheritance, he confines me here,
To this dark house of shades, horror, and night,
To draw along-lived death, where dl my cheer
Is the solemnity my sorrow wears,
That mankind's torment waits upon my tears,

Dark, dusky man, lie needs would single forth,

To make the partner of His own pure ray:

And should we pow'rs of Ilcav'n, spirits of worth,

Bow our bright heads before a king of clay ?

It shal not be, said I, and clomb the North,

Where never wing of angel yet made way:
What though | missd my blow? yet | stroke high,
And to dare something is some victory.

Is He not satisfied? Means He to wrest

Hell fr3m me too, and sack my territories?

Vile human nature means He not t' invest,—

O my despite l—with His divinest glories ?

And rising with rich spoils upon Hia breast,

With His fair triumphs fill al future stories?
Must the bright arms of heaven rebuke these eyes?
Mock me, and dazzle my dark mysteries?

Art thou not Lucifer ? he to whom the droves

Of dtars that gild the morn in charge were given ?
The nimblest of the lightning-winged loves ?

The fairest, and the first-born smile of heaven?
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Look in what pomp the mistress planet moves,
Rev'rently circled by the lesser seven;
Such, and so rich, the flames that from thine eyua
Oppressd the common people of the skies.

Ah, wretch ! what boots thce to cost back thy eyea
Where dawning hope no beam of comfort shows ?
While the reflection of thy forepast joys
Renders thce doubl e to thy present wi>es;
Rather make up to thy new miseries,
And meet the mischief that upon thce grows.
If hell must mourn, hcav'n sure shal sympathise;
What forte cannot effect, fraud shall devise.

And yet whose force fear | ? Have | so lost
Myself? my strength, too, with my innocence?
Cume, try who dares, heav'n, earth, whate€'er dost boast
A borrow'd being, make thy bold defence:
Come, thy Creator, too; what though it cost
Me yet a second fall ? we'd try our strengths.
Heaven saw us struggle once, as brave a fight
Earth now should sec, and tremble at the sight.

Thus spoke th' impatient prince, and made a pause;
His foul hags raised their heads, and clupp'i their hands;
And al the powers of hell, in full applause,
Flourish'd their snakes, and tossd their flaming brands.
We, said the horrid sisters, wait thy laws,
Th' obsequious handmaids of thy high commands;

Be it thy part, hel's mighty lord, to lay

On us thy dread commands, ours to obey.
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What thy Alecto, what these hands can do,
Thou mad'at bold proof upon the brow of heav'n;
Nor should'st thou bate in pride, because that now
To these thy sooty kingdoms thou art driven:
Let heav'ns Lord chide above, louder than thou,
In language of Ilis thunder, thou art even
With Him below: here thou art lord alone,
Boundless and absolute: hell is thine own,

If usua wit anil strength will d3 no good,
Virtues of stones, nor herbs: use stronger charms,
Anger, and love, best hooks of human blood.
If dl fail, we'll put on our proudest arms,
And pouring on heav'n's face the sea's huge flood,
Quenuh his curl'd fires; we'll wake with our adarms
Kuin, where'er she sleeps at Nature's feet,
And crush the world tih* his wide corners meet.

Replied the proud king,0 my crown's defence!

Stay of whose strong hopes, you of whose brave worth

The frighted stars took faint experience,

When 'gainst the thunder's mouth we marched forth:

Still you are prodigal of your love's expencc

In our great projects, both 'gainst hcav'n and earth;
| thank you dl, but one must single out,—
Cruelty, she alone shal cure my doubt.

Fourth of the cursed knot of hags is she,
Or rather dl the other three in one;
Hell's shop of slaughter she does oversee,
And dill assgsthe execution:
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But chiefly there docs she delight to be

Where hell's capacious cauldron is set on:
And while the black souls boil in their own gore,
To hold them down, and look that none seethe o'er.

Thrice howl'd the caves of night, and thrice the sound,

Thund'ring upun the banks of those black lakes,

Eung through the hollow vaults of hell profound:

At logt her list'ning cars the noise o'ertakcs,

She lifts her sooty lamps, and looking round,

A genera hiss, from the whole tire of snakea
Rebounding, through hull's inmost caverns caine,
In answer to her formidable name.

‘Mongst dl the palaces in hell's command,
No one so merciless as this of hers.
The adamantine doors for ever stand
Impenetrable, both to pray'rs anil tears;
The wall's inexorable stedd no hand
Of Time or teeth of hungry Ruin fears.
Their ugly ornaments are the bloody stains
Of ragged limbs, torn skulls, anl dash'd out brains.

There has the purple Vengeance a proud sedt,

Whose ever-brandish'd sword ia sheath'd in blood :

About her Hate, Wrath, War, and Slaughter sweat,

Bathing their hot limbs in life's precious flood.

There rude, impetuous Rage does storm and fret:

And there, as master of this murd'ring brood,
Swinging a huge scythe, stands impartial Death,
With undless business aimost out of breath.



54 STEPS TV THE TEMPLE.

For hangings and for curtains, dl along
Thewalls—abominable ornaments!—
Are todls of wrath, anvils of torments hung;
Fell executioners of foul intents,
Nails, hammers, hatchets sharp, and halters strong,
Swords, spears, with dl the fatal instruments
Of gin, anil death, twice dipp'd in the dire stains
Df brothers' mutual blood, and fathers' brains.

The tables furnish'd with a cursed feast,
Which Harpies with lean Famine feed upon,
UnfilFd for ever. Here, among the rest,
Inhuman Erisiuhthon, too, makes one;
Tantalus, Atreus, Progne, here are guests:
Wolvish Lycaon here a place hath won.
The cup they drink in is Medusa's skull,
Which, mix'dwith gall and bioud, they quaff brimfull.

Thefoul queen's most abhorred maids of honour,
Medea, Jezebel, many a meagre witch,
With Circe, Scylla, stand to wait upon her;
But her best housewives are the Parcse, which
Stll work for her, and have their wages from her;
They prick a bleeding heart at every stitch ;
Her cruel clothes of costly threads they weave,
Which short-cut lives of murder'd infants leave.

The house is hearsd about with a black wood,
Which nods with many a heavy-headed tree ;
Each flower's a pregnant poison, tried and good:
Each herb a plague: the winds' sighs timed be
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By a black fount, which weeps into a flood.
Through the think shades obscurely might you sec
Minotaurs, Dyelopscs, with a dark drove
Of Dragons, Hydras, Sphinxes, till the grove.

Here Diomed's horses, Phcrcus dogs appear,

With the tierce lions of Thcrodnmas ;

Busiris has his bloody dtar here ;

Here Sylla his severest prison 1ms,

Thu Lestrigonians here their table rear;

Here strong Procrustes plants his bed of brass;
Here cruel Scyron boa.stsInsbluntly rocks,
And hateful Schinas his so feared oaks.

Whatever schemes of blood, fantastic frames

Of death Mezcritius, or Geryon drew ;

Phalaris, Debus, Ezelinua, names

Mighty in mischief, with dread Nrro too;

Here are they all; here al the swords or flamci

Assyrian tyrants, or Egyptian knew.
Such was the house, so furnish'd was the hall,
Whence the fourth Fury answer'd Pluto's cal

Scarce to this monster could the shady king

The horrid sum of his intentions tell;

But she, swift as the momentary wing

Of lightning, or the words he spoke, left hell.

She rose, and with her to our world did bring

Pde proof of her fell presence, th' air too well,
With a changed countenance, witnessed the fight,
And poor fowls intercepted in-their flight.
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Ileav'n saw her rise, and saw hell in the sight.

The fields fair eyes saw her, and saw no mure,

But shut theirflowYylids; fur ever night

And winter straw her way: yea, such asure

Is she tu nature, that a general fright,

An universal palsy spreading o'er
The face of things, from her dire eyes had run,
Had nut her thick snakes hid them from the sun.

Now had the night's companion from her den,
Where dl the busy day she close doth lie,
With her suft wing wiped from the brows of men
Day's sweat; and by a gentle tyranny,
And sweet oppression, kindly cheating them
Df dl their earns, tamed the rebellious eye
Of sorrow; with a soft and downy hand
Sedling dl breasts in a Lethean band.

When the Erinnys her black pinions sprcalil,

And came to Bethlem, where the cruel king

Had now retired himself, and borrowed

His breast awhile from care's unquiet sting.

Such as at Thebes' dire feast she show'd her head,

Her sulphur-breathed torches brandishing,
Such to the frighted palace now she comes,
And with suft feet searches the silent rooms.

By proud usurping Herod now was borne
The sceptre, which of old great David sway'd.
Whose right by David's lineage so long worn,
Himsdlf a. stranger to, hid own had made:
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And from the head of Judah's house quite torn
The crown; fur whiuh upon their necks he laid
A sad yoke, under winch they sigh'! in vain,
And, looking on their lust state, sigh'd again.

Up through the spacious palace passed she,

To where the king's primilly-reposed head—

If any can be soft to Tyranny

And self-tormenting HIll—had a soft bed.

She thinks not fit antli he her face should sec,

Aait is seen by hell; and seen with dread :
To change her face's style she doth devise,
And in a pale ghost's shape to spare his eyes,

Herself awhile she lays aside, and makes

Ready to personate a mortal part.

Joseph the king's dead brother's shape she takes,

What he by nature was, she is by alil,

She comes to th' king, and with her cold hand slakes

Hia spirits, the sparks of life, and chills his heart,
Life'sforge; feign'd is her voice, and false, too, be
Her words—Slecp'st thou, fund man? Slcep'st thou?

said she.

So sleeps a pilot whose poor bark is pressd

With many a merciless o'er-maat'ring wave;

For whom, as dead, the wrathful winds contest,

Which of them decp'st shall dig her wat'ry grave.

Why dost thou let thy brave soul lie suppressd

la death-like slumbers, while thy dangers crave
A waking eye and hand ? Look up, and aee
The fates ripe in their great conspiracy.
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Know'st thou not how of th' Hebrew's roya stem—

That old dry stock—a despair'i branch ig sprung,

A most strange babe! who here, conceal'l by them,

In aneglected stable lies, among

Beasts and base straw: already is the stream

Quite turn'd: th* ingratcrul rebels this their young
Master, with voice free as the trump of Fame,
Their new king, and thy successor proclaim.

What busy motions, what wild engines stand

On tiptoe in their giddy brains? th' have fire

Already in their bosoms; and their hand

Already reaches at asword: they hire

Poisons to speed thee ; yet through dl the land

What one comes to reveal what they conspire?
Go now, make much of these; wage still their wars,
And bring home on thy breast more thankless scare.

Why did | spend my life, and spill my blood,

That thy firm hand for ever might sustain

A well-poisd sceptre? Does it now seem good

Thy brother's blood be spilt, life spent in vain ?

'Grainst thy own sons and brothers thou hast stood

In arms, when lesser cause wasto complain:
And now cross fates a watch about thec keep—
Dan'st thou be careless now, now cau'st thou sleep?

Where art thou, man ? What cowardly mistake

Of thy great sdf hath stol'n king Herod from thee ?
D, cdl thyself home to thyself; wake, wake,

And fence the hanging sword heav'n throws upon thee:
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ECdeem aworthy wrath; rouse thee, and shake
Thysdlf into a shape that may become thee:
Be Herod, and thim si wit not miss from me
Immortal stings to thy great thoughts and thee.

So said, her richest snake, which to her wrist

For a beseeming bracelet she had tied—

A specia worm it was as ever kissd

The foamy lips of Cerberus—she applied

To the king's heart; the snake no sooner hisad,

But virtue heard it, and away she hied;
Direflamesdiffuse themselvesthrough every vein:
This dune, home to her hell she hied amain.

He wakes, and with him, ne'er ta sleep, new fears:

His sweat-bedewed bed had now betray'd him

To avast field of thorns; ten thousand spears,

All pointed inhis heart, secm'd to invade him:

So mighty were th' amazing characters

With whieh his feeling dream had thus dismay'd him,
He lus own faney-framed foes defies:
Inrage, My aams! Give me my arms! he cries.

As when a pile of food-preparing fire

The breath of artificial lungs embraves,

The cauldrDn-prison'd waters straight conspire,
And beat the hot brass with rebellious waves;

He murmurs and rebukes their bold desire;
Th'impatient lii[uor frets, and foams, and raves;
Till his overflowing pride suppress the flame,

Whence his high spirits und hot courage came.
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So hoils the fired Herod's blood-swoll'n breast,

Not to be daked but by a sea uf blood :

His faithless crown he feels loose on his crest,

Which on false tyrant's head ne'er firmly stood:

The worm of jealous envy and unrest,

To which his gnuw'd heart is the growing food,
Makes him impatient of the ling'ring light,
Hate the sweet peace of al-composing night.

A thousand prophecies that talk strange things

Had sown of old these doubts in his deep breast;

And now of late came tributary kings,

Bringing him nothing but new fearsfrom th' East;

More deep suspicions, and more deadly stings,

With which his fcv'rous cares their cold increased:
And now his dream, hell's firebrand, still more bright,
Show'd him hia fears, and kill'd him with the sight,

No sooner, therefore, shal the murning see—
Night hangs yet heavy on the lids of day—
But dl his councillors must summon'd be,
To meet their troubled lord: without delay
Heralds and messengers immediately
Are sent about, who, posting every way
To th'heads and officers of every band,
Declare who sends, and what is his command.

Why art thou troubled, Ilerud ? What vain fear

Thy blood-revolving breast to rage doth move?
HeavVs King, who doffs Himself weak flesh to wear,
Comes not to rule in wrath, but serve in love:
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Nor would lie this thy fcar'il crown from thee tear,
But give Thee a better with Himself above.
Poor jealousy ! Why should He wish to prey
Upon thy cruwii, who givesllia own away?

Maku to thy reason, man, ami mock thy doubts;

Look how below thy frnrs their causes arc.

Thou art u soldier, Herod ! Sund thy scouts,

See how He's fuiiiish'il for so fcar'il a war.

What amiour docs low par? a few thin clouta.

Histrumpets? tender crips. His men to dare
So much? rude shepherds. What his steeds ? das,
Poor beasts! aslow ox, and a simple ass.

IL FINE DEL LIDFit) PIUMO.

ON A PRAYER-BODK SENT TO MRS. M. R.

33 0, here alittle volume, but great book!
o) A liesl of new-born sweets,
5 3,;.-5 Whose native pages disdaining
To be thus fulded, and complaining
Of theseignobl e sheets,
Affeut more comely bands,
Fair one, from thy kind hands,
AnJ confidently look
To find the rest
Of arich binling in your breast.'

* Sj m the Paris Bilitiun of 1552, In al the others—
Ft-iir it nut, swtet,
It isnu hypocrite,
Much larger initsdf, thaninitslook!
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It isin one choice handful, heaven ; and all
Heaven's royal hosts encamp'd, thus small
To prove that true schools use to tell,

A thousand angels in one point can dwell.

It is love's great artillery,

Which here cuntracts itself, and comes to lie

Close couch'd in their white hosom ; and from thence,
As from a snowy fortress of defence,

Against their ghostly foe to take their part,

And fortify the hold of your chaste heart.

It is an armoury of light;

Let constant use but keep it bright,
You'l find it yields

To holy hands and humble hearts,
More swords and shields

Than sin hath snares, or hell hath darts.

Only be sure
The hands be pure
That hold these weapons, and the eyca
Those of turtles, chaste, and trus,
Wakeful, and wise.
Here's a friend shall fight for you;
Hold but this book before your heart,
Let prayer aone to play his part.

But, D 1 the heart

That studies this high art
Must be a sure housekeeper,
And yet no deeper.
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Dear soul, be strong,

Mercy will come ere long,

And bring her bosom full of blessings,
Flowers of never-fading graces;

To make immortal dressings

For worthy souls, whoac wise embraces
Store up themselves for Him who is alone
The spouse of virgins, and the Virgin's Son.

But if the noble bridegroom when He cornea
Shdl find the wand'ring heart from home,
Leaving hor chaste abode
To gad abroad:
Amongst the gny mates of the god of flies
To take her pleasure, and to play
And keep the Devil's holy day;
To donee in the sunshine of some smiling,
But beguiling

Spheres of sweet and sugar'd lies,
Some slippery pair
Of false, perhaps, as fair
Flattering, but foreswearing eyes.

Doubtless some other heart
Will get the start

Meanwhile, and, stepping in before,

Will take possession of that sacred store
Of hidden sweets, and holy joys,
Words wliieh are not heard with esrs—

63
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These tumultuous shops of noise—
Effectual whispers, whose still voice
The soul itself more feels than hears.

Amorous languishmciits, luminous trances,

Sights which are not seen with eyes,
Spiritud and soul-pirrcing glanecs:

Whose pure and subtle lightning flies
Home to the heart, and sets the house on fire;
And melts it down in sweet desire:

Yet does not stay
To ask the windows leave to pass that way.

Delicious deaths, soft exhalations

Of soul; dear and divine annihilations;
A thousand unknown rites
Ofjoys, andranfied delights,

A hundred thousand goods, glories, and graces,
And many a mystic thing,
Which the divine embraces

Of the dear spouse of spirits with them will bring ;
For which it is no shame

That dull mortality must not know a name.

Of dl this store

Of blessings, and ten thousand more,
If when He come

He find the heart from home,
Doubtless He will unload

Himsdf some otherwhere,
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And pour abroad
His precious sweets,

On the fair soul whom first he meeta.

f) fairl O fortunate! Orich! O dear!

0 happy, and thrice happy she,
Dear silver-breasted dove
Who¢€er she he,

Whose early love,

With winged vows,

Makes haste to meet her morning spouse,
And close with his immortal kisses!

Happy, indeed, who never missus
To improve that precious hour :
And every Jay
Seize her sweet prey,
All fresh and fragrant as he rises,
Dropping, with u balmy shower,
A delicious dew of spites.

O, let the blcsHful heart hold fast
Her heavenly armful, she shall taste
At once ton thousand paradises;

She shal have power
To rifle and deflower

The rich and rascal spring uf those rare swesets,
WIliich with a swelling bosom there she meets,
Boundless and infinite, bottomless treasures
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Df pure inebriating pleasures ;

Happy proof she shdl discover,

What joy, what bliss,
¥
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How many heavens a once it is
To have a Grod become her hver!

ON MR. G. HERBERT'S BOOK,

Entitled, " The Temple of Sacred Poems" sent to a
(jrenthwoman.

: : NOW you, far, on what you look ?
AZ%  Divinest luve lies in this book,
RSN Expecting fire from your eyes,

To kindle this His sacrifice.

When your hands untie these strings,
Think you've an angel by the wings;
One that gladly will be nigh

To wait upon each morning sigh,

To flutter in the balmy air

Of your well-perfumi'd prayer.

These white plumes of His Hell lend you,
Which evi'ry day to heaven will send you;
To take acquaintance of the sphere,

And dl the smooth-faced kindred there.
And though Herbert's name do owe
These devotions, fairest, know

That while | lay them on the shrine

Of your white hand, they are mine.
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A HYMN TO THE NAME AND HONOUR OF
THEADMIRABLESAINT TERESA,

Foundress of the Reformation of the disralced Uanne-
lites, both men and women; a woman for angelical
heiyht of speculation, for masculine couraye of perform-
ance, more than a woman; who, yrt a child,
outrun maturity, and durst pht
(f martyrdom.

SOVE, thou art absolute, sole Lord
Of life anil death. To prove the word,
5 I Wull now appeal to none of all
Those thy old soldiers, great mid tall,

Ripe men of martyrdom, that could reach down
With strong arms their triumphant crown:

Suuh as eoulil with lusty breath

Speak bud, unto the face of death,

Their great Lord's glurious name; to none

Of thone whose .spaeioiiH bosoms sprpad u throne
For love at large to fill; spore blood and sweat:
Welll see Him tuke a private seat,

And make His inminimi in the mild

And milky soul of a soft child.

Scarce has she learnt to lisp a name

Of martyr, yet she thinks it shame

Life should so long play with that breath
Which spent can buy so brave a death.
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She never undertook to know

What death with love should have to do.
Nor has she €'er yet understood

Why, to show love, she should shed blood;
Yet, though she cannot tell you why,

She can love, and she can die.

Scarce has she blood enough to make

A guilty Hwuri blush tor her sake;

Yet has a heart dares hope to prove

How much less strong is death than luve.

Be love but there; let poor six years
Be posei with the matured fears

Man trembles at, we straight shall find
Love knows no nonage, nor the mind.
‘Tialove, not yearis or limbs, that can
Make the martyr, or the man.

Love toucYd her heart, and lo ! it beats
High, and burns with such brave heats;
Such thirst to die, as dares drink up

A thousand cold deaths in one cup.
Grood reason, for she breathes al fire;
Jer weak breast heaves with strong desire
Of what she may, with fruitless wishes,
Seek fur amongst her mother's kissca.

Since 'tis not to be hai at home,

Shelll travel to a martyrdom.

No home for her confesses she,

But where she may a martyr be,

Shell to the Moors, and trade with them,
For this unvalued diadem;
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She offers them her dearest breath,

With Christ's name in't, in change for death:
Shelll bargain with them, and will give
ThEm (joil, anil teach them how to live

In Him; or, if they this deny,

For Him shell tcauh them how to die.

Su shal she leave amongst them sown,

Her Lord's blood, or at least her own.

Farewell then, dl the world, adieu !
Teresa is no more for you.

Farewell dl pleasures, sports, and joys,
Never till now cstewned toys!

Farewell whatever dear may be,
Mother's aims, or father's knee !
Farewell house, and farewell home!
She's for the Moors and martyrdom.

Sweet, not so fast; lo! thy fair spouse,
Whom thou seek'.st with so swift vows,
Calls the back, and bids thcc tome

T! embrace a milder martyrdom.

Blest pow'rs forbid, thy tender life
Should bleed upon a barbarous knife,
Or some base hand have power to rase
Thy breast's chaste cabinet, and unwise
A soul kept there ao sweet. 0, no,
Wise heaven will never have it so:
Thou art love's victim, and must die

A death more mystical and high !
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Into love's arms thou shalt lot fall
A dill surviving funeral.

His is the dart must make the death,
Whose stroke will taste thy hallow'd breath;
A dart thrice dipp'd in that ru-h flame
Which writes thy spouse's radiant name
Upon the roof of heaven, where ays

It shines, and, with a sovereign ray,

Beats bright upon the burning faces

Of souls, which in that name's sweet graces
Find everlasting smiles. So rare,

So spiritual, pure and fair,

Must be the immortal instrument

Upon whi)se choice point shall be spent

A life su loved: and that there be

Fit executioners for thce,

The fairest first-born sons of fire,

Blest seraphim, shall leave their quire,

And turn love's soldiers, upon thec

To exercise their archery.

0, how oft shalt thou complain

Of a sweet and subtle pain !

Of intolerable joys!

Of adeath, in which who dies

Loves his death, and dies again,

And would for ever so b« dainj

And lives and dies, and knows not why
To live, but that he gill may die!
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Jlow kinilly will thy gentle heart
Kiss the sweetly-killing dart!

Anrl close in his embraces keep
Those deliciouswounds, that weep
Balsam, to heal themselves with thua,
When thrsi* thy deaths, su numerous,
Shall dl at once (lie into one,

And melt thy soul's sweet mansion;
Like a soft lump nf incense, hasted
Hy too hot afire, and wasted

Into perfuming clouds, so fast

Shalt thim exhale- tu heaven at last

In aresolving sigh, and then,—

O, what ? Ask nut the tongues of men.

Angels cannot tell; suffice,

Thyself nhalt feel thine own full joys,
And hold them fag for ever there.
sosuon as thou didlt first appear,

The moon of maiden stars, thy white
Mistress, attended hy such hright

Souls aa thy shining self, shall come,
And in her first ranks make thce room;
Where, 'mongst her snowy family,
Immortal welcomes wait for thee.

0, what delight, when she shdl stand
And teach thy lips heaven, with her hand,
On which thou now mayst to thy wishes
Heap up thy consecrated kisses.

What joy shall seize thy soul, when she,
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Bending her blessed eyes on thee,
Those second smiles of heaven, shall dart
Her mild rays through thy melting heart!

Angels, thy old friends, there shall greet thee,
Grlad at their own home now to meet thee.
All thy good works which went before,

And waited for thee at the door,

Shal own thee there: and dl in one
Weaveaconstellation

Of crowns, with which the king, thy spouse,
Shdl build up thy triumphant brows.

All thy old woes shall now smile on thee,
And thy pains st bright upon thee:

All thy sorrows here shal shine,

And thy suiferings be divine.

Tears shdl take comfort, and turn gems,
And wrongs repent to diadems.

Even thy death shdl live; and new

Dress the soul which late they slew.

Thy wuunds shall blush to such bright scars
As keep account of the Lamb's wars.

Those rare works, where thou shalt leave writ
Love's noble history, with wit

Taught thee by none but Him, while here
They feed our souls, shal clothe thine there.
Each heavenly word by whose hid flame

Our hard hearts shall strike fire, the same
Shall flourish on thy brows; and be

Both fire to us and flame to thee :

WhusB light shdl live bright in thy face
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By glory, in our hearts hy grace.
Thou shalt look round about, and Bee
Thousands of crown'd souls throng to he
Themselves thy crown, sons of thy vows,
The virgin-births with which thy spouse
Made fruitful thy fair soul; gu now,
And with them all about thce bow
ToHim; put on, He'll say, put un
My rosy love, that thy rich zone,
Sparkling with the saured flames
Of thousand souls, whose happy names

» Heaven keeps upon thy score, thy bright
Life brought them first to kiss the light
That kindled them to stars ; and so
Thou with the Lamb, thy Lord, shat go.
And, wheresoB'cr He sets His white
Steps, walk with Him those ways of light,
Which who in [bath would live to see,
Must learn in life to flic like thec?.

AN APDLOGY FOR THE PRECEDENT
HYM\

As leaving been written when the Autdwr was yet a
Protestant.

= d: TIUS have | back again to thy bright name,
A R Fair flood of holy tiros! transfused the flame
eS| took from reading thee. 'Tisto thy wrong,

| know, that in my weak and worthless song
Thou here art set to shine, where thy full day
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Scarce dawns. O, pardon, if | dare to say
Thine own dear books are guilty: for from then ce
| learnt to know that love is eloquence,

That heavenly maxim gave me heart to try

If, what to other tongues is tuned so high,

Thy praise might not speak English, too ; forbii,
By al thy mysteries that here lie hid,

Forbid it, mighty love! let no fond hate

Of names and words so far prejudicatc ;

Souls arc not Spaniards, too, one friendly flood
Of baptism blends them all into one blood.
Christ's faith makes but one body of al souls,
And love's that body's soul; no law controls

Our free traffic for heaven; we may maintain
Peace, sure, with piety, though it come from Spain.
What soul soe'er in any language can

Speak heaven like hers is my suul's countryman.
0, 'tis not Spanish, but 'tis heaven she spesks,
‘Tis heaven that lies in ambush there, and breaks
From thence into the wond'ring reader's breat,
Who finds his warm heart hatch into a nest

Of little eagles and young loves, whose high
Flights acorn the lazy dust, and things that die.
There are enow, whose draughts, as deep as hell,
Drink up dl Spain in sack. Let my soul swell
With thee, strong wine of love ! let others swim
In puddles; we will pledge this Seraphim

Bowls full of richer blood than blush uf grape
Weas ever guilty of; change we, too, our shape,
My soul! Some drink from men to beasts, 0, then,
Drink WB till we prove more, not less, than men:
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And turn nut beasts, but angels. Let the king
Me ever into these His cellars bring,

Where flows such wine as we can have of none
Hut him who trod the winepress al alone:

Wine of youth's life, and the sweet deaths of love ;
Wine of immortal mixture, which can prove

Its tinrbure from the rosy nectar; wine

That can exalt weak earth; and so refine

Our dust, that at one draught mortality

May drink itself up, and forget to die.

DN A TREATISE OF CHARITY.

: ISE, then, immortal maid ! religion rise!

4 Put on thyself in thine own looks : t' our eyes

f Be what thy beauties, not our blots, have
inntie thee;

Such an, ere our dark SULS to dust betray'd thcc,

Ileav'n set thee down new-dress'd; when thy bright birth

Shut thee like lightning to th' astonish'd earth.

From th' dawn of thy fair eyelids wipe away

Dull mists and melancholy clouds: take iay

And thine own beams about thec: bring tho best

Of whatsoe'er psrfumed thy eastern nest.

Gird dl thy glories to thcc: then st down,

Open this book, fair queen, and take thy crown.

Theso learned leaves shdl vindicate to thee

Thy holiest, humblest, handmaid, Charity ;

Shell dress thee like thyself, set thee on high

Where thou shalt reach dl hearts, command each eye.
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Le! where | see thy oiFrings wake, and rise

From the pale dust of that strange sacrifice

Which they themselves were; Bach imc putting on

A majesty that may beseem thy throne.

The holy youth of heav'n, whose golden rings

Girt round thy awful atars, with bright wings

Fanning thy fair locks, which the world believes

As much as sees, shal with these sacred leaves

Trick their tail plumes, and in that garb shal go

If not more glorious, more conspi cuous though.
-Be it enacted, then,

By the fair laws of thy firm-pointed pen,

God's services nu longer shal put on

A dluttishness for pure religion :

No longer shall our churches' frighted stones

Lie scatter'd like the burnt and martyr'd bones

Of dead devotion; nor faint marbles weep

In their sad ruins; nor religion keep

A melancholy mansion in thjse cold

Urns; like (rod's sanctuaries they look'd of old;

Now seem they temples consecrate to none,

Or to a new god, Desolation.

No more th' hypocrite shal th' upright be

Because he's stiff, and will confess no knee:

While others bend their knee, no more shalt thou,

Disdainful dust and ashes, bend thy brow,

Nor on Grod's dtar cast two scorching eyes,

Baked in hot scorn, for a burnt sacrifice;

But, for a lamb, thy tame and tender heart,

New struck by love, till trembling on hia dart ;

Or, for two turtle-doves, it shall suffice
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To bring a pair of meek and humble eyes;

This shall frum henceforth be the masculine them»
Pulpits and puns shall sweat in; to redeem
Virtueto autiuu; that life-feeding flame

That keeps religion warm : not swell a name

Of faith, a mountain-word, made up of ar,

With those dear spoils that want to dress the fair
And fruitful charity's full breasts, of old,
Turning her out to tremble in the cold.

What can the poor hope from ua? when we be
Uncharitable even to Uhnrity.

ON THE &LDRIOUS ASSUMPTION OF THE
BLESSED VIR&IN.

=X | ARK ! sheis call'il, the parting hour is come;
¥ Take thy farewell, poor world, Heaven must
12} go home.

A pu'cc of heavenly light, purer and brighter

Thanthe chaste stars, whose rliuicehunps cometolight her,
While through the crystal orbs, el carer than they,

She climbs, and makes a far more milky way.

She's call'd again; hark! how th'immortal dovn
Sighs to his silver mate: rise up, my love,

Eisc up, my fair, my spotless one!

The winter's past, the rain is gone :

The spring is come, the flowers appear,

No sweets, since thou arc wanting here.
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Dome away, my love;
Come away, my dove;
Cast i)ff delay:
The court of hcav'n is come,
To wait upon thce home;
Come away, eome away.

She's call'il again, and will she go ?

When heav'n hiis come, who can say no ?
Heav'n calls her, and she must away;
lleav'n will not, and she cannot stay.
Grothen, go, glorious, on the goldenwings
Of the bright youth uf heaven, that sings
Under so sweet a burden ¢ go,

Since thy great Son will have it so:

And while thim go'st, our song and we
Will, as we may, reach after thec.

Hail! holy queen of humble heart?,

We in thy praise will have our parts;

And though thy dearest looks must now be light
To none but the blest heavens, AvliDsc bright
Beholders, lost in swoct delight,

Feed for ever their fair sight

With those divinest eyes, whiuh we

And our dark world no more shall sec.
Though our poor joys arc parted so,

Yet shal our lips never let go

Thy gracious name, but to the last

Our toving song shah® hold it fast.

Thy sacred name shall be
Thyself to us, and we
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With huly carea will keep it by us ;
We to the last
Will hold it fast,
Ani no assumption shal deny us.
All sweetest showers
Of fairest flowers
Well strew upon it:
Though our sweetness cannot make
It sweeter, they may take
Themselves new sweetness fromiit.

Maria, men ani angels sing,

Maria, mother of our King.

Live, rarest princess, ani may the bright
Drown of amostincomparablelight
Embrace thy radiant brows! 0, may the best
Of everlasting joys bathe thy white breast!
Live our chaste love, the holy miiih

Of hsaven, and humble pride of earth :
Live crown of women, queen of men :

Live mistress of our song; and when

Our weak desires have done their best,
Sweet angels come, and sing the rest!

A HYMN DN THE CIRCUMCISION DF OUR
LORD.

ERHEC ISE, thou best and brightest morning,

Rosy with a double red;
NF With thine own blush thy uhceks adorning,
Anl the dear drops this day were shed.
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All the purple pride of laces,
The crimson curtains of thy bed;
Gili thee not with so sweet graces,
Nur set thee inflorich ared.

Of dl the fair-cheek'd flowers that fill thee,
None so fair thy bosom strews,
Asthismodest maiden lily
Our sins huve shamel into arose.

Bid the golden god, the sun,
Burnish'd in his best beams rise,

Put dl his red-eyed rubies on,—
These rubies shall put out his eyea,

Let him make poor the purple Eadt,

Search what the world's close cabinets keep,
Rob the rich births of each bright nest

That flaming in their fair beds sleep.

Let him embrace his own bright tresses
With a new morning made of gems;

And wear, in those his wealthy dresses,
Another day uf diadems.

When he hath done dl he may,
To make himsdf rich in his rise,
All will be darkness to the day
That breaks from one of these bright eyes.

And soon this sweet truth shall appear,
Dear babe, ere many days be done.
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The morn shall come to meet thce here,
And leave the long-adored sun.

Here arc beauties shal bereave him
Of dl his eastern paramours :

His Persian lovers dl shdl leave him,
And swear faith tu thy sweeter powers.

Nor while they leave him shall they lose the sun,
But in thy fairest eyes find two for one.'

ON HOPE.

By way vf Question and Answer, between A. Uowley
and R Crajshaw.

. CUWLKY.
h' 'Q‘; ) | OPE, whose weak being ruin'd is,
- Alike, if it succeed and if it miss :
B Y Whom il and good doth equally confound.
And both the horns uf fate's dilemma wound.
Va\n shadow ! that doth vanish quite
Both at full noon and perfect night:
The Fates have not a possibility
Of blessing thoe.
Tf things, then, from their cuds we happy call,
'Tis Hope is the most hopeless thing of all.

CRASHAW.
Dear Hape! earth's dowry, and heaven's debt,
The entity of things that arc not yet:

' These two lines are not in the version of the Pana edition
of 1552.

1]
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Subtlest, hut surest being! Thou by whom
Dur nothing hath a definition:

Fair cloud of fire! both shade anil light,

our life in death, our day in night:

Fates cannot find out a capacity

Of hurting thus.

From thee their thin dilemma with blunt horn
Shrinks, like the sick muun at the wholesome mom.

COWLEY.

Hope, thou bold taster of delight,
Who, stead of doing so, devour'st it ijuite;
Thou bring'at us an estate, yet Icav'st us poor
By clogging it with legacies before.

The joys which we entire should wed

Dome deflowcr'd virgins to our bed:

Goad fortunes without gain imported be,

So mighty custom's paid to thee !

For joy, like wine kept close, doth better taste,
If it take ar before its spirits waste,

DHASHAW.

Thou art love's legacy under lock
Of faith: the steward of our growing stock:
Our crown-lands lie above, yet each meal brings
A seemly portion for the sons of kings.

Nor will the virgin-joys we wed

Dume less unbroken to our bed,

Because that from the bridal cheek of bliss

Thou thus stedl'st down a distant kiss ;

Hope's chaste kiss wrongs no more joy's maidenhead,
Than spousal rites prejudge the marriage-bed.
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UoOWLEY.

Hope, Fortune's cheating lottery,
Where for one prize an hundred blanks therb be
Fond archer, Hope, who tak'st thine aim so far,
That gtill or short or wide thine arrows are:

Thine empty uloud the eye itsdlf deceives

With shapes that our own fancy gives:

A cloud which gilt and painted now appear,

But must drop presently in tears.

When thy false beams o'er reason's light prevail,
By iynesfatui, not North stars, we sall.

CRASHAW.

Fair Hope! our earlier heaven, by thee
Young Time ia taster to Eternity.
The generous wine with age grows strong, not smu ;
Nor need we kill thy fruit to smell thy fluwpr.

Thy golden head never hangs down,

Till in the lap of love's full noon

It fals and dies. 0, no, it melts away

As doth the dawn into the day:

As lumps of sugar lose themselves, and twine
Their subtle essence with the soul of wine.

CDWLEY.
Brother of Fear! more gaily clod,
The merrier fool o' th' two, yet ijuite us mad.
Sre of repentance ! shield of fond desire,
That blows the chymic's and the lover's fire,
Siill leading them insensibly on,
With the strange witchcraft of Anon !
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By thee the one doth changing nature through
Her endless labyrinths pursue,
And th' ofjier chases woman, while she goes
More ways and turns than hunted Nature knows.

DEASHAW.

Fortune, das! above the world's law wars:
Hope kicks the curled heads of conspiring sars
Her kedl cuts not the waves where our winds stii,
And Fate's whole lottery is one blank to her.

Her shafts and she fly far above,

And forage in the fields of light and lovi?.

Sweet Hope! kind uhcat! fair fallacy ! by thce

We are not where or what we be,
But what and where we would : thus art thou
our absent presence, and our future now.

CBASHAW.

Faith's sister! nurse of fair desire!
Fear's antidote! awise, awell-stay'd fire
Temper'd ‘twixt cold despair and torrid joy:
Queen regent in young love's minority!

Though the vex'd chymic vainly chases

His fugitive gold through dl her faces,

And love's more fierce, more fruitless fires assay

One face more fugitive than they,

True Hope's a glorious huntress, and her chase—
The Bod of nature in thefield uf grace 1



THE

DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES;

OR, OTHER PDEMS

WRITTEN ON SEVERAL OCCASIONS,

BY RIDHARD DRASHAW.

MART. DIC M1I1l QUID MELIDB DESID1DBUB AGASG.






THE DELIGHTS OF THE MUSES.

MUSIC'S DUEL.

§* OW westward Sol had spent the richest
beams

Of noon's high glory, when, hard by the

; streams

Of Tiber, on the scene of a green plat,

Under protection of an oak, there sat

A sweet lute's master : in whose gentle airs

lie lost the day's heat, and his own hot cares.
Closein the covert of the leaves there stood

A nightingale, come from the neighbouring wood:—

The sweet inhabitant of each glad tree,

Their muse, their Syren, harmless Syren she—

There stood she list'ning, and did entertain

The musiu's soft report, and mould the same

In her own murmurs, that whatever mood

His curious fingers lent, her voice made good.

The man perceived his rival, ani her ail;

Disposed to give the light-foot lady sport,

Awakes his lute, and 'gainst the fight to come

Informs it, in a sweetprwludium
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Of closer strains; and ere the war begin

He dightly skirmishes on every string,

Charged with a flying touch; and straightway she

Carves out her dainty voice as readily

Into athousand sweet distinguished tones;

And reckons up in soft divisions

Quick volumes of wild notes, to let him know

13y that ghill taste she could do something too.
His nimble hand's instinct fhen taught each string

A cap'ring cheerfulness; and made them sing

To their own dance; now negligently rash

He throws his arm, and with a long-drawn dash

Blends dl together, then distinctly trips

From this to that, then, quick returning, skips

And snatches this again, and pauses there.

She measures every measure, everywhere

Meets art with art; sometimes, as if in doubt—

Not perfect yet, and fearing to be out—

Trails her plain ditty in one long-spun note

Through the seek passage of her open throat:

A clear unwrinkled song; then doth she point it

With tender accents, and severely joint it

By short diminutives, that, being rear'd

In controverting warbles evenly shared,

With her sweet self she wrangles; he, amazed

That frum so smal a channel should be raised

The torrent of a voice, whose melody

Could melt into such sweet variety,

Strains higher yet, that tickled with rare urt

The tattling strings—each breathing in his part—

Moat kindly do fal out; the grumbling base
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In surly groans disdains the treble's gracu ;

The high-perch'd treble chirps at this, and chides
Until his finger—moderator—hides

Anl closes the sweet quarrel, rousing al,

Hoarse, shrill, a once: as when the trumpets call
[li))t Mars to th' harvest of death's field, and woo
Men's hearts into their hands ¢ this lesson, too,
She gives him back, her supple breast thrills out
Sharp airs, and staggers in a warbling doubt

Of dallying sweetness, hovers o'er her skill,

And folds in waved nutes, with a trembling bill,
The pliant series of her slippery song ;

Then starts she suddenly intj athrong

Of short thick sobs, whose thund'ring vullies float
And roll themselves over her lubric throat

In panting murmurs, 'still'd out of her breast,
That ever-bubbling spring, the sugar'd nest

Of her di'lieious soul, that there does lit;

Huthing in streams of liquid melody,—

Music's best scud-plot; when in ripen'i airs

A gulden-headed harvest fairly rears

His honey-dropping tops, plough'd by her breath,
Which there reciprocally Iaboureth.

In that sweet gjil it seems a holy quire

Founded to th' name of great Apollo's lyre ;
Whose silver roof rings with the sprightly notes
Of sweet-lipp'd angel-imps, that swill their throats
In cream of morning Helicon; und then

Prefer soft anthems to the ears of men,

To woo them from their beds, gill murmuring
That men can deep while they their matins sing ;—
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Most divine service! whose so early lay
Prevents the eyelids of the blushing day.
There might you hear her kindle her soft voice
In the close murmur of a sparkling noise,
And lay the ground-work of her hopeful song;
Still keeping in the forward stream so long,
Till a sweet whirlwind, striving to get out,
Heaves her soft bosom, wanders round about,
And makes a pretty earthquake in her breast;
Till the fledged notes at length forsake their nest,
Fluttering in wanton shoals, and to the sky,
Wing'd with their own wild cchos, prattling fly.
She opes the floodgate, and lets loose atide
Of streaming sweetness, which in state doth ride
On the waved back of every swelling strain,
Eising and falling in a pompous train ;
And while she thus discharges a shrill peal
Of flashing airs,, she qualifies their zeal
With the uuol cpode of a graver nute ;
Thus high, thus low, as if her silver throat
Would reach ths brazen voice of war's hoarse bird ;
Her little soul is ravish'd: and so pour'il
Into loose ecstasies, that she is placed
Above herself—music's enthusiast!

Shame now and anger mixed a double stain
In the musician's face ; yet once again,
Mistress, | come, Now reach a strain, my lute,
Above her mock, or be for ever mute;
Or tune a song of victory to me,
Or to thysdlf sing thine own obsequy !
So said, his hands sprightly as fire he flings,



OF THE MUSES 91

Ani with a quivering coyness tastes the strings:
The swcct-lipp'd sisters, musically frighted,
Singing their fears, urc fearfully delighted:
Trembling as when Apollo's golden hairs

Are fann'd and frizzled in the wanton airs

Of his own breath, which, married to his lyre,
Dothtunethcsphercsjandmakcheaven'ssclflook higher,
From this to that, from that to this, he flies,
Feels music's pulse in dl her arteries;

Caught in a net which there Apollo spreads,

His fingers struggle with the vocal threads,
Following thoselittlerills, he sinksinto

A sea of Helicon ; his hand does go

Those parts of sweetness which with nectar drop,
Softer than that which pants in Hebe's cup:

The humourous strings expound his learned touch
1y various glosses; now they seem to grutch
And murmur in abuzzing din, then ginglc

In shrill-tongued accents, striving to be single;
Every smooth turn, every delicious stroke,
Giveslife to some new grace: thus doth he invoke
Sweetness by dl her names; thus, bravely thus—
Fraught with a fury so harmonions—

Thelute's light Genius now docs proudly rise,
Heaved on the surges of swoll'n rhapsodies,
Whose flourish, meteor-like, doth curl the air
With flash of high-born fancies ; here ani there
Dancing in lofty measures, anil anon

Creeps on the soft touch of atender tone,

Whoso trembling murmurs, melting in wild airs,
Run to and fro, complaining his sweet cares;
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Because those precious mysteries that dwell

In music's ravish'd soul he iare not tell,

But whisper to tho world: thus do thuy vary
Each string his note, as if they meant to carry
Their master's blest soul, snatch'd out at his cars
By a strong ecstasy, through all the spheres
Of music's heaven; and seat it there on high
In th' empyraswm of pure harmony.

At length—after so long, so loud a strife

Of dl the strings, ill breathing the best life
Of blest variety, attending ou

His fingers' fairest revolution,

In many a sweet rise, many as sweet a fall—
A full-niuuth'd diapason swallows ah'.

This done, he ligs what she would say to this;
And she, although her breath's late exercise
Had dealt too roughly with her tender throat,

Y et summons dl her sweet powers for a note.

Alas, invain! for while, sweet soul, she tries

To measure al those wild diversities

Of chatt'ring strings, by the small size of one

Poor simple voice, rnised in a natural tone,

She fails; and failing, grieves; and grieving, dies ;—
She dies, and leaves her life the victor's prize,

Faling upon his lute. 0, fit to have—

That lived so sweetly—dead, so sweet a grave!
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UPCN THE DEATH CF A GENTLENVAN

ARINFAITHLESS and fond mortdlity,
& Who will ever eredit thee?
"" L Fond and faithless thing ! that thus
In our best hopes becguilcst us,
What a reckoning hast thou made
Of the hopes in him we laid !
For life by volumes lengthened,
A line or two to speak him dead.
For the laurel in his verse,
The sullen cypress o'er his hearse.
For a silver-crowned head,
A dirty pillow in death's bed.
For so dear, so deep atrust,
Sad requital, thus much dust!
Now though the blow that snatuh'd him heiuv
Stopp'd the mouth of eloquence,
Though she be dumb €'er since his death,
Not used to speak but in his breath ;
Yet if, at least, she not denies
The sd language of our eyes,
\Vc arc contented ; for than this
Language none more fluent is.
Nothing speaks our grief so well,
As to speak nothing. Come, then, tell
Thy mind in tears, whoe'er thou be
That ow'st a name to misery ;
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Eyes ar0 vocal, tears have tongues,

And there be words not made with lungs ;—
Sententious showers! 0, let them fall,
Their uadunceis rhetorical.

Here's a theme will drink th' expend?

Of dl thy wat'ry eloquence;

Weep then, only be expressed

Thus much, Hes dead; and weep the rest.

UPON THE DEATH CF MR HERRYS.

PLANT of noble stem, forward and fair,

5' As ever whisper'd to the morning air,

Thrived in these happy grounds; the
earth's just pride,

Whose rising glories made such haate to hide

His head in clouds, as if in him alone

Impatient nature had taught motion

To dart from time, and cheerfully to fly

Before, and seize upon maturity.

Thus grew this gracious plant, in whose aweet shade

The sun himsdf oft wish'd tu st, and made

The morning Muses perch like birds, and sing

Among his branches; yea, and vow'd to bring

His own delicious phoenix from the blest

Arabia, there to build her virgin nest,

To hatch hersdf in 'mongst his leaves: the day

Fresh from the rosy East rejoiced to play:

To them she gave the first and fairest beam
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That waited on her birth ; she gave to them
The purest pearls, that wept her evening death;
The balmy Zcphyrus got so sweet a breath,

By often kissing them, and now begun

Glad time to ripen expectation :

The timorous maiden-blossoms on each bough
Peep'd forth from their first blufihcs: so that now
A thousand ruddy hopes smiled in each bud,
And flutter'd every greedy eye that stood

Fix'd in delight, as if already there

Thu.se rare fruits dangled, whence the golden year
His crown expected, when—0 Fate! O Timel
That seldom lett'st a blushing youthful prime
Hide his hob beams in shade of silver age!

So rare is hoary virtue—the dire rage

Of amad storm these bloomy joys al tore,
Ravish'd the maiden blossoms, and down bore
The trunk; yet in this ground his precious root
Stll lives, which, when weak time shall be poured out
Into eternity, and uirculur joys

Dance in an endless round, again shall rise,

The fair sun of an ever-youthful spring,

To be a shade for angels while they sing!
Meanwhile, wliDe'er thou art that passcst here,

0, do thou water it with one kind tear !
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UPON THE DEATH OF THE MOST DESIRED
MR. HERRYS.

X\ EATH, what dDst? 0, holtl thy Mow ;
JR Wiiat thou dost, thou dost not know.

4l Death, thou must not here be cruul,

This is Nature's choicest jewel!

This is he in whose rare frame

Nature laboured for a name;

Ani meant to leave his precious feature

The pattern of a perfect creature.

Joy of goodness, love of art,

Virtue wears him next her heart:

Him the Muses love to follow,

Him they call their vine-Apollo!

Apollo, golden though thou be,

Th' art not fairer than is he ;

Nor more lovely lift'st thy head,

Blushing from thine Eastern bed ;

The glories of thy youth ne'er knew

Brighter hopes than he can show !

Why, then, should it ere be seen,

That his should fade while thine is green ?

And wilt thou, O cruel boast,

Put poor Nature to such cost?

0, 'twill undo our common mother,

To be at charge of such another.

What! think we to no other end,
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Gracious heavens do use to send
Earth her best perfection,
But to vanish and be gone ?
Therefore, only give to-day,
To-morrow to be snatch'd away?
I've seen, indeed, the hopeful bud
Of aruddy rose, that stood
Blushing to behold the ray
Of the new-saluted day—
His tender top not fully spread—
The sweet dash of a shower now shed,
Invited him no more to hide
Within himself the purplu pride
Of his forward flower, when, lo !
\Vhilo he sweetly ‘gan to show
His swelling glories, Auster spied him,
Cruel Auster thithur hied him,
And with the rush of one rude blast
Shamed not spitefully to waste
All his leaves, so fresh, so sweet,
And lay them trembling at his feet.
I've seen the morning's lovely ray
Hover o'ur the new-bom day,
With rosy wings so richly bright,
As if lie scorn'd to think of night;
When aruddy storm, whose scowl
Made heaven's radiant face look foul,
Pal'd for an untimely night
To blot the ncwly-blossom'd light.
But were the rose's blush so rare,
Were tha morning's smile so fair

H
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As s he, nor cloud nor wind

But would be courteous, would be kind.
Spare him, Death, D, spare him then,

Spare the sweetest among men:

Let not Pity with her tears

Keep such distance from thine cars;

But, O, thou wilt not, can'st not spare,

Haste hath never time to hear;

Therefore, if he needs must go,

And the Fates will have it so,

Softly may he be possessed

Of hismonumental rest!

Safe, thou dark home of the deal,

Safe, 0 hide his loved head!

For pity's s&ke, 0 hide him quite,

From his mother Nature's sight:

Leg, fur the grief his loss may move,

All her births abortive prove.

IN EUNDEM SCAZDN.

)BUC hospes, Deuba floute, sed lacriuiis L-axos
3B Legit Dptime hoec, quern legcre nou tmiit

HEAYE  fiectus

Ars nuper et natura, forma, virtusque
jEmulatione fervidEC, paciscuntur

Probare in uno juvene quid qucant omnes,
Fuerc tantre terra nuper fuit liti

Ergo hie ab ipso judicem maneat CO3lu.’

» From the edition of 1540.
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ANOTHER.

3Y (17, - ever Pity were acquainted
I@-“ With sem death ; if eer lie fainted
QYA Or forgot the cruel vigour

Of on adamantine rigour,

Here, O, here, we should have known it,
Here or nowhere he'd have shown it.
For he whose precious memory

BatliL-s in tears of every eye:

Ho to whom our sorrow brings

All the streams of dl her springs,

Was so rich in grace and nature,

In dl the gifts that hiess a creature ;
The fresh hopes of his lovely youth
Flourished in so fair a growth;

So sweet the temple was that shrined
The sacred sweetness of his mind;

That could the Fates know to relent;
Uould they know what mercy meant;
Or had ever learnt to hear

The soft tinctuic of a tear ;

Tears would now have flow'd so deep
As might have taught grief how to weep ;
Now dl their steely operation

Would quite have lost the cruel fashion:
Sickness would have gludly been

Sick himself to have saved him:

And his fever wish'd to prove
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Burning only in his love ;

Him when wrath itself had seen,
Wrath itsdlf had lost his spleen ;
Grim destruction here amazed,
Instead of striking would have gazed ;
Even the iron-pointed pen,

That notes the tragic dooms of men,
Wet with tears stilIM from the eyes
Of the flinty destinies,

Would have learnt a softer style,
And have been ashamed to spoil

His life's sweet story, by the haste
Of a cruel stop ill placed

In the dark volume of our fate,
Whence each leaf of life hath date ;
Where, in sad particulars,

The total sum of man appears ;

And the short clause of mortal breath
Bound in the period of death.

In dl the book if anywhere

Suuh aterm an this, " Spare here"
Could have been found, 'twould have been read,
Writ in white letters o'er hiahead :
Dr close unto his name anncx'd

The fair gloss of afairer text.

In brief, if any one were free,

He was that one, and only he.

But he, alas! even heis dead,
And our hopes fair harvest spread
In the dust! pity now spend
All the tears that grief can hod:
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Sod mortality may hide

In his ashes dl her pride,

With this inscription o'er his head:—
All hope of never dying here lies dead.

HIS EPITAPH.

[ASSENGrER, whoe'er thim nrt,
54 Stay awhile, and let thy heart

s i Take acquaintance of this stone,

Before thou passest further on.

This stone will tell thce that beneath

Is entomb'd the crime of death ;

The ripe endowments of whose mind

Left his years so much behind,

That, numb'ring of his virtue's praise,

Death lost the reckoning uf his days ;

And, believing what they told,

Imagined him exceeding old.

In him perfection did set forth

The strength of her united worth ;

Him his wisdom's pregnant growth

Made HO reverend, even in youth,

That in the centre of his breast—

Sweet as is thu Fheenix' nest—

Every reconciled grace

Had their general meeting-place;

Inhim goodnessjoy'dtoBUD

Learning learn humility.
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The splendour of his hirth imd blood
Was but the gloss of his own good;
The flourish of his sober youth

Waa the pride of naked truth;

In composure of his face

Lived a fair but manly grace;

His mouth MIS rhetoric's best mould,
His tonguethe touihstone of her gold ;
What word soe'er his breast kept warm
Was no word now, but a charm:

For al persuasive graces thence
Suck'd their sweetest influence.

His virtue, that within had root,
Could not choose but shine without;
And th' heart-bred lustre of his worth,
At each corner peeping forth,

Pointed him out in dl his ways,
Circled round in his own rays.

That to m8 sweetness al men's eyes
Were vow'd love's flaming sacrifice.

Him while fresh and fragrant time
Dherish'd in his golden prime ¢
Ere Hebe's hand had overlaid
His smooth cheeks with a downy shade;
The rush of death's unruly wave
Swept him off into his grave.

Enough, now, if thou canst, pass on ;
For now, das! not in this stone,
Passenger, whoe'er thou art,

Is he entomVd, but in thy heart.
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AN EPITAPH UPON HUSBAND AND WIFE,
Who died and were buried together.

O THESE whom death again dill wed,

This grave's the second marriage-bed.
For though the hand of Fate couli force

‘“Twixt soul and body a divorce,

It could not sever man and wife,

Because they hoth lived but one life.

Peace, good reader, do not weep ;

Peace, the lovers are adleep.

They, sweet turtles, folded lie

In the lost knot that love could tie.

Let them sleep, let them sleep on,

Till the stormy night he gone,

And the eternal morrow dnwn ;

Then the curtains will he drawn,

And they wake into a light

Whose day shall never die in night.

AN EPITAPH UPON DOCTOR BROOK.

BED OK, whose stream BO great, BO good,
: Was loved, was honoured as a flood,
AN Whose hanks the Muses dwelt upon
More than their own Helicon;

Here, a length, hath gladly found

A quiet passage underground:
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Meanwhile, hisloved hanks, now dry,
The Muses with their tears supply.

UPON MR. STANINDUGH'S DEATH.'

¥ EAR relics of a disodged soul, whose lack
e A Makes many a mourning paper put on black,
=ty 0, stay awhile, ure thou draw in thy head,
And wind thysdf up closein thy cold bud;
Stay but a little while, until I cull
A summons worthy of thy funeral!
Dome then, youth, beauty, blood! al ye soft pow'rs,
Whose silken flatteries awell a, few fund hours
Into afase eternity ! Dome, man—
Hyperbolized nothing !—know thy span !
Take thine own measure here; down, down, and bow
Before thysdlf in thy ideal thou
Huge emptiness! contract thy bulk, and shrink
All thy wild circle to apoint! D, sink
Lower, and lower yet; till thy smal size
Call heaven to look on thee with narrow eyes!
Lesser, and lesser yet; till thou begin
To show a face fit to confess thy kin,
Thy neighbourhood tti nothing!
Proud looks, and lofty eyelids, here put on
Yoursdlves in this unfcign'd reflection !

' Repeated, with alterations, at the end of the edition of
1670, under the title, " Death's Lecture—the Funera of a
Yuung Gentleman."
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Here, gallant ladies, this impartial glass,

Though you be painted, shows you your own face.
These death-seal'tl lips do dare to give the lie

To the proud hopes of poor mortality.

These curtain'd windows, tliis self-prison’il eye
Put-stares the lids uf large-look'd tyranny.

This posture is the brave one! this that lies

Thus low stands up, mi'thinks, thus, and defies
The world. All-daring dust and ashes! only you,
Of al interpreters, read nature true !

UPON THE DUKE OF YORK'S' BIRTH.
A Panegyric.

) RITAIN, thi? mighty ocean's lovely bride,
Now Htretch thyself, fair ide, and grow;
! spread wide

Thy bosom and make room ; thou art oppressd
With thine own glories: and art strangely bh&sd
Jicyond thyself: furlo! the gods, the gods,

Come fast upon thee, and those glorious odds

Swell thy full glories to H pitch so high,

As dits above thy best capacity!

Arc they not odds ? and glorious? that to thec
Those mighty Genii throng, which well might be
Each one an uge's labour; that thy days
Are gilded with the union uf those rays,

Whoso each divided beam would be a sun,
To glad the sphere of any nation.
" Afterwards king James II.
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O, if for these thou mean'st to find a seat,

Th' hast need, O Britain, to hs truly great!

And so thou art, their presence makes thec BO;

They are thy greatness; gods, where'er they go,

Bring their hcav'nwith them, their great footsteps place

An everlasting smile upon the face

Of the glad earth they tread on; while with thee

Those beams that ampliate mortality,

And teach it to expatiate, und swell

To majesty and fulness, deign to dwell;

Thou by thyself may'st sit, blest isle, and see

How thy great mother Nature doats on thec!

Thee, therefore, from the rest apart she hurl'd,

Anil seem'd to make an ide, but made aworld!
Great Charles! thou sweet dawn of aglorious day,

Uentre of those thy grandsires, shall | say,

Henry, and James, ur Mars and Phtcbus rather?

If this were wisdom's god, that war's stern father,

‘Tis bub the same, ia said, Henry and James

Are Mars and Phojbus under divers names.

0 thou full mixture of those mighty souls

Whosevast intelligencestuned the poles

Of peace and war ; thou for whose manly brow

Both laurels twine into one wreath, and woo

To be thy garland; see, sweet prince, 0 see

Thou and the lovely hopes that smile in thee

Are talen out, and transcribed by thy great mother!

See, e thy real shadow, see thy brothsr,

Thy little sdf in less, read in these eyne

ThB'beams that dance in those full stars of thine.

From the same snowy aabaster rock
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These hands anil thine were hewn, these cherries mock
The cora of thy lips. Thou art of Al
This well-wrought copy the fair principal.

Justly, great Nature, may'st thou brag and tell
How even th'hast drawn this faithful paralel,
And match1 thy master-piece: D, then, go on,
Make such another sweet comparison:—
Scc'st thou that Mary there ? D, teach her, mother,
To show her to herself in such another.
Fellow this wonder, too, nor let her shine
Alone; light such another star, and twine
Their rosy beams, so that the morn for one
Venus may have a constellation.

So have | seen, to dress their mistress, May,
Two silken sister-flowers consult, and lay
Their bashful cheeks together; newly they
Pecp'd from their buds, show'd like the garden's eyes
Scarce waked: like was the crimson of their joys,
Like were the pearls they wept; so like, that one
Seeni'd but the other's kind reflection.

But stay, what glimpsewas that? why blush'd theday?
Why trembling ran the started air away?
Who's this that comes circled in rays that scorn
Acquaintance with the sun ? what seeond morn
At mid-day upes a presence, which heaven's eye
Stands off and points at? ist some deity,
Stcpp'd from her throne of stars, deigns to be seen ?
Is it some deity ? or ist our queen ?
Tis she, 'tis she, her awful beauties chose
The day's abashed glories, and in face
Of noon wear their own sunshine! D, thou bright
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Mistress of wonders! Cynthids is the night;

But thou at noon dost shine, and art al day—
Nor does the sun denyt—our Cynthia.
Ilustrious sweetness! in thy faithful womb,

That nest of heroes, dl our hopesfind room;
Thou art the mother Phoenix, and thy breast
Chagte as that virgin honour of the East,

But muuh more fruitful is; nor does, as she,
Deny to mighty love a deity.

Then let the Eastern world brag and be proud
Of one coy Phffinix, while we have a brood,

A brood of Phoenixes, and ill the mother;'
And may we long ; long may'st thou live, t' increase
The house and family of PhtEnixcs:

Nor may the light that gives their eyelids light
E'en prove the dismal morniflg of thy night;
Ne'er may a birth of thine be bought so dear

To make his costly cradle of thy bier.

0, may'st thuu thus make dl the year thine own,
And see such names of joy St white upon

Ths brow of every munth; and when that's done,
May'st in a son of his find every son

Repeated, and that son dill in another,

And so in each child ufben prove a mother !
Long may'st thuu, laden with such clusters, lean
Upon thy roya em, fair vinel and when

The heavens will stay no longer, may thy glory
And name dwell sweet in some eternal stcry !
Pardon, bright excellence! an untuned string,
That in thy ears thus keeps a murmuring ;

' Here aline seems deficient.
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O, speak alowly muse's pardon; spesk

Her pardon or her sentence; only break

Thy silence! speak ; and she shdl take from thencu
Numbers, and sweetness, and an influence
Confessing thee! or, if too long | stay,

0, speak thou, and my pipe hath nought to say.
For see, Apollo al thiswhile stands mute,
Expecting by thy voice to tune his lute.

But gods are gracious, anl their dtars make
Precious their offerings that their altars take;
Give, then, this rural wreath fire from thine eyes:
This rural wreath dares be thy sacrifice.

UPON FORD'S TWO TRAGEDIES,
Loves Sacrifice, and the Broken Heart.
*R110U cheat'st us, Ford, mak'st one seum

two by art:
d what islove'ssacrificebutthebrokenheart?

ON A FOUL MDRNIN&,
Beiny then to take a Journey.

B EYHERE  art thou, Sol, while thusthe blind-
N fold day

AL Staggers out of the Eat, losing her way.
Stumblmg on night ? Rouse theg, illustrious youth,
And let no dull migts choke the light's fair growth.
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Point here thy beams, 0, glance on yonder flocks,

And make their fleeces golden as thy locks.

Unfold thy fair frunt, and there shal appear

Full glory flamingin her own free sphere.

Gladness shdl clothe the earth, we will instilc

The face of things an universa smile:

Say to the sullen morn, thou eom'st to court her,

And wilt demand proud Zephyrus to sport her,

With wanton gales; his balmy breath shall lick

The tender drops which tremble on her cheek;

Which ratified, and in a gentle rain

On those delicious banks distill'd again,

Shal rise in a sweet harvest, which discloses

In every blush a bed of new-born roses.

Hell fan her bright locks, teaching them to flow

And frisk in curled meanders: he will throw

A fragrant breath, suck'd from the spicy nest

o'th'precious Phoenix, warm upon her breast.

He- with a dainty and soft hand will trim

And brush her azure mantle, which shal swim

In silken volumes; whercsoe'er shell tread,

Bright clouds, like golden fleeces, shall be spread.
Eise then, fair blue-eyed maid, rise and discover

Thy silver brow, and meet thy golden lover.

SBC how he runs, with what a hasty flight

Into thy bosom, bathed with liquid light.

Ay, fly, profane fugs, far hence fly away,

Taint not the pure streams of the springing day

With your dull influencej it is for you

TD st and scowl upon night's heavy brow;

Not DO the fresh cheeks of the virgin morn,
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Where nought but smiles and ruddy joys are worn:
Fly, then, and do not think with her to stay ;
Let it suffice, shelll wear no mask to-day.

UPON THE FAIR ETHIOPIAN,

Sent to a Gentlewoman.

I 0, herD, the fair Uharidia! in whom strove
) sofaseafortune und so true alove.

2 B Now, after al her toils by sea and land,

0 may she but arrive at your white hand,

Her hopes arc crown’; only she fears that then

She shal appear trua Ethiopian !

ON MARRIAGE,

iﬂ l[c-:_ WOULD be married, but I'd have no wife;
3 " | would bo married to a single life.

TO THE MORNING.
Sat isfaction for Seep.

HAT succour can | hope the Muse will send,
d  Whose drowsiness hath wrong'd the Muse's
), L friend ?

What hope Aurora, to propitiate thce,

Unless the Muse sing my apology?

0! in that morning of my shame, when |

Lay folded up in deep's captivity;
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How at the sght didst thou draw back thine eyca
Into thy modest veil! how didst thou rise
Twice dyed in thine own blushes, and didst run
To draw the curtains and awake the sun!

Who, rousing his illustrious tresses, came,

And seeing the loath'd object, hid for shame
His head in thy fair bosom, and till hides

Me from his patronage; | pray, he chides;
And, pointing tu dull Morpheus, bids me take
My own Apollo, try if | can make

His Lethe bo my Helicon: and see

If Morpheus have a Muse to wait on me.
Hence 'tis my humble fancy finds no wings,
No nimble raptures, starts to heaven and brings
Enthusiastic flames, such as can give

Marrow to my plump genius, make it live
Dressd in the glorious madness of a Muse,
Whose fact can walk the milky-way, and choose
Her starry throne; whose holy heats can warm
The grave, and hold up an exated arm

To lift me frommy lazy urn, anil climb

Upon the stooped shoulders of oliTime,

And trace eternity. But al is dead,

All these delicious hupes arc buried

In the deep wrinkles of his angry brow,

Where mercy cannot find them ; but, 0 thou
Bright lady of the morn, pity doth lie

So warm inihy soft breast, it cannot die;

Have mercy, then, and when he next doth rise,
D, meet the angry god, invade his eyes,

And stroke his radiant cheeks; one timely kiss
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Will kill his anger, and revive my hliss.

S0 to the treasure of thy pearly dew

Thrice will | pay three tears, to show how true
My grief is; so my wakeful lay shal knock
At th' oriental gates, and duly mock

The early lark's shrill orisons to be

An anthem at the day's nativity.

And the aamc rosy-finger'd hand of thine,
That shuts night's dying* eyes, shal open mine.
But thou, faint god of sleep, ff')rget that |

Was ever known to be thy votary.

No more my pillow shal thine atar be,

Nor will | offer any more to thus

Myself a melting sacrifice ; 1'm born

Again a fresh child of the buxom morn.

Heir of the sun'sfirst beams, why thrcat'st thou so ?
Why dost thou shake thy leaden sceptre ? Gro,
Bestow thy poppy upon wakeful woe,

Sickness and sorrow, whose pale lids ne'er know
Thy downy finger dwell upon their eyes;

Shut in their tears, shut out their miseries.

LDVE'S HOROSCOPE.

% DVE, brave virtue's younger brother,
Erst hath made my heart a mother.
b @ She consults the conscious spheres,
To calculate her young son's years,
She asks if sad or saving pow'rs
Grave omen to his infant hours;
I
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She asks each star that then stood by
If poor Love shdl live or die.

Ah, my heart, is that the way?

Arc these the beams that rule thy day ?
Thou know'st a face in whose each look
Beauty lays ope Love's fortune-book,
Onwhosefair revolutions wait

The obsequious motions of Love's fate.
Ah, my heart! her eyes and she

Have taught thce new astrology.
Howe'm® Love's native hours were set,
Whatever starry synod met,

Mis in the mercy of her eye,

If poor Love shall live or die.

If those sharp rays, putting on

Points of death, bid Love begone;
Though the heavens in council sat

To crown an uncontrolled fate;
Though their best aspects twined upon
The kindest constellation.

Cast amorous glances on his birth,
And whisper'd the confederate earth
To pave his paths with dl the good

Thut warms the bed of youth and blood.—

Love has no plea against her eye ;
Beauty frowns, and Love must die.

But if her milder influence move,
And gild the hopes of humble Love;—
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Though heaven's inauspicious eye

Lay black on Love's nativity;

Though every diamond in Jove's crown -
Fix'd his forehead to afrown ;—

Her eye a strong appeal can give,
Beauty smiles, unil Love shal live.

0, if Love shdl live, 0, where

But in her eye, or in her ear,

In her brco.it, or in her breath,
Shall | hide poor Love from death?
For in the life aught clae can give,
Love shdl die, athough he live.

Or, if Love shall die, 0, where,
But in her eye, or in her ear,

In her breath, or in her breast,
Shall | build his funeral nest?
While Love shdl thus entombed lie,
Love shdl live, athough he die!

OUT OF VIR&IL, IN THE PRAISE OF THE
SPRING.

|[LL trees, dl leafy groves confess the spring
Their gentlest friend; then, then the lands

i LY begin

To szvell with forward pride, and seed desire

To generation; heaven's dmighty sire
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Melts on the bosom of his love, and pours
Himsdlf into her lap in fruitful showers;

Anl by a soft insinuation, mix'd

With earth's large mass, doth cherish and asist
Her weak conceptions; no lone shade, but rings
"With chattering birds' delicious murmurings.
Then Venus' mild instinct, at set times, yiclda
The herds to kindly meetings, then the fields,
Quick with warm Zephyr's lively breath, lay forth
Their pregnant bosums in a fragrant birth ;

Each body's plump andjuicy, dl things full

Of supple moisture: nu coy twig but will

Trust his beloved bosuin to the sun,

Grown lusty now; nu vine so weak and young
That fears the foul-mouth'd Austcr, or those storms
That the south-west wind hurries in his arms,
But hastes her forward blossoms, and lays out,
Freely lays out her loaves; nor do | doubt,

But when the world first out of Chaos sprang,

So smiled the days, ani so the tenour ran

Of their felicity : a spring was there,

An everlasting spring; thejolly year

Led round in his great circle; no wind's breath,
Asthen, did smell of winter, or of death.
Whenlight's sweet light first shone on beasts, and when
From their hard mother earth sprang hardy men ;
When beasts took up their lodging in the wood,
Stars in their higher chambers; never could

The tender growth of things endure the sense

Of such a change, but that the heavVa indulgence
Kindly supplies sick nature, and doth mould

A awcetly-temper'd mean, nor hot nor cold.
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WITH A PICTURE SENT TO A FRIEND.

S PAINT soiill, my piece had need to be

w3 Painted again by some gooil poesy;

X _' & | write so ill, my Slender lino is scarce
So much as th' picture of a well-limn'd verse:
Yet may the love | send be true, though |
Send not true picture nor true poesy :

Ibth which away, | should not need to fear
My love or feign'd or painted should appoar.

IN PRAISE OF LESSIUSS RULE OF
HEALTH.'

0 now, and with some daring drug,
|Jait the disease, and, while they tug,
#%) Thou to maintain theii precious strife
Spend the dear treasure of thy life:

&0, take physiu, doat upon

Some big-named composition,—

The oraculous doctors' mystic hills,

Certain hard words made into pills;

And what at last shalt get by these ?

Only a costlier disease.

' Repeated, with sumu additional lines, at the end of the
edition of 1570; and printed, from "Hark hither," among
the commendatory verses in praise of the translation of " The
Temperate Man, &c. the right Way of preserving Lifa and
Hedlth," &c. of Lessiuaand others, London, 1678, 12mo.
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Bo, poor man, think what shall be
Kemedy against thy remedy.
That which makes us have no need
Of physic, that's physic indued.
Hark hither, reader, woulil'st thou see
Nature her own physician be?
Would'st see a man dl his own wealth,
His own physic, his uwn health?
A man whose sober soul can tell
How to wear her garments well?
Her garments, that upon her sit,
As garments should do, close and fit?
A well-clothed soul, that's nob oppressd,
Nor choked with what she should be drcssd ?
A soul sheathed in a crystal shrine,
Through which dl her bright features shine?
As when a, piece uf wanton lawn,
A thin aerid veil is drawn,
O'er beauty's face, seeming to hide,
More sweetly shows the blushing briilc.
A soul whose intellectual beams
No mists io mask, no lazy streams?
A happy soul, that nil the way
To heaven hath n, summer's day?
Would'st see a man whose wcll-warm'd bloud
Bathes him in a genuine flood?
A man whose tuned humours be
A scat of rarest harmony ?
Wuuld'st see blithe looka, fresh cheeks beguile
Age? Would'st BB C December smile?
Would'st see a nest of roses grow
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In abed of reverend snow?

Warm thoughts, free spirits, flattering
Winter's self into a spring?

In sum, woulil'st see a man that can
Liveto be old, and still aman?

Whose latest, and most leaden hours,
Fal with soft wings, stuuk with soft flow'ra;
And, when life's sweet lable enls,

Soul and body part like friends:—

No quarrels, murmurs, no delay;

A kiss, asigh, ,and .0 alvny ?

Thisrare one, render, would'st thou sec,
Hark hither; and—thyself be he!

THE BEGINNING OF HELIDDDRUS.

 HE smiling morn hod newly waked the day,
And tipp'd the mountai ns in atender ray:

Looks down and seesthe humble Nilebelow

Lick his proud feet, and haste into the seas,

Through the great mouth that's named from Hercules,
A band of men, rough as the arms they wore,

LookM round, first to the sea, then tu the shore :—
The shore that show'd them what the sea denied,
Hope of aprey. There ti> the main land tied

A ship they saw, no men she had; yet pressd
Appcar'd with other lading, for her breast

Deep in the groaning waters wallowed
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Up to thethird ring; o'er the shors was spread
Death's purple triumph; on the blushing ground
Life's late forsaken houses dl lay drown'd

In their own blood's dear deluge; some new dead,
Some panting in their yet warm ruins bled,

While their affrighted souls, now wing'd for flight,
Lent them the last flash of her glimmering light:
Those yet fresh streams which crawled everywhere,
Show'd that stern war had newly bathed him there:
Nor did the face of this disaster show

Marks of a fight aone, but feasting too ;

A miserable and a monstrous feast,

Where hungry war had made himself a guest;
And, coming late, had cat up guest and dll,

Who proved the feast to their own funeral, dec.

CUPID'S CRYER. OUT OF THE GREEK.

Her little fugitive discover:

% She seeks, she sigha, but nowhere spies him,

Loveislost; and thus she uries him.
0yes! if any happy eye

This roving wanton shall descry:

Let thB finder surely know

Mine isthe wag; 'tis | that own

The winged wand'rcr ; and that none

May think his labour vainly gone,

The glad descrycr shal not miss

To taste the nectar of akiss
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From Venus lipa; but asfor him

That bri ngs him to me, he shal swim

In riper joys; more shall be his,

Venus assures him, than a kiss.

But lest your eye discerning slide,

These murks maybe your judgmant's guide:
His skin, as with a fiery blushing,
High-coloured is; his eyes dill flushing
With nimble flamea; and though his minil
Be ne'er so cursed, his tongueiskind:
For never were his words in aught

Found the pure issue of his thought.

The working bees' soft-melting gold,
That which their waxen mines enfold,
Flows not S3 sweet as do the tones

Of histuned accents; but if once

His anger kindle, presently

It boils out into cruelty

And fraud: he makes poor mortas hurts
The objects of his cruel sports;

With dainty curls his froward face

Is crown'd about; but, 0, what place,
What farthest nook of lowest hell,

Fedls not the strength, the reaching spell
Of his small hand ? yet not so small

As 'tis powerful therewithal;

Though bare his skin, his mind he covers,
And, like a saucy bird, he hovers

With wanton wing, now here, now there,
‘Bout men and women; nor will spare
Till a length he, perching, rest
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In the closet of their breast.

His weapon ia a little how,

Yet such a one as, Jove knows how,
Ne'er suffer'd yet hia little arrow

Of heavV's highest arches to fall narrow.
The gold that on his quiver smiles
Deceives men's feora with flattering wilca:
But, D, too well my wounJa can tell,
With bitter shafts 'tis saue'd too well;
He is dl cruel, cruel all;

His torch imperious, though hut small,
Makca thu sun, of flamesthe sire,
Worse than sun-burnt in his fire:
WherBSoe'er you chance to find him,
Seize him, bring him, but first bind him;
Pity not him, but fear thyself,

Though thou see the crafty ef

Tell down his silver drops unto thee,
They're counterfeit, and will undo thce;
With baited smilca if he display

His fawning cheeks, look not that way:
If he offer sugared kisaca,

Start, and say the serpent hisses;

Draw him, drag him, though he pray,
Woo, intrcat, and, crying, say

Prithee, sweet, now let me go,

Here's my quiver, shafts and bow;

Il give thee dl, take all:—take heed,
Lest his kindness make thce bleed.
Whate'er it be love offers, still presume
That, though it shines, 'tis fire, and will consume.
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{ BfIGrll mounted on an ant, Nanus the tall
2B Wag thrown, das! ani got a deadly fall.
fo el 8 Under th unruly least's proud feet he lies
All torn; with muuh ailo yet €er he [lies,

He strains these words : Base envy, do laugh on,
Thus did | fall, and thus fdl Phaeton,

UPON VENUS PUTTING ON MARSS ARMS.

WhaI ncedst thuu put on arms against poor men’>

UPON THE SAME

uricd,
" Come, if thou dar'st, thus, thus let us be
tried."
" Why, fool!" says Venus, " thus provok'st thou me,
That being nakei, thou know'st couli conquer thec?”’
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UPON BISHOP ANDREWS'S PICTURE
BEFORE HIS SERMONS.

HIS reverend shadow cast that setting “sun,
B Whose glorious course through our horizon
A run,

L eft the dim face of this dull hemisphere,

All one great eye, dl drown'd in one great tear!
Whose fair illustrious soul led his free thought
Through learning's universe, and, vainly, sought
Room for her spacious sdif, until at length

She found the way home ; and, with holy strength,
Snatch'd herself hence to heaven: h'll'd a bright place,
'Mongst those immortal fires, and on the face

Of her great Maker fix'd her flaming eye,

There 4ill to read true pure divinity.

And now that grave aspect hath dcign'd to shrink

Into this less appearance, if you think

‘Tis hut a dead face art doth here bequeath,

Look on the following leaves, and sec them breathe.

OUT OF MARTIAL.

Y OUR teeth thou had's, that ranked in gooilly
stete,

Kept thy mouth's gate.

The first blagt of thy cough left two alone;
The second none.



OF THE MUSES 125

This last cough, AElia, coughil out dl thy fear—
Th' hast left the third cough now no business here.

A SONé&, OUT OF THE ITALIAN.

i % 0 thy lover,
B Dear, discover
p2 84 That sweet blush of thine, that shameth,
When the roses
It illscloses,
All theflowersthat nature namcth !

In free air,
Flow thy Imir;
Thut nD more summer's best dressDS
lie hohulileii,
For tliL'ir golilcii
Locks, to Phichua' flaming tresses.

0, deliver
Luvc hiss quiver;
From thy eyes he shoots his arrow.
Where Apollo
Uanuot follow,
Feather'd with his mother's sparrows !

0, uuvy not,
That we dienot,
Those dear lips, whose door encloses
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All the Graces
In their places,
Brother pearls, and sister roses !

From these treasures
Of ripepleasures,
One bright smileto clear the weather:
Earth and heaven,
Thus made even,
Both will he good friendstogether.

The air does woo thee,
Winds cling to thee;
Might a word once fly from out thee,
Stormsand thunder
Would ait under,
And keep silence round ahout thee!

But if Nature's
Common creatures
So dear glories dare not harrow;
Yet thy heauty
Owes a duty
To my loving, ling'ring sorrow!

When, to end me,
Death shah® send me
All his terrors, to affright me;
Thine eyes' graces
Grild their faces,
And those terrors shdl delight me!
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When my dying
Life is flying,
Thuse awcct airs, that often slew me,
Shdll revive me,
Or reprieve me,
And to many deaths renew me !

OUT OF THE ITALIAN.

bexal OVE now no tire hath left him,
3 Wetwo betwixt us have divided it,
g Your eyes the light hath reft liim ;
The heart commanding in my heart doth sit
0, that poor love be not for ever spoil'd,
Let my heat to your light be rcuoncilcd !

So shall these flames, whose worth
Now dl obscured lies,

Drcssd in those beams start forth,
And danuc before your eyes.

Or ese partake my flames,
| care not whether,
And so in mutual names,
L) luvc, burn both together !
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OUT OF THE ITALIAN.

B OULD any one the true cause find
How love came naked, a boy, and blind ?
Yols ‘Tisthis: list'ning one day too long

To th' Syrens in my mistress' song,

The ecstasy of u delight

So much D'ermast'ring al his might,

To that one sense made al else thrall;

And so he lost his clothes, eyes, heart, and all!

ON THE FRONTISPIECE OF ISAACSON'S
CHRONOLO&Y EXPLAINED.

Each creature as aletter filling |t

History is creation's book; which hlitw.s

To what effects the scries of it goes.
Chronology's the book of history, and boars
Thejust account of days, of months, and years
But resurrection, in a later press

And new edition, is the sum of these:

The language of these books had al been one
Ha not th' aspiring tow'r of Eabylon
Confused the tongues, and in a distance Imrl'd
As far the speech, as men, o'th'ncw-fill'il world.
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Set then yaur eyes in method, and behold
Time's emblem, Saturn ; who, when gtore of gold
Cuin'd the first age, devour'd that birth he fear'd;
Till history, time's eldest child, appear'd,

Anil, phncnix-like, in spite of Saturn's rage,
Forced from her ashes heirs in every age.

From th' rising sun, obtaining by just suit,

A spring's ingender, and an autumn's fruit.

Who in those volumes, at her motion penn'J,
Unto croatioil's Alpha, duth extend.

Again ascend, and view chronology,

15y optic skill pulling far history

Nearer ; whose hand the piercing eagle's eye
Strengthens to bring remotest objects nigh.
Under whose fi?et you see the setting sun,

From the dark gnomon, o'er her volumes run,
Drawn'd in eternal night, never to rise

Till resurrection show it to the eyes

Of earth-worn men ; and her shrill trumpet's sound
Affright the bones of mortals from the ground .
The columns both are crown'd with cither sphere,
To show chronology and history bear

No other culmen than the double art

Astronomy, geography impart.
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ORTHUS.

3G ET hoary Time's vast bowels be the gravi-
Towhat his bowelsbirth, and being gavi';
2 Let Nature die, and, phocnix-likil, from
death,

Kevived Nature take a, second breath ;
If, on Time's right hand st fair history ;
[f, from the seed of empty ruin she
Tan raise so fair an harvest, let her be
Ne'er so far distant, yet chronology,
Sharp-sighted as the eagle's eye, that can
Uutstare the broad-beam'd day's meridian,
\Vill have a perspicil to find her out;
And, through the night of error, and dark doubt,
Discern the dawn of truth's eterna ray,
As when the rosy morn buds into day !

Now that Time's empire might be amply nll'il,
Babel's bold artists strive, below, to builil
Rum atemple; im whusc fruitful fall
Higtory rears her pyramids, more tdl
Than were th' Egyptian! by the life, these give,
Th’ Egyptian pyramids themselves must live.
On these shelifts the world; anil, on their base,
yhows the two terms and limits of Time's raci®:
That the cregtion is; the judgment this;
That the world's morning; thia her midnight is!
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AN EPITAPH UPON MR. ASHTON, A
CONFORMABLE CITIZEN.

' HE modest front of this small floor,
7% Believe me, reader, uan say more

ey Than many abraver marble can,—
" Here lies a truly honest man !"

Onewhose consciencewas athing

That troubled neither churuh nor king ;
One of those few that in this town

Honour dl preachers; hear their own.

Sermons he heard, yet not so many

As left no time to piactisc any;

He hear| them rcverendly, and then

His practise preach'| them o'er again;

His parlour-sermons rather were

Those to the eye, than to the ear;

His prayers took their price and strength

Not from the loudncss nor the length ;

He was a protestant at home,

Not only in despite of Rome;

He loved his father, yet his zed

Tore not off his mother's veil ;

To th' churuh he did allow her dress,

True beauty to true holiness;

Peace, which he loved in life, did leni

Her hand to bring him to his end ;

When age and death calFd for the score,
No surfeits were to reckon for;
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Death tore not, therefore, but, sans strife,
Gently untwineil his thread of life.

What remains, then, but that tliDii

Write those lines, reader, on thy brow,
And, by hia fair example's light

Burn in thy imitation bright?

So, while these lines can hut bequeath

A life, perhaps, unto his death,

His better epitaph shall be—

His life gill kept ulive in thee.

OUT OF CATULLUS.

NEOME, and let us live, my dear,

Let us love and never fear

% What the sourest fathers say;
Bnghtest Sul, that dies to day,

Lives again as blithe to-morrow ;

But if we, dark sons of sorrow,

Set, 0 then, how long a night

Shuts the eyes of our short light!

Then let amorous kisses dwell

On our lips, begin and tell

A thousand and a hundred score,

A hundred and a thousand more,

Till another thousand smother

That, and that wipe off another.

Thus at last, when we have number'd

Many a thousand, many a hundred,
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Well confound the reckoning quite,
And lose ourselves in wild delight:
While ourjoys so multiply,

Aa shal mock the envious eye.

WISHES TO HIS SUPPOSED MISTRESS.

AR B2HOEEBshehe,
That notimpossibleshe,
That shall command my heart and me:

Whereer she lie,
Luck'd up from mortal eye,
In shady leaves of destiny:

Till that ripe birth
Of studied fate, stand forth,
And teach her fair steps to our earth:

Till that divine
Ideatake a shrine
Of crystal flesh, through which to shine:

Meet you her, my W'ishcs,
Bespeak her to my blisses,
And be ye called my absent Kisses.

| wish her beauty,
That owes not dl its duty
To gaudy tire, or glistering shoe-tie.
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Something more than
Taffata or tissue can,
Or rampant feather, or rich fan.

More' than thu spail
Of shop, or silkworm's toil,
Or abought blush, or a set smile.

A face, that's hest
By its own. beauty dressd,
And can alone command the rest.

A face, made up
Out of no other shop,
Than what Nature's white hand seta ope.

A check, where yuiith
And blood, with pen of truth,
Write what the reader sweetly ructh.

A cheek, where grows
More than a morning rose,
Which to no box his being owes.

Lips, where dl day
A lover's kiss may play,
Yet cary nothing thence away.

Looks, that oppress
Their richest tires, but dress
And clothe their simplest nakedness.
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Eyes, that displace
The neighbour rliamoaiifl, anl out-face
That sunshineby their own sweet grace.

Tresses, that wear
Jewels, but to declare
How much themselves more precious are.

Whjsc native ray
(-antamethewanton day
Of gems that in their bright shades play.

Each ruby there,
Dr pearl that dare appear,
Heita own bluah, beits own tear.

A well-tfinml heart,
For whose muru noble smart
Love may belong choosing a dart.

Eyes, that bestow
Full quiversonlove'sbow,
Y et pay less arrows than they owe.

Smiles, that eim warm
The blood, yet teach a charm,
That chastity shdl take no harm.

Blushes, that bin
The burnish of no sin,
Nor flames of aught too hot within.
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Joys, that confess
Virtue their mistress,
AnJ have no other head to dress.

Fears, fond and slight,
As the coy bride's, when night
First does the longing lover right.

Tears, quickly fled,
And vain, as those arc shed
For n dying maidenhead.

Days, that need borrow
No part of their good morrow,
From afore-spent night uf sorrow.

Days, that in spite
Of darkness, by the light
Of u clear mind, arc day al night.

Nights, sweet us they
Mode short by lovers play,
Yet long by th” absence of the day.

Life, that dares send
A challenge to his end,
And when it comes, say, Welcome, frientl!

Sydneianshowers
Of sweet discourse, whose powers
Can crown old winter's head with flowers.
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Soft silken hours,
Open suns, shady bowers,
‘Bove all—nothing within that lowers.

Whatever delight
Can make day's forehead bright,
Dr give Jown to the wings of night.

In her whole frame,
Have Nature al the name,
Art and ornament the shame.

Herflattery,
Picture and pucsy,
Her uounscl her uwn virtue be.

| wish her store
Of worth may leave her poor
Of wishes; and | wish——no more.

Now, if Time knows
That her, whose radiant brows
\Vcave them a garland of my vows;

Her, whose just bays
My future hopes can raise,
A trophy to her present praise ;

Her, that dares be
What these lines wish to see:
| seek no further, it is she.
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Tis she, and here,
Lo, | unclothe and clear
My Wigh's cloudy character !

Mny she enjoy it,
Whose merit dare apply it,
But modesty dares till deny it!

Such worth as this is
Shall fix my flying wishes,
And determine them to kisses,

Let her full glory,
My fancies, fly before ye,
Be ye my fictions but—her stdry.

UPON TWO &REEN APRICOCKS SENT TO
CDWLEY BY SIR CRASHAW.

AKE these, Time'stardy truants, sent by me
To be chastised, sweet friend, and chid by
thec.
Pale sons of our Pomona! whose wan checks
Have spent the patience of expecting weeks,
Yet are scarce ripe enough at best to show
The red, but of the blush to thco they owe,
By thy comparison they shal put on
More summer in their shame's reflection,



OF THE MUSES 139

Than €er the fruitful Phtubus' flaming kisses
Kindled on their cold lips. 0, hod my wishes,
And the dear merits of your Muse, their due,

The year had found some fruit early as you;

Ripi! as those rich composures, time computes
Blossoms, but our blest taste confesses fruits,

How does thy April-autumn mock those cold
Progressions 'twixt whose terms poor Time grows old\
With thee alone he wears no beard; thy brain
Giveshim the morning world'sfresh gold again.
Twas only Paradise, 'tis Only thou,

Whose fruit and blossoms both bless the same bough.
Proud in the pattern of thy previous youth,

Nature, methinks, might eesly mend her growth.
Could she in dl her births but copy thec,

Into the public year's proficiency,

No fruit should have the face to smile on thee,

Y oung master of the world's maturity |

But such whose sun-born beauties what they borrow
Of beams to-day, pay back again to-morrow,

Nor need be double-gilt. How, then, must these
Poor fruits look pale at thy Hesperides\

Fain would | chide their slowness, but in their
Defects | draw mine own dull character.

Take them, and me in them, acknowledging

How much my summer waits upon thy spring '

' From the edition of 1649.






CARMEN BED NOSTRO,
TE DEDET HYMNUS.

SACKED POEMS,

COLLECTED,
OLRECTED,
AUGMENTED,
Must humbly PRESENTED,

BY MY LADY THE COUNTESS OF DENBIGH.
BY HER MOST DEVDTED SERVANT
RICH. CRASHAW.

In hearty acknowledgement of his immortal obligation to her
guodjiess and charity.






DRASHAWE,

THE ANA&RAM "HE WAS CAR"

A Sincebothwithinonenamecombinedare”
r} Yes, Dai's Croshaw, he Car; 'tis IO\T
A0 alone

Which melts two hearts, of both composing one;

So Crashaw's il the same: so much desired

liy strongest wits; so honour'd, so admired,

Car was but he that entcr'd us a friend

With whom he shared his thoughts, and did uommcnJ.
While yet he lived, this work ; they loved each other :
Sweet Crashaw was his friend: he Drashaw's brother,
So Uar huth title then; Was his intent

That what his riuhcs penn'd, poor Car should print;
Nor fears he check, praising that happy one

Who was beloved by all; dispraisil by none.

To wit, being pleased with &l things, he pleased all,
Nor would he give nor take offence; befall

What might, he would possess himself, and live

As dead, devuii of interest; t' dl might give



144 SAUKED POEMS

Diseased his well-composed mind, forcstall'd

With heavenly riches, which had wholly call'd

His thoughts from earth, to live above in th' air

A very bird of paradise. No care

Had he uf earthly trash. What might suffice

Tofit his soul to heavenly exercise,

Sufficed him; and may we guess his heart

By what his lips bring forth, his only part

Is Grod and godly thoughts. Leaves doubt to none

But that to whom one (rod is all, nil's une.

What he might cat or wear he took no thought,

His needful food he rather found than sought.

He seeks no downs, no sheets, his bed's gill made ;

If be can find a chair or stool, lie's laid;

When day peeps in, he quits his restless rest;

And till, poor soul, before he's up, he's dress'd.

Thus dying did he live, yet lived to die

In th' Virgin's lap, to whom he did apply

His virgin thoughts and words, and thence was styled

By foes, the chaplain of the virgin mild,

While yet he lived without: his modesty

Imparted this to some, and they to me.

Live happy, then, dear soul! enjoy thy rest

Eternaly by pains thou purchasedst,

While Car must live in care, who was thy friend,

Nor cares he how he live, so in the end

He may cnjuy his dearest Lord and thcc ;

And sit and sing more skilful songs eternally.
THOMAS UAH.
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AN EPIGRAM

Upon the Pictures in the following Poems which the
Author first made with his own hand admirably well,
us may he seen \n his Manuscript dedicated
to the Riyht flvnoumlh Lady the
Lady Denbiyh.

WIXT pen anil pentil rose a holy strife
% Which might draw virtue better to the life;
Hut wits gave votes to that : but painters
swore
They never saw pieces so sweet before
As these: fruits of pure nature; where no art
Dili lead the untaught pencil, nor hail part
In tli* work.
The hand grown bold, with wit will needs contest.
Doth it prevail? ah, WD ! say eadi is best.
This to the car speaks wontiers; that will try
Tn speak the same, yet louder, to the eye.
Both their aims aic holy, both conspire
To wound, to burn the heart with heavenly fire.
This then's the iloom, to ilo both parties right:
This, to the car speaks best ; that, to the sight '
TIIDMAS CAH.

' Printed only in the edition of 1652.




TD THE NOBLEST AND BEST OF LADIES
THE COUNTESS DF DENBIGH

Penuadiny her to resolution in Relit/ion, and to render
herself withoutfurther dflny into the communion
of the Uatliolic Church.

IIAT heaven-entreated heart is this

3 Stands trembling at the gate of bliss®
; Py¥ Holds fast the door, yet dares not venture
Falrly to npun it and enter ?

Whose definition is a duubt

‘Twixt life and death, twixt in and out?

Say, ling'ring fair ! why cornea the hirth

Of your brave soul so slowly forth ?

Plead your pretences, 0 you strung

In weakness, why you choose so long

In labour of yourself to lie,

Nor daring quite to live nor die.

Ah, linger not, loved soul! a slow

And latu consent was a long no;

Who grants at lust, long time had tried

And did his best to have denied.
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What magic bolta, what mystic bars
Maintain the will in these strange wars !
What fatal, what fantastic hands

Keep the free heart from its own hands !
So, when the year tnkes cold, we sec

Poor waters their own prisoners be;

Fetter'd and luuk'rl up fast they lie

In a sal self-captivity;

Th' astonish'd nymphs their floods'strange fate deplore,
To sec themselves their own severer shore.
Thou that alonD canst thaw this cold,

And fetch tlio heart from its strong hold,
Almighty Love ! end this long war,

And of a meteor make a star,

0, fix this fail' indefinite,

And 'mongst Lliy shafts of sovereign light
Choose out that sure derisive dart,

WIliic-h hits the key of tins close heart,
Knows dl the corners oft, and can control
The self-shut cabinet of an unsearch'd soul!
0, let it be at last Love's hour;

Kaiae this tal trophy of thy pow'r;

Come once the conquering way, not to confute,
But kill this rebel-word—Jrruaol ute;

That so, in spite of al thia peevish strength
Of weakness, she may write—Resolved at length !
Unfold at length, unfold fair flow'r,

And use the season of Love's show'r;

Meet his well-meaning wounda, wise heart !
And haste to irink the wholesome dart;
That healing shaft, which hcav'ii till now
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Hag in Love's quiver hid for you,

0 dart of love! arrow of light!

D, happy you, if it hit right!

It must not fall in vain, it must

Not mark the dry regardless dust.

Fair DUD, itiayour fate; anil brings
Eternal worlds upon its wings,

Meet it with wule-sprend anna; and sec
Its seat your soul'sjust centre be.
Dishand dull fears; give Faith the day;
To save your life, kill your delay;

It is Love's siege, and sure to be

Y[)ur triumph, though his victory.

‘Tis cowardice that keeps this field.

And want of courage nut to yield.

Yield then, 0 yield, that Love may win
The fort at last, and let Life in.

Yield quickly, lest perhaps you prove
Death's prey, before the prize of Love.
This fort of your fair self, if't be not won,
Heis rcpulsd indeed, but you're undone.

TO THE NAME AEOVE EVERY NAME, THE
NAME OF. JESUS. A HYMN.

s SING the name which none can say
¥ But touch'il with an interior ray;

¥ The name of our new pence; our good:
Our blm and supernatura biooil:
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The name of dl our lives anil loves.
Hearken, anil help, ye holy doves!
The high-born brood of ilay; you bright
Candidates of blissful light,
The heirs elect of love; whose names belong
Unto the everlasting life of song ;
All ye wise souls, who in the wealthy breast
Of thin unbounded name build your warm nest.
Awake, my glory, soul, if such thou be,
Anil that fair word at dl refrr to thec,
Awuku and sing,
And be al wing ;
Bring hither thy whole self; and let me see
What of thy parent heav'n yet speaks in thec.
L), thou art poor
Of noble pow'rs, | see,
And full of nothing else but empty me;
Narrow, and low, and infinitely less
Thau this great morning's mighty business.
Due little woild or two,
Alas! will never do;
AVc must have store.
Go, soul, out of thyself, anil seek for more;
Go anil request
Great Nature for the key of her huge chest
Of hciiv'n's, the Belf-involving set of spheres,
Which dull mortality more feels than hears;
Then rouse the nest
Of nimble art, and traverse round
The airy shop of soul-appeasing sound :
And beat a summons in the same
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All-sovereign name,
To warn each several kind
An[l shape of sweetness, be they such
As sigh with supple wind,
Or answer artful touch,
That they convene anil come away
Tu wait at the love-crowned doors of that
[llustrious day.
Shal we dare this, my soul ? Well do't, and bring
No other note for't, but the Xamc “c sing.
Wake, lute and harp,
And every sweet-lipp'd thing
That talks with tuneful string ;
Start into life, and leap with me
Into a hasty fit-tuned harmony,
Noi' must you think it much
T' obey my bolder timi-h;
| have authority in Love's name to take you
And to the work of love this morning wake you;
AVake, in the name
Of Him who never sleeps, dl things that are,
Or what's the same,
Are musical;
Answer my uall
And come along;
Help me to meditate mine immortal song.
Come, yu soft ministers of sweet sad mirth,
Bring al your household-stuff of heav'n on earth:
0 you, my soul's most certain wings,
Complaining pipes, and prattling strings,
Bring al the store
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Of sweetsyou have, and munnur that yuu have no more,
Dome, ne'er ID part,
Nature and art!
Come, and tome strong,
To the conspiracy of our spacious song.
Bring nil the pow'rs of praise
Y our provinces of well-unitedworlds canraise;
Bring al your lutes and harps uf licav'n and earth;
\Vhate'cr co-operates to the common mirth ;
Vesselsof vocal joys,
Or you, more noble architects of intellectual noise,
Cymbals of licav'n, or human .spheres,
Solicitors of souls or ears;
And when you arc come, with
That you can bring, or we can cal,
0, may you fix
For ever here, and mix
Yourselves into the long
And everlasting series of a deathless song!
Mix al your many worlds above,
And luosc them into one of love.
Cheer thec, my heart!
For thou, too, hast thy part
And place in the great throng
Of tliis unbounded, al-embracing song.
Pow'rs of my soul, be proud!
And speak bud
To dl the dear-bought nations this redeeming name;
And in the wealth of one rich word proclaim
New smiles to nature.
May it be no wrong,
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Blest heav'ns, to you, and your superior song,
That we dark sons of dust and sorrow-
Awhile dare borrow
The name of your delights, and our desires,
And fit it to so far inferior lyres!
Our murmurs have their music, too;
Ye mighty orbs, as well as you,
Nor yields the noblest nest
Of warbling seraphim tu the cars of IDVP,
A choicer lesson than thejoyful breast
L)f apoor punting turt/e-dove.
And we, low worms, have |eave to do
The same bright business, yi« third Ileav'ns, with you.
[jentle spirits, do not complain,
We will have care
Tu keep it fair,
And send it back to you again.
Come, lovely name! appear from forth the bright
Kegions of peaceful light;
Look from Thine own illustrious home,
Fair king of names, and come:
Leave dl thy native glories in their gorgeous nest,
Anil give thyself awhile the gracious guest
Of humble souls, that seek to find
The hidden sweets
Which man's heart meets
When Thou art master of the mind.
Dome, lovely name! life of our hope!
Lo, we hold our hearts wide ope !
Unlock thy cabinet uf day,
Dearest sweet, and come away.
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Lo, how the thirsty lanils
Hasp for thy golden showers with long-stretch'd hauils !
Lo, how the lahuuring earth,
That hopes to be
All heaven by thcr,
Leaps at thy birth!
Th' attending world, to wait thy rise,
First tuiii'd to eyas,
And then, not knowing what to do,
Turn'd them to tears, and spent them, too.
Come, royal name! and pay th' expencc
Of dl this precious patience;
D, come away,
And kill the death of this delay!
0, see so many woilds of barren years
Melted and measuied out in seas of tears!
1J, see the weary lids of wakeful hope,
Love's eastern windows, al wide ope,
"With curtains drawn,
To catch the day-break of thy dawn!
0, dawn, at last, long-look'd for day !
Take thine own wings and come away.
Lo, where aloft it uomcs! It comes, anong
The conduct of adoring spirits, that throng,
Like diligent bees, and swarm about it.
0, they arc wisuy,
And know what sweets arc suck'd from out it!
It is the hive
By which they thrive",
Where al their hoard of huncy lies.
Lo, where it Domes, upon the snowy dove's
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Soft hack, and brings a bosom big with loves !
Welcome to our dark world, thou
Womb of day!
Unfold thy fair conceptions, and display
The birth of our bright joys.
U, thou comparted
Body of blessings. spirit of souls extracted!
D, dissipate thy spicy pow'rs,
Cloud of condensed sweets, and break upon us
In balmy show'rs !
Oj fill our henses, and take from us
All force of so profane a fallacy
To think aught sweet but that which smells of thee!
Fair, flow'ry name, in none but thee,
And thy nectareal fragrancy,
Hourly there meets
An universal synod of all sweets;
By whom it is defined thus
That no perfume
For ever shall presume
To passfor odoriferous,
But such alone whose sacred peiligree
Can prove itself some kin, sweet name, to thec.
Sweet name, in thy each syllable
A thousand blest Arabias dwell;
A thousand hills of fiankincense,
Mountains of myrrh, and beds of spices,
And ten thousand paradises,
The soul that tastes thce takes from thence.
How many unknown worlds there arc
Of comforts, which thou hast in keeping !



SACKED POEMS 155

How many thousand mercies there
In Pity's soft lap lie a-slceping!
Happy hewho hasthe art
To awake tlicm,
Anil to take them
Home, and lodge them in his heart.
), that it were as it was wont to be !
When thy old friends of fire, al full of thec,
Fought against frowns with amiles; gave glorious chose
To persecutions; and ngainst the face
Of death and fiercest dangers durst, with brave
And sober pace, march on to meet a grave.
On their bold breasts about the world they bore thuc,
And to the teeth of hell stood up to teach thee ;
In centre of their inmost souls they wore thcc,
Where racks and torments strived in vain to reach thcc,
Little, das! thought they
Who tore the fair breasts of thy friends,
Their fury but made way
For thcG, and served them in thy glorious ends.
What did their weapons, but with wider pores
Enlarge thy flaming-breasted lovers,
Morefirefly to transpire
That impatient fire,
The heart that hides thee hardly covers!
What did their weapons, but set wide the doors
Forthce; fair purple doors, of Love's devising,
The ruby windows which enrich'd the esst
Of thy so oft-repeated rising!
Each wound of theirs was thy new morning,
And re-enthroned thee in thy rosy nes,
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"With blush of thine own blood thy day ndoming:
It was the wit of luve o'ornWd the bounds
Df wrath, and made the way through ull these wounds.
Welcome, dear, all-adored name !
For sure there is no knee
That knows not thcc.
Or, if there be such sons of shame,
Alas! what will they do
Wlipn stubborn rocks shall bow,
And hills hang down their heaven-saluting heads
To seek for humble beds
Of dust, where, in the bashful shades of night,
Next to their own low nothing they may lie,
And couch beforethe dazz'linglight of thy dread M ajesty!
They that by Luve's mild dictate now
Will nut adore thec,
Shall then, withjust confusion, bow
And break before thcc.

IN THE GLORIOUS EPIPHANY OF OUR
LORD GOD.

A Hymn sung as by the Three Kinys.

First King.

NBRIGHT babe, whose awful beauties
make

The morn incur a sweet mistake;

2nd. For whom th' officious huav'ns devisu
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To disinherit the sun's rise,
3rd. Delicately to displace

The day, and plant it fairer in Thy face;

1st. 0, Thou born King of loves,
2nd. Oflights,
3rd. Ofjoysl!
Cho. Look up, sweet babe, ook up, and see
For 1DVB of Thee,
Thus far from home,
The East is come
To seek herself in Thy sweet eyes |
1st. We, who strangely went astray,
Lost in a bright

Meridian night,
2nd. A darkness made of too much day,
3rd. Ueckon'd from far

13y Thy fair star,
LD, at last have found our way !
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Cho. To Thee, thou day of night; thou East of West!

Lo, we at last have found the way

To Thee, the W3rld's great universal East;

The general and indifferent day!
14.  All-circling point, al-ccnt'riiig sphere,
The world's one, round, eternd year;
2ml. Whose full and al-unwrinkled face
Nor sinks nor swells with time or place;
3rd. Lut everywhere, and everywhilc,
Is one consistent solid smile;
1. Not vex'd and tost
2nd, "Twist spring and frost,
3rd. Nor by alternate shreds of light
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1st.

2nd.

3rd.

list.

2nd.
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1st.
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Sordidly shifting hands with shades and night.
0, little dl, in Thy embrace
The world lies warm, and likes his place ;
Nor does his full globe fail to be
Kissd on both his checks by Thee:
Timeistoo narrDW for Thy year,
Nor makes the whale world Thy haf sphere.

To Thee, to Thee,

From him weflue;
From him, whom, by ft more illustrious lie,
The blindness of the world did cal the eye ;
To him, who by these mortal clouds hast made
Thyself our sun, though Thine own shade,
Farewell, the world's false light;

Farewell, the white

Egypt, n long farewell to thce,

Bright idol; black idolatry;
The dire face of inferior darkness kissd
Aud courted in the pompous mask of a, more

speciousmist.

Farewell, farewell,

The proud and misplaced gates of hell,
PerchM in the morning's way,
And double-gilded as the dours of day;
The deep hypocrisy of death and night
More desperately durk, because more bright.

"Welcome, the world's sure way;

Hcav'n's wholesome ray!

Welcome, to us; and we,

Sweet, to ourselvesin Thee,
The deathless heir of dl thy Father's day;
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2nd. Decently tarn,
Embosom'il in a much more rosy morn—
The blushes of thy all-unblemish'd mother.
3rd. No more that other
Aurora shal set ope
Her ruby casements, or hereafter hopo
From mortal eyes
To meet religious welcomes at her rise,
Cho. We, precious ones, in you have won
A gentler morn, ajuster sun.
1st.  His superficiad beams sun-burnt our skin;
2nd. Hut left within
3rd. Th3 night and winter il of death and sin,
Oho. Thy softer, yet more curtain darts
Spare our eyes, but pierce our hearts.
1st. Therefore, with his proud Persian spails
2nd. We court Thy more concerning smiles.
3rd. Therefore, with his disgrace

15U

We gild the humble cheek of this chaste place;

Uho. And at Thy feet pour furth his face.

1st. The doting nations now no more
Shdl any day but Thine adore ;

2nd. Nor, much less, shdl they leave these eyes
For cheap Egyptian deities.

3rd. In whatsoe'er more sacred shape
Of ram, he-goat, or reverend apu,

Those beauteous ravishers oppresad so sore

The too-hard-tcmpted nations.
ISE. Never moro

By wanton heifer shal be worn
2nd. A garland, or a gilded horn.
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The dtar-gtal'd ox, fat Dsris now,
"With his fair sister-cow,
3rd. Shdl kick the clouds no more; but lean ani tame
Cho. See hishorn'd face, and die for shame,
And Mithra now shal he no name.
1st. No longer shdl the immodest lust
Of adulterous godless dust
2nd. Fy in the face of heav'n; as if it were
The poor world's fault that he is fair.
3rd. Nor with perverse loves and religious rapes
Revenge Thy bounties in their beauteous shapes,
And punish best thingsworst; becausD they stood
Guilty of being much for them too good.
1st. Proud sons of death, that durst compel
Heav'n itsdf to find them hell;
2nd. And by strange wit of madness wrest
Prom this world's East the other's West.
3rd. All-idolizing worms, that thus could crowd
And urge their sun into Thy cloud;
Forcing his sometimes eclipsed face to be
A long deliquium to the light of Thee.
Clio. Alas! with huw much heavier shede
The shamefaced lamp hung down his head,
. For that one eulipse ho made,
Than dl those he suffered!
1st, For this he look'd so big, and every morn
With ared face confessd this scorn;
Or hiding his vex'd cheeks in a hired mig,
Kept them from being so unkindly kissd:
2nd. 1t wasfar this the day did rise
80 oft with blubber'd eyes.
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For this the evening wept; and WB ne'er knew,
But cal'd it dew.
3rd. This daily wrong
Silenced the morning suns, and damp'd their song.
Oho. Nor was't our deafness, hut our ains, that thus
Long made th'harmonions orhs al mute to us.
Znd. Time has a day in store,
When this so proudly poor
And self-oppressed spark, that has so long
By the love-sick world been made
Not so much their sun as shade,
Weary of this glorious wrong,
From them and from himself shall flee
For shelter to the shadow of Thy tree!
Clio. Proud to have guin'd this precious loss,
And changed his false urown for Thy cross.
2nd. That dark day's clear doom shall define
Whose is the master fire, which sun would shine;
That sable judgment-seat shal by new laws
Decide and settle the great cause
Of controverted light;
Oho. And Nature's wrongs rejoice to do Thee right.
3rd. That forfeiture of noon to-night shdl pay
All the idolat'rous theft ifcnc by this night of day;
And the great penitent press his own pale lips
With an elaborate love-eclipse,
To which the low world's laws
Shdl lend no cause,
Uho. Save those domestic which He borrows
From our sins and His own Borrows.
1¢. Three sad hours sackcloth, then, shal show to us
M
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His penance, as our fault, conspicuous.
2nd. And he more needfully and nobly prove
The nations' terror now, than erst their bve,
3rd. Their hated lovea changed into wholeaome fears,
Uhi. The shutting of his eye shall open theirs.
1st. Asby afar-eyed falacy of day
Misled before they lost their way,
So shdll they, by the seasonable fright
Of an unseasonable night,
Losing it once again, stumble on true light;
2nd. And as before his too-bright eye
Was their more blind idolatry,
80 his officious blindness now shal be
Their block, but faithful perspective of Thee;
3rd. His new prodigious night,
Their new and admirable light;
The supernatural dawn of thy pure day,
Whilewonderingthey,
The happy converts now of Him
Whom they compel Td before to be their sin,
Shall henceforth Bee
To Idas him only as their rod,
Wham thBy so long courted as Grod ;
Oho. And their best useyf him they worshipped be
To learn of him at least to worship Thee.
1st. It was their weakness woo'd his beauty;
But it ahull be
Their wisdom now, as well as duty,
T enjoy his blot; and, as alarge black letter,
Use it to gpdl Thy beauties better;
And moke thu night itsdf their torch to Thee.
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2nd. By the oblique ambush of this close night,
Couch'd in that conscious shade,
The right-eyed Areopagite
Shall with avigorous guessinvade
And catch thy quick reflex; and sharply see
On this dark ground
TD descant Thee.
3rd. 0 price of the rich spirit! with that fierce chase
Of this strong soul shdl he
Leap at Thy lofty face,
And seize the swift flash, in rebound
Fromthis obsequious uloud,
Once cal'd a sun;
Till dearly thus undone,
CTiQ. Till thus triumphantly tamed, O ye two
Twin suns! and taught now to negotiate you.
1st. Thus shdl that reverend child of light,
2nd. By being scholar first uf that new night,
Come furth great master of the mystic day;
3rd. And teach obsuurc mankind a more close way,
By the frugal negative light
Of a, most wise and well-abusud night,
To read more legible Thine origina ray,
Cho. And moke our darkness serve thy day;
Maintaining 'twixt Thy world and ours
A commerce of contrary pow'rs;
A mutua trade
‘Twixt sun and shade,
By confederate black and white,
Borrowing day and lending night.
1st. Thuawe, who when with dl the noble pow'rs
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That, a Thy cog, are cdl*l, not vainly, oars ;
We vow to make brave way
Upwards, and press on for the pure intelligential
pray;
2nd. At least, tj play
The amorous spies,
And peep and proffer at Thy sparkling throne;
3rd. Instead of bringing in the blissful prize,
And fost'ning on thine eyes,
Forfeit our own,
And nothing gain,
But more ambitious loss, at least of brain;
Uho. Now by abased lids shdl learn to bo
Eagles, and shut our eyesthat we may see.

THE CLOSE.

Therefore to Thee and Thine auspicious ray,
Dread sweet! ID, thus
At least by us,
The delegated eye of day
Does firgt his sceptre, then himsdf in solrmn
tribute pay.
Thus he undresses
His sacred unshorn tresses;
At Thy adored feet, thus, he lays down

1. His gorgeous tire

Of flame and fire,
2nd. Ilia glittering robe,
3rd. His sparkling crown,
10f. His gold,

2nd. His myrrh,
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3rd His  frankincense,

Oho. To which he now has no pretence.
For being show'd by this day's light, how far
He isfrom sun enough tu make Thy dar,
His best ambition now is but to be
Something a brighter shadow, swest, of Thee ;
Dr on heaven's azure forehead high to stand
Thy golden index; with a duteous hand
Pointing us home to our own sun.
The world's and his Hyperion '

TO THE QUEEN'S MAJESTY ON
TWELFTH-DAY.

L L} your race

These roya sages sue for decent piacc.

The day-break of the nations; their first ray ;
When the dark world dawii'd into Christian day,
And smiled i' th' babe's bright face, the purpling bud
And rosy dawn of the right roya blood,;

Fair first-fruits of the Lamb ; surekingsin this;
They took a kingdom while they gave a kiss :

But tho world's homage, scarce in these well blown,
We read in you, rare queen, ripe and full grown.
For from this day's rich seed of diadems

Does rise aradiant crop of roya sems,
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A golden harvest of crown'd heads, that meet

And crowd for kisses from the Lamb's white feet.

In this illugtrious throng, your lofty flood

Swells high, fair confluence of dl high-born blood ?
With your bright head whose groves of sceptres bend
Their wealthy tops, and for these feet contend.

So swore the Lamb's dread sire, and so we sce't,
Crowns, and the heads they kiss, must court these feet.
Fix here, fair majesty ! May your heart ne'er miss
To reap new crowns and kingdoms from that kiss!
Nor may we miss the joy to meet in yau

The aged honours of this day still new.

May the great time in you ill greater be,

While dl the year is your Epiphany ;

While your each day's devotion duly brings

Three kingdoms tu supply this day's three kings|

THE OFFICE DF THE HOLY CROSS.
FOE THE IIDUE OF MATINS.
The Versicle.

. DKD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

™ The Mesponsor.
Defend ua from our foes and Thine.
V&r. Thou shall open my lips, O Lord;
Res. And my mouth shal declare Thy praise.
Ver; 0 God, make speed to save me.
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Res. D Lord, make haste to help me.
Per. Glory be to the Father,
And to the Son,
And to the Holy Ghost,
E?s. Asitwas in the beginning, is now, and ever shall
be, world without end. Amen.

Tiw Hymn.

The wakeful matins haste to sing

The unknown sorrows of our King;

The Father's word and wisdom made

Man for man, by man's betray* d;

The world's price set to sale, and by the bold
Merchants of death ani sin is bought and sol];

Of His begt friends, yea of Himself, forsaken,

1)y his worst foes, because he would, beak-g'd and taken.

The Antiphon.

All hail, fair tree,

Whoso fruit WD be!

What song shall raise

Thy seemly praise,

Who brought'st to light
Life out of death, day out of night!

The Versick.

Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb! and bow thus low before Thee;
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The Responsvr.

'Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved at ones the whole world's loss.

The Prayer.

0, Diy Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, | pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to theliving and dead
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livi'st
nnd reigncst with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one God, world without end. Amen.

FDR THE HOUR OF PRIME.

The rersich.
bmds ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

The Responsvr.
Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Fer. Thou shdt open my lips, O Lord;
Res. And my mouth shal declare Thy praise.
Ver. 0 Gtod, make speed to save me.
Res, 0 Lord, moke haste to help me.
Ver. Glory beto, (fee.
Ret. Asit waain, ifa



SAURED POEMS 1B9

Tiw  [fymn.

The early prime blushes to say
She could not rise su soon as they
MI'd Pilate up, to try if he
Gould lend them any cruelty.

Their hands with lashes arm'il, their tongues with liy,
And loaths3me spittle blot those beauteous eyes,
The blissful springs of joy, from whose all-cheering ray
Thi? fair liars hll their weakful fires, the sun himself

drinks day.

The Antipwn.
Victorious sign
That now dost shine,
Tmnscrib'd above
Into the land of light anl love;
0, let uatwino
Our roots with thine,
That we may rise
Upon thy wings and reach the skies 1

The Versick.

Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb | and fall
Thus low before Theo;

The Rfsponsor.

'Cause by tho covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved ab imee the whole world's low.
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The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Chrigt, Son of the living Gad!
interpose, | pray Thee, Thine own precious degth, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafa to
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to theliving and dead,
remisson and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord;
to us gnners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest
and reigncst with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghogt, one God, world without end.  Amen,

THE THIRD.

The Versich.
Iy OBD, by that sweet and saving sign,

: The Responsor.
Defend us from our foes and Thine.
Ver. Thou ahalt open my lips, D Lord;
Res. And my mouth shdl declare Thy praise.
Ver. D God, make spesd to save me.
Res. D Lord, make haste to help me.
Ver. Grbry be to, &c.
Res.' As it was in the, &c.

The Hymn.'

The third hour's deofen'd with the cry
Of " crucify Him | crucify!"
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So goes the vate, nor ok them, why ?

" Live Borabbas!" andlet Rod diu.

But there is wit in wrath, and they will try

A hail more cruel than their crucify ;

For while in sport He wears a spiteful crown,
Theseriousshow'rsal ong His decentfacerun sadly down.

The Antiplwn.
Christ when He died
Deceived the Cross,
And on Death's side
Threw dl the loss.
The captive world awak'J, and found
The prisoner loose, the jailor bound.

The Fersicle.
Lo, we adore Thee,

Dread Lamb! and fall
Thus low before Thee;

The Rexponsor.

'Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hash saved at once the whole world's loss.

The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of thu living God !
interpose, | pray Thee, Thino own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death, And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and mercy ; to the living and dead,
remission and rest ; to Thy Church, peace and concord ;
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to us sinners, life and glory everlasting. Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy

Ghost, o

Ver
Res.
Ver
Res.
Ver.
Res.

ne God, world without end. Amen.

THE SIXTH.

Hie WVtrside.
Y= DKD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

® T/wRespvnsw.
Defend us from our foes and Thine.
. Thou shalt upen my lips, D Lurd;

And my mouth shal declare Thy praise.
. 0 God, make speed to save me.

0 Lord, make haste to help me.

Glory be to, ifec.

Asit wasin, &u.

The Hymn.

Now is the noon of sorrow's night

High in His patience as their spite.

Lo, the faint Lamb, with weary limb,

Bears that huge tree which must bear Him !
That fatal plant, so great of fame

For fruit of sorrow and of shame,

Shal

| swell with both for Him, ani mix

All woesinto one crucifix.
Is tortuvd thirgt itself too sweet a cup ?

Gall

and more bitter mocks shal make it up,
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Are nails blunt pens of superficial smart?
Contempt and scorn can send sure woundsto search
the inmost heart.

The Antiphon.
0, dear and sweet dispute
Twixt death's and love's far different fruit!
Different as fur
As antidotes and poisons are.
Ey thatfii-htfatal tree
Both life and liberty
Were sold and slain;
By this they both look up and live again!

The Versick.
Lo, we udore Thei®,
Drcail Lamb! and bow thus low before Thec ;

The Responsor.

'Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved the world from certum loss.

The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Chrigt, Son of the Ii\}ing God!
interpose, | pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grate and mercy ; tothe living and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord ,
to us sinners, life and glory cviTlastmg.  Who Ihest
and ruignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, one God, world without end.  Amen.
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THE NINTH.

The Versicle.
¥ =45 DKD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

g4 The Responsw.

Defend us from our foss and Thine.

Ver. Thou shat open my lips, O Lord;

Res. And my mouth shdl declare Thy praise.
Ver. 0 Grod, make speed to save me.

Res. O Lord, make hagte to help me.

Ver. Glory heto, &c.

Res. Asitwasin, (fee

The Hymn.

The ninth with awful horror hark'ned to those groans
Which taught attention even to rocks and stones.
Hear, Father, hear 1 Thy Lamb, at last, complains
Of sume more painful thing than al His pains.
Then bows His all-obedient head, and dies,
His own love's and our sin's great sacrifice.
The sun saw that, and would have seen no more;
The centre shook, her usdess vell th'inglorious temple

tore.

The Antiphon,

0, strange mysterious strife
Of open death and hidden life !
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When on the Dross my King did bleed
Life seem'd to die, death died indeed.

The Versicle.

Lo, we odors Thee,

Dread Lamb! and fall
Thus low before Thee;

The Respmsor.
‘Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved at once the whole world's loss.

The Prayer.

U, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, | pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to the living and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concurd;
to us sinners, lifo and glory everlasting. Who livest
and reigncst with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
Ghost, oneGod, world without end, Amen,
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EVENSONG.

The Versich.
== ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

The Respvnsor.
Defend us from our fues and Thine.
Ver. Thou shajt open my lips, 0 Lord ;
Res. And my mouth shal declare Thy praise.
Ver. D Grod, make speed to save me.
Res. 0 Lord, make haste to hi'lp me.
Ver. Glory be to, &c.
Res. As it wasin, itc.

TJie Hymn.
But there were rocks would not rulent at this.
Lo, for their own hearts they rend His !
Their deadly hate lives till, and hath
A wild reserve of wanton wrath ;
Superfluous spear ! hut there's a heart stands by
Will look no wounds he lost, no death shal die.
leather now thy griefs ripe fruit, great Mother-maid !
Then st thee down, and sing thy evensong in the sad
tree's shade.

The Antiphon.
D sad, sweet tree !
Woueful and joyful, we
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Both weep and fling in shade of thee:
When the dear noils did lock
And graft into thy gracious stock
The hope, the health,
The worth, the wealth
Of dl the ransom'd world, thuii halst the power,
In that propitious hour,
To poise each precious limb,
And prove how light the world was when it wsigh'd
with Him.
Wide may'st thou spread
Thine ams: and with thy bright and blissful head
D'erlook dl Libanua! Thy Mty crown
The King Himself is; thou His humble throne.
Where yielding, and yet conquering, HB
Proved a new path of patient victory,
When wond'ring death by death was dain,
And our captivity His captive taen.

The Terswie.

Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb! and bow thus low before Thee;

The Responsur.

' Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved the world from certain lass.

The Prayer.

0, my Lord BSU Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, | pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Cross and Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,

N
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now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to theliving and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord; '
to us sinners, life and glory everlasting.  Who livest
and reignest with the Father, in the unity of the Holy
&hogt, one God, world without end.  Amen.

CDMPLIN.

The Versicle.
%-oaR ORD, by Thy sweet and saving sign,

. The Responsor,
Defend us from our foes and Thing,
Ver. Thou shalt open my lips, 3 Lord;
Res. And my mouth shall declare Thy praise.
Ver. 0 God, make speed to save me.
Res. O Lord, make haste to help me.
Ver, Glory heto, (fee.
Res. Asitwasin, kv.

The Hymn.
The complin hour comes lag, to cdll
Us to our own life's funeral.
Ah, heartless task | yet hope takes heed,
And lives in Him that here lies dead.
Bun, Mary, run! bring hither dl the blest
Arabig, for thy royal phoenix' nest;
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Pour on thy noblest sweets, which, when they touch

This sweeter body, shal indeed be such.

But must Thy bed, Lord, be a borrowed grave,

Who lend'st to dl things al the life they have?

0, rather USD this heart, thus far a fitter stone,

lCae, though ahard ani cold one, yet itis Thine own.
Amm,

The Antiphon.

D, save us, then,

Merciful King of men!

Since thuu would'st needs be thus
A Saviour, and at such a rate, for us;

Save us, D save us, Lord!
We now will own nu shorter wish, nor name a narrower

word.

Thy blood bids us be bold;

Thy wounds give us fair hold;

Thy sorrows chide our shame;
Thy Dross, Thy nature, and Thy name

Advance our clftim

And cry with DUB accord,

Save them, D save them, Lord!

The Versiclt.

Lo, we adore Thee,
Dread Lamb! and bow thus low before Thee f

The Respvnsor.

‘Cause by the covenant of Thy Cross
Thou hast saved the world from certain loss.
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The Prayer.

0, my Lord Jesu Christ, Son of the living God!
interpose, | pray Thee, Thine own precious death, Thy
Gross anil Passion, betwixt my soul and Thy judgment,
now and in the hour of my death. And vouchsafe to
grant me Thy grace and mercy; to the living and dead,
remission and rest; to Thy Church, peace and concord,;
to us sinners, life anl glory everlasting. Who livest
and rcignest with the Fathur, in the unity of the Holy
Grhost, one God, world without end. Amen.

THE RECOMMENDATION.

; B’* HESE hours, and that which hovers o'er
my end,

@ Into Thy hands and heart, Lord, | com-
mend!

Take both to Thine account, that | and mine
In that hour, and in these, may be al Thine.

ThataB| dedicate my devuuteat breath,
To make akind of life for my Lord's death,

So from His living, and life-giving death,
My dying life may draw anew and never-fleeting breath !
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VEXILLA REGIS.
The, Hymn of the Holy Cross.

$-=d@ DDK op, languishing soul!  La, when* the
fair
2af@ Badge of thy faith calls back thy care,
And billsthuc ne'er forget
Thy life is one long debt
Of love to Him who, on this painful tree,
Fail back tho flesh lie took for they.

Lo, how the streams of life from that full nest
Of loves, thy Lord's too liberal breest,
Flow in an amorous flood
Of water wedding blood !
With these He wash'd thy stain, transferr'd thy smart,
And took ib home to His own heart.

But thou, great love, greedy of auch sod gam,
Usurped the portion of Thy pain,
And from the nails and spear
Turn'd the sted point of fear,
Their use is changed, not lost; and now they move
Not stings of wrath, but wounds of love.

Tal tree of life | Thy truth makes good
What was till now ne'er understood,
Though the prophetic King
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Struck bud his faithful string;
It was thy wood he meant should make the throne
For a more than Solomon,

Large throne of Love! royally spread
With purple of too rich ared:
Thy crime ia too much duty;
Thy burthen too much beauty !
Grlorious or grievous more ? thus to make good
Thy codly excellence with thy King's own blood.

Even balance of both worlds! our world of sin,
And that of grace heav'n weigh'd in Him,
Us with our price thou weighed'st;
Dur price for us thou pnycd'st ;
Soon as the right-hand scale rejoiced to prove
How much death weigh'd more light than Love.

Hail, our alone Hupe ! let Thy fair head shout
Aloft; and fill the nations with Thy noble fruit.
The while our hearts and wo
Thus graft ourselves on Thee,
Grow Thou, and they; and be Thy fair increase
The sinner's pardon, and the just man's peace.

Live, 0, for ever live and reign,
The Lamb whom His own love has dain f
And 1¢ Thy lost sheep live t' inherit
That kingdom which this Cross did merit, Amen.
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CHARITAS NIMIA,
Or the Dear Bargain.

S DRD, what is man ? why should he cogt
Thee

Lord What is man ? that Thou hast over- bought
So much a thing of nought ?

Love is boo kind, | see, and can
Mako hut a simple merchantman.
Twos for such sorry merchandise
Bold painters have put out his eyes.

Alas, sweet Lord ! what were't to Thee
I there were no such worms as we ?"
Hcav'u ne'ertliiilcss still hcav'u would be.
Should mankind dwell
In the deep hell,
What have his woes to do with Thee ?

Let him go weep
O'er his own wounds ;
Seraphim will not sleep,
Nor spheres let fall their faithful rounds,

Sl would the youthful spirits sing,
And dill Thy spacious palace ring;
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Still would those beauteous ministers of light
Burn dl as bright,

And bow their flaming heads before Thee;
Sl thrones and dominations would adore Thee ;
Sill would those ever-wakeful sons of fire

Keep warm Thy praise
Both nights and days,
And teach Thy loved name to their noble lyre.

Let fro ward dust then do its kind,
And give itsdf for sport to the proui wind.
Why should a piece of peevish clay plead shares
In the eternity of Thy old cares?
Why shouldsb Thou bow Thy awful breast to see
What mine own madnesses have done with me ?

Should not the king still keep his throne
Because some desperate fool's undone ?
Dr will the world's illustrious eyes
Weep for every worm that dies?

Will the gallant sun
E'er the less glorious run ?
Will he hong down his golden head,
Or €er the sooner seek his western bed,
Because some foolish fly
Grows wanton, and will die?

If I were lost in misery,
What was it to Thy heav'n, and Thee?



SAVRED POEMS

What wan it to Thy precious blood
If my foul heart call'd for aflood ?

What if my faithless soul and |
Would needs fal in
With guilt and ain,
What did the Lamb that He should die?
What did the Lamb that Ho should need,
When the wolf sins, Himself to bleed ?

If my base lust
Bargain'il with death and well-beseeming dust,
Why should the white
Lamb's bosom write
The purple name
Of my sin's shame?

Why should Ilia unstain'd breast make good
My blushes with His own heart blood ?

0, my Saviour, nmke me see
How dearly Thou hast paid for me,

That, lost again, my life may prove
As then in death, BO now in love!
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SANDTAMAKIADDLDRUM,

Or the Mother of Sorrows; a Pathetical descant upon
the devout phinsong of" Stalwt Mater
dohrusa.”

5 N shade of death's sad tree
: Stood doleful she;
A Ah, she! now by none other
Name to be known, das! but Sorrow's Mother.
Before her eyes
Her's, and the whole world'sjoys,
Hanging dl torn, she sees, and in His woes
And pains her pangs and throes.
Each wound of His from every part,
All, more at home in Her own heart.

What kind of marble, then,
Is that cold man
Who can look on and see,
Nur keep such noble sorrow's company ?
Sure even from you,
My flints, some drops are due,
To se BO many unkind swords contest
So fast for one soft breasst ;
While with afaithful, mutual flood
Her eyes bleed tears, His wounds weep blood !
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0), costly intercourse
' Of death's, and worse
Divided loves: while Son and Mother
Discourse alternate wounds to one another!
Quick deaths that grow
And gather as they come and go;
His nails write swords in Her; which soon Her heart
Fays back, with more than their own smart;
Her swords, till growing with His pain,
Turn spears, and straight come home again.

She sees Her (Son, Her Bod,
Bow with a load
Of borrow'd sins, and swim
In woes that were nut made for Him.
Ah! hard command
Of Love! Here must She stand
Charged to look on, and with a steadfast eye
Sec Her life die;
Leaving Her only so much breath
Aa serves to keep alive Her death.

0, Mother turtle-dove!
Soft source of love !
That these dry lids might borrow
Something from Thy full seas of Borrow !
0, in that breast
Of Thine, the noblest nest
Both of Loves fires and floods, might | recline
This hard, cold heart of mine,
The chill lump would relent, and prove
Soft subject for the sege of Love |
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O, teach those wounds to bleed
In me; me, so to read
This book uf loves, thus writ
In lines of death, my life may copy it
With loyal tares.
0, let me here claim shares !
Yield something in thy sad prerogative,
Great Queen of griefs, and give
Me to my tears; who, though al stone,
Think much that Thou should'st mourn aone.

Yeg, let my life and me
Fh here with Thee,
And at the humble foot
Of thisfair tree take Dur eternal root.
That sowemay
At least be in LDTD'S way;
And in these chaste wars while the wing'd wounds flee
So fast "twixt Him and Thee,
My breast may catch the kiss of some kind dart,
Though as a second hand from either heart.

0 you, your own best darta,
Dear doleful hearts!
Hail, and strike home and make me s
That wounded bosoms their own weapons be!
" Dome, wounds! come, darts !
Nail'd hands! and pierced hearts|
Come, your whole selves, Sorrow's great Son and
Mother,
Nor grudge 4 younger brother
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Of griefs his portion, who, had dl their due,
One singly wound should not have left for you,

Shal | st there
Sodeepupaahtire,
Dear womuls, and only now
In sorrows draw no dividend with you!
0, he more wiseg,
If not more soft, mine eyes!
Flow, tardy founts! and into decent show'rs
Dissolve my days and hours :
Ani if them yet, faint soul, defer
To bleed with Him, fail not to weep with Her.

Rich Queen, lend some relief,
At h-ast in ams of grief,
To a heart who, by a sad right of gin,
Could prove the whole sum, too sure, due to him.
13y dl thobe stings
Of love, sweet bitter things,
Which these torn hands transcribed on Thy true heart;
O, teach mine, too, the art
To study him BO, till we mix
Wounds, and beuoine one cruuifu.

O, let me suck the wino

80 long of this chagte vine,

Till, drunk of the dear Wuunda, | be
A log thing to the world, as it to me!

0, faithful friend

Of me and of my end !
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Fold up my lifein love, ani lay't beneath

My dear Lord's vita desth.
Lo, heart, thy hope's whole pleal Her preciousbreath
Pour'd out in prayers for thee; thy Lord's in death,

THE HYMN OF SAINT THOMAS IN
ADORATION OF THE BLESSED
SACRAMENT.

i Of humble love and loyal faith,

ey 'j_ k&' Thuslow, my hidden life! | bow to Thee,
Whom too much love hath bow'd more low for mo,
Down, down, proud sense ! discourses die,
Keep close, my soul's enquiring eye!
Nor touch nor taste must look for more,
But each sit still in his own door.

Y our ports are al superfluous here,
Savethat which letsin faith— the ear.
Faith is my skill, faith can believe
As fast as love new laws can give.
Faith is my force, faith strength affords
To keep pace with those pow'rful words:
And words more sure, more sweet than they
Love could not think, truth could not say.

0, let Thy wretch find that relief
Thou didst afford the faithful thief;
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Plead for me, Love |l alege and show

That faith has farther here to go,

And less to lean on; because then,

Though hid as God, wounds write Thee man;
Thomas might touch none but might see,

At least, the suff'ring side of Thee;

And that, too, was Thysdlf which Thee dii cover,
But here even that's hid, too, which hides the other.

Sweet, consider then, that I,
Though nlbw'J not hand nor eye
To teach at Thy loved face, nor can
Taste Thee God, or touch Thee man,
Bothyetbelieve and witness Thee,
My Lord, too, and my God, ad loud 03 He.

Hulp, Lord, my hope increase,
Andfill my portion in Thy peace.
Dive love for life, nor let my days
Grow, bub in new powers to name Thy praise.

0, dear memorial of that death
Which livi'H still, and alows us breath!
Ilich, royal flood! bountiful bread 1
Whose use denies us to the dead ;
Whose vital gust alone can give
The same leave both to eat nnd live;
Live ever, brend of loves, and be
My life, my soul, my surer sdf to EQB'!

0, soft self-wounding pelican,
Whose breast wespa balm for wounded maa !
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Ah, this way bend thy benign flood,

To a bleeding heart that gasps for blood ;
That blood whose least drop sovereign be-

To wash my worlds of sins from me!

Come, love! come, Lord! and that long day
For which | languish, come away ;

When this dry soul those eyes shall see,

And drink the unseal'd source of Thee;
When glory's sun faith's shade shdl chase,
Then for Thy veil give me Thy face.  Amen.

THEHYMN FOR THEBLESSED SACRAMENT.
LAUDA SION SALVATDREM.

\NWRISE, ruyal Sion! rise and sing
& ] Thy soul's kind shepherd, thy heart's King.
/ g Stretch dl thy powers, cdl, if you can,
Harps of heav'n to hands of man—
This sovereign subject sits above
The best ambition of thy I0VL-.

Lo, the bread of life ! this day's
Triumphant text provokes Thy praise—
The living and life-giving bread
To the greet twelve distributed,

When Life Himself at point to die,
Of Love, was his own legacy,
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Come, Love ! ani let us work a song
Loud and pleasant, sweet and long ;
Let lips and hearts lift high the noise
Of BDjust and solemn joys,
Which on His white brows this hright day.
Shdl hence for ever hear away.

Lo, thenew law of anew Lord,
With a new Lamh blesses the hoard !
The aged Pascha pleads not years,
But spies love's dawn, and disappears.
Types yield to truths, shades shrink away,
And their night dies into our day.

But, lest that die too, we are bid
Ever to do what he once did ;
And, by amindful, mystic breath,
That we may live, revive His death;
With a well-blest bread and wine
Tranaumcd and taught to turn divine.

The huuv'n-instructed house of faith
Here a holy dictate hath,
That they bub lend their form and face,
Themselves with reverence leave their place,
Nature and name, to be made good
By nobler bread, more needful blood.

Where Nature's laws no leave will give,
Bold faith takes heart, and dares believe
In different species, name not things,

193
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Himsdf to me my Saviour brings,
As meat in that, as drink in this;
But 4ill in both one Christ He is.

The receiving mouth here makes
Nor wound nor breach in what He takes.
Let one, or one thousand ba
Here dividers, single he
Bears home no less, nil they no more,
Nor leave they both less than before.

Though in itsdf this sovereign feast
Be dl the same to every guest,
Yet on the same, life-meaning, bread
The child of death eats himself dead.
Nor ist Love's fault, but sn's dire kill
That thus frum life can death digtil.

When the blest signs thou broke shalt s
Huld but thy faith entire as He,
Who, howsoe'er clod, imnnot come
Less than whole Christ in every crumb.
In broken forms a gable faith
Untouuh'i her precious total hath.

Lo, the life-food of angels then
Bow'd to the lowly mouths of men !
The childrena* bread, the bridegroom's wine,
Not to be cast to dogs or swine.

Lo, the full, fina sacrifice
On which al figures fiad their eyes,
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The ransom'd Isaac anil his ram,
The manna, and the Paschal Lamb!

Jean, MustBr, just and true!
Our food, and faithful Shepherd too!
0, by Thysdlf vouchsafe to keep,
As with Thysaf Thou feed'st Thy sheep.

0, let that bve whiuh thus makes Thee
Mix with our low mortality,
Lift our lean soula, and set us up
Convictors of Thine own full cup,
Co-heirs of saints, that so al may
Drink the same wine, and tha same way;
Nor change the pasture, hut the place,
To feud of Theein Thino own facs! Amen.

THE HYMN " DIESIRAEDIES ILLA."
In Meditation of the Day of Judgment.
: EAE'ST thou, my soul, what senuus things
Both the Psalm and Sibyl sings,

By Of asure Judge, from whose sharp ray
The world inflamesshdl fly away?

O, that Firel before whose face
Heav'n and earth shal find no place :
0, these Eyes| whose angry light
Must bo the day of that dread night.
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0, that Trump ! whose blast shdl run
An even round with th' circling sun,
And urge the murmuring graves to bring
Pae mankind forth to meet his King.

Horror of nature, hell and death!
When a deep groan from beneath
Shdl cry, " W3 come, we come," and dl
The caves of night answer one call.

O, that Book! whose leaves so bright
Will set the world in severe light.
O, that Judge! whose hand,, whose eye
None can endure, yet nDne can fly.

Ah, then, poor soul! what wilt them say ?
And to what patron choose to pray,
When stars themselves shdl stagger, and
The mogt firm foot no mure than stand ?

But Thou giv'st leave, dread Lord, that wu
Take shelter from Thysdf in Thee;
And with the wings of Thine own dove
Fly to Thy sceptre of soft bve !

Deal, remember in that day
Who was the cause Thou cam'st this way;
Thy sheep was stray'd, and Thou wouldst be
Even lost Thysdlf in seeking me!

Shdl dl that labour, dl that cost
Of love, and even that lues, be lost ?
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And this loved soul judged worth no less
Than dl that way and weariness ?

Just Mercy, then, Thy reck'ning be
With my price, and not with me; -
"Twos paid at first with too much pain,
To be paid twice, or once in vain.

Mercy, my Judge! mercy, | cry,
With blushing cheek and bleeding eye;
The conscious colours of my sin
Arered without, and pale within.

0, let Thine own soft bowels pay
Thysdlf, and so discharge that day!
If Sin can sigh, Love can forgive,
0, say the word, my soul shdl live!

Those mercies which Thy Mary found,
Or who Thy cross confess'd and crown'd,
Hope tels my heart the same loves be
Sill aive, and till for me.

Though both my prars and tears combine,
Both worthless are, for they are mine;
But Thou Thy bounteous sf il be,
And show Thou art by saving me.

0, when Thy last frown shdl proclam
The flocks of goats to folds of flame,
And dl Thy lost sheep found shdl bo,
Lot " Dome ye blessed” then cdl mel
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Wiion the dread © Ite" shdll divide
Those limbs of death from Thy left side,
Let those life-speaking lips command
That | inherit Thy right hand !

0, hear a suppliant heart, al urush'd
And crumbled into contrite dust!
My hope, my fear ! my Juige, my Friend!
Taku charge of nip, and of my end!

THE HYMN " O&LDRIDSA DOMINA."

sl | AIL, most high, most humble one !
2B Above the world, below thy Son,
Lo § Whose blush the moon beoutcously mars
And gtains the timorous light of stars.
He that made dl things had not done
Till Hu had made Himsdf thy Son.
The whole world's host would be thy guest
And board Himsdf a thy rich breast.
0, boundless hospitality!
The feast of dl things feeds on thce.
The first Eve, mother of our fall,
Ere she bore any one, dew dl.
Of her unkind gift might we have
The inheritance of a hasty grave ;
Quick buried in thu wanton tomb
Of one forbidden hit,



SACRED POEMS

Hod not a better fruit forbidden it;
Had not thy healthful womb

The world's new Eastern window been
ind given us hcav'n again in giving Him:
Thine was the rosy dawn that sprung the day
Vhich renders dl the stars she stole away.

Let then th' aged world be wise, and dl
Prove nobly, here, unnatural:
Tis gratitude to forget that other,
And cdl the maiden Eve their mother.

Yo redeem'd nations far and near,
Applaud your happy selvesin her,
All you to whom this love belongs,
And keep't alive with lasting songs.

Let hearts and lips speak loud, and say,
Hall, door of life, and source of day !
The door was shut, the fountain scal'd,
Yet light was seen, and life revealed;
The fountain scd'd, yet life found way.

Glory to Thee, girat Virgin's Son,
In bosom of Thy Father's bliss !

The same to Thee, sweet Spirit, be done,
As ever shdl be was, and is! Amen.
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THE FLAMING HEART,

Upm the Book and Picture of ths Seraphical Sant
Teresa, as sheis usually expressed with a
Seraphim beside Tier.

R o friends
& Ani catch the precious name this pi Dec
pretends,
Make not too much haste t' admire
That fair-cheek'd fallacy of fire.
That ia a seraphim, they Bay,
And this the great Tercsia
Readers, be ruled by me, and make
Here a well-placed and wise mistake ;
Y ou must transpose the picture quite,
Ani spdl it wrong to read it right;
Read Him for Her, and Her for Him,
And cdl the saint the sergphim.
Fainter, what didst tliuu understand
To put her dart into his hand ?
S even the years and size of him
Shows this the mother seraphim.
This ifl the migtress flame, and duteous he
Her happy fireworks, here, comes down to see:
O, most poor-spirited of men |
Had thy cold pencil kissd her pen,
Thou couldflt not BO unkindly err

r\“ RP5ELL-MEANINS. readers! you that CDOO
T
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To show us this faint shade fur her.

Why, man, this speaks pure mortal framd ;

And mocks with female frust love's manly flame,
One would'st sugpect thou mean'st to print
Somewi'ak, inferior woman Saint.

But, hai thy palu-faced purple took

Fire from the burning cheeks of that bright book,
Thou would'sh on her have heap'd up dl

That could be found scraphical;

WIliatc'cr this youth of fire wears fair,

Rosy fingers, radiant hair,

Glowing cheek, and glistVing wings,

All those fair and flagrant things ;

But, before al, that fiery rfart

Hod fill'd the hand of this great heart.

Do, then, as equal right requires,

Since his tho blushes be, and hcr's the fires;
Resume and rectify thy rude design,
Undress thy seraphim into mine;

Redeem this injury of thy art,

Give him the veil, give her the dart.

Give him the veil, that he may cover
The red cheeks of arivalled lover,
Ashamed thnt our world now can show
Nests of new seraphims here below.

Give her ths dart, for it is she,

Fair youth, shoots both thy shaft and thee;
Sy, dl ye wise and well-pierced hearts
That live and die amidst her darts,

What iat your tasteful spirits do prove

la that rare life of her and love ?
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Say and hear witness, Sends she not
A seraphim at every shot ?
What magazines of immortal arms there shine!
HeavV's great artillery in each love-spun line.
Give, then, the dart to her who gives the flame,
Give him the veil who gives the shame.
But if it he the frequent fate
Of worst faults to he fortunate,
If dl's prescription, and proud wrong
Hearkens not to an humble song,
For dl the galuntry of him,
Erivo me the suff'ring seraphim.
His be the bravery of those bright things,
The glowing uheeks, the glistering wings,
The rosy hand, tho radiant dart;
Leave her alone the flaming heart.
Leave her that, and thuu shalt leave her
Not one loose shaft, but Love'swhole quiver.
For in Love'sfield was never found
A nobler weapon thun awound.
Love's passives are his activ'st part,
The wounded is the wounding heart.
0, heart! the equal poise of Love's both parts,
Big alike with wounds and darts,
Live in these conquering leaves, live dl the same,
And walkthrough al tongues one triumphant flame;
Live here, great heart, and love, and die, and kill,
And bleed, and wound, and yield, and conquer ill.
Let this immortal Life, where'er it comes,
Walk in a crowd of IDVBB and martyrdoms,
Let mystic desths wait on't, and wise souls be
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The love-slain witnesses of this life of thee.

0, sweet incendiary ! show hero thy art

Upon this carcass of a hard, cold heart;

Let dl thy scatter'd shafts of light, that play
Among the leaves of thy large books of day,
Combined against this breast, at onuu bregk in
And take away from me myself and sin ;

This gracious robbery shdl thy bounty be,
And my best fortunes such fair spoils of me.
0, thou undaunted daughter of desires!

By all thy dower of lights and fires,

Ey dl the eagle in thee, al the dove,

By dl thy lives and deaths of love,

By thy large draughts of intellectua day,
And by thy thirsts of love more large than they;
By dl thy brim-fill'd bowls of fierce desire,
By thy last morning's draught of liquid fire,
By the full kingdom of that final kiss

That seiz'd thy parting soul, and scd'd thce his;
By dl the hcav'ns thou hast in him,
